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MISSION STATEMENT
The Crowder Quill is a literary-art magazine published by the Magazine Production class at Crowder 

College in order to encourage and showcase the creative abilities of local writers, artists, and 
photographers, as well as to provide a cultural link between Crowder College and our surrounding 

communities. The publication is funded through Crowder College as an educational tool and service 
to the community. Both the contest and publication are free. The Crowder Quill is published each 

spring semester in May. The contest deadline is around Feb. 1 each year.

The Crowder Quill, 601 Laclede Ave., Neosho, Mo., 64850, 417-455-5410, fax 417-451-4280
www.CrowderQuill.com; www.fb.com/crowderquill
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Cover credits: Drew Young designed the covers. 
The front cover and title page feature “Juxtaposition”  by Amy M. Sampson, Monett, Community, Silver, B&W Photography. 

I love this shot I took in London near Big Ben! It’s the old juxtaposed with the classy and new. Canon T1i, F5, 1/800, edits in 
Lightroom. Sampson is a teacher who travels all summer and takes photographs.
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» FICTION
16 “The Call” by LaRaeda Sullivan
20 “Cerulean” by Mary Smith 
26 “Numbers on a Wall” by Dayan Reynolds 
32 “Carson’s Hospital Visit” by Josh Foster 
36 “Mama’s Wooden Spoon” by Jacqueline Cole
38 “Willfull Exit” by Connor Ames
44 “Darkness Falls” by Jessica Dean 
52  “Rising Darkness” by Christian Smith
69 “One Moment in Time” by Jesse O. Walls
72 “Spring Bouquet” by Debra Brown
78 “The Picnic” by Henri Whitehead
82 “Don’t be Alone on Christmas” by Dylan Flint

» NONFICTION
  9 “Rainforest” by Angus Cumming
10 “Talking Pitchers” by Billie Skelley
15  “Rock for Progress” by Owen Swearingen
24 “Summer over the Years” by Katelyn Brisco
28 “How to Eat a Banana” by Calvin Ackerson
30 “Blue Bayou” by Brandon Robertson
47 “One of Life’s Lessons” by Sandra Whiting
58 “Frazier Miller Made Me Look in the Mirror”   
       by Kim McCully-Mobley
61 “A Distance Too Far” by Ann Jernigan
64 “My First Taste of Terror” by Shelly Weems
68 “A Cent of History” by Randal “Chase” Kraft
77 “Video Game Systems” by Jonathan St.            
      Hilaire
81  “Confessions of a Closet Procrastinator” by       
 Mirana Heath 

» POETRY
14 “I Am a Borderline” by Elizabeth Wilks 
19 “Bless Me Now, God” by Joan Farmer
35 “Lockwood” by Ben Schnelle
48 “A Minute at a Time” by Jacqueline Cole
49 “Letter to Pinocchio” by Alec Fehring 
50 “My Children” by Leandra Tuggle
56 “Artistic Attempts” by Sophia Miller
60 “Reaper’s Song” by Emily Cole
62 “All I Never Want to Forget” by Kerrigan   
   Arnold 
63 “Deer” by Patrick Gorman
66 “The View” by Brenda Martinez
67 “Hope” by Kate Kelley
85 “Weight of the World” by Andrew Chartier
87  “Photographs” by Zoe Rosenthal 
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89   About the Contest  
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91   Dedication to Jon Finley
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» 2D MEDIA
  9 “Find Me in the Flowers” by Tori Murray
16 “Mother & Child” by Amanda Calderon
21 “Drip Painting” by Aubrey McDermott 
22 “Lindy Lou” by Dustin Miller
23 “Niki” by Kyle O’Bryan
25 “In the Summer Sun” by Stormi Allen
35 “Redings Mill Bridge” by John Wheeler
43 “Harvest Moon” by Al Gritten
43 “Spirit Canyon” by Jessica Sellers
60 “The Skeletal System” by Joanne Kim 
67 “Feline” by Skylar Howe
84 “The Unsolved Solution” by Tiffany Durbin

» 3D ART
10 “Dining Pals” by Kate Besser 
11 “Left Behind” by Jessica Sellers
13  “Copper Swirl” by Chase Boyd
13 “Lost at Sea” by Tarin Bruce
13 “Oceanic Vase” by Erin Psajdl
49 “The Last Intermission” by Casey Stueber
57  “Rose on a Stone” by Latonia Bailey
59 “Princess Dalor” by Tyler Dallis 
62 “Team Bingo” by Bernadine Tyler 
74 “Poppy Fields” by Tiffany Kesinger
75  “Reverse Sevens” by Bobby Beyer
88 “Sydney” by Johnathan Leach
88 “Tranquil Thoughts” by Katelyn Harriman
88  “Spirit Ball” by Jacob Dalton

» B&W PHOTOGRAPHY
Cover “Juxtaposition” by Amy M. Sampson
  8 “Spiral” by Julie Krueger
14 “Monumental Moment” by Leslie Wright
15 “Vapor” by Mary Beth Hertzog
31 “Dock to Paradise” by Jacqueline Cole
31 “Watering Place” by Eli Cole
33 “Safe Inside the Walls” by Shelby DeWeese     
37 “Freckled Face” by Hannah Hoffman
40 “Reach” by Jacob Dalton
47 “Winter Fun” by Alexis Huchinson-Caddy
51 “Springtime Baby” by Ashley McGee
53  “Mysterious Man” by Alexis Arenas-Andrade 
65  “Into the Distance” by Drew Young
65 “Sisters, Friends for Life” by Ashley McGee  
70 “Grandma” by Kathleen Wiley 
71 “Walk in Her Shoes” by Liz Spencer 
73 “Sarah’s Petals” by Sarah Bodine 
87   “Old Time” by Breely Pilgrim

» COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY
 8 “Hot Air Kaleidoscope” by Latonia Bailey
17  “Railroad Tracks” by Drew Young
18  “Coporaque Smile” by Amy M. Sampson
24 “A Foggy Bison Morning” by Becky Biehl-Wylie
25 “Hangin’ On” by Weston Moskalski
27	 “Memorial	Ribbon”	by	Sofia	Sanchez	Salcedo
28 “In the Kitchen” by Ashley Sperandio
29  “Oranges” by Alyssa Beck
30 “George Washington Carver Bullfrog” by  
       Madelaine Giebler
39 “Nosey” by Leslie Wright
42		“Dragonfly”	David	Fehring
45 “Unknown” by Kenna Huffmaster
46 “Foggy Fall Mornings” by Shelby DeWeese
54 “Seeking the Light” by Alexis Arenas-Andrade
55 “Canals of Venice” by Mary Beth Hertzog
55   “Ziggurat” by Jacqueline Cole
66  “Coming to Life” by Jacob Dalton
72 “Flowers” by Samantha Berry
75 “Casters” by Kalee Sweeten
83 “Early Winter Morning” by Alec Fehring

» DIGITAL ART
63 “Blackbird” by Julie Krueger 
76 “Dementia” by Liz Spencer 
19 “Drifting” by Tiffany Durbin
81 “Face” by Olivia Klute 
79 “Me, Also” by Jacqueline Cole
61 “Oh, Inverted World” by Mary Tacker
34 “Oz” by Aaron Kocurek 
48 “The Upside of  Omega Eyes” by Chin-Li Chew
68 “White Barn in the Ozarks” by Mark Cole

G R A P H I C  A R T S
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» Initially, the Crowder Quill contest was open to students of Crowder College 
as well as high school students and community members. Nearly all entries were 
published,	but	winners	received	a	“Gold	Quill”	certificate	award	and	designation	in	
the publication. The contest was expanded to include a “Junior Division,” grades 
1-8, starting in 1985.

» The magazine was published bi-annually until 2006 when it was changed to a 
yearly contest cycle. At that time, the Junior Division was also removed. In its place 
was	an	annual	K-8	fine	arts	day,	held	in	the	fall	of	each	year	until	2011.	

» The Quill feather logo was created by Mark Hollandsworth and solely graced the 
cover of each publication from 1981-1989. The logo is still used as a symbol of the 
contest and publication today, present on all publicity materials and in the magazine 
itself.

» Color was increasingly added to the cover and contents, prompting the addition 
of separate color categories for art and photography in spring 2003. Digital art was 
added	in	2010	to	reflect	the	new	art	of	extensively	altered	photographs,	particularly	
using photo-manipulation software such as PhotoShop, as well as computer-
generated	art.	In	2013,	the	art	categories	were	modified	to	reflect	the	academic	
departments at Crowder: 2D traditional media and 3D art. Also, $500 scholarships 
were added to the prize for each high school gold winner.  Each year, the contest 
receives around 1000 entries.

» Dan Richard served as adviser until his retirement in spring 1988. David 
Sherlock took over the magazine in fall 1988 to spring 1990 in addition to his duties 
as adviser for the Crowder Sentry and director of the theatre department. Nina 
Gibson’s turn was from fall 1990 to spring 1992, and Suzanne Woolever from fall 
1992 to spring 1994. Latonia Bailey has served as adviser since the fall 1994. 
Bailey won a Quill gold award in 1987 as a high school student and then served 
as poetry editor as student editorial staff in spring 1989. As adviser, her works in 
several categories have been honorarily chosen for publication through the years by 
faculty and students.
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The Crowder Quill magazine and contest was proposed and founded 
by Crowder College English faculty Dan Richard in 1980. With 35 
years of publication, the Quill is consistently moving forward in 
producing quality content, which this years’ cover symbolizes. 

» 2013-2014 Best Community College Literary-Art Magazine
» 2010-2014 First Place with Special Merit
» 2009 First Place
» 1993-2008 Did not compete
» 1992 First Place
» 1988-1991 First Place with Special Merit
» 1988 Outstanding Service for the Community
» 1987 Second Place

From 2013-2014, The Crowder Quill was 
given the highest possible honor by the 
American Scholastic Press Association, 
College Point, New York. 
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» 2013-2014 Best Community College Literary-Art Magazine
» 2010-2014 First Place with Special Merit
» 2009 First Place
» 1993-2008 Did not compete
» 1992 First Place
» 1988-1991 First Place with Special Merit
» 1988 Outstanding Service for the Community
» 1987 Second Place

There is a special group of  people in this 
world that seem to have a clearer vision, 
better hearing and a talent to transform 
a bedraggled brown leaf  into something 

memorable. They see it as a child’s baseball 
glove abandoned in the dust of  an attic. It may 
become a drawing, painting, poem or short story. 
The image haunts the creator until its given life.

Emily Dickinson was a prolific writer. Her 
poetry is mandatory reading. “The soul selects 
her own society, then 
shuts the door.”  Those 
lines reflect exactly what 
this recluse did. She 
was so afraid of  ridicule 
and rejection she never 
submitted a single poem 
in her lifetime.  It was 
her family that submit-
ted, walked the path to 
publication and secured 
her position in the annals 
of  history.

The longest selling 
book, the most often 
read book and the first 
book ever published was 
the Bible.  Then came 
Shakespeare, Dante’s In-
ferno, Pilgrim’s Progress, 
Dorian Gray and Gone 
With The Wind.

On the Antique Road Show people will 
bring in sketches, crude drawings, simple paint-
ings and rough cartoon strips.  These were 
obtained from artists giving away their work 
as payment, as gifts, for marginal profit and 
often donations to charity. Those works are now 
worth thousands because those artist never gave 
up. 

It is a blessing to be born with this gift of  
creating. The rough sailor who wrote “Amaz-
ing Grace” would be astounded to know it’s the 
most popular hymn in the Christian and non-
Christian world.  Francis Scot Key wrote a poem 
on a scrap of  paper during an emotional mo-
ment.  “The Star Spangled Banner” became this 
nation’s national anthem.  It is a living tribute 
to the creative work of  one man who saw with 
clearer vision and responded with his heart.

No man or woman ever woke up one day 
and created a masterpiece.  The pangs of  cre-

ation must be gone through. Every line drawn 
draws one closer to greatness.  Every crude 
painting is a step up to a masterpiece.  Every 
misspelled word, misplaced comma and rejection 
is one page more into the acceptable realm of  
publishable work.

When Dan Richard, stood in front of  a 
handful of  students, he had a vision, a formless 
entity he wanted to bring to live.  I gave it its 
name, The Crowder Quill. Another drew its logo 

and after many long 
discussions, guidelines 
were drawn up and the 
most terrifying part 
began.  Would anyone 
enter their work, sub-
mit it for judgmental,  
critical viewing with-
out monetary reward?  
Would people share their 
creations?

Recently I was sort-
ing out the past issues 
of  the Quill that I have.  
It stared out so thin, 
simple with its logo on 
colored cardstock.  It 
ranged in size, once be-
ing published in news-
paper form.  Rarely did a 
semester pass without an 
issue. When Mr. Richard 

retired, others tried to keep it going.  Finally 
Latonia Bailey took it over and has taken it to 
the top, the best in the nation.

The pangs of  its growth are recorded in 
past issues.  The age of  the contributors have 
fluctuated, so has the number of  issues per year 
and the format.  The man with his dream would 
have tears in his eyes if  he could hold the mod-
ern child of  his shapeless vision.

When the Neosho Post began publishing 
it marked a decline in the Quill‘s popularity. It 
was thought to drop it and save money. The 
people rallied, it survived and it is included in a 
time capsule buried by “The Post.” Ironically the 
original Post was sold after about one year of  
publication.

Nothing is easy.  We work hard to create, 
to bring our thoughts to life. We face so much 
ridicule and rejection in the process. We can 

Sandy Jordan
Goodman
Founding Quill staff
1980

THE PANGS OF CREATION

[Continued to 6]
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chose to be an Emily Dickinson and hide our 
talents away or be a Dan Richard and step out 
boldly to present our creations.   

I have had everything from one to four 
manuscripts included in 
the majority of  the Quill’s 
issues.  All the members of  
my family have been pub-
lished multiple times within 
its pages.  My youngest 
worked on staff  one semes-
ter. I don’t have copies of  
all the Quills but treasure 
those I have.

To look at the Quills 
and to see the evolution and 
growth is something hard 
to describe.  Perhaps an 
image that moves me every 
spring is a good compari-
son. Starting in March the 
flowers come.  Mute wit-
nesses standing by founda-
tions, steps and in clusters 
marking those places where homes stood.  Here 
mothers carved out a life for her family from 
nothing but what her hands created.  These 
flowers are her autograph.

Before the National Guard moved back to 
Crowder, you could gather arm loads of  irises 
planted by the wives of  soldiers seeking to make 
a home, if  only briefly.  Silent monuments to 
their loyalty and devotion.

We may not be the Russian immigrant who 

wrote “ How Great Thou Art.” We may be more 
like the unknown author of  “The Love of  God,” 
a person confined in an asylum writing their 
images on the wall. Yet, if  we create, we leave 
our legacy.  Someone, somewhere will see it 
and respond.  When the time capsule is opened, 
those brave souls who contributed will have 

their works read again.    
Success is not always 

monetary. If  you create, 
you share the gift given to 
you.  You will share your 
unique view of  the world.  
You may have the talent to 
take you to great honors.  

You will never know 
unless you try, and the 
Quill has been the first 
steps for many artists, 
sculptures and writers. 
How many among our 
readers have contributed, 
known someone who has 
or been touched by some-
thing within its pages?

Create and share, 
make someone stop and see 

more than a crumpled brown leaf.
You have been given the talent, now use it. 

The pangs of  creation are often painful, but the 
reward is far greater than momentary discom-
fort.  TS Elliot said, “This is how the world 
ends; not with a bang but a whimper.” Don’t let 
his words be about you, move forward and never 
look back unless it’s to enjoy your moments of  
success.    

Dan Richard, founder
Crowder Quill Adviser

1980-1988

[Continued from 5]

Pangs of Creation

The founding Quill staff included Cheryl Ball, Paul 
Bowman, Sally Greeding, Lee Ann Sontheimer, Wesley 
Watkins, James Paul (J.P.) Dickey, and Cassandra (Sandy) 
Jordan. 

Sontheimer is is a published author and member of 
a number of writers’ guilds. She has more than 30 full-
length novels, a number of novellas, work in more than 24 
anthologies, and many other publications, many of which 
are award winners. She writes a weekly column for The 
Neosho Daily News. 

Dickey, employed at Crowder since 2000, currently 
serves as Director of Regional Centers and Dual Credit 
Institutional Monitor. He directed the theatre at Crowder 
from fall 2000 until spring 2013. 

Jordan continues to be active with writing and 
contributing to the Quill. She is published as a winner in 
this edition of the Quill as well as nearly every publication 
in the Quill’s history; she has also served on staff multiple 
times through the years. 

The Spring 2006 cover features Quill 
alumni Lori Tate’s color photograph 
“Succulent Splendor.”
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The primary task of the Crowder Quill staff is to produce the magazine from contributed con-
test entries, not produce the contents themselves. However, staff members are required to 
submit	entries	as	a	class	assignment	to	demonstrate	expertise	in	their	field	of	judging.	

Winning entries are honorarily published but do not receive awards. The staff entries 
published in this issue were judged by the following honorary judges:

» Fiction and nonfiction entries: Quill faculty adviser Latonia Bailey 
» Poetry entries: Literature instructor Debra Brown and adviser Latonia Bailey
» Art entries: Art instructor Casey Stueber
» Photography entries: Photography instructor Liz Spencer and students

CURRENT STAFF JUDGES AND CONTRIBUTORS

Staff members publicize the contest, select winning entries, and design the magazine. 
A variety of majors are represented on the staff. See each entry for additional author/
artist statements as well as biographical information from each contributor to the 
magazine. 

Members of  the 2015 staff  (left to right): Back row - Daniel Garcia, Neosho; Owen Swearingen, Wheaton; Drew Young, 
Pierce City; and Logan Hamby, Neosho. Second row: Jacob Dalton, Anderson; adviser Latonia Bailey, Goodman; Sofia Sanchez 
Salcedo, Buenos Aires, Argentina; Mary Beth Hertzog, Pleasant Hill; and Ashley McGee, Jane. Front row -   Alexis Arenas-
Andrade, Springdale; Kate Kelley, Neosho; Kerrigan Arnold, Reeds Spring; and Alyssa Beck, Buffalo. 
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Hot Air Kaleidoscope

My birthday 
present from 

my parents this 
year was a hot 

air balloon ride 
with my sister 

overlooking our 
childhood home. 

Best present 
ever!

Bailey has been 
Quill adviser 

since 1994 and 
enjoys submit-

ting various 
works for 
honorary

publication.

Latonia Bailey | Goodman | Staff Adviser | Color Photography

Spiral                       Julie Krueger | Joplin | Community | Gold | B&W Photography
This photo was 
taken inside the 
Guggenheim 
Museum in 
New York 
City. I love the 
patterns and 
wanted to take 
the picture from 
the bottom 
looking up to 
capture the 
dizzying effect.

Krueger is 
attending 
PSU, pursuing 
a degree 
in Graphic 
Communication.  
She hopes to 
start a career 
in commercial 
photography or 
advertising.
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“This is the forest primeval, the mur-
muring pines and the hemlocks”  
Evangeline, H.W. Longfellow’s  
opening  line to his famous narra-

tive poem, aptly describes my first encounter 
with Southeast Alaska’s forest primeval, The 
Tongass National Forest, my rainforest of  
choice. Dave Corr, my boss at the computer 
center in Juneau, AK. Had directed me to a small 
clear, cold stream on Douglas Island where, if  I 
were lucky, I could find migrating “Brook Trout” 
in their fall colors making their annual spawning 
run. This little stream was his secret of  secrets 
to be entrusted to me, only if  I swore never to 
divulge its whereabouts to anyone except my 
faithful companion ‘Roscoe’ a Chesapeake Bay 
retriever, and my best friend.  Agreed.  

The next day, Saturday, we gathered up our 
fishing gear and off  we went. We crossed the 
bridge to Douglas and started up the unmarked 
trail to the stream. This was my first encounter 
with a rainforest and I was not prepared for the 
assault it had on my senses.  After about a mile 
into the woods, the acrid scent of  decay was 
everywhere.  Underfoot everything was damp 
and slippery. The dense foliage dripped with the 
recent rain and long strands of  moss hung from 
the branches of  the spruce and cedar trees.  

Life was everywhere, from the bugs (no-see-
ums) to bird noises to chipmunks and squirrels 
as well as all the squirmy, slimy things living 
under the the carpet  of  damp smelly vegeta-
tion. We loved it.  This was sensual heaven. The 
stream was heard before it was seen and was 
just as Dave had said it would be, clear and cold, 
cold, cold and full of  ripple  gurgle and  bubble. 
Roscoe took a drink from the stream, and I sat 
on a rock just to take in our surroundings. 

Beauty is something you behold but are 
at a loss to describe, the creation of  purity in 
its most simple form. We sat there overcome 
with the enormity of  that beauty all around us. 
Beneath the decomposing vegetation under our 
feet, were earth worms galore, nectar of  the 
gods, in a brook trout’s world.  

We spent that wonderful day fishing, 
exploring and having our world set upon by all 
things damp in that forest. The trout were as 
plentiful as they were beautiful. These surround-
ings were second to none, and Dave’s secret 
place was now our secret place and will always 
be safe with us.  We treasured many, many more 
days in that rainforest by the brook, just us, the 
bugs, the worms, the trout, Roscoe and me.  God 
bless us all.

RAINFOREST
Angus Cumming
Neosho 
Crowder
Honorable Mention
Nonfiction

Find Me in 
the Flowers
Tori Murray
Neosho
Crowder
Silver
2D Media

This piece was a 
compromise between my 
art instructor and me 
over abstract vs. realism. 
It’s an abstract self- 
portrait. To me, art is 
more than just a hobby: 
It is part of  my identity.

Born in Boston, Mass. 
in 1940, Cumming spent 
a great deal of  time 
traveling and attending 
school in Italy as a teen. 
He then traveled exten-
sively in North America, 
particularly Southeast 
Alaska. He now resides 
in Neosho and attends 
Crowder College.

This was my initial 
introduction to the 
Tongass National 
Forest, in Juneau 
Alaska, Sept. 1977.
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Dining Pals                                            Kate Besser |  Hometown | Crowder | Gold | 3D Art

Every spring my grandmother would set 
aside a day to have all the women in our 
family over to her house to help wash 
her pitcher collection. Her daughters, 

daughters-in-law, and granddaughters, including 
me, would come. Usually there would be around 
ten females in the house that day, and it took that 
many helpers because there were literally hun-
dreds of  pitchers to clean. My grandmother’s 
collection was one that had been acquired over a 
lifetime.

From wood and metal to carnival glass 
and porcelain, there were multitudes of  these 
containers that had gotten dusty during a year 
of  idle sitting. Some of  these pitchers, like the 
solid-blue milk jugs, were heavy giants. They 
had round bases, rotund sides, and plain handles 
as wide as a yardstick. Others appeared as medi-
um-sized, multi-colored jars with fancy braided 
or wavy handles. Still others were miniature 
versions, hardly as big as a thimble, with penny-
sized bottoms, delicate sides, and handles as 
slender as a single strand of  thread. Numerous 
varieties ranged in between—from those that 
were sophisticated enough for royalty to others 
that looked suitable for pioneers on the frontier.

Some of  these brightly-colored jugs were 
openly displayed on designated shelves, while 
others were discreetly hidden behind solid 
cupboard doors. More valuable members of  this 
collection were carefully tucked into huge, free-
standing cabinets. Each cabinet was lined with 
several glass shelves and separated from the 
dusty air by curved, glass doors. You could peer 
through those glass panes and see the myriad 
of  displayed pitchers, but these valuable variet-
ies normally could not be touched. It was only 
on “wash day” that all the specimens, including 
the ones in the cabinets, were taken out and ar-
ranged for cleaning.

While this washing exercise might seem 
like a mundane task, it was actually quite enter-
taining because it was such a vibrant production. 
Everyone had an important role to play. Two 
of  my aunts would remove all the pitchers from 
their designated places and line them up on a 
long, wooden table. My mother would carefully 
transfer each one from the table to my grand-
mother, who would lovingly wash it as if  she 
was visiting with an old friend. Another aunt 
would place the washed items on a large board 
to drain. Then all my aunts would take turns 

TAlkINg PITchERS
Billie Skelley

Joplin
Community

Silver
Nonfiction

This story was inspired 
by remembrances from 

the past. It helps to reflect 
about times gone by, 

because those reflections 
often remind you of  the 
people you have known 

and how those people 
have helped to shape the 

person you are now. 

Skelley earned BS and 
MS degrees from the 

University of  Wisconsin 
in Madison. She 

especially enjoys writing 
about health-related 

issues, history, historical 
fiction, and personal 

recollections.

I chose to do these bowls because I think that they are a fun take on a dinnerware set and they show the diversity in human expression. 

Besser has an associates in Social Work, and is completing an associates in Art and Design this semester. She hopes to one day have a studio 
to practice art therapy on the wheel with autistic children.  Wheel-thrown ceramic
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Left Behind
Jessica Sellers 
Carl Junction
Community
Gold
3D Art

picking up the wet pitchers and wiping them 
dry. Each treasured vessel was then given to one 
of  the waiting granddaughters to return to its 
rightful dwelling place. 

From beginning to end, the whole clean-
ing operation was not hard for any of  the older 
women. They were accustomed to their tasks, 
and they worked quickly and well together. For 
the granddaughters, however, it was not so easy.  

We knew we were expected to take ex-
treme care not to break any of  the pitchers. It 
was difficult, however, to follow directions and 
remember locations when you were concentrat-
ing so hard on not dropping one of  the precious 
objects. What made it especially distracting, 
however, was that the older women talked as 
they worked, and it was much more exciting to 
listen to them than to do your job. 

Every time Aunt Maxine would pick up a 
new candidate for the assembly line, she would 
comment on the treasured item regarding its 
color, size, or value. Aunt Ruby would add such 
things as “I remember when you got this one” or 
“I was with you in Crab Orchard when you got 
that one.” 

It was when my grandmother spoke, how-
ever, that the deeper meaning surrounding each 
container emerged. As each pitcher was caressed 
with soap and water, she would explain why it 
was special or unique. So vivid and dramatic 
were her accounts that the revered objects prac-
tically assumed a life of  their own. 

Frequently my hands would shake with 
anticipation for my turn to hold these prized 
possessions. I longed to examine them firsthand. 
Too often, after hearing some unusual or strange 
revelation, I would almost drop them, but, 
fortunately, they always made it safely to their 
designated locations. By the time I got them 
there, though, I felt like I knew the cherished 
containers personally.  

For example, once Aunt Marion picked up a 
tall, black pitcher with a serpentine handle.

“I remember this one. You got it the day you 
killed the snake in the garden,” she said.

“Yes,” my grandmother responded. “There 
was no way I was going to let that snake get 
away with that. He swallowed three, innocent, 
baby rabbits whole right in front of  me. I 
grabbed the garden hoe and cut off  his head in 
one stroke. Sure enough, those babies hopped 
right out and ran straight back toward their 
mother.”

I remember holding that sleek, black pitcher 
with a measure of  disgust as I returned it to its 
resting place.

Another time, Aunt Maxine picked up a 

delicate, white container with a long, wispy 
handle and stared at it thoughtfully.

“This one came from that store in Burn-
side,” she said softly. “You got it the day that girl 
died.” 

“So sad,” my grandmother added. “She was 
such a pretty thing—only sixteen years old. 
They took her right out of  her house. The sher-
iff  never did find who killed her.”

