
I ND IGO
Th e

LITERARY JOURNAL OF WILLIAM CAREY UNIVERSITY                     2018

Department of Language and Literature

St
ru

m
 to

 R
hy

th
m

s 
 B

et
ha

ni
e 

W
ils

on



The Indigo
2018

William Carey University



Baudean, Nicholas
31 Haiku
Best, Jared
24 The Image of You
40 Books of Wisdom
Boada, Richard
24 What Can I Tell You That You Don’t Already  
 Know?
Breland, Mary Beth
4 Mountain-Fever 
22 Rose Story
25 Husband and Wife: Thirty-Nine and Forty
Carriker Cherry, Chaney
24  Queen Elizabeth
27 Drifting
Chestnut, Allison
8 No Matter Where You Go, There You Are
Crow, Harli
31 Haiku
Dearman, Gregory
31 Space Walker
DeLorenze, Kimberly
5 Going to Crooked Creek
Read Diket
23 A rose in the Abstract

Ed Ford
12 Eagle
13 Tomatoes
20 Winter Montage
21 Emmy’s Rocks
26 Concord
Gilliland, Shelby
12 Spring
24 Red Pillow
Glatz, Macy
20 Haiku
Graves, Jeanna
14 The Religion of Food, or  
 Only Heathens Put   
 Giblets in Their Dressing
Gray, Amanda
13 The Shrimp Boat
Hill, Rylee
31 Haiku
Howard, Sharon
6 Evening Tide
32 Eclipse
Hudnell, Kimmie
30 Haiku

CONTENTS



2 3The INDIGO    2018 The INDIGO    2018

“That is part of the beauty of all literature. You discover that your longings are 

universal longings, that you’re not lonely and isolated from anyone. You belong.” 

In three insightful sentences, F. Scott Fitzgerald expresses the motivation behind 

why we create art: to innovate, to communicate, and, most importantly, to connect. 

The Indigo seeks to be a vessel through which we connect to a larger creative 

conversation, but, especially, to the creative heartbeat of our own campus. As you 

progress throughout this magazine, allow yourself to be moved, to be effected, to 

be known by the words and images that you encounter. As your fellow students, 

staff, and faculty members use various mediums to express those “universal 

longings” of which Fitzgerald speaks—feelings of affection, of loss, of humor, of 

heartache, of remembrance—identify yourself with them. In doing so, I sincerely 

hope that you feel the same sense of belonging that I felt in reading through these 

exemplary samples of literary and visual expression. 

Warmly,

Elizabeth Whipps, Editor-in-Chief

The Indigo staff would like to express profound thanks to the invaluable individuals 

who contributed to the 2018 edition of The Indigo. The Department of Language 

and Literature, especially our Administrative Assistant, Dolores O’Mary, and 

our department chair, Dr. Tom Richardson, provides fundamental support and 

encouragement for The Indigo. We also offer particular thanks to Dr. Ed Ford, 

whose exceptional layout and formatting design ensures The Indigo’s excellence. 

Lastly, we thank the talented student, staff, and faculty creators whose submissions 

make this publication as enjoyable as it is. 

The Indigo Editors
Elizabeth Whipps, Editor-in-Chief
Dr. Marsha Newman, Faculty Sponsor
Jared Best, Assistant Editor
Haley Cooley, Assistant Editor
Ian Pittman, Assistant Editor
Olivia Russell, Assistant Editor
Liberty Sites, Assistant Editor
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Mountain-Fever
By Mary Beth Breland

Imitation of “Sea-Fever” by John Masefield

April 9, 2007

I must go out to the peaks again, to the lonely mountains and sky,

And all I ask are boots and a map, to follow a trail by,

And the pack’s weight and the fresh scent and the tall pines swaying

And the bright sun on the mountain side with cloud shadows playing.

I must go out to the peaks again, for the call of the mountain track

Is a wild call and a clear call that I must answer back;

And all I ask is a breezy day with alpine flowers blooming,

And the tumbled rock and the brook’s fall from the high cliffs looming.

I must go out to the peaks again on a wanderer’s expedition,

To the eagle’s way and the grizzley’s way where vast space lifts my vision; 

And all I ask is a memory shared with a beloved fellow-rover,

And a hot meal and a soft bed when the long trek’s over.

Going to Crooked Creek
by Kimberly DeLorenze

Coming home, first morning’s beams,

streaming through pines, along the red gravel. 

Old Hartzog’s chipped, grey, house in the wake,

 of his Christmas tree lot,

with branched, triangles, still alive, in perfect tall rows.

We pass the elderly, church, stoic, namesake of the crooked, trickling, stream.

One hundred years is quickly traveled,

walking atop that hill, holding broken, written, stone-toppled dates, 

sunken dirt impressions, family forgotten,

and silken, scattered, misshapen, blue, roses.

Pasture lands, ponds, stallions and spotted cows team,

through hay grass, around broken fences, barbed wire unraveled.

Pigs in line, by rusted water troughs, waiting at the gate.

Waiting to eat the sodden spoils whose fragrances are rotten,

and five little piglets have dried mud and slime round the hole of their noses.  

 

Rounding the bend, excitement rises, nothing changes, yet everything has, it seems.

Whiter hair, shortened time, laughter and missed hugs, while dogs grovel,

enjoying the green expanse. Relishing in my grey-bricked youth, we stay until the hour is late,

not wanting to lose more time, more life, for we aren’t given a lot.

Will we have time to see home again, while home still has a Rose?Tradition
Rick Wilemon
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Black-eyed Susan   Brittany Pierce

The Drifter’s Song
By Bryson Rogers

Of late I feel an ache in my chest, 
A heaviness I cannot put to rest;
Oft I thought it an ill to be,
But now the pain I finally see.

I leave more than just footprints in these sands of time, 
But a piece of my heart crumbles one step at a time. 
Each person I meet takes a part of the whole,
An invisible blade that pierces my soul.

It is it not the way I wish it to be,
But ‘tis the way my Lord deemed for me:
An ache to feel every time I leave;
And when others depart, another ache I receive
.
Being a pilgrim, I deem no place my own;
The life of a stranger is all that I’ve known. 
Not all who hear will understand,
What for me is left in the arms of the sand.

But rising yet--sailing onward now;
I lift my hand and wipe the sweat from my brow. 
Though the road can be lonely, I walk not alone,
The Lord grants me companions to tread the Unknown.

Onward I go, into the sea and the foam;
Until God lifts this drifter, and takes him home. 
Through it all, Lord, You’ve been with me,
My constant Companion through the land and the sea.

Evening Tide  Sharon Howard
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“Where are you?” Jeanne Ezell asked. “You were supposed to be here 
almost an hour ago. We’re hungry.”
 “Here” was the South Mississippi Writing Project writer’s retreat 
at Twin Lakes Conference Center in Florence, Mississippi. Ordinarily 
we gathered at the St. Augustine Center—a quaint configuration of 
brick dormitories, trees heavy with Spanish moss, and a bevy of retired 
priests— in Bay St. Louis. Hurricane Katrina, however, destroyed the 
facility and the diocese hadn’t decided to rebuild. “We” (currently 
minus me) were fellows of previous SMWP institutes. Jeanne was our 
director.
 “I’m hungry, too, believe me,” I said into my Motorola flip 
phone. Too cheap to pay either for a phone with map service or a 
GPS, I had printed out the directions from the computer before leaving 
Hattiesburg.
 “I’ve got to be close. Start without me. I should get there before 

