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     Everyday, we immerse ourselves in an 
overwhelmingly social world, clinging to the 
concept that we are born with the innate instincts 
that will carry us successfully throughout our adult 
lives. We do not, however, stop to ponder if  we’re 
even half  as tuned into the world and people 
around us as we like to believe (or hope to be). 
     As an ice breaker activity for my Social 
Psychology course our professor had us do a 
simple exercise where we went through a list 

of  what we all believed were concrete social 
concepts and raised our hands to indicate whether 
or not we believed them to be true. The results 
were unanimous and non-impressive at first, as 
everybody raised their hands in agreeance to the 
ideas we all thought were obviously true, and kept 
them down when we were sure an idea had no 
accuracy about it.         
     These ideas our professor listed were ones that 
have been instilled in us from the very beginning—
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things we look to as “second nature.” The results, 
however, became much more interesting to the 
class at the end of  the activity as the professor 
revealed that every single idea that we’d gone over 
and whole heartedly believed to be true turned out 
to be false (and vice versa.) 
     So, this got me thinking: If  we, as young, 
aspiring intellectuals and avid learners attending 
a massive University, do not understand nearly 
as much as we let on about the world and our 
social constructs, how lost is the rest of  the world? 
We truly are just improvising most of  the time, 
especially as we experience new contexts and 
situations, having to build on our previous schemas 
and learn as we go. I asked students here at the 
University of  Alabama through a survey how 
much they agreed with a few selected statements 
and instructed them to rate each from 1-10 (1 
being completely disagree and 10 being completely 
agree). Let’s explore some of  these ideas that are 
thought to be fairly concrete in our society— ideas 
that we’ve all probably heard a thousand times—
and see if  any truth (and just how much truth) lies 
in them. 

What The **#@$!! Did You Say?
     Let’s begin with one social misconception 
that I am passionate about, as it directly applies 
to me on a personal level; the statement reads 
as this: “People that curse more frequently are 
more intelligent than people who do not.” The 
consensus from the survey was moderate, with the 
average score being a 4. The result scoring less 
than 5 indicates that people as a consensus tend to 
disagree, that in fact many believe that people that 
swear often lack vocabulary, intelligence, or are 
unable to express themselves in a less offensive way.     

     The truth, however, is quite the opposite. I 
read an interesting study in the field of  Language 
Sciences performed by psychologists from Marist 
College where they tested the correlation between 
these two variables: intelligence and swearing. 
They had the volunteers think of  as many words 
beginning with a certain letter of  the alphabet as 
they could in 1 minute—a task they believed would 
reflect verbal fluency. 
     For the second task, they asked volunteers to list 
as many different swear words as they could think 
of  in 1 minute, forming the theory that this would 
reflect “swearing fluency.” As it turns out, people 
with greater language skills can generally think 
of  more examples in the allotted time (in both 
tasks), and volunteers that performed poorly in 
one task also did poorly in the other. Psychologists 
concluded that a big vocabulary of  curse words is 
a sign of  higher rhetorical skill.
     So, if  we know that a correlation between 
swearing and high intelligence is present, let’s think 
about why that relationship exists. One theory as 
to why highly intelligent people curse frequently 
is this: “We choose to swear in different contexts 
and for different purposes: for linguistic effect, 
to convey emotion, for laughs, or perhaps even 
to be deliberately nasty.” (Stephens, 2017). This 
covers several explanations; however, it treats 
swearing as a device and neglects to acknowledge 
how our context impacts our “swearing fluency” 
and focuses on cognitive processes. This theory 
considers how people attempt to portray 
themselves rather than how swearing is often an 
unconscious aspect of  our vocabulary.
     Another theory takes in to account one’s 
upbringing, putting emphasis on the idea of  
“monkey see, monkey do.” This theory focuses 
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more on the “nurture” side of  the “Nature vs. 
Nurture” debate. I personally put a lot of  stock 
into this theory, as I grew up in a household where 
no words were off limits or “taboo.” This being 
said, when I swear in certain situations, I must be 
conscientious and often have to remind myself  that 
this may surprise or even offend certain people 
that had a different upbringing, as others often 
invest a lot of  power in these words, something 
that my family does not. Because of  this, I’m often 
labeled a “Sailor Mouth” or “Potty Mouth” by 
my friends or people I meet, when in reality, I’m 
just exercising the vocabulary I grew up with—not 
trying to stun anyone or be “deliberately nasty.” 
This being said, I am a highly intelligent and 
academically motivated person… I just love to 
f*$#ing swear.

Come Here Often?
     One concept that we all seem to agree on is 
this: “All things being equal, the more often we 
see someone’s face, the more we grow to like the 
face.” This notion actually scored the highest on 
the survey, indicating a collective agreeance with 
this idea, landing at a 7. Scientific research on 
the theory strongly favors this idea as well, and 
is actually an established concept in the world of  
Social Psychology. This psychological phenomenon 
is known as the mere-exposure effect, a concept 
by which people tend to develop a preference for 
things merely because they are familiar with them. 
So why does this happen? It’s not as if  a person’s 
face becomes less ugly the more often you see 
them; you simply have an improved perception of  
them, causing you to have more positive opinions 
on them as a whole. 
     From my experience, everybody in college has 
those people that they “know from class”—you 
know what I’m talking about: “Carry from Com 
Studies” or “Blue rain boots from Psych.” A lot 
of  these people we’re naturally impartial to which 
makes sense; we know nothing about them and 
therefore shouldn’t have strong judgements or 
prejudices about them. However, for whatever 
reason, sometimes we meet someone and just 
immediately dislike them based on looks alone. 
Don’t lie—everybody does it. This can often 
change throughout the semester, however, the 
more we see these faces. We usually begin to 
dislike them less and less the more we see them 
and may actually start to enjoy seeing a familiar 
face, especially on such a big campus where we’re 
exposed to so many UNfamilar faces on a regular 
basis. This phenomenon sheds new light on the 
saying “proximity is key.” If  you want someone to 
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like you or notice you, simply insert yourselves into 
their contexts and show your face— Eventually 
they may start hating your face less! 

Opposites Attract
     Since I was a kid, I’ve always heard the 
saying “Opposites Attract.” In my mind, this 
has never made the slightest amount of  sense, as 
the similarities between my closest friends and I 
overwhelmingly outweigh our differences. Beyond 
this, I rarely get along with people whose attitudes 
and priorities are wildly different than my own. So, 
if  we want our close friends to reflect ourselves, 
where did this idea begin? 
     Psychologists and relationship specialists 
speculate that this fascination with people that are 
different than us tend to excite us and we gravitate 
towards others out of  needs and desires that are 
unfulfilled in our lives. Some of  these desires could 
be to experience greater connection, security, love, 
support, and comfort, and can be found in people 
just like us. However, other desires such as the 
need for adventure, freedom, risk, challenge, and 
intensity can often only be found in people that are 
very much unlike us, especially in binary traits like 
extroversion versus introversion. Polar opposites 
generate a “tension of  the opposites” that produces 
the passion that sustains, deepens and enlivens 
relationships. (Bloom, 2014). 
     This idea that opposites attract does have some 
scientific research to support it, however there is 
a very fine line between a passionate and exciting 
relationship with another person versus one that’s 
problematic and quarrelsome. This statement 
on my survey scored a 5, so most students here 
at UA understand that this “rule” that opposites 
attract varies case-by-case. Often the differences 

that at one point in a relationship generated the 
excitement that gave the other person his/her 
appeal eventually become the source of  arguments 
and complications that lead to the inevitable 
termination of  romantic relationships. We must 
be conscientious when choosing our romantic 
partners, as having too much in common can 
be dull, whereas too many differences can be 
troublesome. 

