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SEASWELLS
Sea sounds — surf — gull cries and sandpipers
Ever near us here — if we but seek
And let the sound and sight inspire.
Sun and shadow, song and sorrow
Wander in the heart — awaiting utterance.
Eagerly the wind supplies the melody
Lest the song be lost, — and we,
Longing for a fragment of the universe,
Sing, — before our voice is swallowed by the wind.
Phyllis Barr
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editors’ notes
Seaswells is an annual publication showcasing
the amazing artistry of the CCGA community.
Working on the magazine staff for the past two
years has been a fun and eye-opening experience. At
times, we have felt like friends and family, guiding
and learning from each other. If it weren’t for Ms.
Bartkovich, our long-standing advisor, and everyone
else on the staff, there would be no magazine.
Producing it takes a tremendous amount of
commitment and teamwork.
This year, we received more submissions than in
any year in recent history. Deciding which work to
incorporate into this volume was a very difficult task.
It was certainly a challenge, choosing from among all
of the amazing submissions while trying to include
as many students as possible. The end result is what
you hold in your hands. We are very pleased that
the talent of 79 different students is on display in
Seaswells 2015, a 25 percent increase in just one
year.
Our beautiful cover photo this year was taken
by Cody Haynes on Jekyll Island. As college students
and Georgia residents, many of us have spent a class
or weekend on Jekyll. Considering the partnership

between the island and the College, we thought
it was quite fitting to ask students to submit Jekyll
photos for this year’s cover.
Now, it is our wish that you, the reader, be
inspired to visit Jekyll Island, for the first time or
again. And what better reading could you take
with you to the beach than this, the 49th volume of
Seaswells.
~Jessica Ahl and Shakara McGirt

Seaswells Contests
The staff conducts four contests each year for which cash prizes totaling $1000 are awarded: the Barr Poetry
Contest, the Seaswells Art Contest, the Seaswells Photography Contest, and the Austin/Garner Prose Contest.
These contests are open only to currently enrolled students, who are limited to three entries in each contest.
During the fall semester, magazine staff publicize the contests in a variety of ways on campus, including posters,
emails, Twitter and Facebook messages, tables at organization fairs, and visits to classes. The entries are judged
anonymously; this year’s judges are named below.
BARR POETRY CONTEST JUDGES
Robert Bleil | Stephanie Conner | Jennifer Gray
Ntungwa Maasha | Beverly Rowe | Andrea Wallace
Ricky Weaver | Elizabeth Wurz

AUSTIN/GARNER PROSE CONTEST JUDGES
Cynthia Atwood | Julie Boutwell-Peterson
Laura Lynch | Mary Eleanor Wickersham
Joanne Zanetos

Seaswells ART CONTEST JUDGES
Anna Dewart | Cary Knapp
Pam Mathis | Trish Rugaber

Seaswells PHOTOGRAPHY CONTEST JUDGES
Cody Cocchi | John Cornell | Karen Hambright
Kimberly Mannahan | Phil Mason
Courtenay Miller | Michael Morris | Gerard White
Hope Williamson
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 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

 --   --   --   --   --   --  --  --   --  -

Carla Simon
Kevin Ford
Becki Cowatch
Tyrone Clark
Jerry Bradford
H.M. Coleman
-Alaric Shearer
Bennett Rainey
Michelle Iglesias

