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Diagnosis: Breast
Cancer ?

\ In mid-July, the vacuum cleaner stalled,
but not because of what she thought
was happening. She sliced its bag for proof of going bald.
It’s tufts of hair, she swore, keep getting caught.

Her fear grows longer, thicker every day -
she scans black, velvet dresses
one by one. And no one now denies the strands of gray,
but no one draws attention or confesses.

We’ve learned the words we aren’t supposed to say,
the ones the doctor week by week addresses:
no pluck, no brush, no cut, shave
until the paranoia’s given way.

But what about the words that she represses:
no cure, not sure; this cave, the grave

Samantha S. McKinnis-Moore
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Girls are like locks
that are difficult to crack.
They're a period of your life
you’ll never get back

You love them; you hate them
you don’t know what to do
but you can’t live without them
you know this is true

It starts with “Hello”
and then “What is your name”?
but little do you know,
that you’re playing her game.

She pulls you in with her looks
and personality, too
but you have no idea
what you’re about to go through

You want this; she wants that

doesn’t matter what you say,

because one thing is for sure
she’ll have it her way.

she’ll ask you trick questions
like “How do | look?”
and like a helpless fish
you’re caught on her hook

There will be nights of pure silence
and yes, she might cry
she says it’s your fault
but you have no idea why

Years might pass
and it all seems the same
no matter how long it’s been
you're still playing her game

But when you take a step back
and think of the fall
all the good times you had
she’s the reason for them all.
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Good Luck
g oty an America

Up the hil around the bend

ANl | see is trash piled five foot ten

O ol cans, tarnished siver coins, a dead keyboard

And the rest of the pile is junk galore

What do we get?

High Qas prices, an old social secwity system and bans on the Internet

Ore naf mie down the strest

| face some vicious dogs who cant be beat
They snarl, they bark, they are ready to pounce
As though | owed them a large amount

They stare at me with hungry eyes

Searcrﬁngforawayanoftr\eirderﬁse
How much do we owe?

Fourteen triion dotars in dough

Another forth mie down the road
Iciscoveredamnwhorookedhneedofatow

Jumper cables in his hands

Stuck knee high in quick stand
Detem”medtogetrﬁscaranagain

But everything he tried caused more helplessness and pain
Can we get a move on?

Can we jumpstart the economy and move along?
Can we save our country from peri

Down the block

A gated entrance with a padiock
Around the house that was for sale
Hs mortgage not met

Way too far in debt

Is hope dead?
That's what | dread
Is this fair? Sean J. Shumate
How can we prepare?
Good Luck America




| glanced at the clock; it was 7:21. | climbed from the bed and began the daily routine.
First, it was to get Emily to school. | made her breakfast, fussed over getting her supplies
together, made sure she had brushed her teeth, and finally | was driving her to school.

“So there’s supposed to be a new girl at school today!” she chattered away happily in the
backseat.

“you don’t say? Well, if you and her turn out to be friends, why don’t you bring her over to
play?”

“Okay!” she exclaimed excitedly as we pulled up to the school.
“Have a good day!” | hollered as the door slammed shut.

| watched as she skipped up the steps and into the school. It was 8:21. |still had plenty of
time to grab a bite to eat from the food shop before | needed to clock in at the police station
| drove down the street and noticed someone had occupied my usual parking spot though ’

“No harm done,” | thought as | pulled into the next available parking spot, number 21

| pushed the restaurant door open and heard the familiar bells chime as the smell of bacon

greeted me.
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Tony! Y [ Bethany stepped fro
H OHY' ou want the usual?” a friendly voice called out as Bet

“ ey, : ¢

behind the counter with her usual grin.

“News-
d a newspaper.

“You know me too well,” | replied as | pulled up a stool a:z ‘srsa:!;el .

Paper prices have gone up again?” | asked. The paper was

“Gas prices are u

. k
in front of me: blac
P t0 33.21 as well.” Bethany added as she set the meal in fro
coffee and a chees

n
eomelet. “Times are getting harder and harder.

h'1
' as always thoug
“No kidding.” | replied as | took a bite of omelet. “Your food is as good

said with a wink,

e ottt o 21 though.”
“Well thank you,” she saig with a sly grin, “That’s stil going to be $4

finished my meal

b.
d stood dum

| paid her, » and made my way back tomy car. |stopped an

founded as | gawked at my car’s new, unexpected paint job.

“My carl” | gasped,

: itten all overt
My car was now completely spray painted black with the number ﬁl.r";“ﬁ
paint. |saw 3 slight Movement in the driver’s seat. Was that black hair?

sed 2t
tood confu
“Stop!” | holereg 351 ran to the driver’s door. | flung the door open a?: Sback seat, but N
an empty seat though, | started at the seat for a second then looked in t

One was there either.