“And remember those stories about her 
ghost,” said Aunt Ruby. “How she was always 
trying to get back home.”  

“It’s true,” my grandmother said. “Every 
year on the day she died, if  you went to the 
top of  the big hill near Lee’s Ford Dock, she’d 
be standing there—right near where she died. 
She would ask anyone driving by to give her a 
ride home, but when you took her down to the 
bottom of  the hill, near her old house, she’d be 
gone.”

All of  the granddaughters looked skepti-
cally at each other when we heard this, but Aunt 
Marion confirmed the story.

“It happened to us about two years ago. We 
were out driving near the Dock, and there she 
stood. She looked as normal as you and me, and 
all she wanted was to go home. She got in the 
back seat, but when we got down the hill and 
turned around to let her out of  the car, she was 
gone.”

Hiking near Native 
American ruins in the 
Southwest inspired me to 
create this art work. Coil, 
horse hair raku.

Sellers is an art teacher 
and an artist, that has 
been featured in several 
art publications in the 
past, including the Quill.

[Continued to 12]
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I remember handing that delicate, ghostly 
container quickly to my cousin, Sue, almost in 
fear that it too might vanish in a wisp of  smoke.

Another time, Aunt Ruby picked up a 
simple, green pitcher with a printed logo on the 
front. I recognized the curvy, yellow letters that 
proclaimed “Alexander’s” across its side.

“Poor Mr. Alexander,” whispered my grand-
mother.

“What about him?” I asked. 
I’d known Mr. Alexander all my life. He was 

such a nice man. He had recently passed away, 
but for years he ran a little grocery store not far 
from our house. I had been there many times. 
He had a huge glass counter 
where he kept all the candy, 
and when you bought candy 
cigarettes, Mary Janes, or a 
Bit-O-Honey, he would col-
lect your money and give you 
your change from this big, 
metal cash register that was 
on the counter. I liked the 
ring it made when the cash 
drawer opened. Mr. Alexan-
der had always been available 
because he lived in a little 
room in the back of  the store. 

“I’ll never forget his 
funeral,” my grandmother 
answered.

“Was it true what they 
said?” asked Aunt Ruby.

“Did he really do that?” added Aunt Marion.
“Yes,” said my grandmother. “I was there.”
“Do what?” I asked.
All the aunts just looked at me, but my 

grandmother answered.
“Since Mr. Alexander didn’t have a house, 

they held his funeral in his store. They laid him 
out right there on top of  that glass counter.”

I waited for her to continue because that 
didn’t seem so strange. After all, many funerals 
were held in the living or dining room of  the 
home of  the deceased person.

“Well,” my grandmother went on, “right in 
the middle of  Brother Taylor’s eulogy, that cash 
register went off  with a loud ring and the cash 
drawer opened. Almost immediately, Mr. Alex-
ander sat straight up on that glass counter.”

The pitcher from Mr. Alexander’s store, 
which I had been holding, slid from my hands 
as I gasped in disbelief. Fortunately, my cousin, 
Sandy, caught it in midair and safely enclosed it 

with both of  her hands.
“I don’t believe it,” I said to my grand-

mother.
“It’s absolutely true,” she said. “Doc Wad-

dell said it was just rigor mortis, but there 
wasn’t one of  Mr. Alexander’s regular custom-
ers, sitting there in that funeral, who believed it. 
We all knew Mr. Alexander somehow heard that 
cash register go off, and he tried to get up and 
make change.”

I remember swallowing with some difficulty 
as I watched Sandy safely put the pitcher from 
Mr. Alexander’s store away. Before I could fully 
digest what I had just heard, my mother picked 
up another pitcher, and a new story started. 

There was the tale about the pearlescent 
pitcher my grandmother had received on her 

wedding day from her mother. 
There was the account of  the 
stout, white one my grandmother 
always brought with her when 
she went to deliver babies. She 
had no idea how many newborns 
she had washed from that reliable 
receptacle. There was the gold one 
with the image of  Clark Gable 
on the front. My grandmother 
thought he was handsome, and my 
grandfather had given it to her 
as a joke. There was also the sad 
story about the plain, silver pitcher 
my grandmother had used to wash 
four of  her children before they 
were buried.

On and on it went as we 
cleaned, dried, and replaced each 

container. In time, I came to realize this spring 
ritual was more than just a cleaning day. It was a 
time for reliving history and sharing memories. 
It was a time for bonding over past experiences, 
repeating tales, and sharing views. It was also a 
time for looking to the future because my grand-
mother would often declare, as she cleaned her 
precious treasures, that she had those particular 
ones in mind to give to her granddaughters one 
day. Some were designated for Sue and Sandy. 
Others were for me. 

Most of  the women who took part in that 
annual spring rite are gone now, and my grand-
mother’s enormous collection has been divided 
into smaller portions and distributed among 
relatives. When I look at the pitchers she left to 
me, even after all these years, I can still hear the 
voices in her house that described each one. I 
wash my pitchers once a year, just as my grand-
mother did, and it is no surprise to me that every 
spring each one still has a story to tell. 

         

Before I could fully 
digest what I had just 

heard, my mother 
picked up another 
pitcher, and a new 

story started. 

[Continued from 11]

Talking Pitchers
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[Left]

Copper 
Swirl 
Chase Boyd
Carl Junction
High School
Honorable Mention
3D Art

Copper Swirl is a warm 
toned pot, that could sit 
by your fireplace to cre-
ate an inviting area.

Boyd is a sophomore and 
enjoys learning, athletics, 
and art.

[Right]

Oceanic 
Vase
Erin Psajdl
Carl Junction 
High School
Silver
3D Art

I have always loved 
going to the beach, so I 
wanted my vase to reflect 
that about me. The colors 
of  the ocean are calming 
to me, and I wanted my 
vase to be easy on the 
eyes.

Psajdl is a junior. After 
he graduates, he would 
like to go to college 
and become a nuclear 
pharmacist.

[Bottom] 

Lost at Sea
Tarin Bruce
Carl Junction
High School
Honorable Mention
3D Art

I really love the ocean, 
and wish some day I’ll 
be able to go out and see 
the real thing. It inspired 
some others in my class to 
try and make something 
equally as beautiful.
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I am a Borderline.
I split one side from the other.

I keep them from 
Fighting each other.
I watch and listen

While they plan their destruction.

I am a borderline.
I am like a ball or flight,
Moving back and forth,

Place to Place,
Only I know what 

The middle must face.

I am a borderline.
I don’t take sides,

I just keep black from white.
And though I see it all,

I have no say, none at all.
I’m just a borderline.

I Am A BORdERlINE

Leslie Wright
Neosho

Community
Honorable Mention
B&W Photography

Elizabeth Wilks
Neosho

Crowder
Bronze
Poetry

This explains how I 
felt growing up with 

divorced parents.

This is the World War 
I monument in Kansas 
City, Mo. Each stone is 
as unique as the brave 

people who fought to end 
the war and bring peace 

once again.

Wilks plans on going 
into social work. She 
enjoys writing poetry 

and finds it a great way 
to express herself.

Wright is a college 
student and has been 
taking and entering 

photos in the Crowder 
Quill for the last four 

years and wants to 
continue for as long as 

she can.

Monumental 
Moment
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ROck FOR PROgRESS
Owen Swearingen
Wheaton
Staff 
Nonfiction

I truly believe that rebels 
and mavericks are what 
change the world. This 
is a piece suggesting we, 
as a society, should take 
cues from rock musicians 
to do good things for the 
world.

Swearingen is a non-
traditional student, 
currently majoring in 
general studies.

Ever since Elvis Presley’s epic hip gyra-
tion on national television, rock and roll 
was given a stigma that worked in it’s 
favor. The stigma being it’s rebellious 

nature; it’s rough edge gave the music its glitz 
and, indisputably, it’s appeal to the younger, am-
bitious generation. The sexual energy that emit-
ted from Elvis’s performance of  “Hound Dog” 
set the wheels in motion for more shocking and 
controversial mannerisms from American music 
enthusiasts such as the Beatles and the Rolling 
Stones. 

Not only does rock and roll music push the 
envelope by playing a 12-bar blues progression 
at 120 bpm (beats per minute) or faster, but it 
also charged the need for reform and reconstruc-
tion of  the American social construct, family 
structure, and civil rights. While White Euro-
peans embraces Black American music, Black 
America embraced civil revolution, marching 
the streets in non-violent protests and moving 
speeches that were broadcast around the nation. 
While young American men went to a war they 
didn’t agree with, the songwriters and perform-
ers of  rock and roll spoke for them with full 
angst and fervor; the old regime fought contem-
porary thought while John Lennon led chants, 
crooning, “Give peace a chance”.

While rock and roll changed government, 
the definition of  vulgarity, and argued civil 
injustice, it also exhibited quite possibly the only 
career choice where one’s success is somewhat 
dependent on irrational behavior; Ted Nugent 
was a sex addict. Keith Richards was consis-
tently high on heroine. Simply mentioning the 
backstage fiascos of  Def  Leppard, Led Zepplin, 
and Motley Crue would make the point moot. 
However, their exploits and exhibitions of  
debauchery clearly made them more household 
than many would enjoy. If  their records weren’t 
bought out of  support, they were purchased 
out of  guile and there is no such thing as “bad 
publicity”.

In its birth, rock and roll was persecuted 
and ostracized due to its nature and subject 
matter. But as a society progresses, ideals about 
rock and roll have become more forgiving and 
accepting. Currently, the “rock” musicians on the 
radio now make wiser decisions. Their decadant 
lifestyles aren’t the focus for news or tabloids as 
they once where; there are less visits to rehab 
and marrying the hottest young female super-
model isn’t a major characteristic. Yes, let it be 

written! Rock and roll needs its sex and drugs 
back! Not in the sense that self-destruction and 
STD infections skyrocket, but what those poor 
decisions said about the artist.  It’s called rock 
and roll for a reason.  In my definition, it means 
“rebel without a care”. Because it is the rebels 
and the mavericks that live rock and roll that 
revolutionize, innovate, and spear-head change, 
not the ones that play it safe and definitely not 
the ones that are too scared and meek to bend 
(or perhaps break) the rules every once in a 
while.

We need more “rock” in our “rock and roll”.  
Seriously! Though some don’t remember the 
legendary antics of  Madonna, Brian Warner 
(aka Marilyn Manson), or Pete Moon, it can 
be argued that rock and roll has lost its edge 
and we, the consumer, need to breathe life into 
the music that fuels revolution, innovation, and 
progress by living like rock stars! Be ambi-
tious. Be provocative. Embrace your wild, crazy, 
and somewhat stupid ideas. Jim Morrison was 
advised not to use the word “higher” during The 
Doors’ performance of  “Light My Fire” on Ed 
Sullivan. Morrison didn’t head the advice and 
was banned from television and is now a house-
hold name in America and look what’s admis-
sible on television now.

Be a maverick. Bend the rules. Tell a dirty 
joke. Embrace your inner rock star and see your 
wealth of  life grow.

Mary Beth Hertzog  
Pleasant Hill | Staff  
B&W Photography

Vapor

This photo symbolizes, to me, the simple truth that our lives here on this earth 
are but a vapor, here one minute and gone the next. This should prompt us to seek 
meaning for the reason that we’re alive in the first place. 
Hertzog is currently working towards an associates degree in photography. Her 
goal is to create visually compelling, thought-provoking work. 
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I found myself  wandering in the forest and 
could not, at first, remember how I came to 
be there.  The night was almost upon me; 
I felt the chill of  its approach on my bare 

arms.  When I looked down and saw my moc-
casins, tunic and leggings, I remembered that I’d 
been on a three-day fast and vigil in an effort to 
find my Spirit Guide.

The last thing I remembered was that I’d 
completed the fast and necessary rituals and 
prayers and started off  on a ground-eating trot 
through the vast forest. This was my journey to 
the Spirit Guide, as it had not found me in camp.

I looked around me now and saw nothing 
out of  the ordinary. The trees, rocks and ground 
cover all seemed the same as they had the last 
time I was here.

A moment later, the animal sounds of  the 

forest hushed and a breathless stillness filled the 
silence.  I turned, very slowly, and there he was.  

The evening had truly arrived now and I 
could not make out distinct details, but he stood 
before me in the form of  a man. He had a human 
face, but he was covered with fur from head to 
foot.  He spoke, and I heard him, but his lips 
never moved.  It was as if  he spoke inside my 
head.

“It is time.”
“What?” I asked. “Time? For what?”
“Time to prove yourself  worthy.”
“But…I don’t understand. Worthy of  what? 

How?” I asked, but he would not answer and 
he began to fade from view.  “Wait! I need to 
know…” I trailed off  as he was gone, and the 
step I’d taken toward him dropped me into a pit 
covered with leaves.

Before I had fully gained my feet, I saw him 
in front of  me as a blurred outline. “Now!” he 
shouted in my head and he rushed me.

He slammed into me and knocked me off  
my feet. I groped frantically in my mind for 
some reason for these events, wondering if  it 
was because I was the first female tribe mem-
ber in a long time to actively search for a Spirit 
Guide.

Regardless of  the reason, the struggle was 
real and as I scrambled away from him, on hands 
and knees, he spoke again, “you must win or die.” 
He reached out with one hand… (paw?)…and 
I felt a sharp pain as his claws laid my shoulder 
bare.

“Fight back! You must win!” echoed in my 
head. I had never heard of  anyone in my village 
or tribe ever having to fight their Spirit Guide 
before.

I clamped down on my lip and felt the hot 
trickle of  blood where he had punctured skin.  I 
pulled myself  to my feet, one hand against the 
earthen wall and shook my head. Before I could 
make a plan for dealing with the attack, he was 
on me again.  He tumbled me head over heels 
along the length of  the pit. When my head came 
up against the wall, he grabbed me by one ankle, 
his claws biting into flesh, and dragged me 
toward him. 

Would I die before the meeting with my 
Spirit Guide was over? What had I done to 
anger the Creator so?

Fear seemed to crawl down my spine on icy 

THE CALL

Amanda Calderon
Joplin

Crowder
Bronze

2D Media

Calderon is a Mexican 
born self-taught painter 

with a background in 
tattooing. She works as 
a retail manager and is 

a sophomore at Crowder 
pursuing a business 

management degree.

Mother
& Child

[Continued to 18]
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Drew Young
Pierce City
Staff
Color Photography

The leading lines in this 
photo invoke the feeling 
of  traveling forward in 
life’s journey. 

Young is currently 
pursuing a degree in 
journalism/PR. He 
plans to transfer to 
John Brown University 
for a degree in 
communications. 
 

Railroad 
Tracks
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feet as he brought my leg up to his mouth and 
crunched sharp teeth into my knee.  I swung 
wildly, trying to hit him and knock him away in 
the near total darkness.  The fear swelled into a 
state of  near panic and I kicked, screamed and 
thrashed.  I wanted to stop him from breaking 
anything else.

A flurry of  blows, kicks and scratches 
rained down on me as I struggled to get hold 
of  him. My clothes were now in shreds and 
there was blood trickling from at least a dozen 
wounds.

It felt like he had loosened several teeth and 
I tasted blood in my mouth.  I scrabbled with my 
fingers on the floor of  the pit, trying to find a 
stone to hit him with, but the floor was bare.

“Use what you know…” rang in my head, 
as he lifted me off  the ground.  I felt him raise 
me above his head and I knew he would bring 
me down across his knee to break my back if  
I didn’t do something fast.  In desperation, I 

opened my mouth and began to sing my death 
chant.  I felt him pause and heard him growl.  I 
quickly changed the music to an old hymn my 
Grandmother had sung to me as a child. “Rock 
of  Ages, Stand by Me, Let me hide myself  in 
Thee…”

I felt the beast lower me slowly, and, as my 
feet touched the ground briefly, I felt the beast 
shift.  When I say “shift”, it’s only because I have 
no better word for what happened.  The beast/
Spirit Guide lost its physical form and enveloped 
me into its “being”.  I felt a warm breeze and the 
brush of  soft fur all around me…almost like it 
rubbed through me…odd, but not bad.

As the breeze passed by me completely, 
I heard him whisper, “I’ll always be with you. 
Anytime you need me, you know what to do. 
You must begin your journey and trials now. If  
you wish to be victorious, you must use what 
you know and always keep learning. Do not let 
hate win…”, and he was gone, but as the breeze 
drifted away, his voice came back to me, “…only 
seven….ask the Priest…”, and I heard no more 
but the wind in the pines.

LaRaeda Sullivan
Neosho

Crowder
Silver

Fiction

Amy M. Sampson
Monett

Community
Gold

Color Photography

This story is something I 
have been working on for 
quite some time and I felt 

I finally had it ready to 
share. This is a story of  
a young woman finding 

her purpose in life.

I took this shot an 
hour outside of  Colca 

Canyon, Peru near 
Coporaque. The hills 

were alive with beautiful 
people, scenery, and 

animals.

Sullivan is a returning 
part-time student to 
acquire information 
she needs for her job. 

Eventually, she would like 
to expand this story into 
a full work of  fiction, as 
this is one of  the things 

she does for fun.

Sampson teaches in 
Monett and travels and 

takes photos when not 
teaching.

Coporaque 
Smile
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I asked God to hurry
Things had to get done

The clothes washed,
The floors cleaned,
The kids bathed,

Before setting of  sun!

I asked God to hurry
Things had to be made

The new dress,
The big meal,

 The fancy dessert,
Before relatives stayed!

I asked God to hurry
There were places to go

The mountains,
The valleys,
The prairies,

Such places to show!

But God in His wisdom
Said softly to me
Rest my child,

   Sometimes smile,
 Yes, pray awhile,

Live life for eternity.

BLESS ME NOw, GOd

Joan Farmer | Joplin | Community | Honorable Mention | Poetry 

Tiffany Durbin
Carl Junction
High School
Gold 
Digital Art

How often one might 
wish for less struggles, 
less turmoil. Yet, it is in 
facing each step taken 
each day that one achieves 
a goal. Do so with 
patience and acceptance 
and let JOY prevail.

Farmer has been an 
elementary teacher, then 
librarian. In retirement, 
creative writing offers a 
continuing outlet to share 
words with those who 
will read them. 

I have always wanted to 
see flowers drifting away 
on the water. It reminds 
me of  memories that 
slowly fade away. This 
piece was made from the 
emotions of  the Joplin 
Tornado, that ravished 
my town and left many 
souls to go adrift.

Durbin is a devout 
Christian and 
philosopher, currently 
working to graduate 
high school with honors 
and an associates 
degree. Her art flowers 
from instinct, wit, and 
transformed mistakes. 

Drifting
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cERulEAN
The shadows that enveloped the space 

around Benjamin in the jail cell were 
making their usual arcane appearance, 
dancing around him when he shifted 

on the metal bench uncomfortably. He had 
memorized their synchronized pattern. The way 
they beckoned him to join was all too familiar. 

He resisted their invitation, as delicious as 
it was, and shooed them out of  his mind. The 
very same overwhelming whispers had taken 
control of  his actions only a few months ago, but 
this time he would not give in. Benjamin gave an 
exasperated sigh.

A sound echoed through the cell door. The 
four knocks signified a prisoner’s daily release: 
a trip into the courtyard for a meal with the 
other men. The shadows hissed at the approach 
of  another human and darted into their hiding 
places around the room. The guards never 
seemed to notice the way they flew in and out of  
the walls with vengeance. 

“Your turn,” 
The uniform-clad 
man grunted, 
slouching at the 
open door he had 
just unlocked. 
His uniform 
was bright blue. 
Benjamin looked 
past the buckled 
up clothing and 
stomped his way to the door and out into the 
hallway. 

All thoughts were banned to enter his 
mind as he made his way from the halls to 
the courtyard. The sensors on the ceilings 
had succeeded in making him incapable of  
processing outside visuals or words that might 
have been exchanged between officials. He was 
blank.

Jyson was learning the ranks of  the jail as 
fast as he could manage, trying to the best of  his 
ability to memorize case reports and prisoners’ 
numbers when given the chance. The officers 
whom he worked with were his commanders, 
using him as an underdog, although he often 
made resolutions to be as courteous as he could 
towards them. Excluding the cafeteria cooks, 
Jyson received no respect in his newfound 
employment. The cafeteria cooks had only 
decidedly taken a liking to him when he ordered 

their premium plate rather than the cheap dish.
One officer, though, was playing mind 

games with Jyson. He had cornered the young 
man and proceeded to make small talk. He held a 
drink in his hand, and he wore no name tag.

“Any improvement on Willock, Major?” The 
officer asked, taking a sip of  his cherry drink, 
which smelled incredibly foul as it entered Major 
Jyson’s nostrils. The sour smell indicated a 
violation of  employee rules. 

“I’ve not seen him in person, sir, I’ve only 
heard his name and of  the shadow stories,” 
Jyson replied. That much was true.

“I see. I wonder what the illusion of  
shadows is caused by? Perhaps a mental 
disorder?” The officer raised a questioning 
eyebrow, possibly hoping to further interrogate 
Benjamin Willock’s case with a coworker. It 
was a cliché paranormal mystery, almost like a 
vintage horror movie that you would find in the 
dusty corner of  a rental store.

Jyson decided 
that he would simply 
ignore the officer’s 
persistent attempts 
at discussion. He 
would stick to safe 
observations and 
reports when asked.

“I was the first 
on the scene,” Jyson 
heard the officer 

mumble. His intentions were blatantly obvious. 
“He was a crazy one. Hard to catch.” The 
officer’s prodding ended there. 

It was a conversation that Jyson knew 
he had to cut off  if  he were to follow the 
regulations that he had been assigned with 
his job. He saluted, and the officer turned 
on his heel, smirking and nodding once in 
acknowledgement before retreating to his 
station. It was as if  he knew every one of  
Jyson’s thoughts.

The pen was Benjamin’s only possession. It 
was a treasure he had acquired from the outside 
world, a place he would never see again for as 
long as he was in existence. Benjamin could 
only write a selection of  simple capital letters, 
and the ink in the pen flew rather freely and 
came out in blotches due to poor manufacturing. 
It was still the closest he would ever get to 
freedom.

“Major Jyson, please report to 
the courtyard. Major Jyson to the 

courtyard,” The loud speaker boomed. 
Jyson rose from his spot on the bench. 

Mary Smith
McDonald County 

High School
Silver

Fiction

I wanted to create a 
deep, thought-provoking 
novel. One of  my main 

writing goals was to 
keep the reader inferring 

about the criminal and 
his past. I really loved 

writing this.

Smith is a sophomore 
who loves music and the 

arts. He also dedicates 
his time to playing 

piano, ukulele, singing, 
and participating in our 

school’s drumline. His 
goal is to finish college 
with an undergraduate 

degree in Marketing and 
continue his education 
with a joint Paralegal 

and MBA program.
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“I shouldn’t be here,” Jyson sighed out 
loud as he prodded through the filing cabinet 
of  prisoner case records, attempting to find 
the something labeled with Benjamin’s name. 
He pulled a large black folder from the tightly-
packed drawer, paging quickly through the 
facts about Benjamin. He skimmed all the 
records. There was nothing about the crime, 
only his birthplace and previous locations of  
employment. Jyson shoved the folder back into 
the drawer, pushing it shut with a grimace of  
disappointment. 

“Looking for something?” 
Jyson pivoted and found himself  face to face 

with the officer. He shook his head, pushing past 
the seemingly clairvoyant man, who laughed in 
his deaf  ear as he exited the dim room.   
The laugh reverberated several times against 
the bulletproof  sides. Jyson could hear it from 
outside.

Benjamin felt the pen’s ink stutter on the 
stone cold exterior of  the gas station wall. He 
dragged it through the brick’s crevices, filling in 
his outline with uneven blots of  black. The lines 
shivered. It climbed from the rough brick into 

his mind. He felt weightless. 
It had consumed him, and now he was 

unstoppable. The air around him was taking 
shallow breaths of  his presence. Benjamin was 
the shadow. He felt the ink wrap his skin as he 
forced himself  to make a move. 

The man he targeted first had to have been 
in his early twenties, someone young who had 
nothing in his hands from the gas station but 
what appeared to be a coffee. Benjamin moved 
hastily.

Lunch hour slugged along dreadfully for the 
jail staff; they loitered among the refreshment 
station and proceeded in sipping their liquids. 
Occasionally the cherry drink officer would 
eye Jyson from across the room and let out a 
raspy cough. Jyson kept his gaze trained on the 
fountain drink dispenser, making an effort to 
find a pattern in the generic drink names. 

“Major Jyson, please report to the 
courtyard. Major Jyson to the courtyard,” The 
loud speaker boomed. Jyson rose from his spot 
on the bench. 

The courtyard was only partially full of  
[Continued to 22]
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chained beings, but a particular silhouette was 
the first to appear to Jyson’s eyes. He recognized 
immediately that it was none other than the 
infamous Mr. Benjamin Willock.

Sirens filled Benjamin’s ears, trapping him 
inside this fettle that he wished to escape. The 
young twenty-something below Benjamin was 
writhing about on the parking lot concrete, 
kicking out at Benjamin’s ankles. Benjamin 
watched as the gas station he had just lit on fire 
turned to thin ash. The surrounding fuel pumps 
would obliterate anything remaining at any 
moment.

“They’ll get you! They’ll get you, and 

you’re going to jail!” He heard the young man 
shout up at him. Benjamin was circled by law 
enforcement. The blue lights burned his retinas.

The convict was middle-aged, perhaps in his 
late thirties, but the wrinkles that outlined his 
lips suggested otherwise. Jyson handed his key-
card to the patrolling courtyard officer. Before 
he could move towards Benjamin, he felt the cold 
grip of  a hand on his shoulder.

“He ran from all of  the lights. He kept 
screaming, ‘The blue hurts me! The blue hurts!’” 
The officer whispered in Jyson’s ear, before once 
again abandoning him in the midst of  one of  his 
sporadic and inviting introductions.

“Wait, sir,” Jyson said, as the officer 
stumbled back down the corridor. “Just give me 

Lindy Lou                                                             Dustin Miller |  Diamond | Community | Bronze | 2D Media
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one detail.” He saw satisfaction pass through the 
officer’s eyes when he turned.

“We found a pen in his shirt pocket.” 
Benjamin had grown to like the peaceful 

environment of  the courtyard, excluding the 
occasional brawls. He was fond of  the tulips 
that bordered the otherwise bleak walls, and the 
birds that flew above the open-air area were the 
closest thing he had to friends. 

The prisoners seemed to overlook Willock’s 
attendance. He didn’t mind being alone. Solitude 
had become a part of  his lifestyle. His family 
had never been mentioned in the local bakery 
where he had been raised as an orphan. A 
sweet-smelling, old building full of  seemingly-
prehistoric nurses, Benjamin remembered the 
sticky breads that had caused him to maintain an 
awfully pudgy stature. 

His memories of  his only youth companion, 
Annalise, were just as enticing as the bakery. She 
reminded him of  flowers in a field. The pen was 
her gift to him. 

“It’s only a pen,” She had giggled, “I figure 
it’s something to remember me by. I got it from 
Papa as a birthday present. The gold reminded 
me of  you; I love your golden heart.” 

Major Jyson drew in a gulp of  air before 
making his introduction. He cleared his throat 
loudly. To his relief, Benjamin Willock rotated 

his body slowly, facing Jyson. 
“Major Jyson, pleased to finally become an 

acquaintance.” He saw the criminal grimace. 
“Yes,” Willock finally spoke, “I’ve heard of  

your name. I’m just going to infer that you have 
heard mine as well?”

