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A Note to All Writers
ROXANNE ELSHAMY

One cannot be beautiful and be a writer – 
To write is to engage in the practice of putting things within reach
to anyone. A writer holds nothing sacred. 

None other than a writer will attempt to know something 
of su�ering without having su�ered. 
And so much truth is lost already, on the way from the pen to the paper.

Watch a writer as he takes away, from genocide, a song to the masses:
Live out life while you have it.
Maybe this is why Philip Roth said, “Nothing bad can happen to a writer.” 

Of all the abominations created at the hands of men, 
words might have been the ugliest. 
“�e most powerful of weapons…”

Caesar was stabbed twenty times
before he fell.
And many times more, after that. 
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Carousel at Twilight
VANESSA ELSHAMY
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I Didn’t Become Who I Am Just by Sitting 
Within Four Walls
ALIYAH GILLESPIE

I didn't become who I am just by sitting within four walls. I've traveled, I've 
loved, I've lost. I've seen things and been places, with no pictures for evidence; 
asked questions and been rejected, keeping a cool composure for my enemies. 
I've slept, I've dreamt, I've fantasized. Fantasized about tomorrow and 
yesterday with the present still passing along in time; hated to sleep and 
dreaded to wake, with countless objectives still to do on my mental agenda. 

I didn't become who I am just by sitting within four walls. I've read, I've 
studied, I've cried. I've thought about leaving and giving up, despite the 
36 credit hours; asked questions and knew the answers, keeping a cool           
composure for my professors. I've fantasized, I've slept, I've dreamt. Dreamt 
about life after Millsaps while I'm currently still here; undergraduate, dental 
school, these countless hours of work that I must incorporate for the lavish 
lifestyle I plan to live I didn't—I have not become who I am just by sitting 
within four walls.

I didn’t become who I am just by sitting within four walls. I've fought           
adversity, controversy, and mediocrity. I've had experiences and been in          
situations, with no other option than to be strong; I didn't ask questions, 
�ghting to remain calm for myself. I've dreamt, I've fantasized, I've slept. Slept
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hard on the decisions that I must make even before its time for them to be 
made; locations, vehicles, babies, so many hidden agendas that I have yet to 
encounter I haven't—I will not become who I am just by sitting within four 
walls.

My name is what it is and I am who I am, and I am who I am because of what 
I have done and what I am doing. My works label me as a product, a  
product who has read and studied. Prayed and studied. Understood and 
studied. Learned and studied. Practiced and studied. I worked, and I am still 
working.

I did not become who I am just by sitting within four walls. 
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Unfinished
LEAH NICOLE WHITCOMB 

everything you touch
you leave
un�nished

that half-smoken butt
lying
in the ashtray

the �ve shows on Net�ix
the last season
unwatched

the slice of pizza
half-eaten
on the stove

me
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Necrophobia
GRAYSTON BARRON
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On the Origin of Rose-Giving
ALEXIS CARTER

�ere was once a most beautiful young man who had roses growing from 
him. His lips were rose petals, the most beautiful, scarlet rose petals. From his 
dark hair grew white roses and dusky pink ones and erupting from his 
otherwise smooth, lily-white skin were red roses, pink roses, the dusky ones, 
and the white. Curling gently from his hair and wrists and ankles grew 
delicate green vines and leaves. �ey circled his ears and intertwined with 
his �ngers and crawled up his legs giving him the perpetual appearance that 
something was trying to keep him captive. But he was free and happy because 
he was a most beautiful young man.

One day, as all beautiful young men are generally supposed to, he fell in 
love. �at night as he lay in the dusk blue garden among the roses as he liked, 
he sighed and said, “If only I knew how to make my love—my darling—fall in 
love with me.”

“Oh!” the white roses cried. “But she must be in love with you! You are 
beautiful! No one in the world is at all like you.”

“Yes but that alone won’t make anyone fall in love,” he said.
“Give her a gift!” the pink roses suggested with coquettish shivers. 

“But what to give her!” the young man mused. “Most men give women 
�owers.”

“Well, then there you are!” cried the red roses, the roses as red as blood 
and the passions of youth. “Give her a rose. A rose from yourself.”

“But that would hurt very badly,” the young man protested. “And if I at 
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any time don’t have at least one rose on my person, I shall surely die!”
“Yes, but you have many roses,” the red roses said impatiently. “And of 

course it will hurt. Do you expect us to take the pain of your love for you? Do 
you expect us to spare you, dear brother, the prick of Love’s barbed arrows?”

“No of course not,” the young man replied quickly. “Of course I will give 
her a rose of myself, and surely it will mean much more than a rose from a 
bush, if you would pardon me, my dear brothers.”

“Of course,” they replied, the white roses with earnestness, the pink with 
giggling and the red with eager anticipation, for the red roses secretly hated 
the young man for being more beautiful. 

�e next day, the young man went to his love, bowed to her and with 
courageous bravado, plucked from his hair a single white rose. She took it, 
smiling with all the stars glistening in her mouth and she kissed his cheek.

“Why, thank you! I shall keep it forever! Do you love me?”
“Of course I love you,” the young man, who was now �ghting grimaces 

of pain, said. “Who could not love a beauty such as yourself ?”
She kissed his other cheek and ran o� to show her stern-faced mother 

who watched with disapproval. 
Drunk on the love he felt for his darling, the young man ran swiftly as a 

cloud to the garden where he announced gaily, “I am in love! I gave her a rose 
from my hair and told her with great earnestness about my love for her—my 
undying love! And she kissed both my cheeks. Oh, I will give her all my roses 
if it will make her happy! I love her!”

“Oh, how perfectly romantic,” cried the white roses.
“Young love!” sang the pink.
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“A word of caution!” the red roses said gravely. “Remember that you have 
your limits.”

“Oh, no! I have no limits, nor shall I if I have my love for her! Surely I 
could live o� it alone, because love is greater than anything in the world!” Of 
course, this was precisely what the red roses hoped he would say.

“Very well,” they intoned. “Do what you must for love. �ough be 
warned, it is a foolish thing.”

And every day, the young man would give his love a rose from his hair. 
He would soon after drink much water and make sure he got the proper 
amount of sunshine that he may grow more roses. Alas, it was not enough, and 
the young man ran out of roses from his hair to give his love. He told her this 
one day and she frowned. 

“Well, can’t you give me a rose from your skin?”
“Yes, but it would hurt very much.”
“Don’t you love me?”
“More than anything!” he said taking her hands in his, but she pulled 

away. “Let me think about this, my love.”
“You don’t love me,” she sni�ed.
“I do!” he cried, for it made him wretched to think she didn’t know. And 

so, he seized a dusky pink rose that bloomed from his shoulder and with a 
sharp cry and a bitter tear, plucked it from his very �esh. His love looked on 
with something like pity, but greed also lurked behind that look. He gave it to 
her saying. “Please accept this rose of my very �esh. As an apology.”

She smiled and kissed his cheek. “I do believe it is my favorite yet! Now I 
know you must love me!” And she hurried away to her mother who no longer 
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looked in their direction these days.
�at night, as he lay in the garden in the pale moonlight, he confessed 

what it all had come to. �e white roses applauded saying, “How sweet! How 
devoted! How self-sacri�cing!”

�e pink tsked and shivered with hardly contained delight. �e red 
secretly smiled and said, “�ere, now, young man, you were so willing and 
eager to give so much of yourself. �is is really all your fault. But one wouldn’t 
have the right to blame you if, for example, you decided to…revise your hastily 
spoken vow—”

“No!” cried the young man. “I am �ne! And my roses will surely grow 
back in my hair within a few weeks. I love her!”

“�en by all means!” the red roses said with mock seriousness. “Do what 
you must!”

And so it was that every day the young man plucked with a sob or 
scream the roses from his very �esh, leaving bleeding wounds where they had 
been and shriveling vines and leaves in their wake. He grew very sick in this 
time...until eventually, all that the young man had to give of himself were the 
two soft, scarlet rose petal lips of his, which were only just keeping him alive.