“I could have Sworn..mayhe it’'s the shock

. Seat‘
| thought as | climbed into the driver’s
In the windshie|

d, asmallp
contained one wo

.t' It
od i alyzed|
Usiness card was awaiting me. | picked it up and analyz

rd: can,

I flipped the card o

fer-
word ré
VT, but there wag nothing else. What did it mean? Was the

ring to cans of food?

into MY
. Was the wor the beginning of a question? | tucked the card
shirt pocket, It was p bablyjust some kid

serious troyble when

) in some
S Pulling a prank. They were going to be
| caught them though

filed

I started t!\e Car up ang Made my Way to the Police station. | was going to have“t:d up 10
;:sg;:zn ths as well as got another car, Made my Way down the streets and pu

0 D€ greeted by ¢ used st :

straight to the Sheriffs offce, > |ignored

way
them, clocked in, then made my
needanew “OPcar” | saig 35| entereg the office,

“What's wrong with, Your oig one?”



“Tony!” he cried then sighed. “Remember to file a report, and I'll send a message telling
service to deliver new keys to you. You let the hooligans get this one, and you're out of
luck; you hear me?”

“Understood,” | replied with a nod, exited the room, and made my way to my office.
The clock read 9:21, and a small envelop was waiting for me on my desk. |sat down and
ripped the envelope open sending tiny, shredded pieces of paper from inside the envelope
sprinkling everywhere. Great.

I picked up all the paper confetti, dumped it on my desk, and turned my attention back to
the envelope. There was another card similar to the other one inside. | carefully pulled the
card out to find the word you typed onto it. | patted my pocket and hastily found the other
card. Can and you? | looked at the confetti again and noticed small red marks on some of

the them with what appeared to be pencil on the others.

“This is madness,” | whispered under my breath.

I carefully began to piece together the tiny shreds of paper as though they could be a
puzzle. The writing was difficult to read, and | have never been the best at puzzles, but |
leaned back in my chair as | placed the last piece in place. In bold red ink, the number 21
stood out while smaller, pencil written 21s surrounded it. What was this about?

| grabbed the envelope and made my way down the hall to the chief mail woman.
“Can you tell me who sent this envelope?” | asked as | tossed the envelope onto her desk.

“There’s no address, so it had to be hand delivered, Tony. There’s no way for me to
know.”

“You don’t keep these kind of things on record?” | exasperated.

“If you have a problem with the system, take it up with the sheriff; otherwise, | advise you
to get back to work,” she replied annoyed.

| glared at her while | grabbed the envelope but left. Maybe this was a giant game...That’s
insane. Wasn't all of this crazy though?

| sat down at my desk again and looked at the pieces. | carefully brushed the pieces back
in the envelope and set it to the side. | looked a the cards. Can..you...21..they made no
sensel The clock blinked as the time changed to 10:21. There was that number again. |
sighed and decided | needed to get some work done.

.



day
was made yester
| pulled out some forms that needed to be completed from a run that

fter
' e form group. A

as well as the car request form. | filled the car form out a'nd to;(l: u|: to th

looking at the file, he said the keys would be on my desk in an .

occupied with
| trudged back to my desk and filled out a few more forms, but | was pre

't
at that? Wouldn
thoughts of 21. What kids would pull this typ? of prank...and on a cop car

they be in school? Well, not if they were playing hooky.

. enin’
ck hair | had se
| twirled my pen back and forth in between my fingers....There \:as ::ebzlf?ne | got there
the front seat. The person wouldn’t have had time to get out of the ¢

. it wWas
. at the clock; i
though. |was quite certain it was just a figment of my imagination. | glanced
11:21. 1 stood up and decided it was time for 3 break.

I made my way out of the bu
sense. | walked to th
chips. | looked at th

made any
ilding and to the break area. None of these events

heesé
for some ¢

e snack machine and pulled three quarters from my pocket
e code to type in.

“Of course it’s 21P,” | thought glumly.

ike the
| punched the buttons Ignoring the fact it contained the number 21. So what
kids would haye set that up,

in to graP
I heard the cheese chips tumble down, | Pushed the snack door back and reach‘ids;:rtled-
them, | felt around and grabpeqg What felt similar to ahand. |yanked my hand ou
That wasn’t 3 hand...Was it? |
the chees

ge
only to$
dropped to my knees and peered past the snack door Another
- ltook a breath i
card was lying beneath the sn

I tucked the
Who was seng
building, This
mail woman,

. < about?
Fard Into my pocket and ran my hang though my hair. What was thlsbaack int0
Ing these €ards? What giq the cards mean? | spun around and we";ed into
Was too weirg; | needed answers, | turned a corner quickly and cras

the

“Sorry! | have
Pushed the do
Good.

to..pee badly}” | blurteq 0
OF Open, A,

and
hroom < .
Utas | bolteg, I made my way to the bat g alof
€ Urina|s

Ak
ere Unoccupied, and the only stall was clear;

| turned the Water gp ¢
. Ne of the ¢;
the mirror and set ks 2

face "
of
MY hands op the ed

nd splashed m

ified
¥ face. | looked up at my terr
8e of the sink.