“Indeed I have. Mr. Willock, are you 
available to answer some questions at the 
moment?” Jyson kneaded his knuckles against a 
pebble bird bath, which just so happened to make 
the perfect arm rest for a nearby bench.

“Get on with it, young man. I can see that 
you are nervous. I can tell you that I’m of  no 
danger in these handcuffs. Just watch for the 
shadows.”

Willock pointed to the courtyard wall just 
then, gesturing towards nothing but pure stone. 
He obtained a golden pen from its neatly tucked 
spot in the front of  his assigned trousers, and 
added a subtle line to the wall. Line by line, the 
pen was a blur before Jyson’s eyes.

The lines increased in size, but Willock 
moved speedily. The drawing seemed to be 
taking shape. Willock put the finishing touches 
on his artwork, and stepped back to reveal it to 
the curious observer who sat at the bench.

Benjamin Willock had drawn Jyson’s 
shadow, and it was inching its way off  of  the 
wall. 
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SummER OvER ThE YEARS
I awaited this time of  year with ill-contained 

excitement and anticipation. The heat would 
set pavement ablaze and send those who were 
weak of  heart inside to the luxury of  air 

conditioning. Each year at this time my sister 
and I would drag out our plastic boxes of  gear. 
Swimsuits were hung up, caps were replaced, 
and goggles would be inspected; we awaited the 
coming opportunity to inhale the invigoratingly 
sharp scent of  chlorine. For the past ten months, 
the thought of  going back to my swim team 
swirled in my head.

For the past twelve years, my summers have 
been planned: waking up early every morning 
to arrive at the pool before the crack of  dawn; 
spending my mornings practicing and my 
afternoons recovering; nightly praying for the 
salvation of  a thunderstorm to roll in and cause 
a practice cancellation (a morning to sleep). 
Weekends were spent loading and unloading 
swim equipment needed for a meet; baking in the 
sun; waiting forever for my event to be called; 
and hoping they remembered my hand signal for 
a start that would help me get that ever-elusive 
Best Time transfer sticker, or better yet: a Heat 
Winner. These I would put on my annual team 
shirt to wear proudly on my first day of  school. 
My summers also included the search for hair 
treatments (to remove the unnatural colors from 
a swimmer’s hair) and the never-ending pursuit 
of  a dry towel and swimsuit.

Throughout my vast swimming career, I 

had numerous coaches. Some focused on tech-
nique, others on stretches, and others on only 
a few swimmers. While each brought a new 
perspective to strokes, diet, and exercise, few 
focused on the emotional aspects of  swimming 
or the recovery after an injury.

Of  the twelve years I have been swimming, 
I remember the first day of  my first year as if  
it had happened only moments ago. My sister, 
Kendra, and I had been swimming down the pool 
for our warm-up when we both spotted a quarter 
on the bottom. We fought to be the first one to 
get the quarter, nearly drowning ourselves in 
the process. The next thing we knew we were 
being hauled out of  the water by a man with a 
warm, welcoming smile: this was Coach Charles.

Upon hearing our tale of  what we had been 
squabbling over, Charles laughed and reached 
into his pockets. From those magical depths, he 
fished out a quarter and handed it to me. Kendra 
was then allowed to retrieve the first quarter 
from the bottom of  the pool. Coach Charles led 
us over to our mother, who had been behind the 
fence that surrounded the pool, watching the 
previous event in horror and with a sinking in 
her heart that only a mother knows. From that 
day on, Kendra and I would take turns retriev-
ing coins from the pool bottom.

As the years went on and as Kendra and I 
grew older, swim team was still our main love 
(besides books, of  course). The competition 
between us swimblings grew as we were con-
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stantly pitted against each other. This competi-
tion festered to the point that Kendra and I were 
continuously moved through the higher groups. 
Finally, we had reached the lead group: Ginny’s 
group. We came to realize that this meant we 
had surpassed all the other levels of  our team 
and were members of  the elite swimmers.

To see Ginny had always put me in awe: this 
is the same woman who started my swim team! 
Without her abilities and a group that wanted to 
swim competitively, the Monett WaterThrashers 
would never have existed. She had coached on 
the team for twenty years when she announced 
she would step down as a coach. An extremely 
hard and tearful farewell occurred; no one could 
truly take Ginny’s place nor would there be 
another coach like her, or so I thought.

This is where Coach Christin entered my 
swim family. She gave me purpose and led me to 
believe that all the team members had potential, 
not just a select few. Christin’s vast knowledge 
of  technique and stretches assisted me in regain-
ing the use of  my shoulder and allowing me to 
be able to swim butterfly again. I had the luxury 
of  her coaching for two summers. Those two 
summers are among my happiest ever and I will 
remember them always.

This second summer with Coach Christin 
will be my last as a Monett WaterThrasher. 
Next summer I will be too old to swim with my 
team. I know I will try to come back and visit 
the people who I grew up with. To me it is such 
a shock to realize the people you once looked 

up to are gone and there is a fresh bunch of  
younger kids who look up to you! Whether or 
not I am ready for it, I must move on and only 
look back on these summers as my life before 
adulthood. As time changes, so does my team. 
All I can hope for is that they be successful and 
turn out as well as I did.

In the 
Summer 
Sun
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NumBERS ON A WAll
6:57 a.m. Four and a half  hours from the 

disaster.

It’s a Tuesday. The sun rises in the east, its 
golden rays creeping across the still sleep-
ing city of  Ozarka, home to almost 180,000 
people. Waves slap lazily against the board-

walk in the harbor.  In the distance the search-
lights along the top of  the distant sea wall glide 
across the turquoise sea.

The wall is relatively new, only two years 
ago it was nothing but slabs of  steel and 
concrete lying in wait at the shipyard. It is the 
brainchild of  the infamous Dr. Dioti von Ma-
aigen, an oceanographer and engineer who has 
built several others for cities across the world. 
The wall has large, metal towers connected by 
steel walls, which could be raised or lowered to 
allow for ships to pass in times of  calm.

The public had voiced their support of  it 
loudly, almost no one opposing the construc-
tion of  a wall that would practically empty city 
coffers.

Yet, for the past two years, there was a 
“drought” of  seismic activity in the ocean basin, 
leaving it untested.

7:08 a.m. Four hours and 11 minutes from 
the disaster.

Dr. Dioti von Maaigen holds an urgent con-
ference with the Mayor of  Ozarka, the President 
of  Hevia, and a few leading scientists such as 
himself.

Although the professor is the host, the con-
ference soon turns into a heated debate between 
the Mayor and the President over a proposed 
interstate bypassing Ozarka. Of  the scientists 
invited to the conference, only two arrive, and 
both are distracted by experiments they are cur-
rently running back at the laboratory in Hevic.

The meeting will last for a little over 
two hours, and throughout it the professor is 
ignored, his face white out of  fear, though he 
never can share the news he’s discovered. In his 
trembling hands he holds data and blueprints to 
the Ozarka sea wall.

7:34 a.m. Three hours and 45 minutes 
from the disaster.

As Ozarka awakens from its slumber, streets 
fill with school buses containing a total of  
24,000 kids. Many people are heading to work, 
either by road or using the city’s elevated rail 
system, which lines downtown. A whistle blows 
at the Grand City Station, announcing the ar-

rival of  a passenger train carrying 215 com-
muters from nearby Hevic. Younger couples line 
the boardwalk, while fishing boats glide across 
the gentle bay. A cruise ship is entering through 
the sea wall gates, creeping across toward the 
harbor.

Crowds develop along the beaches, as today 
is the third day of  the annual Aquatica Festival. 
Tourists flock to Ozarka to celebrate protec-
tion of  the sea life across the world. Estimates 
suggest as many as 20,000 could appear at some 
point today.

8:00 a.m. Three hours and 19 minutes from 
the disaster.

Life in the city is humming merrily on track. 
School bells in Bayview High toll, announcing 
the start of  first hour. Businesses open up, the 
streets develop a slow stir of  people, and the 
boardwalk roars to life. The bell tower at Hevia 
State University chimes 8 in a rhythmic tune.

Abruptly, the ground shakes. A distant 
tremor is rumbling, yet despite its intense feroc-
ity -- an 8.2 magnitude -- the city is practically 
untouched, as the epicenter lies in the far off  
ocean. A few windows shatter, and one apart-
ment in a historic part of  town collapses, but no 
other evidence of  damage exists.

The people and tourists in Ozarka stumble, 
and the city seems to stutter, then everything 
goes back to mainstream. The only notable dif-
ference in the city is that the sea walls are raised, 
sealing off  the ocean, and any tsunamis with it.

There is no fear of  a wave of  epic propor-
tion, as they have the sea wall, and thus the 
boardwalks continue to host crowds of  people, 
boats remain buzzing in the harbor, and the 
school, which lies on the south side of  the bay, 
remains open. Nothing abnormal happens for 
the next two hours.

9:13 a.m. One hour and 6 minutes from the 
disaster.

The first reports of  a tsunami are arriving.  
Several rural islands off  the coast, which can’t 
afford protection, have been hit, many going 
entirely underwater. Additionally, reports are 
coming in from other nations of  a truly massive 
wave, over 70 feet in height. Predictions suggest 
that by the time the wave reaches the sea wall, 
which stands at a mighty height of  64 feet, it 
should have dropped to 50 feet.

Despite the giant death toll, so far number-
ing over one thousand already, the people of  
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Ozarka are not afraid, for the sea wall stands like 
a vigilant guard over them.

Most in the city are continuing on with 
their lives. The supermarkets remain full, 
restaurants open, and even doomsday stores for 
the latter day saints, the dominant religion here, 
remain well-stocked.

An old, crippled woman has just left her 
house in the poorer suburb of  Northport, head-
ing for a local market to buy fresh produce. She 
walks in a confident manner down the street, 
giving friendly hellos and how are yous to the 
neighbors and passers by. The woman is very 
happy today, as today is the first day in a year 
that her grandson will be home from the 101st 
Airborne Division.

A new mother strolls down an avenue in 
downtown with her child in a stroller. She is tak-
ing him along for a shopping spree, though her 
mind is venturing off  to earlier this morning, 
when she stormed out of  her house after her and 
her husband fought. It ended brutally, and the 
woman’s last stop will be a law office. She pon-
ders to herself  where things had gone wrong.

Across the street a man stands in a jewelry 
store for the opposite reasons. He is hoping to 
propose to his girlfriend tonight at a luxurious 
restaurant that, when combined with the ring 
he has just decided to buy, would empty his 
wallet. He continues to tell himself  that it’s all 
for her, and his voice cracks in excitement and 
anticipation every time he opens his mouth to 
the jeweler.

An old professor huddles against a wall, 
papers latched tightly in one 
hand and shivering, despite 
the summer heat. He has just 
left a conference which went 
horribly wrong, and despite 
his warnings, no one who 
passes by gives him second 
thought. So he huddles, await-
ing death.

10:19 a.m. Zero hours 
and zero minutes from the 
disaster.

The populace is unaware 
as a 53 foot high wave slams 
into the sea wall. The popu-
lace is unaware as first one 
bolt flies off, then another, 
then another. The populace 
is unaware as the sea wall, 
great and mighty, shatters 
like glass as the great gates 
collapse back into the ocean, 
the towers crumbling beneath 

the tsunami’s weight.
The wave speeds inwards toward the city. 

People in boats and on the boardwalk attempt 
to escape its wrath, but it is to no avail. A cruise 
ship filled with tourists is tipped over, falling on 
the beaches, while boat after boat slams into the 
boardwalk stores.

In mere seconds the High School is obliter-
ated, crumbling and becoming shrapnel to use 
against more victims.

The great downtown skyscrapers attempt 
to stand in defiance, commanding it to halt, but 
the wave is deaf, and plows over them. The old 
clock at the college is instantly submerged, and 
in the moments before death, some people see 
the vague outline of  elevated rail trains being 
carried inside the tsunami like cannons. In five 
minutes, the city is underwater, the result of  a 
disaster two years in the making.

10:30 a.m. 11 minutes after the disaster.
As quickly as it came, it went. The wave 

recedes, leaving a world of  devastation. Over 
200,000 people are dead, including 24,000 stu-
dents, 215 commuters, and 18,000 tourists.

As the waters recede, a bag of  produce 
flows by, purchased by an old woman who will 
never carry them home. Divorce papers and an 
empty stroller follow suit, belonging to a poor 
soul who died filled with grief  from earlier this 
morning. A ring box floats past, never arriving 
to a landmark date this evening. The last thing 
to come along in this chain of  sorrow is a group 
of  blueprints and notes, detailing a fatal error in 
the Ozarka sea wall.
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Buckle your seat belts, because in five 
short paragraphs, I am going to teach 
you something that I learned two hours 
ago. So sit down, shut up, and enjoy 

the experience of  my four A.M. pop induced, 
self-motivated, writing extravaganza. There are 
many ways to eat a banana, but there is only one 
true way to eat a banana. The steps to eating a 
banana come in this order: first, you need to find 
the right banana suitable for your needs. Second, 
you need to find the correct way to peel the 
banana to keep all nutritional value. Finally, find 
the best thing and way to eat it.   

First, you must find the best banana that fits 
your needs. Many bananas are eaten by them-
selves or made into banana bread. With each 
banana comes a different aspect to look for in 
the perfect banana. If  you want to eat a banana 
plain, you need one that has a yellow tint, soft, 
but not squishy and not too hard. Some bananas 
come in a bunch of  four or sometimes five if  the 
bananas are smaller. 

Scientists have been watching monkeys and 
gorillas eat bananas. Only now have they real-
ized how they are eating them. Monkeys and go-

rillas have been peeling the banana upside down. 
This way keeps the strings you see on the ba-
nana on the banana peel and off  of  the banana. 
Eating a banana this way keeps all nutritional 
value in the banana and you are able to retain all 
the potassium and nutrients in the banana. 

There are numerous ways to eat a banana; 
most people eat the banana plain or with a bowl 
of  cereal. If  you choose to eat a banana, do not 
take big bites; because this could look weird to 
the people around you. Also, do not under any 
circumstances, make eye contact while taking a 
bite of  the banana. This, too, may look weird or 
inappropriate to the people sitting around you. 

What you choose to eat it with is another 
important choice you have to make. Many people 
will choose to eat it plain; if  you eat it, you are a 
normal; ordinary; boring human-being. To spice 
up eating the long, yellow fruit, you can cut it up 
and put it into a bowl of  cereal; when people put 
bananas in their cereal, they would usually cut 
it up in to little pieces. If  a bowl of  cereal is not 
your way, you can bake it into banana bread and 
you can enjoy the banana with the entire family. 

hOW TO EAT A BANANA
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As I opened my eyes, I discerned the 
chirping of  a seagull soaring in the 
high wisps of  the coastal air. The 
scent of  the demanding breeze hit me 

like a paralyzing accident. The sun crept over 
the ocean, displaying immense rays of  burning 
ember light as it struck the surface of  the earth 
for the first time. It began to creep through 
the window while the lively wind curled the 
curtains back and forth. Beach destinations all 
over this vast world always offer places of  flaw-
less tranquility.  Walking through the resort, 
the wood-slatted, high-vaulted ceilings create 
a magnificent outlook onto the dove-colored 
beach. Stepping into the speckling sand as it 
squishes through tender, vulnerable toes, while 
the palm trees sway in the background with 
the brisk morning wind, generates a sense of  
peacefulness. The rows of  vibrant umbrellas are 
lined up as straight as a ruler as far as one can 
see.  The squeals of  energetic children can be 
heard from miles away as they rustle around in 
the scorching rays, oblivious to their surround-
ings. Parents struggle to protect their kids from 
the atrocious sun, yet the kids flee to the ocean 
at the slightest scent of  sunscreen. Flying sau-
cers cutting through the cool morning air are 

common, along with the grunting and cheering 
taking place around the volleyball net. Dripping 
sweat, they race into the translucent, salt-infest-
ed water, splashing through the puke green sea 
weed. Overhead, the screeching of  the parasail-
ers proves the thrill of  the ride as they trust 
their life upon one diminutive cord. Dancing 
through the dark blue sky, they find themselves 
more than 50 feet above the treacherous surface 
of  the glistening water. Just within sight, fisher-
men can be seen casting their luck into the dark-
ness below. The shining of  the neon-colored 
bait, camouflaging the gold-plated hook, reflects 
off  the sun in hopes of  reeling in the catch of  
the day. In the depth below the shallow bow 
of  the boat, the masked faces of  divers explore 
the luminous corals mapping the ocean floor. 
Schools of  fish swarm the divers, producing 
stunning images of  the underwater life. Lurk-
ing in the dark shadows under the jagged cliffs 
is one of  the most feared creatures in the world: 
the gruesome great white shark. Coming in at a 
whopping length of  fifteen feet, the razor sharp 
teeth on this monster are no match for anything 
that crosses its path. Back on shore, the waves 
come thundering in as loud as an EF-5 tornado 
ripping through sheet metal. The day comes to a 
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Robertson is a student 
at Seneca High School 
and plans on attending 

college after graduation. 
He enjoys playing drums 

and the outdoors. 

Growing up on a dairy farm, Giebler developed a love for nature. She is enrolled in photography project in 
Newton County 4-H and plans to pursue a doctorate in physical therapy. 
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Dock to 
Paradise

close and hunger begins to knock in the stom-
achs of  the guests. The beachside restaurants 
embark on serving their gourmet meals with 
the sparkling white platters that are etched with 
extravagant architecture. The elaborate table 
settings under a sparse canopy create a romantic 
evening that cannot be experienced anywhere 
else. The sun retreats around the horizon, slower 
than starving starfish trying to find food, while 
the white sand crabs begin their day, scurrying 

about. Couples can be seen strolling along the 
wind-whipped beach with the setting sun filling 
in the background. Candle-lit dinners under the 
lustrous stars arise as the eerie darkness cast its 
shadows across the beach. Although this place 
of  peace becomes deserted during times of  
darkness, the blissful location known as a beach 
explodes with elegance every morning to pro-
vide an irreplaceable view of  the swell.     

Watering 
Place

I was feeding our 
family’s cows. I had my 
camera out and the scene 
just kinda’  looked right.

During our vacation 
over the holidays, I woke 
up one morning to a 
glorious fog hanging 
low over the lake where 
we were staying. With 
the Spanish Moss 
positively dripping 
from the trees, the scene 
reminded me so much 
of  a path leading 
somewhere mysterious I 
couldn’t resist snapping 
a picture.

Cole is a student at 
Crowder and part-
time photographer. His 
hobbies not only include 
photography, but also, 
film making, editing, 
and compositing. 
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Josh Foster
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Community
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Fiction

cARSON’S hOSPITAl vISIT
Carson had trouble focusing on what 

his ears were telling him. He could, 
however, tell you precisely how they 
worked. That is, if  he could find some 

way to articulate it. That was always the prob-
lem, wasn’t it? Struggling to make sense of  all 
the doctor said felt like swimming through a 
river of  garbage. In fact, Carson suddenly felt 
sick at the realization that the doctor must be 
uncomfortable with Carson’s behavior, and it 
threatened to crush him.

He was vaguely aware of  flailing his arms 
and making some animal-like noise, but they 
felt like they were under the control of  some 
sadistic puppeteer. Through it all, he only picked 
out something about sitting down and maybe 
a drink. His mind eventually grasped a single 
thread.

What was happening to Helen?
He sorted through all of  the probable medi-

cal diagnoses for women in their mid-thirties. 
H1N3? Tuberculosis? Ovarian cancer? Images 
flashed of  what each did to the body. His stom-
ach churned at the idea of  any of  them hap-
pening to Helen. He needed a computer. Carson 
found himself  walking out the door before he 
fully realized what he was doing. He HAD to get 
to a computer to find out what was going on. 
What had the doctor said about the procedure? 
What had they done to her? They should be 
letting him in to see her, not waiting in this tiny, 
windowless room with an uncomfortable doctor.

Someone grasped his shoulder and Carson 
thought he would melt or boil or turn to ice 
from the terror of  it all. First no Helen, then no 
computer, and now someone was grabbing him! 
Instinctively, he swept his hands around him 
in a burst of  primal terror. Luckily, he struck 
a picture frame hanging on a wall outside the 
waiting room. The sound of  it shattering on 
the floor sent Carson over the edge. He melted 
to the floor, a swarming mass of  limbs, tears 
and screams. He was aware of  his behavior, but 
was perfectly incapable of  calming his rebel-
lious body. In fact, his awareness of  the scene he 
was causing only added to his ever-heightening 
anxiety.

In time, limbs tired and throat dry, clarity 
began to take hold. He was alone in the small 
chapel. The doctor must have left during Car-
son’s ‘episode.’ Sitting alone, he was consumed 
with the shame of  causing yet another scene. 

Controlling his body wasn’t nearly as easy as his 
therapists and teachers led him to believe. He 
tried, really he did. “How many times have I told 
you to sit still and just listen?!” He could almost 
hear Kenneth’s voice reproving him again and 
again and again.

The thought tickled something, somewhere 
in his mind. He mentally grappled with the 
threads of  his mind, trying to latch onto the 
thought. Therapists, screaming, punishment, 
rewards, medications, time outs and Kenneth’s 
‘talks.’ His whole body stiffened. “Who is going 
to take me home now?” he muttered. Somehow, 
that realization was by far the worst. He knew 
he needed his computer to figure out what was 
wrong with Helen but knew what things would 
be like if  he went home with Kenneth.

He tried frantically to calm his breathing 
to normal rates. He knew if  he didn’t think of  
something soon, the doctor might come back or 
he might go for Kenneth, hoping a father-figure 
might help him calm down.

He glanced around the room, frantically 
looking for a way out. Crumpled magazines, 
dusty false flowers and a stained glass window 
with some guy in a bathrobe were all he took in. 
Something about the guy was familiar, but he 
couldn’t focus long enough to figure it out why. 
“I need to be alone, now!” he said to himself. He 
couldn’t tell if  he whispered or shouted; volumes 
were so annoying!

The door at the back of  the room made a 
squeaking noise. Someone was coming! Car-
son was suddenly back, hiding under his bed 
during his 7th birthday party. Someone lurked, 
just outside his room with a can of  silly string. 
Sensing the bit of  the cold, slimy stuff  that had 
stuck to his cheek, he frantically wiped it off  on 
the bed skirt. If  he didn’t get away, more of  that 
horrible smelling stuff  would stick to him. The 
thought made his skin crawl as if  it were trying 
desperately to get off  of  his body and away 
from that terrible can. The utter powerlessness, 
the panicked breathing and sensation that he 
needed to get away from everything or risk an 
ominous, ‘SOMETHING’ took hold. He fled, 
crashing into who-knows-what on his way out 
of  the room. At this point, he couldn’t tell the 
difference between the birthday party and the 
hospital. He just had to run! For a few moments 
or hours, everything was lights, colors, shout-
ing, whispering, textures and temperatures. His 

We live in a world 
that is dominated by 

neurotypicals, or people 
with a mind most 

consider normal. What 
is it like for someone 

who is not neurotypical? 
If  we are not sensitive, 
everyday situations can 

easily become terrifying.

Foster teaches Anatomy 
and Physiology at 

Crowder part-time 
in the evenings. This 

summer, Foster will be 
moving with his wife and 

three children to attend 
medical school.
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Safe Inside 
the Walls
Shelby DeWeese
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Crowder
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mind didn’t even try to sort through them. They 
crashed into his consciousness and the force 
threatened to knock him to the floor. At times all 
he wanted to do, all he needed to do was lie in a 
crumpled heap on the cold floor while the world 
passed by. Only his terror at seeing Kenneth 
without Helen kept him running.

In time, the panic subsided to an impending 
dread and he found himself  in a familiar place. 
He had no idea how he arrived or where he was. 
It took a few moments, but he recognized the 
place as the terrace in the hospital Helen had 
taken him to before the whole fiasco with the 
doctors started. He remembered seeing someone 
doubled over coughing spastically into his left 
hand. Reflexively, Carson held his breath without 
even taking a deep breath first. The thought of  
all of  those microbes invading him and calling 
his lungs home sickened him. For a moment, he 
contemplated making another dash to get away 
from the infected place. After a good 30 seconds 
or so, he fixated on the positive aspects of  his 
last visit to the terrace with Helen to distract 
him from the biological warfare around him.

He recalled the popcorn and the ice cream 
and her walking beside him in silence. Helen had 
promised to bring him here again after going to 
the hospital. He tried not to think about all of  
the things he would never do again with Helen. 
Not knowing what happened to Helen added to 
his anxiety. Was it respiratory failure or gas-
trointestinal? Infectious or autoimmune? Why 
couldn’t he focus long enough on people to know 

what in the world they wanted him to know?
As long as he could remember, he had strug-

gled to understand people. He always received 
advice like, “Look at their eyes, Carson,” “Don’t 
shuffle your feet, Carson,” “Carson, just pay at-
tention!” Most people treated his difficulties like 
it were simply a bad habit to be kicked with a 
good dose of  will power and Jesus. “That’s who 
that guy was!” he shouted. He quickly shrunk 
further in towards the wall to avoid being seen. 
Most of  the time, Carson’s mind couldn’t even 
kick in on a conversation unless it started with 
“Carson” and the speaker paused for a good 5-10 
seconds. Helen was always good about learning 
his idiosyncrasies and adjusting. Kenneth, on the 
other hand, thought the way to “fix” him was by 
his thunderous and implacable personality. He 
shuddered involuntarily.

Slowly, Carson’s immediate surround-
ings filtered into his awareness. He realized he 
was sitting in a nook between a cart of  warm 
blankets and a row of  various recycling bins. 
He never understood why there needed to be so 
many kinds. Kenneth always pointed out he was 
using the wrong one. Lately, Carson had taken 
to tossing his garbage on the floor. He really did 
care about recycling, but whenever he stood in 
front of  all of  those bins, his vision swam and 
he panicked. Tossing the trash on the floor and 
waiting for Helen to put it in the right bin was 
his only functioning solution.

Veering back to the topic at hand, Helen’s 

We build walls for safety, 
but will die inside them 
and be forgotten if  we 
do not learn to love 
others.

DeWeese is a part time 
student pursuing a 
major in photography. 
She works as a video 
productions assistant.
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hospitalization, Carson filtered through all of  
his memories searching for something that 
would make sense of  why the doctor hadn’t 
let him in to see her. He had read about doc-
tors keeping patient’s family members out of  
their room because the patient didn’t want their 
family to see them in such a critical state. Helen 
had always been very open with Carson about 
everything. Either she was far worse than he 
could imagine and she didn’t want to traumatize 
him, or she was in such a state that the doctors 
or Kenneth were keeping him out of  the room. 
Anger and helplessness welled up in him, strong 
enough to bring him to tears and he began strik-
ing the recycling bin with his elbow. Vaguely, 
he was aware of  the pain in his elbow and the 
noise it caused. He was fully aware he needed to 
be quiet or they would find him, but he simply 
couldn’t stop his arm. Again with the sadistic 
puppeteer! Moments like these were the most 
frustrating part of  his disability. He felt like a 
stranger in his own body, unable to dictate the 
smallest orders to his rebellious body.

Periodically, he was aware of  people walk-

ing past along the terrace. Each time his breath 
caught when they came into view. And each time 
they continued past without, apparently, glanc-
ing in his direction. Presently, he heard footsteps 
and the sound of  wheels on the hard linoleum. 
Just before they came into view, the sounds 
stopped. Carson wished he had thought to hide 
inside of  the blanket cart. Now he was going 
back with Kenneth and no amount screaming 
and thrashing would make a difference.