Photography
Cover
It’s Alive! -  -  --  -  --  -  --  - Cody Haynes
Seaswells Photography Contest
9
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Look Into My Eyes - -  - - Mikayla Craft
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Follow the Leader -  -  --  - Pamela Westcott
48 Best Computer-enhanced	 Neon White -  -  --  -  --  -  - Carla Simon
63 Best Black & White
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19 	Unquenchable -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Alyssa Keeve
20 Solo Flight
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Rhonda Hare
	Take Cover
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Foster Hayes
21 Silver Souls
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Larissa Berg
22 Jekyll Beauty
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Ashley Dale
23 Amazing Lashes -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Saige Stokes
24 Promises
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Alyssa Keeve
25 Beauty Receding - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - - Mary Keane
	Losing the Winter Coat -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Ali Pullen
28 	Honduras Girl -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Foster Hayes
Follow the Flowers (Computer-enhanced) -  -  --  -  --  -  -- Mairely Garcia
29 At Least 2,000 Words - - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - Saige Stokes
31 	Going Nowhere Fast -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Ashley Dale
	New Movement -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Larissa Berg
32 Pleased to Meet You -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Pamela Westcott
34 	No Escape
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Carla Simon
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36 	High Tide
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Rachel Eldred
37 	In Harmony
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Taylor Baldwin
39 Darkness Falls -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Mary Keane
40 	One Nation
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Kicha May
Farewell
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Kaci Coleman
42 	No Vacancy
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Tanya Powell
43 	Castle in the Making -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Cassandra McCullough
44 	Ready . . . , Aim . . . -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Jason Brinckmann
	Healing Waters -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Shawntay Seals
45 Dividing Lines -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Krista Tharp
47 	Cheetah Love
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Jessica Ahl
She Loves Me . . . - - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - Shawntay Seals
50 	It was then that I carried you (Computer-enhanced) - - Jenna Sasser
51 	One for You, One for Me -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - John Lilliston
	Mist-ery (Computer-enhanced) - - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - Carla Simon
52 	Golden Umbrellas (Computer-enhanced) -  -  --  -  --  -  -- Jessica Ahl
Fallen
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Lily Sole
53 	Yesterday’s Rose -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Samara Abdul-Hakim
55 	Moth or Mask? -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Emily Strickland
Beez Neez
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Jeremy Black
56 Silence Is Golden - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - - Kay Higgins
57 	Coming Out of the Shell -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Amanda Brand
	Lust . . . or Lunch? (Computer-enhanced) -  -  --  -  --  -  -- Rebecca Rapp
58 	In Focus
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Ashley Dale
59 	Tulips in Wonderland - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - - Pamala Holton
60 	Lions and Tigers, No Bears -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  - Pamela Westcott
62 Wings of Glory -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Cherry Dawn Langley Chambers
64 	The Golden Gate - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - - Tanya Powell
	In Bloom
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Eli Golden
65 	Veil
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Alyssa Keeve
68 Anyone Home? -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Eli Golden
	Open Invitation -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Kari Powell
69 Way to the Volcano -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Mairely Garcia
70 Air Maiden
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Samantha Barwick
	Violence Against Self - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - -  - - - Larissa Berg
71 Full Moon
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Eli Golden
72 	To the Top
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Tanya Powell
Prose
Austin/Garner Prose Contest
18
26
66

First Place
Leap of Faith -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  - Dani Marine
Second Place A Story of Earth - - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- Cobe Wilson
Third Place
My Journey through Death -  -  --  -  --  - Jonathan Parker

37 And Then
-  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  38 Better Homes and Husbands -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -54	The Bicycle Bunny Hop -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  55	Instead of Facebook -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --

Amanda Beard
Nicholas Green
Jonathan Parker
Stephanie Scott
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Art
Seaswells Art Contest
15 First Place
35 Second Place
		
41 Third Place
8
11
27
32
43
48
59
60
61

Gabba Gabba Hey! Chalk & charcoal - Lauren Smith
Combat Fatigued,
Ink on white construction paper - - -- Sydney Fulton
War-torn, Pencil and acrylic -  -  --  -  --  - Jessica Mabry

All But 1 Boy, Sharpies on Bristol board -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  - Carla Simon
Welcome to My Odd Life, Paint & color pencil -  -  --  -  --  -  -- Jazmyn Whitfield
Innocence, Charcoal pencil -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  - Jimeka Suber
A Splash of Color, Colored ink - - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -- - -Alicia Hurd
Sahara, Ink & pencil -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Larissa Berg
Time Warp, Ink pen -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Jazmyn Whitfield
Left, Right, Left, Right, Notan project -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Phuc Truong
Free Zoo, Collage -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  - Jenna Sasser
Dad and I, Mixed media -  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  --  -  -- Larissa Berg