No M atter Where You Go, 
There You Are
       by Allison Chestnut

you put up the food,” I said.
 Jeanne softened. “Don’t have a wreck 
trying to get here. It’s only sandwiches and 
chips.”
 I mumbled some submissive 
platitude and snapped the phone shut. 
 Let me go on record: I am directionally 
challenged. When I watch others obey 
simple commands like “head north,” or “go 
west” or “take the southernmost road,” I 
wonder what planet they’re from. Just give 
me an elementary task: turn toward the 
hospital; turn right at the dead end. I’m all 
about landmarks. 
 If people give me a hard time about 
meandering to find my way, I assume a 
mantle of purposeful piety. Wandering has 
spiritual connotations, I remind them. 
 “The Israelites wandered in the 
wilderness for forty years. Noah floated 
without navigation for forty days. I’m just 
being biblical,” I tell my detractors. “The 
wise men went home by a different route. 
So who am I to do otherwise.” 
 On my way to Florence, however, I 
hoped my wandering would end quickly.
 My map got me to the entrance of 
the conference center, but the road turned 
into a trident of possibilities. The one on 
the left had a sign with the word “dinner” 
followed by an arrow. That was enough of a 
landmark for me. I followed that path until 
it dead-ended at a pavilion. The parking 
lot was full of cars. I had arrived without 
detour.
 A woman I didn’t recognize opened 
the screen door and motioned for me to 
come in.
 “You’re just in time,” she said. “The 
back of the line is right there by the plates 
and utensils. Grab a set and get whatever 
suits your fancy.”
 “Wow. This sure looks like more than 

lunchmeat and chips,” I said. The buffet line 
had baked chicken and steak, at least four 
different kinds of vegetables and salads, 
and a separate table for desserts.
 “Who told you that?” the hostess 
asked. 
 “This is my first time at Twin Lakes,” I 
admitted, “so I didn’t know what to expect.”
 “This is a special occasion,” she said. 
“We want everything here to be special for 
you. Go grab a plate. You can sit anywhere. 
Be sure to get a nametag. There are so 
many people this year, we want everyone to 
be on a first name basis.”
 Wow, I thought. This was better eats 
than anything served at St. Augustine. 
Usually we ate what the priests ate, and their 
vows of austerity usually defaulted to tuna 
fish on toast or some variation of spaghetti. 
The loss of St. Augustine’s privacy and 
serenity seemed not so great a sacrifice 
after all.
 I loaded up my plate then looked 
again for anyone I recognized, but the room 
was large with low lighting and decorated 
like a Hawaiian luau. I settled in at an empty 
table and cut into the steak, a perfect blend 
of slightly weeping delicate pink inside and 
seared outside. About halfway through the 
meal, two women joined me.
 “How’re you liking things so far?” 
asked the first woman. The darkness made 
reading  name tags impossible. 
I nodded while chewing.
 “We heard it’s your first time here,” 
said woman number two. “Can we get you 
anything, answer any questions?”
 “How many times have y’all been 
here,” I asked.
 They looked at each other.
 “I think this is my third time. We met 
here about three years ago, didn’t we?” 
Second lady looked for confirmation.

Dessert  
Jonathan Sims
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 “That sounds about right. Sure does. 
I wouldn’t miss this for the world. I make 
sure the dates are on the calendar first 
thing every January.”
 “So this is an annual event? And you 
eat like this every time? This is great stuff 
you have here,” I couldn’t get over the 
menu.
 “Now don’t go to fussing at us,” 
said the first lady. “We don’t eat like this at 
home. We stick to our diets like we ought.” 
She smiled. “Don’t be too uptight. Eat what 
you want. Be glad you have an appetite,” 
she said.
 “Oh look over there, Janie made it 
after all,” first lady said to the second. 
 “We didn’t think she was going to 
make it this year,” she said 
to me. “Come over and meet 
her when you get through. 
She has some stories to tell.” 
Then her attention turned 
back to Janie.
 “We’ll leave you to it,” 
they said and headed over to 
the group that was forming 
around Janie. 
 I had taken a bite 
of hummingbird cake —the first of my 
desserts— when a woman with two cups 
of coffee sat at my table.
 “I saw that you were beginning the 
best part of supper and you didn’t have 
coffee, so I brought you some,” she said 
and put the Styrofoam cup beside me.  
 “How do you take it?”
 “Black, cream, sugar, cream and 
sugar. As long as it has caffeine I’ll drink 
it,” I raised the cup and nodded toward 
her then took a sip. “Are you from around 
here?” I asked.
 “Sort of. I’m from Cleveland, but 
my program is in Jackson, so this feels like 

home,” she said. “What about you?”
 “I’m from Hattiesburg. I teach 
English,” I said.
 “So you didn’t have too far to come. 
Did you have family come with you? My 
husband always drives me and stays in a 
hotel while I’m out here.” She paused. “I 
don’t know what I’d do without him.”
 “I don’t have any family. I drove myself 
here after class. That’s why I was a little late. 
I’d never been here before. Usually I go to 
St. Augustine’s in Bay St. Louis, but it hasn’t 
been repaired since the hurricane.” I took 
another sip of coffee.
 “I didn’t know there was a program 
in Bay St. Louis,” she said. “It must be nice 
to have water so close by,” she sighed. “I’ve 

always thought the water 
made everything better, 
especially the waves.”
 “I know exactly what 
you mean,” I concurred. 
“There’s nothing like 
looking out at a sunset on 
the beach while you have 
sand between your toes.”
She nodded. “So, what 
brings you here?” she 

asked. “Oh, I’m sorry, I just saw someone I 
need to speak to. I’ll catch up with you later, 
okay?”
 “Sure thing. Y’all are the friendliest 
group. I appreciate your stopping by. And 
thanks for the coffee,” I called after her, but 
she was long past hearing.
 I finished my coffee as things wound 
down. Someone had turned up the lights 
and several people in scrubs removed 
the leis and grass skirt decorations. As I 
gathered my plates for the garbage, one of 
the people in scrubs came by with a trash 
bag.
 “You can just put that in here. I’ll save 

you a trip,” she said and tipped the bag 
toward me. “You probably need to head 
toward the pin ceremony.”
 I stuffed the plates in her bag while 
cocking my head. “Pin ceremony? I didn’t 
know there was a pin ceremony.” 
 She dropped the bag to the floor. 
 “You don’t know about the pin 
ceremony? All these dinners have pin 
ceremonies,” she said.
 “I’ve been to several of these 
meetings on the Coast, but we’ve never 
had a pin ceremony. Usually we just read 
to each other. Once after lunch and once 
after dinner. And this beats any dinner I’ve 
ever had with this group,” I told her.
 She sat down. 
 “Honey,” she looked at my name 
tag, “Allison, are you sure you haven’t just 
forgotten? That sometimes happens, you 
know. It’s okay.” She nodded her head as if 
to comfort me, then motioned for another 
participant to join us.
 “What’s up?”
 “Allison here says she didn’t know 
we had a pin ceremony even though 
she has been to our meetings,” said the 
woman in scrubs. She regarded me like I 
had suddenly sprouted a second head. 
 “Well, that’s okay. Sometimes it takes 
courage to say what you’ve had,” said the 
newcomer. “Believe me, we’ve heard it all. 
See that woman over there,” she pointed to 
an older woman with gray hair and a shawl 
to match. “She’s had breast cancer three 
times. The man next to her has had breast 
cancer twice. I’ve had uterine cancer with 
mets to the liver. I didn’t think that I would 
make it this year, but here I am. You have 
to be strong and confront the problem. 
There’s no shame,” she finished.
 I closed my eyes as I bit my lip and 
shook my head. “Where am I?”

 “You are at the annual Camp Bluebird 
retreat for cancer survivors. Where did you 
think you were?” asked the bag lady.
 “I’m supposed to be at the South 
Mississippi Writing Project writers’ retreat. 
I’m so sorry to have crashed your event. Oh, 
my gosh. I need to pay you for dinner.” I 
reached for my wallet. “All these people 
have cancer?” I asked.
 The women nodded.
 “I don’t know what to say.” I handed 
over a twenty dollar bill.
 “Keep it,” said the woman with the 
trash bag.
 “But I don’t have cancer!” I blurted, 
mortified.
 “Maybe you don’t now. But one day, 
you will,” said the woman as she picked up 
her trash bag and continued to clear the 
tables. The other woman gave me directions 
to the opposite side of the conference 
center.
 I went back to my car and found the 
writer’s retreat.
 “Where have you been,” Jeanne said, 
this time with no trace of sympathy.
 “I’ve been here,” I said, “Just not 
here.”
 “And what does that mean?” asked 
Jeanne.
 “It means that I just spent the last 
ninety minutes crashing Camp Bluebird’s 
annual dinner for cancer survivors and their 
families,” I confessed.
 “You mean you have cancer?” Jeanne 
gasped.
 “No not yet,” I said. “But I probably 
will. Meanwhile, have I got a story to tell 
you.”
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Spring  Shelby Gilliland Tomatoes  Ed Ford

Eagle  Ed Ford

Fast and breathtaking

With each beat she swiftly glides

The eagle soars high.

