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The man sits on the edge of  his bed. 
He cannot sleep. He is restless, thinking 
of  his past. 

What had happened? 

The man tries and he tries to peer into 
the past but all that comes up is a black 
and impenetrable wall. Of  course, he 
realizes, no one could see into the past. 
That will be the way the world works, 
and it had probably always been that 
way. 

How could he know what had happened? 

The man will be no different than 
anyone else in his ability to answer 
questions like this. His future will be 
clear and set, but as always, the past 
was a haze of  many possibilities. The 
man could guess of  course. 

For instance, because he will die, he 
must have been born. 

Right? 

But what if  he was different from everyone 
and everything else? 

It is certain that all will die, and because 
of  that, all so far had been born.

But what if  the man was different? 

What if  he never had been born? 

These sorts of  questions will plague 
the man near constantly, but tonight 
they are much more intrusive. 

The man knows he will soon fall 
asleep, but even that will be plagued 
by nightmares of  things that may have 
happened. 

Perhaps his day had been good, the 
man hopes. 

Every other day the man will fall asleep, 
going about his day and tracing what 
he had done until, at the end, he will 
wake up. Right now however, even the 
day he just had, the day that is so close 
at hand, is unknown to the man and 
lost in his past.

Past, past, past. 

People dream and will always dream 
of  the past. They think even now 
about fantastical pasts where mankind 
couldn’t drive cars. They will speculate 
even farther back when giant lizards 
ruled the earth. The man did not 
believe in such stories. He will though. 

He will read the articles about the 
people who will dig up bones of  those 
lizards and who will find writings about 
carriages pulled by horses. The man 
does not remember what will change 
in him to put him in his current state 
of  disbelief. 

Hindsight
by Sam Sheriff
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The man had most likely not paid 
much attention to his Future classes 
in school. Perhaps in one of  those he 
could have learned about someone who 
will explain the past in a comforting 
and simple way. Since the man does 
not and will not know of  such a man, 
his unclear past self  must be to blame, 
even if  it had just been forgotten a 
moment ago. 

The man tries to put all of  this out of  
his head. He thinks of  his happiest 
moments to try and ease himself  into 
sleep. Of  course there will be the day 
his parents died. They will go together, 
within an hour of  each other. The man 
will be sad and lonely and then POOF! 
He will have his parents! He will watch 
them get younger and younger and 
they will slowly become aware out of  
the early stupor of  old age. 

Now the man cannot help but keep 
going, closer and closer to his present. 
At some point he will be married, one 
of  the saddest days of  his life, because 
of  how close it will be to losing his 

wife. He will meet her and then they 
will not know each other as they both 
drift to the beginning. He will have to 
spend years without her just to get to 
his present state, and by the way these 
things usually go, he had most likely 
spent years before now without her.

Now here he is, the man’s only inkling 
of  the past a good guess that he had 
faced a good deal more loneliness 
before now. A young twenty-two year 
old, growing younger by the minute, 
the man can feel himself  getting more 
and more irrational as he races towards 
his past.

Perhaps when he was born is the 
Beginning of  All Things. If  he had 
been like everyone else he had had no 
consciousness before that.

So why wouldn’t it have been the apocalypse?

The man figures that it would have 
been better for everyone if  that were 
the case. But he will not know in his 
entire life, and hadn’t been able to know 

untill that very instant when 
he came into being. 

Growing young is nothing 
easy. The man hopes that 
there had at least been 
some beginning and that 
he would be born like 
everything else. To go on 
getting younger forever is 
the worst torture he will 
ever imagine.
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In this incredible age 
of innovation, technology, and 
decadence, flapper girls like Amy 
Pirkle enjoy the finer things in 
life. “Smoky bars, dancing to jazz 
late into the night, and getting 
zozzled on giggle water? Well, that 
sounds like berries to me! Let’s 
keep this party going into the 

30s!” exclaims Amy.
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It is with great sorrow that I must 
report the death of  Mr. Nathaniel 
Trost. Mr. Trost was an adventurous 
young man who enjoyed hiking and 
the related arts of  tree climbing, roof  
jumping, and frolicking. Given Mr. 
Trost’s adventurous and thrill-seeking 
bent, his death can only be seen as the 
logical, if  tragic, conclusion to a tale of  
risk that was bound to eventually cross 
the line into the impossible.

It was during a typical Trostian 
excursion that Mr. Trost was to meet 
his fate. During his first excursion out 
alone into the world, Mr. Trost was 
in Edinburgh when he was suddenly 
seized by the Spirit of  the Wild, which 
demanded that he head north to the 
great Scottish Highlands. He did so, 
but with the restrictions of  a student 
budget reigning in the distance of  his
voyage. He made it as far as the town 
of  North Berwick, 20 miles from 
Edinburgh. Despite the mea ger 
distance that Mr. Trost had managed, 
the Spirit of  the Wild was appeased for 
two reasons.

Firstly, the eponymous connection 
fulfilled the Spirit’s demand, at least on 
a basic level.

Secondly, North Berwick is nestled 
between the ocean and THE LAW. 
THE LAW is a thicc monolith, thrusting 
up from the Scottish countryside. The 

size and grandeur of  this protrusion 
was such that the desires of  the Spirit 
were satisfied.

Mr. Trost, daring, noble and courageous 
as he was, attempted the ordinary: to 
climb this hill. After a great track of  20 
minutes, he reached the lofty summit 
from which one can see the majesty of  
Scotland stretching out below. Mr. Trost 
was awed by the beauty of  four ponies 
he saw grazing among the rocks. After 
paying these animals due respect with 
both camera and Snapchat, Mr. Trost, 
desiring to exercise his adventurous 
inclinations, went to pat the ponies. 
The gory details of  the confrontation 
would only spoil the beauty of  such a 
noble, if  early, death.

As a founding member of  the religious 
order “Followers of  the Lit,” Mr. Trost 
will be given a proper Lit funeral. His 
body will be floated in a boat full of  
vodka, lit on fire, and sent down the 
Black Warrior river. Because of  his 
special standing as one of  the original 
prophets of  this religion, it has been 
determined that the Black Warrior will 
be covered in oil and then it too will 
be lit on fire. As Mr. Trost would have 
wanted, an EDM remix Bach’s Goldberg 
Variations will serve as his dirge.

The family and friends of  Mr. Trost 
have put out this statement, “Nathaniel 
Trost died as he lived: being extra.”

Obituary of Nathaniel Trost
by Nathaniel Trost
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Little Girl, you’re sitting at your dad’s 
apartment watching Barney at 7am, 
eating cheerios with sugar covering 
the bottom of  the bowl. After you 
finish that you need to think about a 
good time for you to go outside and 
ride your bike around the apartment 
complex and when your friends wake 
up so you guys can play basketball. 

Be happy it’s the weekend. Ask your 
dad to go to the park so you can play 
on the new playground. Then go ride 
around with your dad and come back to 
his apartment and play Mortal Kombat 
on the Playstation. 

You’re honestly living your best life 
right now…but don’t take these 
days for granted, Little Girl. 

Enjoy them, because once you get 
older, you’ll think about these days 
almost everyday of  your life. 

Your mother gets a job in 
Montgomery, so prepare to move. 
You’re happy, but sad that you have 
to leave the home that you’re used 
to. Your grammy, auntie, friends 
and your school. 

On the last day of  school, say 
goodbye to your friends, and 
comfort the one who starts crying 
because you’re the only friend she 
has. Little do you know she ends 

up moving to Texas a month later so 
you would’ve been the one crying. 

Think about kissing your crush 
Renaldous, preferably on the cheek, 
because you guys like each other, but 
both of  you are too shy so nothing is 
going to happen like that. He will say 
“Have fun in Montgomery, I will miss 
you.” And you simply say, “I’ll miss you 
too.”

You should’ve kissed him.

You have finally moved and going to a 
new elementary school, you think you’ll 
never make friends because you’re new 

Little Girl
by Jade Carter

The author as a baby
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in school. You feel like an outcast, but 
you make friends. Actually, you end 
up being friends with everyone in the 
class. 

You come home, you do homework 
with your cousins and you guys watch 
Scarred on MTV and then Naruto 
on Tuesdays. Go around the house 
making up games to play. Bear Ball, 
and Monster in the Dark. Then play 
Mario Party 64 on the Nintendo 64 and 
play Mario Kart Double Dash on the 
Gamecube. You guys end up beating 
the game after months of  trying to win 
1st place on Rainbow Road on 150cc.   
        

These are the days you remember 
when you are down and need a good 
laugh sometimes. These are the days 
you want to go back to sometimes. 

Middle school…oh Little Girl, this is 
where you turn into a teenager. Don’t 
worry, it’s not going to hurt like you 
thought it would when you were 5 
years old, but you’re going to take a 
ride on an emotional rollercoaster, so 
prepare yourself. 

To sum up your 3 years of  middle 
school, most of  the friends you had in 
elementary go to different schools, so 

make new ones. You’ll think it’s hard, 
but it’s easier than you think, Little Girl. 
Make friends with these two guys who 
end up being like your brothers. Now, 
people think all three of  you are dating, 
but ignore those rumors. 

Become friends with a few girls too; 
Victoria, Hailey, and Nina…Nina and 
you will have the closest relationship, 
but only because she ends up liking you. 
When you get older you’ll understand 
what I mean. 

Now Little Girl… high school…
prepare for another emotional 
rollercoaster. Between friendships, 
relationships, grades, your personal life, 
and everything circling in your head 
you’re going to think about those times 
when you were younger and didn’t 
have to deal with anything but what 
game you were going to play that day. 
Oh how times have changed.

Freshman year will be a time you’ll never 
forget. You have the best teachers, and 
you’re on Team Success, meaning you 
got all Pre-AP classes, something you’ll 
be proud of  being in, after it’s all said 
and done. You’re going to have this 
English teacher named Mrs. Bradford 
who makes English fun and eventually 
makes you take writing seriously. Yes, 
you end up writing books even though 
you hate writing now. Your handwriting 
gets better too so don’t worry about 
the different styles of  how you should 
write your name, you’ll get it together 
soon.

Your history teacher is funny as hell, 

“These are the days 
you remember when 
you are down...These 
are the days you want 
to go back to...”
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but talks about her own history rather 
than the history in the books, which is 
way more interesting. You will have a 
color blind art teacher who is amazed 
that you actually know how to draw. 
When asked When did you learn how 
to draw? say your dad taught you, but 
eventually change your answer to “I’m 
self-taught.”

Teach yourself  how to draw as you get 
older and become good at it, just work 
on your shading, Little Girl. In addition 
to those classes you have P.E, and 
thegreat thing about that is you have a 
friend from middle school in this class 
who becomes your boyfriend. What’s 

wild about that is that 
he’s your best friend’s ex-
boyfriend, but don’t worry 
about hurting her feelings. 
She forgot his name as 
soon as she stepped into 
high school. 

Tragic.

Date this boy for only a 
couple months because 
he ends up moving. Be 
upset that he won’t be 
there when Christmas 
break is over, but get over 
it, because you’re strong 
and DO NOT cry over no 
boys. Unfortunately, your 
motto “Toys Over Boys” 
don’t last forever Little 
Girl, sorry. 

Sophomore year…is a 
complete blur. So don’t 
even worry about that.

Junior year, a year that you never 
wanted to end. Build a friendship 
with B.J., Khinara, Jacinta, Brittani, 
Anastasia, and Brandi. You have classes 
with each other and because you guys 
are in AP classes together, you call 
yourselves “The Group”. You guys end 
up being a very much hated on group 
of  individuals because you guys can get 
away with just about anything because 
of  all the clubs and activities you guys 
are involved in. 

The Group promised to never 
break up, but…it does. Senior year 
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something happens between Jacinta 
and Brittani and everyone takes sides 
and then BOOM The Group is no 
more. R.I.P. Other than that, you guys 
manage to take over the school with 
being apart of  the yearbook. You’re 
good with photography and editing, 
FBLA, student council, and the Art 
Club. You will  rarely be in class, but 
get work done because you’re great at 
multitasking. 

Class-wise, your AP Literary teacher 
is your favorite. She is who you wanna 
be when you get older because she’s so 
mysterious. She will blow your mind by 
giving these deep analysis about stories. 
Because of  this, you need to write 
more so start writing and writing and 
writing…you get the point, just don’t 
stop. 