; id: ing is going
“Get a hold of yourself.” | thought out loud. “You're becoming caran.md& ::;tghrlzsgt l” g
on. It's just some cards from someone wanting to scare you. You imagine .

. ; wked
Suddenly, a movement in the glass caught my attention. | backed up slightly a.":ios:to e
ata red question mark appearing on the mirror. |looked quickly to the other mir

. : tion
a number sign on the first mirror, the number 21 on the middle mirror, and the ques
mark being finished on the last mirror.

Can you save #21? Was that the message?

itin
| walked closer to the mirror ang hesitantly touched the gass. | couldn’t wipe the writing
away. It was as though the writing was actually inside the mirror.

I stood there analyzing the mirror
the mirror to cling to my shirt, The
me to help pull the rest of the th
holding back and shoved the ¢
the floor. | watched in shock as

long hair emerged from the mjr
black eyes.

and was startled by two hands suddenly emerging f"’s':d
small, gray hands clung strongly to me as the hands uen

ing through the mirror. | let go the scream that | had beto
ature’s hands away causing me to stumble backwards 0: " i
the hands now clung to the sink, and a skull covered in : '
ror. The creature raised its head to start at me with its je

re

My heart raced as | tryggieg 1, ™Y feet and burst through the bathroom door franticallf
| stumbled down the pay to my office ang slammed the door behind me. A set of keys wase
'ing on my des; the keys were for the NEW car. | grabbed the keys and ran from my offic s
::: :::r(::tdhe b“":‘&e t: the car parking |ot, | looked at the number for the car on t'I:E key .
OPPed the keys at the sight of the p car and took a
breath as | sat i the driver's Seat. | adjust umber 21, |located the

. e i i to see the
creature glaring fro the back seyt d the rear view mirror and looked

| twisted around in my ¢ i
racing and looked in thevreeat t.o face' it, but the Creature had vanished. | sat back heart is
ar view mirror 3gain. The creatyre was nowhere to be seen

wasn’t a prank anymore; SOmeth; i "
on the road, ang focused op dri:il::: "eally weird wag oing on. | started the car, pulled

I was on 19th Ave

, Nue and deg; : he \
carin front of me When a vojce a:::dtff) turn the police scanner on. | nearly rear ended t \
the situation, or

anyone near 215t Avenue. | hesitantly asked for

violence,

Wasit a coincidence? Was i
. 35 it conne i
happening today? | Blanceq o the clof::ce-(:t‘mh il2| n e evnts thathad ben
) 512:21,



| picked up speed again and spun into the parking lot. | drew out my gun as | crept along
the pathway outside, following the numbers on the doors. | didn’t hear any arguing as | drew
closer to the room. | noticed the curtain was slightly cracked and took a deep breath as |
looked into the room. There wasn’t any light inside except for the bathroom light, but | was

baffled by what | could see.

The haunting creature stocd dominant over a lifeless human body. The creature wasn't that
tall, but it still struck fear as it held a small, sharp knife in the hands that had just clung to the
sink of the police bathroom. | watched as the creature slowly turned towards the window to
face me; it knew | was watching. This time amongst the black, tangled hair | saw a smile
of satisfaction upon its face. | blared into the walkie talkie for backup as | kicked down the
door, and | walked in with my gun raised. The creature had vanished though, yet the victim
remained on the floor in a pool of blood. Where had the creature gone? | quickly examined
the room to see the walls had the number 21 carved into them repeatedly. | left the room

shaken.

Police back up arrived moments later, and evidence was taken. | gave an eye witness
account due to being first on the scene and was held up with questions until four. Finally
released for the day, | drove home to find Emily sitting on the porch swing waiting for me. |

parked, and she came running up to the cop car excitedly.

“Daddy, guess what? The new girl is so amazing! She is so nice and has such pretty hair!
She got a little sick from the nervousness of a new school today, but she and | are friends, and

she came over to play just like you said she could!”

“Oh, now really?” | said cheerfully. “Well, where is this mystery girl, and what do you know
about her so far?’

She grabbed my hand and tugged me towards the front door. “| finished my homework

before her, but | told her | had to wait for you, and she said that was okay. She’s so nice
though! She liked the color blue, and she has never moved before now,” she chattered on

excitedly as she pushed the front door open. “Oh! And she loves the number 21!” Emily
exclaimed cheerfully as | looked up to see a girl sitting at my kitchen table. | would have
recognized that long, dark hair, those stunning black eyes, and her smile that iced my soul

over anywhere.

“Oh, Emily, I've changed my mind,” the girl said with a menacing smile, “My favorite
number is now 22.”






For the third time that day I was in the hospital, clutching my bandaged, bloody,
thumb. It was spring 2002 and I was in the hospital waiting room alter being taken out
of school. While everyone clse in my grade was having recess, I was waiting to give
blood in a lab. Looking back, that was the day I realized that following instructions
docs not always lead to the best results.