Where I’m Going with This
      As young, social creatures, we must make it our 
responsibly to take advantage of  what we know 
of  how the human mind works and actively put 
ourselves into situations and make power moves 
to achieve our goals. Whether we like it or not, 
one’s tendency to frequently swear (or not) sends a 
particular message and acts as a catalyst for others 
to begin forming judgments on intelligence and 
make assumptions. With this in mind, it is crucial 
that we remember to be deceptive when we must 
and exercise our different selves in different settings 
to be effective (keep your audience in mind!) I also 
encourage you to get your face out there (so people 
start hating it less), try not to fall for your long-lost 
twin OR your anti-you, and get s*#t done! 
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Guns and violence, it’s all you’ve ever known
Your face is worn and in your eyes it’s shown

We meet again and your hard shell starts to break
so gentle and caring my heart starts to shake

How could it be, the boy I know
risking his life, my true hero

He tells me not to worry it’s only a year
but here I sit letters in hand, drowning with fear

Never did I think a flag could mean so much
until the one I love I can no longer touch

You are with me always
though our future now strays

With liberty and justice for all
I still try to stand tall

I pray for this country, I pray for you
but mostly I pray to get over these blues

Move on they say, it’s been over a year
yet I’ve heard it all before I say with a tear

Red, White, and Military Blues

by Sidney Serff
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     Adulthood is hard to quantify. For sex and 
cigarettes, it’s 18. For alcohol, 21. President of  the 
United States? 35. Never so much has the phrase 
rang true: “Age is just a number baby,” only this 
time it’s not directed at a buxom barmaid by a 
man with a suspiciously receding hairline. Is it the 
age that defines the man or the man that defines 
the age, and what does it mean to truly “act one’s 
age?” The answers to these questions are really 
quite simple and all the same: nothing. Quite 
frankly, adulthood is a myth. 
     Adulthood has long been marked by 
recognizable indicators, beginning with the growth 
of  hair in new places, and culminating with filing 
taxes as the head of  household. The first key 
indicator that comes to mind when thinking of  
adults is independence. After all, when a child 
envisions an adult, independence is the first thing 
they see after vertical stature. An adult is the 
master of  the house sans bedtime. An adult can 

have ice cream for breakfast and twizzlers for 
lunch. Adults possess the skill necessary to harness 
the fearsome metal beasts known as automobiles 
and are allowed sit in the front seat, although the 
cool parents have been known to occasionally 
indulge their offspring. 
     However, as incredible as they are, children 
simply do not understand a lot of  complicated 
things such as differential equations, the concept 
of  quiet, and importantly adulthood. Children 
often see the best of  adults. Between their parents, 
relatives, teachers, and neighbors they have 
the unfortunate disposition of  predominantly 
being exposed to adults who have their act 
together. These poor children are taking a tour 
of  adulthood akin to visiting Paris and exclusively 
traversing between the Four Seasons, Eiffel Tower, 
and Louvre, bypassing the exposure to open street 
toilets. 
     Independence has long been held as a key marker 
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of  adulthood, the kids were not completely off their 
mark. It makes sense that a man who has his own 
home is the king of  the castle. Being the homed 
king he is, he must certainly be at least competent 
enough to properly feed himself  and hold down a 
steady job. Unfortunately in the twenty-first century, 
many of  these kings are 
nothing but pretenders 
to the throne of  their 
forefathers. 
     A staggering 40% of  
18-24 year olds reported 
living with their parents 
or guardians in 2016.  
This number stands in 
sharp contrast to the 
reported 25% of  the 
Baby Boomer Generation 
(born 1946-1964) during their analogous timeframe.  
The origins of  this shift are multiple and complex, 
with the largest fingers being pointed at the Great 
Recession of  2008-2009 and subsequent mortgage 
crisis. Student loan debts have also been indicated 
as well as a social shift of  prolonging marriage and 
“growing up” for lack of  a better term. Perhaps 
these young naïve Peter Pans are simply not 
ready to leave the nest and enter a world without 
participation trophies, where leaving one’s dishes in 
the sink does not sufficiently count as cleaning up. 
     A certain type of  young people have always 
lived with their parents beyond the culturally 
appropriate-seeming age. Often characterized as 
lazy, unambitious, and juvenile these “basement 
dwellers” have long been the butt of  many jokes. 
However, that paradigm has shifted in favor of  the 
new normal and that perspective is not the domain 
of  the “basement dwellers,” rather their younger 

familiars who grew up with that experience. 
Generation Z, those born during the mid-1990s to 
present are beginning to come of  age and entering 
a world shaped by the influence of  their older 
Millennial siblings (born 1980 to 1994). Student 
loans are bad, iPhones are good, Netflix is king, 

and adults are living with 
their parents. 
     The result of  this is 
most likely one of  two 
possible outcomes. The 
first of  which being the 
erosion of  independence 
as a hallmark of  
adulthood. Generation 
Z may follow in the 
footsteps of  their elders 
and inherit the basement 

throne, after all why not? It’s the new normal. 
The other option is the diametric opposite, a 
galvanization effect with Generation Z embracing 
the idea of  independence and reclaiming it as 
a facet of  adulthood. Indeed, Generation Z 
has shown signs of  reverting to behavior more 
similar to generations multiple steps back than to 
their Millennial Generation peers. Generation Z 
has reclaimed High School Prom as a romantic 
tradition, eschewing the going-as-friends notion of  
Millennials, and opting for traditional dates. 
     Indeed, even the humble Prom date and 
prerequisite “Promposal” define the changing 
nature of  relationships as a factor of  adulthood.    
The single key that defines an adult relationship 
in nearly every culture on earth is the institution 
of  marriage. Holy matrimony has often been 
used as a defining feature of  adulthood, as child 
marriage is generally frowned upon. Census data 

“Enter a world without 
participation trophies, 

where leaving one’s 
dishes in the sink does 
not sufficiently count 

as cleaning up”
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shows the median age of  a first marriage has 
shifted from 22.8 years old for men and 20.3 for 
women in 1960 to 28.7 and 26.5 respectively in 
2010. This dramatic shift marks a near decade free 
of  domestic bliss for twenty-somethings, and has 
implications on the idea of  adulthood. 

     Pushing marriage back nearly a decade also 
has implications on families and children. While 
societal perceptions may be subject to change, 
human biology is not. Offspring produced by 
women under the age of  thirty and men under 
forty have far less health and developmental 
risks.  Taking the median age into account gives 
modern women a scant 3.5 year ideal window 
after marriage to have children, as opposed 
to the nearly triple 9.7 year window in 1960. 
Eventually, this increasing age of  marriage and 
child-rearing is inevitably going to hit a biological 

law of  diminishing returns. Generation Z is 
the frontrunner for this impact, and may even 
experience a reversal as a result of  more favorable 
economic options than the Millennial Generation.  
     Economics play a vital role in relationships 
and the concept of  adulthood. By far the most 
successful generation in modern history, the Baby 
Boomers, who set the benchmark for the modern 
concept of  adulthood came of  age during the most 
favorable economic conditions perhaps in history, 
the post-WWII boom. Generation X (born 1965-
1976) rode the ripples of  the boom as well and 
many came of  age during the favorable Wall Street 
boom of  the 1980s and bull market of  1990s. 
The Millennial Generation however was not so 
lucky, entering the workforce during the Great 
Recession of  2008-2009 and subsequent mortgage 
crisis. This, coupled with student loan debt for 
many members has defined the existence of  this 
generation and accounted for their “delayed 
adulthood.”
     However, the up-and-coming Generation 
Z may change the precedent. This generation 
of  ambitious youngsters are beginning to enter 
the workforce under very favorable economic 
conditions. On April 25th, 2017, the Dow Jones 
Industrial Average surpassed 20,000 points for the 
first time in history, something previously thought 
impossible by some and gained an additional 
2000 points by September of  2017. Nearly a year 
after the United States elected Donald J. Trump 
as president, the Dow Jones Industrial Average 
surged 24.7 percent, a rate of  growth second only 
to that of  Franklin Delano Roosevelt in 1932. A 
year since Election Day, the S&P 500 as well rose 
a staggering 19.2 percent, with the NASDAQ 
increasing over 21 percent. These stock numbers 
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are a clear and undeniable sign of  a roaring bull 
market, with Generation Z being in the right place 
and right time to enter the ring and embrace the 
role of  matador. 
     This robust economic climate will inevitably 
play a large role on the meaning of  adulthood 
going forward. While there will still be certain 
barriers to independence, they will be far lower 
for Generation Z than the preceding Millennial 
Generation. It seems entirely possible that 
Generation Z’s adulthood may more closely 
resemble that of  the Baby Boomers than the more 
recent Millennials. However, economics are only 
one part of  the equation. 
     Another recent shift in the perception of  
adulthood comes not from economics or social 
concepts, but from medicine and healthcare. The 
average life expectancy in the United States is 

