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ɁWriting, I think, is not apart from living.  Writi ng is a kind of double living. 

The writer experiences everything twice. 

Once in reality and once in that mirror which waits always before or behÐÕËȭɂ 

~Catherine Drinker Bowen 
 

 

9ŘƛǘƻǊΩǎ bƻǘŜ 

 
The students in the Spring 2009 Creative Writing I class labored throughout the semester to 
learn techniques, share insights, and offer critiques.  9ǾŜΩǎ 5ǊƻǇ is one result of their efforts 
to channel their energies, talents, and time into creative expression.  The eleven women 
who persisted in the course became a close community of writers and colleagues, sharing 
wisdom and ideas for writing and life.   
 
In addition to creating the magazine, the class attended the finals of Slam Charlotte 2009, a 
national poetry slam event; participated in an open mic night at the Second Fret Coffee and 
Music House; and attended events in the Mitchell Community College Spring Writers Series.  
The students also created chapbooks, developed professional portfolios, and entered 
writing contests.  In the midst of close study and hard work, we laughed a great deal, 
ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎΩ άōƭƻŎǎέ ƻǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǿƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎƘŀǊǇŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜǎΦ 
 
I am grateful to the students for their enthusiasm, willingness to work hard, and their 
commitment to their writing and to each other.  It has been a privilege to learn with and 
from them as they discussed writing and reading among myriad other topics that emerged 
each Monday evening.  I look forward to future opportunities to 9ǾŜΩǎ 5ǊƻǇ in my life. 
 
The students and I extend a special thank you to Judy Phillips and Ingrid Gaither of the MCC 
Printing and Design Services Center for publication of 9ǾŜΩǎ 5ǊƻǇ. 
 

 
Roxanne Newton 

       Instructor  
English 125 Creative Writing I   

 
 

Ɂ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÔàɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯÖÕÎÖÐÕÎɯÓÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÕÌÙɯÙÐÝÌÙɯÖÍɯÔàɯÓÐÍÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌ emergent 

realizations that daily experience brought, I was never without material. 

It seemed that even if I wrote as fast as I could, (ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÓÐÍÌȭɂ 

~William Stafford 
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Number  1287 
by  Hannah Ba i t y 

 

Keys rattling. 

Doors slamming. 

Up, I get. 

Trapped in those webs, I was again. 

Stuck to me. 

Glue on paper. 

Felt on Velcro. 

By them guards, yelling. 

DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƛƴΩǘΦ 

My number called. 

άbǳƳōŜǊ м-2-8-тΦέ 

Work, we go to. 

Outside, maybe after work. 

Lunch, a little after breakfast. 

PrisƻƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 

Home, to me. 
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Black  Abysmal  Ho le 
by  Hannah Ba i t y 

 

Black abysmal hole. 

Made by a tall man in a crystal clear suit, exposing his grotesque liquid insides that are the 
same consistency as tar. 

This tar bleeds from his pointed snout. 

His head encompassed in a blinding shine of metal that masks the face of a friend and foe. 

On his best days, he can produce the most wonderful script that swirls, twirls, and dances 
over thin, white sheets of paper that are striped red and blue. 

On his worst days, he can sit, idling his thoughts, to stare at the giant piece of white. 
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Words 
by Kimberly Durant 

 
As a map gives direction, so wisdom cries out through the watches of the night. 
Tossing, turning, pressing my hand firmly on his shoulder, the hour of delight, 
My conscience cries out, regretting idle words spoken in his sight. 
 
Unending pain, days gone by is my plight; 
Malice, hatred, strength, and might. 
As a map gives direction, so wisdom cries out through the watches of the night. 
 
Words, sharp, rotten words, blowing in the wind like a kite, 
Freezing the blessing so tight, 
My conscience cries out, regretting idle words spoken in his sight. 
 
Merciless, manipulative, magical words that seem to take flight, 
Altering habits, golden words in his sight, 
As a map gives direction, so wisdom cries out through the watches of the night. 
 
tǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǊƛŎƘŜǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘŜƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘΣ Ƙŀōƛǘǎ ǳƴŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƳƛƎƘǘΣ 
Creepy words still frozen in the memory of my mind still hold tight. 
My conscience cries out, regretting idle words spoken in his sight. 
 