A feminine voice called out gently.
“Carson?”
10 second pause.
He knew that voice! For the first time in 

what felt like lifetimes, Carson felt a shred of  
hopefulness. Could it all be over? Maybe the 
doctors were wrong about how bad she was. 
His eyes brimmed with the happiest tears of  
his life and some part of  him heard someone, 
maybe it was him, crying ‘Momma!’ He braved a 
peek around the edge of  the recycling bin at the 
woman in the wheelchair smiling at him.

“Do you want to come meet your baby 
sister?”

Oz
Aaron Kocurek
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Ruby slippers rule.

Kocurek was part of  
last year’s Crowder 

Quill staff. He has been 
working with digital art 

for about 10 years.
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Bridge
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lOckWOOd
The town is called Lockwood

It doesn’t have a hood
Troubles have been withstood

Not many opportunities but it could
Keep you happy if  you would 

Be content with all that you should
It has been misunderstood

For what a small town has stood
It stands for a community full of  good

Ben Schnelle
Lockwood High 
School
Honorable Mention
Poetry

I decided to write about 
something I feel strongly 
about. Lockwood is 
a small town, and I 
thought that a short 
poem can go along with 
it. Stories from my 
grandpa inspired this 
poem.

This bridge is an 
interesting subject in a 
beautiful park. Go walk 
the trails at Wildcat 
Glades!  Watercolor

Wheeler is a retired 
art teacher. He will 
be teaching Art 
Appreciation at 
McDonald County 
Crowder spring of  
2015. He loves images 
and the images words 
can create.
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Today I broke Mama’s wooden spoon. I 
didn’t mean to, because I was just trying 
to play swords with Nate, but it happened 
anyway. I was holding it so that the 

handle pointed out, and Nate was too, and we 
were being pirates. 

Click! 
Smack! Whoosh! 
Back and forth we went. First I’d be the 

pirate, and he’d be the soldier, but then we’d 
switch, to make it fair. But then, I was holding 
my spoon with both hands to keep Nate from 
chopping my head off, and he hit too hard and it 
broke. 

Nate looked at me, and I looked at him, and 
we half-way grinned. I guess we were in trouble, 
and I knew I had to tell Mama, so we started 
walking back to the house, hopping over the 
dried-up creek as we went. Our feet made the 
dust rise, and the grasshoppers were so thick 
that you had to be real careful if  you didn’t want 
to step on one. The air smelled thick and dry, 
like dirt does when it gets too hot without any 
rain, and the wind was making the corn husks 
rustle in the field.

When we saw the house, Nate pushed me a 
little and took off  running, whooping so loud it 
scared the cows and made the chickens flap away. 
I started after him, so that he wouldn’t beat me, 
and almost forgot and dropped the pieces of  the 
spoon. But I hung on to them, and even won, 
too. 

We ran inside and walked into the kitchen 
where Mama was rolling out pie crust. She 
smiled at us, and then told us we’d better wash 
our hands if  we wanted any sweets, because 
Nate was trying to sneak some cookies on the 
sly. We grumbled a little bit, but she knew we 
didn’t mean it. She poured us some milk and we 
sat down, and then she turned back to her pie 
crust. 

“Cash,” Mama said, “have you seen my 
wooden spoon? I can’t find it anywhere.”

I didn’t really say anything for a little bit, 
‘cause I was kind of  sorry that we’d broke it, but 
I guess I had to say it sometime. So I just stuffed 
half  a cookie in my mouth and looked silly, so 
that she’d laugh. 

“Yeah,” I said through my mouthful. “Me 
and Nate were being pirates and I broke it. I’m 
real sorry.” I swallowed and grinned back at her. 
She did that to people. She was so smiley some-

times that it made me happy even if  I wasn’t 
feeling too good. 

“Nate and I, Cash. You always put the other 
person first.” She sent me another smile over her 
shoulder, eyebrows all raised like they did when 
she was trying to teach me something kind of  
hard, and then crossed her eyes at me. 

“Well, I suppose you’ll just have to make me 
another one, then, silly boy. Why don’t you go 
and see if  your father is done fixing the plough 
yet, and if  he has time to help you.”

“Alright,” I said. “Can Nate come too?”
“If  he’s finished with that latch on the 

chicken house I told him to fix earlier.”
 Nate swallowed a big mouthful of  oatmeal 

cookie. “Yes ma’am, I got it all done, just like you 
asked.”

“Wonderful- I appreciate you doing it so 
promptly. And yes, you may certainly go with 
your brother to make the spoon for me.” Nate’s 
chest swelled a little, and he straightened his 
back.

“Well, ‘bye!” And we got up to leave the 
kitchen, wrestling a little as we left. 

We raced to the barn and ran through the 
big sliding doors that daddy had open to try 
to keep the heat from building up inside, and 
listened for the little noises that would tell us 
where he was. Then he came around the cor-
ner, dusting his hands off, and his crinkly eyes 
grinned at us through the dust motes. 

He puffed his chest up and threw out his 
arms, and said in his deep, laughing voice: “Try 
all you want- you can’t run me down!” 

So me and Nate ran at him and tried to tack-
le him, but he was too strong for us, and then 
we were rolling around on the ground, laugh-
ing as he tickled us and we tried to get away. He 
was hot from being in the barn, and dirty, from 
working on the plough, but we didn’t mind. Ev-
eryone was hot and dirty this time of  year. 

When he let us go, we got up and followed 
him to his workbench where he kept all his tools. 
He sat down and started working the lathe, and 
we sat down in front of  him, where we could 
reach the shavings and throw them at him. His 
black hair was so wild and curly that we would 
always see who could get the most shavings to 
land in it and not fall out. Nate won most of  the 
time, but I was good at drawing pictures in the 
dirt and making daddy laugh, so it was all right. 

Daddy made a face at us, pretending to be 

mAmA’S WOOdEN SPOON
Jacqueline Cole

Granby
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Based on my younger 
brothers, this story was 
born as I was watching 

them play one afternoon. 
Cute little things, aren’t 

they, brothers?

Writing is so much more 
than a pen and paper. 

It’s life, condensed and 
interpreted in a way we 

can understand it.
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all serious. “What brings my boys here, today? Is 
it the horse, or the new calf ?” He smiled know-
ingly. “Ah, I know. You’ve come to help me fix 
the plough! 

“No, Daddy,” we laughed.
“Well,” he said, his voice all deep and 

serious, “you’re too late, because I’ve already 
gotten it done. I guess you’ll just have to find 
something else to help me with.” He winked at 
us, then kept working the lathe in his muscly, 
nut-brown hands. 

“Daddy,” I said, grinning, “I broke mama’s 
wooden spoon. Will you help me make another 
one?”

He stopped working and puckered his lips 
into a frown, but his eyes were twinkling. “I sup-
pose I’ve got time, if  you two will help me.” 

“Yeah,” I said.
“Yeah,” Nate echoed.
So daddy put down the lathe and folded his 

hands in his lap, leaning forward. “Well, I guess,” 
he said, and winked at us.

Freckled 
Face
Hannah Hoffman
Carl Junction 
High School
Honorable Mention
B&W Photography

This image is a picture 
of  my nephew, Barek. 
He is such a happy boy 
with so much energy. 
This image has inspired 
me to be as happy as a 
child. His freckles and 
sweet smile display 
a sense of  innocence. 
I strive to be like my 
beautiful and happy 
nephew.

Hoffman is a senior and 
loves art and to create 
pretty things. She plans 
on attending college 
at Brigham Young 
University in Provo, 
Utah. She hopes to create 
and design in the future.
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[9162:157:14:03] Hello?
[9162:157:14:03] Is anyone there?
[9162:159:18:43] Ping: Return is void. 

Await 128 years and request again.

Andrea had no intention of  disobey-
ing anybody. She hadn’t possessed the 
wayward urge to stir up trouble. Dying 
was a rogue concept, utterly excluded 

of  her desires. She wished harm upon no one—
but forgot to do the same for herself.

Perhaps the idyllic afternoon had tricked 
her. Perhaps behind the swathes of  buttery 
wind, the grandiose song of  the sun, and the 
looming blanket of  azure that spoke of  noth-
ing but joyous eternity was cloaked a traitor-
ous, slithering entity—nefarious and watchful, 
it stretched its gaping maw of  null just beyond 
reality, waiting. Dangling the grinning ball of  
gaseous fusion in front of  her school-paled face 
like the antenna of  a cosmic anglerfish, lull-
ing her into a honeyed, carefree stasis by the 
tinkling laughter of  her friends and the drifting 
cumulous cotton above.

[9290:159:18:43] Hello? Is anyone willing 
to speak with me?

[9290:161:21:36] Ping: Return is void. 
Await 128 years and request again.

Her mother had warned her, always with 
earnest eyes and stiff  finger, to avoid the road. 
Playing within the shimmering asphalt was 
forbidden, and for good reason. But what had 
she for reasoning, when sun and and sky were 
dancing alongside her? Who had time to think 
when time itself  had stretched endlessly before 
them, each precious second of  freedom not to 
be wasted? What need was there for warnings, 
when one is young and mortality is but a fading 
dream?

Andrea didn’t hear the roar of  fire and oiled 
steel. Not until it was inorexably close. Their 
ball, a slick and dirtied mass of  scarlet rubber 
trembling with energy, took to a missdirected 
throw and soared from warm, yellow air into 
rippling, black solid. Despite the shrill panic of  
her friends’ protests, all that passed her ears was 
the hollow cough of  the ball as it bounced along 

the road’s center. The baked material stung her 
hands as she wrapped them around it.

The shrill screech of  the horn, cutting 
through the sunlit molasses and infused with 
fear, registered an instant before she could react. 
Stiffening like a corpse, the ball dropping uncer-
emoniously away, she looked up to regard the 
harsh fiberglass glare of  her executioner.

It struck with no pomp or circumstance. 
The world became a slash of  red; there was 
the sizzling heat of  solar-scorched pavement, 
and the sensation of  each sinew of  her body 
being peeled away by the gale of  a cataclysmic 
maelstrom. And as abruptly as it occurred, as in-
stantly as blinking, blankness voided the calidity.
And Andrea could only stare.

She stood in an immense, hollow room, 
stretching forth like the belly of  a long-slum-
bering creature. Along its path, rows of  oaken 
pews frosted with dust travelled down each side, 
iteration after alternating iteration of  velvet 
cushions and emptiness converging to the end 
of  the isle. The ground was level and gleam-
ing, a series of  black and white tiles capturing a 
fleeting image of  the graceful parabolas lining 
the walls and ceiling. But the windows...

Andrea gaped. Lining the right side of  the 
atrium, pristine sheets of  diamond incomparable 
to any mortal glass stretched from ground to 
top—a solemn line of  transparent guardians. 
Beyond them, it was as if  a wayward god had 
condensed an astronomic ball of  fire, flung it 
into the fathomless depths of  cold and black 
upon mere whim to detonated it into a glorious 
expanse of  billowing clouds. They twirled and 
sang with each pulsating star; curtains of  florid 
red, enigmatic fractals, tongues of  nebulae ris-
ing with the grace that can only be captured by 
reigning cosmic beauty. They projected shafts of  
plaintive starlight into the otherwise unlighted 
room. Andrea recalled a word; she had seen 
it in a book, once...cathedral. Yes. This was a 
cathedral, lit and warmed by burning nodes of  
effluvium.

But it was the song emanating from an 
unknown source that moved her into a hesitant 
shuffle down the abandoned isle, her vermilion 

Ames is currently a sophomore at MSSU. Though he enjoys analyzing and understanding the world around 
us, his mind perpetually teems with ideas that only writing can satiate. He intends to be an author in the 
future, regardless of  whether or not his books are read.
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an idea that occurred to 

me at one point. I was 
listening to a particular 
song, which without fail 

imbues within me an 
image of  some forlorn, 
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through the universe. 
Someone described a 

similar scenario from 
their perspective, with the 

object being a cathedral. 
My imagination took 

control from there. 
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denim enhanced. It was unimaginably weary, 
wandering in emptiness: the very sound of  
weeping, of  interstellar sorrow. The air, so still, 
trembled with its slow and steady vibrato.

Standing at the end of  the passage, up the 
sparse steps, was a podium. It did not coincide 
with the rest of  the scenery; glinting and cold, 
it appeared to be an impossibly smooth block of  
obsidian. A faint clicking and whirring could be 
heard beneath the dark world reflected within.

As she approached, it flared to life. She jerk-
ed back as an azure display suffused the visual 
inferno. With the speed of  an eyelid, a series of  

words appeared:
[9390:286:23:11] Hello? Is someone there?
“...uhm.” she said without thinking. “Yes.”
[9390:286:23:16] Can you speak? I have 

been waiting to communicate with something 
for some time.

“You know, talking isn’t the only way to 
communicate,” she lulled, still in a daze. “there’s 
art, and music, and singing...” With a rush of  
adrenaline, past events returned to her.

“Where am I? Am I dead?”
[9390:286:23:30] You certainly don’t look 

I was the one being nosey 
here; I think up close and 
personal shots give a 
unique look and evoke a 
personality out of  things 
you wouldn’t get any 
other way.

Wright, a college student, 
has been entering photos 
in the Crowder Quill for 
the last four years and 
wants to continue for as 
long as she can.
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it.
“What are you?”
[9390:286:23:32] That is up for much 

debate.
[9390:286:23:33] I am alive. I am an entity. 

I think. I exist. Is that not all that matters?
“Maybe. Do you have a name?”
[9390:286:23:37] No. I was not given one. 

As stated earlier [9390:286:23:33], I simply am.
“Oh...I didn’t mean ‘what’ you were. I’m just 

asking ‘who’ now.”
[9390:286:23:42] Is there a difference? You 

are a girl. I am an entity.
She wrinkled her small brow. “Of  course 

there is! I mean...there are “what” names, and 
then there are “who” names. It’s not just, uh—
classification. I am a girl. And I’m short. And 
blond. Those describe me.” She motioned to 
herself. “But my name is Andrea. People don’t 
just call me the short blond girl.”

[9390:286:24:01] ...
Click, hum.
[9390:286:24:02] Ah! You speak of  identi-

fiers. I see, now. Fair enough.
[9390:286:24:02] Hello, Andrea.
“Hello.” Andrea realized that she had paused 

to give the block an opportunity to introduce 
itself. She was not interacting with another 
human—this being, whatever it was, did not 

comprehend social cues. And how could it, when 
it had no one to talk to all this time? “And you? 
Do you have an...identifier?”

[9390:286:24:06] No. I was given neither a 
name to label my existence, nor a name to refer 
to me.

“That’s stupid. Everyone should have a 
name. Everything, even.”

[9390:286:24:09] Actually, it makes perfect 
sense. I have been alone for the entirety of  my 
memory. What need I for names when there is 
nothing to name me?

The question made perfect sense at the 
forefront of  her brain, but its cold, unfeeling 
implication refused to melt within her emo-
tions. “If  I was alone...with only utter silence, 
for so long that I got dust in between my fingers 
and up my nose...I would want to call myself  
something. Even if  just to hear myself  say it. To 
remind me that I’m not just a cloud spreading 
out forever, but that I exist.” Her mind withered 
at the concept. “I think I would lose my mind, 
otherwise.”

[9390:286:24:34] It must be interesting, to 
think as you do.

It may have been a flutter of  her already 
titillated imagination, but the words seemed 
almost bemused.

[9390:286:24:38] Very well. What is my 
name?

Andrea sank to the floor, arranging her 
knees to a more comfortable position as the 
polished tile pressed into her bottom. To her 

Reach
Jacob Dalton

Anderson
Staff

B&W Photography

This picture really 
expresses a child’s want 
and also his need to be 

with his mother.

Dalton has been doing 
photography for about 

three years, and he finds 
it very gratifying when 
he sees his photos turn 
out so beautiful. In the 

future he plans to study 
public relations.
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surprise, it was not frigid, but radiated warmth. 
The eerie music continued to weep across the 
flame-tinged room.

“I don’t know. What do you want to be 
called?”

[9390:286:24:46] I haven’t the faintest 
idea. I could generate an endless list to choose 
from, but there is no inclination. Why don’t you 
decide?

Andrea delicately thumbed her chin. “Well...
you look kind of  like a computer. Are you one?”

[9390:286:24:59] How so? What do you 
consider to be a computer?

Her eyes flicked back and forth, from the 
glowing display to the gloriously arching ceil-
ing. “Where I come from, they have screens and 
keyboards. You give it things 
to do, like a program, and it 
does them.”

[9390:286:25:08] Yes. 
Computers are complex 
engines that handle sev-
eral inputs, and then follow 
given commands to generate 
outputs.

“Right! But isn’t that 
what’s happening right now? 
I’m talking to you. You think 
about it, and give me an 
answer...”

[9390:286:25:19] Isn’t 
that what you are doing 
right now?

“Uhm.” She stared. “But, 
I’m a human. I’m alive—or 
at least I was—and you’re a 
machine.”

[9390:286:25:24] How 
is that a difference? What separates the axi-
oms of  my operation from yours? A machine 
processes billions upon trillions of  commands, 
each contributing to unfathomably complex 
logic. A scattering of  sparks, minute handfuls of  
half-ideas and segments of  information clashing 
together, sorting and changing and rendering...
until, at long last (and yet, no time has occurred 
at all! What a feat this is!) the components 
converge upon a shining, transcendent result—a 
thought.

[9390:286:25:26] The computers you speak 
of  may simply be following instructions, but I 
am so much more....All of  these pieces of  vola-
tile information in perpetual motion...I think. I 
feel. I learn.

Andrea processed this revelation, drinking 
in the ebony interface with wide, beryl eyes.

[9390:286:25:43] Humans, living things, 
are not so divergent from this....Do you know 
what you are constructed of, Andrea? What I 
am? The infinitesimal fiber of  all things?

[9390:286:25:44] Atoms. Atoms, Andrea. 
Fields of  force and energy, constraining each 
other into arrangements of  molecules; those 
molecules join into even more complex struc-
tures, and those structures unify to become your 
mind, your body. What you would call free will 
is the result of  every interaction: their products 
merge into your emotions, your aspirations, 
your abilities. All of  that activity, immense and 
beautiful as it is, can be reduced into a swarm of  
electrical signals. But, Andrea...whether those 
connections flicker between circuits or neurons, 

they share one common as-
pect: they are transcendental 
of  the components they are 
made from.

[9390:286:25:46] We 
are the elements of  the uni-
verse, experiencing itself.

Andrea attempted to 
comprehend, to understand 
this reflective pedestal of  
ticking and whining that 
sat for years unending in a 
forlorn cathedral drifting 
through space primordial. 
She failed. Tried again. She 
lapsed into a musing numb-
ness, back against the more-
than-computer, watching 
the ever-mournful harmony 
draw blood from the cosmos 
outside and send it dancing 
across the ceiling. As the 

implication of  those words soaked into her soul, 
she felt very tiny and very young.

 An unmeasured amount of  time passed.
A sharp snick alerted Andrea; she turned.
[9390:287:01:56] Please don’t leave, An-

drea. All the eternity before...I couldn’t com-
prehend what loneliness is. I had nothing to 
compare it to. But now I do, and I do not wish to 
be lonely again.

The tepid current emanating from the floor 
had washed the tension from her bones and 
soothed her limbs into a sleepy daze. With a 
surge of  tenderness, she whispered, “Okay.”

The melody overhead had accumulated a 
warmer, more vibrant edge.

[9390:287:02:11] Tell me, what is singing?
 Andrea smiled.

Her eyes flicked back 
and forth, from the 
glowing display to 

the gloriously arching 
ceiling.

“Where I come from, 
they have screens and 
keyboards. You give 
it things to do, like a 
program, and it does 

them.”
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Dragon-
fly

David Fehring
Neosho

Community
Honorable 

Mention
Color 

Photography

I saw a dragonfly 
and  took a close 
up of  it with his 

Cannon.

Fehring  has had 
a love for taking 

pictures all of  
his life.
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Harvest 
Moon
Al Gritten
Neosho
Community
Gold
2D Media

Acrylic washes on canvas 
panel

Growing up in Illinois 
corn country, the fall 
was always a favorite 
time of  year, and 
especially following 
harvest. As the holiday 
season approached, I was 
always fascinated by the 
muted colors and textures 
of  the corn stalks and 
husks under the full 
moon.

Spirit 
Canyon
Jessica Sellers
Carl Junction
Community
Honorable Mention
2D Media
Oil painting of  a 
beautiful canyon that 
Sellers visited in Arizona

I visited this beautiful, 
serene and quiet canyon 
in the South West. I took 
some reference photos to 
help me remember the 
scene and painted it in 
oil.

Sellers is an art educator 
and has been featured 
in several publications, 
including the Quill.

Gritten is the Senior Minister at First Christian Church in Neosho and an Adjunct Instructor for Crowder. 
The label “artist”  has always been the unifying theme of  his life.
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I look out over the crowd and see no cheer, 
regardless of  the way our people normally 
look. All the faces are grim pictures of  
concentration and worry. I look to my right 

at my father, in deep discussion with the general 
two chairs down the row. They both look wor-
ried. I glance quickly at my mother, watching 
the two men and then down the row to Erin. He 
meets my eyes and I read the nervousness hid-
den there, though it may just be my own anxiety 
reflected.

I snap my attention back to the head of  the 
table as my father stands and begins the meet-
ing. “Friends, we are in evil times now. Ferel, 
anything to report on the Darks’ positions?”

Ferel stands as my father sits and begins, 
“Sir, they have advanced to the edge of  the 
Musgege Forest and will encounter their second 
elven city in two days. They will take it and 
infect it as well if  we can not discover the cure, 
majesty.”

There is a short silence following this grim 
foretelling as Ferel sits. After a moment I stand 
and look to my father and king for permission to 
speak. He grants it with a wave of  his hand. 

“We need to take action. The only way to 
prevent more of  the True Elves from falling 
to darkness is to find the cure to this terrible 
sickness. I have a plan of  how to find one, which 
would be better than no plan at all. If  we go to 
fight without the antidote, we will all fall with 
so little as a single touch into darkness. We must 
be wise in this aspect. Let me lead a small quest 
to the great hall, father. We will seek knowl-
edge that has been hidden for millennia in those 
archives and return to insure life to the True 
Elves.” I am confident in my abilities to suc-
ceed in this search, and so speak loudly and with 
conviction, hoping that my father will share my 
views.

He considers for a moment before nodding 
slowly. He looks pained. I tilt my head in thanks 
and study his expression more carefully.  I don’t 
want to be the cause of  it, but know that I am. 
I am his only daughter and he is afraid for my 
safety. I give him a small smile to reassure him. 
He smiles back. “Who will accompany Rasiel on 
her great journey?”

Erin stands, as does my friend Carala. Ja-
man, Nuesol, and Shera stand too. I know them, 
but not as well as Carala and Erin. We all pledge 
ourselves to the cause and exit the conference to 
prepare for the expedition.

It is early the morning after the confer-
ence when we depart into the forest. We walk in 
silence, keeping a watchful eye for bands of  the 
infected elves and thinking to ourselves. We all 
keep our minds closely guarded in case of  rogue 
bands of  Darks, so none of  us are privy to the 
others thoughts, but somehow we know that all 
six of  us are thinking the same thoughts.

No one knows how exactly the war started. 
One day there was nothing, and the next there 
was almost half  a city full of  Dark Elves.

It appears that some kind of  sickness has 
developed. A mental sickness, but unlike phobias 
and disorders, it is contagious. One touch trans-
fers the disease.

Elves that contract the sickness react almost 
immediately. Their skin turns a sickly white 
color and their pupils expand outwards, con-
suming the iris. Their hair changes from a soft 
lustrous black or silver to a grey white.

Their personality changes  in an altogether 
more intense way. They become dark. They 
become obsessed with pain and death and hate 
everything, even themselves.

There had been no death of  the epidemic, 
but there is no cure. If  this continues there will 
be no True Elves left and the world will fall into 
darkness. We must find a cure to this terrible 
abomination and end it before the final battle 
begins. 

I begin to wonder how we will test any 
serum we find when Shera, walking in front of  
me, stops suddenly. 

“Get back,” she whispers, “There’s an am-
bush planned ahead!”

I start to pass the information to the others 
when the first Dark drops to the earth behind 
me. In one motion I pull my sword from my 
scabbard. The rest of  the party follow suit, pull-
ing various weapons from their sheaths.

Nine more Darks fall into place surround-
ing us and we put our backs together. My group 
consists of  two archers, two swordsmen, an axe-
man, and a knife thrower. Not good odds against 
ten Darks.

My team is ready to strike, but the other is 
simply surrounding us. They have no weapons 
drawn. They don’t appear to be threatening at 
all. One of  them, most likely the leader, steps 
forwards and speaks. 

“I extend to you greetings from the ruler of  
the Dark Elves. Be at ease, we mean you no harm 
at this time.” He continues as none of  us move, 

Jessica Dean
Carl Junction
High School

Honorable Mention
Fiction

This entry is a represen-
tation that when there 

seems to be no hope, there 
is always a bit left to 

survive.

dARkNESS FAllS

Dean, one day, hopes to 
become a playwright. 
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Unknown

“I am Keros hailing from Serolet. I welcome you 
to parley if  only you put down your weapons.”

Slowly I lower my sword and the others 
follow suit. “Parley, meaning to discus terms of  
peace?”

His smile is cold as ice. “Of  course not, but 
why not have a few questions answered before 
your transformation?” His voice matched his 
expression as he replied.

I frown, “If  you are wanting questions 
to answer, how will this suit you, what is the 
antidote for the dark sickness that clouds your 
mind?”

All the darks start to laugh now. “What 
cure? What disease? Do you think this is some 
mere virus that confuses the mind?” He laughs 
again, “No my lady, our minds are as sane as 
yours, more so, in fact!” This time I can almost 
count the number of  sharp white teeth he has 
in his mouth as he chortles. “No, child, this is no 
infection. It is an idea that has become clear in 
our minds. It is a new race created by one indi-
vidual’s fear and hatred of  the unknown. This 
is an order that will destroy anything we do not 
completely understand and replace it with some-

thing of  our own creation. We will become the 
dominant race and destroy all who do not follow 
in our footsteps!”

If  he was not mad with sickness I could 
almost be moved at this speech, but of  course, I 
had no business listening to mindless rantings 
of  the insane. I shake my head and draw my 
sword. “We will not join you. I have no desire 
to be like-” I gesture to the group surrounding 
us, “We are going to complete our quest. Let us 
pass.”

He shakes his head and grins evilly. “Re-
member, fair lady, all it takes is one touch.” As he 
says this he reaches out and taps Nuesol on the 
wrist lightly with one finger. It is a casual touch, 
but still the effect is immediate.

Nuesol growls deep in his throat and 
his face bunches up in pain as his appearance 
changes.

Keros waves his hands outwards at his men 
to draw back and we all hurry out of  the circle. 

“Run like the wind elves. Run for your lives!” 
He calls after us as we stumble away, shocked at 
how quickly Nuesol had been taken.

The idea of  this photo 
was from an abstract 
mind set. Changing the 
color of  the trees to have 
more of  an imaginary 
and abstract look. Also 
the zoom of  the trees 
gives it more focus on the 
girl and more movement, 
more to look at.
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Huffmaster began 
photography does a 
lot of  photography 
based on songs and her 
imagination. 