around 79 years old, an all-time high.  Roughly 
0.2% of  the United States population (around 
75,000 individuals) are 100 years old or more.  It 
is an indisputable fact that people are living longer 
and healthier lives than ever before, which has 
a large impact on life stages, such as adulthood. 
A proportional increase to each life stage seems 
a reasonable adjustment for a longer life span. 
This results in prolonged adolescence, which 
can potentially be considered a pushback of  
adulthood and a connection into delayed maturity. 
A quantifiable effect of  this on healthcare was 
the Patient Protection and Affordable Care Act 
of  2010, known as Obamacare, which includes a 
clause allowing those under the age of  twenty-six 
to stay on their parents’ health insurance.  The 
significance of  this is the recognition of  a twenty-
six year old legal dependent, an idea previously 
unfathomable. The legal age of  adulthood and 
independence are increasingly blurred. Perhaps 
those legally considered to be adults are simply 
rectifying their increasing lifespans proportionately. 
     Unfortunately, the metrics of  adulthood are just 
that: metrics. There are some things they simply 
cannot measure, most critically the mental state 
of  adulthood. This mental state is the underlying 
foundation for all things adult. It can be shaped 
and modified by societal trends, but will always 
serve as a key to what makes an adult. The mental 
state is powered by an internal motivation to 
succeed. This motivation cannot be pushed by 
parents, friends, or mentors, it must come from 
within. Perhaps, the results of  an individual’s 
endeavors may not meet expectations, but the 
underlying motivation is what truly defines the 
adult mentality. 
     The vehicle of  success in this case is abstract, 
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as it means different things to different people. 
Many of  the same metrics of  adulthood can also 
be applicable, but happiness itself  is an added 
factor and byproduct of  success. Someone may 
be of  legal age, but unless they pursue success and 
happiness they cannot be an adult. An individual 
falling into this category is more akin to a sponge 
or urchin; a juvenile contend to let the waves of  
time and life wash over them and soak up residual 
matter without making any attempt to swim, 
regardless of  the risk of  sinking. The second 
paragraph of  the Declaration of  Independence 
reads “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that 
all men are created equal, that they are endowed 
by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, 
that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit 
of  Happiness”  The legendary founding father and 
later President, Thomas Jefferson, assigned the 
unalienable right to the pursuit of  Happiness to 
adults, not children. This key defining facet of  the 
adult mentality has long been a piece of  American 
history, and rock upon which the nation was built. 
     Each generation makes its own distinctive mark 
on adulthood. The mark can be shaped by social 
and economic factors during the generation’s time 
of  coming of  age, such as the Post-War Boom 
for the Baby Boomers, the Great Recession for 
the Millennials, and the Trump Boom for up-
and-coming Generation Z. However, biology 
and reproduction are also constraints and factors 
shaping the mark. Just how much of  an impact the 
ascending Generation Z will have on the future of  
adulthood is something to behold. The generation 
grew up wary of  the failures of  the Millennial 
Generation, but also normalized with many of  
their associated trends. However, the generation’s 
social attitudes and economic conditions differ 

greatly and many in fact align more with the Baby 
Boomers. 
     Quantitatively, adulthood is a myth. While 
metrics can measure correlating aspects of  it, 
they can never capture it completely as adulthood 
is more than just numbers. Qualitatively, the 
underlying mentality and internal motivation to 
succeed persuing happiness is what truly defines 
adulthood. While what exactly this means can 
differ wildly between individuals, it is the spark 
that ignites the flames of  adulthood. 
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Prettier eyes, fuller lips,
flatter stomach, thicker hips.
Better grades, nicer car,
with all of  this, she sets a high bar.

I know I am enough,
but next to her, it gets tough.
In myself: I am confident,
yet I see her as my opponent.

Will he notice me before her?
Or her before me?
If  he were to choose me,
could it really be?

Another opponent, will she come for my seat?
Another one I will have to try and beat.
Will I be enough to amount to the rest?
Can I remain the best?

By: Danielle Davis

Self-conscious
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     Nearly everyone alive today has an idea of  the 
1950’s, 60s, and 70’s, yet how many of  us lived 
through those decades? For those of  us born in 
the 1980’s and onwards, we rely on collective 
memory to understand the society and culture that 
preceded us. However, is collective memory the 
same thing as history, are they interchangeable? In 
other words, is history based off collective memory, 
or is collective memory a degradation of  a realistic 
view of  history? Was every college student in the 
60s and 70s part of  the counterculture? Were the 
1950s truly free of  divisiveness both in the home 
and in the streets? Did everyone’s father really act 
like Archie Bunker?
     To get a better understanding of  how the ideas 
of  my peers (those who grew up in the 90s and 
onward) reflect collective memory, I published a 
poll asking varying questions about both a general 
idea of  “the good ‘ole days” and more specifically 
their ideas about each of  the decades making up 
the second half  of  the 20th century. When asked if  
there was a such thing as the good ‘ole days, eighty 
percent of  respondents answered yes. When asked 
what generation reminds them of  the good ‘ole 
days, a majority, forty percent answered the 1990’s. 
Immediately, it would seem that a person’s idea of  
the good ‘ole days is tied in some way with their 
early childhood, or infancy. For most of  my peers 
including myself, very few substantial memories 
are held about the 1990s. This led me to believe 
that collective memory has played a role in shaping 
my peers’ idea of  the 1990s and the previous 
decades in which they were not alive.  
     These polls are reflective of  the general 
attitudes and notions towards the second half  of  
the 20th century and collective memory, but it is 
important to understand how collective memory 
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forms, and who is responsible for its construction. 
Then, it’s important to know where collective 
memory diverges from history, if  it does at all. 
Finally, we must ask what role collective memory 
plays in our modern American society and culture. 
Is it a necessary function, or a primordial urge 
that has yet to dissolve from our current mental 
construct? 
     The idea of  collective memory was first 
researched by Maurice Halbwach in his 1950 
book “Le memoire collective (The Collective 
Memory).”  Halbwach recognized a difference 
between looking back on the past, and truly 
reliving it. However, Halbwach never defined the 

term collective memory, but rather glossed over 
the idea of  misconstruing the past for personal 
mental satisfaction. Halbwach argued that because 
looking on the past is a dreamlike act, the person 
imagining it can dream up an idealist past without 
consequence. He writes, “What are principle 
traits that distinguish our present society from the 
society in which we immerse ourselves in thought? 
First, the latter does not impose itself  on us and we 
are free to evoke it whenever we wish. We are free 
to choose from the past the period into which we 
wish to immerse ourselves.”  Halbwach explains 

the biases that inherently go with drumming up 
the past, such as idealizing one’s status, or position 
in the world. However, he does not explain how 
collective memory is able to bleed its way culturally 
into newer generations who are constructing that 
past for the first time. 
     Barry Schwartz, a modern sociologist answers 
our question of  intergenerational collective 
memory through institutional iconography. 
Schwartz argues that our collective memories of  
events and decades we did not live through are 
both created and reinforced by certain institutions, 
such as museums, magazines, newspapers, and 
film to name a few. Schwarz explains that because 
the ideas of  history are summed up through 
institutional symbols, they are rarely given 
drastically new meaning, thus creating continuity 
in the collective memory of  the past. Aaron Beim 
in his essay, “The cognitive aspects of  collective 
memory,” explains this by saying, “While newly 
remembered historical events or previously 
remembered events infused with new meaning 
change the meaning of  a collective memory object, 
Schwartz argues that collective memory does not 
(and cannot) go through drastic transformation.” 
     Take for example the famous photograph 
taken of  a newly returned sailor kissing a woman, 
celebrating victory in Japan. This photo is 
arguably one of  the most important snapshots 
of  World War II. Schwarz argues, that however 
much historical context we discover as a society, 
the image of  celebration will always play a key role 
in our mapping of  what it was like immediately 
after World War II. In other words, no matter 
how much concrete historical fact we gather, such 
as the thousands of  many who came back with 
PTSD and physical disabilities, the idea of  all out 