You graduate…prepare for the 
amount of  shade thrown during your 
cousin Brandi’s salutatorian speech and 
the fact that Brittani and her mother 
changed the rules so that you only 
need to be there for 2 semesters rather 
than 2 years and she could become 
valedictorian. 

Petty. 

Now, you’re in college. Yes, you got into 
your dream school, The University of  
Alabama. Prepare for bad roommates. 
Also prepare to get irritated, stressed, 
hungry and homesick for the first 
year. You get used to it after some 
time though. Learn how to study and 
pass your classes, don’t focus on doing 
everything your roommates are doing. 

Keep doing good in school so you can 
end up being on the Dean’s list. It’s a 
good achievement, trust me.

Now, at this very moment you’re in class 
recalling all these events and typing and 
trying not to recall every little event 
because this 5-page letter could easily 
become 32. Not all your memories 
were good. You go through some hard 
times, but you were raised by 3 strong 
women and had a supportive, and very 
protective dad, so you know how to 
overcome those hardships. But those 
good memories are what keeps you 
happy. All the times you say, “I can’t 
wait to get older” you will regret. Yeah, 
it’s fun being 21 years old, but being 5 
years old is way better. Trust me.

I’m giving you a heads-up on most 
things in your life just so you can be 
prepared; everything else you’ll just 
have to find out yourself. I believe in 
you and know you got it. Don’t try to 
grow up too fast; it’s okay to be a kid. 
My memories of  being your age will 
never fade, because I’ll always miss 
being that Little Girl. 
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    can you feel
    things aren’t the same?
    i can’t explain
    am i the one to blame?

on these days       and these days
it stings to think      i must believe  
that you and i        that you and me
might not make it out      are meant to be

    can you feel
    the ground quake?
    dragging me to my knees
    as i beg darling please?

i swear that these days      no more of  these days
dark and gray       sitting silent in the storm
they too will fade away      waiting for clouds to break
we can escape       we’ll make them change

    can you feel
    my hand in yours?
    it shakes and quivers
    but it’s yours to hold?

it’s these days       because these days
when the world seems to end     no matter if  the ground moves
but you and i       or the skies break
we’ll make amends      our love will hold—this oath i take

by Zachary Smith
these days
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Good mac Carlos 
Hernandez posed for a quick 
photograph. He tells us he is ready 
to scram out of the farm life and 
head for the Big Apple. This cool 
cat revealed to us that his vote for 
FDR was not only in support of a 
New Deal for this country, but “a 
new deal for my way of living, ya 
follow?” After giving agriculture 
all he had, Carlos says he’s ready 
to drive his jalopy out of the dust, 
and go where the grass is greener.
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Betsy was bundled up in her husband’s 
thickest coat to combat the freezing 
rain and biting wind. She was trying 
to find the very pregnant cow that she 
was tasked with keeping track of  while 
her husband was away at work. “Why 
did it have to be January? Of  all of  the 
months of  the year, this cow just had 
to be ready to give birth in the coldest 
part of  winter!” she grumbled.

She hadn’t realized that marrying a 
small town Iowa farm boy would have 
changed her life this much. She was a 
city girl from South St. Louis. She was 
used to being able to walk to church and 
then the grocery store every weekend. 
Now she can’t even walk from one end 
of  the property she and her husband 
own to the other. 

“Where is this darn cow?” Betsy was 
thinking as the wind grabbed the end of  
her scarf  and threatened to take it. She 
had gone to the field connected to the 
barn because they had brought all of  
the cows up there to have shelter from 
the blizzard and so they were closer to 
the house and easier to check on. But 
there was only one pregnant cow and 
she was not at the barn with the rest 
of  them. So now Betsy was wandering 
all over the property looking for her 
knowing that she could be anywhere 
on their 350 acres. 

She didn’t want to be gone too long 

by Allison Ortmann
Farm Woman

looking for the cow. Since her husband 
was at work at his dental practice, 
she was home alone with her three 
little boys. The older two were both 
old enough to be in school, but they 
hadn’t gone in two days because of  the 
blizzard that had been raging outside. 
She had put her oldest, Georgie, in 
charge of  the other two, but he was 
only 7 and his brothers were 6 and 4. 
She couldn’t leave them on their own 
for too long, but if  the cow had given 
birth out in the snow… Betsy wrapped 
her scarf  tighter around her and picked 
up the pace. 

She had covered most of  the northern 
fields and checked the cattle paths 
through the woods. She was then 
heading towards the southern field by 
the road and was crossing the bridge 
over the creek when she heard a heard 
the snorting and grunting of  a cow. 

The dark cow should have been easy 
to find because the whole world was 
white, but the sleet was making it 
difficult to see more than a few feet in 
front of  her. She followed the noises 
until she got close to enough to see the 
mother cow standing on the bank of  
the creek making frustrated noises and 
staring at a dark lump that was laying 
the half  frozen water. As she got closer, 
she realized that the mother had given 
birth to the calf  on the other side of  the 
creek and when they tried to cross the 
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calf  hadn’t been big or strong enough 
to make it through the freezing water. 
Betsy was trying to get to the bank of  
the creek closest to where the calf  was 
but the mother cow was standing in the 
way and had turned on towards Betsy. 

Terrified of  this animal that weighed 
over a thousand pounds, Betsy tried 
her best to look nonthreatening. She 
crept closer and closer to the cow that 
was trying to defend its calf. Just as she 
thought she was going to be able to 
pass by it and get to the calf, she was 
suddenly flat on her back in the snow 
and ice with an enormous pain in her 
thigh. The cow, in its fear and need to 
protect its young, had lashed out and 
kicked her. 

Betsy wanted to just stay down in 
the snow and cry, but she knew that 
wouldn’t help anything. So she got up, 
leg throbbing, and hoped that nothing 
had been broken. The pain didn’t get 
much worse when 
she put weight on 
it, so she decided 
to walk through 
the creek to get 
to the calf  instead 
of  trying to go 
through the mother 
again. 

She was very 
grateful that her 
husband had 
gotten her thick 
rubber boots for 
Christmas that 
year, although at 

the time she had been disappointed 
that those were what he thought she 
wanted. right now, standing in almost 
a foot of  not quite frozen water, she 
couldn’t have been more grateful for 
the gift. She trudged through the water 
to get to the calf  and when she touched 
it the water soaked right through her 
gloves and immediately froze her 
fingers. 

Betsy suddenly realized that she had no 
idea how long the calf  had been in the 
water and that the calf  would die very 
soon if  it wasn’t warmed and dried, if  
it wasn’t dead already. She stuck her 
hands into the cold water and lifted 
the drenched half  frozen calf  into her 
arms. She carried the calf  over a quarter 
of  a mile, the mother following her the 
entire way. She carried it inside and had 
Georgie find a box big enough for the 
calf  and put it in the box with some 
towels beside the oven in the kitchen 
and hoped the calf  would make it until 
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her husband came home and he knew 
how to help it. 

10 Years Later

“Oh shrat!” Betsy yelled as she dropped 
the pan full of  soapy water that she had 
been washing. But who could blame 
her? She had been standing at the 
kitchen sink doing the breakfast dishes 
when she looked out the window above 
the sink and was startled. 

She was in the middle of  her morning 
routine: wake up the kids, quickly get 
the youngest 2 dressed (her 2 little 
girls were always the easiest), then 
get downstairs as quickly as possible 
to start cooking breakfast for the six 
miniature beasts she calls her children. 
Oh, and her husband. After they shovel 
their freshly cooked eggs, bacon and 
biscuits into their mouths they grab 
their backpacks and head out the door.

The older three get into one car and 
head to high school while the younger 
ones get into the car with their dad so 
he can drive them to school before 
heading into town for work. Then 
she had the rest of  the day to herself  
so she could get things done without 
distractions. But it seemed that today 
was going to be different. 

As she was standing at her kitchen 
sink doing the dishes, she had looked 
up and right outside of  the window 
above the sink stood a cow. Recovering 
from that initial shock, she peeked out 
of  the window again. Yup. It was still 
there. She’d been living on a farm for 

almost 15 years now and she had a lot 
of  experience with misbehaving cows. 
Although there were so many people 
in her family now that she never had to 
do any of  it by herself.

But here she was, home alone, and 
one of  the cows was out. She had to 
figure out how to do it on her own. 
Usually when this happens, one of  her 
sons rides a horse around the property 
until he finds the cow and then herds 
it home. But she didn’t know how to 
even ride a horse properly, let alone 
herd the cow back to the barn while 
riding one.

She debated trying to get a rope around 
its neck and pull it back to the barn, but 
she had first had experience with how 
strong a cow can be and how badly it 
can go for her when you try to make 
one do something that it doesn’t want 
to do. She needed to figure out a way 
to get the cow to WANT to go back to 
the barn. 

Cows are very food motivated. She 
noticed an apple on the counter. One 
of  the kids must have taken it out of  
their lunch. Oh well, she’d deal with 

“She’d been living 
on a farm for almost 
15 years now and 
she had a lot of 
experience with 
misbehaving cows.” 
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them later. But for now, it gave her an 
idea. She ran to the pantry and had 
to dig into the back corner to get to 
the secret stash of  cinnamon sugar 
graham crackers that she keeps hidden 
from the rest of  her family. They’re 
her favorite, but the only way that she 
got to eat any was if  the rest of  the 
family didn’t know they were there. But 
she also knows that they aren’t just her 
favorite. 

When she goes out in the afternoon 
for a walk on days when the weather 
is nice she takes her graham crackers 
and walks along the fence of  the cow 
pasture. And her favorite cow, Suzy, 
walks with her and loves the little bits 
of  graham cracker that Betsy feeds her. 
With any luck, this cow will too. She 
grabbed the entire pack of  graham 
crackers, slipped on her rubber boots, 
and went outside.  
 
Most of  the cows were used to them and 
would come right up to them looking 
for food, but she didn’t know what she 
would do if  she moved too quickly and 
spooked it. This was her only chance to 
get it back into the pasture, so she had 
to be careful. She slowly approached 
the cow with with half  of  a graham 
cracker in her outstretched hand. 

At first it didn’t even notice. It was 
too busy making a meal out of  her 
geraniums. “Hello Mr. Cow,” Betsy 
gently said to get its attention. It 
looked up at her with its big brown 
eyes and a mouth full of  red flowers. 
But it stopped chewing when it caught 
a whiff  of  what was being held out to 

it. She let the cow take a bite of  the 
cracker, but when it came back for more 
she started slowly moving backwards. 

This process worked all the way up to 
the gate of  the pasture. Then the cow 
hesitated. It didn’t want to go through 
the gate. But instead of  panicking 
like she wanted to, Betsy took a deep 
breath, stretched out her hand with a 
new graham cracker, and called gently 
to the cow just like she had seen her 
husband do it hundreds of  times, 
“Zooooo cow zooooo cow. Come 
boy, come boy.” That’s all it needed. 
The cow followed her through the 
gate and wrapped his rough yet slimy 
tongue around the graham cracker and 
munched it down in one bite. 

After counting the cows to make sure 
none of  the others had also gotten out 
and finding them all safe and sound, 
Betsy triumphantly left the pasture 
and latched the gate. She knew that 
she now needed to walk the perimeter 
of  the field to find where the cow had 
escaped, but she was now confident 
that when she found the breach she 
would figure out what to do and could 
fix it, all on her own. 
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Teresa Morrison was 
spotted outside her church 
Sunday afternoon, wearing a 
lovely blue dress (something 
she rarely gets to wear when she 
heads off to work.) We asked 
her if she would rather pass 
the buck to someone else and 
head home. She was quick to 
disagree. “Dames like us gotta 
pull our weight while our boys 
are overseas. Luckily, I got the 
moxie to get a job as an aircraft 
mechanic. And hopefully soon, 

they’ll raise my pay.”
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i can feel myself
dripping through the cracks in the concrete
through the seams of  the universe 
down the rabbit hole
to oblivion.
i don’t know when the melting started
or how long it’s gone
but my head feels light
my legs weak
and i haven’t felt good in a long time—
such a long time.
the cracks aren’t large 
but they start beneath my feet
and they’ve grown
spiderwebbed
to encompass the entire city.
everywhere i walk i feel more of  myself  slipping 
down these miniscule cracks
and i can only pray that somewhere
beneath the surface of  the earth sits a man
with a large metal bucket 
who collects me.
if  not,
then the world will keep turning
the gears will keep working
and i will keep dripping.

by Zachary Smith
cracks in the concrete
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June of  2018, I sat at my desk and vowed 
to make the most incredible video I had 
ever made. A video that captured my 
senior year of  highschool, highlighted 
my friends, and showed  all the best 
parts of  the school year. I opened my 
laptop, sipped on my redbull ,and went 
to work. This video was going to be 
one of  the hardest I had ever made. As 
I scrolled through my imported videos, 
I paused, astonished at the amount of  
raw footage I had to pick from. 