By Anna McDaniel

Crisp leaves falling slow

becoming one with the earth

hiding warm new life.

By Jacob May

Living in the South

Hot summer and winter days

There is no escape

By Macy Monk

THE SHRIMP BOAT
by Amanda Gray

So much depends
upon

a white shrimp
boat

weathered from the 
sun

pulling a full, green
net.

SLANTED
by Meagan Smith

I grew up in a slanted house 
wishing I could marinate in the middle of 
four walls built completely straight
so my head would not tilt at this odd angle.

I’ve never been one to praise time
but it did take her to notice
all childhood homes are 
off-kilter.

There is no such thing as 
standing straight—
only standing tall.

SOUTHERN 
SUMMER TREAT

by Timothy Thibideau

Picked when ripe

Swelled with tones of green

Heavy with sweet water

Sliced with heavy hand

Red speckled with black

Porous, moist, succulent

Delightful treat.
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 It is inevitable I guess whenever a loved one gets old that other 
members of the family begin to talk about what will happen to the 
elder person’s possessions. Generally someone wants the fine China, 
or the antique pearl necklace, perhaps the collectable quilts. Not in 
my family. In my family Aunts and Great Aunts have already started 
elbowing their way toward my Mamaw Rainey’s recipe books, brown 
stained early seventies Tupperware tea pitcher, and what is commonly 
known in the Rainey clan as “the biscuit bowl.” The rifles my Papaw left 
when he passed away and every appliance, bought new in the past five 
years, no one cares one bit about, but those three kitchen staples will 
cause a turf war not witnessed since my Great Uncle Vester died with 
a family Bible full of cash clutched in his cold, dead hands. 

Just Pie and Ice Cream   Jonathan Sims

The Religion of Food, 
or 

Only Heathens Put Giblets
in Their Dressing

          by Jeanna Graves

 The recipe books are actually just one 
amalgamated tome, duck-taped remnants 
of the original Bell South Recipe Book 
first published in 1981 and the innards of 
the 1949 Good Housekeeping Cookbook 
that dedicates an entire chapter to “Rice, 
Macaroni, Spaghetti, and Noodles.” Much 
like a gigantic Bible, handwritten notes, 
recipes additions and changes, and snarky 
bits of gossip – “Aunt Deal uses dry thyme, 
Momma uses real” cover the pages. One 
particularly telling recipe was renamed 
following a nasty divorce. So Lottie Mae’s 
Green Gelatin Salad became just Green 
Jello Salad. 
 No wonder family meals pulse with 
politics and emotion. 
As a child, I sat at the 
children’s table and 
waited for someone 
to bring me a plate. 
When finished I asked 
for a dessert plate 
and someone would 
bring me a plate with 
little bites of various 
desserts on it. It wasn’t 
until I matured enough 
to step up to the table for myself that I 
realized there were a lot of mind games 
and emotional manipulation going on at 
the trough. The eye of Sauron, Mamaw 
Rainey, surveyed the table watching what 
you put on your plate and from whose pot 
you dipped. I began a lifelong habit of 
piling too much food on my plate. It stems 
from a desperate urge to not disappoint a 
now dead Great Aunt who decided to “try 
something new” and sprinkled parsley in 
her black-eyed peas. I got a spoonful of 
hers and several of someone else’s. Plates 
were never big enough to keep the peace. 
 Some of my earliest creative writing 

involved food. I remember a story I wrote 
in the third grade about a Bear Chef who 
liked to make pie. I have no special affinity 
to pie or bears, but I think now that they 
both must have represented the females 
on my mother’s side of the family. Pie was 
weird for me. Honestly it all tasted the 
same, but I was continually witness to long 
conversations about the delicate balance 
of McCormick vanilla extract and cinnamon 
compared to the power of nutmeg and 
real Mexican vanilla extract. Pumpkin pie 
tasted and still tastes the exact same to 
me, no matter who makes it. I feel the same 
way about sweet potato pie. The best pie 
I ever ate was a basic canned cherry pie. 

The baker decided to fancify 
it by smearing cream cheese 
across the bottom frozen 
crust before baking. I am 
not sure what it was named, 
but the genre was definitely 
happy food. I see food as 
three separate, but equally 
important genres. There is 
survival food, holiday food, 
and happy food.  
 “Survival food”, although 

much appreciated, often incites negative 
feelings as well. Survival food is sustenance 
that keeps you alive. It is not generally 
food that you prefer, but food that you can 
afford. One prime example of this includes 
groceries purchased with food stamps. I 
received food stamps at the age of eighteen 
for approximately fourteen months. Because 
I only received $180 a month ($45 a week), 
budgeting became very important. Menus 
included lots of Ramen noodles, flapjacks 
with ketchup, white gravy, biscuits, rice, 
macaroni and cheese, canned soup and 
sandwiches. Rarely did I buy fresh fruits or 
vegetables, except for a bag of onions and 
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potatoes, because they were cheaper in 
the can or taken from the family field we 
shared close to our house. I rarely bought 
cheese, red meat, or boxed cereal due to 
cost. 
 Purses were lined with aluminum foil 
during rare visits to buffets. Years after the 
hard times had passed, I laughed out loud 
at a friend, who during a visit to a casino 
buffet, told his fourteen year old daughter 
to stop getting macaroni and cheese from 
the buffet. “You get up there and get you 
something you can’t get at home,” he 
told her. “Your Momma don’t make crab 
legs girl, get you some of them.” Food, or 
the lack of it, makes people think strange 
things. 
 My mother’s family kept up a field 
located in the center of several plots of land. 
My Papaw was the primary caretaker, but 
the rest of us helped out especially around 
harvest time. In good years, we would 
have red potatoes for months. We would 
drive around to the houses of the people 
who helped gather them and unload each 
person’s share. We did the same thing with 
corn, but corn had to be shucked and “put 
up” (canned or frozen). Okra put stickers in 
our hands, but was worth the hassle. My 
cousin Jamie and I boiled it by the hundreds 
and ate the slimy green goodness with our 
fingers. Harvest time was hard work, but 
worth it. All hands had to be on deck. The 
ones excused where very young children and 
those who had what my Papaw referred to as 
“real” jobs. Wild green onions grew all over 
our property so they were available for free 
and watermelon was abundant and free as 
well in the summer. Blackberries, honeysuckle 
and clover made sweet little snacks and were 
plentiful on dirt roads around the house. We 
would sit for hours in the yard eating clover 
and honeysuckle like cows and deer. 

 Powdered egg pouches stolen from 
the local Girl Scout camp, large yellow 
blocks of welfare cheese (oddly called cow’s 
cheese on the packaging), and gigantic jars 
of peanut butter helped my sister, a cousin 
and myself survive one horrible winter. 
Peanut butter should never come in a jar 
so large that by the time you start digging 
into the bottom it has separated into oil 
and peanuts. We all worked as waitresses 
at a local truck stop and absconded with 
hundreds of packets of sugar, butter and 
jelly. Breakfast took forever every morning 
as we opened packet after packet.  
 Survival food was something of which 
we were embarrassed. In the 1980’s food 
stamps looked like Monopoly money. There 
were strange rules you had to follow, like not 
being allowed to buy hot food. If something 
was sold in the deli section of a grocery store, 
it was not permitted. The rules have changed 
now, but back then, the rules combined with 
the stigma of welfare acceptance of any kind 
made using them an unpleasant experience. 
Survival food consisted of stolen watermelons, 
lugged through oppressively hot fields and 
deer shot out of season. We would line our 
purses with aluminum foil and stuff them full 
at buffets; buffets we’d dine and dash from. 
 Survival food was sometimes hard-
thought. One night, several of the guys were 
hanging out with us and started talking about 
steak. One really bad decision lead to another, 
and they ended up in a cow pasture toting 
ball-peen hammers. The cows survived with 
no injuries once rational thought overtook 
hunger pangs. Dale, the leader, considered 
what all it would take to bludgeon a five 
hundred pound cow to death; disembowel it 
in the moonlight, and then haul it back to the 
trunk of Julio’s 1985 Cutlass Supreme. The 
plans was abandoned and we all went to bed 
hungry, yet at peace. 