“Like many facets of 
life, you can’t tackle 

the problem of 
collective

memory by using 
absolutes”
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our cultural institutions, really in charge of  our 
collective memories? It isn’t fair to say that cultural 
and governmental institutions are constantly 
looking to misconstrue the past for their own gains. 
     However, it would be rudimentary to 
believe there isn’t always at least a hint of  bias 
surrounding our institutions, in the same way 
Halbwach wrote that bias clouds our own personal 
judgements. Writing about the inherent biases 
active in modern day governments, Keith Wilson 
writes, “Governments have never taken the view 
that they, and what they regard as their property, 
the official records of  the governance of  the state, 
exist for the sake of  historians. If  anything, and 
especially so far as recent international history is 
concerned, the collective view of  governments has 
been that the situation has been, and must remain, 
the other way around.”  
     So, it would seem, as both Wilson and Schwarz 
would argue, that our collective memories are in 
fact based off the symbolism and iconography 
handed down from us, from inherently bias 
institutions. However, Beim, who I have mentioned 
before, believes that collective memory is not 
only passed down and controlled by powerful 
institutions, but is shaped equally by historical 
facts catalogued by historians and the subjective 
iconography produced by government and non-
governmental institutions. 
     So, is collective memory a bias that has no 
place in the American memorial canon? I don’t 
believe that is true; like many facets of  life, you 
can’t tackle the problem of  collective memory by 
using absolutes. Collective memory is a rallying 
cry, and an important way for Americans to 
compartmentalize complex interpretations of  
history. If  the institutions that create collective 

celebration will overshadow that because of  the 
importance laid in institutional iconography. It is 
also the case that the misogyny and harassment 
blatantly depicted in the photo, where a strange 
man throws himself  upon an unsuspecting woman 
in public view, is hidden and forgotten because 
of  the amount of  historical significance the 
photograph has garnered. 
     There are obviously flaws in a society that 
places more stock in institutional symbols over 
historical facts. One such flaw being the multitude 
of  biases such institutions have, whether they be 
monetary, or for public relations reasons. Similarly 
to the way Halbwach called out the personal 
biases that arise when looking at past experiences, 
biases also cloud societies iconic symbols. So, are 
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memories feel both compelled and obligated to 
represent history in an objective manor, then 
images, and stories that become collective memory 
are not necessarily a bad thing. However, this 
is a slippery slope, and just as every person has 
their own bias, so do the institutions that create 
collective memory. 
     The question that arises is whether every 
person must become a student of  an era to fully 
understand that era. Do I have time to study the 
1950’s, in a way that will allow me to understand 
the social and culturally nuances of  that period? 
Probably not. So, it is with great responsibility 
that institutions create iconic images, and it is 
important for those of  us who do understand 
the realities of  a time or event, to speak out 
when those realities are blurred through bias and 
misunderstanding. It is no secret that many use a 
misinterpretation of  history for political gains, and 
it is no secret that many of  those people belong to 
institutions that many know and trust. However, 
if  society is to allow only the more satisfying 
images to be remembered and retold for political 
gains, then society must be willing to live with the 
consequences of  today. 
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So this is what it is to be a goddess
Not to split open Pandora’s box
To poison the world in a breath
And paint the sea the color of  death 
Not to be borne of  battle with a man’s blood 
Copper on your lips – busted and bruising
Not to lay waste with wrath, to raze land  
To raze lives, to raze all held dear in one blow
No.

No, this is what it is to be a goddess 
To have a god on his knees before you 
Mouth at work, at worship
With your fingers buried in ebony curls
With his fingers bruising sacred thighs

Yes, this 
This is it, your lips purpling underneath his 
Your lips purpling under lust, love 
The air squeezed from your throat 
Without notice because those eyes 
Those eyes that flash mossy in a strange luminescence 
Lock on you, consuming the undone sight of  you
Sparking with light, with hunger
No mortal man may ever match 

This is it, is ecstasy 
This man hovering over you
Cradling your warming body against his
Without a word between you
Bury your agonized face in his shoulder 
Bury yourself  in him - to have his hands 
Running up the curve of  your ribs
Dancing down the slope of  your spine 
Pressing hair back from your face to see you -
Have you ever been seen by a god?
It turns you holy. 
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It turns you heavenly,
Turns scarred skin to marble 
Raises you to a pedestal in a temple 
Paints you in colors that make cathedral ceilings paltry
Makes you into mosaics that would shame the Moroccans 
And God would be appalled if  He could see us 

If  He could see His own creations tainted this way 
His perfect man on his knees for another
His fallen woman wailing, wanton, wanting
As we build this babbling tower on bedsheets 
Our holy land where we plant ourselves 
Stretching towards heavens never meant for us 
He would cast us out, break our bodies
On this barren earth for our heresy

But does He know that this is what it is,
What it takes to make a goddess?
To crack your bones back into place
To soothe your scraped skin 
And lie tangled with your god again
Dampening the earth the only way you know how 
Coating your skin and his in dust and sin
Bruising and breaking yourselves against one another?

Frantic and feeling and forgetting the old religions 
Clawing your way out of  hell into his hands
Into the heart encased in that sturdy chest 
Drenched in sweat and love
A god taking part in acts of  unholy worship
You draped in his arms while he studies you
Watches you glow and glisten and transform, 
Seen by god, and a holy goddess for it 
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     When you think of  Atlantis, you probably 
think of  a magical underwater utopia or a tech-
nologically advanced civilization hidden under 
the sea. Our modern pop culture has trained us to 
associate the lost city of  myth with superheroes like 
DC’s Aquaman or Marvel’s 
Namor the Submariner, 
both half  human Atlantean 
princes torn between sea and 
land who can command the 
sea with magic. Or perhaps 
if  you are a little older, 
you remember the Disney 
version of  Atlantis, a city 
threatened by earthquakes 
and tsunamis saved by magic 
and preserved beneath the 
ocean. But contrary to popular culture’s depiction, 
the original Atlantis was not full of  magic and 
mer-maids. In fact, if  it actually existed, it may 
not have even sunk to the bottom the ocean at all.  
     There are only two historical records of  the 
existence of  Atlantis. If  they were written by any 
other author, the story of  a lost city, drowned 
into the sea would be dismissed as a myth. But 
the accounts of  Atlantis were written by the 
famous Greek philosopher Plato, giving weight 
to its probable existence. Over the centuries, 
historians and archaeologists have tried and failed 
to prove the lost city was real, but still the myth 
has persisted. Whether or not the tale is true is up 
for debate, a likely theory is that the story was a 
cautionary tale about how easy it is for a society to 
fall (2). But the detail with which Plato describes 
the lost city leaves many clues behind that could 
point to probable locations, and puts Atlantis 
higher up on the “likely to exist” scale than the 

Fountain of  Youth or the Lock Ness Monster. 
     In his works Timaeus and Critias, Plato says 
Atlantis’s founders were demigods who cre-
ated a utopian society and made it into a great 
navel power. He describes the city as a series of  

concentric islands separated 
by moats and connected by 
a canal that ran from the 
outermost ring to the capital 
city on the center island. 
These islands also contained 
gold silver and a plethora of  
exotic wildlife. The tale says 
that Atlantis was lost beneath 
the waves, drowned by the 
sea, but a recent theory put 
forth by German researcher 