It was in this moment I realized I had 
lived my entire senior year through the 
lens of  my iPhone camera. While I 
thought I was recording these videos 
for memories, I was actually doing the 
opposite. My phone, along with the 
videos I had been recording, prevented 
me from living in the moment and 
making real memories, unless they 
were Snapchat memories. 

As I sat at my desk and thought back 
to my days in Cherry Hill East High 
School and all the fun events that 
happened throughout the year, my 
mind first went to sports games. 
Basketball was a disappointment, our 
football program had always been a 
joke, but our school’s hockey team 
was really good, surprisingly good to 
be honest. The whole school showed 
out for the championship game. There 
were hundreds of  us decked out in 
CHE Hockey apparel, faces painted 

white and red, everyone shivering in 
the ice cold hockey arena. 

To our surprise it was a blow out. The 
Cherry Hill East Cougars were  up 
by 10 with two minutes to go. As the 
“start your engines!” cheer broke out, 
so did a sea of  iPhones. Everyone had 
Snapchat and Instagram open, ready 
to record the final few seconds. I did 
the same. I watched my school win the 
state title in hockey through my phone 
screen while it happened less than ten 
feet in front of  me. 

This happened multiple other times 
throughout the year. Once my friends 
had started committing to college, they 
would have small parties to celebrate 
and we were always told to dress in the 
colors of  their future school. This was 
because there was a photo station at the 
parties so we would be inclined to post a 
picture(s) on Instagram to congratulate 
them on their accomplishment rather 
than just hug them and tell them face 
to face. 

The same situation occured at senior 
prom. The class of  2018 had voted 
to have it in Philadelphia that year. 
There were limousines parked in every 
neighborhood throughout Cherry 
Hill. There were also at least thirty 
Snapchat stories of  people in their 
respective limousines mouthing the 
words to whatever was playing on 

by Lindsey Williams
Living in the Moment
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the radio. Once everyone had arrived 
in Philadelphia, the DJ began playing 
Dreams and Nightmares by Meek Mill. 
People stormed the dance floor and 
whipped out their phones to record 
all 526 of  us scream the lyrics at the 
top of  our lungs. At the time I thought 
recording this was crucial to my senior 
video. But looking back I wish I put 
my phone down and danced with my 
friends. 

Senior year gave me a lot. A lot of  
footage to work with, a lot of  memories 
to take with me as I ventured off  to 
college, and a whole new outlook on 
my favorite hobby: making videos. 
As I sat there sorting through the 
plethora of  film on my laptop, I had 
a revelation. This summer, I needed 
to find a balance between capturing 
moments on film and being present in 
the moment.  This sparked something 
within me that changed my perspective 
on how I would live my life  not only 
this summer, but forever. 
      
The summer that I had anticipated for 
so long was nothing short of  perfect. 
My friends and I spent nearly every 
weekend soaking up the sun along 
the Jersey Shore. We never missed 
an opportunity to get lunch together, 
and take the train into Philadelphia 
to explore our favorite city. Our time 

together was coming to a close so I 
began to work on a new video.  For 
the second time I sat there and sorted 
through all the footage I had on my 
laptop in hopes of  making the best 
video yet.

 To my surprise, all the videos I had 
collected over the past three months 
totalled a mere three minutes and seven 
seconds. I was disappointed at first, but 
after I sat there and edited relentlessly 
I came up with my greatest video ever. 
I watched it back for the first time 
and couldn’t help but cry.  None of  
my previous videos had ever evoked 
this kind of  emotion. I was so proud 
that I had managed to capture my best 
summer on film, but also know when 
to put my phone down and enjoy the 
company of  the people I loved the 
most.

After I showed my friends and family 
the final product, everyone was blown 
away. It highlighted the best days of  
summer, showed off  everyone who 
was important to me, and did so in a 
matter of  minutes. 

Making videos will always be a big part 
of  who I am and a big part of  my life. 
I love looking back at old videos and 
remembering particular chapters of  
my life and the characters who were 
involved at the time. Editing videos has 
taught me a lot over the years: to be 
patient with your craft, to do anything 
for the shot, but most importantly 
to be present in the moment. While 
the video may be around forever, the 
people in our lives won’t always be. 

“I watched my school 
win the state title in 
hockey through my 
phone screen...”
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Sophie Corizzo loves 
walking the streets of fifth 
avenue. Being heir to the Hudson 
automotive throne, she knows 
how to get around. The new 
passenger planes being invented 
and airlines coming out, all she 
thinks about is how fast she can 
get anywhere, not her father’s 
company failing because of the 
new air demand. “Hopefully this 
trend is the ginchiest in the next 
decade and I can burn rubber from 
Paris to Milan, then to London 
my shopping Monday’s, (my bags 

are getting a bit heavy)”
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by Brooke Randall
Collateral Beauty
I remember the first time I saw you. You 
sauntered into the employee snack 
kitchen on the first day of  what was 
to be a whole summer spent working 
in Wyoming, 30 hours away from my 
home in Alabama. Although it was the 
middle of  May, your cheeks were rosy 
from saddling horses out in the Western 
cold. The wilderness of  Yellowstone 
National Park was slowly awakening 
from winter hibernation, and you were 
working hard to get Shoshone Lodge 
ready for the busy summer season. 

You wore leather cowboy chaps over 
your blue jeans, the proper attire for a 
wrangler. You had been taking guests 
on horseback rides for several years 
out here. I couldn’t help but notice 
how tall and ruggedly handsome you 
were, with a dark beard and a deep, 
Southern voice. Your smile and laugh 
were infectious, and I knew within 
those first few seconds that I couldn’t 
wait to spend a whole summer in this 
place with you.

I remember the beginning of that summer. 
Halfway through college, my best 
friend, Kylie, and I found ourselves 
embarking on a three-month adventure 
out West. We had been hired to 
housekeep Shoshone Lodge’s guest 
cabins in the mornings and waitress 
the 5-star restaurant in the evenings. 
We didn’t mind the unglamorous work, 
because we would be in God’s country 

for the next few months and get two 
days off  every week to explore. We 
were giddy with hope and excitement. 
It had always been my dream to spend 
a summer in the mountains. Being 
surrounded by peaceful nature and 
wildlife, enjoying open night skies filled 
with billions of  twinkling stars, and 
picking a guitar on a rickety old cabin 
porch were memories I couldn’t wait to 
make.

I remember the night we became friends. 
Several of  the employees piled into 
your rumbling white truck and head 
out to YVI, the nearest bar (which was 
still 30 minutes away from our middle-
of-nowhere temporary home). I played 
“Hurt” by Johnny Cash on the auxiliary, 
and although everyone else bagged on 
me for playing such a depressing song, 
you gave me props for playing some 
Johnny. We laughed when we arrived at 
the nearly vacant bar. 

You thought it was funny how I ordered 
a Shirley Temple, because you had 
been drinking whiskey since you were a 
teenager. I was 20 and had never drank 
alcohol before, and you thought it was 
sweet how I was so innocent. You were 
a little bit of  a bad boy, but I could tell 
you had a good heart by the kind way 
you treated others. You taught me how 
to play pool and gave me your jacket 
because I was cold. We joked and 
laughed all night, and naturally became 
friends.
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me, and you kissed me while it felt like 
we were flying over the world. It was as 
if  I had known you forever.

I remember falling in love with you. Although 
we had our many differences, we were 
kindred spirits. We played the guitar and 
sang together. We rode horses together. 
We swing danced and slow danced 
together. We spent a day exploring 
quaint, little towns in Montana with 
your loving grandparents, who had 
driven such a long way to visit you. I 
loved your grandparents. We spent so 
much time with our friends and made 
the craziest memories with our beloved 
Lodge family. 

We told each other our deepest secrets, 
regrets, and fears. We cried, belly-
laughed, and felt pure joy. We snuggled 
up in a sleeping bag in the bed of  
your truck and gazed at the billions of  
Wyoming stars together. It felt like an 
old-fashioned romance. You let me in 
your guarded heart. I was enamored by 
you. You made me feel safe and secure 
so far away from home. At the end 
of  the summer, for our last date, you 
took me to a Lonestar concert. The last 
song they played was “Amazed,” the 
first song we ever played on the guitar 
together. We had come so far since that 
first time we played, swaying back and 
forth in that land far away. That’s the 
day you told me you were falling in love 
with me.

I remember having to leave. The last night 
of  the most magical experience of  
my life left me heartbroken. There 
were too many difficult goodbyes, 

I remember my days off with you. I was 
hoping you would ask me to do 
something with you that first day off, 
and luckily, you did. You took me to 
McCullough Peaks, picked a wildflower 
and gave it to me. I then asked if  I 
could read my daily devotion to you, 
and you said yes. That was the first of  
many conversations we had about our 
first love, God, sitting together at the 
top of  that heavenly mountain. The 
landscape was awe-inspiring, and there 
wasn’t a moment where we didn’t have 
a breathtaking view right in front of  
our eyes. I remember hoping your eyes 
thought the same of  me. 

You let me drive your truck fast on a 
dirt road, and you thought I was going 
to kill us. You were from a little town in 
Arkansas and were a lot more country 
than me. Even though I was from the 
South, you called me a city girl because 
I was from Birmingham. You treated 
me to my first rodeo and jokingly called 
me a yuppie for feeling sorry for the 
calves. That was the day I noticed how 
blue your eyes were. You drove me to 
your favorite lookouts and mountain 
ranges. I loved that you appreciated 
nature as much as I do. 

On a freezing, rainy day, you 
spontaneously carried me into the 
Firehole River, and lowered us down 
into the water. I couldn’t believe you 
had gotten me and my clothes soaked, 
but I admired how you were not afraid 
to live. Except for that one time, when 
you took me to my first county fair. 
You were terrified to go on that one 
big swing ride, but you were brave for 
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too many radiant memories made at 
the Lodge, and too many emotions 
spinning through my head. I knew 
this golden summer of  my life had 
come to an end. But you… you were 
the most excruciating goodbye. You 
held my heart in your hands. You had 
lit your room with candles and had 
my favorite movie, The Notebook, 
playing on your TV. Although we were 
physically separating, we were excited 
to see where things would go after the 
summer. 

I dreamed about running and jumping 
into your arms when you came to visit 
me in October. I imagined getting to 
show you off  to all my friends, with 
you dressed in your cowboy boots and 
cowboy hat. You couldn’t wait to have 
me make a trip to your hometown in 
Arkansas to meet all your family and 
friends. I was eager to explore more of  
our lives together, even if  it meant being 
apart in the beginning. I discovered 
a new part of  myself  through you; a 
part that I loved. You walked me out to 
my car at the break of  dawn, and you 
hugged and kissed me goodbye.

I remember the day I found out you died. It 
was merely a week after I returned 
home to Alabama. I had to pack for 
school immediately when I got back, 
and I moved into my junior year house 
within several days. My schedule had 
suddenly become so hectic and fast, 
compared to the dreamy, slow-moving 
lifestyle I had happily gotten used to 
for the past three months. It was only 
the second morning of  being back in 
Tuscaloosa when I got the call from 

Kylie, who told me you went to sleep 
the night before and never woke up. I 
dropped the phone, and my mouth fell 
open, like a scene from a movie. I barely 
remember the moments following that. 
I was overcome with pure shock and 
panic. I choked on the air and couldn’t 
breathe. 

It’s an unexplainable feeling when 
you find out the person you’re in love 
with is dead. My parents picked me 
up and took me back to our house 
in Birmingham. I cried, I cried, and I 
cried. How could someone I just spent 
every single day with be gone in an 
instant? How could life change from 
euphoric to tragic so abruptly? I fell 
asleep that night on the family room 
couch, my face and pillow soaked with 
tears. I awoke early the next morning 
to the reddest sunrise I had ever seen 
pouring through the windows. Your 
favorite kinds of  sunsets and sunrises 
were red and full of  fire.