Before all of that happened my class was lining up at the door to go to the
bathroom. My tcacher, Mrs. Hamburg, told our class to ‘linc up at the classroom door
when you are done, but don’t go in!’ Afterward our class was lining up at the door, and
some of my classmates started going in. 1 told them that we were not supposed to go
inside, and stupidly stood in the doorway blocking cveryone. Jami Broadman, a girl
in my class, had the grand idea of shutting the door while my hand was still there.

She lollowed through with the plan, and 1 watched as my thumb disappcared behind
the door.

I was in shock for a few seconds as I stared at the block of metal incasing my
thumb. I yelled for Jami to open the door, and after what seemed like an eternity she
did. My thumb was completely red, and I cradled it as I walked over to Mrs. Hamburg.

I waited to get her attention - 1 stupidly felt I nceded to be polite- and showed her my

thumb. Once she saw it, she appropriately freaked out and rushed me to the nurse.

The nurse, packed with towels and band aids, rescmbled a medic in the war. My
thumb was crudcly wrapped and I was told to lic down. Alfter lying down for a while my
mother picked me up, and I was taken to begin my odysscy in the hospital.

Once my trip to the hospital was over, I was sent home with stitches in my
thumb. Eventually the stitches were taken out, a [ew by the doctor, and a [ew by my
trembling hands. The doctor thought letting me take some of the stitches out would
lessen the anxiety, when in reality the fear ol messing up and sceing my thumb unravel
made it seem like a real life version of Opcration. I was told my nail would fall off, and
it didn’t take long before it did. The nail was placed in a sandwich bag and carried
wherever I went, like my own medal of honor. When the nail was passed around the
class, the reactions alternated between gigsles and dry heaving. And cven though I
don’t remember the day vividly, wouldn’t be surprised if Jami Broadman smirked.

As I think back to the loss of my nail, I realize how ironic the story is. I
followed instructions like I should have, and though I overreacted, was punished for it.

irst times as a kid that I realized life would not always

This experience was onc of the [ .
be fair, and that bad things could happen for scemingly no rcason. While the cvent was
as it is clear ten years later as it was then.

not life altering, it was certainly memorable,
And two years ago when | returned to the old classroom door and saw the outline of my

nail in the door hinge, I almost smiled. Because even though paint would cventually
take away any trace of that day, the story of what happened there will live on. And it’s

all Jami Broadman’s {ault.







“Now you be sure and lock up, Donna. There’s all kind of meanness going on these days.
Them two just broke out of Parchman and they ain’t found them yet.”

“I wish you'd let me drive you to Jackson tonight, Miss Emily,“ I said. “It’s nearly nine
already and it's a long way to the medical center.”

“That’s sweet of you dear, but you got exams in the morning and | want my own car to
g0 back and forth to the hospital as I see fit. My cell phone will work on the highway and I got
my Colt.” She pulled a long-barreled revolver from her zebra print shoulder bag and waved it

in the air.
“Okay, I hope your son will be all right. Just be careful, watch out for deer and call me

when you get there.”

~ “No need to worry you. My daughter-in-law knows I'm coming and she’ll have the
Highway Patrol looking for me if 1 don’t show up,” she said as she climbed into the seat of her
white Grande Marquis. Her head was barely above the steering wheel as the heavy car
scrunched out of the gravel driveway. _

“Maybe this wreck will teach that fool son of mind to keep his foot off the gas pedal,”
she yelled out the window as her tires squealed on the blacktop. Lord help any deer or
criminals that get in the way of that eighty-year old woman and her car. .

A chilly wind sent a whirlwind of leaves scurrying around .the ancient oak in the front.
yard as | watched the headlights disappear down the road. | hurried up the steps |.nto the \n./h|te
Victorian house, turned off the porch light and peeked out t!1rough the lace curtains. Renting a
room in the country was cheaper than an apartment and quieter than the dorms at State, but |

was amazed how dark it was without any streetlights or other houses at:ound.
At midnight | put aside my textbook and turned off the lamp beside my four-poster bed.

If I didn’t know how to solve linear equations by now, I never WOt;lld. .
The old house creaked and popped as it cooled down. Tonight, | realized, was the first

night I've been here alone.

Why did 1 watch that ghost hunting show on TV last night? .
Without any moonlight coming through the window this evening, the room was so dark

I might as well be wearing a blindfold. My battery operated alarm clock from Wal-Mart didn’t
even glow in the dark. It had a button to turn on its light. . .

A creak sounded like the front door opening,. but 1 know I locked it. 1 thought I did
anyway. Could Miss Emily be coming back? 1 doubt it. She would call out to me.

Another creak sounded like the floorboards when I walk down the hall. I've heard that
sound before from the house at night. Well, | might have.

There can't be anybody in the house, though. What are the chance§ that someone
would break in on the only night I'm here alone? Unless they were watching, of course.

| lifted my head and looked toward the bedroom door. No light came from. between the
bottom of the door and the threshold. If someone was inside, they had to be as blind as I was.