Golden words, intricately strung by hand, touching the wounds, powerful in flight, 
Healing coming closer and closer each night. 
As a map gives direction, so wisdom cries out through the watches of the night. 
My conscience cries out, regretting idle words spoken in his sight. 
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The Journey 
by Kimberly Durant 

 
I bought myself a house in my dreams. 
Although it was old, I made it new. 
 
I put on a roof, put up a wall, 
And overall, I was feeling pretty tall. 
 
The path to the entrance from within led to a room 
With a fireplace tall, and beams on the floor. . .rustic after all. 
 
It could fit forty people; of this I am sure. 
There was wisdom, and understanding, and much learning there. 
 
The hall had hardwood, peculiar at that, 
For each connected to the other, all one, but different in color. 
 
It led to the entrance, the front door; there was light there, and beauty far more than my 
eyes could see, 
aȅ ƘŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 
 
ά¢rust in me;  
IΩƭƭ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 
Through the broken rafters and through the dismay. 
LΩƭƭ ōŜ your friend to lean on, a shoulder on which to cry. 
LΩƭƭ ōŜ your all and all. 
IΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΦέ 
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A Moment in Venice 
by Brittany Havener 

 
Pausing, I lean forward and rest my forearms on the thick cold stone railing of one of 

±ŜƴƛŎŜΩǎ ōǊƛŘƎŜǎ ƛƴ LǘŀƭȅΦ .Ŝƭƻǿ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ƎǊŜŜƴƛǎƘ-blue tinted waves of the Grand 
Canal drift into the dark shadows created by the falling sun and the golden lights that 
attempt to replace its glow. Closing my eyes, I breathe deeply and fill my lungs with the 
slightly salty air from the water and the earthy scent of garlic and freshly baking bread that 
reaches out from the restaurants lining the canal. I open my eyes again, and they catch on a 
black wooden gondola that floats below. The driver, dressed in black pants, a blue and 
white striped shirt, and a straw hat with a red ribbon, stands near the back clutching his 
long oar as he carefully guides the vessel along the watery passageways. The white-haired 
couple in his care, oblivious to his concern, is content to take in the beautiful wood and 
stone architecture surrounding them. The multi-colored shopping bags at their feet and the 
cameras on their laps suggest their role in this scene, but the gentle love in their clasped 
hands proclaims a story untold.  
        I turn to watch them emerge on the other side of the bridge, and stare in amazement 
at the argument migrating toward me. Amidst the tourists with their backpacks, maps, and 
sensible shoes, a young woman with curly light brown hair stops dead center in the middle 

of the bridge and turns to face 
her opponent. She is dressed in 
a red and yellow skirt, and, 
clutching her leather bag with 
her left hand, she gestures 
wildly with her right. The object 
of her wrath is a handsome man 
who stops to face her. He is also 
young, with a loose-fitting light 
blue button-down shirt, jeans, 
and dark brown hair in need of a 
trim. When she pauses, her loud 
tirade in rapid-fire Italian to 

catch a breath, he jumps in and matches her emotion with his masculine tone. Their voices 
easily overpower the murmur of the people passing by and even the harmony of the violins 
that drifts from the nearby restaurants.  
        Finally they stop yelling and just stare at each other. The young man holds out his left 
hand, palm up, and speaks again, though this time his voice is much gentler. A smile, 
completely absent from anger, spreads across her face, all the way to her eyes. She replies 
in kind and takes his hand in hers. Together they stroll down the other side and off of the 
bridge. Smiling in amusement, I turn back to the water and the city it reflects. A cool breeze 
sweeps over me.  Soon, the streets will begin to empty as everyone heads home to a warm 
bed and the preparation for a new day with the bright yellow sunrise. And as the new day 
dawns, its people will rise and bless Venice, the City of Light.   
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Disengagement 
by Brittany Havener 

 

Sarah cautiously inserted her gold-colored key into the scratched-up lock on the 
kitchen door. Grimacing with each sound it made, she turned it until she heard the pop of 
the deadbolt disengaging.  

As she gingerly turned the knob and opened the door, Sarah thanked God that she 
was still wearing her tennis shoes. aŀȅōŜ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ŀǊŀƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ 
own if she needed to, but it would be best if she could slip in and out without his 
knowledge. 