�e young man decided, after a night of illness and tossing restlessly 
in bed, that he would tell his most darling love the truth of himself, how he 
would surely die if he lost all of his �owering. And the hour came when he 
would visit her and tell her the news when he saw she was weeping bitterly.

“Why are you weeping bitterly, my love?”
“Oh! It is nothing!” she hiccupped. She turned her dark eyes onto him 

and said, “My mother is marrying me to another young man with money 
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instead of �owers. I leave tomorrow. And I was thinking of how I would miss 
you and how I will forever keep your roses. And I was thinking how there is 
one thing that I want from you, and I am afraid it is quite sel�sh.”

“No, never sel�sh!” the young man consoled her taking her hands in his 
cold, trembling ones. “Love is greater than sel�shness!”

She laughed tearfully.  “I wanted a kiss from your mouth. Really, that is 
all I’ve ever wanted.” 

And staring deeply into her eyes, the young man said softly, “�en you 
shall have it.” And he leaned closer unto her and let her kiss his scarlet 
petal lips and with the kiss take his one saving grace, for his lips were sweet 
like nectar and the petals melted in her mouth.

�en, with tear-�lled eyes, she cried, “Good-bye!” and left him 
forever. �e young man sprang to his feet, for he was suddenly very weak and 
the world was suddenly very dim. He stumbled away, clutching his heart until 
he reached the garden. He ran forward in search of the roses, for his vision was 
blurry. At last he did �nd them.

With one last burst of life, he �ung himself upon the red rose bush and 
cried, “Help me! Give me counsel! I have loved and it has killed me!”

�e red roses chuckled aloud. “Dear brother, poor fool! Roses aren’t 
counselors, nor can we mend mistakes! We are only beautiful! And now more 
beautiful than even you!” And they let their thorns blind him that he may 
never see beauty even in his last moments, and then they pierced his body so 
he may die more satisfactorily.

Unbeknownst to them, however, was that they would become, in essence, 
just like the young man, as he was the very embodiment of pure and earnest 
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love. A drop of the young man’s blood entered their veins through a crack 
made when he had �ung his body upon them in his grief. �ey then, because 
of his great love, became themselves symbols of love and hope, and also of 
mourning as they felt terribly about what they had done to the beautiful young 
man.
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Shimmer in the Gravel
SOPHIE FAIRBAIRN
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The Epic
PHOEBE SANDLIN

Recount, Monster, Muse, the tales of soldiers past,
Rekindled �ame consuming �esh to bone
And shields unbent, unbroken, facing would-be mortal trials.
Of stories archived none exist so cold
As that of winter’s lady, widowed ere turned old,
Caught in synthetic embrace immune to touch like �re,
And of the spider’s soldier, who once followed freedom’s son
Till ice removed all perception of time
And blood did cover his semblance of love.
Once found and raised the spider grew fangs.
Darkness latched on in war, infestation,
Howling wind found his fell tomb
And monsters dug him up too soon.
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Woman Sleeping in Germany
BAILEY SMITH
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Old Woman Walking Into the Sunset
VANESSA ELSHAMY
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Snooze the Night Away
SREE MAHA VEDALA 

Leave the sea behind you today,
My fair mermaid.
Dream upon your throne of the deep.
After all, time is not something you get to keep.
Sink into your slumber and let your worries fade.
It has been a long day.

Snooze the night away.

Let your eyes fall to a close and your stress into disarray.
Jades of silk await your presence.
We will not be apart for long, 
And I will be holding your heart all along.
Cease your penance
And put to surreal prose all you wish to convey.

Snooze the night away.
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Make any wish your heart seeks to weigh.
Drift in dim plight
And let the waves blanket your skin.
Let the shores’ smile lift your chin
To lull you through the night
And let the sweet dreams stay.

Snooze the night away.

�e time is up for this marine princess to play.
Lay your mind to rest,
For now we must retire
From your endless empire.
Mother of the Seas knows what’s best.
Let go of your thoughts and blow your frown astray.

And so, my fair mermaid, snooze the night away.
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Darkness
NINETTE HICKEY
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An Unsettling Night
AMARA JOHNSON

�e night settles in the curls of your hair 
�e memory has faded but it’s still there 

As we stand on the sidewalk’s bones 
�e night settles in the curls of your hair 

Cold words from you �ll the warm air 
You said our love was mine alone and left me in despair 

�e night settles in the curls of your hair 
�e memory has faded but it’s still there 
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On the Pleasure of Tests
CATHERINE ARJET

�e girl at the table next to me is helping a classmate understand 
material for their chemistry test tomorrow. She’s been here all day talking 
about di�erent types of bonds and molecules and looks like she hasn’t slept in 
days. In a weird way, I’m jealous. As I sit here writing one of the four papers I 
have due next week, her frantic energy and dedication to the material reminds 
me of what I’m missing out on by taking classes that have few (if any) tests. 
�ere’s an incredible focus that comes with being terri�ed of a test you have 
tomorrow. It becomes you and the material. You (hopefully) know what you 
need to study, and you can just dedicate your entire mind to it. Sure, you can 
get some of that with a paper; just last night I spent three hours reading �lm 
theory—and if that’s not dedication I don’t know what is—but there’s always 
more you can do. Almost every paper topic I’ve written on in my academic 
career could easily take up twice as many pages as I’ve been assigned, so I’m 
always left wondering if I’m doing enough, or even if I’m doing too much. Is 
my topic too broad? Too narrow? Should I have brought in this point? Or 
would that clutter the paper? It’s not so with tests. Either you know the 
material or you don’t. You know it’s relevant if it was covered in lecture or in 
the reading. You don’t have to wonder if everything you did was super o� topic 
and if you’ll have to cut it later.

I’ve never felt con�dent about a paper; I spend so long looking to 
improve it that I notice its vast amount of errors before acknowledging any of 
its merits. Unlike a test, there’s no concrete right or wrong answer with a 
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paper, or at least not one I have access to, because I’m such a perfectionist and 
I strive for A’s on everything that it kills me. �ere’s no instant 
grati�cation with a paper; by the time I get it back, it’s been so long I barely 
remember what I wrote. Or if I do I spend weeks having no idea if I’ve done a 
good enough job. 

Test taking, however, is something I’m good at. I can circle a letter or �ll 
in a blank or write a short paragraph explaining a concept with ease. �e 
insane memorization drills my dad made me do as a child (learning everything 
from Shakespeare to Paleozoic periods by the time I got to kindergarten) 
made sure I can memorize almost anything a teacher gives me. I know it’s not 
the holistic learning approach for which I chose a small liberal arts school, but 
it doesn’t hurt my GPA. 

Last year I took mostly classes that had more tests than papers. I spent 
many a long night in the study room of my friend’s dorm (since we were in 
two of the same classes) endlessly going over the material. We’d spend hours 
�guring out how to calculate the value of a bond, the stages of product growth 
and brand image, or memorizing a seemingly endless list of terms. At some 
point one of us would say: “Alright, I think we’ve got most of it and I’m 
exhausted. I’ll get up early and study the rest of it tomorrow.” �e next day 
we’d see each other as we �led into the classroom and smile weakly at each 
other and take our seats. As soon as I got the paper, I was in the zone of test 
taking magic. Maybe it’s just because I psych myself out so much that I’m 
always sure they’re going to be worse than they are, but when I have that �rst 
“Oh, I know this” moment it all becomes so much better. I have a concrete 
reason why I studied for so long the night before. Generally, when I leave the 
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test I have an idea of how I did, and I can put it out of my head until it comes
back. I know I don’t need to know all of the material, just 93% and most of the 
time I can tell if I’ve gotten that.