 Holiday food included the special 
food you can only get during certain times 
of the year, like your Mamaw’s chicken and 
dressing at Christmas, or white chocolate 
bunnies at Easter. Holiday food could 
generate both happy and sad feelings. For 
example, although most of our family does 
not care for coconut cake, you’ll see one 
at almost every family gathering because it 
was my late Papaw’s favorite. I do not eat 
it, but will get a small piece just to smell 
so that I can remember him. I do the same 
thing to black coffee and Old Spice. 
 Holiday food has an intricate system 
of rules that include knowing whose food 
you are allowed to eat and enjoy. According 
to my ninety-five year old Mamaw, you 
simply do not eat anything one of my Aunts 
brings. She married into the family by way 
of a weak Uncle and has been torturing the 
rest of the family with her creations ever 
since. “That has turtle in it,” my Cousin said 
once, pointing at a steaming pot of soup. 
“Turtle. Can you believe it.?” 
 That Aunt pretty much was disowned 
following a Thanksgiving when she brought 
dressing with oysters in it. The same Cousin 
said, “Is she trying to freaking kill us?” 
Myrtle did not understand the system. She 
tried to introduce TurDucken. Having had 
eaten lots of duck growing up, I file its meat 
in the same category as squirrel or rabbit. 
The best dressing belonged to my mother. 
It has the perfect amount of boiled eggs, 
meat from a boiled fatty hen, cooked celery 
and onions. It is a meal in itself and relates 
in no way to what Northern people call 
Stuffing. Stuffing is born out of stale bread 
and I have heard of versions that include 
everything from chestnuts to raisins. Put 
some sugar syrup and bourbon sauce on it 
and that becomes bread pudding. Dressing 
comes from freshly made corn bread the 

way God intended. And speaking of the 
Almighty, you never, ever put giblets in 
dressing. I love giblets, but I even know that 
they go in giblet gravy or are eaten quickly 
before anybody else gets their hands on 
them. I do not know where the rules came 
from, I just obey them. 
 You only eat Aunt Rachel’s chicken 
and dumplings, and can rely on Aunt Aline 
to make the best green bean casserole 
because although she used the basic cream 
of mushroom soup by Campbell’s, she used 
FRESH green beans. Her potato salad is 
good too. 
 My Aunt Susan could be relied upon 
for something with cheese on it, in it, or 
around it. She liked to try and introduce the 
family to new flavors as well, but unlike Aunt 
Myrtle, covered whatever it was in cheese, or 
added bacon. Southerners generally accept 
casseroles off hand. We see them as safe 
and are only sometimes disappointed. If the 
North had not beaten us down economically 
to win the Civil War, they could have done 
the same with a Trojan Horse casserole. We 
believe that if it is served in Pyrex, it must 
be good.  
 A couple of years saw the best home-
made sweet tea title fluctuate between twin 
cousins Jimmie and Jamie. Finally Jamie 
pulled out a resounding win when she started 
adding fresh cut lemons to her pitchers. 
Mamaw’s stained brown Tupperware tea 
pitcher has existed as long as I have. Tea 
the consistency and sweetness of maple 
syrup flows from that pitcher. I believe at 
this point, you have only to pour plain water 
into it, swirl it around and forty-six years-
worth of residue will make the tea itself. 
Desserts are not considered “real” food 
and except for the Happy/Sad coconut 
cake that made its obligatory visit, desserts 
were mostly brought by children and those 
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who knew they could not cook (or chose to 
not be a part of the melee). One awesome 
desert exception was the White Chocolate 
Surprise Cake I received for my birthday 
one year. Purchased at Sam’s Club, the cake 
consisted of white chocolate mousse, cake, 
frosting, shavings, and chips. The surprise 
was that the entire pile rested atop a pecan 
pie. It must have been invented by a fat 
person. 
 Fourth of July, or any month in 
which my Mother deems it unsafe to leave 
mayonnaise or mayonnaise laden food out 
for more than five minutes, has its own list 
of rules. Apparently only men are allowed 
to use a grill and in my family that consists 
of my Uncle Gerald, Uncle Bill and Uncle 
Robert. Luckily we are a family of sweaters, 
so we tend to shy away from summer get-
togethers. 
 Happy food is the best food of all. 
Happy food includes Ruth Chris Steak 
House in New Orleans when you have 

received a gift certificate for your birthday, 
prime rib from Tamara’s in Fairhope, 
Alabama, or barbeque ribs eaten while 
sitting in Lux river water up to your chest. 
Happy food makes you happy or is around 
as other happy things are happening. 
 Crawfish is a happy food. It cannot 
not be. It is not eaten at funerals. I have 
eaten my weight in them at everything from 
fundraisers to festivals, but the most fun 
eating experience is every summer down 
at the creek. Lux is a cold, brown water 
creek that is accessible by any vehicle you 
do not mind getting muddy. Every summer 
for as long as I can remember, my friends 
and family gather at Lux and spend the day 
canoeing, grilling, and playing in the water. 
We end up sitting close to shore with a bag 
of boiled crawfish, peeling and eating them 
and letting their carcasses wash away with 
the flow. We must look like raccoons sitting 
there smelling of crab boil and cracking 
open yellow-meat watermelon on rocks. 

The citified equivalent must be ice cream 
cones eaten in spraying fire hydrants. 
 Cracklin corn bread from Queen’s 
Truck Stop in Meridian is my deathbed 
food. Baked with salty and chewy pieces 
of crackling pig skin and slathered in real 
unsalted butter, their muffins make every 
meal more glorious. Open twenty-four 
hours a day, last time I drove through, I 
ordered six and a cup of brown gravy. I sat 
in the parking lot and ate them in my car. 
 I saved the most controversial topic 
for last. The ugly issues must be addressed, 
if positive change is to happen. Biscuits 
MUST contain lard or Crisco. Alchemy 
occurs when flour and lard smoosh together 
and only Crisco ever touched the inside of 
Mamaw Rainey’s biscuit bowl. Large enough 
to bathe a baby in, the green Tupperware 
bowl had an air-tight lid that kept fresh the 
flour stored inside. Mamaw would scoop 
up a handful of Crisco with one hand and 
work it into the flour; eventually whole milk, 

usually buttermilk if she had not drank it all, 
went into the mix and biscuit dough came 
out. Her specialty was the commonly known 
cat-head biscuit, named for its size, not its 
contents. The flour would return to its dark 
home under the pots and pans, dry and 
clean as if nothing had occurred there. 
 Food is so much more than sustenance 
for the body. It evokes emotion, memory, 
history and culture. Uprisings are started 
because of cake, wars over potatoes, family 
squabbles over chicken and dressing. 
 Personal food memories continue to 
return, my father’s mother making a lemon 
pie once and accidently using salt instead of 
sugar, an elderly aunt boiling pudding and 
letting me have the skin that formed on top, 
and almost choking on a fish bone at a family 
fish fry. The memories are as endless as the 
recipes that inspire them. Like a religion, 
food brings people together, surrounded 
by rules and traditions, it touches our hearts 
and soothes our souls.

Succulents   Hannah Wegner
Counting Sheep   Jada Jones
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Haiku

The snow falls quickly

happily building a snowman

gust shovels it to pieces.

By Aubrie Ware

Winter is coming

My friend fell down in the snow

Me too – right after

By Martin Poiriuex

A crisp winter day

With trains loud in the station

Full of anticipation 

By Carvin Wayne

Snowflakes falling down

mittens covering my hands

Christmas in the air!

By Macy Glatz

Garden stones

by Teresa Rogers

I love you 

But a vase of flowers is not 

A language I really understand.  

They die 

Mold

 Stink

 leave 

Why give an apology that is temporarily 

beautiful? 

With picked flowers 

No matter how much 

Water, sun, love they are given 

They won’t survive.

 Why represent your apology with 

Fleeting attractive 

Sweetness.

 Instead… why not give the earth? A stone?

 Like that rock you stole from the fountain 

True remorse lasts much, much longer 

Then we could hide  

the rocks in the garden  

Between the flowers that live 

 Because they are not picked.

Winter Montage  Ed Ford Emmy’s Rocks  Ed Ford
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ROSE STORY

by Mary L. Breland
October 31, 1994

Their colors called as I scurried by,
But hurrying on my worried way

I shook my head and heaved a sigh”
“Can’t stop to smell a rose today.”

This day is chaotic--flurry,
From building to building--scurry,

Arrive before closing--worry,
No time for rose-smelling--hurry.