Placing her keys on the counter, she stopped to stare. All of the work that she had 
done on this kitchen and now it looked like a tornado had come through! Dirty multi-
colored dishes covered every surface of the ugly blue counter, and take-out papers and 
receipts from the pizza shop on the corner crowned the front of the old refrigerator. Half of 
her white cabinet doors had been ripped off their hinges and her curtains for the window 
hung from a single strip of green and yellow patterned cloth. Michael must have got really 
angry when he came home and found out that I was gone. Serves him right, the jerk.  

SettiƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōƻȄ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ {ŀǊŀƘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ {ƴŜŜȊȅΩǎ ōƭǳŜ 
checkered bed and plastic purple water bowl and all the toys that she could find. She froze 
ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ǎǉǳŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ {ƘƻƻǘΗ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻƴ {ƴŜŜȊȅΩǎ ŦƛǊŜ ƘȅŘǊŀƴǘ 
squeaky toy! A loud noise came from the direction of the living room. Within seconds, 
Michael stumbled into the kitchen rubbing his eyes and holding a bottle of Budweiser.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩ ƘŜǊŜΚέ  

Sarah sighed and made herself stand still, holding ƘŜǊ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
{ƴŜŜȊȅ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƘƻƳŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗέ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ǎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ 
When Sarah walked closer and met his eyes, she noticed that Michael was drunk. Good, 
that will make this a little easier.  

Sarah stepped closer and tried to slip between him and the counter, while shoving 
him in the opposite direction.  But he moved his foot, and she tripped as he pushed her 
backwards. Sarah grabbed the side of the stained and cracked sink to keep from falling to 
the dirty floor. She glared up at her drunken ex-ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ {ƴŜŜȊȅ 
ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΗέ  

It would figure that Michael would pick today to not fall asleep on the living room 
couch watching his Sunday afternoon football game. She had even peeked in the window 
first to see if she could sneak in the house without him knowing. After a whole day spent 
moving into her new apartment across town, Sarah really did not want to have to deal with 
aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǎǘǳbbornness. All she wanted to do was get her big, slobbering golden retriever 
and take him to his new home.   

Regaining her balance, Sarah centered her weight and bent low, attempting to slip 
past the glubbering gorgeous loser that stood before her. But he managed to arrange his 
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fumbling fingers and grasp her around the waist, effectively forcing her back towards the 
yellow-ǘƛƴǘŜŘ ƭƛƴƻƭŜǳƳΦ ά{ƴŜŜȊȅ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴΩ ǿƘƛǘ ȅƻǳΗέ IŜ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΣ άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴΩ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ΨŜƳΗέ 
and with a snort, he crossed his arms over his chest and stood wobbling over her.  

 {ŀǊŀƘ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛƭƭōƛƭƭȅ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ 
drunk that he could barely see straight. She should know. Pushing herself up from the floor, 
Sarah brushed off her faded blue jeans and swept her hair away from eyes that laughed at 
the man in front of her. And what a good-looking man he was ς tall and well-built, with 
tanned skin, curly blond hair and a pair of baby-blues that she could dive into. If only he had 
a personality to match. MŀȅōŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΧΦ 

άL ōƻǳƎƘǘ {ƴŜŜȊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ I bought him Michael, which means 
ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ my ŘƻƎΗέ  

άhƘƘƘ ȅŜŀƘƘƘΚ ²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ƘƻǿȊ ŎƻƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŦǘ ƘƛƳ ΨŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΧƭŜŦǘΚέ  

ά[ŜŦǘΚ L Ǝƻǘ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΣ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΗ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ jail for three days! Which I seem to recall 
being your fault, considering you never told me that you were holding three pounds of weed 
ŦƻǊ Ψŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǎ ōǳǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅ 
because you were out God knows wheǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ΨŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΩΦέ  

tŀǳǎƛƴƎΣ {ŀǊŀƘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƻǳǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΣ ǎƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ {ƴŜŜȊȅ ƛǎΗ bƻǿΗέ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘǳƘ ȅŜƭƭΗ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŦΗ ¢ƘŜ Ƴǳǘǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΗέ 

Watching aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ōŀƭƭ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎŜǘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ {ŀǊŀƘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ 
tactics. The last thing they needed was for him to start throwing things again and have the 
neighbors to call the cops. Again. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƻƪŀȅΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ȅŜƭƭΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳΧ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǳƴŘΧΦέ 

άL ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƳō Ƴǳǘǘ ǘƻ wƛǘŀΩǎΣ ƻƪŀȅΚ bƻǿ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΗέ  

At this final pronouncement, Michael gave a firm nod and turned away to head back 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ŏƻƭƭŀpsed face down on 
ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ 

Sarah just stood there for a moment, and then smirking, she grabbed her keys off 
the blue kitchen counter, picked up her cardboard box, and turned to walk out the door. A 
mischievous smile came over her face, and she walked over to the old dingy refrigerator 
ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ {ŜǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ŀƴŘ ƪŜȅǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ CǊŜƴŎƘΩǎ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ƳǳǎǘŀǊŘΣ 
and sauntered toward her ex.  