�is girl I studied with graduated in May and now works as an account 
manager. She’s putting her degree to use and working in her �eld. Of the two 
of us, I always had the better test taking skills,—memorizing, summarizing, 
guessing—but I know those don’t translate into “real world” skills, and she is 
clearly enjoying success without being perfect at test taking. Sometimes I 
worry about what will happen when I, too, am in the professional world where 
your worth does not depend on how well you can answer questions in a 60-90 
minute block. Will I be able to replicate my academic success in a professional 
setting or are tests the only thing I’m good at?

I mentioned this fear to a professor recently who said “Well, you’ll have 
that wealth of knowledge you memorized” however I’m not sure that’s true, 
and even if it was, I’m not sure what good it is. �e other day I was helping a 
friend study for a Principles of Accounting test, a class I took two years ago. 
She asked me for help on a problem where all you need to do is apply one of 
those formulas I memorized for the class and I realized I had no idea what the 
formula was. Yes I can memorize something for the length of a test, or even a 
semester if I know it’s going to be on the �nal, but as soon as I don’t need to 
know it, it’s gone again. Even if I could keep all this in my head though, why 
would I need to? It took me about �ve seconds to �nd the formula my friend 
was looking for online, and if I’m in a situation in the business world where I 
really need to know that accounting formula, I can �nd it again, probably in 
that same amount of time. Like most of my generation, I am very seldom
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without a smartphone and while I can rattle of a name or date at the drop of a 
hat, so can Siri. 

I guess my real question is was it all worth it? Were the sixteen years 
I’ve spent learning how to take tests misspent? Our education system rewards 
students for being able to learn facts and information for a very short amount 
of time, but now I’m almost done with my education, I’m realizing that almost 
no other system values that. I always felt like a phony. Like my skills in 
memorization and test taking arti�cially in�ated my GPA and therefore how 
people see my intelligence. I’m constantly telling my friends “I’m not actually 
smart, I just get good grades.” and now I’m worried that, without grades, 
people will start to see that without my having to say anything. 
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A Work in Progress
SOPHIE FAIRBAIRN
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Un-pretty
NGA DO
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Growing Pains
ALIYAH GILLESPIE

I call it growing pains.
�ose days where I forgot my purpose. 
�ose days where I longed for my mother’s touch.
�ose days where I fought against myself.
�ose days where I had to become a woman. 

�is ‘man versus self ’ con�ict must end because
I’m exhausted from �ghting battles that are not mine. 
Becoming a woman is like peeling an onion,
Pulling one layer back at a time.
It takes time. 

I imagine becoming a woman is like a 
Flower that is beginning to blossom. �en
�ere’s the wind that gives o�
A calm breeze and
I feel it in my knees.
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Understanding the dilemma; it’s not easy to become you,
It’s not easy to become me and
I’m still trying to understand how we grow 
For what seems like forever.
Growing pains. 

I change like the moon.
Fluid, but I rather not adapt.
I despise schematics, but I adore new things.
A walking contradiction.
A woman.

I understand much better now because
I’m older, wiser, and growing.
No more crying because I want to be happy.
No more internal incarceration because
I am free.
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I look towards the sky.
I told my maker why
I cry when it rains because
I’m attempting to remove the pain of wanting to die
Out of my life
which was caused by my debtors and
I forgive them because I realize that
I am di�erent and I understand that life isn’t easy however,
I’m continuing to grow, grow, grow.

Like the butter�y that once began as a caterpillar
I transformed from a child, to a girl, to a lady,
To a woman. 
Evolution seemed like it took forever, but
At least it happened.

Growing pains.
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Blue and White Chairs
VANESSA ELSHAMY
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These Roller Skates are Lit
PHOEBE SANDLIN

�ese roller-skates are lit.  
Chariots. Burning muscles. Sisters. Music. �e symphony of plastic 

wheels on wood �oors and planks warped by time, both run smooth. A 
rhythmic hush that rolls like thunder as you glide. Hearing stories, hearing 
music, hearing cheers and realizing some are your own, words bubbling up like 
the dizziest party. 

You’re �ying with just a shove of your feet to the left and right, pressing 
into the �oor, limitless. You want to go faster but there are people around you 
and you don’t know how to stop, how to dodge, little kids who are better than 
you are and adults, but some who are worse, too. You tighten the laces on your 
skates.
 �ey hurt your feet. �ey are beautiful. �ey are cheap. �ey are so sturdy 
they could survive a nuclear bomb and let you skate away on them, the 
hush-hush of wheels on the ashes of this sketch little skating rink. 

�ey’re like the world, too, though. Your legs—not as toned as you think, 
as you want—pushing out and coming back together glide smoothly, pressure 
furrowing deep into the earth like roots, your skates going faster than the cool 
air that �ows around you, pressing every curve.

Roller skates. Time machines. Exercise. Laughter. Fun. Better than being 
drunk—something most of us shouldn’t know. Glitter everywhere, bright pink 
shirts, lights strobing around you, people talking, it’s so loud but the skates the 
skates the skates anchor you to the earth. Flowers, vines, roots, like ice-skates 
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but those pull you up in frigid motion and these skates are woody, a little 
burning, fast fast faster than your heart. 

You want an empty rink that stretches on for miles and the ability to go 
without worrying about how you’ll stop. 

Someone hugs you from behind but you keep going. Sometimes you 
break apart and dare to dance a little before �ailing to regain your balance, 
arms spinning like a DJ cutting records. At one point you see your people and 
wheel over, the breaks on your skates hitting the carpeted rise to send you 
bowing forward, hands �rst, knees, feet following at their own pace in the 
unwieldy, magical shoes. You only wish they had little wings on the ankles to 
complete your ascendance. As you catch your breath, leaning back against an 
air vent, someone tells a funny story. Peals of laughter and sisterhood and 
bodies wrapped in fuzzy blankets, a punchline of “Shhh, accept the cuddle,” 
and more laugher before the black and white guardian of skate sanctity, this 
trailer park rink, asks you to keep from dangling your skates over the sides. 

Why? �at’s where they belong. �at’s where you belong. 
Push yourself up. 
Fly again.
Children fall and pop back up, some in rented beat-up skates, others in 

shiny personal ones. You know that if you fell you’d be done for, seeing 
yourself with old joints and fragile skin and so much fear in a body that can 
still bounce back you just don’t trust it to. . Once you fall it’ll all be over and 
the winged shoes will be blocks of cement keeping you to ground, every inch 
of fey magic pulled away from them like the transition from rink to carpeted 
�oor that halts all momentum and makes walking, much less gliding, near 
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impossible. 
You think of old skates from your childhood, insigni�cant or painful 

memories, hunks of plastic and fabric that are entirely irrelevant. Except they 
aren’t. One row of wheels, impossible to use, skinned knees on concrete and 
stinging palms, dad’s hands big pulling you up, pushing you o� again, like the 
wheels on your bike. �e same pricking tears when you fall, inevitably. �en 
four wheels, two on each side, like the ones you wear now in the rink with 
your pink-robed sisters, easier to manage but still too hard on uneven roads, on 
bumpy sidewalks, don’t know how to stop on streets full of people bikers 
joggers cars, so you stop. 

�e wheels are �ying, the wheels are summer, the wheels are the 
turning of life in seasons and years and you don’t realize that, not yet, but you 
will when you look back and see that insigni�cant objects of pain, exercise, 
failed father-daughter time, are portals, are wings, are the impossible. �ere 
is more magic in those frayed laces and rough-smoothed orange wheels and 
soft brown thick fabric sides and tight tight tight ties around your ankles, than 
there is in all the warm mornings of summer where days stretch, in�nite as 
the wooden rink, going around and around and around hearing the whoosh of 
wheels on wood forever. 

Ashes settle around you as you uncurl from the remains of the rink, of 
pink shirts, of greasy pizza and old disco lights. �e missile detonated. You 
regain your balance and push o� in a cloud of black, going, and going, and 
going.