On my return they called again,
“Soon Frost will come to take our bloom.

Our scent will cease; our color end.
You’ll wish for us mid winter’s gloom.”

Up close, eyes know
 shadows of blue in red,
 sheen on dusky pink,
 shades of pink and orange,
 streaks of purple through yellow:

Blush like sunset sky.

Up close, fingers stroke
 silky,
 satiny
 softness:

Velvet like baby’s skin.

Up close, nose sniffs 
 sweet perfume
 in petal-cups
 of pink and red and yellow and orange,
 each color’s scent unique:

Like . . .
 No.
 Un-like.
Unlike any other smell.

Up close, I know . . .

The pleasure roses give through touch and sight
May also be derived some other way;
But there’s no substitute for scent’s delight,
Because I stopped to smell a rose today.

on me and the absence of their pressure 
like prints engraved forever on my bosom.  

For Monty Chinberg, who planted and tended the roses.

A Rose in the Abstract   Read Diket
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The Image of You
by Jared Best

Paint me an image of the sea at noon.
With a corner-sun above, as the children do.
Make the waves silver and blue,
Or give it teeth to devour you.
It’s the scenes we paint,
However small or faint,
That tell us who we are.

So paint yourself in the sea at noon.
With a house on the beach, as you used to do.
Add four windows and a door,
Or place some eyes wanting more.
A reflection of you
Should do what you do.
And all you do is want.

What Can I Tell You That
You Don’t Already Know?
by Richard Boada

You flattened the bedspread on your side 
with palms swift and no longer delicate, 
militantly tucked a corner, and I pretended to sleep, curled 

in the terror of who I’d become.  My waking 
wouldn’t prevent the separation. Dresser drawers 

cringed and squealed, no folding for the packing
suitcases tossed down the hallway like Olympic hammers. 
Your body twirled for momentum and the heft. 

There was the house and tree-garden, longleaf pines wet 
from fresh sleet-pack so thin and nearly invisible. 

The sedan gunned in reverse, you vanished and I 
absorbed the improbable morning darkness.  

HUSBAND AND WIFE: 
THIRTY-NINE AND FORTY

by Mary L. Breland
March 17, 1992

(for Garry)

From beyond the cattails

four wings thrust down
simultaneously,

rise together;
powerful wing-beats

lift heavy feathered bodies,
brown and gray--

southward.

Long black necks,
parallel lines,

stretch at forty-five degree angles
to the ground--

skyward.

Until over the center line  
of the concrete highway

Olympic figure skaters
in synchronous rotation,
wings horizontal,
inner tips
not quite touching,
ascent slowed,
they turn
by knowledge of each other--

northward.

Then rising again
with rapid wing-beat
they speed for the horizon
they see 

beyond the gray fringe of bare trees
along the hilltop--

homeward.

Queen Elizabeth
Chaney Carriker Cherry

Red Pillow
Shelby Gilliland Fairy Lights

Miranda Rougeou
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Your Lighthouse
by Meagan Smith

I was going to paint you a lighthouse-
to learn how to use water colors.

I thought they would show the sunrise best
and you love lighthouses

so with a paintbrush 
I would learn to stack bricks 

into round walls that go 
up up up to the blossoming sky.

I bookmarked a technique for painting light
because lighthouses should always shine

even during the day.
Night doesn’t only hold claim 

to those who need to see a way.

I planned to add seagulls 
because you told me once 

their cries were grating tunes played on repeat
but when you’ve been away 

from the ocean as long as you’d been,
the squawks are welcoming trumpets calls
pierce pierce piercing the blossoming sky

announcing your arrival home.

When life pooled around my feet like a settling ball gown,
When the kids were easier to handle in tight spaces,

When gas didn’t cost an arm, two legs, and a noose around my throat,
When there were enough freezer meals to cover a weekend of travel,

When when when to the blossoming sky…

I stopped calling your crisp, white room 
because no one answered.

You must be in therapy 
or eating lunch 

or sleeping tight.

Someone would surely tell me 
when you were back to rights—

back in your electric recliner 
with your gospel CDs

and cat pillow
voice melting 
in in into the blossoming sky.

I would paint then
and visit you with my masterpiece 
to hang on your cream wall
next to the Elvis calendar.

You would see my thoughts
in the care it took to learn 
in the time it took to paint
love slathered on canvas in blues and pinks and golds.
words have never been enough for me, 
so why would they be for you?

No one told me that
you’d been moved 
to a comfortable bed
with comfortable medications,
a calm minister checking in

that you’d been sleeping
for seven weeks

that soon there would be no breath 
where breath had been,
like there was no mind 
where mind had been…

My penance, I think,
will be to paint anyway
to craft a forest of lighthouses
to hang the pictures on my walls
up up up 
to the blossoming sky,

to remember all I did not do
compare it to all I did do
and hope the dids outweigh the did nots,

or 

to pray a circling light 
will find me in the morning shadow
and guide my path anyway.

Drifting
Chaney Carriker Cherry

Concord
Ed Ford
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 Jewel Grace was kicking a rusty tin can down the dusty lane that 
led to her house.   It was a late October Saturday, and she was day-
dreaming.  Was today the day she would actually get the one thing she 
had always wanted – a brand-new pair of shoes? She had only worn 
hand-me-downs.  With two older sisters there was a slim chance of ever 
having anything new.  After all, this was 1936.  Every time she asked 
for something special, the answer was always, “Don’t you know there’s 
a Depression on?” Depression! How could a ten-year-old understand 
what a “depression” was?
 Papa had gone to town.  He had sold his cotton the past week.  
Now, he had gone to pay outstanding bills and buy the staples they 
would need to get through the coming winter.  Mama and Jewel’s 
oldest sister had been canning vegetables all summer.  Soon as the 
first frost came it would be hog killing time and they would have bacon, 
ham, and all the other good stuff that came from hogs.  But, Papa had 

Something Special
          by Hannah Nicovich

to buy flour, sugar, lard, salt, pepper, and 
several other things they needed.  
 They hardly ever got to go to town, 
and Mama never went.  Papa always did 
the shopping.   Whenever they got flour, 
the sacks would be used to make dresses, 
sweaters, underwear, table cloths, and 
many other things.  They were treasures.  
Jewel and her siblings would help scrub 
the lettering off the sacks and bleach them.  
Then, Mama would press them and make 
them all pretty.  Jewel and her little sister, 
always had matching sweaters.  Sometimes, 
when the mail came, the Sears & Roebuck 
catalog would be in it.  Jewel loved looking 
at it.  Sometimes Mama would buy fabric 
from the catalog and make dresses.  That 
was about the only new thing she got.  
 But a new pair of shoes, the only 
thing she had ever wanted, was a rarity.  
As she walked down that small dirt road, 
Jewel’s heart sank.  She understood how 
hard Papa worked and how much he and 
Mama loved her, but, just for once, she 
wanted something all her own. No hand-
me-downs, no flour sacks, just a nice pair of 
shoes.  But for now, she would be content 
with what she had.  She and her family 
worked hard, but they were happy.  They 
didn’t have much, but they had what they 
needed. That was enough for Jewel Grace 
to be content with.
 It was getting dark, and Mama called 
all the kids in for dinner.  Once everyone 
had finished eating, Papa pulled up in the 
wagon with the staples.  After unloading 
the salt, pepper, sugar, flour, and other 
goods, he came in with goodies for the 
children.  Jewel didn’t expect much. He 
gave her older brother the pocket knife he 
had wanted for several weeks and he gave 
her little sister some peppermint sticks.  
He gave Mama and her older sisters the 

fabric they wanted for dress-making.  He 
also gave her other brother a new razor and 
some shave balm. Jewel busied herself by 
washing the dishes from supper.  She knew 
that the shoes weren’t in the packages.  She 
wasn’t sad, not disappointed, just tired.  
Papa and Mama hurried everyone else out 
of the living room and called for her.  Jewel 
came in and saw her parents sitting there 
with a package.  It had the Sears & Roebuck 
initials on it. What could this be? As she 
opened the box, she couldn’t believe her 
eyes.  Inside the box, she found a pair of 
beautiful, black Mary Jane shoes.  Mama 
told her they were to be worn for church 
and for special occasions.  Jewel Grace 
jumped into her parents’ arms.  Her dream 
had finally come true.  She finally got the 
one thing she had always wanted, and she 
was grateful.  Mama and Papa gave her 
something that she would cherish for years.  
Years later, she would realize that it wasn’t 
about the shoes, it was about Mama and 
Papa loving their daughter enough to give 
her something special.