Unless they had those goggles the Army uses, of course.
I stayed completely still, listening.
Was that the doorknob turning?
I held my breath.
Tap.
That was near the door. .
I had left my purse with my pepper spray on the other side of the room.
Tap, tap.
That was closer to where 1 left my purse.
Tap. Il

..........



That was about where 1 left my purse.

Tap, tap.

Thgt was on the same wall as the head of my bed.
Tap, tap.

That was halfway to my bed.

I rolled over and jabbed the switch on the nightstand lamp. | %
POP!

- ent black 28217
A greenish flash left white spots floating in my field of vision. The room w e
froze

Y,
./ r,j(
+ My heart thudded s hard it made the bedsprings squeak. . t. Ny y
| realized that the flagh and pop came from the light bulb burning ou /:///
Tap, tap. " «?b.édf /.
That was right by the nightstands . itch by the’7 ;
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My hands gJ,

3
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i/
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brushed against it. | jerked the door open and flipped up the light switc rvm hat “ee,a’fn !/
I stumbled oyt of my rgom and fled down the hallway to an old waln - ’:]y/ ;
snatched it up, ball bat, ‘,re):@, 2
“GET OuT1” | shouted dowp the hall and held the antique like a base s/
strike with the heavy bage, i / g
Nothing. Not 5 sound, AL
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othing, ’ ) Wi

! crept down the all ang took a quick

v v
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tl"(}// 7
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Tap. ost mgke that soyng again,” | said in desperation.
Sormeard did a double ey wallp?
as it Pas:‘;?’e;l;lrfe :\f:lii:()i, fiod  mer of my eye and cast a faint shadow on the
A moth, ight. | twisted around and saw jt. o
A southern pine sph ) lass.
It orbit tebe D | remembereq <o one in biology ¢ !
Tagr Ited aroynq the ligh¢ twice ed seeing
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en flew onto the wall. | K
“You litt]e stinker’n
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The insect blende
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Fellow classmates, L call on you today to witness the extinction of the pencil. M
2012 filled with so much technology, WE sadly watch the pencil fade into the forgotten alcove of the past. Wher |
have they qone we ask? When it come3 to education, interactive websites such as Facebook and Twitter, and cell

thones we come to realize sust how much we dbandon the classic pencil.

When it comes to our education, computers have almost coleetelg taken over. Think about it. When
We walk into almost any classroom today, basically anywhere we 100 there are computers constantly in ust
When we are assianed research papers i school where does the information come from? That’s right, the internet.

The internet offers so much information 30 casily it takes almost no time at all to Eﬁt information on any topic.

Do we even write down our assignments n class anymore? Now Blackboard makes them easy to find, and easy
{0 print.  Almost everyone who applicd for college Wos accepted there through an onling application they had to fill

Out, That dreadful ACT we all had to take £0 get into that dream college of 0UrS, equiced an online sign up.
FOr most of s that sign up We requived over ano OVEE: Pretty soon, future schools will vely solely on anything

Computer based.
Websites, now that’s a totally different story. Today, there art 800 million active users on Facebook.
e art well above average. Do we really even know all our 50

he aVerpge ;
erson b s, but we all know
e g Lo (5?7 The only veason our parents have Facebooks is 50

riend most of them com ete strang
o s an o online. [Pwould oot most of the people rmdin%this have cither had or have @

they can moni

| hitor what we say and &

Titter account, 280 miu?gn?twegtg are posted On fwitter every day. That’s 2,200 tweets per second. [nstead
of Writing down things we milht need to S8y OF tell our best friend, most of s post them onfine for the entirt

World to see, and we wonder how all 0Ur husiness ?ets out.
mited text messaging and calling on O cell phones? Most

Ls it saf have un
of g Probably staitt Otesxﬁnthg\:o{;oz&eo;ifute we wake up to the inute we §o to sleep Yes, were all quilty of it.
reause cel phones are so gonvement ith their touch screen keghoards no ont has the need to write angthing down
o vort,lfe maybe a list for the grocer store, because it’s $0 uch Faster on our handy [ phones. [ vemember
9tk in middle school dawing out gomes SUCh 0 hangman of (nash to entertain my group of friends. Now, we st
Pt oy [phones that even 3rd graders have these days and click on one of the millions of downloadable apps-
- S0 think about this. How many times 4o we as individual log onto that Facebook account of ours Oi

1 Google to help us out with our homework. [na couple of yeat's when we go to the store and get SCHO0

SUppl - .

iuPPh:gr: Grt“ hew year of high school o college will No. 2 pencils be on OuY hst._d(|)r v\ndll utthe rgmre like printer

gt ot POpers or a ma ue even new mouse pad? The world is changing rapidly an quite p _

hes\}ér ﬁt the vate our societgﬁis qoing today in thg year 2012, with velying 50 much on techno|o?g, oui;r tchlldrelmag
now this No. 2 pencil that got us through elementary school, and we'll have no ont to blame but oursIEVe:

Ut down . |
the computer, and save the pencil. o T i
n

ite possibly not for the

e



Haikus of
the Unknown

Dylon Andrew Grayson

No one knows the pow’r
Of the essential Unknown.
Here, take the old flame.