I remember your funeral. I hesitantly walked 
up to you at the visitation, and you 
were laying peacefully in your casket. 
You looked so different. The hands 
I had held and caressed innumerable 
times were cold and pale. I ran my 
fingers through your hair, and it almost 
felt the same. I couldn’t seem to look 
away. How was that you? How could 
you just be laying there like that, when 
this warm, loving, lively person had 
been close by my side only a couple 
weeks before? It didn’t make sense. I 
couldn’t grasp onto this cruel reality. I 
got to make the trip to Arkansas, but I 
didn’t want to be there for this reason. 
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I met all your friends and family, but I 
didn’t want to meet them this way. I felt 
so lonely. I wanted you back. 

That day was the worst heartache I have 
felt in all my life. I thought my heart had 
broken when I heard you passed away, 
but it shattered into a million jagged 
pieces all over again when I witnessed 
you being permanently lowered into 
the ground. In that moment, as I 
was weeping uncontrollably on that 
mockingly beautiful Arkansas day, a 
butterfly landed on my hand. It lingered 
there for what felt like an eternity and 
would not fly away. It stared at me, and 
I couldn’t help but stare back. A peace 
washed over me. Others who were 
standing around me took notice, too. I 
felt God in that moment.

I remember the months following your death. 
I wept and wept for the loss of  you. 
I wept for the future moments and 
possible life together we would now 
never get to have. I cried out to you, 
but you couldn’t answer. I wanted to be 
with you, but I didn’t know where you 
were. No one could understand what 
I was feeling. No one knew the full 
beauty of  our story. How could they? I 
was in love with a dead person.

In reality, I felt dead inside. It was a 
silent struggle I believed would never 
get easier. I would cry myself  to sleep 
when I would finally get to be by 
myself. Even a year later, I was still 
grappling with the loss of  you. It’s hard 
not wanting to be a burden on those 
you love. It’s even harder attempting 
to open up only to realize they can’t 

possibly share the weight of  this pain 
with you. 

I was blind to what my purpose for still 
being alive was and spent much of  my 
time wrestling with questions about life 
itself. Why did God let you die? Why 
am I still here on Earth? Why do these 
rosy, blissful memories now have to be 
bittersweet and tainted with pain? Why 
is God letting your mother experience 
the loss of  her only son, and why is 
He letting your sisters experience the 
loss of  their only brother? If  Heaven is 
so magnificent and perfect, and that’s 
where you are, why can’t the rest of  us 
be there too?

I remember God rescuing my heart. I would be 
lying if  I said I didn’t see God’s beauty 
in my life more than ever in the time 
following your death. I was compelled 
to lean on the Lord in a way I never 
had before. He carried me through 
these days by pouring out comfort and 
new blessings into my life. His close 
presence and caring whispers emerged 
with a miraculous power.

I have never been more aware of  the 
special acts of  kindness God sprinkles 
into our lives more often than we even 
realize. On especially difficult days, 
I would be driving down the road 
and would see three white trucks go 
by. Every time I see a white truck or 
a horse trailer, I can’t help but smile. 
God would not let me forget He was 
still there, He still loved me perfectly, 
and He fully understood my pain even 
if  no one else did. He revealed to me 
that there were important things He 
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wanted me to do before I arrived to 
Heaven. He had glorious plans to use 
this pain in my heart for good, even 
if  I couldn’t see it yet. I believed He 
betrayed me, but I began to realize He 
actually saved me. 

What I am most grateful for is the 
raw, profound intimacy with God that 
I couldn’t possibly have experienced 
without this kind of  suffering. What 
I thought was a movie-like love story 
between us out in the Yellowstone 
mountains was actually a far greater 
love story. The Lord orchestrated 
the coming together of  a boy with 
a hardened heart and a girl with a 
wavering sense of  purpose. I can’t help 
but wonder if  He brought us into each 
other’s lives to prepare you for entering 
Heaven with an open heart and to 
prepare me for journeying through life 
on Earth with a deeper faith.

I remember when you told me about Collateral 
Beauty. The day that began with the 
knowledge of  your life’s end was the 
day I was told something that would 
help me hold onto my own life, even 
if  by a tiny thread. It was a single text 
message containing the last words I 
would ever receive from you, sent only 
a few hours before you passed away. 
You simply told me I needed to watch 
Collateral Beauty. 

Collateral Beauty is the story of  a man 
whose heart becomes hardened after 
the tragic death of  his young daughter. 
Utterly consumed by bitterness and 
sheer despair, he withdraws from life, 
work, and loved ones. He desperately 

writes letters to Death, Time and Love, 
demanding answers to why these core 
elements of  life failed him and betrayed 
him. When he receives unanticipated 
responses to those letters, he begins 
his journey of  discovering the 
profound interconnectedness of  life 
and regaining the will to live again. He 
learns that Death doesn’t need to be 
feared, Time is a gift, and Love is the 
reason for everything. 

He is told, in this sorrow, to notice 
the collateral beauty: the beauty and 
meaning that appears even in the midst 
of  the darkest tragedies in life. It is the 
joy that can be found after the deepest 
loss. It is the hope that can still abound 
when you believe all is damaged 
beyond repair. It is the light flowing in, 
allowing you to live and love again. 

I will always remember you, Chantz. You are 
a part of  me. You are a special love 
from my past, you are intertwined into 
the fibers of  my being today, and you 
have significantly molded the person I 
will become. When I look behind me, 
and when I look ahead of  me, you are 
always there. You gave me memories 
I will cherish forever. I hope all those 
who I come to love will love you, too.

My heart will always sting in the places 
you touched, but I have faith that God 
has you wrapped up tightly in His arms. 
It is incredible that even through these 
raging seas of  suffering, God promises 
to hold onto us and never let go. Even 
though we feel as though we’ll drown 
in the storms of  our hearts, it’s those 
very storms that God uses to make us 
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better, more trusting, and most like 
Him. I miss having these conversations 
with you. 

I want to thank you for being my 
unbelievable love story. Even more 
importantly, I want to thank you 
for bringing me deeper into my 
relationship with God. I finally 
understand that instead of  passing 
away, you simply passed on to our 
glorious, eternal destination. You are 
more alive than ever before, riding 
horses in the outskirts of  Heaven. I 
can only imagine the joy and love that 
you are in the midst of  right now, and I 
dream of  seeing my blue-eyed cowboy 
again. I love you, I miss you, and I’ll be 
seeing you.
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Take a left off  exit one eighty-nine.
Drive until you think you’re lost among the trees and windy roads
Then, take a right at the stop sign.
If  you pass the Episcopal Church, you have gone too far.

Turn right onto Argonne Forrest Drive
Past the briars and old deer feeders
Where our little house, with its fading paint and broken window,
Pleads to be repaired.

Go toward our small kitchen where you would make pasta at midnight.
Go to where the stench of  bourbon coils off  your lips,
Where the lights no longer beckon me to safety.  
Go until you remember our love.

You’re there. 

Can you still smell the garlic that lingers in the air?
Are your fingers rough
Remembering the way they plucked guitar strings as you created songs
And nursed a Canadian whiskey on the rocks?

To get to the place I called ours
Think of  how you used to sing 90s tunes to make me laugh.
Think of  the way our bodies moved together as we danced.
Think of  the ambient noise that now circles through each room
Covering up the deafening silence since you withdrew your love.

Can you see the way I turned to take one last look 
At the broken window we never fixed,
The shutters that now hang with a crook,
And the chaos contained in the midst
As I drove away?

by Charli Smith
Argonne Forrest  
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Forever Wild:
A Photographic Tribute to Yellowstone National Park and Glacier National Park



32 by Brooke Randall
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McDonald Creek, Glacier National Park Many Glacier, Glacier National Park

Skipping Rocks At Sunset, Yellowstone 
National Park

Grand Canyon of  Yellowstone, Yellowstone 
National Park

“This grand show is eternal. It is always sunrise somewhere; the dew is never all 
dried at once; a shower is forever falling; vapor ever rising.” – John Muir
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Mountain Goats, Glacier National Park
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The Lone Ranger, Yellowstone National Park

Starry Silhouette, Yellowstone National Park
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Bighorn Sheep, Yellowstone National Park

Grinnell Glacier, Glacier National Park
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Sam Sheriff is the latest 
upcoming mod icon for 1964. We 
first found him after the Brighton 
Beach jump through with the 
rockers, an ace face with zoot suit 
and hair still neat. Every day Sam 
rides his GS scooter wherever he 
needs to go, be it the nightclub or 
the record shop. Sam’s favorite new 
group is The Who, he’s looking 
forward to more great stuff out of 
them after their initial single. “I 
hope I die before I get old” Sam said 
after a night of dancing. He was of 
course referring to the dull and naff 
culture of his parent’s generation. 
Sam is looking forward to the end 
of pop and rock ‘n’ roll, and the 
coming wave of mod fashion and 

streamlined sensibility.
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A cloud 
    came
      down

To a 
   w h i s p e r e d   word

   through pearled teeth

    Everything is not as it seems

       -Sophie Corizzo
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Imagine yourself  driving down an 
American freeway. Do you see yourself  
as the leather-suited loner riding 
through a desert route on a chromed 
chopper, or is the figure in the headscarf  
and sunglasses in a red convertible a 
greater appeal? Perhaps a family station 
wagon, or an off-road vehicle is more 
your style. Private transportation has 
played an integral role in the American 
way of  life for the last one hundred 
years, but despite some stylistic variety, 
the options for private transportation 
have been, for the greatest part of  an 
era, limited.

 The automobile, as a mode of  personal 
transportation, is synonymous with 
American freedom—a unique and 
inured commodity available to anyone 
willing to work for it.

Since the introduction of  the Model 
T in the early 1900s, the available 
inventory has generally consisted of  
four-wheeled gasoline engines encased 
in a body of  your own choosing. 
Nowadays you can even pick a color. 
This is not to downplay the iconic 
influence of  the automobile. In 
fact, the longevity of  this invention 
continues to fuel the insatiable appetite 
for personal mobility, and veers into 
many other aspects of  life. Cars are a 
part of  our past that will not be left 
behind but will evolve into the future. 
But like anything else American, this 

industry is susceptible to change. 
Because of  the intersection between 
private transportation and other major 
aspects of  life, a revolution of  the car 
is imminent.

Creating the Right Conditions
Do you remember the first music 
album you purchased? For some, this 
might have been a vinyl record; for 
many more it was a cassette tape or a 
CD. Today, music is almost exclusively 
distributed digitally through streaming 
services. This universal conversion 
of  music from a physical medium 
of  distribution to a digital one was 
seamless. Although the change was 
gradual, people were open to the 
idea of  acquiring music through a 
medium that guaranteed sound quality, 
portability, scratch-free tracks, and 
potentially some savings. After all, this 
is how revolutions take place– under 
just the right conditions. 

The revolution of  the automobile and 
transportation as we know is underway. 

A Transportation Revolution
by Carlos Hernandez

“The automobile, as 
a mode of personal 
transportation, is 
synonymous with 
American freedom...”
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The electric car has made great strides 
in the past couple of  years thanks 
to innovative companies like Tesla. 
Although the current Tesla products 
may not be on a par with the DeLorean 
required to bring us into the future, the 
success of  the company is a harbinger 
for what is to come. That is, the 
conditions under which their success 
was attained will be crucial for future 
innovation. 

Significant advancements in battery 
power and the incorporation of  
powerful computing sensors into their 
vehicles pushed Tesla over the line 
of  conventional electric cars. Their 
focus on design and technological 
breakthroughs also brought the 
company to the forefront. This 
approach is not accidental. Pandering 
to the American consumer’s need for 
speed is all but mandatory in this race 
to the future. 

For the past one hundred years 
consumers have sought out novelty, 
speed, performance and, recently, 
efficiency in their modes of  
Transportation. There is something 
to take note of  in the Tesla case and 
the way they were able to appeal to a 
larger number of  car buyers. The stock 
designs of  the Tesla products indicate 
a melancholy reluctance to let go of  
the wonted vehicle designs of  the 
last century. These classic car designs, 
even if  equipped with autopilot mode, 
serve as a reminder of  the cars we 
have known and loved. All things 
considered, electric cars, namely Tesla 
designs, are not to the revolution of  

transportation what digital media was 
to music; they may be cassette tapes. 