Shoes
Tessa Rose Stockstill
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Haiku
Hotter than summer

Colder than a winter’s night

The seasons have changed

By Zyliah Shelby

C O L D  W E AT H E R

Warm weather comes fast

along with it comes students

ready for warm days.

By Jace Peters

The vastness of stars

The soul of the universe

Rests in silent skies

By Kimmie Hudnell

There’s always a time

When college students will cry

It’s called finals week

By Rylee Hill

I sit in my car

My phone falls in the crack

It’s gone forever

By Nicholas Baudean

The hot air blows by

The crack of the bat rings on

Fans erupt in cheer

By Harli Crow

Unbroken Bird
by Tim Morris

The pavement spoke to me in broken words.

A demon from below was calling me:

“Look down! Look down! Away the flying bird,

your passage swift and dark must surely be.”

Then falling down, I searched to find the light

to cast away the spell, and yet again

its hand up reached around my foot so tight

and I could feel the world I knew would end.

But when my prayer became my greatest song,

I wept to think of all the time before.

With hope set free before all time was gone,

I held my head up high, my faith did soar.

 So back away, you fool who comes to kill.

 You try to break, but I’m unbroken still.

Space Walker  Gregory Dearman
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 Investigators Note:  The following passage has been typed into 
the evidence folder for the investigation into the disappearance of Sir 
Francis Malmesbury, last seen at 11:42 PM on 27 December, 1907. The 
original document was found  in a cottage in Cole Park on the River Avon 
south of Malmesbury, Wiltshire on 29 February, 1908 by a townsperson 
drafted into service by Sir Alastair Malmesbury, father of the Sir Francis 
Malmesbury and hereditary holder of the Baronet of Malmesbury. Sir 
Alastair had mobilized most all of the city to search for his missing son. 
The scene was reportedly not disturbed once located, and detectives 
were able to view it and make detailed notes. The document lay on a 
writing desk with a single chair, which was kicked over as if someone 
stood from it with force. The parchment itself showed blotches from 
the ink well that sat overturned on the table. Spots of blood showed 
on the last two pages. The only other item of note was a mirror of 
indeterminable age and origin hanging just over the desk. It showed 
stains of blood and other unknown discharges across its surface to the 
point that it is effectively useless as a reflective instrument. It currently 
resides in its uncleaned state in this same evidence locker. No words, 
spelling, diction, punctuation, or marks of the following text have been 
edited, omitted, redacted, or changed in any way. 

The Presumed Last Words of 
Sir Fr ancis M almesbury
          by S. McInnis

---Original Text Begins Here---

To Whomever Finds this Account,

 First and foremost, this letter should 
stand as an official accusation against 
one William Taylor-Davies Esquire for the 
crime of murder for he has committed an 
actus reus against me with both malice 
aforethought and ruinous intent. Were I 
to immediately describe the act to you 
lacking context and prelude, you would no 
doubt suspect that my abandonment of my 
home and subsequent disappearance to 
be caused by some malady of the psyche; 
however, I assure you that I write with a clear 
mind and in full possession of my faculties. 
I do admit that I write this account under 
a particular duress of which I will expand 
below and that I have no doubt that it will 
come to nothing but my end.

 I first met Mr. Taylor-Davies 
at Cambridge University. We had 
both matriculated into the Linguistics 
Department and had discovered upon 
arriving at the dormitories that we were to 
share accommodations. My appraisal of my 
new colleague at the time was much higher 
than the one I possess as I write this account 
as I found him a rather gregarious chap with 
an approachable air and a cunning smile 
capable of immediately setting its target at 
ease. He managed, with that same smile, to 
disarm all of my proclivities against those 
of lower social standings, for his coat was 
obviously years old and his shoes neither 
shone nor covered his entire right foot. 
Despite the part of my mind that marveled 
that one of such a humble beginning had 
managed entrance to the most prestigious 

university on the globe, I discovered that 
I approved most readily of William Taylor-
Davies.

 Once classes began, at least a portion 
of my marvel was removed, for William 
possessed the most amazing capacity for 
learning I have ever witnessed. He had already 
mastered Gaelic, Welsh, Greek, Latin, Italian, 
Spanish, French, German, and Hebrew. He 
could comfortably converse in Bengali, 
Farsi, Anglo-Saxon, and Turkish. In addition, 
he knew the foul words of dozens of other 
languages with names so obtuse I could not 
even make a child’s guess as to their origins. 
The frequent corrections of professors ran 
him afoul of the Proctors more than once 
even though he did so through the most 
humble way possible, asking politely for a 
private audience with the professor as to not 
disturb class and publicly tarnish carefully 
constructed academic appearances. Yet 
upon examination of his claims, they found 
him correct in each circumstance, and as he 
had followed all proper modes of decorum, 
no one was ever able to censure or expel 
him. However quiet he tried to keep his 
admonitions, his superiority to the faculty 
was evident and undeniable. None of our 
other fellow students, save myself, even 
attempted to match his ability, which I admit 
was the beginning of my unease. 

 As my family raised me with the best 
possible education, I began to wonder 
exactly how one born so basely had managed 
to accumulate so much knowledge without 
the benefit of a tutor of the highest caliber. 
I had personally interviewed with every 
professor in the department before I had 
even finished my undergraduate studies, 
and each expected me to surpass all of the 

Eclipse
Sharon Howard
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other students in my class. One even went 
so far as to claim that I already possessed 
greater understandings of grammar and 
syntax than some of his contemporary 
doctoral students. Understandably, the 
accomplishments of William Taylor-Davies 
set my mind into a spin, which only served 
to increase my discomfort in his presence. 
I now have no reason to doubt that he had 
come by his intelligence through horrible 
uncouth methods, but at the time, I had no 
evidence beyond the scenarios concocted 
by my imagination, as I lay awake at night. 
Initially, I balked at simply accosting him 
with many questions, thinking it rude to 
pry, but my curiosity swelled at each new 
display of his seemingly all-encompassing 
knowledge. 

 By the spring of our first year, the 
curiosity and unease I had grew to such a 
pitch that I could focus on little else. For 
months, I had thrown my nervous energy 
into study hoping that, like a champion 
runner who is being outpaced by an inferior 
opponent can tap into a reserve of quality, 
training, and strength, I might catch up to, 
and indeed surpass the acumen of William 
Taylor-Davies. Such effort as I spent was 
useless, as it seemed that no amount of 
studying and no amount of additional effort 
would produce my desired result and place 
me properly at the top of my class. In turn, 
I began to plot out a string of conversation 
to bring us organically around to the topic 
of his younger days and then to the topic of 
where he obtained his gargantuan reserve 
of knowledge. On the day I appointed in 
my head to launch my inquiry, I no sooner 
started the conversation than he rebuffed 
me with a single thrust, “Your vanity will be 
the death of you, Francis.”

 How dare he? Vanity! From that 
moment forward, I set my mind to one goal:  
to have him expelled. After all, he was neither 
fit nor worthy to participate in the activities 
of the university. I knew in my heart, though 
I still lacked the evidence I now possess, 
that he was a vile wretch at his core and that 
he had, only through some sinister cabal, 
obtained his status at such an illustrious hall 
of learning as Cambridge. Many a night I 
lay feigning sleep in an attempt to catch 
him stealing away to the library or breaking 
into the private collections to gain purchase 
of tomes of lore and language not fit for 
students of our status. 

 For months I watched, as patient 
as a spider, waiting for some evidence of 
malpractice. Our first year evaporated in a 
hurry, and I found no charge to bring against 
him. In the months of summer, my anger 
abated somewhat, and I admit that upon 
the beginning of our second year, the same 
cunning smile of his that first disarmed my 
defenses began to chip away at my resolve 
to see him expelled. My marks had slid 
terribly low by the end of the first year, and 
my father had, with much fervor and to the 
point of promising a beating, demanded 
that I return to good form lest I tarnish 
the good name of the family. William, of 
course, had achieved higher marks than 
everyone else, and if he continued his pace 
through his second year, it would be all but 
impossible for anyone to claim the position 
of valedictorian from him, even if his last two 
years were spent in frivolity achieving only 
moderate scores. Though I allowed myself 
to sleep through the nights and resumed 
amicable conversation with William, the 
insult would creep into my ears at times 
and sting just as freshly as the day my so-
called friend delivered it. That pain kept my 

wits sharp and defied any attempt at true 
forgiveness and reconciliation.

