i Foely

Al SR Yok Malia & Diffeiance?

Amy Hawkins
(il Patels
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Incandescent

Sarah Fairchild
photography

undercurrents. the rend lake dam.
Maria Hernandez

[ walked the ghost down to the lake taday,

to see the benches peaking out of the floodwater, weighty
black oceans reflecting skv where no

oceans should have been, to see

the floodwater,

and found only

shards of grass in my eves like the pupils might choose any
moment to eclipse themselves.

“sometimes the sky's too bright™ and

tossed some vote into the river some

man made in spite of the natural obscenities of forest
and homes and namesakes.

the steel sun which supposedly

plucked lives out of the livesnot of the mudbanks
turned the same

cold particles over and over again

in some optical allusion to revolution or dependability.
near the edge of the dam the water

looked solid as it overloving flowed into

the grasping abyss from unseen concrete walls

never to have existed.



Waiting and Wanting

Adrienne Skidmore

Always, here I'll

Be with vou

Caring for the things vou

Do.

Every where yvou go, I'll be
Feeling the once love.

Go, and you'll see the crumbled
Hurt.

[ love you no matter what,

Joined together with what we got,
Kindness for you,

Love for me,

Mixed together,

Mot everything we see,
Oppaosites attract,

Proven fact.

Quiet lovers are caught in the act,
Ruining the innocence,
Swimming in their lust.
Tomorrow, so are from now.

Us, me and you twined together,
WVery much in love,

With hate for

Xenials.

You love me, when we catch some
Z2zzs.

FPoetry

Spring
Gabe Cralley

Cherry blossoms fall
Drifting down in pink and red
Spring has come again
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Pertect Distortion
Sara McDianiel

If I draw a picture,

Would you take the time,

To appreciate it?

The way | do,

For you?

Draw one for me and I'll d raw one for you
We'll spread our creativity,

Our happiness,

Happiness?

So draw me a picture,

A pure mirror image,

Of the world gone dark,

We'll mix and distort,

Make a perfection a perfect distortion,
We'll make them believe we belong,
We'll make the world appreciate darkness
Paint me a mirror image,

Of the red and orange sunset

The beauty of the fading sun

Paint me a picture,

And ['ll paint one

For you

Isreal

Ashlyn Downey
Colored pencil
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[.ament of a Broken Heart
Kat Bullock

I'm at a loss for words.

We hardly ever speak anymore.
My head hurts, because

I think back on what we

used to have, ..

Way back when.

Used to have. ..

I miss those days so much.
Don’t yvou?

We were the best of friends.
No one could

Separate us.

But our biggest fear

Was that, in later vears,

our little group of friends would
Fall apart

And hardly ever speak.

Fall apart...

Could this possibly be?

Our greatest fear come true?

Or was it just

Meant to be

this way?

Did | screw this up because |
“lenew”

The right answers?

Did you screw this up

because you put him before me?

Or did we both screw this up
because we never tried to fix it?

Poetry

Ode for My Dad
Acdrienne Skidmore

The person who taught me everything,
took away all my fears.

He was there for me,

day and night, beginning to end.

He's my supporter,

my teacher for life.

He's the man of the house,
he's my father whom [ love.

Best friend, where I go
when ['m in trouble.

The person who will tell me,
he loves me for who | am.

He's the man who thinks

his daughter is the same little girl.

The little girl who fished with him

and followed everywhere he would go.

This poem is for you Dad,
for I am still your little girl.
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Truth in Pastels
Casey Neal

Where the pastels meet the darker half,
where the clouds meet the snow,

the distance, the time, it all seems to close itself.

It all seems to grow.

Mot up, but away from us,

not older, but more distant,

Where the road meets the tires,

and where the grass meets the smoke.

I'm here, waiting.

I'm here, sifting through the left-overs,
the things vou throw out the window
as you drive by,

looking the other way,

looking fro someone else to land on
when [ can't hold vou high.

Here | am,

looking for something to make you happy,
loocking for purpose, looking for myself,
looking for a friend.

not one of new proportions,

not one full of new experiences,

the one I've known, t

he one I'm comfortable around,

the one | one,

the one that I've always been there for.

I'm locking, out a foggy window,

I'm looking out to see nothing waiting for me,

no one standing there, no one speaking.