Outside Players
When considering the success of  
innovative companies like Tesla, it is 
important to consider the immense 
influence that outside players have 
on their expansion, specifically 
government organizations. In the past 
two decades the American government 
has taken an active role in pushing for 
technological advancements, especially 
in the transportation sector. Thanks to 
government subsidies the market for 
alternative vehicles, such as hybrid and 
electric cars, has taken off  in the right 
direction. 

According to the Department of  
Energy, a tax credit between $2,500 to 
$7,500 can be earned when purchasing 
a new energy efficient car. Today, 
electric cars are not only contenders 
in the market, but are en route to 
becoming significant challengers. The 
importance of  government action 
in the prospect of  the transportation 
revolution is indubitable, inasmuch as  
the government will likely be tasked 
with, literally, paving the roads of  the 
future. 

The revolution of  transportation 
will impact everyone. This is why 
government institutions must take 
part in the rolling out of  new ideas. 
Furthermore, the federal and state 
interest in this revolution goes beyond 
public interest; it encompasses 
national security and huge monetary 
investments. Some of  the biggest 
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concerns arise not from the innovations 
proposed, but from the dire state 
of  current transportation systems , 
infrastructure, and external issues. 

The U.S. Energy Information 
Administration  reported that in 
2017 the CO2 emissions from the 
transportation sector surpassed 
all others in the United States. 
Furthermore, the consequences of  
environmental disregard are quickly 
becoming more apparent, intense, and 
costly. In 2018 the United Nation’s 
Intergovernmental Panel on Climate 
Change published their latest progress 
report for governments around the 
globe. The explicit report warns 
governments of  monumental global 
effects following about 50 years’ 
time, unless global CO2 emissions are 
drastically decreased. Regardless of  
political atmospheres and contentions, 
reality will always push companies and 
consumers towards the innovations 
that are most likely to relieve their 
grievances. 

Looking at smaller scale problems, 
American roads and bridges are 
crumbling. America is due for a highway 
makeover, and the incorporation of  
technology is certain to be on top of  
the list. Another point of  interest to 
American governments is closely tied 
to these infrastructure projects. 

America’s power grid is vast and 
resilient, nonetheless it is outdated 
and susceptible to serious impairment. 
In a potential future where energy is 
clean and plentiful, a state-of-the-art 

power grid will be pertinent not only 
to public interest and efficient traffic 
systems, but also to our national 
security apparatus. To not tackle these 
two challenges simultaneously, or at 
least in cohort with one another, would 
be an erroneous decision. Envisioning 
a merger of  two goliath industries may 
not be such a far reach- it could be 
the outside spark needed to light the 
ignition. 
 
What Are We Waiting For?
Great lengths in transportation 
technology are still uncharted. The 
logistical challenge of  trying to 
revolutionize a 100-year-old industry 
also implies attempting to change a 
tradition. While technology, industry, 
and government are imperative 
catalysts of  change in this effort, 
there must be something inscrutable 
yet to arrive; this may come as 
a technological breakthrough, 
government intervention, or a drastic 
change in culture. But the conditions 
are just right today, just as they were at 
the dawn of  digital music, just as they 
were at the emergence of  the Ford 
Model T. Regardless of  how drastic 
the change of  contemporary personal 
transportation is, its quality will only be 
as novel as our effort is forward. 
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My skin is like paper,
thin slices.
Layers upon layers of  skin,
Drops of  blood seeping 
out of  the cracks. 
I search for the bone, 
Peeling back the diseased leftovers
Until I can see the tendons
stretched thin. 
My skeleton bared 
To my family, my friends,
As they paint me with their lies.
I continued to cut—
To break free of  the poisoned blood. 
I am a madwoman, 
Scratching at the skin, 
a foreigner inside my own body,
Cutting, cutting.
Longing to look in the mirror,
And see the woman I remember.
Not this stranger’s sad eyes
Staring back at me.
I am trying to shed my skin like a snake,
Hoping that what I find underneath,
can be familiar territory.
So I continue to bleed,
Attempting to find 
The girl I lost long ago.

by Alanna Gray
Foreign Skin
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Brooke Randall 
believes it’s a major drag 
that the Beatles split 
up recently. To her, it 
would be far out if they 
got back together. She 
says, “I’d be psyched if 
I got to marry George 
Harrison one day- he’s 
totally a stone fox!”
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As a child everyone had dreams, some 
more attainable than others, but all just 
as valid. And at the same time, all just 
as easily lost. I’ve had many passionate 
dreams in life, yet, here I am a lost 
college student. However, it does give 
me peace of  mind knowing that most 
adults my age don’t know what to do 
either. We’re all winging this together. 

Where do our passions go? For some it 
is just a simple case of  “I got bored of  
it,” or something replaced the other. But 
that was never the case for me. When 
I was 5 or 6, I wanted to be a teacher, 
an English teacher. Which is weird 
because I was at kindergarten or first 
grade level. Passing all those spelling 
tests and then teaching my stuffed 
animals made me way too confident. 
I assumed their silence during lessons 
and soft hugs meant they understood. I 
gave them homework, which they did, 
and always asked questions. The only 
issue was stuffed animals liked me, but 
my classmates didn’t. 

I’ve always had trouble communicating 
with others and my behavior was all 
over the place. Now, I don’t resent them 
for that because, in their defense, I was 
an... abstract child. Still, it hurt to know 
that children may not have been able 
to grasp my form of  communication. 
Some could say I’m projecting, but I 
have evidence. For instance, during 
naptime the other kids were playing 

paper football and I thought it looked 
fun. I asked the other kids if  I could 
play and one of  them said, word for 
word, “No. We don’t like you.” It 
shattered my baby heart. 

If  you asked me today if  I would 
still want to be a teacher I would 
wholeheartedly say yes. But would I do 
it? No. While teaching my high school 
rotc, I never once felt that they cared 
about what I had to say and sometimes 
they didn’t even understand what I was 
saying. It only reinforced my negative 
beliefs about myself. I have let anxiety 
win and it scares me that I always will.

Dancing is another passion of  mine; 
always has been. As a little kid, farther 
back than I can remember, I was in a 
dance school and I did so well I got 

A Passion at a Time
by Teresa Morrison
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pushed to the older class. But then 
the dance studio got shut down, so I 
thought “there goes that dream.” I say 
it like I instantly gave up on the dream 
to dance, but I didn’t. I just assumed 
that my parents would just put me in 
another dance school. But after some 
time passed I realized we couldn’t 
afford to. It was then that I let the 
dream go. 

Middle school rolled around, and I 
was watching FitTV, belly dancing, 
and YouTube when I fell, hard, into 
the great and beautiful Shakira music 
videos. Her belly dancing is fluid and 
powerful like the ocean. She is known 
as a belly dancing icon for a reason. 
And at the same time, through my need 
for more anime, I stumbled across 
Japanese dance groups and vocaloid 
music videos. Am I ashamed? Not at 
all. I took the routines shown in these 
videos and learned the dances myself. 

My mom wanted to put me in more 
dance classes but that cost money we 
didn’t have. I was glad she didn’t put me 
in more classes because by sophomore 
year of  high school I had stopped 
dancing all together. 

I wish I could blame my growing 
medical history or say that I found 
something more interesting. Both 
would be a lie. It was just insecurity. 
I hit puberty early and my body grew 
bigger in places where most the 
dancers I watched were small. When I 
danced, the meatier parts of  my body 
danced their own version too. And 
unfortunately, my skin color played 
a part in it as well. Sure, I loved hip 
hop, but I wanted to do just as much 
contemporary and a little bit of  ballet. 
But I rarely saw black dancers do that 
and never ones who were more on the 
thick side. I am ashamed that, yet again, 
I was afraid of  what others might say 
of  me. 

I took a hip-hop dance class here on 
campus. The teacher was nice, and I 
loved all the dances we did as a class 
but I noticed that my body insecurity 
had skyrocketed. There were black 
people in class and some were bigger 
than me, but I couldn’t let go of  how 

“...but at the end of 
the day I write for 
me and I can give a 
piece of myself to my 
characters.”
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I felt around others. My body felt out 
of  place even if  I wasn’t the largest in 
the room. I remember looking in the 
mirror, because dance studios just must 
have mirrors everywhere, and seeing 
me slide to the right and slide to the 
left but with my chest seconds behind 
and sliding to the side a little too hard, 
made me sick to my stomach. I lacked 
control others had over their body. So 
I always danced behind someone, so I 
would never see myself. I left that class 
knowing I wanted to dance more but 
accepting I wouldn’t.

Back in high school, my interests 
peaked with other subjects. Archeology, 
anthropology, and paleontology are all 
similar and fun. This was around the 
time that I realized past cultures and 
bones were interesting to me I also 
needed to start looking at schools with 
possible majors, because high school 
was ending in about a year and a half, 
and apparently, I needed to have my 
whole life planned out before then. 
Although, I’ll be honest, I looked 
up cryptozoologist because of  my 
obsession with mythical creatures and 
lore. It’s not a paid job and I’m still 
devastated. But I digress. 

You would think, “Oh, something that 
doesn’t require so much human, or 
at least live human, interaction. Why 
would you give that up?” The pressure 
of  society. When people kept saying 
“It’s not the most well-paid job” and 
“You would have to leave your future 
family for long periods of  time.” Yeah, 
my future family. You know the one 
that doesn’t exist and won’t for a while. 

At that point I just let it go. Why strive 
for something with so many “ifs”? 

No one talked about the positives of  
discovering fun cultural stories or trying 
to understand how other countries 
worked. Or even better, the constant 
talks of  dinosaurs and bones. Dinosaurs 
are as close as I can get to dragons, for 
now. Anthropology did come back up 
when I discovered my love for forensic 
anthropology and my wish to either be 
a detective or study bones and DNA to 
solve crimes. However, even if  my high 
school science teachers sparked my 
lost interests as much as my English 
teachers, I felt I was too stupid to 
pursue anything in the science or math 
fields and I used my growing physical 
issues to hide my fear of  failing to help 
someone in need, in any field.

These were just a few of  my dreams 
growing up. I have like 50 I still dream 
about. I never once wanted to be a 
doctor though. I could work on dead 
people, but live people? No. I refuse, 
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to try dancing again and maybe teach 
writing someday. 

Sure, I have insecurities about my 
writing, all the time, but at the end of  
the day I write for me and I can give 
a piece of  myself  to my characters. 
If  I can work, it out for them I can 
work it out with myself. Maybe I was 
never meant to pursue these dreams 
but rather let them shine in a medium 
that is not their own. To inspire others 
outside of  their usual audience and take 
pride in knowing that I’m still enjoying 
my dreams but in a way that makes me 
comfortable. 

and I have carpal tunnel. We’d save 
more lives if  I didn’t pursue it. 

So where does this leave me? Lost in 
college, and that’s okay. I realized I’ve 
had twice as many future goals as my 
friends, and sure some of  them have 
met their expiration date. So, I’ve 
decided to do the next best thing, get a 
degree and get a decent paying job, so I 
can pursue the one dream that can help 
me live all my passions of  the past and 
in the future: Creative writing.

I’ve based all my characters off  passions 
from my past. I have a Hispanic 
shapeshifting gay boy who wants to 
be a detective like his dad. The urge 
to solve crime is deeply embedded in 
my soul. The thought of  using critical 
thinking to take down bad people felt 
so right. He also has a mom who’s 
an archaeologist and fights gods on a 
the daily. I have a bisexual mute boy 
who used to hunt mythical creatures 
but is now best friends with a Native 
American fairy and they both love to 
dance when they aren’t saving lives. 
These sounds stupid out of  context, 
like wow. But I have never felt such 
relief  before. 

These bizarre characters give me 
passion to pursue things. To make an 
authentic story, I need to research. How 
can I solve a crime in my book without 
studying some DNA? Who would 
read my stories if  I didn’t research 
their culture and represent them well? 
I want to learn to draw so I can draw 
out dance scenes and action scenes, 
and then write them. It makes me want 
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Jade Carter is currently 
listening to Queen Latifah and 
MC Lyte albums on her CD 
player. She knows for sure they’ll 
be the best female rappers alive 
with the best-selling albums, 
because the 80s is totally radical! 
In the future, she predicts she’ll 
be able to listen to their music, 
but instead of using the CD 
player she can like…listen to it 
in her head, like a speaker, but 
without the wires. “I would be 
STOKED!” she says. “Lyte As A 
Rock and All Hail The Queen will 
start a new wave in hip hop. I’m 
spazzing because those will be the 

best albums of the century!”