Michael Hubner says that Atlantis was only 
briefly sunken underneath a tsunami wave, which 
destroyed the city before receding back to sea. 
His proposed location for Atlantis - the coast of  
Morocco. Hubner narrowed it down to Morocco 
using the geographic clues about the city, 51 in 
total, that can be found in Plato’s work. The city 
had to have been near the sea, outside of  what 
Plato calls the Pillars of  Heracles (which many 
scientists believe to be the Strait of  Gibraltar), 
it had have mountains to its north, a ring like 
structure, elephants as a part of  its wildlife and 
be no further than 3,100 miles from Athens since 
that was as far as Alexander the Great’s military 
conquests went. After plugging the clues into 
a computer program, a spot on the Morocco 
coastline about 250 miles south of  Casablanca 
stood out. 
     There, in a ridge in the Atlas Mountains, 
seven miles from the sea, Hubner found a natural 

“Contrary to 
popular culture’s 

depiction, the 
original Atlantis 
was not full of 

magic and mermaids.”
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inland depression and a desert basin surrounded 
by foothills and with a small mound at the center, 
surrounded by three concentric riverbeds - a 
geographic set up that matches Plato’s descriptions 
of  the city as an island surrounded by alternating 
rings of  land and water. Plato had recorded the 
islands precise measurements and its distance 
from the sea and Hubner’s Morocco site comes 
pretty close. The measurements for the diameter 
of  his outermost ring and distance of  his capital 
from the Atlantic Ocean varied by only about 
10 percent from Plato’s numbers. “On paper, at 
least, he made a compelling case,” author Mark 

Adams wrote in his book Meet Me in Atlantis: My 
Obsessive Quest to Find the Sunken City. Adams became 
interested in Atlantis while studying Plato, realizing 
the philosopher was the sole reputable source for 
the city’s existence. 
     One of  Plato’s best clues, according to Adams, 
is his description of  the city’s circles as being 
made of  black and red stone, a sight Adams told 
National Geographic he was surprised to see 
when he went to Morocco. “Michael Hubner 
and I walked across the desert and, sure enough, 
there was black and red striped stone. Then he 
took me to the edge of  the Sahara desert, and 

Adams concluded that Atlantis was most likely located in present-day Morocco.Mark Adams wrote a book chronicling his search for Atlantis.
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walked me up the hillside. Lo and behold, there 
were these concentric circles on the edge of  the 
desert, and just a few miles away was the Atlantic 
Ocean.” The other specification made by Plato 
was the exact dimensions of  the city’s temple 
located on the center island which Hübner told 
GQ lines up with his proposed location. “On that 
hill in the center is where I found the ruins of  the 
gigantic temple. You can check for yourself  the 
measurements. They are almost exact with the 
story of  Atlantis.” 
     This isn’t the first time Morocco has been 
suggested as a location for Plato’s lost city, it was 

first suggested as far back at 1868 by French 
natural historian Dominique Alexandre Godron 
and a number of  scientist in the years since have 
backed the idea as well. One researcher is Jonas 
Bergman, who supports the theory by comparing 
the topography of  Morocco with Plato’s original 
descriptions of  Atlantis. The biggest concession 
to claiming Atlantis was in Morocco is the 
interpretation of  what Plato meant when he said 
that “there occurred violent earthquakes and 
floods; and in a single day and night of  misfortune 
the island of  Atlantis in like manner dis-appeared 
in the depths of  the sea.”  Did the city completely 
sink beneath the sea? Or was Atlantis was merely 
devastated by a tsunami wave big enough to 
level the city, destroy its population, and wash its 
infrastructure into the sea?  
     There’s actually some science to back up the 
latter. The Souss-Massa region in Morocco (where 
Hubner says the city was) is prone to seismic 
activity. A 1960 earthquake in the region flattened 
its capital of  Agadir and killed 15,000 people. An 
earthquake could have created a large tsunami 
that laid waste to Atlantis and its people before 
receding. Morocco has not been a traditional site 
of  exploration for those searching for Atlantis 
(most theories place the city at sites closer to 
the Mediterranean Sea), but Plato’s description 
gives a pretty wide berth with 3,000 miles. One 
reason why the Morocco theory is so new is that 
archeology in the Souss-Massa region or Morocco 
has been limited. The monarchy “owns all land 
in Morocco and hadn’t shown much interest in 
preserving pre-Islamic ruins.”  In an odd twist of  
fate, Morocco was the location of  shooting for 
BBC fantasy series Atlantis during its run from 
2013 to 2015.

Plato is credited with creating the myth of  the sunken city of  Atlantis.
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     Complicating the search for the city is the 
very real possibility that “Atlantis” might not be 
just one place. While the level of  detail employed 
by Plato helps ground his tale in reality, he may 
have been borrowing from an amalgamation of  
real world events to craft a parable that conveyed 
his philosophical teachings, according to James 
Romm, a professor of  classics at Bard College 
in Annandale, New York. “He was dealing with 
a number of  issues, themes that run throughout 
his work His ideas about divine versus human 
nature, ideal societies, the gradual corruption of  
human society—these ideas are all found in many 
of  his works. Atlantis was a different vehicle to 
get at some of  his favorite themes.” Romm isn’t 
alone in that theory. National Geographic recently 
teamed up with filmmakers Simcha Jacobovici 
and James Cameron for a documentary called 
Atlantis Rising, in which Jacobovici and teams of  
researchers attempt to track down the lost city. In 
the documentary, Cameron mentions how tales of  
Atlantis have captivated him since childhood, but 
also expresses doubts that they will find the actual 
city. “I feel it’s a science fiction story. I feel that it’s 
a parable. It’s a moral and ethical parable and he’s 
drawing from different things and their collective 
record. He’s piecing it together. You know, as a 
science fiction writer, you call it world building.” 
     Whether it was in Morocco or just in Plato’s 
mind, the story of  Atlantis continues to endure 
and inspire. The idea of  it pops up constantly in 
movies, television, fantasy novels and comic books. 
Plato’s vivid descriptions of  the city have captured 
the imaginations of  scientists and mass audiences 
alike for thousands of  years. Will one location ever 
be considered the definitive, actual site of  Atlantis? 
Who knows. For every contender that appears, so 

does evidence to cast doubt upon them. Perhaps 
on some level it doesn’t matter if  it was a real 
place or not. Perhaps our own interpretations of  
Atlantis, however fantastical they may be, will be 
the closest we will come to the real thing. Perhaps 
the real joy is in the mystery and the search. Or, 
as Mark Adams put it in a column for the New York 
Times, “Everything Plato wrote — including the 
story of  Atlantis — underscored his conviction 
that the purpose of  life was to search for truth. I’d 
just have to keep looking, no matter how many 
beaches I needed to visit, no matter how much 
grilled octopus I needed to eat.” 
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Born within the earth, every night is new.
Renewal of  thoughts and beliefs from the day before,
a bat within the depth of  darkness coming out into a world of  mystery.
Unable to see past her imperfections on the outside,
the place within herself  is an unknown universe;
never to be visited by a stranger 
and too scared to be explored every night by one.
Eyes are blurred from the truth,
all she can do is listen.
Seeing everything in a haze makes it hard for her 
to fit in with everyday life.

Flying through the vast moonlit sky,
opening up to the fresh air and vivid stars.
During the night, when most are blurred from 
reality,
she is awake; 
no longer scared of  the dark.

By Alicia Keasler  

Nick Bigger  | Milkman | digital photograph

An Abstract Reality
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Walking the Streets of Jackson, Ohio 
     as an Unwanted Visitor
Walking the streets bare footed,
unadulterated.
Used to belong here;
a fragment of  the apple city.

The city smells of  carnival food
corn dogs, greasy pizza, funnel cakes, 
devours you, the moment your feet
hit the pavement of  downtown. 