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŘŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘŦƛǘΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΦέ  

Sarah shook the bottle and then squeezed hard, squirting the entire bottle of 
ƳǳǎǘŀǊŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƻƴŜ ōƻŘȅΦ άaŀȅōŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ȅƻǳΨƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜȄǘ 
ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊǳƎƎƛŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΣ ƭƻǎŜǊΦέ  

Gingerly ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ {ŀǊŀƘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƻŦ 
the mess and once again picked up the box and her keys to walk out the kitchen door. 
Giving it a good hard slam felt good. Sarah took a deep breath of fresh air. It would take her 
ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ wƛǘŀΩǎ ǊŀƴŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ {ƴŜŜȊȅΦ   
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Raw Expressions 
by Cristina Irizarry 

 
 
In the luminous starlight 
Magical mysteries to be retrieved 
Golden stairway 
Bohemian dreams to be dreamed 
 
Twirling skirt 
Gypsy spirit 
The mist of mango and kiwi left on your sleeve 
Hummingbird at your window 
Enchanted sweet melodies 
 
Blooming magnolias 
Make it a duet 
Whimsical yet delightful openness 
 
A tender invitation 
Take advantage of its generosity 
 
Poetry in twilight 
Magical mysterious to be retrieved  
 
Golden stairway 
Bohemian dreams to be dreamed 
 
Scent of tapas and wanted blessing 
Whole and safe 
Cradled in its acceptance 
 
Twirling skirt 
Gypsy spirit 
Clean linen at your feet 
Picnic at the beach 
Hope sprinkled seas 
 
Expressions 
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Question Mark 
 by Cristina Irizarry  
 
If the sky could talk, 
What would it say about me? 
About the many times 
I`ve looked upon her face 
With a dream in my heart 
And the times when it seemed like the burning star  
Within me was dying? 
 
If the sky could read my soul, 
Would fireworks embrace  
The canvas of the night? 
With all that I`ve seen and heard, 
Would my spirit paint a rainbow 
While the sun still shines? 
And upon seeing it, 
Would you think differently of me? 
Or would you have seen me all along? 
 
Maybe I`m just a dreamer 
That refuses to let her dreams go. 
 
If the sky could speak 
She would tell of my love, 
And my heart would burst into a million pieces 
Only to come back again. 
 
But maybe I am just a dreamer. 
 
What if we touched the sky? 
Would it seem so blue? 
What if our thoughts could be heard?  
They would resound in the wind 
And be carried off to some place unknown 
What if our dreams could become reality  
In a twinkling of an eye? 
Would they hold much value? 
When they are so easy to attain, 
Would they even be called dreams at all? 
And if inspiration could find you, 
Would it be called art? 
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Would reality and our imagination still be apart? 
Inspiration comes from those deep places within, 
Moved by true love and true beauty, 
The way it should be. 
 
Why do we bother to write our thoughts down? 
Can they ever speak for themselves? 
Is there a point to writing down how we felt? 
Somehow it`s refreshing. 
We know it will be heard. 
It`s beauty and love that reaches, 
That reaches the soul. 
 
But where does this beauty come from? 
Is there a source unseen? 
Stories can hold so much treasure, 
So many untold, 
They speak of the many mysteries yet to unfold.  
 