Roller-skates are lit.
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Learned Helplessness
SOPHIE FAIRBAIRN
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The Obama
DEMARCUS MCGEE
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The	Dark	Butterfly
NAKEMIA KIRKSEY

�e darkness spreads its wings,
�rough a sea of green, 
It shines brighter than the nature around it,
However, 
As darkness usually is, 
At night it cannot be seen,

It dances its winged dance,
With an unmatched rhythm,
It creates harmonies with the wind, 
However, 
Its music cannot be heard,
Inaudible to the untrained ears of men,

�e butter�y itself is common, 
It �ies as others �y,
It shares its beauty with others of its kind,
However,
�is butter�y of darkness,
Magician of day and night, 
Preparing its unique song,
Preparing its unique winged dance,
Carries itself uncommon as it begins to take �ight 
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Fruits of the Garden
ALEXIS CARTER

�ere was a young man who, ever since he could remember, wanted more 
than anything in the world to know everything. As a child, he’d ask his 
parents why the sky was blue and why the rivers babbled and sparkled so 
prettily. When he was older he asked himself what it felt like to have no 
restrictions, only the desire to unearth pleasures wherever he wandered. One 
day he told his priest and, coincidentally, his dear old friend that he thought if 
he were in the Garden of Eden, he’d have still taken of the fruit of all the trees, 
knowing what would happen. 

When he was told this, after a proper moment of shocked silence and 
the sign of the cross being made over both his own and his young friend’s 
chest, the priest said, “But that is sel�shness to be sure. And wickedness. May 
God forgive you.”

�e young man, drunk with the sudden release he felt in his veins, the 
release that had come with his uttering the darkest secret of his heart, declared, 
“I wish to be the most sel�sh person in the world if only I could be content 
at the end of my life. Actually, I will eat of every tree. In my own way. I won’t 
deny myself anything I desire. I will be gone a long time on this journey to 
satisfaction. I will not see you nor my mother or father until I am satis�ed.”

“May you eat of a tree of humility that you may rediscover your morals,” 
the priest said with bowed head and quavering voice, for he was righteously 
angry and frightened of both the young man’s intent and for his safety.
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“I care nothing for humility nor morals, now, dear priest. I only care for 
my desires. Oh, I know I am wicked, but so are you, and surely one must 
discover these things for oneself. I shall be back and I will tell you all I have 
seen and learnt.”

“May God be with you though you turn your back on Him,” the priest 
said, embracing his friend one last time.

And so the young man set o� on his journey. He wasn’t long on the road 
when a tall, handsome man approached him, dressed all in black. �e young 
man had not seen him coming, but suppressed his surprise enough to reply 
when the man spoke to him in a silky, rustling voice.

“Say, child, where are you headed o� to so resolutely?” �e young man 
noticed that he felt drawn to the stranger. He wore an expensive-looking suit 
and many rings on his long, pale, slender �ngers and carried a long, black, 
polished walking stick with a snake’s head carved on the top.

“I’m—” he faltered. “I’m o� to know myself. Is that so strange?”
A tight smile. “No, not at all, child.”
“I’m not a child,” the young man said indignantly.
“All are children to me, for my eyes are older than you can dream of 

becoming,” the stranger said, his black eyes �ashing with something like 
malice, only to be replaced with charm. “Now,” he said smoothly. “I am very 
glad we have met. I know of just the place you look for. �ere are so many 
desires to be quelled there and even more delightful things to know about. If 
you would be so bold as to take my hand, I will point you in the right 
direction.” And he extended his hand to the young man and waited. A shiver 
of apprehension ran through the young man, but he ignored it, remembering 
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his vows to not to deny himself anything; for he very much wanted to know 
this place. And the stranger’s voice seemed so familiar, so alluring even though 
his breath was like a cold gust in a graveyard and the air around him carried 
the perfume of equal parts decay and lust, a strangely alluring scent, but still 
bordering on unpleasantness.

And remembering his vow, the young man took the familiar stranger’s 
feverishly hot hand. With a smile that revealed his glinting teeth, the 
stranger stood behind him, still holding his hand and pointed with the young 
man’s arm down the road where there was a splendid garden just yards away.

“�at wasn’t there before!” the young man said. 
“Of course it was.”
�e young man turned to look at him, but the stranger had vanished.
�e young man wondered where he had gone for but a short time, 

however, because the fragrance wafting to him from the garden was enough 
to drive him mad. He ran toward the garden and upon entry gave a cry of joy. 
White lilies bloomed to delight the eye and the gardenias’ scent gladdened 
his heart. He wandered deeper into the garden, his hands brushing the spring 
green of the tall grass and �ngering the fruit of the heavily laden trees.

“Come,” a voice whispered suddenly from the tree whose golden fruit he 
had touched in wonder. A man bedecked with jewels and wearing linen said.   
“Come. Take a bite of the fruit here and you will be rich beyond anything you 
could imagine.”

“Will I?” the young man said, greatly interested.
“Yes. Just one bite. �ough those who have tasted wealth have not been 

content with one bite,” the man said with a hearty laugh. And eagerly, the
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young man snatched a golden fruit from its branch and bit into it. 
Immediately, his mouth was awash with the loveliest �avors, as if sweet music 
had become available to the taste. �e shimmering juice dribbled down his 
chin but he didn’t care. Suddenly, he became aware that his raiment had been 
altered and he wore a purple robe as a king would, and his pockets were �lled 
with gold.

“�is is amazing!”
“Yes, it is, isn’t it? Go and discover the other pleasures of the garden.”
And so he did go and came upon another tree with dark red fruit. When 

he saw it, a beautiful woman with dark eyes and scarlet lips appeared and said 
to him. “Come. Take a bite and you and I can live in a paradise of our own 
making.”

“Will we love each other?”
She laughed. “Of course not, silly. Love would get in the way of our 

romantic relations with others. We don’t want love, only intimate 
companionship.” �is sounded strange to the young man, but assuming that 
this was what was only natural for a heart to desire, he plucked a fruit from the 
tree, took a bite and was immediately after kissed by the woman. And he was 
glad to be kissed even though it was not love.

To another tree he went and there standing around it were people in 
rags. “Come. Take a bite and we will be your servants to praise you and lift you 
high above ourselves and others. People will worship you and sing your praises 
all the day long. Come, it will be fun.”

And agreeing, the young man bit of the fruit, which made his heart 
harden satisfactorily and he was lifted on the shoulders of the people and they 
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kissed his feet and sang, “Praises to the man who knows himself. May he 
forever be glad and complete in his glorious enlightenment! He is worthy of 
adoration!”

And the young man enjoyed himself immensely. Months passed as he 
traveled the garden, all the while avoiding the shadowy areas that made his 
skin crawl and soul shiver. Months he spent in his glorious happiness. 

One day, however, the stranger he had met on the road appeared and 
smiled at him, still dressed in black, the same rings on his slender, pale 
�ngers and the walking stick carved to resemble a snake’s head on the top still 
in hand.

“Hello, dear friend. I see you have discovered all the pleasure in the 
garden.”

“Yes and I am very happy. Immensely happy!” the young man laughed.
“Yes, but I see you have neglected the rest of the trees. Did you not say 

you would take from all the trees in the garden? Did you not vow it?”
“I did, but I think that I’ll ignore my vow.”
“Oh, sweet child, I’m afraid you can’t do that. �at’s against the rules,” 

the stranger said, clenching his walking stick more tightly so his knuckles 
glowed white. “Come. Take my hand and we will see the rest of what 
experience has to o�er. �e dark side of the garden, so to speak.”

“May they all come with me?” he said gesturing at his troupe of wealth 
and people he had acquired over the months.

“No. �ey will stay here, waiting for you,” the stranger promised, though 
the corners of his mouth did not appear to be as serious as his words.

Hesitantly, the young man took the now scorching hand of the stranger 
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and let him lead him to a dark, damp corner of the garden. He took a 
homely-looking fruit from a tree and gave it to him. “Eat.”