The candle’s been lit

It is timet to see what is
Hidden in the dark.

There is much to know
About today’s yesterday
And when you were old.

And today you are

But tomorrow you will be
The 0ld ang the new.

From Ambrose Bierce

- Jqe?
© was hanging from the bridge?
T'was Peyton Farquhar.
Just before his death

eternity had past.
Is dream was now gone




His mind displayed it.
All his senses had felt it
T*was a mere second

The human mind can
And the human mind might
Make bliss before death.

Yes, the mind is deep
The mind can too be shallow.

How do you use it?

Do you waste away?
Or fathom the day today?
You must choosée wisely.

You must find hidden
Treasure within your mind set.

The journey is tough.

Tabula Rasa
Spoken by the ole
Get experience.

John Locke

Sigmund Freud was close.
w the mind?

Do you kno
Can you fathom the abyss?

When you go to sleep
Your mind sets sail to the place

That is called Unknown.
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The roots of that oak,
stunned by the weight of that ice:
belly full of bones.

Samantha S. McKinnis - Moore
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Irrational house guests

S0 much crying )
The very people who don’t pay me for my service
Yell for My attention

ation
Barely able to Maintain Personal hygiene with a college educ

And | know
I will blink




MY MISSISSIPP

Vivid teardrops on Native trails,

Entwined around colossal white monuments.
Each little log cabin lurks in the back,
Screeching its own dark history.

Pines tower, scowling down,

Scorning the progress of industry, prevalence
And the ones who allowed themselves

To be driven.

A shocking cobalt sky stretches oub

To smother any further pretense.

Flat, bare lands seek to expose,

Intending to turn the long-standing tables,
Against the rebel Aryans.

In this realm, Atticus always wins the trial,
And at every proclamation of injustice,
Overseers turn in their graves.

A burning cross yields to the destruction
Of those self-proclaimed authoritarians,
The ones who lit its flames.

The places partitioned for outsiders,

The outsiders that were here before us,
Bring in prosperity,

And despite this, despair.

Its children, with gaunt faces,

Were taught to point fingers,

Down bottles,

Speak hate

At the hands of those

Who professed to help them.

False coalition and feigned wealth

Will fall with those leaders
Who warranted

Such gutless deceit.

We are the things

At which the mockingbird cries-

CAITLYN DOUGLAS
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Shoes are like people,

You see them in all places.

There are all sorts of colors

And different kinds of laces.

| like my shoes purple;

| have some that are green.
Ihavea”typesofshoes

And | always keep them clean.
Tennis shoes are my favorite.

| like the way they feel.

But when | go out on the town,

| always wear my heels.

When | step foot on the sand,

| slide into my flip flops.

| strap on my Nikes,

When | hear a little hip-hop:.
Sometimes | feel lazy,
Solsﬁponrnyhouseshoes

[ walk around the house

In my favorite Mickey Mouse shoes.
Although 'mnot a fan,
Sometimes | wear my boots.
When | wear them with a dress,

| look extra cute!

The weathers indecisive.
When it’s cold, | wear my SNowW
Sometimes when | swim

[ like to wear my toé shoes.
When my shoes aré tired,
From carrying me all day,

| open up My closet
Andlputthen1away
5hoesareﬁk3peoﬂe;
Different colors; different styles.
Anythnelspeakofshoes,

On my face you'll see @ smile!

shoes.

9




- pprediated regardless of my disad

€S character, and challenge us as human I?egms' ts us to fight

ur determination. Itis almost as if life wan young age

rofessional baseball. 1 began playing ata "e]?i' h school

€ career because | am shorter than most. '“oug Wanting
eone who was slightly taller than | beat me i Knowing

tofinda way to play, | asked if | could pitch, My coach said, “You could pitch if you were two feet ta ot

why I had been overlooked forsucha mediocre aspect of my physicality fueled my fire. I set outtop

wrong, and | was not going to give up.

ieve that lifé knod
Secondly, rejection is Perhaps one of the easjest character builders of our time. I believe
ouremotions so low to sea how we will bri

- ives me m
e 19 ourselves back up. Knowing someone s against me: nc‘;use 0
than anything. | cannot stand the thought of someone thinking that | cannot do something just bé pvious tha
height. I continued to work hard in practice every day and respected my coaches. When it became 0

itwas not going to work out, the opportup;

r
uch bette’
rtunity arose for me totransfer to a private school. Ithadam
education and offered me 3 starting position i

y dream was to play p

as criticized during my whol
did not get the starting position | had hoped for. Som

r coact
_ €ahuge mistake, | held no grudge against my forme tilizemy
uential person i