Seaswells traditions
The first volume of Seaswells was
published by Brunswick Junior College
students during the winter quarter of 1967.
Eight editors were listed on the title page, and
the 30-page magazine included 22 poems
and one essay by nine different students. Just
two years later, in 1969, the magazine had
grown to 48 pages, and Phyllis Barr was the
editor. Not only had the size grown, but the
magazine also included photographs.
In 1970, Barr and Shaw McVeigh
were co-editors, and Barr wrote the poem
“SEASWELLS,” which was printed on the
title page of the magazine that spring. Barr’s
poem has appeared on the title page or on
one of the first few pages of Seaswells ever
since.
In 1977, Charles and Phyllis Barr began
another tradition, the Barr Poetry Award.
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They created an endowment to fund a cash
prize for the winner. In 1982, second- and
third-place awards in the contest were added.
To this day, the Barrs’ endowment continues
to help fund the First Place award in the Barr
Poetry Contest.
The Austin/Garner Prose Contest was
similarly endowed by Dr. John W. Teel,
the College’s second president, upon his
retirement in 1990. In naming the contest,
Dr. Teel chose to honor Dr. Maryjane Austin
Spivey and Dr. Hugh M. Garner. Dr. Spivey
was the much loved and respected Dean of
Academic Affairs from 1973 to 1979 who, in
May 1979, lost a brief battle against cancer.
Dr. Garner was an outstanding leader during
the College’s early years, serving as Dr. Teel’s
controller; he was also highly regarded as a
business professor.

Spring Break
by Cassandra McCullough

The Reader
Curled up in a window seat,
reclining in a chair,
hunched over the desk,
leaning up against the car window
on a long car ride,
All positions well known to a reader
Chin propped up by a hand,
book splayed across the lap,
sprawled across the bed,
blowing dust motes off of the page
of a dusty old tome,
All familiar to a reader.

While others look on wondering,
what could possess someone’s attention so,
that someone is traversing the world
meeting characters so grand you wouldn’t
believe it.
Having the most fun they can,
without moving an inch.
That’s the beauty of books,
of the written word,
and of readers.
Little secrets and adventures,
traded between glances
and turns of pages,
can make life something magical.
Nichole Herrin
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All But 1 Boy

BLACK OR WHITE

Sharpies on Bristol board (11” X 14”)
by Carla Simon

Decisions, Decisions | Computer-enhanced
by Jessica Johnson

Black, white
White, black
What’s the difference?
Reverse and you
Have one and the same
Color
Why
What is color?
Life is black and white
One or the other
Your choice
Mix them together
And you have gray
Gray is not good
Make up your mind
Black or white
White or black
No middle ground
No gray
No shades of gray
Just pick
Pick either
Black or white
White or black
Carla Simon
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Best Overall Photo

Look Into My Eyes

Seaswells Photography Contest

by Mikayla Craft

Lamentation
Lamentation is the explosion of colors as your hands rub your eyes.
Lamentation is the stifled sob as someone approaches.
Lamentation is the salty taste of a tear as is reaches your lips.
Lamentation is the lack of smell because of the stuffy nose.
Lamentation makes me feels as if happiness is being sapped from my body.
Garrison Penzo
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The Dance of the Pedestrian
A step to the left
Then a step to the right.
This dance, when performed,
Can turn a man white.
Often at an inopportune time.
Always done in a hallway or doorway.
The dancers mirror the other,
The audience does what they may.
An arm extends,
The partners hope to never dance it again,
They head their way,
And end the Dance of the Pedestrian.
Zebulon Crews

It wasn’t your heart you left
in the Big Apple!
by Amanda Brand

I thought I saw you
on an Indie Blog
I see you over there.
Tattoos, a weird haircut, and your own
style, a motorcycle.
I respect how you have no care for what
people think
Stick it to society!
I really love that abou— and you just ran
a stop sign.
Not cool.
Derek Crosby

Stop!
by Jenna Sasser
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Bad Hair Day
by Eli Golden

Welcome to My Odd Life
Paint and color pencil (10¾” x 8½”)
by Jazman Whitfield

An Unfamiliar Face
Who’s that guy that keeps staring me
in my face?
Every morning I brush my teeth I see
the same man looking deep into my
eyes as if trying to convey to me a
life-changing message. Eyes groggy,
mouth dry, sideburns outgrown, eyes
groggy, mustache bushy, eyes groggy,
beard patchy, eyes groggy, eyes
groggy. Speak if you have something
to say. Use your words and be heard!
. . . nothing
I’ll try asking you again tomorrow.
Patrick Brown
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Fearless Jo | Computer-enhanced
by Tanya Powell
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Elk Rut
by Ali Pullen