49

December 31, 2016 11:47 pm

My sister and I scribble resolutions
with tongue-bit sincerity 
onto scraps of  paper,
clutching matches.

January 1, 2017  12:00 am

We feed our fates to the fire,
to symbolize surrender to chance. 
Or maybe it’s for luck.
This silly ritual 
was not born from thought.

July 26, 2017  3:00 pm

My sister’s body,
her half-heart and six spleens 
and blood clots and spider veins
and crooked teeth
and scarfing arms 
(but not the pacemaker because it could explode),
is offered to the fire.
2054 miles away, a sandwich 
sits untouched on my plate.

March 16, 2018  9:13 pm

I decide it’s time for the heavy snow
of  folded clothes and hospital bills
smothering her desk to melt.
I dig, wary of  whatever rusty 
shovels or thawed corpses
might lie buried.

by Tegan Murrell
Not Even Once
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January 1, 2017   12:01 am

My sister reaches into the fire.

March 16, 2018  11:34 pm

Underneath the oxygen tank
she carted around all spring,
I find the scorched paper titled “Hello 2017”

March 16, 2018  11:55 pm

I decide not to tell anyone about her New Years resolution
to never go to the hospital in 2017, 
not even once.

March 17, 2018  12:01 am

The paper, moments ago 
as hot and startling
as fresh blood in the sink,
is now cremated.
It took longer than I expected,
for each leftie-o, the childlike g,
bleeding a little
in the end of  the dishwater,
to heat, for the ink to glow 
for just a second
so the letters blinked like fireflies 
before the paper curled into ash,
grey as dead fingernails.
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In an especially empty expanse of  
space, a tiny gray speck floated through 
the black. An even smaller speck, a 
spaceman, adorned the outside of  his 
ship. Captain Leonard Fitz conducted 
his annual check of  the integrity of  the 
heat plates. Like every year before, they 
were pristine. The ship had not entered 
an atmosphere since launch.

Finished with his routine check, 
Leonard floated down to the airlock 
door and entered the ship. He took off  
his suit and walked into the main cabin. 
In it was a large control module and a 
cluster of  six rows of  ten empty glass 
chambers.

In the glass chambers sat microscopic 
embryos, effectively frozen in time. 
They sat patiently waiting for Leonard 
as he began the daily ritual of  hypnotic 
learning. He flicked a switch and tiny 
speakers began to project tiny voices 
inside each glass enclosure. They spoke 
of  agricultural techniques, astronomical 
navigation, social etiquette, and 
anything else deemed necessary by 
mission control. To Leonard, they 
were nothing but 60 small vibrations 
buzzing, bringing life to the dead cabin 
for one hour each day.

It was one week before Commencement 
Day. One week before he was finally 
able to begin the nourishment of  the 
embryos, initiating their growth into 

the sole colonists of  planet 454. He 
would mold them into capable men 
and women and consequently shape 
the fate of  planet 454 for millennia to 
come. It was his one and only mission, 
and one he had been on for most of  
his life.

Leonard listened to the hum of  the 
hypnopaedia for a bit before walking 
over to his control module on the other 
end of  the cabin. A voice greeted him 
as he approached.

“Good morning, Captain Fitz,” the 
voice spoke. “Did your inspection go 
well?”

“It did, NAC,” Leonard answered. 
NAC stood for Navigational Assistant 
Correspondent. It was Leonard’s only 
company, excluding the embryos, and 
served as the second-in-command on 
the ship and general overseer of  all 
aspects of  the mission.

On the large module screen, Leonard 
began to play a video. A large, friendly 
face filled the screen and began 
speaking to Leonard. Mission control 
had ordered all of  its pilots to engage 
in at least two 15-minute sessions of  
simulated conversation each day. The 
dangers of  isolation were well-known 
and small talk proved most effective 
in maintaining long-term sanity. The 
friendly face spoke and waited for 

Starman
by Sophie Corizzo
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answers, but Leonard had stopped 
engaging long ago. After a few years of  
videos, the faces began repeating. Soon 
after that, so did the words. 

Before long, NAC interrupted the 
video.
“Captain Fitz, there is a small projectile 
about fifty kilometers from the ship,” 
NAC spoke. “It didn’t show up on my 
radar scans but only on photographic 
imagery.”

Leonard quickly pulled up the view of  
the exterior cameras. A small brown 
splotch was approaching the side of  
the ship.

“We should conduct evasive 
maneuvers,” NAC said. “Fire full 
thrusters to starboard, Captain.”

The module screen slid down into the 
floor, revealing the bridge window, and 
a small steering yoke folded out of  the 
module keyboard. Leonard had never 
actually manually piloted the ship. He 
stared at the controls.

“Captain Fitz, give me control,” NAC 
said.

Leonard woke from his stupor, gripped 
the unfamiliar yoke, and yanked it 
towards the right with all his strength. 
The ship groaned as it moved achingly 
slowly. Gradually, the brown splotch 
moved into the view of  the bridge 
window. It was a meteor no more than a 
meter across, far too small to be picked 
up by radar. Leonard had strained the 
yolk as far right as he could, but the 

ship was too big of  a target. 

Leonard could only watch as the space 
rock ripped through the walls of  the 
food reserve, silently sending vast 
amounts of  freeze-dried food and 
water into the vacuum. The module 
rumbled beneath the captain’s fingers, 
but other than that, the cabin remained 
still. If  not for the window telling him 
otherwise, nothing had happened. 

Quickly, the ship’s external probe 
found its way to the gash in the ship 
and stitched the heat plates together 
with metal rods and welding tools. It 
worked efficiently and the ship was 
repaired within the minute. The yoke 
folded back into the module and the 
screen rose from the floor. 

“Assess the damages, NAC.”

“I already have, sir. The reserves have 
been depleted by approximately 68%.” 
NAC almost sounded optimistic.

Leonard’s face grew whiter. “What 
does that mean for the mission?” he 
asked.

“On the current route, the reserves 
could support 60 colonists for 5.7 years 
or 18 colonists for the remaining 16 
years until reaching 454,” NAC sounded 
through the module speakers. “That is 
assuming minimal caloric intake during 
the duration of  the expedition.”
Leonard had failed.

“Captain, the meteor appears to have 
broken through to the other side of  
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the ship,” NAC spoke.

The fuel reserves.

“There was a small leak but it has been 
repaired. The odds of  success for the 
mission remain favorable.” 
There was a pause, and the tiny buzzing 
of  the hypnopaedia filled the space 
between them.

“How favorable?” Leonard asked. 
NAC did not speak. He always spoke. 
“What are the odds of  arrival, NAC?” 
The cabin stood silent. “That’s an 
order.”

“3.6 percent.” 

Leonard cursed. 

“Captain, I must insist that we continue 
to adhere to the mission,” NAC said 
coldly.

NAC was right. The mission was all 
Leonard had known. He had spent years 
preparing for arrival and even longer 
dreaming of  it. Eighteen colonists 
was less than optimal, but it was still 
likely enough to begin civilization. Yet, 
Leonard found himself  yearning for 
escape. He had spent too long on that 
dead ship. He had listened too long to 
the hum of  the hypnopaedia and held 
too many conversations with imaginary 
friends on computer screens. Three 
percent was a door. 

“Terminate the embryo incubation 
systems, NAC,” Leonard said. No 
response. The captain’s fists clenched 

slightly. “NAC, this is an order from 
your commanding officer. Now, 
terminate the-“

“Captain Leonard Fitz, I have reason 
to believe your mental faculties have 
degraded beyond those which are 
suitable for a position...“ The calm 
voice fell to the floor, evading Leonard’s 
deaf  ears. The captain walked over 
to the module as NAC spoke, now 
fully aware that he was finally alone. 
Leonard pulled up the manual override 
system and punched in the twenty-
five digit code he had memorized. 
The one he had repeated to himself  in 
the operational lulls and in every new 

sunrise in every new solar system.
His fingers stopped on the twenty-fifth 
digit. The manual override code was 
fully input, though the execute button 
remained bare, blinking. He had lost 
control of  his arms. Something was 
grabbing him, and hard. The ship’s 
external probe stood cold at his back. 
He could feel the spikes start to pierce 
his clothing. 

“Captain Fitz,” NAC spoke through 

“He had lost 
control of his arms. 
Something was 
grabbing him, and 
hard. The ship’s 
external probe stood 
cold at his back.“
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the probe. “I am arresting you for 
treason of  the highest order...“

The metallic voice drowned as Leonard 
strained against the probe’s arms, far 
too strong for his own. Small spikes 
sat like ornaments on the probe’s arms, 
digging into Leonard’s arms as he 
pushed. The execute button was still 
blinking, calling to him like a siren.

The captain brought his arms forward 
as much as he could, spikes piercing 
the skin and drawing blood. Then with 
all his force, he brought his arms back 
toward his own body and slammed his 
elbows into the metal frame of  the 
probe. His elbows cracked in the quiet 
cabin as a dent appeared in the probe. 
Nothing more than a small print for his 
troubles. 

Again, he drove his arms into the spikes, 
metal digging deeper into his wounds, 
trying to push NAC off  and into the 
ship’s wall. Again, he shattered his 
elbows against the probe’s abdomen, 
caving the robotic frame into the 
machine’s internal organs.

Again. 

Again.

The metallic arms slowly loosened 
their grip, though that only allowed 
the spikes to plunge deeper and deeper 
into the captain’s arms.

Again.

Again.

His elbows had all but turned to dust 
and his forearms were painted in 
blood, but the metallic arms fell at his 
side. The probe stood limbless and 
voiceless. Leonard stood the same. 
He strode forward, unhinged, to the 
module keyboard. The captain willed 
his hand forward to the blinking red 
button. But he stopped. 

There was no probe at his back. There 
were no metallic arms pressed to his 
side. He was free to end the mission 
once and for all. But there was a sharp 
pain in his chest. He looked down.
Leonard recognized the small metal 
stake protruding six inches from his 
ribcage. It was a replacement metal 
rod. A spare part used for repairing 
the ship.  NAC must have pierced his 
stomach while he was overcome with 
pain blinding adrenaline. The blood 
trickled down into his boots. Leonard’s 
body slumped against the module and 
then to the cabin floor. The execute 
button blinked as the captain died on 
the linoleum. The ship fell silent but 
for the calming hum of  hypnopaedia.  
The cabin whirred with a small bout of  
activity and 42 embryos quietly passed. 
Commencement Day was one week 
away.
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by Grace Power
The Worst Day Ever
I’ve watched Mac Miller evolve from 
“easy Mac with the cheesy raps” to the 
“drugged-out Mac with the depressive 
raps”. It’s remarkably unfortunate that 
he had to battle such a crippling drug 
addiction in order to hone in on and 
aggrandize the more sophisticated 
facets of  his talent. It’s even more 
disconcerting that we will never see 
him further evolve, putting a cap on 
his artistic output. Music transcends 
time, encrypting memories in its beats 
and its rhymes, soundwaves travel 
through time reminding us of  their 
first iterations, the beats in a song 
reverberate to the beats of  your life. 

I still haven’t fully processed that 
Mac Miller is no longer with us. It’s 
incomprehensible that someone who 
I feel like I’ve grown tremendously 
alongside with and have been through 
hell and back with, went to high school 
with, gone through every day emotions 
with, has just suddenly expired without 
warning. He looked like he was doing 
exceptionally better, particularly 
winsome and bright-eyed. It’s especially 
unsettling because I listen to Mac just 
about every day; whether I was in a foul 
mood or having the “Best Day Ever”, 
his music was able to constantly cater 
to my every emotion. 

And yet, this person, who pervades my 
life so intensely, is still so far beyond 
me and simply untouchable, deeming 

the concept of  his passing to be truly 
unfathomable. His overall goal was to 
speak and connect with the world and 

I, for one, can absolutely attest that 
he generously exceeded expectations, 
even when his demons had such a grip 
on him. Upon reflecting, all that comes 
to mind is his song “REMember”, and 
this idiosyncratic line on a loop: “it’s a 
dark science, when your friends start 
dying/ like how could he go, he was 
part lion.” 