“What is it?” 
“Poverty.” 
“I don’t want it.”
“But you must have it.” And he took the fruit away from him and fed it 

to him himself.
No sooner had the brown fruit touched his lips and the sour juices crept 

over his tongue did the young man feel despair. He leaned against the tree, 
clutching his stomach for the fruit repulsed him and he felt miserable.

“I hate it,” he said. “What shall I do? I don’t know what to do!”
“We’ll have you try the rest of the garden,” the stranger said brightly.
“Let me lie under this tree and despair!” the young man cried.
But the stranger took his arm and led him to another tree.
“What is it?”
“Starvation.”
“I will eat of starvation?”
“Yes. Try it, it is an interesting paradox.”
“I don’t want it.”
“But you shall have it.” And the stranger fed the young man starvation. 

No sooner did the bitter juices from the gray fruit touch his tongue than the 
young man snatched the fruit from the stranger and devoured it, reaching for 
more as he ate until he was as thin as a rail and couldn’t bring himself to try 
any longer. “Wasn’t that delightful?”

“I am ill, I must stop.”
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“No, you must continue. Here. Try hatred.”
And no sooner had the hostile juices from the black fruit �ooded his 

mouth than the young man was �lled with abominable rage. He was so full of 
rage that he was crippled by it. He was blind with it. Tears streamed down his 
face because he hated everything, including himself, so deeply.

Without another word, the stranger led him to yet another tree. �e 
wind blowing through its branches made it sound like it was weeping.

“Welcome to sorrow. Believe me, you have not lived until you have felt 
sorrow. With it comes humility.” And hearing this and remembering what 
his dear old friend had said, in his rage, he tried to leave but the stranger’s 
grip was strong, and the wet blue fruit was forced in his mouth and the juices 
washed over him like tears. With a great cry, the young man fell to his knees 
and tore his clothes, covered his head and curled on the ground. 

“Is this what death feels like?” he wept, his hands shaking as they pulled 
on his faded hair. “To be completely hopeless and regretful of everything you 
have done? Oh, I hate this. At least I have my love waiting for me?”

“She has gone with another,” the stranger said. “She doesn’t want to kiss 
you anymore.”

“But my friends, those who carried me on their shoulders?”
“�ey were never your friends. You were like a king. �ey feared you.

Now you are nothing and they laugh at you. Listen.” And the young man 
heard them laughing and he wept all the more. 

“And my money?”
“Ah, yes. You lost all of that due to your poverty, remember?”
“Will I die like this?”
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“You will.”
“�ere is no way I can leave this place?”
“No. Or, at least, you will never �nd it.”
“Oh, I am wretched!”
“You have always been. Only now it is clearer to you.”
And in his despair and sorrow, the young man, whispered, “If only I 

could look upon the world again and be glad, and if the world could look at 
me once more and smile, because I am its son, then I will be truly happy and 
will never want for more than the sun and the moon and the grass to lie in and 
the �owers to bring me gladness for living. I will never want for more than 
those and people who love me and people I can love in return. I wish I could 
beg forgiveness of my mother and my father and my dear old friend, the priest. 
I miss them so! But I am a wicked person who didn’t see his own sel�shness 
until he was wracked with despair.”

“As is the human condition,” the stranger said, clicking his tongue in 
mock sympathy. “Ah, well. You can die content now, knowing you’ve lived, can’t 
you, child?”

“I am not content. I am miserable!” the young man bellowed in his anger. 
“And I would repent of all I have done if only someone would care to forgive 
me!”
 �e stranger for the �rst time remained silent as if his mouth had been 
sewn shut.
 And suddenly, the young man felt strangely… as though he might be 
able to accept his lot; a quiet reassurance as though there was naught but 
forgiveness in the world. Suddenly, he remembered that he hadn’t always lived 
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lived in constant fear. And, still aching with pain and still with deep-felt 
sorrow, the young man stood up and walked out the garden the way he had 
come. 

�e stranger watched from the garden, his �gure against the setting sun 
thin, black and motionless, as the young man left. He waited for the young 
man to glance back…but he never did. 

�e young man returned to his home where his mother and father 
greeted him with open arms and his dear old friend smiled and kissed both 
his cheeks. And though he still knew sorrow and heartbreak and utter despair, 
the young man was glad, for he had the sun and the moon and the grass to lie 
in and �owers to make his heart glad to live. What’s more, he had people he 
loved and who loved him.
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Self-Portrait	Reflection
BAILEY SMITH
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An	Aside	to	Self-Portrait	Reflection	
BAILEY SMITH

�ey say a picture’s worth a thousand words yet they are all open to 
interpretation, and with no description there is no context and with no context 
leaves us an ability to create one, so, let’s create one okay here we go, what do we 
see in this re�ection oh wow he made it a re�ection to so now we can talk about 
how symbolic that is right I mean how strange is it that we are the person we 
somehow are but we will never be able to see our selves only re�ections in our 
mirrors and windows and our front facing iPhone cameras when we �x our hair 
I mean how did people three thousand years ago �x their hair that’s a question I 
want to know but we can see in this picture that it is a window obviously since it 
is translucent and now we have some context, I guess, but where is the window, 
is it in a bedroom, is this kid lonely oh yeah he must be lonely I mean look at his 
face his eyes it looks like he’s crying why would he take a picture while crying 
well maybe he’s at a signi�cant other’s house and something bad just happened, 
maybe she or he broke up with him, maybe he’s tripping and saw the �rst 
re�ection of himself and thought he truly saw himself for the being he was for a 
second and just had, just had TO take a photo well I like the explanation where 
he was lonely I guess I just went o� on a tangent so he is lonely in his room, he 
has trees and blue sky in backyard but doesn’t go out there because he’s taken so 
many pictures of the leaves and trees now that don’t meaning anything to him 
and made everything back there uninteresting because they acted like machines, 
MACHINES, he says they are suppose to be life-like not machines because it’s 
nature but he sees the same thing everyday, the trees just stand there like they are
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complacent with EXISTENCE! Come on now you are suppose to get up and 
make something of yourself just like his dad told him and it’s just sitting there 
letting the insects walk across it oh oops did I just use an ending punctuation 
mark I guess you English majors will be happy about that I �nally ended 
something and didn’t leave it to interpretation like the photograph does it’s 
anarchy and anarchy is exactly what the good down to earth American does not 
want anarchy now freedom within a certain constricting bound yes anarchy no 
we need SOME structure in our life now right, I think so, so much structure that 
I shouldn’t have to explain this photo everyone should know how, where, why, it 
was taken and any of the interrogative words that starts with a W so here it is: 

After returning to Millsaps for my sophomore year in August, I began feeling 
extremely disinterested in taking photos anywhere. Mississippi, after being here 
for 95% of my life, is extremely predictable as tradition is the quick sand that 
we walk in daily. I had already walked on the same paths on this campus for an 
entire year and here I was again to do it over for another year. Nothing inspired 
me to click that shutter. But I decided to force myself to carry my camera around 
with me, just in case I saw a moment that would be worth capturing. I was in the 
HAC and noticed these windows with trees and sunlight escaping through them 
and saw an opportunity. I also think re�ections can be very intimate and 
interesting sometimes. I then took this photo. 

Now I am thinking interpretations are much more interesting. A sel�e while 
working out in the HAC with an old Canon AV-1, I think, is not what your were 
expecting. Maybe reality is stranger than �ction. Or just more original. 
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Vintage Car
VANESSA ELSHAMY
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In Between the Pines 
CHARLES NUGENT

Darkness lingers,
�e scent of the jasmine
Fills the air surrounding the two.

�e longing to be lost,
Outside of the same four streets,
�ey had known forever.

�is wasn’t close to the convenient store,
Where she would buy her cigarettes every morning,
Or the Mexican restaurant,
Where they would split quesadillas every Wednesday night.