Head spinning like teacups,
spin faster and faster
and the air shoots through your hair
you can’t see; 
remnant of  the faces of  childhood friends
those who no longer exist. 

Shoot-A-Duck,
water Gun,
the Milk Bottle game,
consume little boys’ brains
when their tiny fingers lock around
the barrel of  an unshielded gun.

Their blood is left everywhere;
in the faces of  their family.
You’re at the top of  the Ferris Wheel
clenching the cold steel bars
and the blood runs out of  your face.

You are as pale as 
the cackling, sinister clown
across the road
who looks a little too long
at the children trotting by

He doesn’t belong here
and his eyes lock on yours.

By Samantha Huff
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     Jackson, Ohio is a small town in Southern 
Ohio with a population of  6,397. The city where, 
“We make things happen!” Although the only 
notable thing worth mentioning about Jackson is 
the Jackson County Apple Festival. The Jackson 
County Apple Festival is a festival to celebrate the 
apple. An entire week dedicated to a fruit is the 
town’s biggest achievement. The townspeople pour 
their money, attentiveness, and desires into a large 
copper pot stirring a red thick paste into a fiery 
cinnamon apple butter; the only town with the 
recipe! Even though it comes out tasting like you 
accidentally mixed in a whole box of  Red Hots 
with a fresh fruit butter. 
     The more money you pay into this small 
society the more popular your name becomes: 
Blankenship, Winchester, Evans, and Shasteen. 
They don’t relay to newcomers that Evans killed 
his wife, Winchester paid off contest judges so his 
overweight daughter could call herself  County 
Queen, and Shasteen rigged the sheriff’s election. 
And they say nothing happens in small towns.
 In times of  desperation everyone likes to pretend 
like they care. So, when two little boys are involved 
in a murder-suicide suddenly everyone knows the 
family and cares about the family and is absolutely 
torn apart by the news. Yet the Conservative 
ran town refuses to acknowledge that, according 
to CHOP Research Institute. In 2014, 2,549 

children (age 0 to 19 years) died by gunshot and an 
additional 13,576 were injured. On June 23, 2013 
two brothers named Austin Wiseman and Blake 
Campbell became a statistic.

Minute delicate fingers wrap around
the cold barrel of  the unprotected.
His brother gawps at him in awe.
“What is it?”
The older brother turns
and says, “let’s find out”
before the glint of  childhood
could leave their eyes
the life inside, did instead.

     You can’t know how the little boys felt in the 
moment. The only way to know is if  you were 
them, in that fleeting moment. As those fifteen 
minutes of  fame have past, people go back to 
their lives unconsumed, yet you stand by utterly 
consumed, obsessed. You become a child again. 

“Sadly enough, the most 
painful goodbyes are the 
ones that are left unsaid 
and never explained” - 
Jonathan Harnisch
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You sit in the teacups at the Apple Festival and 
grab ahold of  the cool steel bars under your 
fingers, the night sky whipping the cool Ohio 
summer air through your hair. You twist and turn 
and churn the wheel faster and faster and you feel 
the pit of  your stomach lurch in excitement/fear; 
all the same in high adrenaline moments. You 
think this could have been similar to what Austin 
felt in that moment. Looking at his brother’s head 
bent back, spewing blood against the door, against 
the frame of  the fireplace, against your own face. 
You taste metal in the back of  your throat because 
you’re sick from the thought and you realize this is 
what blood tastes like.
     You force yourself  onto the Ferris wheel, even 
though you’re aware you are afraid of  heights. 
Your stomach drops and color drains from your 
face. The anticipation makes your chest burn and 
your head light. You imagine you are Blake. Forced 
into a situation you didn’t know you should fear, 
but it drains some life out of  you. 
     You stand constrained against steel bars and 
your hands sweat as you grip onto them tight, as if  
your life depends on it. You are propelled into the 
air spinning faster and faster, the Round Up. You 
imagine you are Austin again. Knowing your life is 
held in the hands of  steel. 
     The worst part is: while you’re out here trying 
to feel what they felt, you are living the life they 
should have. Children deserve to be at festivals 
riding rides and having fun. Those feelings of  
fear and excitement shouldn’t end with you in 
the ground, they should end with the night filled 
with funnel cakes and hidden sinister clowns. Red 
balloons and ketchup on corn dogs. Not blood 
pooled throughout an entire bedroom. Shoot-
A-Duck is just a game that ends in giant stuffed 

animals and wasted money. Not wasted lives yet 
unlived. Your grandparents should skip in glee 
when they see your smiling faces not convulse in a 
puddle of  their own tears in dread and heartbreak. 
It could be any of  you. Any of  me. Any of  us. 
Because either way there’s still 1.7 million of  
us still living with unprotected, concealed or 
unconcealed weapons. According to Children’s 
Hospital of  Philadelphia Research Institute, “1.7 
million children live with unlocked, loaded guns - 1 
out of  3 homes with kids have guns.” Unlocked or 
not, things happen. The kicker here is when you 
realize that this gun was protected; shielded from 
the four blue eyes that aspired to play. Yet nothing 
stops little boys from getting what they desire. We 
will go to the ends of  the earth to get what we 
need to be most shielded from. Citizens outcry! 
Where were the parents! It’s common for twelve 
year old’s to be left alone, they are frighteningly 
ambitious – those preteens. They are still children. 
Responsible for their own lives yet when left to 
their own devices accidents happen. This was just 
that: an accident. 
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Emily Weichel  | Protected Places | digital photograph
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Brutality

~No more judging in my street clothes
no more judging through the peepholes
no more dollars to the strip poles
no more dollars through the club doors
we as people like to forget
we sit around and vent
while smoke hit the vents
you paid all your bills
I’m late on my rent
you laugh and throw hints
you see my hardship
you add your two cent
that can’t pay my rent
my lights are turned off
my water won’t rinse
the tears out my eyes
for begging for a fix
the folks I speak are White
not Black
that’s the twist

By Kendall Huff
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61… 62… 59… 60… 

     Jake Miller watched the speedometer from 
the corner of  his eye, amused as the arm danced 
around the small dashes surrounding 60mph. It 
wobbled back and forth, unable to decide how fast 
it should go. Cornfields surrounded them on both 
sides, creating a drab, unending landscape. He 
could easily fly down these roads without worrying 
about the consequences.

60… 62… 63… 65…

     How fast dare he go? Next to him in the 
passenger seat, Kayla was complaining about 
something. This was nothing new of  course, as 
Kayla was always complaining about something. 
She was gesturing wildly with her hands like a 
lunatic, a look of  unadulterated disgust wiped 
across her pinched face. Jake didn’t need to look 
over at her--he knew this face well. He hated it 
with a passion, the way her nostrils flared and her 

cheeks darkened. Sometimes she worked herself  
into such a rage, spittle flew everywhere. Yet for 
some reason, nothing disgusted him more than 
her pissed-off tone. Kayla’s lips danced a fiery 
tango, stinging and scorching all whom her words 
touched. More often than not, these barbs were 
directed at him.

64… 66… 67… 68… 

     “Slow the hell down Jake,  Jesus Christ! Are you 
trying to kill us both?” Kayla grabbed at the wheel, 
causing him to swerve. “If  you don’t slow down, 
I’m driving! Got it?” The arm of  the speedometer 
quickly returned to 60mph.
     “Yes dear.” 
     “Now as I was saying, I can’t believe…” 
     Jake returned to tuning her out. How could 
she be so mad during the holiday season? As they 
barreled down the interstate towards his family 
home in Iowa, his mind wandered to tomorrow’s 
festivities. It was a Miller Family Tradition that 
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the Turkey Bowl be played at 10 a.m. sharp on 
Thursday morning. Several neighborhood families 
and childhood acquaintances always showed up, 
allowing them to play seven versus seven with 
several substitutes. Jake always loved playing, 
although he was never very good.
     “Jake? Are you even listening to me?” Jake was 
quickly jolted back to reality, hearing the anger in 
her words.
     “Of  course.”
     “Then what did I say?” Shit. Did he risk 
guessing? Jake weighed the pros and cons in his 
head.
     “Of  course you weren’t listening, when do you 
ever listen? I don’t know why I’m marrying you. 
You never listen, you don’t care what I have to 
say--”
     “I do, babe, I really do. I was just noticing that 
we are running low on gas, that’s all. I promise I 
was listening.”
     “Whatever.”
     “Could you please keep an eye out for exit signs 
with a gas station?”
     “Whatever.” 
     Jake sighed, “Thank you Kayla.” The silence 
that followed was both wonderful and terrifying. 
Cornfields faded away as Jake merged onto the 
highway, growing closer to Iowa City.