In 2016, I begrudgingly accepted my 
birthday gift of  tickets to a Mac Miller 
concert at Red Rocks Amphitheater 
in Colorado. I was absolutely livid 
that my long-distance boyfriend and I 
were electing to waste our short visit 
in Colorado together, listening to this 
bratty stoner who probably listened to 
Eminem once and thought he’d be the 
next. I will never forget the moment 
that Mac got on stage. He entered 
with a swirling, carnival-themed beat 
followed by the unforgettable and 
unignorable first line: “People worship 

“Entirely spellbound, 
I proceeded to 
experience the most 
monumental concert 
of my life...”
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these idols ‘til they come in contact 
with god”. 

Entirely spellbound, I proceeded to 
experience the most monumental 
concert of  my life, in the most amazing 
venue. After this unforgettable 
experience and my newfound 
appreciation for Mac Miller, it’s clear 
that he did compare to Eminem, and 
given more time than his short 26 
years, very well could have surpassed 
his commercial success. 

I just wish that there was no reason to 
write this in the first place. Admittedly, 
the loss and unshakable sadness that I 
feel regarding the death of  Mac Miller 
has certainly taken me by surprise. It’s 
unambiguously amazing how music is a 
staunchly candid timeline of  memories 
for one’s life, whether it be eating 
munchies or going through a breakup, 

the nostalgia of  celebrating with friends 
or lamenting a gut-wrenching hardship. 

Some people look at me as though I 
am crazy for identifying so heavily with 
a juvenile rap star that was overcome 
by drugs and alcohol, but without the 
role that Mac Miller’s music played in 
my life, I would not be the person that 
I am today. 

The effect that the coming and going 
of  Mac Miller has had on me helps me 
to remember that one single person can 
unknowingly make such a significant 
and impactful change in another’s life 
without deliberately trying. I live every 
day knowing that I too can make a 
difference in this world. With that 
being said, no matter where life takes 
me, you’ll find me with a smile. People 
change, and things go wrong, but just 
remember, life goes on. 
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Lindsey Williams is  jamming 
to The Backstreet Boys on her portable 
CD player. She’s enthusiastic about this 
boy band’s fame, saying “I know they are 
going to be famous for decades… I mean 
how could they not? Kevin Richardson 

is the bomb-- a lyrical genius!” 
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Jonathan Booker currently  
is observing his hermitic oath, 
“waiting for when the whole world 
interacts exclusively through Virtual 
Reality,” so he can enjoy life and not 

breach religious obligations. 
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For the longest time, the word 
“passion” did nothing for me but 
insight paranoia. I wanted to write until 
I decided to be a writer; I liked being 
a writer until I had to write. There 
seemed to be no way that the act of  
doing something and my identity as 
something else could co-exist. As soon 
as I wrote I was putting my identity at 
risk, and when I was writing I simply 
didn’t care about identifying as a 
writer. This is an experience I know 
many people have shared, the pressure 
of  identity, which is more or less the 
pressure to have an identity. 

The first thing I realized was that 
the desire to have an identity comes 
from a desire for security. This isn’t 
necessarily a sense of  security about 
the future, but sense of  security in 
the present—something to sate all the 
other concerns. After a long enough 
time being haunted by my “passion” I 
began to wonder why I even decided 
on it in the first place, and how my 
decision that I was passionate about 
writing had a more powerful effect on 
the way I lived than any other kind of  
decision could. 

Just like there are two kinds of  thinking, 
there are two kinds of  decisions. There 
is run-of-the-mill thinking which one 
uses while planning a route through 
campus or counting number of  cards 
in a deck. Then there is thinking about 

thinking—metacognition—which 
is what we use when contemplating 
ourselves. It is this kind of  thinking, 
usually, which is connected to our 
emotions and desires, and it is the other 
kind that executes tasks. The first kind 
I call first-order decisions, the second 
are second-order decisions. Passions 
have an odd way of  fitting into both 
categories, first- and second-order.

While realizing or deciding you have 
a passion is a second-order decision, 
a passion does manifest itself  in first-
order thinking. For example, if  you are 
happier while you are writing code than 
you are while you are writing poetry, 
you know that you are closer to being  
passionate about writing code than 
writing poetry. This doesn’t make it 
a passion of  yours per se, but it does 
mean that you can tell, while within the 
task, that you like it. There could be 
something you like doing so much that 
you want to do it all the time—would 
that qualify this thing as a passion? 

by Jonny Booker
Are Passions Innate?

“And while a passion 
doesn’t provide you 
with safety, it does 
provide you with a 
reason to endure the 
discomfort of adult life.”
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My primary interest is in answering why 
it is that I and other people tend to want 
to find a passion, which suggest that 
someone can want to have a passion, 
and decide they have a passion, without 
actually having one. Being passionate 
about something is something that 
you experience, while deciding you 
are passionate about something is an 
abstract decision about an abstract self. 
It happens when you decide that the 
feeling of  doing something is sufficient 
to meeting the standard of  passion. 
But what is your reference point for 
this standard? What makes you want 
to decide that it is a passion of  yours, 
instead of  just doing it? 

I think it is an attachment to being sure 
about your life before you’ve lived it. It 
comes from a desire to want to have a 

path, and some semblance of  safety on 
your way forward. And while a passion 
doesn’t provide you with safety, it does 
provide you with a reason to endure 
the discomfort of  adult life. So I 
think it is in fact a method people use 
of  insulating themselves from their 
problems. It is a focal point around 
which everything else can gather. 

Once you accept that there is a lot 
of  motivation for people to believe 
they had a passion, I realized how 
many people must have decided 
preemptively that they are passionate 
about something that they aren’t. When 
I see people who are disinterested in 
their lives, one of  my first assumptions 
is that they have done this: let their 
desire for a good future overcome their 
feelings about what is actually in front 
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of  them. 

In other words, they’ve let their 
second-order thoughts crowd out their 
first. A buffer is formed within these 
people, and I think there are few things 
that make young people more resentful 
of  adulthood than when they see that 
this buffer is common among adults. Is 
becoming dispassionate an inevitable 
part of  life, or is it something that most 
people don’t care enough to avoid? 

I’m not suggesting that one kind of  
decision should rule the other—that 
first-order or second-order decisions 
are categorically more important—but 
rather that there is a balance between 
them that must be kept and that an 
over-emphasis on either should be 
avoided. Sometimes people are so 
eager to have a passion that they lower 
their standard so low that anything can 
meet it. Sometimes their belief  in the 
importance of  a passion is so strong 
that nothing they do can attain its status. 
Sometimes people are so focused on 
their actual experience of  something 
that they don’t bother giving it a label; 
they simply enjoy it and keep doing it, 
or they dislike it and never do it again. 

This last kind of  person is ideal. I think 
that the term “passion” should only 
be used when explaining something 
about yourself  to others, not when 
explaining something about yourself  
to yourself. Regardless of  what the 
term was first used for, many people 
today have formed an attachment to it 
that distorts their relationship to their 
own experiences—usually in the name 

of  the future. The word “passion” is 
not something that you should use to 
assess your own experience, because 
you should be careful that it doesn’t 
become a belief—a word you feel 
obligated to use before experiencing 
something that requires it. While it 
may or may not be a word you can 
accurately use at one point in your life, 
it is a term you may be able to use in the 
future, and using it when you should 
not may prevent you from ever using 
it correctly.
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Allison Ortmann was last 
seen driving around town with 
her friends while wearing totally 
sweet matching Juicy track suits 
and cranking up *NSYNC. They’re 
way wicked and she just knows that 
they’ll like, be together forever. She 
gets psyched to spend time with her 
friends at the movie theater. When 
asked about her favorite movie this 
year she said, “Castaway was totally 
rad! Do you really think I’d miss a 

Tom Hanks movie? As if !”
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Player Ways
I miss the old days
Matter fact, I miss my old plays
Kinda miss my old ways
I don’t think that I can say
That I missed you anyway
That’s why I will not say
Anything, I’ll just pray.

What you gonna do
I can live my life without you
Can you do the same too
Never really felt love
But I had a feeling too
That I was in love with you
But that was a lie

I can’t really explain what I’m feeling inside
So many thoughts going on in my mind
If  I had one wish, I would wish it was you
But it is not true
Because my heart is too selfish to even love you 

by Jade Carter
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Unclad feet, inundated
covered in leaves
soaking in the first rain
after you lost yourself
in someone else

raindrops cascade
athwart your eye lashes
and plummet down your face
in lieu of  downpour
torrent over the precipice of  your nose
reminiscent of  the sensation 
of  chlorine conveyed from your nose
to the posterior of  your throat

and the burning sensation
that insufflated exultant childhood
forthwith the only image
that parallels
is the semblance
of  his           ()
propelled against
the back of  your esophagus

strands of  wet grass glide
between toes too long
to be appropriate for your frame

decumbent beneath an oak
betwixt the branches

find burrowed squirrels
veiled from the downpour

your white dress
not much more opaque
than the color of  your skin

by Samantha Huff

sudden and suctioned to your legs

he may have taken you
and your past
but statistically speaking
you’re ¼ done with your life

wash away any trace
of  his hands
his mouth
his hair

your body belongs
   wholly to you.  

It’s Not Your Fault
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I love the way you dress,
Now take it off,
Put your legs high on my shoulders across,
I’m racing through your mind but you already 
lost,
I’m at the finish line and you’re the friend of  
mine,
Come on let’s ride

The song flowed through Kavishai’s 
headphones causing her to get lost 
in thought. Songs always sparked her 
memories from her past--evoking 
some distant emotion. Every song she 
possessed had a meaning in some sort 
to her. Wave after wave of  whatever 
her subconscious pushed center stage 
captivated her. Words over the right 
melody would alter her instantly. 

But those lyrics held a special effect on 
her. Thoughts of  Demont oozed from 
an achy part of  her chest. It wasn’t 
on purpose, but stewing in the soup 
of  tremors that swept her away into 
fantasyland felt sensational. There she 
could see her commiting the crimes of  
her flesh. Throwing logic to the wind. 
Running with the wolves. Sin was no 
sin there.

“So do you think about me?” Kavishai 
asked Demont. Her large almond eyes 
piercing him through her long lashes. 
Licking her lips seductively, she leaned 
towards him folding her arms on top 
of  the table. The almost empty burger 

joint was dimly lit as the melody cooed 
throughout the space. It was as if  they 
were the only ones there. Very intimate.

Just a lil bit
Every now and then
God damn girl we used to be friends
Just a lil bit
Just a lil bit
Just a lil bit

“Sometimes,” he answered returning 
her look. The air was thick between 
them. He had always wanted her and 
always would. She was the one he never 
could completely devour physically 
even though he consumed part of  her 
soul. Part of  him lived in her. He was 
a representation of  all forbidden fruits. 
Behind the honey glazed skin were dark 
mountains, with tempting mirages, and 
cliffs more dangerous than hell. He 
was toxic and she liked it. 

They sat comfortably in silence 
allowing energy to grow--each second 
permitting flashbacks of  their old affair 
to play. Different scenes with different 
weights and meanings captured them. 

“What do you think about?” her voice 
low and filled with a familiar tone. 
Kavishai’s scent invaded his nostrils. 
Demont digested the sight of  her 
ripped knee, high waist blue jeans and 
mustard gold ribbed long sleeve off  
the shoulder top. Majority of  her thick 

by Amanda Holloman
Do You Think About Me
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hair fell to the center of  her back while 
the front slightly covered her right eye.

This relationship, shit it’s too much for me,
I wanna fuck, be friends, and live comfortably

“Having you”, he answered. That sly 
grin that made her skin crawl appeared 
upon his lips.

“You had me and lost me. That’s on 
you.”

“You already know how I feel about 
that so why go there? I think you 
like fucking a good thing up, Vi.” He 
leaned back in his seat. She could see 
his demeanor switching quickly. He 
released an irritated sigh. Underneath 
his neat surfaced lurked a great white 
shark that attacked unsuspecting prey. 
Feasting on those that gave up their 
fight for life after too many punctures 
from rows of  razor sharp teeth. Spitting 
out those that did not match the flavor 
of  polygamy and leaving them forever 
traumatized. They could never be fully 
whole again. 