But then maybe, I`m just a dreamer. 
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Berserk 
by Brittani Laws 

 
 άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅΣέ L ƛƴŦƻǊƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛde of my bed without lifting my head up to look 
at the stalking figure.  Here I was again, holding another argument with a guy who refused 
to leave me alone, a guy who I just could not seem to get rid of.  Though he did not say a 
word, I could hear the smirk on his face, because it was the same smirk I had heard for 
weeks now.  
 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎƳƛǊƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΗ  L ŀƳ ƴƻǘΣ L ǊŜǇŜŀǘΣ ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅΗέ  Lƴ ŀƭƭ ƘƻƴŜǎǘȅΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ L ǿŀǎ 
completely crazy, and I knew he was fully aware of this.  Sitting on the other side of my bed, 
he waited for ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ L ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘΦ  άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ /w!½¸Σέ L 
ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛȊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ  bƻΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 
ŎǊŀȊȅΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ  /ǊŀȊȅΣ ƴƻΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ be crazy.  Fighting back 
tears, I gave in. 
 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ ŎǊŀȊȅΚέ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ L ƘŀŘ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΣ ŀ 
quick breeze leading from the end of my bed to my white board appeared out of nowhere.  
Before I could even look up to see him do it, ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜŀǘƭȅ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ άȅŜǎέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ 
appeared suddenly on the whiteboard.   
 It was exactly what he had been waiting on: to tell me I was crazy.  This satisfied him 
quite ǿŜƭƭΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ  !ƴƎŜǊ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜΦ  ά¸h¦Ωw9 ²whbDΗέ L 
ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  άL !a bh¢ /w!½¸Ηέ  L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŘŜŀŘ in mid-sentence, lowering my voice.   
 I fell off my bed to my knees, tears rolling down my eyes.  Staring at where a man 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ L ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΣ άhŦ Ŏƻǳrse 
ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ ŎǊŀȊȅΦέ  IŀǘŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ I stared where I knew his were. άYou are the 
ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ŀƳ ŎǊŀȊȅΗέ  L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǎƳƛǊƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ 
hear turned into a huge grin.   
 ά/ǊŀȊȅΣέ L ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘΦ  άLƴǎŀƴŜέ ǎǇŜŀǊŜŘ on the white board as I looked down in 
defeat.  The room turned quiet as he took his leave.  I knew he would be back; he always 
came back.  He enjoyed this way too much ever to leave.  I picked up the radio beside me 
and threw it at the white board, watching it shatter ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻΦ  ά²ƘƻΩǎ ƛƴǎŀƴŜ ƴƻǿΚέ L 
laughed, knowing he was already gone, and sank to the ground. 
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Tranquilizing 
by Brittani Laws 

 

Pain 
Another Cut 

Pain 
More syruping blood   

Pain 
I Cannot Feel. 

Pain 
Because I am not real. 

Pain 
Never Passes 

Pain 
Oh, how it relaxes. 

Pain 
It Soothes My Soul. 

Pain 
How I am all alone? 

Pain 
An Emotion That Is Fake 

Pain 
Listen to me for goodness sake. 

Pain  
Can You Hear Me At All? 

Pain 
      Did you know I would fall? 

Pain  
I Scream And I Shout. 

Pain 
      You have no idea what I am about. 

Pain  
I No Longer Try. 

Pain 
So now I go and will die. 
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Beyond Repair 
by Brittani McClanahan 

 
Amid the first class homes and tanned skanks emerges a blonde 

Beauty driving a hot red, low rider 
Cadillac with tinted windows, and a big black 

Dog sticking its head out the window.  The bass booms, sending 
Electric shocks through my veins.  My heart pounds to the 
Fast beat.  The expensive car leaps off the curb onto the 

Grass, ruining the new irrigation system.  It trots onward like a 
Horse, oblivious to the destruction in its wake. 

LǊƻƴƛŎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƘŜǊ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ IŜƭƭ ƘŀǘƘ ƴƻ ŦǳǊȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 
Jaded and scorned woman.  The 

Kinetic energy booming from the car pulses on. 
Love never has a happy ending. 
Moments of bliss forever gone, 

Neutral lies and false promises out of the game. 
Outside the storm clouds brew. 

Poetry never spoke like the hatred in her eyes. He was a 
Quack to cheat on her. 

wƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƪ ǊŜǾŜƴƎŜΦ ! 
Sardonic smile smoothes over her features. 

¢ǊŀƎƛŎ ƘŜǊ ŜȄΩǎ ƴŜǿ ŎŀǊ ƛǎ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǊŜǇŀƛǊΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
  Understand her pain. That 

Vulture got what he deserved. 
Wonder if the blonde beauty is satisfied yet? Will the ex need 

X-rays? 
Yonder comes the wailing sirens, 

Zoning in on their kill. 
 