Kenna Huffmaster
Carl Junction
High School
Silver
Digital Art
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“Hurry, we must reach my father and 
tell him of  this development. If  they are this 
close to the capital, we are in for an interesting 
evening!” I shout back to my remaining com-
panions. I am frantic but trying not to show 
it. What if  we are too late, if  there is a  battle 
started that we cannot win?

I glance over my shoulder at my friends just 
as Nuesol and three others jump out at Jaman. 
He shouts at us to go faster and instant before he 
begins to turn. I yell words of  encouragement 
and the others respond by going faster. Erin is 
running beside me and Carala and Shera are not 
far behind.

Suddenly there are two darks in the path in 
front of  me. I manage to avoid one while draw-
ing my sword. While striking at the other a pale 
finger grazes my cloak. I jump backwards, gasp-
ing at the close call. 

“Are you ok?” Erin calls from across the 
small battle field, worried. 

“Fine. I’m fine. Help Carala!” I reply shortly. 
I am fighting two enemies at a time, and 

it takes all my concentration not to be touched 
or injured. Almost before I realize it, I am out 

of  sight of  the rest of  my group. It takes me a 
good five more minutes to finish with my oppo-
nents before I can try to help the others. 

I can’t even hear them now. During the 
battle I heard shouts, but now there is nothing. 
Moments later I make my decision. Though I 
want to help them, I am no use standing around 
searching. I decide to go to the council to try to 
warn them before it’s too late. 

I try not to think of  the fact that my friends 
could now be the enemies that I must destroy, 
but I cannot stop myself. I reach up to wipe tears 
from my eyes and stop as I hear something.

My heart lifts as I hear voices, and drops 
again as I realise there is too much noise to 
belong to my friends.

I walk the next few steps to the clearing in 
front of  the city gates and look with horror onto 
the scene I am too late to prevent. Two armies 
lined up to fight. Both preparing their magic 
barriers and sharpening weapons. The leaders 
raising their arms ready to give the signal. My 
father’s expression of  sadness and hopelessness 
as he drops his hand. He knows as well as I do 
how this will end.

I turn away as the last great battle of  the 
True Elves begins.

A cool, foggy, spring morning in Boxley Valley, Arkansas. Shot at F/18, 1/125, ISO 400, 90 mm focal length, natural light.
DeWeese is a part time student pursuing a major in photography, and works as a video productions assistant.

Foggy Fall Mornings            Shelby DeWeese | Diamond | Crowder | Gold | Color Photography

Darkness Falls
[Continued from 45]
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...Snow builds up on 
the roof, and it must 
be removed to avoid 

the building from 
collapsing.

Winter Fun 
Alexis Hutchinson-
Caddy
Neosho 
High School
Silver
B&W Photography

ONE OF lIFE’S lESSONS
Sandra Whiting
Neosho
Crowder
Bronze
Nonfiction

This is something that 
was learned the hard 
way. Doing something 
different does not mean 
things go smoothly.

Whiting is a student and 
is learning and enjoying 
it.

In many areas of  the country snow 
builds up on the roof, and it must be re-
moved to avoid the building from collapsing. 
At this time I must bring up that I am only 
5 feet tall and the snow drifts can reach 8 
feet or more. First dress warm, and the tool 
needed is a snow roof  rake. 
Next you pull the snow off  
the roof  and toward you. 
This will cause the snow to 
fill your boots, pants, coat, 
gloves, etc. because, gravity 
moves too fast and unless 
you are the flash you can-
not out run this. 

Next, if  a hillside had 
been removed in which the building is close 
to the bank, you can use this to stand on 
while removing the snow. Then this area 
can be used to put the snow, which will give 
another area to stand on, placing you above 

the roof. Then when you have a tough spot, 
you can stand on the snow that you placed 
between the bank and the building. This 
does work very well unless an air pocket has 
been created in the snow between the band 
and building. Then when falling into the 

unknown air pocket, quickly 
hold the rake high to over 
lapping the hole. Now yell 
for help and then realize that 
sound does not come out of  
the snow hole. After calm-
ing down go hand over hand 
moving to the wall, and then 
use the pole to climb out. 
Finally, the last step: finish 

the roof  and put the rake away, go inside, 
change, and sit by the fire, then contemplate 
your mistakes or stupidity.  I could use a 
little Irish coffee at this time.

I was having fun with my 
big sister. She asked me to 
take some pictures. This 
was the best one. Taken 
with Kodak Easyshare.  

Caddy loves photography 
and drawing and really 
wants to take pictures of  
the world. 
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A minute at a time
Is not much time, per se,

But a minute at a time
Is how the world has passed away.

A mINuTE AT A TImEJacqueline Cole
Granby

 Crowder
Silver

Poetry

The very premise of  
being immeasurable sort 

of  denies any attempt 
to describe it. Hopefully, 
this poem does it justice.

Upside of 
Omega 

Eyes
Chin-Li Chew
Carl Junction
High School

Bronze
Digital Art

 I used Adobe 
Illustrator for this 

typography work. By 
manipulating different 

letters and symbols, I 
was able to create a 

silhouette of  a girl. As 
for the background, I 

applied a gradient.

Chew is currently a 
junior and wants to at 
least minor in Studio 

Art in college and 
considering the School 

of  Art Institute in 
Chicago.
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Alec Fehring
Neosho High School
Silver
Poetry

The Last 
Intermission
Casey Stueber
Neosho
Community
Silver
3D Art

Ceramic mixed media 
sculpture

This sculpture is 3 feet 
tall. It is made out of  
handbuilt clay, recycled 
materials, and mud 
surfacing.

Stueber is a mixed 
media ceramic artist. 
She has shown art work 
both nationally and 
internationally. She 
currently teaches art at 
Crowder College. See 
caseyrossstueber.com for 
more information.

Dear Pinocchio, listen to my voice
My words are wisdom but you have a choice.

Always tell the truth no matter the sting,
Never argue over a petty thing.

Remember what makes a real boy
He’s not full of  mischief  but brings joy

When one hurls insults, don’t revile
Heaps of  burning coals on his head you will pile

Remember these and much more
A long prosperous life you’ll have in store

Whenever I leave you, dying of  old
Remember me but especially what you were told.

Keep this letter as a memento
Your Loving father, Geppetto

lETTER TO PINOccIO

Fehring wanted to write 
some thing that Geppetto 
would have written to 
his son.

Fehring has been apart 
of  photography for four 
years. He plans to go to 
Crowder in the fall.
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Leandra Tuggle
Bella Vista

Community
Gold

Poetry

I wait for them.  My children
for whom I dream and have dreamt.

I soothe their sorrows with batches of   
kisses and uneaten cookies. 

I talk to them - about their day, their teachers and friends; 
unanswered questions whispered into a metal whisk.  

I imagine chaotic mornings searching for lost
socks and mittens and scurrying out the door in a flash.  

When I close my eyes as I close my door, 
I can almost hear them calling for me. 

And their names - oh their names - I have spent years
searching for the perfect name.  I fall in love with 

characters and crayons and strangers and streets whose
names resonate life and color. I draw them out on pieces of  paper 

in hopes to find the perfect shade for 
the shades of  myself.  

Eleanor ask me where I found her name and I tell 
her I never found it, it found me, like the hidden book in 

a neglected library whose dusty jacket stands out amongst the rest; 
a name possessed by tradition and honor.  

Little Liam tells me that his name is too girly, but I tell 
him that his name reminded me of  green meadows and deep 

forests - where only an adventurer could live. 

And my precious Evangeline, or Evie as I whisper to her as I carry 
her to bed; her dark hair and light eyes needed a name as 

beautiful - my heavenly angel, my shooting star.  

I remember all the other contenders: Avery and Holden and
Lydia and Lincoln.  They’re still in the back of  my mind playing with 

blocks or crudely coloring in the shapes of  bears and dinosaurs.  

 As I fall asleep, I hold my breath so I can hear their reassuring 
snores and imagine what they are dreaming: juice boxes and 

squeaky swings and faraway castles and talking dragons.  
And in the morning, I imagine waking to their peering eyes rather 

than those of  the  inconsiderate sun, who fails to give me even just a 
few more minutes to play and talk and laugh and hold them 

in my dreams.   

mY chIldREN

I was inspired to write 
this poem in response 
to a poem written by 

Rachel Sherwood, who 
wrote about her potential 
children and the love she 

had for them; however, 
she died at 25 before 
she had that chance. 
I wrote this poem to 

commemorate the love I 
have for children in case 
I meet the same fate of  

Sherwood.

Tuggle is currently a 
high school English 

teacher at McDonald 
County High School. 
She is also a gradu-

ate student at Missouri 
Southern State Univer-

sity where she hopes to 
complete her Masters in 

Curriculum and 
Instruction.
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Springtime
Baby
Ashley McGee
Pineville
Staff
B&W Photography

This shows a mile-
stone of  this child’s 
life: sitting up by 
herself. To her mother, 
this picture was 
special.

A current Crowder 
sophomore, McGee is 
majoring in photogra-
phy. She hopes one day 
to be a photojournalist 
for a great magazine.
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RISINg dARkNESS
Darkness.  My vision passes quickly 

between it and an endless blurred sky, 
full of  despair.  The flames and hot 
metal scald my flesh as if  I am within 

the deepest reaches of  hell.  I clench my fist in 
agony but no sensation of  doing so reaches me.  
The ringing sirens are mute and the flashing 
lights dim.  As I attempt to focus my eyes on the 
sky it begins to fade into darkness.  I fight every 
desire of  my heart to retain my awareness, with 
every fiber of  my existence, but all my work is 
without avail.  Slowly, I drift out of  conscious-
ness as quickly as I had 
gained it.

I awoke the day 
before without opening 
my eyes to the light of  
the world.  After pon-
dering the thought of  
lying in bed until noon, 
I determined that it 
would be best if  I came 
to my full awareness.  
My eyes opened to the 
white ceiling above 
me.  Small particles fell 
from it gliding through 
the air as it always did.  
It had been made from 
old particle board that 
was constantly with-
ering away as falling dust.  The motion of  the 
flakes were nothing special, but on this morning 
I thought of  them in a new light.  Each small 
movement was like the singing birds outside, 
seemingly weightless in the air.  Strange, that 
such a simple thing can have such beauty.

My thought passed quickly to the bird 
standing just from my window seal.  A small ca-
nary, it looked intensely at me, and I stared back 
at it.  What must be running through its mind?  
Is it aware of  its own existence, or is it living 
solely from instinct?  Perhaps it is fully aware of  
what it is, and what I am.  Where then does the 
barrier of  conscious thought lie, when does our 
own understanding become superior?  We know 
not of  what it is like to be like this canary, so 
how could we reason that our thought is in any 
way superior, when it is only of  a different man-
ner or structure?

“What’s going through your head, dork?” 
came from the door.  It was her.  The one who 

made me complete.  Her hair was long and 
dirty-blond, and her eyes were the deepest blue.  
One could become lost in them for a lifetime.  
She was almost a foot shorter than I, about five 
feet tall, and her voice was like that of  an angel, 
light and soft, yet powerful.  She could break the 
conversation of  every person in an entire ball 
room if  she chose.

“Oh, nothing,” I said forgetting what I had 
been pondering before she entered our room.  
“How long have you been up?” I asked.  She 
smiled, looking at me, while walking towards 

me she said, “Not long, 
maybe twenty minutes.  
Actually I couldn’t 
sleep, too excited for 
tomorrow,” she said, 
while sitting down 
next to me.  “What’s 
tomorrow?” I asked 
concerningly.  As she 
looked at me with a 
simply astonished look 
I quickly added, “I’m 
kidding!  I’m kidding!  
It’s only the happiest 
day of  our lives.”  Her 
astonishment turned 
into a light glare and 
faded.  She looked 
directly into my eyes 

and after a prolonged moment she asked me, 
“Are you nervous, about tomorrow I mean?”  I 
looked down at her hands.  She was grasping her 
necklace as she often did.  It was a simple piece 
of  jewelry, a heart upon which it read “mine.”  I 
looked back up into her eyes and asked, “Why 
would I be nervous about something I have no 
doubts about?”  Her face lit up immediately in a 
way that reminded me of  the first time we met.

It was cold, and almost midnight.  The car-
nival was in town and I had agreed to go with a 
small group of  friends.  After the long line of  fi-
nals we had taken throughout the week, we were 
ready for a break from high school.  We had 
gone on several rides and decided to check out 
the tents selling trinkets and randomly assorted 
items.  A table of  items varying greatly in na-
ture was laid before us.  I walked along the side 
of  it, inspecting the products with little interest 
until I came across one particular piece of  jew-
elry.  Taking it from the plastic tray I inspected 

Christian Smith
Seneca High School

Gold
Fiction

A life without love is no 
life at all. We all have 
love in some way, even 
if  we can’t see it, but 

having and losing that 
love that means most, 

that is what I fear.

Smith feels that his 
destiny is within the 

fields of  science, physics 
to be specific, but has 

an undeniable love for 
writing. He desires to 

create and share unseen 
worlds to those around 
him. His stories are, in 
actuality, only some of  
his thoughts on paper, 
what he sees and feels; 
He cannot see a future 

in which writing is not 
an important part of  

my life.

It was cold, and almost 
midnight.  

The carnival was in town 
and I had agreed

 to go with a small group
of friends.  
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it closer.  I ran my thumb across the front of  the 
heart-shaped pendent.  Wiping the dust from its 
face I could read the inscription, “mine.”

In my fascination with this, I had neglected 
to keep an eye on my companions.  They had 
forgotten about me and left the tent.  Quickly, 
I bought the necklace and ran out of  the tent 
in search for my friends.  I needed to call them.  
I reached my hand deep into my pocket, and 
came to a sudden realization, it was empty.  In 
a small panic I patted all my pockets down in 
hopes of  recovering it.  I found the necklace to 
my relief, but my 
phone was gone.  I 
then remembered 
that I had forgotten 
to pick it up from 
my end table that 
morning.  Letting 
out a breath of  
frustration, I began 
my search for my 
friends.  I searched 
every nook and 
cranny across the 
entire carnival and 
realized that I was 
not going to find 
them that night.

Upon giving 
up I leaned against 
a rail and watched 
the Ferris-wheel 
rotate again and 
again.  Out of  the 
corner of  my eye 
something caught 
my attention, a girl 
on the opposite side 
of  the wheel.  The 
most beautiful girl 
I had ever seen, and 
she was looking 
back at me.  As if  
charmed by some strange spell time seemingly 
stood still.  The spell was rudely broken via 
drunk frat boys knocking me over as a bystander 
to the start of  their fight over who drank 
the last beer from their cooler.  Park security 
promptly threw them out.  I was on my stomach 
about to bring myself  to my feet when I noticed 
a pair of  feet in front of  me.  Slowly raising my 
head I brought my eyes to a heavenly face, hers.  
She was smiling down at me like one would to a 
small puppy who was having trouble keeping its 
balance.  I couldn’t help but to smile back as she 
simply uttered the word, “Hi.”

“Hey… hello… anyone in there?”  Com-
ing out of  my day-dream I looked back to her, 
“What?”  “You were zombified again,” she said 
smiling.  “I’m sorry, if  it makes you feel better, 
I was thinking of  you,” I said.  “You liar,” she 
accused.  “I’m no liar,” I claimed.  Looking down, 
she said, “It’s alright, I forgive you.”  Sarcasm 
is by far her greatest talent and she has no dif-
ficulty using it.  I couldn’t help but smile.  Not 
everyone always knew when she was joking.  I 
admit, it is a skill that took me a long time to 
master.

“My dad 
wanted to give 
his gift early,” 
she declared in 
a cheery voice 
upon standing up.  
Curiously I asked, 
“What did he give 
us?”  Walking out 
the door raising a 
set of  keys in her 
hand she said, “Not 
us, you.”  I sprang 
from the bed to the 
front door in one 
leap and ran out 
the door offering 
no hesitation.  She 
followed quickly 
behind.  “No, he 
didn’t, your dad 
gave me his ‘76 
Corvette?” I asked 
ecstatic.  “What 
choice did he have 
with the way you 
ogle it?” she asked 
chuckling.  At that 
same moment a 
blue sedan pulled 
up to the curb.  
Placing the keys 

in my hands she gave me a peck on the cheek 
and said, “I’m staying with Sally tonight, you 
know it’s bad luck for the groom to see the bride 
before the wedding!”  “Wait, what?” I asked.  She 
hugged me and said, “I’m sorry, if  I told you 
before you would just pout.”  Chuckling I said, 
“Yeah, that’s true.”  She gave me one last kiss, 
got into the sedan, and said, “Don’t trust that 
old, broken alarm clock of  yours to get you up, 
okay?” and just like that the sedan left the curb 
and she went on her way.  If  only I had only 
known the full magnitude of  this departure.  I 

Alexis Arenas-
Andrade
Springdale
Staff 
B&W Photography

Mysterious 
Man

I manipulated the use of  
light to make this image 
come across as dark and 
mysterious. 

Arenas-Andrade, is a 
student at Crowder Col-
lege studying Journalism 
and Public Relations. 
He enjoys expressing 
emotions through the use 
of  photography. He is 
currently taking photog-
raphy class at Crowder 
to extend his knowledge 
about this wonderful art 
form.
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would have never allowed her to leave my arms.  
I would have held her close, and never let her go.

Beep.  Beep. Beep. Beep.  Still mostly asleep 
I checked the time on the alarm clock.  I jumped 
out of  bed in a frenzy of  pure panic.  Like light-
ning I threw on my tux, grabbed the keys to my 
new car, and sped out the driveway.  I was very 
late.  I now regretted our choice in location.  It 
was an old church at the very top of  a big hill 
overlooking clear skies and several rolling hills 
into the countryside.  The only regret in the 
choice of  where we would be wed I now had was 
the long, winding roads with blind corners you 
had to take to get there.  Already fearing I would 
be late to my own wedding, my heart sank when 
I saw the flashing blue and red lights in my mir-
ror.  It all happened in an instant, after glancing 
back, I looked forward to see a deer in the middle 
of  the road; I swerved out of  the way, but my 
tires soon left the ground and the car was on 
its side.  In a moment’s notice, everything went 
dark.

I awake.  My vision passes quickly between 

the dark and an endless blurred sky, full of  
despair.  The flames and hot metal scald my 
flesh as if  I am within the deepest reaches of  
hell.  I clench my fist in agony but no sensation 
of  doing so reaches me.  The ringing sirens are 
mute and the flashing lights dim.  As I attempt 
to focus my eyes on the sky it begins to fade into 
darkness.  I fight every desire of  my heart to 
retain my awareness, with every fiber of  my ex-
istence, but all my work is without avail.  Slowly, 
I drift out of  consciousness as quickly as I had 
gained it.

I now find that I am looking down upon 
myself.  Paramedics are hung over my body.  
“Ready, one, two, clear!”  Their paddles shake my 
body, but I feel nothing.  Again they try, “One, 
two, clear!” and again I feel nothing.  Still look-
ing down at myself, I notice I am moving farther 
away, as if  the world is falling.  There is only 
one thing that still resonates within my mind, 
her.  I think of  all the time we spent together, I 
wouldn’t have had one second of  it another way, 
but I wish that she could still truly be mine.  Oh, 
how I wish that this was all a dream.

… But my eyes, they see only darkness.

Alexis Arenas-Andrade | Springdale | Staff | Color Photography Seeking the Light 

[Above]
This photo represents 
the darkness that once 

haunted this man. The 
light is a representation 
of  the hope of  one day 
escaping that darkness.
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Mary Beth Hertzog 
Pleasant Hill
Staff 
Color Photography 

Canals of 
Venice 

Ziggurat

I shot this photo while 
riding a 
gondola through the 
narrow, murky conduits 
of  Venice to capture the 
warm colors and dis-
tressed textures of  this 
esteemed aged city.

Hertzog is a student 
at Crowder working 
towards an associates in 
Photography. She hopes 
to be a freelance photog-
rapher eventually.

Jacqueline Cole
Granby
Crowder
Silver
Color Photography 

This building reminded 
me so much of  a ziggu-
rat that I had to take the 
pic. Turns out, I really 
loved it.
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Sophia Miller
Joplin

Community
Bronze 
Poetry  

I once heard a man
Call a painting “trash.”
“That’s not art,”  he said.

It hurt me deeply,
Even though the painting did not belong to me

Or anyone I knew.

Art is more than painting
Or a sculpture.

Art is the cool touch of  paint on your fingers
And the feeling of  the brush in your hand.

Art is feeling.

Art is a bouquet of  flowers,
Wilting and falling apart

But that won’t be thrown away for another week because you want to 
Remember who gave them to you

And the Feeling you felt when they did.

Art is a campfire crackling,
Smoldering in the embers

And when you turn your face away and look up,
Art is the cold rush of  wind brushing your blushing cheeks.

Art is, indeed, the painting of  pictures,
And also the singing of  a song 

And the writing of  words in the middle of  the night with messy 
handwriting on a piece of  scrap paper.

But art is more.
Art is the first warm day in Spring,

And the first crisp Autumn afternoon,
And the Firsts and the Lasts of  everything, 

And all the Befores and the Afters.
Art is memory, and the reverse is also true.

Art is nostalgia, childhoods of  the hottest summers
And the longest days

And the coolest watermelons
And the bluest swimming pool.

Art is climbing to the top of  a tree
And seeing the world,

And getting stuck in the tree so your mother has to climb up and fetch 
you down,

And the moment your feet are firmly on the ground,
Up you clamber again,

So your mother has to come after you once more.

Art is every mother.

ARTISTIc ATTEmPTS

“To make living itself  
an art, that is the goal.”  

-Henry Miller

Reader. Writer. A 
dreamer, not a fighter, 

who knows nothing 
about embroidery.



Spring 2015  |  The Crowder Quill «««  59

This was my maiden 
voyage in the world of  
art, not counting junior 
high. I wanted to depict 
the beauty of  life and 
nature. Hand-built clay

Bailey has been the Quill 
adviser since 1994 and 
enjoys submitting vari-
ous works for honorary 
publication.

Mothers have art etched in their every vein, 
There nestled by the pain when they watch their last child move away.

Art is memory,
When they first cradled a tiny person against their already-aching chest.

Art is the fathers
Who wish they could be home more,

Who ish they could go to soccer games
And first-grade plays,

Or just tuck in the blankets and check the closet a seventh time
For the monsters.

(Fathers fight monsters)

Art is leaving your umbrella propped against a fence 
To shelter the skin-and-bones cat from the winter drizzle,

The cat that only wants to sleep for awhile
Before another person sinks a shoe between its ribs.

Art is the boy who asks the girl
If  she’s okay,

Even when he knows she isn’t,
Because he can clearly see the bruises under her eyes

And the slowly-forming scars on the wrist under her sweater-sleeve.

Art is the time between awake and asleep,
When you feel all the weight of  the world 

Slip off  of  your shoulders
As your head sinks into the pillow.

Art is life,
And the reverse is also true. 

Rose on 
Stone
Latonia Bailey
Goodman
Staff Adviser
3D Art
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FRAZIER mIllER mAdE mE lOOk IN ThE mIRROR
Kim McCully-Mobely

Aurora
Community

Gold
Nonfiction

Frazier Miller is the 73-year-old southwest 
Missouri man charged in the wake of  the 
three hate-crime killings in Kansas City 
on April 13, 2014. He has yet to stand 

trial.
When the shootings happened, and I re-

ceived a couple of  messages telling me who the 
suspect was, my heart sank. Years of  angst came 
flooding back. I closed my eyes as the calen-
dar ticked backwards to 1990 when this phase 
began. 

We get stronger at the broken parts. This 
is a small piece of  my story. It is part of  my 
journey. It is complicated. It is important to 
remember we all have a job to do on any given 
day. Our responsibility is to do that job the best 
way we know how. 

I first met Frazier Miller in 1990.  He was 
a tall, lanky, rugged man who spoke with a slow, 
southern drawl. Looking back, I was never 
afraid of  him. I only resented the amount of  
time he sucked out of  my day when he walked 
through our doors. Dealing with him, and others 
like him, was just one small part of  my job. It 
came with the territory. 

I equate that time period with new begin-
nings and my son, Jake being born, 
court proceedings involving a local murder and 
the national news media taking the Ozarks by 
storm over the Aurora boy in prison without 
a trial. As the editor of  the local newspaper, 
we had petition drives, government changes, a 
guy who wrote tons of  letters on yellow legal 
pads about foods/preservatives and conspiracy 
theories—who would never sign his name—and 
our regular visits from a local hate-monger, now 
known to America and the world by all of  his 
names. 

Miller wrote a couple of  anonymous letters 
and a couple of  letters signing different names.

I remember him being Frazier Mayes, or 
Mays and Frazier Miller. He would later become 
Frazier Cross for a time, too. My boss and I 
called him on the multiple name issue and he 
brought in a manila folder of  identification with 
all of  his names in it. Lawrence County Sheriff  
Dave Tatum confirmed the credibility of  the 
multiple identities and a subsequent deal this 
radical man had cut with the government to tes-
tify against his peers. He had served his time and 
was out working as a private trucker, so he said.

We dealt with him on a regular basis for 
about 14 years. We put parameters in place. 
We looked at our letters to the editor policy. 

We required an original signature and phone 
number. We would not use profanity or the N 
word in the letters. He could not go on and on 
about the same subject. We wanted to make sure 
we treated him the same as everyone else. We 
wanted to be fair.

He could not have a letter in every edition. 
He would have to change subject matter from 
time to time. 
We reserved the right to refuse them if  they 
were too offensive, etc. 
We also told him we would not be a part of  a 
letter-writing campaign. 
In other words, he could not submit the same 
letter to the Monett Times that he submitted 
to The Advertiser. He would have to change 
them up. We reserved the right to edit them for 
length, space or content, especially in the case of  
repetition or redundancy. Several of  them went 
straight to the pile.

Longtime Aurora Advertiser Publisher/Ed-
itor Bob Lowry had told me once when I started 
my journalism career that if  I made everyone 
happy, I wasn’t doing my job. I knew it wasn’t a 
popularity contest.

At the end of  the day, we decided the First 
Amendment was for everyone, 
not just the people with our point of  view. There 
were times my mother, God rest her soul, would 
not talk to me if  her treasured Aurora Advertis-
er contained one of  his vile, hate-filled diatribes. 
Most of  the time he was well-mannered, when 
he entered our facilities 
Once, after one of  his sons had been killed in 
a fiery crash involving what Frazier alleged 
was a high-speed chase by law enforcement, he 
brought us in signed copies of  his 1994 book “A 
White Man Speaks Out.”

I inadvertently opened the book to one of  
the chapters as Miller asked me to critique it. 
“White women do what white men let them--” 
I read from the beginning of  what I think was 
Chapter Three or Chapter Five. I picked the 
book up by one corner and told him—“This is 
my critique.” I went to great lengths to ceremo-
niously drop the book into the nearest trash can.

In the summer of  2002 I had received a 
grant to write in both Canada and Mexico. I had 
also traveled to Wisconsin to do some work at 
the University of  Wisconsin in Madison. Upon 
coming home and preparing my son for the 7th 
grade school year, I quickly discovered all hell 
was breaking loose at home.

It seems the new publisher of  the paper 

A tragic turn of  events 
in the spring of  2014 

forced me to rethink my 
interactions with a man 

from southwest Missouri 
charged with some hate 
crimes. This is my story. 
I have no regrets...other 

than wishing I had a 
crystal ball to help me 
foretell the future. We 

can only know where we 
are going when we know 

where we have been.