�ey aren’t sure how they got here, 
�ey don’t know how to get home,
But they don’t mind.

�ey’ll spend the night here
Underneath the stars,
Next to rabbits and worms, 
In between the pines.
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�e silence, though unsettling, 
Was a nice change from the busy city streets. 
�e constant of car horns,
�e never-ending crowds of people �lling the sidewalks.

None of those people meant anything to them.
�eir loved ones rested beneath their feet.
Now it was their turn. 

�ey lay on the ground,
Holding each other in sweet embrace.
�ey had done it many times before,
But they would never do it again.

As they closed their eyes
�ey took their last breaths,
And spent the rest of their lives,
Together. 
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Ultra
MARIA WELCH
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Billabongs of Death
REMY PACINI

      Queensland, 1990
 �e afternoon sun shone bright and hot through the window of the 
police station as Hannibal, Mickey, Angelique, and a middle aged man in a 
suit and tie sat around a desk. Mickey was the �rst of the group to speak, 
asking the suit-clad man “How many bodies did you say were found, 
Constable?” “�irteen, well, I mean the pieces of thirteen bodies” the suit-clad 
man replied as Hannibal jotted down the man’s reply before Angelique shyly 
raised her hand. “Dis ain’t school, Angelique. Go ahead an’ ask yer question” 
Hannibal gru¯y replied, his pen ready to jot down anything that the 
Constable might tell them. 
 “Where were these victims found?” Angelique asked as the Constable 
unrolled a map, and then pointed to thirteen red circles, telling the group to 
�nd any connection between the circles. “Dey’re all directly next ta water” 
Hannibal stated, gaining a nod of approval from the Constable, who then said 
“Any guesses yet as to what killed them?” “Oi’m afraid we don’t know” Mickey 
replied, prompting the Constable to gently pat him on the shoulders. “I’m sure 
you three can �gure it out” he said as he escorted the three to the door before 
they began to walk away from the police station. “Okay, what creature kills 
near water, rips its victims to pieces, and leaves no trace on land, despite the 
distance between the waters where the victims were found?” Angelique asked, 
prompting Hannibal to shrug and Mickey to reply “Die hel as ek ken!”
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All three of them then sat down on a nearby bench and brainstormed 
what could be behind the murders by the billabongs. As they sat and thought, 
Hannibal broke a cookie in half and, moving both pieces of the cookie like a 
set of jaws, said “We should call Burhan an’ see if he knows!” “Great idea 
Hannibal” Mickey replied, pulling out a portable phone before being 
interrupted by Hannibal, who continued to move the “jaws” of the cookie and 
shouting “Ah’m not Hannibal! Mah name is Bob the Bob!” before “biting” 
Mickey’s nose with the cookie.

“Was that really necessary?” Mickey sarcastically asked before dialing 
Burhan’s number and waiting to be connected. As they sat and waited, 
Hannibal grew bored with his “talking” cookie and promptly ate it, crumbs 
�ying everywhere as he did so. Just as Hannibal �nished eating, Burhan’s voice 
caught them all by surprise as he said “Team, I just got your call, and I’ll see 
what I can do to help you three place an identity on the killer. Until then, 
I would highly suggest that you go to the locations where the victims were 
found and see if there is any evidence that might give you three some clue as 
to what you are dealing with” Burhan said as Hannibal, Mickey, and Angelique 
agreed, said goodbye to Burhan, and began to look for a means to get to the 
crime scenes.

As they walked, they noticed a sign advertising excursions into the 
Outback. Intrigued, they went into the building displaying the sign and were 
greeted by a middle aged man wearing a khaki out�t and sitting at a desk. 
“G’day to you. Are you interested in an Outback excursion?” the man asked 
as Hannibal sarcastically replied “No, we came ta ask about yer ice cream” 
prompting a chuckle from the man. “Alright, alright, let’s cut to the chase. 
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Where would you lot like to go?” he asked as Mickey walked over to a map 
on the wall, compared the names of some billabongs to the locations that the 
victims were found, and then said “Roight, do you think it could be possible 
for you to take us to these billabongs listed on this sheet?”

Looking at the locations highlighted on Mickey’s sheet, the man nodded 
his head and told the group to follow him. As all of them left the building, 
Hannibal, Mickey, and Angelique were led around to the back lot of the 
building, where a dusty jeep sat parked. In the driver’s seat sat a weathered 
man in casual clothes and clipping his �ngernails. Upon seeing the group 
approach him, he quickly put away his nail clipper and then asked “Where 
d’ye want me to take you today?” “De billabongs mentioned in de police 
report” Hannibal said as the group climbed into the jeep, fastened their seat 
belts, and waited for the driver to start the jeep.

�e driver soon started up the jeep and soon they were out of town and 
in the middle of arid scrubland that seemed almost alien to the group. As they 
continued to drive, Hannibal turned to the driver and asked him if he had any 
idea about what killed the victims that the police had found. Without as much 
as turning his head to look at Hannibal, the driver answered Hannibal’s 
question by saying “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say that something, or 
someone, with a real evil streak in them committed these crimes. Speaking of 
which, we’re at the �rst billabong!”

�e entire group disembarked from the jeep and began to investigate 
the dusty shores of the billabong, Hannibal’s sensitive nose sni°ng every rock, 
tree, and shrub the group encountered in the hopes of picking up the scent of 
whatever was responsible for the killings. “Hannibal, get anything?” Angelique
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asked as Hannibal stood up from where he had been sni°ng a dead tree, 
shook his head, and then got back into the jeep. �e visits to the next three 
billabongs yielded the same results, but when the group reached the �fth 
billabong .

Hannibal’s nose began to quiver and sni� intently. �e rest of the group, 
seeing that Hannibal was so �xated on the spot he was, ran over to where he 
was sni°ng and saw what grabbed his attention: a large rock on the shore that 
was caked in dry blood. 

“How fresh is it?”
“Couldn’t be more dan two days old. Still got a scent too”
“Could it identify our perpetrator?”
“Unless de killer’s a terri�ed human, den no”
“Oi don’t think our killer’s a human” Mickey said as he pointed down at 

the dusty banks of the billabong, where the group saw an oddly shaped set of 
tracks leading into the water, and an equally awkward set exiting the area of 
the billabong. “Huh, dis might be a clue. Mickey, can ye reach Burhan an’ tell 
him about de tracks?” Hannibal said as he sni�ed the tracks, but much to his 
surprise he could smell no scent coming from them. “Oi’ll try” Mickey replied 
as he pulled out the phone and dialed, all the while hoping that he had enough 
signal to reach Burhan and give him an update. When he did eventually reach 
Burhan, he quickly told him about the bloodstained rock and the tracks, and 
then said goodbye before putting away the phone.

Afterwards, the entire group got back into the jeep and drove until they 
were at yet another billabong, where the driver told them that they would 
camp for the night. As they set up their tents they heard an ominous rustling
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sound followed by the splash of a large object entering the nearby billabong. 
After waiting a while for any other noises to come out of the billabong, the 
group resumed work, ate their dinner, and went to sleep. �eir sleep was 
interrupted by a hideous bellowing noise that came from the billabong, and it 
was so terrifying that everyone, including the driver, grabbed a weapon and ran 
out of their tents

When all of them were outside of their tents, they heard Angelique 
scream, and, looking at where she was pointing, saw that a pair of large 
glowing eyes was peering at them from out of the billabong. “Wat die hel?” 
Mickey said to Hannibal, who said “Beats me” as they continued to look at the 
glowing eyes. Eventually, the source of the eyes released another loud bellow, 
exactly like the sound that woke them up, and then submerged, leaving the 
group terri�ed about where the eyes went. �e group then returned to their 
tents and went back to sleep, a weapon tightly clenched in everyone’s hand in 
case anything tried to attack them where they lay.