0
Cumb to the early rejection of my life, | was now inaP |
9serto step two of my dream, Playing colle ebaseha), ingto do al’;
. Third, rejection resembes 5 challenge, |, , itis li “Hey, what are you oing ™ ', ¢
i When | am challenged with something | ¢ Ii‘étTt‘:):y::ti!lt | Z'a':i?efi?n t:::'challenge. I had thollt:: i
changing schools would make it much easier to play college basehal| but | was wrong. Asit turns ou.ti’ha Slas
~ therepag something against me too, | did not Understand hoy noqé'of“ﬁ‘.y coaches like me. | worked 1< ; ,@
l'ﬂ_?e_cted all anthorit! figures, and helped anyone every chance I ot »

d
—aiceTgot. My new coach knew that | was




foot five.” It was the greate:
rk and passion for the gam
Il from the university, but it never ca
iters had called my coa
ool. The problem was thatt

foot e
. ;i:; :“t you play like you are six
e that t':::' someone finally noticed my hard wo
y liked me, | expected at least a phone ca

e of baseball. Being told tomy
me. Itwas not until

ch about me and said they

con sed

told the ,:::ut.?at recruiters loved me until they talked to the co

that | hag iters that | was not interested in playing for them. Knowing that it wasmy dream to play the game \
v. | had never beenso angryinall of my N

|
A triEd:?d forso long, he said those blasphemous things anyway.
ery way | could think of, worked harder than anyone who ever played the game, and even prayed
t. | have not and will not forgive that .

O Somethi
Person for ‘l:hg 990d t,“ happen, only for that one man to fuin any chance of i _ . A
i athe did because he also did it to a teammate of mine. There is something £0 be said whenmajor
school calling at the end was the lower college he used

Universitig,
19 coach at.s call the coach, but for some reason, the only
h .
level, This :‘the end of my senior season,
eserved it a;;ly goal. If] was going to be den
a » Without the rejection from my coa

ngatthenexf. y- el

-

toeveryone that. -

v -

| had everyone asking why in the world | was not playi
ied my dream, | was rest assured going to prove
ches and non-believers; | would not be the type of person that

" loday, : ; :
d"_a"en;; :h:fe was a constant challenge from all around me to show them something speual. I ac_c{ptel.i thaté 'R
ter Ndbeatit, | proved people wrong everywhere. | had people who didnot even know met ankingme =

9a 3 :
q mes for the display of passion and intensity that | played the game with, The thought of thatret¥ L] g

Gin
Tej :nat;'? siccess now makes me smile. Although it was not my ideal w2y of how to b”t,!“'l"'i’;,:"i o
X e{;_?i""n is like a tool, a tool used to chisel away from us the immaturity 3“1::2: la“n‘;thingo %
Woulg .. thout some type of rejection in our daily lives, we would not have to W0 ything: :
k0w what it s ke to achievejtheir goals because it would all be handed ©0 them. Ill‘:‘i':h’;s::g :;:I:L:“ :
s ifetesting us on how o dea R R

Hong, |
LIt ;
SWhat drives me now and always will. Rejecti

. Smbrace
- - 176801

0ing gy







After years of dedi
and my knowled edicated practice, my speed had qui
o quickened, m
e 53 a1
ow to play. Stirri ocent child, but that quality did not hinder s
slumped a‘}‘/’szlarrrd]nygoﬂte f:ﬂm my thoughts was the soundtdf my noar:l]{lendletrr?n:b?esll - t|0 fearn
onto my khaki ch o the stage, and | sat on the bench, wiping th ioh o
ke i church pants, and looked at the d of o8 ping the moisture of my hands
& trowd expectar] crowd of parents and students with a
my sense of in pecte much from me, but their high'ex : y ngst. |
e . pectations and m :
the attention of tﬁzrgddizﬂakmg one sound that was not melodious would jugit z;igjs?liligier;‘ed
monochromati nce as a moaning stomach in a noisel . i
il | ! oiseless classroom. Staring at th
and more dist; ys, | could not remember my first of se iti e
N ey ven compositions. The keys bright
over my bod am accustomed to, appeared to me unfamiliar, whi y BHSHTS:
1 0 ,’ ’ |Ch i
grown up. F?n;tﬁnd]?g on end; b“t_'" feahty they were the same 88 keys with fl:itc:]h]e:aadr -
y, after almost beginning the piece an octave higher than written, | attacked

the keYS'

Al .
though my fingers may have appeared to

veloci =
Note tgtﬁigl’?tf] were numb from freezing. One time my fi
ully escaped the crowd’s notice. Had I not fully prepared myself for the show,

My tremb)
€s wo .
embarragsment ::1(2] hth? shaken the memory of those pieces clear from my head resulting in
ecamelplacid swith anxiety attacks. However, at the end of my first composition, my mind
ith the cheers, and | felt complacent from my partially completed accom-

p]|5hment.