     November was a rough month. Kayla had been 
in a particularly nasty mood after being fired from 
a small communications position with a business 
near Cincinnati. That day, she’d nearly driven her 
car through the garage door-- cussing, screaming, 
and crying as she walked inside. She claimed the 
company had no reason to fire her, arguing she 
had been “a model employee for the past year 

and a half.” While Jake didn’t doubt Kayla had 
given her best, lately he’d begun to question just 
how good her “best” really was. An email left 
open on their computer described her as “lazy, 
undisciplined, and disrespectful to both customers 
and employees.” Ouch.
     After her “surprising” dismissal, Kayla rarely 
left the house. She went on online shopping sprees, 
spending both his and her hard-earned cash on a 
new wardrobe, completely ignorant to the fact that 
a payment on the house was due soon. Where had 
the intelligent, responsible girl he’d met at school 
gone? It had only been two years since they’d 
graduated and six months since their engagement, 
but Jake hardly recognized this woman whom he 
claimed to love.
     To his credit, Jake tried his best to make Kayla 
happy. He insisted she have a nice dinner party 
with her old sorority sisters, even offering to cook 
for them. Reluctantly, she’d agreed--worried that 
she would feel embarrassed or self-conscious about 
their less-than-lavish lifestyle. The party ended 
up being a drunken nightmare, in which Kayla 
and several other women got violently ill from too 
much wine and liquor. At 24, these women had 
yet to learn any sort of  self-control. When Jake 
confronted her on what happened, Kayla turned 
it around on him, claiming they’d only gotten sick 
because he’d undercooked their food. Yet most of  
the women (Kayla included) hadn’t even made it 
past salads before staggering to the bathroom and 
throwing up all over the floor.
     What was he doing? Was he happy? Glancing 
over at his fiancé, he noticed that she was pouting. 
Her thin frame was pointed towards the window, 
chin raised with indignation at his admittedly poor 
listening ability. Her brown hair fell like an elegant 
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waterfall down her back, yet reeked of  perfume 
and dry shampoo. Though he couldn’t quite see 
her face from his angle, Jake knew that she had 
drastically overdone her makeup. She wore a 
long sleeve shirt with a designer sweater vest and 
Ugg boots, the essential uniform for Midwestern 
women during the fall. On her wrist she wore 
the name-brand watch Jake had gotten her for 
a birthday, and around her neck a slim bronze 
necklace from some guy sophomore year whom 
Kayla insisted had been “just a friend.” He had 
gotten her plenty of  other necklaces, yet she always 
seemed to choose this particular piece. Why? Jake 
couldn’t wrap his mind around it.
     “See any signs for a gas station yet?” Silence. 
Whatever, he thought in Kayla’s voice, that’s all 
she would’ve said anyways. “Did you remember 
to get a bottle of  wine like I asked so we aren’t 
showing up empty handed?”
     “Excuse me?” This got a response.
     “I asked you to get a bottle of  wine yesterday, 
did you get one?”
     “No! No, Jake, I didn’t! You know why? 
Because you said you were getting the wine! That’s 
what you said.” Calmly, Jake turned to her and 
gently laid a hand on her leg.
     “No sweetheart, I remember you were on the 
sofa watching Mad Men when I asked. You said 
that you would get one this morning before we left. 
If  you didn’t, it’s ok, we can stop and-”
     “No! Don’t put this on me!” She slapped his 
hand away, hard. “You forgot. And now we’re both 
going to look like we don’t care.” She sighed. “You 
know; I didn’t even want to come anyways. I hate 
driving all the way to stupid Iowa instead of  just 
celebrating here. Your mom is going to be super 
judgemental regardless, and your brother’s going 

to sit around telling stupid jokes. He’s kind of  an 
ass, to be honest. Also, I think your dad would 
be too busy checking me out to even notice we 
brought wine.” Now it was his turn to be silent. 
What could he say?
     “I see.” 
      Kayla returned to pouting, recognizing she had 
done sufficient damage and need not say anything 
else. After about ten minutes of  silence, a sign 
on the side of  the road caught Jake’s eye. It read 
“Iowa City, 10 miles.” Perfect. Kayla reached over 
and turned on the radio, which erupted in static. 
She flipped through station after station, finding 
nothing but more static.
     “Is there a single station in this craphole of  a 
state?” Jake shrugged in response. She let out an 
aggravated groan.
     When Jake finally reached the exit for the gas 
station, he was done. He was beyond angry--he 
was pissed. Finding fault with him was one thing, 
but talking that way about his family crossed a line. 
Prior to their engagement, his parents had tried 
to warn him about Kayla. One evening, they’d sat 
him down at the kitchen table and gave it to him 
straight. His mom spoke first:
     “Honey we know you love Kayla, and we 
respect your wishes entirely. However, we… we 
don’t think she’s any good for you. Not one bit, 
actually.” She then turned to his dad. “Herb?”
     “She’s a nut case, son. Have you ever stopped 
and really looked her in the eyes? She’s got those 
‘crazy eyes’ that you kids always used to joke 
about. We love you, but we think this might be 
a mistake.” Jake had stormed out of  the house 
then, furious his parents dare talk that way about 
the woman he loved. Later on they’d apologized, 
saying they were out of  line and offering his 
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proposal their blessing. Yet as he pulled into the 
gas station, he began to wonder if  he’d been a bit 
blind. Jake parked the car, popped open the tank, 
and began refueling the car. While he waited for 
the tank to fill he pulled a twenty dollar bill from 
his wallet.
     “Honey, if  I give you cash can you go inside 
and grab us a couple sodas and a bag of  chips? 
Whatever you’d like to eat, I’m not picky.” She 
huffed, took the money, and went inside. Jack 
screwed the top back on the gas tank and shut 
the door. He returned to the driver’s seat and 
buckled his seatbelt, a feeling of  lightheadedness 
overcoming him. A plan was forming in his head-
-did he dare? He checked his rearview mirror. 
Seeing no sign of  Kayla, he started the car. A rush 
of  adrenaline overcame him, leaving his fingers 
tingling and his stomach aching. Could he do it? 
He knew for a fact that one of  Kayla’s close friends 
now lived in Cedar Rapids, only a half  hour from 
Iowa City. Her phone was nowhere to be found, 
meaning she had a way to get a hold of  her. 
Maybe, Jake could pick her up on the way back? 
     Jake checked out the window again. Still no 
sign of  Kayla. He put the car in drive and slowly 
inched towards the gas station exit. She would kill 
him for this, he thought, but did he really want 
to be with this woman? Sure, he loved Kayla--
but this was not Kayla. Whoever this person was, 
Jake needed to get the hell away. He took a deep 
breath. This moment had the potential to change 
his life. He looked back one last time, saw nobody, 
and turned out of  the lot. This was his life too. It 
was time to reclaim what was his.