�e next morning, the group immediately rushed over to the billabong 
where they had seen the eyes and heard the terrible bellowing the night before. 
When they arrived at the edge of the billabong, they saw that, like at the other 
billabongs they had visited, there were bizarre tracks entering and exiting the 
water. Hoping to catch a scent, Hannibal began to sni� the tracks, but soon 
stood up and said “No scent” as the group then sat down and tried to think 
of what to do next. As they sat and thought, Burhan’s voice came through the 
radio, informing them that the research team back on Dromos had come up 
with an identity for their target, but that they needed to answer some 
questions �rst. 
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“Ask away suh” 
“Okay. Did you by chance hear a terrible bellow coming from the 

billabong at night?”
“Yes, and it sure wasn’t any crocodile!”
“Interesting. Anything else?”
“Yeah, a giant pair of yellow eyes!”
“�ank you Team. Please be patient and wait for a few minutes, and I’ll 

get you an idea of what you are facing” Burhan said as the group could hear 
him shouting in Egyptian, before he came back and said “Bunyip. You guys 
have a bunyip on your hands” as Hannibal took the radio from Mickey and 
asked “What’re we supposed ta kill it wid?” “No idea” Burhan said before he 
ended the communication, causing Hannibal to grit his teeth and curse in 
French.

“Roight, let’s get back in the jeep and follow those tracks” Mickey said as 
Hannibal quit cursing, got in the jeep, and then the entire group was 
speeding along the dusty wastes of the Outback, their eyes �xed on the odd 
tracks that changed from billabong to billabong. By the time that the sun 
was going down, they had stopped at yet another billabong, when a rustling 
sound caused them all to hide in a patch of tall grass. As they crouched and 
hid, Hannibal pushed aside some of the grass, and his eyes widened when he 
saw what was making its way down to the billabong. What Hannibal saw was 
nothing less than a donkey-sized animal with a long tail resembling a mix 
between a monkey’s and a lizard’s, large webbed feet with wicked claws on the 
ends, a tortoise-like shell, and a cat-like head with saber-teeth making its way 
into the billabong. 
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When the creature entered the water, it emitted the same bellow that they had 
heard the previous night, as Hannibal jabbed Mickey in the ribs and 
whispered “Je crois nous avons trouvé notre bunyip.” “Heilige Moeder van God!” 
Mickey gasped as he placed a hand over Angelique’s mouth, and then 
parted the grass so that she could see the creature. As they watched the 
creature, they saw that its eyes were glowing and yellow, just like the eyes they 
had seen the previous night, but they were alarmed when it suddenly 
submerged.  �ey continued to watch the billabong for what seemed like an 
eternity until the creature 
resurfaced, but this time in a new form. 

�e creature’s form was a hippopotamus-sized animal with webbed paws, 
a long and powerful crocodile-like tail, and a somewhat square-shaped head 
with gaping jaws, massive fangs, large eyes bugging out of its head, and two 
massive tusks protruding from the upper jaw. “Now!” Mickey hissed as the 
three burst out of the grass and opened �re on the creature, which bellowed 
and howled in rage as the bullets hit its �esh. Focusing on Mickey, the bunyip 
let loose a blood curdling bellow as it began charging at him, despite the 
�reball being hurled at it by Mickey. Eventually, Mickey was able to hit the 
bunyip squarely on the snout with a well-aimed �reball, deterring the bunyip 
and knocking it onto its �anks as it bellowed in pain.

“Shoot it Angelique!” Hannibal barked as he swung a baseball bat with 
all his might, cracking the bat on the bunyip’s spine, splinters �ying through 
the air as he did so. With the bunyip distracted by Hannibal’s blow, 
Angelique rushed at the bellowing water monster and shoved a silver stake 
into its leg, spilling blood and enraging the bunyip further. 
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“BLUUUUUUURGH!” the bunyip bellowed as it wheeled around and 
bore down on Angelique, saliva dripping from its burnt snout and its legs 
caked with blood. With a powerful swipe of its foot, the bunyip slashed 
Angelique’s shoulder and clavicle before knocking Mickey onto his back with 
a tail swipe to his ankles.

�e bunyip was about to gore Angelique to death when it received a 
blow to the nose with a tomahawk courtesy of Hannibal, who was standing in 
the billabong up to his waist and waving another pair of tomahawks around. 
“Come an’ get me mudder fucker!” Hannibal bellowed as the bunyip raced at 
him, its tail waving behind it as its tusks glinted in the moonlight and buried 
themselves into Hannibal’s side. Howling in pain, Hannibal smashed both 
tomahawks into the bunyip’s skull and neck as both of them fell into the 
billabong. Back on the shore, Angelique and Mickey rushed to the billabong 
and searched for Hannibal, their eyes �lled with terror when they saw the 
waters of the billabong turn red with blood and, after a large bubble formed 
and exploded on the billabong’s surface, get covered by pieces of �esh �oating 
around in it. 

“Mickey, is he-?”
“Unfortunately, Oi believe that is the case”
“Oh god, I wish I had been able to save him!”
“Angelique, Hannibal sacri�ced himself for you, and for me. �at alone is 

proof of his loyalty to the team”
“Ah’ve got a lovely bunch uh coconuts, diddle dee-dee-dee, dere dey are 

a-standin’ in a row! Big ones, small ones, some as big as yer head!” a familiar 
voice cackled from behind them as Mickey and Angelique turned around, 
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surprise slapped onto their faces when they saw Hannibal standing in the 
bloody billabong, his body red with bunyip blood and a look of pure insanity 
on his face as he held up an empty bag that read “Cherry Bombs.” “Figures” 
Mickey sco�ed as he helped Hannibal out of the billabong, and then the 
group and the driver returned to the town, where they cleaned o� and 
prepared to give Burhan an account of their mission once they returned to 
Dromos.   
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Home on the Hill
BAILEY SMITH
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Is There an Afterlife?
CAROLINE DANIELS

Grains of sand in an hourglass rapidly fall
As the body continues to pale
When the �nal grain falls, Death begins his call
And guides yet another soul through the veil

Mourners play the dirge of misery
And the body will waste away
May the soul �y with wings of ivory
Lest it be chained and led astray

Swayed by the Devil and trapped in hell
�e soul is lost and may as well say goodbye
However, in Heaven rings a beautiful bell
�roughout the sky and is as gentle as a lullaby

Or now that I start to reminisce
Is what awaits us only an abyss?
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The Can
MARIA WELCH



70

Sonnet 130: Ode to Fried Chicken
RACHEL LONG

Below is the recently rediscovered original version of Shakespeare’s Sonnet 130. We know 
now that Sonnet 130 was not the original title of the piece, but was in fact Shakespeare’s 
order number at KFC. �e original title is An Ode to Fried Chicken. We have the 
privilege of presenting the original version for you here, for the �rst time ever. An Ode to 
Fried Chicken appears on the right, and we have included the later Sonnet 130 for 
comparison.

  An Ode to Fried Chicken
�ese chicken thighs are golden like the sun;
No need for side dishes, no need for bread.

If �esh be white, why then, these breasts are done.
If skin be fried, our mouths will soon be fed.

I have seen chicken burned, that greasy blight,
But no such markings taint these crispy peaks.

And in no poultry is there more delight
�an in the juicy bird that �lls our cheeks.

I love to try new foods, yet well I know
�at nothing more delicious have I found
I grant I won’t turn down Popeye’s, to-go,

Nor let a dropped drumstick lie on the ground.
And yet, by heaven, I think I would not dare

To dine with one who thinks a breast I’d share.
c. 1608
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Shakespeare, William. “Sonnet 130.” �e Sonnets of Shakespeare. London: John 
Lane,  1902. 198-199. Internet Archive. Web. 10 March 2017.

Sonnet 130
My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight
�an in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
�at music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:

    And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
    As any she belied with false compare. 

c. 1609
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Untitled
KAYLA PALMER
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Javelin
PHOEBE SANDLIN

�ere is a jolly lass called Juliet 
Who loves to jab and jam her javelin into my heart
With jilting words, jumping from ink 
to page 
to wind.
In the game of �ction she is judge and jury
Passing laws like the Queen she is.