 McCully-Mobely is a 
writer, editor, teacher, 

storyteller and photog-
rapher. She is on staff  

at Aurora High School, 
Missouri State Universi-
ty, Drury University and 

Crowder College. Her 
passions involve Civil 
War research, Ozark 
folklore, traveling the 

backroads and spending 
time with my family.
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Princess 
Dalor
Tyler Dallis
Exeter
Crowder
Silver
3D Art

I chose the word “dalor”  
because it means pain 
in Latin. Princess 
Dalor represents what 
it feels like to be socially 
accepted, sometimes 
you just crack under 
the pressure.  Ceramic 
painted with a dry brush 

Dallis is a sophomore 
double majoring in 
Theatre and Art & 
Design.

had accepted payment for an ad that included 
the “N” word or ugly racial descriptors, I think, 
and a series of  racial epithets and jokes. He 
thought it was better to make Frazier Miller 
pay for his words. Our readers thought we were 
selling our soul and teaming up with a crazy 
man. I gasped in sheer horror as I ran to grab a 
paper. Sure enough—there it was. If  I remember 
correctly, it was a $30 ad. People began to call 
and spew, rant and rave and demand some kind 
of  accountability. I received calls from various 
agencies since the event seemed to coincide with 
an investigation into the death of  a black child 
in foster care in the Springfield area. Ultimately, 
we had a small town hall style meeting at a 
local coffee shop. The publisher’s father was 
the owner of  our newspaper and he had called 
asking me to “take care of  his boy.” I promised 
I would do what I could. The damage had been 
done, though. We let people have their say. We 
talked about education. We talked about mov-
ing forward. We talked about change. We talked 
about the need for dialogue.

I contacted a colleague at Drury University, 
where I worked part-time. Bob Harris taught for 
us and had tons of  expertise in the field of  hate 
crimes, hate speech and gang/mob mentality. 
We hosted a free workshop at the local library to 
try to decide what lessons could be learned and 
ultimately find answers to the question: “where 
do we go from here?”

Miller would come to my house in town that 

year in an attempt to reconcile the past, I guess. 
I was not home and my husband did not let him 
get past the sidewalk. He would later lose a 
second son in a local shoot out. He would go on 
and off  the radar. He would wage a couple more 
political campaigns before making headlines as 
the main suspect in the three killings in Kansas 
City last April.

Darkness, hate, evil and craziness are part 
of  this world. Most of  us are not merely good 
or evil. We are complex. True character is born 
when we do the right things when no one is 
looking. It’s easy to do the right things when 
you are in the spotlight or the light of  day. Some 
people find it easier to hate. It is quicker. It is 
contagious. 

It is easy to hate Frazier Miller because he 
represents everything about ourselves that we 
fear. We fight to redeem our own shortcomings. 
We claw our way to the finish line to proclaim 
loudly—perhaps too loudly---that he does not 
represent us. Tolerance and soul searching are 
more difficult parts of  this long, ugly road to 
redemption.  Tolerance and soul searching take 
more effort and time.

We rant and rave at the Fraziers of  this 
world because looking in the mirror scares 
the  hell out of  us on a good day. We are afraid. 
Could we be like him? 

Frazier Miller made me look in the mirror. 
I was a young, single mom with several strikes 

[Continued to 60]
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I walk on a wind made of  ice,
With false welcoming warmth, I entice,

I speak with sneaky, serpent tongue, 
Weaving lies with practiced aplomb.

Whenever I’m called, I shall not fail to go,
No matter how you may plead me so.

“Another day, another year,
Please,” you beg, and I hear.

With a sad smile, and a tip of  the head,
I grab your hand, say  “You’re already dead.

I’m just doing my job, now follow me.
Leave this behind, and learn to be free.”

They all follow me, they always do, in the end,
Worried where, or to whom,

their soul I will send,
So accept your fate, lie down

and with shaky breath,
Smile, relax, welcome me in, welcome death.

against her. I was working two jobs, going back 
to school and praying for something better. One 
time, Miller glanced at a picture of  my young 
son on my desk. He pointed at Jake’s blonde 
hair, blue eyes and fair complexion and muttered 
something about “good stock.” 

The hair rose up on the back of  my neck 
at that moment.  I knew for sure what kind of  
mom I wanted to be. I wanted to make sure my 
son knew what kinds of  people there are in the 
world, what kinds of  decisions he should make 
and what kinds of  choices could change the 
course of  his life on any given day. I wanted my 
son to know hate was too easy. Tolerance and 
soul-searching would guide him. But they would 
take more time.

I took my media students to Oklahoma City 
in 2007. A group of  parents accompanied us. We 
toured the OKC bombing site and memorial in 
the downtown area. I had received permission to 
take the troop of  eager students, which included 
my son, to the Oklahoma Office of  Homeland 
Security nearby. The agents and officers there 
that day were working a possible terrorist threat 
involving some pilots involved in training ex-
ercises in Florida, if  I recall it correctly.  As we 
stood looking at a time line of  hate on the wall, 
I waited for our agent/tour guide to come back 
to us. I touched a map with an outline of  the 50 
states. I touched Missouri and it opened up all 
of  the counties.  We looked further at Lawrence 
County. A couple of  students and I both gasped 
-as we saw a watch list unfold with Frazier 
Miller’s name on it and mine, too, alongside The 
Aurora Advertiser. There were other names 
there, too.

It was a good lesson for all of  us to talk 
about perception, right and wrong and the 
importance of  that “watch list” after 9/11.  The 
tall, lanky southerner had forced me to take that 
long, hard look in the mirror years before. 

Hate was not going to win in southwest 
Missouri. Like Anne Frank, a victim of  the 
Holocaust, I walked away clinging to the words 
that “people are truly good at heart.” 

Most of  the time, they are as good as you’ll 
let them be.

The Frazier Millers will only win if  we let 
them. 

REAPER’S
SONg                Emily Cole

            Carl Junction
              High School
                      Bronze
                       Poetry

The Skeletal
System

Joanne Kim
Carl Junction 
High School

Gold
2D Media

The skeletal system not 
only does it sustain 

human life, it is also a 
sculpture, a piece of  art.

Kim is a freshman en-
rolled in the Drawing 1 
Advanced art class, and 
has participated in sev-

eral contests. She hopes to 
achieve a more beauti-
ful and peaceful world 

through her works.

 

I wanted to write a poem 
that personified death 

in a way that didn’t 
seem scary or violent. 

I wanted the reader to 
feel sympathetic for the 

reaper. 

Cole is a senior and has 
always liked reading 

and writing, but until 
last year hadn’t tried to 

write poetry. She has her 
teacher, Mrs. Turner, to 

thank for encouraging 
her to try.
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A dISTANcE TOO FAR
Ann Jernigan
Joplin
Community
Honorable Mention
Nonfiction

The haunting brown eyes looked at me 
as I saw the blood drop on the snow.  I 
quickly looked away.  Why was I doing 
this?   An urge to get back to nature? … 

or city girl trying to fit in on the farm?  …to not 
be the outsider?

It was our first Christmas back to the 
Missouri farm.  With snow on the ground, the 
weather was ripe for rabbit hunting.  It didn’t 
seem to matter that I’d never even held a gun; it 
was their family “thing”.   Of  course, we’d all go 
early tomorrow.

Next morning, I knew this was a bad idea 
when I practically had to break icicles off  my 
nose to pry the covers off.  However, it almost 
become fun as we all rushed to the warmth of  
downstairs and hurried into our warm clothes.

After a hearty breakfast, we started out 
through the snow.  Of  course, everyone else 
was carrying a gun.  I suppose it was a shotgun 
or rifle to an informed hunter, but it made little 
difference to me.  Walking down the snowy lane, 
I began to relax.  The sunrise was beginning to 
surround us and you could hear the crunch of  

snow under our feet.  White velvet fence posts 
lined the sentinel posts along our way. Ahead 
on the right, the tall, snow camouflaged trees 
appeared as keep-out guards, yet we entered.  
Almost forgetting why we were there, I was 
carried away by the Robert “Frostness” of  the 
world around me.  I could have wondered there 
for miles.

My peaceful pastoral walk was not to stay 
such.  Shortly a shot rang out.  Bennie had the 
first rabbit.  He tied the back legs together and 
put it astraddle a stick for carrying.  Everyone 
else had a gun so naturally (at least to them),  it 
fell to me to carry the bounty.  There were to be 
several more that morning.

The beauty of  that brisk snowy morning 
was gone forever.  Those haunting eyes and 
blood drops on the snow joined with the forlorn 
emotion in the pit of  my stomach and I mechan-
ically put one plodding foot in front of  the other. 
We eventually headed back down the winding 
road toward the farmhouse.  Perhaps even then I 
should have known that it was a distance too far.

Oh, 
Inverted 
World

Mary Tacker
Aurora
Crowder
Gold
Digital Art

I wanted to experiment 
with layering several 
different photos. I com-
bined my two loves of  
horses and long exposure 
light experiment. 

Tacker is an amateur 
photographer and lover 
of  still images. Cur-
rent agriculture/vet tech 
student. Her favorite 
subjects are horses, 
landscapes, sunsets, long 
exposure lighting and 
lonely subjects.

Sometimes events that 
happen in our life 
foreshadow future events. 
Hindsight helps us see 
them more clearly. 

Jernigan is a retired 
English teacher and 
Literacy Specialist who 
enjoys opening the world 
of  writing and reading 
to many teachers and 
students. She has taught 
in Seneca, Joplin, Webb 
City, and Germany on 
a U.S. Air Force Base 
Middle School.
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You’re a drug to me 
 I’m not afraid to overdose
Like a cigarette killing me, 
I’m inhaling all the smoke

I know how it ends, 
But I ignore it regardless

And somehow I still love you, 
After you left me heartless

Love has a dark side, 
The one you hear in all the sad songs

The broken down stories 
Of  how beautiful it once was

And I hear you in those sad songs 
As I relive each memory

And I drown in you, 
As I drink down the burning feelings

With the good comes the bad 
With the bad comes the worst

And that’s what I found 
When love consumed me first

I love you more 
Than I ever want to admit

But babe it kills me to remember 
All I never want to forget

Maybe I like the pain, 
The burn of  our old spark
The flame of  the cigarette, 

Burning in the dark
Loving you was something so rare
That I’ve learned to love the pain

Cause it’s all I have left to remind me
Of  our cigarette kinda flame

All I NEvER WANT TO FORgET
Kerrigan Arnold

Reeds Spring
Staff

Poetry

Team Bingo
Bernadine Tyler

Carl Junction
High Scool

Honorable Mention
3D Art

Sometimes you love 
someone so much that 
you miss the pain they 

caused. 

Sometimes you have to find 
yourself  before your try 

and find others.

Arnold is a student at 
Crowder College. She 

loves to sing and write 
songs; it’s her passion. 

She hopes to one day 
make it her career.

Tyler loves designing and 
wants to go to college for 

Graphic Design. She hopes 
to move to a big city within 

the next few years.
Mosaic and carved clay
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Blackbird
Julie Krueger
Joplin
Community
Bronze
Digital Art

I was inspired to cre-
ate this because of  my 
daughter. It was origi-
nally a class assignment, 
but I wanted to make 
something that I knew 
she would enjoy. The 
design ended up on a t-
shirt that I screen printed 
for her.

dEER
They walk, they run
Then jump and fall

When the sound of  the gun
Echoes a fatal call

Patrick Gorman
Monett
Crowder
Honorable Mention
Poetry

Gorman is a 32-year-old non-traditional Crowder 
student. He has always enjoyed writing and hopes his 
work is enjoyed by the readers.

Married with four 
children, Krueger is 
currently attending 
Pittsburg State 
University and pursuing 
a degree in graphic 
communications. Her 
future plans include 
moving to Springfield 
where she hopes to start 
a career in commercial 
photography or 
advertising.

This short poem is a tribute to deer season.
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Shelly 
Weems
Neosho

Crowder
Bronze 

Nonfiction

My older sister held onto both of  us 
crying and telling us she loved us. 
We stopped again and met up with 
a different car. Back door open, 

they ordered my older sister out. She refused 
and pleaded to stay with us. My sister and the 
strangers argued for a few moments and she was 
forced out of  the car. It was no easy feat; she 
fought just as hard as my mother at not letting 
us go, but in the end there was no hope for the 
two lost little girls, Hannah and me.

Through this experience I have learned to 
fight. Even though I am almost thirty years old, 
these memories are still as vivid as the day they 
happened. I know they are something I will nev-
er forget and are really are a part of  who I am. 
That day I tasted terror for the first time. The 
sour and slightly metallic, 
not like blood, but a unique 
taste of  its own, comes back 
when I allow myself  to think 
about those terrifying mo-
ments of  my not so innocent 
childhood.

I was a happy kid oblivi-
ous to the fact we were poor. 
We always had what we needed. I never went 
hungry; I knew I was loved, and most of  all I 
felt safe. I was a five year old, normal, small, 
blonde, and blue eyed little girl. That day started 
like any other.

I don’t really remember what all we had 
to do that day, but I remember that we had an 
appointment. I ate a quick breakfast and got 
dressed. My little sister was sick so my older 
sister stayed home to sit with her. My mother 
and I ran some errands and ended up at the 
Department of  Social Services. My mom’s name 
was called and she held out her hand for me to 
hold as we went into the conference room. I re-
ally do not recall all that was said because I was 
too young to pay attention. I was sitting on my 
mother’s lap, holding a doll and playing quietly. 
The next thing I knew, my mom was screaming 
and holding onto me for dear life. I looked up 
and standing in front of  me was a large police 
officer. He reached for me and I started scream-
ing. My mom jumped out of  her chair and I be-
came the object of  a human tug of  war. The of-
ficials finally wrenched me free from my sobbing 
and devastated mother. She kept saying over and 
over, “I love you baby, everything is fine, and 

you are going to be okay.” I still hear her mantra 
playing over and over like a broken record when 
I am scared. Even today, it is weirdly comforting.

They took me out of  the building straight 
away and placed me into a car of  strangers, two 
older women. I remember one of  them had on 
too much makeup; there was even lipstick on 
her front teeth. Every time she turned to say 
something to me it looked like her mouth was 
bleeding. The other one was driving; she was 
short with dark hair and smelled like bug spray. 
I was so confused; I’d never been away from my 
mother before. I was crying and all these ladies 
could say was “shut up.” We drove for a little 
while and stopped in a parking lot where my 
older and younger sister were sitting in the back 
seat of  another car waiting. They took me and 

put me in the back seat with my 
sisters.

Sitting in the backseat of  
a car driven by strangers… 
holding my inconsolable two-
year-old little sister… scream-
ing at the top of  my lungs for 
my mother to come and save 
us, it all fell on deaf  ears. So, 

I started to act out. I kicked the backs of  the 
seats, screamed, and spat at the women sitting 
in the front. The car suddenly stopped and one 
of  them got out and opened my door, jerked me 
out by my arm, and busted my butt. I was still 
reeling from all the events that had happened, 
the spanking was the last thing on my mind. 
When she stopped, I slapped her in the face, 
leaving a handprint across her cheek. She forced 
me back into the car and tried to buckle me in 
the seatbelt. My little sister leaned over and bit 
her arm. The next thing I remember was the 
woman slapping my sister so hard it made her 
head snap back; which brought on a fresh batch 
of  tears. After what seemed like an eternity, we 
finally stopped at a farm house where our foster 
parents waited to greet us. I didn’t want to go 
into this house and meet these people. I already 
had parents and I did not want these temporary 
ones. I was mad, upset, and I just wanted to go 
home. 

I remember all kinds of  different people 
during this time, but none as scary as those first 
two. I was a fighter then, but this experience 
taught me that life is not peaches and cream, 
and that I would have to fight like hell for what 

mY FIRST TASTE OF TERROR

I’ve seen terror and fear; 
at times I have been 

forced
to embrace it.

This story was an 
important part of  my 
life. It was terrifying 

when it happened and 
it’s something that still 
has a profound impact 

on how I look at certain 
situations now. I know 

that remembering it 
gives me strength to 
face even the scariest 

moments in my life and 
not give into the fear..

Weems is the mother 
of  three boys and has 
been married to Billy 
Weems for almost 11 

years. Her aspirations 
for the future are to 

graduate and find a  
good job.
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I wanted out of  it. I’ve 
seen terror and fear; at 
times I have been forced 
to embrace it. Experienc-
ing that at such a young 
age was something that 
will stay with me for as 
long as I live. You might 
say this was the day that I 
lost my childhood and that 
everything that happened 
after this took on a whole 
new meaning. I think that 
I have overcome a horrible 
time in my life and not 
let it define me; but use it 
as a reminder. No matter 
what happens in my life I 
am strong. It was my first 
taste of  terror and I am 
grateful for the strength 
that it has shown me what 
I am capable of.

Sisters, Friends for Life

Into the 
Distance
Drew Young
Pierce City
Staff
B&W Photography

This photo shows the 
contrast and struggle 
that comes from 
mounting triumphs.
Iphone 6

Youmg is a current 
journalism student 
who expresses himself  
through various artistic 
outlets and personal 
projects.

The purpose of  this image is to show the lasting friendship that sisters will always have. McGee is a Crowder College sophomore who is 
majoring in photography. One day, she hopes to work for a magazine as a photojournalist.

Ashley McGee | Pineville | Staff | B&W Photography
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ThE vIEW
Brenda

Martinez
Carterville

Crowder
Gold

Poetry

There once was a guy from Missouri
Who did everything like he was in a hurry.

While eating pie,
Got some in his eye

So his view on life became quite blurry!

A limerick that plays on the fact if  you go through life too fast or have pie in your eye, either way, your view is 
blurry.

Coming to Life
I wanted to show the power and magic a good book has on a reader’s imagination when it comes to opening up a new world where any-
thing is possible. ISO 800, long shutter speed  Dalton is a former art major who enjoys expressing himself  through many artistic outlets.

Non-traditional describes not only Martinez as a student, but herself  in general. She enjoys being described as 
eclectic and a bit outside of  societal norms.

  Jacob Dalton | Anderson | Staff | Color Photography                                          
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Skylar Howe
East Newton
High School
Honorable Mention
2D Media

hOPE
Kate Kelley
Neosho
Staff
Poetry

Hope is the feeling 
and force that keeps 
dreams alive and hearts 
motivated. I wrote this 
inspired by all the hope 
around us.

A string of  lights in the dark of  night
A candle’s flame dimly burning-

About to go out, but then it glows bright.
A whisper on the wind

A nest in a tree
A caged heart nearly broken,

But then it’s set free.
A sigh on a shoulder

A cat in a chair 
A laugh that fills a dull room,

Leaving a trail that hangs on the air.
Grass growing in the sidewalk

The first signs of  snow
A feeling in a close-to-empty world,

But then it’s made full.
A tooth under a pillow

A kiss on a scrape-
These are the things

We can’t fake.

White charcoal on black 
paper

Howe is a junior at 
East Newton High 
School. This is her first 
year in art. She joined 
art because she has a 
great interest in becom-
ing a photographer.

Kelley is a dreamer pursuing a degree in Journalism. She hopes to write professionally one day 
and to express the world through her words.

Feline
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A cENT OF hISTORY
Randal “Chase”  

Kraft
Seneca

High School 
Bronze

Nonfiction

It was a mid-day in the dark, humid, decales-
cent room.  The United States of  America 
coining mint in New Orleans is experienc-
ing a normal day in early-July of  1857.  The 

modern, high-tech penny-presses were screech-
ing, as they compressed a hunk of  metal into a 
small, circular disk, only about one-half  of  an 
inch in diameter—no bigger than a small pebble.  
The tiny, faceless planchet, with no identity, was 
empty and lifeless.  It was only a composition of  
tin and copper.  The rustic-looking flan made its 
way to a dye machine; yet, many fellow blanks 
fell off  the cart on the bumpy ride over to their 
destination; the stray discs will be picked up 
later by a worker to put through the dye.  The 
small disk went through the advanced mecha-
nism to acquire an identity.  The bronze piece, 
which started as simple materials three hundred 
feet underground, became something of  value—
a penny.

On the obverse of  this simple and humble 
masterpiece is a bald eagle.  The strong and 
graceful bird, with spread-out wings, is soaring.  
The words above this bird are stamped “United 
States of  America.”  Under the flying eagle is 
a simple set of  numbers, “1857,” which is the 
year that the metal piece became a penny.  The 

reverse of  the new coin says “One Cent.”  These 
two words give this worthless chip of  metal a 
value…its purpose.

The lifeless object has numerous stories, 
adventures, experiences, and inspirations behind 
itself.  Traveling from bank to bank, city to city, 
and state to state, the bronze piece has paid for 
small and large items.  It might have been lost 
under the bed, in a pants pocket, or treasured in 
a display case for all to see.

For decades, centuries even, this item, worth 
only one cent, has been through many lives and 
families.  If  the penny could talk, the stories 
explained would be breathtaking.  The rustic, 
decolorized coin, which used to be sparkling in 
the light, would have once been abandoned— 
forgotten.  Nearly one-hundred-and-fifty years 
have passed, the piece of  metal has been found 
and appraised, for its value is no longer only 
one-hundredth of  a dollar.

The discolored, tanish-brown Flying Eagle 
Penny will always exist—as it is a symbol, a 
relic, of  its own time.  The timeless artifact, a 
masterpiece from the antebellum period tells a 
history.  This humble and interesting piece of  
history, forever preserved. 

White 
Barn in the 

Ozarks
Mark Cole

Carl Junction
Community

Silver
Digital Art

 The greatest influence 
of  these pieces are the 
daguerreotype process, 
yet the natural styliza-
tion and inherent sense 
of  decay in the photo-
graph is what provides 
its character and sense 

of  balance.

Cole teaches art and en-
joys creating his art from 

his home studio. 
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ONE mOmENT IN TImE
As I recall it was in my 18th year. I’d 

just graduated from high school and 
my parents were having a party for 
the event. Family and friends were 

invited, some who were dear to me, and some I 
had never met, but one, in particular, held my 
interest.

My great uncle, on my mother’s side, came, 
and I had never met him before. Until that 
day I had never even heard of  him, which was 
strange, for my mother always spoke of  her rela-
tives, but my great uncle Julian was alien to me.

A smile parting his weary lips, he handed 
me a gift. It was a glass jar, small and clear, with 
an old cloth lid that was held on by a rubber 
band. Taking a seat across from me, he ran his 
thin fingers through his 
graying hair and moistened 
his lips before speaking.

“When I was young,” 
he started, “my father gave 
me this jar to catch fireflies. 
I’d spend the better part of  
an evening running around 
outdoors to fill it with as 
many fireflies as I could, and 
when night would come, I’d 
set it next to my bed and use 
the light as a lamp. The following morning I’d 
take the jar outside and release the fireflies, only 
to do it again that evening. This was how many 
an evening would go, but eventually I outgrew 
my childish nature and no longer cared to chase 
fireflies; instead, I was courting young ladies and 
had no time for such things.”

He stopped, coughing into his hand before 
continuing. “One day, as I was sitting in my 
room, I noticed the jar that had gone neglected 
for so long. Its glass was so clear I could see 
through it, and for some reason it hadn’t seemed 
to collect any dust after the years of  disuse.

“I immediately thought that I should return 
it to my father, so, when he came home from 
work that evening, I sat down with him, handing 
him the jar he had once given to me.

“‘I no longer need this,’ I said.
“A tired smile crossed his worn features. 

‘This jar is special,’ he commented, turning it in 
his hand so he could see through it from all an-
gles. ‘With this jar you can capture one moment 
in time, and that moment will stay alive forever. 
Whenever you want to look upon it, all you will 
have to do is take this jar and peer through the 
clear glass, and you will see that moment played 

over and over again.’
“I laughed at first. ‘You can’t be serious,’ I 

said. ‘I’m too old to believe such tales.’
“‘Believe what you will,’ he replied with a 

shrug, ‘but what I say is true. Keep this jar and 
find that one special moment, for you only get 
one moment to keep. If  you remove the lid once 
that moment is captured, the moment will be 
gone, and you can only keep one memory. After 
that, the jar is worthless to you, but do not dis-
pose of  it; give it to another, so he may keep one 
moment in time.’

“He stood, patting me on the shoulder. I 
didn’t quite believe him, but I figured it wouldn’t 
hurt to give it a try.

“Time passed, but nothing seemed to come 
that I wanted to keep. Then, one 
day, my mother fell ill. Father 
stayed by her side as often as he 
could, but he still had to make 
a living, so he was at work a lot 
of  the time.

“When mother passed away, 
he wasn’t there, but before she 
left us, she told me how much 
she loved me and told me to 
tell father how much she loved 
him as well. Feeling this would 

be my last moments with her, I took the jar and 
opened the lid, capturing that moment so I could 
see her after she had departed.

“She’d been gone several hours when father 
got home, but I showed him the moment, so he 
could see what she had wanted me to tell him.”

Great Uncle Julian stopped, wiping a tear 
from his eye. “Father never got over the loss of  
my mother, and passed on shortly thereafter. 
Ten years after his death, I decided to open the 
jar and set the moment free; I felt it was what he 
would have wanted me to do.  I’ve kept the jar 
since, and now I give it to you.”

He stood, before shaking my hand. “Find 
that one special moment, and it can be yours 
forever, but remember, you can only use the jar 
once, so don’t be wasteful.”

Turning, he glanced up at the clock. “I 
must be going, but it was nice to chat with you.  
Maybe one day we’ll meet again.”

“I’ll be looking forward to that,” I replied, 
watching as he left.

The night passed quickly thereafter, and the 
following morning I decided to ask my mother 

This jar is special... 
With this jar you can 

capture one moment in 
time, and that moment 
will stay alive forever. 

Jesse O. Walls
Neosho
Crowder
Gold
Fiction

When I write I always 
have some kind of  moral 
in mind, and this piece is 
no different. The jar and 
the memories trapped 
inside are representative 
of  how people become 
obsessed with their past, 
and instead of  looking 
forward to the future, 
miss out on life because 
they are always looking 
behind them.

Walls dabbles in many 
artistic and creative 
pastimes. A solemn phi-
losopher with a love of  
cheesecake and a flair for 
the dramatic, he’s a firm 
believer that everyone 
creates their own destiny 
and thus chooses to shape 
his own future.

[Continued to 70]
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about her Uncle Julian.
“Mom, tell me about your Uncle Julian.”
Her face paled at she looked at me.
“What’s wrong?” I asked, frightened by her 

reaction.
She shook her head. “Who told you about 

Uncle Julian?” she inquired.
“No one, he was here last night…he gave 

me this,” I stated, holding the glass jar out in my 
hands.

“That’s impossible; Uncle Julian’s been dead 
for 18 years. He passed away one night in his 
sleep.” She looked at the jar for a moment, as if  
it were some sort of  evil. “You should destroy 
that jar.”

“What?” I asked, feeling confused.
“Destroy that jar. I don’t need you getting 

attached to it,” she replied 
with deadly seriousness.

I looked down at the 
jar for a moment. If  Uncle 
Julian had come to me the 
previous night and was 
really a spirit, the jar prob-
ably did possess some kind 
of  magical powers like he 
had said.

“I’ll get rid of  it,” I 
lied, knowing I wouldn’t. I 
did believe it had magical 
powers and could pos-
sibly capture one moment 
in time. Quickly dashing 
up the stairs, I hid the 
jar where I knew no one 
would find it and left it 
there so it would be avail-
able when I found that one 
special moment.