Had I completely lowered my guard, I 
would have missed the opportunity to 
discover the truth. One night, I noticed that 
William had not come to dinner, a strange 
occurrence, as he typically sat at the table 
longer than everyone gorging himself 
almost to the point of bad form. Only 
now, with my current understanding of his 
true nature, does it occur to me how he 
never grew fat. I left dinner early myself to 
search for him. He was not in our room, the 
library, or any of the lecture halls. I recalled 
that he had occasioned the bell towers at 
infrequent instances, though I was never 
able to determine the reason. The stairwell 
echoed awfully, and the platform where 
hung the bells was otherwise barren, so 
it would be virtually impossible to sneak 
up on someone atop the tower. Yet that is 
exactly what I attempted, and my reward 
was ghastly. Even as I write, the hair of my 
arms and the back of my neck tingles at 
the sight, for I managed to espy William 
Taylor-Davies in the midst of a ritual of 
black magic.

 The words I heard him utter in 
whatever séance he performed that night 
were unintelligible. They possessed a 
monosyllabic guttural nature and delivered 
in such a cadence that, to my learned ear, 
sounded as if Neanderthals might have 
first grunted it out in an age so distant that 
any trace of that mode of communication 
should have disappeared before civilization 
arose. My heart shook in elation and fear. 
I had gleaned all I needed to accomplish 
my goal of ridding Cambridge of the stain 
of William, yet the tableau itself, replete 
with weird lights that hovered near the tips 

of his fingers tracing fairy lines in the air, 
filled me with temerity. I rushed down the 
stairs towards the Proctor Smith’s quarters, 
thinking that my presence had gone 
unnoticed. 

 The inquisition into William’s 
impropriety turned up little actionable 
evidence:  a few half-burned candles, a 
wooden bowl containing the remains of 
a small fire, a shawl with an unknown and 
intricately beaded mandala upon it. Yet such 
was the vehemence of my testimony, and the 
weight of my family name, that the authorities 
had little choice but to expel William Taylor-
Davies from the Linguistics Department of 
Cambridge University. At his defense, he 
spoke not a word to his innocence or guilt, 
but stared invariably at me with a piercing 
gaze that cut through me and to my quick. 
There was no way that he could have come 
to intuit my betrayal, as I had acted under 
the strictest arrangements of anonymity. Yet 
I knew without even the smallest shadow 
of doubt that the fount of his preternatural 
knowledge, whatever demonic entity to which 
he had sold his soul, had supplied my name 
to him as the source of his sudden downfall. 

 I continued my educational career 
attempting to think as little as possible about 
the ordeal, not out of disgust or remorse 
for my actions, but more out of a desire to 
obtain what was rightfully mine. Once the 
distraction of William Taylor-Davies left my 
life, my marks improved, and, as expected, 
I graduated with my doctoral degree as 
valedictorian of my class. That was scarce 
two months ago, and I had already secured 
a prestigious post-doctoral position, which 
I shall now never be able to complete. I 
doubt I shall ever be able to leave this room 
in which I sit. 
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Speaking to the crime of murder committed 
against me, I received an unmarked 
package in the post on Friday 29 November 
of this year 1907, that being four days 
after my graduation. I enquired after the 
provenance of the package, but the post 
officer was not able to supply any details. 
I thought no more of the event after the 
initial queerness, as I had received a good 
many other items in the post as graduation 
presents. I presumed that the package itself 
was another and that it was perhaps some 
tawdry prank gift from one of my fellows 
from Cambridge who wished to remain 
unnamed out of good taste. Opening the 
package, I found two items:  an ornate and 
beautifully decorated baroque wall mirror 
and a note that simply read, “Your vanity will 
be the death of you, Francis.” The note was 
typed to obfuscate its composer’s hand, 
though I knew immediately that William 
Taylor-Davies lay behind the delivery. Few 
others knew of the insult, and none of my 
colleagues would have stooped so low as 
to impersonate the devil that was William 
Taylor-Davies. All had been convinced at 
the legitimacy of my claims against him, 
and though there had been a handful of 
occasions where another had repeated the 
words of William Taylor-Davies in jest, all 
of such times were when we were deep in 
our cups at the end of terms or celebrating 
high marks on a difficult examination. 
Additionally, once I properly expressed the 
level to which the insult ate away at me even 
still, no mention of it had come up again. 
The true friends I had were men of quality 
not debased charlatans who caroused with 
spirits. 

 The accusation of the note, and 
its fruitless charge of vanity, once again 

brought me to the precipice of madness. 
To the precipice, mind you, for I was able, 
through the mastery of my own mind, to 
keep myself from plunging over into true 
insanity. My immediate thought was to dash 
the mirror against the doorframe, offer one 
last curse to my would-be colleague, and 
forget him for the rest of my years. However, 
upon hefting the mirror, I caught a glimpse of 
my reflection. It seemed to me that my face 
was more fair than I had ever remembered 
it, and I paused to look more deeply. And 
it was in that instance that some ancient 
curse, some dwimmer-craft, some spell from 
Lucifer himself took a hold of my mind. For 
as soon as I looked away from the mirror, an 
intense and overwhelming desire set upon 
me to peer into it once again. I found myself 
quite unable to break the mirror or to cause 
it harm in any way. The thought that I had, 
only moments before, desired to destroy 
the hellish object suddenly revolted me, 
and I heard myself gasp at the horror. Even 
now, as I write word that I know to be true in 
criticism of the mirror, I feel pangs of regret 
that are not of my own volition. Nay, I have 
been ensorcelled and bewitched by William 
Taylor-Davies.

 I could not sleep that night or the 
next, though I thrashed about in bed in the 
attempt. Each time I was near rest, a new 
and ferocious compunction struck. In those 
early days of a few weeks ago, a simple 
peek in the mirror would offer abatement 
from the desires, but it began to take 
longer and longer stares to obtain relief. 
After three weeks, I could not even spend 
an hour’s time away from the mirror though 
I tried. At one point, I even lashed myself to 
a chair in my father’s study, that being in the 
west wing of the estate while the mirror was 
in my own room secreted away in the east 

wing. The drive to peer into the mirror was 
so great that I began physically convulsing. 
I strained against the ropes so hard that 
I rubbed the skin of my arms and ankles 
raw. Yet a force greater than my own power 
drove me to look into the mirror. I began to 
cry out, and that was how my father found 
me, bleeding onto the Persian rug in his 
study. 

 There was no way I could avoid the 
physicians, and once they were unable 
to find a cause to my ailment, it was the 
psychiatrists next. They suggested various 
quackeries to diagnose me, but none of 
them would listen as I exclaimed that a 
sinister warlock by the name of William 
had hexed me through a mirror. They 
offered up various methods of treatment 
that my father agreed to hesitantly, and I 
was subjected to an incredible course of 
pills and forced to sit in saunas to induce 
sweats. Yet I grew worse and worse at each 
turn, as the duration between the last I had 
looked into the mirror and the moment I 
was in increased. 

 Desire eventually and completely 
subsumed me. After two whole days 
without even a look askance at the beloved 
and accursed object, I became a slobbering 
and quivering mess. No doubt I would have 
died soon after had I not accomplished my 
escape, of which I cannot remember much 
through the haze of my own base and primal 
rage. In my best recollection, I attacked the 
orderly who had entered my room to offer 
yet another battery of medicines. I do not 
know that the man still lives. I am neither 
certain nor hopeful of the fact. Despite the 
various stimuli overloading my conscious at 
the time, I recall the taste of blood when 
I bit into his neck. Even now, I suspect 

that were I to fall into custody once again, 
that I would be tried, and likely convicted, 
of murder myself. Yet I contend that I am 
not a murderer on two premises:   first, 
this situation itself and my incarceration 
would never have occurred were it not 
for the sortilege of William Taylor-Davies, 
and second that I had, for a brief period 
only, truly lost my faculties and become, 
temporarily, of unsound mind due to the 
first. There is only one murderer in this sad 
tale, and that is William Taylor-Davies.