I dared to jump through her hoops
Did not see the jagged edges
And now I am caught
Jailed.

�ere is new pain in the jaunty way she tilts her head
and smiles, like the bleeding hearts on her pages
are a joke. 

I have not laughed so much
Nor cried with such abandon
�an when I met this jolly lass
�is Juliet

And her javelin called “Pen.”
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Elefante de Metal
SPENCER ELLSWOOD
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Window	Reflection
VANESSA ELSHAMY
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Liminal
AMARA JOHNSON

It was 2 am and sleep was far away. A summer-like warmth pressed against the 
windows, despite it being mid-January. On this day, on this hour, twenty years 
ago, my mother went into labor, she thought.

She pictured her mother going into labor, standing in the door’s threshold and 
clutching her belly, just like her father had described. She pictured the blood, 
slipping down her mother’s legs like sap, but she could not picture herself 
being inside that belly or being the cause to her mother’s pains. 

Her parents had told her the story of her birth many times, and it played 
through her mind as if she were remembering scenes from a movie. �e mad 
drive to the hospital, the snow, the tension of waiting, and then the increased 
heart beat, the epidural, and �nally the pushing until she was born at the 
bright hour of 10:30 in the morning. She watched it all like the Omniscient. 
She wondered if her mother was scared, if her father was scared. She 
wondered if she would be the same person she was now if any second of that 
day had gone di�erently. 

She ran the story through her mind again and changed one thing. �e baby 
that was born was not herself. It was her ideal self. She watched her ideal self 
grow up, achieve everything that she could not achieve, and then once that 
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that self began to reach the exosphere of her imagination, she let the self slip, 
slip, slip down—like a match being extinguished—into obscurity. 

My mind is slipping, she thought. 

She stared at her microwave’s clock. 2:05. 2:06. She was scared. Something was 
being born today, something beyond the many thousands of births and deaths. 
�at something was the birth of a new nation. She had been blocking this 
moment from her mind ever since the election, and here it was, staring at her 
through the bright green digits of her microwave’s clock. It was this fact that 
prevented her from sleeping.

“I never wanted to have you,” her mother had whispered to her on her 
�fteenth birthday.

She whispered this after the candle was blown and the cake was eaten. After 
the relatives left and the dishes washed and the president was inaugurated for 
a second time. After the songs had been sung and the articles written and the 
history made, when the moon was at it’s highest, and the day was little more 
than a memory, she whispered her confession. 

“I never wanted to have you, Ava.” 

I am slipping, she thought. 
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She got out of bed and lied on the �oor. She could feel the earth turning and 
turning. She stared at the ceiling and could see everything shift to the left a 
little after each passing second. 

I am slipping like the plates of the Earth. 

A memory came to her instead of sleep.  She was in her geology class, and it 
was a Monday afternoon lab. Everyone was out of their seats, and 
grabbing various minerals out of unmarked yellow boxes. �eir task was to 
name the minerals based o� of their color, hardness, and luster. Many students 
had formed groups or had formed pairs, and like rival tribes, bickered to each 
other about what group should have what mineral.

She had separated herself from the madness and was examining the canyons 
within a shred of muscovite with a hand lens. She had decided on the very �rst 
day of class that she would do the least amount of work possible to pass. She 
disdained the rationale of modern geology which said that one studied the 
motions and behaviors of the Earth only to destroy her features to extract oil, 
coal, and other resources.

She found pleasure in this aspect of geology, though—examining the minerals. 
She loved the minute details of each mineral—how each crack and striation 
was unique to every piece of the stone, yet each piece was the exact replica of 
the whole. She enjoyed using the hand lens, and would frequently use it to see 
the patterns in her skin and �ngers. She thought that her skin resembled the 
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dunes in the Sahara, and that each sprouting hair was a lone, bare, tree—a 
symbol of what life once was or could become. 

Professor Atlas was explaining convergent boundaries to an inquiring student, 
and somehow his answer remained in her memory.

A convergent boundary is one in which plates move toward one another. For 
example, the San Andreas fault is a convergence boundary, as it moves toward the 
North American plate. 

His voice stopped. She heard the pair beside her, two gregarious girls in pink, 
debate about whether the mineral in their hands was quartz or calcite. �eir 
voices—along with the shu¯ing sound of feet, the tinkling sound of glass, and 
the murmur of the other tribes debating the identity of the minerals—was 
Muzak for the frozen desert of her �nger prints. 

She did not look up from her examinations, but she could picture everything 
around her. She knew Professor Atlas was poking the map, outlining with his 
calloused �ngers where the San Andreas boundary was. �at was why he had 
stopped talking. He spoke more with his hands. 

Suddenly, his voice started up again. 

It’s slipping. And because of it slipping Los Angeles and San Francisco will be right 
beside each other one day. Los Angeles, which is on the Paci�c plate will move 
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toward San Francisco, which is on the North American plate. Don’t worry, though. 
It won’t happen in our life time. �e plates move at a rate of about 5 centimeters per 
year, so it would take around 13 million years for the two cities to become neighbors. 

His voice stopped again. His hands were on the map again, tracing a thread 
between the two cities. She thought her �ngerprints resembled the curves of 
seashells. She was amazed by the pinkness of her �esh, and marveled that such 
pinkness came from the blood that �owed beneath the patterned skin. �e 
honey-color of her skin came from cubes of brown that stained her �esh—
cubes that she could see with the hand lens and that �t together like shards in 
a mosaic. 

�e browns began to meld into one brown, and the sounds into one sound, 
and the memory faded from her eyes. 

She was in her room again, on the �oor again. She still felt the Earth turning 
under her, with her. �e ceiling stared back at her, unchanged. Los Angeles 
and San Francisco lingered in her mind. �eir fate, like that of preordained 
lovers.

�e Earth is moving towards itself, while we move away from ourselves, she 
thought, We are dividing ourselves, killing ourselves, while the Earth is only 
reuniting with itself. �is election proves the strength of our prejudices. 
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In this world, the biological clock had no in�uence, students learned about the Earth 
to destroy it, world leaders preached hope but created despair. Hope and love were 
words that lead to illusion. �e true face of the world hid behind a re�ective mask. 

Soon the mask would be torn o�, reality will be too powerful to be ignored. Privacy, 
autonomy, and individuality will be destroyed. 

She got up and returned to her bed. She stared at the tiny �uorescent lights 
that were strung around the bed frame. 

For now, though, the world is the same, she thought.

She trembled at the thought that in just a few hours, the world would be 
di�erent. A new head would wear the crown—a head blind and deaf to the 
ones who bestowed the crown to him. 

Soon Trump would be president. 

Soon, soon, the world would change. Tides would shift—preferring costal 
cities to sand-beds. Society’s progressive mind would become alzheimeric and 
regress and regress to a past that the social eye considered golden. Gold would 
become no more valuable than copper. Technology born from 
modernity would commit parenticide. Future would mirror a misunderstood 
Past. It would all change. 
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But for now, it was the same. It would change incrementally, like the plates 
slipping under the Earth; like the winter warming into spring. 

�is is how everything happens, she thought, slowly. So slowly that no one notices 
the change until it’s too late, until everything is completely unrecognizable. 

She turned on her side. Blue light was seeping in through the cracks of the 
blinds. �e day was beginning. 
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Woozy
AMENA JAMILA

Woozy. Faint. Unstable. But vivid. It was dark but the bright lights and 
colors were so vibrant. I remember following one speci�c horse with my eyes. 
I lost track even as slow as it was circling. It was dark and I couldn’t see clearly 
through my camera but I pressed the button anyway. I shut my eyes for 
several seconds and saw the same spinning colors. I opened my eyes again and 
it stopped.
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