     Freedom. Jake rolled down his windows and 
tasted the air, feeling both sick and revitalized at 
the same time. He turned on the radio, found his 
favorite station and blasted it loud. They were 
playing a song he’d never heard before, but he 
sang along anyways; simply celebrating the fact 
that he once again had a voice. No more verbal 
abuse, no more running up the credit card bills, no 
more of  her bullshit--even if  it was just for the time 
being. Jake would get to play in the Turkey Bowl 
and have a traditional Miller Family Thanksgiving 
without worrying about what one of  her annoying 
friends said on Facebook or who else had just 
gotten engaged. It had been a long time since he’d 
smiled like this. 
     He was free. Cornfields blew past him on either 
side of  the road, seeming to wave him on through 
the final leg of  his journey. In his mind’s eye, Jake 
could picture their family home. It had been nearly 
6 months since he’d seen his mother or father, as 
he’d gotten so caught up working to try and pay 
the ever growing list of  bills. No longer would this 
be the case--when he arrived home, there would be 
some changes. Yet for now, Jake was satisfied with 
the open road and the endless possibilities that 
came with it. As he drove, his eyes drifted down to 
the speedometer.

62… 65… 67… 70… 
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Tell me if  you were confused back in May.
You were not the cold, self-seeking man you are today.
And you had not yet captured my heart just to throw it away.

I swore to you by your welcomed words that you were medicine, my frantic mind cured.
You swore to me by your soothing smile that you were a gift, my gift for a while.
The road swore to us both by your pitying eyes that you had taken yourself  by surprise.

Who is this man accumulating success, falling for a girl accumulating a mess?

The promising prince raised to be proper will be remorse to have become a pauper.

The suffering girl you dreamt to save to have been your only kryptonite.
I too was surprised by the gift of  your care, a medicine in the night.

A prince has lost his damsel,
The damsel her will,
And I- I think that there are voices shouting lies in my head,
That my strength is crumbling like bread,
That the gift is not the gift and the prince is not the prince.

What does one do when they’re left with a mess after falling for a man that fell for success?
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     My mother use to always tell me to get good 
grades, and don’t misbehave or the creatures in 
the grove would come for me on the one day a 
year they grew legs and walked among us like they 
were human and not some eldritch horror. Okay 
she didn’t say “Eldritch Horror” but the way she 
and many others described them was very Eldritch 
Horror-ish. 
     No one could agree what they looked like. 
My mom said they were eight-foot-tall shadow 
creatures with arms and fingers that were equally 
long. Isaac Jones’ father said they looked like 
children but their hair was impossibly long and 
moved on its own. When we were in 4th grade, 
Emilia Harris swore up and down she escaped 
from one and it morphed into a bunch of  different 
creatures. I think she got that from Pennywise the 
Clown.
     For the first eleven years of  my life this tale 
frightened me, more so after Emilia, so I got good 
grades. I didn’t misbehave. Then I turned twelve 
and while my grades stayed the same and I was 
still a good kid, I didn’t put much stock into it 
anymore. It was a good story to hear the adults 
tell with their own close encounters at community 
barbecues but that was it. 
     That changed when I turned eighteen. I was an 
adult and I figured these creatures wouldn’t want 
me, especially if  they were a version of  Pennywise 
the Clown, and if  they did I was confident I could 
escape quickly enough. I tried to get my best friend 
Micah to come but he was too afraid.

      “Micah,” I whined as I laid splayed across his 
bed, my usual position when I was annoyed with 
him. “Come on! There’s no way they are real. 
Monsters don’t exist and if  these did don’t you 
think more kids would have been kidnapped? I 
know Donathan Malark would have been on that 
list.”
     “Look I know you’re probably right but it’s not 
called an irrational fear for nothing. Plus, someone 
needs to be here to tell your story if  you don’t 
come back. If  we both go and disappear people 
might think we just ran off to elope or some other 
wild shit.” 
     “I mean…that’s fair but still. If  this is real you’ll 
let me go alone? What happened to ride or die?” I 
pouted.
     “You know when I said that in tenth grade I’m 
pretty sure I was in that existential crisis phase 
where nothing had meaning and I wanted to 
pretty much die. You can’t hold me to anything I 
said then.”

    
      I parked my car as close to the grove as I 
could with the door unlocked and the keys in the 
ignition. I’d watched enough horror movies to 
know when you are trying to escape the things 
that will get you killed is tripping and fumbling 
around with your keys. The half  a mile march into 
the woods to get to the grove was uneventful but 
my heart pounded in my ears growing louder and 
louder with each step I took.
     When I finally made it to the grove the light 
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from the moon gleamed off the water. It would 
have been calming if  not for all the stories.
     This is it, I thought, after stripping down to my 
underwear. I’ll live or die but either way I’ll know the 
truth. Taking a deep breath, I got up, walked away 
from the edge of  the water about five feet and 
then took off in a sprint, diving into the water and 
sinking below the surface. 

      
     I opened my eyes glancing around and saw two 
blurry figures standing a few feet away from me 
arguing back and forth.
      “Anath, why did you bring that thing here!” 
     “Roan, I couldn’t just leave her to die.”
     “Yes, you could have!” shouted Roan, “You’ve 
left others to die before. Why was this different?”
     “All the others were dead when I found them 
but this one is still alive. It’s not the same.”
     “It might as well be,” said Roan turning and 
walking towards me. He grabbed me by the back 
of  my neck and lifted me all the way up off the 
ground. I opened my mouth to shout but what 
came out was just a low rasp. “Father will not let 
you keep it and you can’t send it back now that 
we’ve been seen.”
     “Father doesn’t have to know Roan, now put 
her down before you hurt her some more.”
     “Whatever,” he said releasing me. I crumpled 
to the ground in a heap moaning softly. 
The other figure, Anath, rushed over turning me 
on my back and looking me over. Her face was 
scaled like a fish in some places and the glimpses I 
got of  her teeth showed they were pointed at the 
end. My voice came out in short gasps that made 
my throat ache and had my coughing every few 
words. “What...are…you?”

     Anath laughed, it was a strange sound jarring 
and soothing all at once which only freaked me out 
more. “Save your strength. You’ve been through 
quite an ordeal but I will answer your question. 
I’m a siren. Now sleep.” 
     “A siren…” I muttered as a wave of  exhaustion 
hit me and the world grew dark again.
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She had the body of  a goddess but the mind of  a devil. No, it is not 
what you think. She had good intentions but her whole life was a 
myth. She appeared to be living in a world where everything made 
sense. She had a passion for love but her love was far from passionate. 
This love was not the kind of  love a woman so young would expect; 
this love was different. She fell in love with a mythical creature who 
turned her into someone she was not, someone she had absolutely 
no intentions of  becoming. She felt as if  everything was perfect 
but it was far from perfect; she was living a lie. She wanted to feel 
happiness in every way she could so she created this mindset and 
believed the love she was receiving was normal. Being too afraid of  
waking up to reality was an understatement. This lie that she was 
living turned into a misconception of  her own reality. The fantasy 
world that she had been living in for two years made her believe that 
getting hurt was normal. The numbness that she had been feeling 
started to grow inside of  her and this affected her everyday life. This 
was not a goddess but a devil in the shape of  a marvelous soul. The 
pain she felt grew stronger, deeper, cutting every inch of  her skin like 
a knife running its blades through an uncooked steak. What was there 
to do when no one else knew you, the real you. But he knew you. 
The creature knew who you really were. He knew that you aren’t a 
morning person, you like your coffee extra strong, you hate cats, and 
you love reading before bed. No one else knew the real you so you 
held onto him. One day she woke up out of  her unrealistic state of  
mind and finally started to realize that this creature was a monster. 
The kind of  monster that twists your brain in crazy ways until you 
obey all of  his commands. Leaving him was her first step, leaving 
every memory and all of  the comfort she had been holding onto 
behind. She had learned more about herself  through this process 
than she ever imagined. Her worth meant more to her now than ever 
before as she felt like she had just won herself  over. Letting go of  him 
and everything he had ever burned, touched, and damaged like her 
heart was the challenge. Hitting reality hurt but she had now risen 
from the depths of  a dark, fiery place to a fluffy, bright sky; the real 
world. She learned that she was not her enemy, her heart was. It is 
true what they say- the heart wants what it wants but what it wants 
is not always best. She had the body of  a goddess but the mind of  
a devil. No, it is not what you think. Her intentions were her and 
nobody else. 
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