Continyi .
tinuing, | sailed from classical t

Preforme "y e
"‘sir_‘ging a;inlee and Let Die” by John Lennon, g
g as they recollected memories. Finishing my last piece, | was so comfortable |

xmlght h

£ ave

din 3 compzieg able to repeat the songs once more but with a large audience and still main-
ed stature. Something unexplainable happened that day. The grand piano and |

E‘Came one.,
iy All aeessgf b_emg thirteen, |, for once, recognized the piano as part of myself; it was who |
Ould take in [; iations and possible melodies created from the piano were the different paths |
Correctly ang [,fe' Each key represented each one of my skills and abilities, and when stroked
nd simultaneously in a significant pattern, created a harmonious melody.
communication. If grief

Af ; ;
ter that recital the piano became @ pathway for emotional
sing the longing for happiness. If excitement got the

100k my m:
etter (;/f?;'“df | could play a piece expres
Classjc) ar?d | could pound the keys wi . 1f | longed for peace or stability,
Istingyish i romantic compositions Were preferab]e. One who heard me play could easily
in what mood | was. | did not endeavor tO make known my emotional status by
ked the composition that

my art
’ b 1
Ut rather the bondage of pian© and soul instinctively pic

qu
atlsllgt portrayed the emotion.
excened m Onl}; has the piano communicated my em , but t
y religious zeal and given M€ opportunities of a lifetime.
e according to My mo
he children of God up

le
ad th
€ prai |
Praise band at our church, and ! improvis
ncreased my chances

Wol‘]d
" Can i
it adu]ats'athy my soul like seeing the faces of t
larsh lon. Also, being a part of this and has i
no with awe and respect.
ction with the
o the memories

Olarsh;
Ips.
have treated the pia
that object would

the audience to create fire from their
ngers slipped and struck an extra

contemporary music. As |

o 1920s jazz to
rinned at the murmurs of many of the parents

am

instrument has also
Because of my talent, |
od. Nothingin the
turned to worship Him
for receiving college

otions, but the

On t ?ci:fi before | have been able tO 5P

entg lessons have | been able 0@ in an almost humanly conne !

" relate 1 As | recollect my memories of my grade SC]:IOO| years, seldom
'thoyt o the piano. If there was ONn€ membrable object that defines me

physi @ doubt be the majestic black and white banner that coveys Mes

cal [ipy:
al limitations

‘ ;

Nstry,

sages beyond its
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) RE BLESSED TO HAVE g
MERIDIAN AND SURROUND] A

NTEST ANP
o R R OR A R e A O
CASE SOME OF Ty 5

EST WRITERS OF OUR AREA.
THE CONTEST 18 OPEN To ANy HIGH SCHOOL SOPH
SCHOOL IN QUR AREA. WE ARE PLEASED EACH YE
ENTRIES FROM THE LOCATL, HIGH SCHOOLS. FURT
ANYONE IN OUR. COMMUNITY. A
AND THIS 18 JUST ONE M
THE SIMPLE PLEASURE g

ANY
OMORE, JUNIOR, OR SENIOR FRT%B;DING
AR TO RECEIVE SO MANY OUTSEq FROM
HERMORE, WE WELCOME ENTRI oMMUNITY,
°C, WE STRIVE 10 MEET THE NEEDS OF OUR b WRITEE
EREACH our 7 ANY CREATIVE WRITERS WE
F PUTT]NG THEIR IDEAS ON PAPER.

/0

CAT?;%%EIES’U}%I&EESEESOL AND COMMUN 1y THEN, 111 ENTRIES ARE FURTHER DIVIZ
EERE U 9ES By g / ’ ND, AND.
PLACES IN BOTH HIGH Scijor. JS%&Q{,@}“}C;RP%SE%D ggoﬂéil?qffl}ggg’ el TR
LANGUAGE AND LITER ATy g DIVision 1g GRATEFUL pon T P e
FODNDATION IN FUNDING o M Y pRipe UL FOR THE

R
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1 OF 7 CEIVE DE
BOTH HIGH SCHOOL Anp C MMUNITY THE M Sﬁ?&?ﬁVE;:;OEI(;?»QDEB};EOUR GRAPH)[ZC,.\,CH .
s NOMHR G {SPONSIBLE pop THE LAYJOSTD&NED ARTWORK FOUND I - "yp
i e I Vi THEN usp THE MAGAZINE OR THE FOLLOW
COMPETITION AS A SHOWCASE 5

ZINE-

IF YOU WOULD LiKRE ‘fNFORMATION (0} SE CALL TURE
DERIDIAN COMMUNITY Copypii0 AnD OERFLégERARY ALY B ot BLERSR LITER S 5y
DIVISION COORDINATQR OF THE CONTEgT F {LOSHUA MAEDA, LANGUTALK WITH YO
SUBMITTING YOUR WORK AND ANSWER AﬁY Q}J OULD BE PLEASED TO

ESTiong YOU MIGHT HAVE.
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