 Obtaining the mirror from my room 
was simple, as I knew each way into the 
manor house from the youngest of days. 
I reckoned that I would not be allowed to 
retain my prize nor my freedom were I to 
stay at home, so I made out across country 
and down the river to a small cottage my 
family owns so that I could be alone. I believe 
one of the night watchmen of the city may 
have spotted me, but due to the darkness 
of the moonless night, I do not believe he 
could identify my visage. It is even here, in 
a ramshackle building woefully unbefitting 
my station, that I sit now recounting this to 
you, whomever you are. 

 Yet even as horrible and monstrous 
as the tale has become, I beg you to believe 
that I am neither schizophrenic nor am I 
suffering from any mental malady, save the 
desire to stare into this God-forsaken mirror. 
I mention this again, for I must now recount 
to you the goings on of the last two nights, 
and they will likely appear to you as the 
ravings of an unclean and unsound mind. 

 Upon arriving here, I set up the mirror 
on the long wall away from the window. 
The curtains of that I have drawn tight to 
keep anyone else from suffering the same 
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fate I find myself in now. The only other 
furnishing of the home was the small desk 
and chair you see here. I could barely force 
myself away from the mirror and into the 
other room long enough to relocate the 
desk. As I write, ever and anon, I have to 
look up to the mirror, but my appearance 
no longer seems fair to my eyes. 

 For that very night, as I sat transfixed 
by the urge to stare into the mirror when 
I beheld the demon. I am hardly able to 
describe the hideous nature of what I saw, 
but for the sake of thoroughness, and to 
explain to you the infernal and murderous 
plotting of William Taylor-Davies, I will offer 
what I am able. The image began at the 
back of the reflection, almost like a friend 
riding up over a distant horizon growing 
slowly larger as he approaches. Yet it was 
not a friend or any face that I reckoned in 
my memory, but the beautiful face of a 
woman, pale of skin and rosy of cheek. I 
could hardly believe how striking the face 
was, perfect in each and every way. The 
face spoke to me with sweet words that I 
could not recall, and as I have tried since 
then to work out their origins, all that stirs 
in my recollection is the language William 
spoke that night years ago on the bell 
tower. I know not how I understood the 
woman, but she promised me all of the 
desires I could ever imagine. From limitless 
memory, to unparalleled understanding of 
the innermost workings of the cosmos, to 
unending carnal pleasure, all was available 
to me if I just reached out my hand to the 
mirror. 

 I confess that at that instance, the 
offer of anything releasing me from the 
draw of the mirror was too sore of a test 
for me. The woman’s face was perfectly 

calm and pleasant, and I could only think 
of obtaining a night’s repose. I reached out 
my hand. When the first tip of my finger 
brushed against the reflective surface, 
a hand, naked of all skin and with sinew, 
muscle, and bone exposed, extended itself 
from the mirror and grabbed me by the 
forearm. The nails of the hand bit into my 
muscle and rivulets of my own blood began 
to stain through my shirt. That appalling 
sight shocked me from the act. A stench of 
dead things roiled out from the arm, as if 
it had decayed and reconstituted. The very 
thought of it is making me gag. I recoiled 
firmly against the hand, which did not give 
way though I strained with all of the might 
I possessed.  I found myself inching ever 
closer to the mirror, and somehow worked 
my legs up onto the wall to pull away from 
the grisly hand with its ever-tightening grip. 

 I managed, somehow, to rip my arm 
loose from the fiend, though the gashes it 
left behind are still evident. They have taken 
in the last two days to oozing a foul greenish 
pus that I know signifies a serious infection. 
Once I extricated myself from the grip of 
the demon, I looked back again out of 
anger, thinking, or more likely not thinking, 
that I could scare away the monster with 
something I could say. However, the beast 
had disappeared. I felt a rush of relief and 
fatigue and managed to collapse into a pile 
on the floor and into real sleep. 

 I awakened again, not more than an 
hour later by the renewed desire to stare 
into the mirror. The combined stresses of 
the previous days and especially the horror 
of the demonic hand sat heavily upon me. 
I heaved myself into the chair and gave 
into the desire to stare, if only so that my 
mind would quiet itself enough for me to 

think. I once again pondered whether or 
not I possessed the faculties to destroy 
the mirror and even made it so far raising 
the chair up to smash it. I could not swing, 
though. Inside me was a force that froze 
me in place just as solidly as a block of 
ice, for it did feel both cold and burned 
like frostbite in my veins. My next thought 
was to run down the lane to find someone 
who was not under the spell of the mirror 
to destroy it and offer me salvation. When 
I rose and exited the cottage, I made it no 
further than ten steps down the path to the 
main road before I felt it drawing me back. 
If you go to the spot where I stopped, I 
would not doubt that the dirt and rocks 
of the path would show visible signs of 
my feet dragging as the mirror pulled me 
inexorably back to itself. The isolation of 
the cottage that initially made it a safe 
haven to my illicit desires soon proved to 
buffer my cries of anguish from the ears of 
any neighbor or passing cart. I accepted 
the fact that unless some stranger, acting 
completely under the divine providence 
and serendipity of God, stumbled upon 
the cottage that I would surely die. I had 
no food, and as yesterday passed, I found 
that I could barely make it out to the well to 
draw water before I was pulled back. 

 The face of the woman appeared 
again last night, and oh, how I wished 
that her dulcet beckoning were truthful. I 
do not wish to know what lies beyond the 
mirror, for my imagination can offer only 
the various scenes of Hell from Dante. 
Apparently, once I resisted the hand, I was 
able to catch the occasional flash of the 
demon’s body. Huge and misshapen, it 
seems created from the cast offs of charnel 
houses. The revulsion that I felt towards it 
made my gorge rise, though the emptiness 

of my stomach produced no vomit. Through 
it all, though, I have uttered every curse I 
know in each of the languages that I know, 
which is not an insignificant collection, 
against William Taylor-Davies. 

 I have been so weak today, and grow 
weaker with every word, that I know that 
my expiration will not be far off. As I have 
composed this, likely my last work, I have 
had to glance up every few seconds to drive 
down the commands from the mirror that 
wrack my brain. My arm aches horribly, and 
my countenance is sallow and jaundiced. 
His insult from so many years ago rings 
hollow now in my ears. William Taylor-Davies 
willingly sold his soul to the demon in the 
mirror in exchange for misappropriated 
intellect. My very soul is being stolen away! 
I was rightly able to expose him as a fraud 
at Cambridge, yet I am the one facing the 
penalty! Vanity? Nay, injustice!

 I hope that through this discourse, 
you have come to understand the onerous 
challenges with which I have been afflicted, 
and as I am of both noble nature and proper 
issue, I hope that you will take my word as 
my affidavit against the corrupt and soulless 
wastrel and murderer that is William Taylor-
Davies. 

 I see the face of the woman again. 
She is terribly close.

 The hand is reaching for me.

 It has 

---Original Text Ends Here---
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Tradesman
by Troy Smith

I’m in need of a carpenter;
a man that can make trash
into a swing or coffee table
as others marvel at the goodness made 
from something thrown away.

And I could use a weatherman
onboard my shrimping boat
for those surprise thunderstorms,
stopping the winds and rain
with just a word.

Let’s not forget a fashion critic
who thoughtfully points out
that no one should wear
their old jeans 
with any of his shirts.

And finally, an editor
who teaches   
that in the multitude of words,
there is sin. 

Books of Wisdom
by Jared Best

This has come to be:
Illiteracy takes its hold - 
Books of wisdom are left unsold.
If the truth hurts, don’t look.
Close the pages of that open book.
Can’t you see?
We’re blind by choice.
Just so we can hear our voice.
Avid readers of right and wrong
Have gone amiss for far too long.
And all for the sake of conformity.

Transporting
by Tim Morris

How effortlessly one exits
this world through

the beaded curtain, strings of pearls
—of mirth, of absinth, agony and applause,
of sinew, of marrow, blood and bones, 
—all giving way to a certain outcome.

The curtains open only when the play
has closed and the actor nods his 
last, wearied sigh—allowing his
substance to be released 
into the misty place where 
a transitory stage
transports the players 
up and down.

Mysteria  Chatham Kemp

Ocher River  Chatham Kemp



Philodendron Plant   Hannah Wegner