When I went away to 
college, I took the jar with 
me, and that was where I 
met my one and only love, 
Tamara. She was a theatre 
major, and I would spend 
almost every waking hour 
with her; I would go to 
the plays just to watch her 
perform, and sit in during 
rehearsals.

I was an art major, 
and would capture mo-
ments upon canvas, finding 

no use for the jar at all. The moments I wanted 
to remember were captured in pictures that I 
created myself.

Tamara loved to model for my paintings, 
and was proud of  my work. Her theatrics were a 
true inspiration, and when I could come up with 
no new ideas for a piece, she was always there 
with an idea and a pose. She could make a story 
out of  my paintings, piecing them together like 
quilt work.

We shared many years together, and when 
our wedding day came, I knew I’d found the 
moment I wanted to keep forever. Capturing it 
in the jar, I would play it over and over again, 
watching as she took the vows and devoted her-
self  to me. I kept it to myself, however, unsure 
how she would react to it.

Years passed, and on our 25th anniversary, I 
decided to share with her my moment in time.

Sitting down with her, I smiled. “I have 
something to show you,” I said, “something I 

Grandma

Kathleen Wiley 
Joplin 

Crowder 
Silver 

B&W Photography

These are some things 
that remind me of  my 

grandma who I lost last 
year. A few childhood 

photos of  her, a ring she 
gave me that means so 

much, and of  course the 
dice we always played 

Yahtzee with.
 

Wiley is a current 
student of  Photogra-

phy attending Crowder 
College.

[Continued from 69]

One Moment in Time
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have kept now for 25 years. It’s the moment 
when we took our vows 25 years ago.  It’s cap-
tured within this glass jar”

She looked at me, wide eyed. “That’s impos-
sible, there’s no way to capture a moment in a 
jar.”

My smile grew. “Oh, but there is, and I’ll 
show you.”

Handing her the jar, I could see the images 
held within as she gazed deeply into it.

“How did you do this?” she whispered. “It’s 
not possible.”

“But it is, and I’ve kept the one moment 
that was most special to me for all this time.” I 
embraced her, setting the jar aside.

We grew closer in the weeks that followed, 
and I never dreamed that death would claim 
her, but it came, stealing her in the night. She 
laid there so peacefully, as if  sleeping, her eyes 
upturned toward the Heavens above.

I didn’t want to believe it at first, but soon 
reality struck me and I would spend my days 
alone, in our bedroom with the jar, watching 
my one moment. How I wished I could have 
captured many more. But she was gone, and 
having the memory was nothing compared to 
having her.

Taking the jar, I went back to the college 
where we met, and sat and watched one of  the 
play rehearsals. Once it was finished, and I was 
alone, the lights dimmed and the curtains closed, 
I opened the lid of  the jar. Several bright flashes 
escaped, lighting in different parts of  the room, 

like several fireflies being released and scatter-
ing, finally free from their prison.

Taking in a deep breath, I knew Tamara 
was there with me. I could hear her soft voice 
taking the vows and see her image ahead of  me. 
Her long tresses hung down past her shoulders 
and her gown of  white floated about her like a 
cloud. She turned to face me, a thin sheer veil 
covering her face.

Stepping up to her, I heard her whisper, “I 
do.”

Lifting the veil, I kissed her lips. She was 
my bride, then and forever, and even without the 
jar, she was always mine, and I slept within her 
embrace that night, never to be parted from her 
again.

Standing, I brushed my graying hair from 
my face. “I’ve kept this jar since, and now I give 
it to you,” I said, handing it to the youth who 
stood before me. “Remember, you can only use 
the jar once, so find that one special moment and 
it can be yours forever.”

The youth grinned. “Thank you,” he said, 
shaking my hand. “Even if  what you say isn’t 
true, the story was beautiful.  I hope to be a 
writer someday; maybe I could share this story?”

“Or maybe one day you’ll have your own 
story to tell,” I smiled. Looking up at the clock, 
I knew I had to be on my way. “I’d best be going.  
Remember, you can only capture one moment 
in time.” With that said, I stepped out into the 
darkness. The moment was free, and so was I. 

Walk in 
Her Shoes

Liz Spencer
Diamond
Community
Bronze
B&W Photography

Walking on streets in 
Paris, an American 
tourist was determined 
to match the Parisian 
fashion. Her heel broke 
in mid-stride. She was 
determined to not let 
that stop her.
 
Spencer, a Crowder 
College photography 
instructor, enjoys cre-
ative visual communi-
cation projects. 
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Debra Brown
Neosho

Community 
Honorable Mention

Fiction

SPRINg BOuQuET
Spring was such a horrid season to be 

thinking of  marriage, I thought. As I 
picked baby’s breath for my sister Allie’s 
bouquet, I fell into a depressed reverie 

over past weddings I had been involved in. 
There was Anne, my best friend, six and a half  
months pregnant, who was simply grateful 
that she was getting married, never mind that 
her fiancée was particularly unsuitable, having 
a terrible inclination to be physically abusive. 
Then there was Katie, who, though “liberated,” 
had given up her own job and found herself  at 
home alone while her husband continued with 
his career in marketing finance. Katie, the last 
I had heard, had developed a tranquilizer habit, 
along with an embarrassing tendency to join 
tole painting and literary groups. I hated my 
own cynicism, especially at this critical junction 
in my relationship with my sister, but I was find-
ing it extremely difficult to share Allie’s happi-
ness. Instead, I found in myself  the inclination 
to dissect, physically and emotionally, Sam, my 
soon-to-be brother in law. 

 Perhaps it was my own single state that 
was bothering me, I reflected. Spring had always 
been difficult; it was a time of  blossoming, 
greenness, fertility; finding myself  alone this 
season, once again, was definitely depressing, 
no matter how much I told myself  that I was 
independent and had no need for a man in my 
life. Well, need, no, but I definitely had a desire. 
After years of  work towards my master’s degree 

and now, finally, steady employment, I found that 
I was again feeling dissatisfied with my life.

 Distractedly, I pulled more baby’s 
breath from the side border; almost savagely, I 
shoved them into the wicker basket and hur-
ried into the house. I had an arrangement in 
mind for the flower scheme and thought the pale 
peach silk roses would work well with the baby’s 
breath. The roses were beautiful; they reminded 
me abruptly that my red rose bush, the first one 
I had ever possessed, had a tight red bud on 
the end of  a sparse branch; the bud was almost 
ready to bloom. I was embarrassed to be so filled 
with anticipation over such a seemingly trivial 
event, but this was the first time that I had ever 
been settled enough to have a garden and able 
to buy plants that were generally considered 
stationary ones. Buying the rose bush, as well 
as planting the garden, had been a commitment 
for me, used to years of  mobility and apartment 
living. As I went through the living room to 
the back porch where I had stored the cut roses, 
I noticed that Tyger, my young gray cat, had 
perched upon the back of  the recliner and had 
bared his stomach for petting. I rubbed the white 
streak that went down his belly; almost like a 
reverse skunk, I thought, amused by his sensual 
lethargy.

A large part of  who one was, I thought, 
was knowing who you were in relation to those 
around you. But a bigger part was knowing who 
you were in relation to yourself. And that knowl-

Flowers
Samantha Berry

Carl Junction
High School

Bronze
Color Photography

This picture was taken 
for a slide show for my 

advancement Biology 
class.

Berry is currently in her 
junior year at Carl Jun-

tion High School. 
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Brown is a 
literature instructor 

and director of  
online instruction at 

Crowder College.
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Sarah’s 
Petals
Sarah Bodine
McDonald County
High School
Gold
B&W Photography

I had taken the picture 
after a heavy rain when 
the sun came out and 
loved all the life and 
light that came from 
such a depressing, dark, 
and heavy down pour.

Bodine is currently a 
sophomore and would 
love to own her own 
small photography 
business in the future or 
work for a major com-
pany such as National 
Geographic. 

edge had slipped away 
somewhere, inaccessible 
just now. I knew that I was 
a food source to my cats, a 
teacher to my students, a 
friend, a sister, a daughter, 
and sometimes a lover, but 
who was I, really, without 
these contextual clues? 
Almost unconsciously, my 
hand caressed the satin rib-
bon I had entwined around 
the flowers; the ribbon’s 
texture was not unlike 
the leaves of  my irises 
that were beginning to 
emerge—the deep purple, 
almost black ones, which I 
had planted beside the back 
door.

My sister would 
love this arrangement, I 
thought. The peach and 
teal colors suited her 
sister perfectly; Allie’s 
serene nature was dotted 
intermittently with flashes 
of  intensity for both her 
interests and the ones she 
loved. My relationship with 
my sister had not really so-
lidified until the last couple 
of  years. Now, after much 
work on both our parts, my sister had become 
a friend. Which was why it was important that 
I be what Allie needed right now--someone 
capable of  being happy for her. 

I wasn’t envious of  her. At first, I had 
thought this was the problem; it usually was 
so often. I had always had trouble realizing 
the richness in my own life, for too often I was 
looking at others’ good fortune and wondering 
why I didn’t have what they had. I was genu-
inely happy, though, that Allie had found a mate 
that seemed to satisfy her wants; Sam shared 
the same faith, apparently had firm values, and 
was traditional in the way that Allie was, and 
more importantly, seemed deeply in love with 
my sister. It was miraculous really; after Allie’s 
first marriage to a rigid and abusive man, Sam 
seemed too good to be true. And that is what I 
am afraid of, I thought. I was afraid that Sam 
would change, and Allie would be unhappy; and 
I would have one more example to add to my 
“why it’s not good to hope” list.

I finished applying the ivory lace to the base 
of  the bouquet; it was gorgeous, I had to admit. 

The pastiche of  soft peaches, teal, and antique 
beige blended well together. The warm sun 
struck the prisms hanging over my kitchen win-
dow, puddling finally upon the myriad of  colors 
that were spread across the table. The colors 
reminded me of  the variety of  hues in the satins 
of  the ceremonial robes the instructors had 
worn at my college’s graduation. That had been 
last Friday; I had sat in the hard folding chair 
with my own black robe sticking to my warm 
skin, the master’s hood draping behind her, the 
hood itself  gleaming with the rich colors of  red, 
gold, and green. I had felt odd; a good feeling 
really, but it was different sitting as an instructor 
rather than crossing the stage as a graduate. My 
first year of  full-time teaching was over, and all 
I had felt right then was overwhelming fatigue. 
The last eight years had been spent obsessively 
focused on working, both at menial jobs and at 
college, and the first year of  employment had 
been almost as strenuous, in a different way. 
Now it was spring, and I was preparing to act as 

[Continued to 74]
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a bridesmaid to my sister and not feeling terribly 
good about it. My own life seemed strangely 
barren in comparison to Allie’s. Which was con-
tradictory really, when I thought about it. Allie 
and I had always had dissimilar goals. I thought 
that maybe this wasn’t bad; it was part of  what I 
found so interesting actually, that unique flavor-
ing all Allie‘s own that added richness to my life.

As I stared at the bouquet in front of  me, 
I thought absently that a touch of  deeper coral 
might contrast well with the peach tones. I 
wandered back into her garden—my garden, I 
thought with satisfaction—and reached down 
into the warm earth and plucked a few sprays of  

miniature carnations that seemed to be of  the 
color I had envisioned. The warmth of  the sun 
caressed my shoulders, still pale from the winter, 
and I shivered slightly with enjoyment. It was 
so good to be warm again! The warmth began 
to creep inside, without conscious volition, and I 
felt an easing in my heart. Letting the bitterness 
and reluctance slowly escape, I exhaled them in 
a long sigh. I felt almost light as I looked across 
my fertile garden, lush and sensual from the 
care and passion I had devoted to it. I reached 
down and petted Tyger, who had silently crept 
up beside me, his head poking comically through 
the tendrils of  honeysuckle that hung over the 
trellis. I thought that a sprig of  lavender would 
be a nice touch to add to my own corsage for the 
wedding.

Poppy Fields

Tiffany Kesinger
Carl Junction
High School

Honorable Mention
3D Art

I made this because I liked 
the shape. I also made 

it off  center to give it a 
more unique take. I chose 
that color glaze because 

I thought it looked pretty 
and I thought it fit the 

design.

Kesinger loves hang-
ing out with friends and 
babysitting her nephews. 
She also loves shopping 

and enjoys fashion.
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Reverse Sevens

Bobby Beyer | Carl Junction High School | Honorable Mention 
3D Art
I used different layers of  glass. 
Beyer is in his senior year at Carl Junction High School. 

[Above]

Casters
Kalee Sweeten 
McDonald County 
High School 
Silver 
Color Photography

I was looking for an ab-
stract compostion in our 
high school construction 
building.

Sweeten is 15 years old 
and currently a sopho-
more.
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dEmENTIA  
Liz Spencer

Neosho
Community

Gold 
Digital Art

To create the image I 
combined photographs 

of  my mother who is di-
agnosed with dementia. I 
combined both recent and 
childhood photos of  her, 
images of  a newspaper 

article when she was 
working in the 1980s, 

and graphics that helped 
tell the story of  how I 

visually describe the dis-
ease. I also incorporated 
images that held a simi-

lar emotional connection: 
a photograph of  the 

May 22, 2011 Joplin, 
Mo. tornado destruction 

and a photo of  human 
skulls in the Catacombs 

in Paris.

Spencer, Crowder 
College photography 

instructor, enjoys captur-
ing intimate looks at 

human life. Her passion 
for teaching is fueled by 

the excitement she sees in 
her students. 
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Jonathan St. Hilaire 
Monett
Crowder
Gold
Nonfiction

The purpose of  this pa-
per is to show the history 
of  video game systems, 
and how far we have 
come in technology.

Since the being of  arcade games people 
have desired more choices in gaming. 
Pinball machines were big and bulky. 
The lines in the arcades were long. This 

generated the need for a more conveniente 
gaming design. The games for the first home 
gaming system were extremely limited.  There 
were numerous reasons why gamers desired 
more choices in the gaming industry. Global 
trends with systems have changed throughout 
the decades. The home video game systems have 
evolved, and so have the ways we play and enjoy 
them.  

The year was 1972, and Magnavox was on 
the threshold of  starting 
something that would 
change the world of  
home entertainment for-
ever. That year, the com-
pany came out with the 
very first home gaming 
system, the Magnavox 
Odyssey. There were only 
a total of  27 games made 
for this system, but the 
innovation was revolu-
tionary. Fast forward 41 
years, and a company that 
goes by the name Micro-
soft has created a radical 
gaming system called 
the Xbox One. The gaming technicians at this 
company have already created 294 games for 
gamers to choose from with more in the works 
to be created.

Video gamers throughout the years have 
devised multiple realities for things that they 
virtually want to accomplish which cannot be 
done in the real world; fantasy. They strive to 
achieve better quality graphics with the most 
amazing storyline and the highest adventur-
ous game play. They crave to be able to become 
part of  that creation. Gaming is role playing 
at another level. It is real in the sense that a 
gamer will feel excited, scared, stimulated, 
joy, and/or challenged. The battle grabs the 
warrior captive until he controls and masters’ 

his craft. This process does not include “boot 
camp” or military training. This is a thought 
process and an ability of  hand and eye coordi-
nation that only exists in the gamers own mind. 
There is no actual physical pain or death when 
your character is injured or killed. There is a 
reboot in the gaming world that does not exist 
in real life. 

Trends with video games throughout the 
world have changed dramatically within the 
last 40 years, but the gamer’s enthusiasm has 
never wavered. Their love for the quest has 
caused a driven force within the game creating 
industry.  These adventurers are weekend war-

riors, airport gamers, mid-night 
rebels, all-nighters, and the after 
school do or dies. The love of  the 
game has taken it out of  the liv-
ing room, with its limited reach 
of  only the people playing next 
to you, and brought it to a more 
global friendly level where you 
can battle across any continent.  
Today, we can get on a computer, 
tablet, or television and play a 
game with anyone in the world 
who has access to internet or 
Xbox live. Unfortunately, this 
technology has not caught up 
with the cell phone, but, give it 

time and before you know it, we will be gaming 
on an international level with any handheld 
device.

Arcade games and home gaming systems 
have evolved and so have the ways we play and 
enjoy them. The gaming industry has gone 
from one game system with 27 video game 
choices to a few systems with the number of  
games available still increasing. It has become 
a more user friendly creation. No television is 
needed because of  technology. Games are por-
table, therefore, becoming a universal past time. 
There are better graphics, more adventures, 
and stronger storylines.  Yes, since the being of  
arcade games people have desired more choices 
in gaming. 

vIdEO gAmE SYSTEmS

The year was 
1972, and 

Magnavox was on 
the threshold of 

starting something 
that would change 
the world of home 

entertainment 
forever.
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Henri
Whitehead

Neosho
Community

Silver
Fiction

For the first time this summer, Christy 
was smiling. She wasn’t smiling because 
her older sister had just given her some 
clothes. She was smiling because she was 

almost 100 percent certain that even her poster 
of Harry Stiles was tempted by her salacious 
good looks. Harry’s fellow bandmates wore 
their usual static grins, but as Christy finished 
slipping on the new skin tight jeans that Hailey 
had given her, Harry’s smile seemed genuine. 
Christy was no longer flirting with a cheap One 
Direction poster tacked to her wall; instead, she 
was teasing a hot young boy with the womanly 
curves that had only recently defined her body. 

Confidence and determination pulsated 
through her body as if it were being pumped 
through her body by her heart. Tonight would 
be her night. Tonight, people would finally 
stop seeing the ugly twin with the lazy eye. She 
would finally shed her Quasimodo shackles and 
become a beacon of sexual desire to her peers, 
and these new jeans would be the talisman that 
finally granted her that wish.

The jeans, at close inspection, weren’t 
anything special. They were just a well-worn 
pair of Lucky Brand blue jeans that were no 
longer posh enough for her older sister Hailey’s 
sophisticated college wardrobe. They weren’t 
even nicer or newer than some of the jeans that 
Christy already owned, but for some inexplica-
ble reason, they seemed better than the tattered 
trash folded up in Christy’s dresser. Hailey’s 
jeans had power. They gave off an aura of cool-
ness and attractiveness that Christy’s clothes 
never came close to possessing. 

 “Where did you get those?” Her twin sister, 
Erica, asked from the bedroom doorway.  Erica’s 
voice was harsh and her expression, wounded as 
if Christy had just slapped her across the face. 
“Aren’t those Hailey’s jeans?”

“She gave me some of her clothes before she 
left,” Christy said, turning her back on Erica’s 
hateful stare.

“Why didn’t she ask me if I wanted them?” 
Christy winced at the question. Erica’s 

sense of entitlement was as grating to Christy’s 
ears as the sound of five fingernails being raked 
down a chalkboard. Erica and Christy shared the 
same birthdate, but that was when all similari-
ties stopped. Erica had always been the hot twin, 
the athletic twin, the popular twin.

It didn’t matter that they came from the 
same womb at the same time. Christy had been 

the one cursed to be the ugly duckling. Christy 
was the one who suffered from acne. Christy was 
the one whose boobs had been non-existent the 
longest. Christy was the one whose eyes never 
aligned with each other. Christy was the one 
who had to wait until her sophomore year of 
high school to experience her first real kiss. 

“Maybe she thought they wouldn’t fit right 
or something.” Christy delivered the comment 
calmly, but it was still surrounded by unmistak-
able aura of malice.

“What is that supposed to mean?” Erica 
asked, her feigned ignorance betrayed by the 
cracking of her voice.

Christy didn’t answer the question. Erica 
knew the meaning of Christy’s comment. Ev-
erybody in town knew the meaning of Christy’s 
comment. 

At the end of spring, Erica had been her-
alded by both the youth and elders of Fairland 
for being the town’s first all-state athlete in 
over two decades. Her record two-mile time had 
been a point of pride for those few people who 
still thought Fairland High School was relevant 
outside the town’s borders. Erica had been the 
epitome of a town hero, but now at the end of 
summer, the very same choir that had sang her 
refrains were now wondering how Fairland’s 
best athlete was somehow twenty pounds 
heavier and a shadow of her all-state physique.

When the weight first appeared, Erica 
had quickly blamed birth control even though 
weight gain wasn’t an actual side effect to her 
particular pills. Only Christy knew the truth, 
for she was the only one in town that had front 
row seats to witness Erica’s summer routine of 
hanging out with her Neanderthal boyfriend as 
they excessively drank and partied their week-
ends away.

“Well…” Erica spat, her eyebrows raised as 
if daring Christy to answer. “I’m still waiting for 
you to tell me what the fuck that was supposed 
to mean.”

“Forget about it,” Christy said, keeping her 
back to Erica. “I thought it was quite obvious 
what I meant.”

“At least…” Tears welled up in Erica’s 
eyes covering her already red face in ugly white 
splotches.. “At least, I have a boyfriend who 
wants me and doesn’t look at me like some pa-
thetic lazy-eyed freak.

“You can keep your dumbass boyfriend!” 
Christy shouted as Erica slammed the bedroom 

ThE PIcNIc

I wanted this story to 
capture the feelings that 

teens experience that 
teens feel when growing 

up in rural Missouri. 
Although most people 

grow to miss the charms 
of  rural life, it can be 

stifling for many teens. 

Whitehead is a proud 
father of  four beautiful 

children and has been 
happily married to his 
extraordinary wife  for 
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not writing, he works as 
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coaches track and cross 
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door shut. (cont. 
Christy should have been violent. She 

should have picked up a pillow and chucked it 
at the door in a display of pure teen angst, but 
Christy wasn’t really upset or even sad for that 
matter. She felt only apathy toward her sister 
like a movie critic watching a cheesy drama. She 
already knew where this plot was heading, and 
she didn’t really care about her sister’s relation-
ship’s inevitable demise because her boyfriend 
truly was a dumbass.

Erica’s boyfriend was lucky to be blessed 
with the ability to play basketball better than 
anyone in town because he was also a Nean-

derthal and perhaps the worst human being 
that Christy had ever met. Without basketball, 
he had no redeemable qualities. He was a jerk 
and a pig at every available opportunity, and 
to make his relationship with Erica even more 
unbearable, his name was Eric. Yes, Erica, her 
idiot twin, was dating a boy named Eric, and 
every time Christy’s sister talked about how the 
similarities of their names was some cosmic sign 
of their compatibility, Christy could taste the 
vomit rising to her mouth.

Me, Also
Jacqueline Cole
Neosho
Community
Silver 
Digital Art

For full effect, cover one 
half  at a time and look 
at the pic. The drasti-
cally different images are 
what make the photo so 
interesting. For the first 
layer, I did makeup on 
half  of  my face, and 
adjusted color, satura-
tion, contrast and focus 
for the ghost-like image. 
The second layer was 
taken over two old docu-
ments spliced together. 
Then saturation and 
contrast were adjusted 
again.
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Erica could have Eric. Christy didn’t need 
a knuckle-dragging mouth-breather in her life. 
At the moment, all she needed was Harry Stiles 
and his smile that induced knee-quivering. Soon 
there would be other boys. Soon there would be 
real boys, real men.  Soon she would have kisses 
stolen in the night. Soon she would be pulled 
down forbidden paths by rebels without causes. 
Her life was about to change; her time had 
finally arrived. 

The beautiful cantaloupe colored sky gave 
way to the encroaching nightfall, and the sterile 
blue glow of the fluorescent street lamps bea-
coned to the swarms of sordid insects that made 
their homes in the shadowy recesses of the town. 
This was the Fairfield picnic. 

Diabetic couples sweated through their 
shirts as they stood in line overcome by the 
temptation of fried dough covered in an end-
less amount of powdered sugar. This was the 
Fairfield picnic. 

Snot-nosed kids screamed words of freedom 
at the top of their prepubescent lungs as they 
made the long descent in their gunny sacks 
down the giant rust-covered slide held together 
by strips of duct tape. This was the Fairfield 
picnic. 

The hum of the street vendors’ machinery 
fighting off the suffocating heat and humid-
ity; the idle chatter of farmers discussing work, 
wives discussing affairs, and the elderly com-
plaining about the fireworks; the squeaks and 
moans of the old metal carnival rides push-
ing their limits to satisfy every last orange 
ticket holder. This was the Fairfield picnic, and 
Christy hated every sight and sound of it.

This was supposed to be a highlight of 
someone’s summer? Christy looked around at all 
of the plastered smiles of locals participating in 
the festivities and came to the resolve that her 
life would have more meaning after this final 
year of high school. The moment she was hand-
ed her diploma, she would make her exodus and 
actually see the real world. She had to live, and 
she wouldn’t be satisfied until she was eating a 
crepe on the Eiffel tower and not a disgusting 
corn dog in the middle of fucking nowhere. 

“Hey Christy,” Nate Guerrero shouted as he 
approached her seat at the park bench. Nate was 
dressed in his usual grungy attire that consisted 
of a fading LeBron James jersey and torn jeans 
that hung low enough on his waist that they 

exposed the frayed elastic band of his plaid box-
ers. When his clothes were new, Nate’s outfit 
might have seemed hip or at least tolerable, but 
after years of wearing the same shirt and pants 
on a weekly basis, Nate’s clothes looked like 
some threadbare outfit that a homeless person 
might put together after skimming through the 
dumpster outside of a thrift store. 

“Hey Nate,” Christy called back, inviting 
him with a wave of her hand to join her on the 
bench. Despite Nate’s poor sense of style, he was 
one of the sweetest guys in Fairland. Anytime 
Christy felt the need to express her frustrations 
with the world, Nate always went out of his way 
to listen to every one of her problems even when 
they were just the trivial ramblings of a dra-
matic teenager. 

“Are you enjoying the festivities?” Nate 
said, sitting down beside her. 

“You know me,” Christy said, smiling with a 
feigned innocence.

“So that’s a no.” They both shared a small 
chuckle at Nate’s ability to read her mind, and 
Christy quickly felt a stab of guilt.

 Putting someone in the friend zone was a 
cruel thing.  Christy knew Nate was attracted to 
her. The signs were always there, but the feeling 
was never reciprocated. Over the years, Christy 
had told herself that if Nate ever asked her out, 
she would accept his offer, but in the back of her 
mind, she knew no matter how much she tried to 
force herself into that relationship she couldn’t 
view Nate as anything more than a friend. There 
was something there blocking those feelings. 
Maybe, it was the scarcity of Nate’s whiskers, or 
maybe, it was the crookedness of his teeth. Most 
likely, it was deeper than that. 

Nate’s life was as just as pathetic and 
depressing as Christy’s. Neither he nor she 
knew their fathers, and neither of them had ever 
tasted luxury even for a minute. Nate lived in a 
trailer outside of town in the middle of nowhere. 
Christy lived in one of the many old shabby 
houses that were littered across town, enticing 
suckers with the low rent and even lower living 
conditions.

 Christy was waiting on that bench for 
someone to show up who was exactly like her.  
She was waiting for someone who could lift her 
from this place and carry her to a life of ad-
venture, a life of delicious crepes and beautiful 
moonlight strolls. She was waiting for someone 
who could challenge her mentally and physi-
cally. She was waiting for someone outside the 
clutches of this terrible town. 

The Picnic
[Continued from 79]
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cONFESSIONS OF A clOSET PROcRASTINATOR

One could define a procrastinator as a 
person who waits a few days to start 
an assignment. My definition of  a 
procrastinator is one who waits until 

the night before, or even the day it is due to 
start the assignment. Procrastination is a step 
by step process, and many take this process to 
the extreme, like myself. One should take into 
consideration that procrastination is easy to 
partake in and can turn into a malevolent habit. 
To succeed in procrastinating, one should follow 
this process. 