I'm locking,

I'm watching as vou take those steps away from me,

from the memories,

from a friend, and I'm watching as you change, a

s you become the flower that grows,
but soon starts to fade.

the pastel colors that meet

the darker half of the sky,

the rain that meets the freezing cold,
special feelings that flee

and turn into nothing more,

nothing less.

I'm locking, I'm waiting,

I'm watching, I'm pleading.

I can't tell you what to do,

I can't compromise everything
just to make you fell human,
I'm getting low on fuel,

an the motivation,

I need something for myself,
and [ love vou,

like I always will,

but understand,

I'm more than a way for you.

I'm a person striving to make it,
I'm sitting here trying to make it through
what's going on inside my head.

If anything, I'll be here, looking for the things

that make sense,

looking for myself in the distance, in the
darker side,

in the lighter cloud that pass over

And all I'll ever ask of you is to
see me as something more,
simple and complicated,

happy or depressed,

there or not,

see me as something.

See me as a person,

and try to understand.



Poetry

Paint Tray
Sarah Fairchild
photography
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Wondrous Winter
Brian Bassett

“Do not stay out for long,” my mother said,

“For unseen dangers outside lurk with might.”
Such superstition's why she fills with dread,

but winter’s call instead directs my sight.

Away to low-lit, snowy hills [ tread,
they impress sapid beauty through my head.

Oh, snowflakes, each an atom making whole,
the whitest winter blanket ever seen
upon the darkened day and silent knall,
a creamy, fluffy texture, like good dreams.

A for a ways off, | hear a startled noise,
perhaps by humans made, perhaps with toys!

I love toys; not made since before my birth:

a question through which mother’s declines flow,
such idle is all that detracts my mirth:

for why are we blessed with eternal snow?

Through searching for | find my sight in mire,
to seek this sudden noise, I'm climbing higher.

Mirabile dictu, this snowy scene,

so gently shrouded under dusty cloud,
the everlasting winter has, it seems,
procured from me a shriek or joy so loud!

Standing at the top of nature's steeple,
with ecstasy | notice new-found people!

They're strange-clad horsemen all on mantic mares,
one white, one red, one black, one deathly pale,
the fire-one looks my way with warlike stares,
before he's summoned by a passing gale.



Poetry

All turn away and leave me lonely searing,
concluding,out of sight they'er disappearing.

cause we're a happy nuclear family!

What nerve they had and what audacity,
to leave my sight despite my calls so proud,
I'm without friends and without company,
Oh, look! Now that's a strange shaped,pretty cloud!
Just like the wondrous picture in that book,
the low-swept cloud presents a heavenly soul,
an island, long before it's time, was took,
some far-off place they called Bikini Atoll.

My admiration’s jolted with a start,
I've never known before the clouds to part.

And through the clouds, such terror, what strong light,
a giant, yellow-burning orb of death,

['ve never seen before this bright a fright,
I'll home retreat before my eves go deaf

It seems my sudden terror poorly fared,
my dear sweet dust clouds shun that which [ stared.

However, | am home, and what a treat,

my mother’s old piano holds new sounds!
oh, “March e Funebre” titles Chopin's sheet,

if “Fun” is in the name, I'm sure to bound!

[ search for mother through the window arch,
To ready for this piece | will fun-march!

My melancholy mother | love dear,

Our house in just as wonderful mood as me,
together we live without want or fear,

cause we're a happy nuclear family!

a1
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Da, Daddy?
Travis Bond

[11,

[ grew up WITHout a faTHer,

mine

mine never SEEmed to bother,

WHat everyone can ovbviouSLy See he wa5 first to know, onCE
onCE he knew he had to go, a loT

a loT of people Tried to TEAch me WHat [ can't Learn, buT
buT he never waS There to take a TuRn,

[11,

| kNOw why he DiDN'T STay, noT

noT ‘Cause he Couldn'T Pay, noT

noT ‘Cause oF moTHer, buT

buT *Cause oF SOMeTHing oTHer, iT’S

iT's ‘Cause oF me, iT'S

iT'S ‘Cause oF what They SEE, My

My mind iS noT like hiS, Com

ComPared To me He iS5 a Wiz, NO

NO one elSE SenT me ouTcaST, NO

NO one elSE CareS im noT fast, Brain WaWes
Brain WaVes like ColD melTing iCe, my

my mind iS a broken deVICe

Self Portrait
Cherity Fulks

Pencil
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