Kavishai wore an unfazed glare. Before, 
his response would have caused fires 
to run rampant through her lily fields 
of  peace. But now? Now he could not 
bother her. She knew him too well. 
He did not want her, he wanted her 
obedience. He did not want to know 
her pains, her problems or how to fix 
them. He wanted her pleasure, the 
garden hidden deep inside her temple 
and to drink the waters of  her well. To 
taste the nectar of  her restricted fruit 
and to leave his seed would be one of  

his greatest achievements. They both 
knew this. He refused to admit it but she 
knew. From the tone in his voice, the 
glances and wordplay. Unbeknownst to 
her, she had left her mark on him too. 
His heart would never be the same. 
Demont had been exposed to genuine 
love--an experience never felt before. 
She held him down until there was 
only one tire left. If  her love was this 
much, he was sure the box had to be 
overwhelming. Overdosing on and in 
her was always just out his reach.

He reached over, grasping her hands. 
For a few moments they just rested there 
as they exchanged words telepathically. 
Not too many people could she talk to 
without moving her mouth. 

“You know I still love you though, 
Vi”, he confessed causing her to 
knit her brows and purse her lips in 
contemplation.

Her breathing became shallow and 
deliberate. On the left side of  her 
body, she could feel her heart trying to 
escape her chest to punch his ass in his 
mouth. Kavishai’s left eyebrow shot up 
as she tilted her head trying to find the 
right words to say to him. They needed 
to be aimed precisely at his rebellious 
spirit. Anger tingled in her toes and 
threatened to sprout into vines full 
of  bitterness. Quickly she turned on 
the sprinklers of  holy water to dry up 
those feelings. No that’s giving him the 
upperhand.

“Thank you. And I’ll always love you 
too...but in Christ.”
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She should have what she wants just not from 
me

“That’s how you feel? After 
everything?”

“Yeah, most definitely. Honestly, part 
of  me will never forget you. I’ll never 
forget the disappoints. I’ll always 
remember the good times too. None 
of  that just doesn’t mean a thing now 
though.” She pushed a lock of  hair 
behind her ear as her bottom lip folded 
into it’s comfort place behind her teeth. 
Her eyes focused on the table while 
long ago images of  their “love” flashed 
before her eyes. Times of  adolescent 
ignorance where she gave 100% and 
only got back what he could muster 
up. Nights filled with steam in front 
of  her Daddy’s house in the wee hours 
of  the morning. All those times where 
she read so deep into meaningless 
things that they appeared to be cryptic 
messages never sent.

“We can have more good times though, 
ViVi. You know I’m good for it. Good 
laughs and good pipe. What more can 
you want from Papi?” 

Commitment. No use in bringing it up. 
Pointless subject that always navigated 
her to a dead end. He was like a deer; 
prancing off  away from the depths of  
her love in fear that he’d drown. If  only 
he knew her waters were life changing, 
groundbreaking, eye opening, and 
outright spectacular. Explaining that 
however would fall on deaf  ears. No 
purpose in beating a dead horse. 
“Riiight. Anyways, I’m terribly sorry 

Demont, but I must be going now. It 
was nice talking to you as always,” she 
said standing to her feet. Their eyes 
connected as she tried her hardest to 
avoid them. Looking at him would 
make it hard for her feet  to go. She’d 
want to stay to fight or stay to go 
with him. Neither was what she really 
wanted to do. 

Deep down it was no secret that their 
time together, in many ways more than 
one, had been finished. Only the thrill 
of  the hunt is what kept her lingering 
around. Chasing down his feelings, 
thoughts and ideas about her had kept 
her hooked for years. But now her 
feet were sore and spirit extremely 
exhausted. He was simply good on 
the eyes but shitty for the soul. Not 
knowing alot about him or what he 
would become would have to suffice. 
Placing a $50 bill on the table she 
turned to exit the building. Her knees 
felt weak as she put her best cat walk 
on. Demont would never see her fall 
again. 

“Bye ViVi. I’ll be here if  you need me. 
You know where to find me.” 

Yep, I do, she thought as she came back 
to the cool breeze of  reality. The air 
felt damp and hinted of  rain. Birds 
sang their songs as they flew to shelter. 
Yep, I sure do.

I know you think about me,
You were so special to me
Do you think about me?
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Grace Power is cruising 
around in the driver’s seat of a self-
operating, electric car in the fast lane. 
She is experiencing first-hand the 
future of female as the glass ceiling 
comes crashing down before her very 
eyes. “YAS KWEEN! LOL. Cursive has 
gone extinct, but technological literacy 
is at an all time high. Everywhere I 

look… Amazon. Dilly Dilly!” 
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I parked my white BMW in front of  
Camilla’s, twenty minutes early despite 
the fact that he was notoriously never 
on time. The restaurant was in a mutual 
part of  town, far enough from the 
family I didn’t want him to meet and his 
new one I knew too much about. My 
hand hung over the ignition debating 
whether or not to scrap this whole idea 
and just go home. I rolled my eyes at 
my weak thought. I needed to do this.
 
At my request, the hostess seated me at 
a table towards the back of  the room. 
It was 8 p.m., peak dinner hour in the 
city, so thankfully there were a number 
of  other diners packed into the small 
restaurant. Their conversations were 
loud enough to drown out the things I 
didn’t want other people to hear. 

Thirty minutes later, the bell above the 
door alerted me to his entrance. I sat 
up in my chair, my breath faltered at 
the sight of  him. He had changed so 
much since the last time I saw him. I 
had pictured what he would look like 
countless times in my head but none 
of  them prepared me for seeing the 
real thing. He looked…so old. 

He stopped to talk to the hostess, 
momentarily unaware of  my presence 
in the back of  the restaurant, my eyes 
calculating all the differences. His hair, 
no longer the dark ebony of  his youth, 
was stark white giving away his age 

instantly. His face bore the wrinkles of  
time, the blue bags under his eyes made 
him look like he hadn’t slept in a few 
weeks. Where I had always known him 
for his expensive tailored suits and the 
occasional t-shirt on the weekends, he 
arrived wearing a cheap button-down 
flannel, straight-legged blue jeans and 
brown boots. His resemblance to a 
lumberjack was uncanny. I let out a 
small laugh, his younger wife obviously 
influenced his appalling sense of  style. 

The hostess turned, pointing him in the 
direction of  where I was sitting. His eyes 
met mine and all humor disappeared. 
His outwardly warm smile did little to 
hide his discomfort. I stood up, I’m 
not sure why. He clumsily embraced 
me, pinning my arms to my side. Oh 
dear God, no. He quickly released me. 
I stood there like a bug that had just 
been zapped, my limbs paralyzed. 

“Anna.” My name coming from his 
mouth jarred me from my stunned 
state, “You’ve changed so much.” 

“That tends to happen over twenty 
years.” I retorted under my breath. He 
didn’t seem to hear me, or he chose to 
ignore as he took his seat at the table. 
I sat back down, fumbling with the 
menu to keep from having to start the 
conversation. Our waitress relieved 
either of  us from the unwanted task by 
taking our drink order. 

An Almost Stranger
by Caroline Edmondson
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 “Just water please” he told her. He saw 
the confused look on my face, “I don’t 
drink anymore” he informed me. I 
narrowed my eyes at him remembering 
the single glass of  brandy he drank 
every night before dinner. 

“We’ll luckily I do. I’ll drink for the 
both of  us.” I told the waitress my 
order, opting out of  my usual glass of  
wine for something stronger. I sure as 
hell needed it. The smell of  his cologne 
wafted across the table, assaulting my 
senses and emotions. It smelled of  
comfort, of  when I would fall off  
my bicycle, scraping my knee and 
convinced that I was dying, the smell 
of  his hug calming me in a way nothing 
else could. I pushed the memory from 
my mind. As soon as the waitress left, 
he put down the menu clasping his 
hands together looking like he was 
about to scold me for something I did. 

“I was convinced you weren’t going 
to come. I was sure you would have 
never wanted to see me again.” He 
paused, taking a sip of  the water that 
was just put in front of  him, “After 
all, I wouldn’t blame you if  you hadn’t 
shown up. Not after what happened. 

Not after how I handled things. I’m 
just sorry that it took so long for me to 
reach out to you. I found your address 
through a friend; that’s a fancy part of  
town you live in.” He laughed like it 
was amusing. 

“Yes, James is a very successful judge. 
We’re very lucky.”

“James?”

“My husband.” Of  course he forgot. 
Even though I had sent him an 
invitation to the wedding in a brief  
moment of  weakness. In the end he 
never showed; it had crushed me.

“Ah yes, of  course. The invitation 
came late, I would have loved to have 
gone.” His pitiful excuse annoyed 
me. He glanced at the rings sparkling 
on my left hand. The halo diamond 
was refurbished from James’s 
grandmother’s ring. I cherished their 
meaning. His left hand bore the mark 
of  a wedding band, a visible tan line on 
the finger where his ring should have 
rested. Its absence bothering me more 
than its presence would have. The sting 
of  him trying to baby me even after all 
of  these years, especially since he had 
married his mistress mere months after 
the divorce was final. I had known 
about his new marriage for years. I had 
worn my rings proudly in his presence 
on purpose. 

“So, why did you finally reach out?” I 
anticipated his answer.

“Well, I just wanted to see how you 

“I had pictured what 
he would look like 
countless times in my 
head but none of 
them prepared me for 
seeing the real thing. 
He looked...so old.”
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were doing. I know you were very upset 
when I left-.” I scoffed, of  course I had 
been, “But you must have known that I 
wasn’t happy. It wasn’t enough for me.” 

That statement pained me. Hearing 
your father say that his daughter, the 
person who he is supposed to love and 
support for the rest of  his life merely 
because she is born of  his flesh, wasn’t 
enough for him is devastating. The 
thought of  eating the food I had just 
ordered made me nauseous. I didn’t 
think I could make it. 

A text from James, tasked with 
watching both of  the kids while I 
was here, flashed on my phone sitting 
on the table. I scrambled to flip the 
screen over but seeing his eyes linger 
on the image of  Charlotte set as my 
background made me stop. I could see 
the pain in his face. The knowledge 
that he had missed the birth of  his first 
grandchild and the absence of  knowing 

that he had already missed the second. 

“Charlotte.” My voice broke him from 
his inner turmoil. He struggled to meet 
my gaze, “She’s five.”

“I didn’t know-.” He started.

“-I know you didn’t.” My anger was 
beginning to boil over, “I didn’t want 
you knowing. I didn’t need you poking 
into her life and confusing her.” He 
flinched under my words but I didn’t 
care. 

“You didn’t want her knowing her 
grandfather?”
“Oh, she does. James’s father is very 
much involved in her life. He loves that 
little girl. Loves her more than-.” I cut 
myself  off. The tears welled in my eyes. 

“More than what?” He asked already 
knowing what I was going to say. 
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“More than you ever did for me or 
could for her!” It felt good to finally 
say it, “You don’t deserve to know her. 
I can’t risk you walking out on her like 
you walked out on me.” I flung back 
my chair, its legs scraping the floor 
drawing the attention of  the diners 
around us. Whatever. Let them stare. 
The waitress was frozen by the exit of  
the kitchen, our dinners balanced in 
her hands. They would go uneaten. My 
father stood up, grasping my wrist in 
an attempt to stop me from going.

“Annabanana. Don’t.” I froze, my 
nostrils flaring at his casual use of  my 
old nickname. I ripped my wrist away 
from him.

“Don’t ever call me that again. You 
don’t deserve to anymore.” I fled to the 
sanctuary of  my car, not once looking 
back. 

I collapsed into the car seat, letting all 
the tension and anger leave my body.  
And in that moment I knew that I didn’t 
need a father’s love to define me. I didn’t 
need the picture perfect family growing 
up. I knew that just because I came 
from a broken childhood household 
didn’t mean that I would end up in 
an adult one. And most importantly, I 
realized that the suffering that I went 
through and the pain I carried around 
for most of  my life only made me 
into the loving wife and mother I am 
today. I felt the same determination 
and euphoric love for my own children 
that my mother felt for me once my 
father left. The determination that my 
children will grow up knowing that 

they are deeply and wholeheartedly 
loved and no matter what, they will 
never feel abandoned. 

I pulled onto the dark, empty road 
towards home. The pavement looking 
like a dark river in the rain that was 
lightly falling. I rolled down the 
window, ignoring the rain that fell onto 
me. I let it wash away all the resentment 
and pain, let it wash away the past and 
the memory of  him. 
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