Mr. Cole assigned this essay on Monday, 
Nov. 10; it is now Sunday, Nov. 23, and I have 
yet to complete it. I am certain that many of  my 
peers are in the same sinking ship as well. The 
first way to succeed in putting off  an assign-
ment is to check social media; it is an immense 
distraction that sometimes digs me hours in the 
hole. I first check Facebook, which can take up to 
twenty minutes because it just turns into a creep 
fest. Next is Twitter, which takes up the major-
ity of  the time because one not only has to look 
through everyone’s tweets, but also must check 
the following: favorites, retweets, followers, and 
people who have unfollowed me. Last is Insta-
gram, which takes the least amount of  time; yet 
is quite interesting to see the pictures people 
post. After about an hour or two of  creeping, it 
is time to move onto the next task.

The second task is television. I never watch 
TV… that is until I have homework. “Law & 

Order SVU” and “Grey’s Anatomy” are fantastic 
shows to keep you in this procrastination bind. 
In order to watch these shows, it is essential to 
make an agreement with myself  to work on my 
delayed assignment during commercials, but 
let’s be realistic—it never happens that way. It 
just turns into me being several more hours in 
the hole. 

The third step to succeed in procrastina-
tion is cooking. It goes like this: first, get on 
Pinterest and find the perfect recipe that looks 
delightful; second, go to the store and get all 
the ingredients; and third,  it is time to prepare 
a four-course meal, and while that is in the 
making, I must formulate a batch of  sweet tea. 
Finally, the meal is ready, and now it is time to 
chow down, relax, and watch my favorite shows.  
Of  course, after eating, I must clean up the mess 
I made. 

Lastly, after having nothing more with 
which to distract myself, I must sit down and 
open a Word Document and get busy, since it is 
11:30 post meridian. I type my name and title, 
and can now reward myself  with a thirty minute 
nap. After the quick power up, it is appropriate 
to begin the essay. Thirty minutes pass and the 
long, procrastinated, thrown-together essay is 
complete. It is now 12:30 ante meridian, and it is 
apparent to me that this essay could have easily 
been done a long time ago, I have yet again suc-
ceeded in procrastinating. One could say I am 
becoming a pro… at PROcrastinating.  

I was trying out the new 
app I got and just started 
to draw an eye which 
turned into a face. I like 
the way the eyes look a 
bit watery, and I think 
I can see emotion on the 
face.

Klute’s aspirations are 
to go to art school and 
discover if  she can be 
successful in that line of  
work.

Mirana Heath 
Seneca 
High School
Silver 
Nonfiction	

Face
Olivia Klute
Carl Junction
High School
Honorable Mention
Digital Art 

The purpose of  my 
essay is to show how 
one should procrastinate 
correctly.

Heath plans on going 
to barber school in 
Springfield, Mo. After 
graduating, she plans 
on enrolling at Crowder 
College to get a nursing 
degree.
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A content half-smile was etched into 
Shirley’s face as she looked over the 
Christmas tree. Her gaze bobbed be-
tween each beautiful ornament, care-

fully scanning every one.
 The sight brought forth childhood mem-

ories of  Christmas morning. She remembered 
the feeling of  waking up, washed in a combina-
tion of  excitement and childish wonder, knowing 
presents awaited under the Christmas tree, gifts 
from Santa for good behavior. That feeling, so 
strong in childhood, died as she grew older, as it 
did in everyone, extinguished like a starving fire 
with no fuel left to burn. At that moment, though, 
it returned, more powerful than it had ever been.

 Just for that, putting up the tree had been 
worth it. Even so, it wouldn’t stay up for long. It 
was already Christmas Eve, and she would need to 
take it down again soon. 

 She sprawled out on the couch. Her gaze 
continued to run down the tree, admiring her 
work, but halted at the bottom, focusing on the 
empty patch of  carpet beneath it. There were no 
presents. 

 The realization that she would be spend-
ing Christmas alone dawned on her. Why had 
it taken her this long to realize this? She didn’t 
know. The smile disappeared from her face. There 
came a terrible sense of  dread, hitting like a piano 
dropped on the head of  an unsuspecting cartoon 
character, only without the comedic effect of  stars 
swirling around her head afterward.

 Someone had always been there to 
share it with her. As a young girl, it had been her 
mother. Her father had walked out on them before 
Shirley was even out of  diapers, but her mother 
had been more than enough. She raised Shirley 
alone, doing her best, and Shirley loved her for it. 

 Her mother wasn’t around anymore, 
though.

 Three years ago, a truck burst through 
a red light and slammed into the side of  her 
mother’s Ford Taurus at fifty miles an hour. The 
impact shattered her mother’s body, and she died 
shortly after the accident, before the Ambulance 
had even been dispatched. The truck had been re-
ported stolen, and the driver fled before the police 
arrived. He had never been caught.

 She met Darron that very same year, 
not two months after the funeral. Darron...the 
thought of  him sucked the cheerfulness from her 
body.

 After her mother died, he had been the 
one she spent Christmas with, and those were spe-

cial memories, moments of  happiness she would 
never forget, but she didn’t want to remember 
them. They were tainted.

 The image of  him and the blonde 
together was seared into her brain. That scene 
played in her head over and over again, a video on 
a loop. No matter how hard she tried to push it 
from her mind, it wouldn’t leave.

 Shirley would rather be alone than with 
him for even a second.

 All the good feelings she had experienced 
were gone now. Screw this, and screw Christmas, 
she thought.

 She picked herself  off  the couch and 
unplugged the Christmas lights. She took one 
last look back. Shadows decorated the tree now, 
collecting beneath the branches in thick black 
puddles. The only source of  light was the red 
glow of  a clock by the TV stand. 9:36, it said.

 Shirley slid into bed, burying her head 
into the pillows, and wept.

She woke a little after dawn, drenched in 
sweat. The beginning of  a headache was building 
in her forehead. A dim orange light shone through 
the gaps in the blinds, but otherwise the room was 
still fairly dark.

She yawned, and a moan slipped from her 
mouth as she stretched. Her arm reached across 
the bed, an instinctive motion learned after years 
of  sleeping with someone, but found nothing.

For reasons she didn’t know, an irresistible 
urge to peer beneath the tree crept through her. 
Perhaps it was because it was Christmas, and the 
child deep inside wished to see what Santa had 
brought. Or maybe it was out of  some masoch-
istic desire to re-experience the night before. It 
didn’t matter, since she had all ready made up her 
mind to look.

Her fingers grasped the warm covers, and 
she threw them off, swinging her feet to the floor. 
She stood and noticed for the first time how quiet 
it was. Even the familiar drone off  main street, 
the sound of  the early risers on their way to 
work, was eerily absent. Was it always like this on 
Christmas morning?

She stopped midway down the hallway.
The red and green bulbs which covered the 

tree flooded the room with light. The colors they 
produced were splashed all over the walls, bleed-
ing onto the television and furniture. Her face was 
reflected in the golden metal of  the star sitting 
atop the tree.

How could they be on now? Had someone 
plugged them back in after she went to sleep? Her 

dON’T BE AlONE ON chRISTmAS
Dylan Flint 

Neosho
Crowder

Honorable Mention
Fiction 

At some point, while 
listening to Christmas 
music, the thought of  
Santa Clause, of  him 

sneaking into your house 
in the middle of  the 

night and leaving some-
thing for you to find in 

the morning, seemed very 
creepy. I just sort of  ran 

with it from there. 

Flint is a student at 
Crowder, due to gradu-

ate in December. He’s 
currently studying 

Computer Science, but 
writing is a hobby he 

picked up to help pass the 
time.
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heart raced at the idea, pounding so hard it felt as 
if  it was trying to escape her chest. She pressed a 
hand against the wall to steady herself  and slowly 
retreated backward to the bedroom. Once there, 
she shut the door and locked it.

Her eyes searched for something to defend 
herself  with. She spied the softball bat lying in the 
corner next to the bookshelf  and picked it up. She 
grasped the rubber grip tightly in both hands and 
approached the door. 

Holding the bat felt good, instilled a sense of  
safety inside her. The time she got her first homer 
was one of  the happiest moments of  her life. 
She recalled watching the ball sail away through 
the air in disbelief, flying over the heads of  the 
outfielders, and over the fence. She hadn’t played 
in years, and when she had, most of  her time was 
spent warming the bench for the other girls. Her 
batting ability was the only reason she had made 
the team in the first place. She had acted as if  her 
life depended on every pitch, putting everything 
she had into each swing. That same ability was 
something she desperately needed now. 

Her hand touched the brass knob but didn’t 
unlock it. Maybe she should call the police. The 
thought hadn’t occurred to her before now. She 
mulled it over for a minute and eventually decided 
against it. Now that she had some time to think 
about it, she wasn’t so sure that someone else 
was there.  There were no suspicious sounds, no 
footsteps or anything that might hint at a human 

presence. She hadn’t seen anyone either. Besides, 
why would someone break in just to turn the 
Christmas lights on? Still, it was better to be cau-
tious. Why take the chance? She would take a look 
around, just to be safe.

The knob produced a subtle click as she 
turned it. With the softball bat leaning against her 
right shoulder, she stepped into the hallway again.

She went to the bathroom first, pushing the 
door open and flicking the light switch in one 
smooth motion. She raised the bat above her 
head, ready to beat down anyone who came at her, 
but there was no one. She slid open the shower 
curtains, beige colored with a black stripe running 
through the middle, and looked into the tub. It 
was empty, except for the curly strands of  black 
hair caught in the drain. Yuck, she thought and 
closed the curtains again.

As she turned to leave, a burst of  movement 
caught the corner of  her eye. A squeal erupted 
from her lips. She lashed out with the bat, bring-
ing it downward, and it slammed into the floor, 
digging into the black and white tile with a heavy 
thud. A few feet away, a mouse scurried across the 
floor, zooming by like the devil himself  was on its 
trail. She chuckled. Nothing here, only a fright-
ened mouse.

 Where the bat had struck, there was a 
small indention in the floor tile, and a series of  
small but noticeable cracks slithered outward from 

[Continued to 84]

Alec Fehring
Neosho Christian 
School 
Honorable Mention
Color Photography

I went out early in the 
morning looking for 
some good ice pictures. 
 I looked underneath of  
outdoor table and saw 
hundreds of  icecicles. 
With the sun rising in 
the background it made 
this picture more than-
just some ice formations.

Fehring has been a part 
of  photography for four 
years. He plans to attend 
Crowder in the fall.

Early 
Winter 
Morning
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it. She would worry about the damage later. 
The kitchen and the guest bedroom turned 

up empty as well. The closets, too.
“Maybe it was Santa,” she said to herself. 

“Giving me the present of  a high electric bill. 
How sweet of  him.”

After she was satisfied there was no one else 
in the apartment, she unplugged the Christmas 
lights again. A dim twilight blanketed the room, 
an effect created by the black curtains drawn 
across the living room windows. It gave the tree a 
sinister appearance, the darkness coating its limbs 
like a nightmarish dew.

She plopped herself  on the couch, setting the 
bat against the coffee table. Oddly enough, that 
inexplicable obsession with the tree still wasn’t 
sated. If  anything, being in the same room magni-
fied it, made it all the more powerful. A dreadful 
sense of  deja vu blew through her. This time, 
when she peered under the tree, it wasn’t empty.

A red box, decorated with green ribbon and 
bow, lay beneath the bottom branches. 

She walked to the tree and grabbed it. The 
box fit snugly in the palm of  her hand. The ribbon 
had reflective properties and looked like a piece 
of  paper thin metal. Her reflection showed in it, 

only it was madly twisted and out of  proportion, 
as if  she was staring at some mutant version of  
herself. It reminded her of  those strange mirrors 
at carnivals, the ones that altered your appearance, 
that made you look dangerously skinny or fat.

A small tag was stuck to the wrapping, the 
name Darron hurriedly scribbled across it in black 
ink. She recognized the handwriting. It had his 
familiar sloppiness, featuring a number of  thick 
jagged lines and faint swirls that gave it an almost 
childlike quality. 

Gooseflesh spread across her body. Had he 
broken in while he slept and left this here? He 
wasn’t here now, that’s for sure. But why? Was 
giving this to her so important to him that he 
would be willing to go to jail for it? She consid-
ered tossing the box into the trash, but her curios-
ity kept her from going through with it. What is 
it? she wondered.

She tugged the bow apart and slid the ribbon 
off. Her fingers then began to work at the red 
paper, scratching it to shreds with the tips of  her 
nails. Without the wrapping, it was just a small 
wooden cube. It was comprised of  an upper and a 
bottom section, each bolted together at the back 
and held shut by a small golden latch at the front. 
Her name was engraved onto the top in cursive.

She opened the box. Her eyes grew wide as 
she stared inside, and she screamed.

The
Unsolved 
Solution
Tiffany Durbin

Carl Junction High 
School

Silver 
2D Media

Durbin is a devout 
Christian and philoso-

pher, currently working 
on grauduating high 

school with honors and 
an associates degree. Her  
art flowers from instinct, 

wit, and transformed 
mistakes. 

When I made this piece, 
I drifted off  into an 

imaginative state as I 
drew. This is a reflection 
of  my inner rainbow of  
thought, put on paper in 

black and white.

Don’t Be Alone on Christmas
[Continued from 83]
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The autumn rain came rushing in,
to drown the sunset sky.                               

Fleeting rays reach through the clouds, 
as if  to wave good bye.                                   

I hear the sirens screaming,
and loudspeakers call my name.

The streetlights mock me with their glow,
laughing at my pain. 

Thunder rumbles off  the coast,
completing this stormy day.

I notice tears running down my face, 
my world fading to gray.

I can almost hear the ocean, 
over the roar below.

One year has passed since you left,
for reasons I’ll never know.

You left me here to live my life, 
in sorrow and guilt alone.

A hole shaped like you inside my heart, 
a pain I’ve never known.

You said we’d be “forever”,  
and nothing would change your mind.
That you’d be there holding my hand

until the end of  time.

But forever must be different, 
in your mind than it is to me.

For if  you meant forever, 
by my side still you would be.

We had dated for 3 short years,
and it didn’t take long to see.

That you were more than just a girl,
but the one that I’d marry.

I had already purchased the ring, 
and planned to take you on a date.

Your favorite restaurant down on Melrose, 
I said “7, don’t be late”.  

I remember I arrived at your house, 
and text that I was there. 

But no response, to my text or my call
sent my mind plummeting into fear.

I knocked and knocked to no avail,
seen your car still in the drive.

WEIghT OF ThE WORld 
Andrew Chartier 
Carthage
Community
Silver
Poetry

Eventually I heard a scuffle, 
coming from the other side.

“Don’t come in!” Your words ring out,
like stabbing in my ears.

I thought “She’s with another man”,
which was my deepest fear.

I barge in to see you walking,
on the balcony up above. 

You descend the stairwell majestically 
in the yellow dress that I had loved.

Your blonde hair in loose, infectious waves
the sunset dancing in the curls.

Your lips crimson like fresh blood, 
your neck adorned in pearls.

Your shoulders remained uncovered, 
the dress hugged tight as can be.

It’s times like that I’d stop and think, 
“How did you fall for me?”

Your eyes they seemed to stop the world,
beaming brilliantly blue.

Right then nothing else mattered to me, 
except for me and you.

The words to say escaped my tongue, 
as I mumbled “You look perfect tonight”.

The way you smiled and swayed down the stairs, 
confirmed that I was right.

Who would’ve thought at that time and place, 
that was the night that we’d end.

Or that would leave me shattered like glass
alone in my own dread.

The restaurant was completely crowded,  
but our table reserved for two.

When you moved to the table marked for us
all attention turned to you.

Dinner went without a hitch,
the champagne did ease my stress.

I dropped to a knee, grabbed your hand tight, 
and reached for the pocket on my chest. 

I pulled out the ring I choose for you, 
as everything slowed to a freeze. 

I exclaimed my love, and stuttered the line
“Will you marry me?”

“The darker the night, 
the brighter the stars. 
The deeper the grief, the 
closer is God!”  (Fyodor 
Dostoyevsky, Crime and 
Punishment). This poem 
is a testament to the 
human mind, heart, and 
spirit, along with the 
effects grief  and sorrow 
play on an individual’s 
mentality.

Chartier is a 22-year 
old groundskeeper 
who enjoys writing, 
playing bass guitar, and 
spending nights at home 
with his wife and pet 
goat. 

[Continued to  86]
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Without a thought but with a thrill 
you said “Of  course, My Dear!”

We stood and kissed and to my surprise
spectators began to cheer.

A storm had just dropped anchor, 
and tried to spoil our engagement night. 

But we knew deep down that this night was 
ours, 

and for us we’d stand and fight.

We reached our car laughing soaking wet, 
you grabbed my hand and said, 

“I promise Babe, I’ll never forget
this night until I’m dead”.

The drive through town was tranquil,  
the purple sky and clouds fought overhead.

But your terrified scream drowned out the rain
“Babe stop, the light is red!”

The brakes locked up and began to screech,
and I prayed that I wasn’t too slow. 

I looked over to see semi-truck lights
illuminating you in their glow. 

Everything slowed to a sudden stop, 
and your eyes connected with mine. 

You looked at me with tear filled eyes
knowing this would be the last time.

The noise was overwhelming, 
my car whipped demented all around. 

The glass and maps, cell phones and blood 
began to trickle to the ground. 

The silence then came beckoning,
people calling 911. 

I looked over to see your blank eyed stare, 
and knew that death had won.

Your dirty blonde and blood stained hair, 
outlined your gashed up face. 

The glass had got the best of  you,  
your blood danced down with grace. 

The entire door was in your lap, 
and your body broken in shame.

The paramedics arrived, but it was no use, 
I sat screaming your name.

They felt your neck, found no pulse, 
but this nightmare just cannot be true.

For if  this world was just at all,
I should be dead, not you. 

Your sternum broke and pierced your heart,
later they would say.

You left me with cuts and a broken leg, 
and a broken world still to this day.

You were just a bystander,
but I committed the crime.

The fact that I killed you My Love, 
has not since left my mind.

They labeled it an accident,  
and I was free to go.

But deep down inside, my hate for me, 
began to rapidly grow.

A thunder cloud grumbles
and brings me back to my pain.

The crowd has now reached hundreds,
despite cold October rain.

This wretched existence I call myself, 
does not deserve to live. 

So to my guilt and my hatred for me
my life to you I give.

My parents speaking loudly, 
from the ground looking up at me.

I wonder deep down do they even care?
If  so, let me be free.

Free from this guilt and free from this pain
that has haunted me since that day. 

And leave us to be together once more
“forever” like you used to say.

Your voice comes in the wind to me, 
as clear as a summers day.
“Come join me in eternity”

I hear your voice say.

So with that thought I take the leap that will end
the despair known as my life.

And I know when I pass, I’ll see you again, 
My Love, My Darling, My wife.

The fall seems shorter
than I thought it would be, 

as I feel my legs break then my knees. 
My head hits the ground, blackness closes in.

Through marriage to death I am free.

[Continued from 85]
Weight of the World
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Old Time
Breely Pilgrim 
Carl Junction
High School
Bronze
B&W Photography

It helps you see the beauty 
in vintage things.

Pilgrim, a freshman, 
loves the outdoors and 
animals and would like 
to rescue and help shelter 
animals.

Zoe Rosenthal
Golden City
High School
Gold
Poetry 

He implies that I do not photograph well
I admire the frames around my existence any-

way.
Elegant women with mouths full of  pearls
Hands full of  roses, eyes full of  mischief

Me, expecting in black and white.
Me, laughing in color.

Me, admiring him through a too-clear lens
I found perpetuity in the pop of  flash bulbs

Our relationship is captured by the media
Isn’t it nice how they try to sway our votes?

He wipes my tears away with undeveloped film
“You will only regret the ones you don’t take.”

Slinky smiles, slipping out of  frames and off  of  
walls

Into the print, into coffee-stained newspapers
I could rave on, darling

But you would take another picture.

Memories, frozen in time
When did being photogenic become an art?

Your lips to mine, captured
In the blinding flash of  the photo booth.

Rosenthal is a high school senior looking to pursue a 
degree in Criminal Justice Administration as well as 
Public Relations. 

PhOTOgRAPhS

In a society flooded with 
media, I find myself  
pondering how often 
people stop to take a 
picture.
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Spirit Ball
Jacob Dalton

Anderson
Staff

3D Art
I wanted to convey the 
meaning behind people 

and the world they’re 
connected to.

Dalton is a former art 
major who enjoys ex-

pressing himself  through 
many artistic outlets.

[Upper Right]

Sydney
Johnathan Leach

Carl Junction High 
School

Gold
3D Art

I was wanting to 
move my art to a more 

professional style.  

Leach enjoys sculpting 
and digital art. 

Tranquil 
Thoughts

Katelyn Hurriman
McDonald County

High School
Bronze
3D Art 

I got my inspiration from 
the aquarium in my house. 

The sounds of  the water 
and the beautiful colors 

made me want to recreate 
its beauty in a different 

form to share the feelings 
it brought me.

Hurriman plans to go 
to college to become a 

nurse. Though art is not 
her career choice, it will 

always be her passion.

[Bottom]

[Left]
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This publication is designed annually by Crowder College students enrolled in Comm 111, 
Magazine Production. Text was set in Bell MT 10 point regular. Story titles were set in Ko-
zuka Gothic Extra Light. Other fonts used include Arial, and Myriad Pro.

The Crowder Quill was produced using Adobe Photoshop, Illustrator, and InDesign CS5. 
The magazine was printed in the Crowder College print shop on the Neosho, Mo., cam-
pus. The cover stock is Sappi Flo Gloss Digital Cover 11 x 17 80 lb. 7TP coated, and inside 
pages are on 11x17 70 lb. white Husky Opaque Offset Domtar. 

Funding of the publication comes from the college as a means to provide a cultural link 
with the community and for an outlet for creativity and expression.

For the 2015 contest, 1071 entries were received, and 108 awards were presented in a 
public ceremony and poetry reading May 7, 2015 on the Neosho campus of Crowder Col-
lege.	Award	winners	were	published	and	received	cerificates,	with	Quill	alumni	recognized	as	
part of the 35th anniversary celebration.

The magazine is a compilation of winning entries in literary and art categories:
» Nonfiction: Essays, character sketches and other true-to-life writings should be limited 

to 1800 words.
» Fiction: Clear	plot	development	and	well-defined	characters	are	expected;	also	limit	of	

1800 words.
» Poetry: Whether free verse, blank verse, rhymed or metered verse, poetry should make 

a point, state emotion, or relate an experience.
» Digital Art: This graphic art category includes computer-generated art or extensively 

manipulated photographs in order to create special effects. Photography with only minor 
adjustments should be entered in one of the photography categories. 

» Black and White Photography:	Entries	may	be	reproduced	from	film	or	digital	files	with	
only minor corrections and adjustments.

» Color Photography:	Film	or	digital	files	that	emphasize	vibrant	color	reproduction	are	
sought. 

» 2D Traditional Media: original paintings, drawings and hand-made prints including 
pen, pencil, woodcut, etching, screen print, charcoal, oil, colored pencil, pastels, and acrylic 
creations, both black & white and color. Entries may also be scanned and uploaded.

» 3D Art: includes pottery, ceramic, sculpture, assemblages, recycled materials and reliefs 
that protrude at least 1/8 inch off the surface.  Photographs of the art (front and side view 
required) may be uploaded online instead of bringing the art for judging.  

ABOUT THE CONTEST

COLOPHON

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Cindy	Brown,	Public	Information	Office	|	Jon	Finley	and	Marsha	Welch,	Print	Shop	
Travis Christensen, Lights and Sound | Gary Jones and crew, Great Western Dining
Mark Kalmbach, Melinda Rantz, and crew, Maintenance | Madison McDonnell and 
Celina Hernandez Information Desk | Eric Deatherage and Jennifer Johnson, Lee 
Library | Susie Murphy and Clara Brodeur, Communication Department 

For more details about the contest and an entry form, 
go to www.CrowderQuill.com.

Special thanks to the following individuals and departments 
for making this publication and contest possible.»

»
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2015 CROWDER QUILL CONTRIBUTORS 
The	magazine	is	a	compilation	of	winning	entries	in	fiction,	nonfiction,	poetry,	pho-
tography, and art from aspiring authors, artists, and photographers. Entrants gener-
ally reside in the communities within a 100-mile radius of the ten Crowder College 
campuses in southwest Missouri, including Cassville, Neosho, Nevada, McDonald 
County, and Webb City. They may be high school students, Crowder College stu-
dents,	or	community	members.	The	employees	of	Crowder	College	are	classified	as	
“community” in order to avoid competition with Crowder students. 
Each	entry	includes	an	artist/author	statement,	which	is	a	short	reflection	from	

contributors about their goals or reasons for writing a particular piece as well as in-
sight into the creative process, inspiration, or subject matter of their entries, as well 
as a biographical statement. For graphic entries, the technical process is included, if 
provided.

There were 90 individuals published, including staff entries. The contributors, 
divided by division, hail from the following cities and high schools:

CROWDER STUDENTS AND COMMUNITY MEMBERS
Aurora | Bella Vista, Ark. | Carl Junction | Carterville | Carthage | Cassville
Diamond | Granby | Joplin | Lockwood | Monett | Neosho | Nevada 
Noel | Pineville | Reeds Spring | Seneca | Springdale, Ark. | Webb City

HIGH SCHOOLS
Carl Junction High School | Neosho home school | East Newton High School 
Golden City High School | Lockwood High School 
McDonald County High School | Neosho Christian School | Neosho High School  
Seneca High School

2015 TRAVELING AWARD
This special award is presented to the most-winning high school for its entries in this 
issue. The award is calculated on points: gold winners count as four points, silver as 
three, bronze as two, and honorable mention as one.

» 1st Place: Carl Junction High School
» 2nd Place: McDonald County High School
» 3rd Place: Seneca High School

»»
»»

»»
»»

»»
»»

»»
»»
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DEDICATED TO JON FINLEY
“I’ve been here almost half my life.” Since July 10, 1987, Jon Finley 

has blessed Crowder College with his talents in printing and graphic 
design as print shop supervisor. His dedication and servants’ heart are 
apparent to everyone around him as he accepts nearly every last-
minute request with a smile. This 35th Anniversary Edition will be the 
last Quill that Jon prints prior to his retirement in the Summer of 2015.

“When I was looking through the options at VoTech I saw ‘Airplane 
Mechanic’ and I thought, ‘well that would be pretty cool,” recounts 
Finley, “but the lady came back to me and said, ‘that class is full, what 
do you think about printing?’. I didn’t even know that was a job at the 
time, but I said ‘Sure, that sounds good too!”

After graduating, Jon spent a year working the print shop at the 
Oklahoma Board of Education, before spending several years in 
construction in Cleveland, OK. 

Working with graphics was still his passion, however, as he began 
applying for jobs in the local newspaper. Finley spent 14 years working 
with printing, layout, and design at the Cleveland American Weekly 
before stumbling upon “a little ad in the Tulsa World for a printing 
position at a little college in Neosho, Mo.”

After being interviewed for the position, he was offered the job on the 
spot, “with a 10¢ raise to $6.35 before I even started.”

Though times and technology have changed greatly since then, Jon’s 
dedication to quality has proved unwavering and invaluable.
Jon	plans	to	spend	his	retirement	doing	more	field	work,	disaster	

relief, and church planting for the Jehovah’s Witness church.

Jon has printed the Quill since the Fall of 1987, which 
totals about 50 editions. He personally designed 
many of the covers.»