Yearbook
I could sit here, in half shade and half sun,
tracing your name again and again
in my mind,
through my teeth,
with my sighs.
They may have forgotten you
but I can find small bits
and pieces
to hang on to
and savor,
In my mind,
through my teeth,
and with my sighs.
Because I love you
and because the name of the book is
remembrance, isn’t it?
Although those three basic words
may grow weary with time,
never will your name
in my mind,
through my teeth,
and in my sighs.

Petrified
by Taylor Baldwin

Alison Stringer

Just a Flick of
the Tongue
by Carla Simon

Seaswells 2015

page 13

Burn Me Down
I don’t always know how and so often I don’t know why
I’m feeling down and so alone and then I start to cry
I listen to all those songs of Love and a happy ending
As I try to trace all my steps back to my beginning
Sometimes I feel as if my heart’s caught on fire
I have lost all my ambitions and I have no desire
Lost so much when I’ve gone and thrown it all away
Trapped in a state of mind afraid it’s where I’ll stay
So I say, go ahead and burn me down
Slay me in my sleep so I don’t make a sound
Drown me in my river of sorrow and tragedies
Turn me into ashes blown away on an autumn breeze
I don’t care how and I don’t know why things happen to me
So burn me down to the ground and save me from this misery
I’m not afraid to start anew, rise up again and wear my crown
All that’s gone leaves more to gain so go ahead and burn me down
Jason Brinckmann
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Faded Strings
Computer-enhanced
by Saige Stokes

First Place

Gabba Gabba Hey!

Seaswells Art Contest

Chalk and charcoal (17” X 11”)

by Lauren Smith
Seaswells 2015
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Jekyll Dunes at Sunrise
by Jessica Ahl

U R So Beautiful
by Kaleigh Pfaff
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Facing the Sunrise
by Lily Sole

If I Could
If I could only wrap you in the colors of the sunset I would
So I could show you how lovely your soul is in my eyes
We’d stand in along the edges of the celestial sphere and watch the blue fade right out
of here
We’d chase twinkling stars; they might lead us quite far
I hope it’s not a sin to be this happy again because here we are now and how can I
pretend?
You are poetry in motion, changing, moving constantly like the waves of the ocean in my
mind
So please just take my hand and let’s leave all the others behind
After you lasso the moon, we’ll ride away on a big red balloon in the sky
Could this be enough to steal my breath? I’m starting to feel your smile deep in my chest
My heart rests in the pocket that sits on your sleeve please take it out whenever you may
need
Let’s write this song together one note at a time and create a new story line for our lives
Danielle Martin
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First Place

Austin/Garner Prose Contest

Leap of Faith

by Dani Marine
Fifty pounds of equipment strapped on
my back. Foggy goggles secured on my face.
Flippers strapped on my feet. I look around at
everyone crammed on the small boat. Most
of the occupants are still fresh-faced children,
while others’ faces reveal old experiences and
wisdom. Nervous expressions adorn the faces of
the novice scuba divers, while a devious grin lies
upon our dive master’s face. I look to the dive
master for reassurance, but all I get is a single
nod. I peer over the edge of the boat into my
soon-to-be destination. The words Dive Dominica
are charmingly painted onto the side of the white
boat in blue and black. I cling to the boat’s edge
as the waves crash against the boat, rocking
us aggressively to and fro. The small island of
Dominica cowers on the horizon as the boat
comes to a halt. The waves seem to crave my
arrival. I look down at my equipment to make
sure that everything looks correct. All of my trust
lies in the hands of this equipment. I attempt to
persuade myself into thinking that everything will
be okay, but the thought that one malfunction
could put my life in danger lingers in my mind.
I must trust my equipment, my training, and
myself. I take my last breath of fresh air, place
the regulator into my mouth, and plunge into the
dark water.
All of my training has led up to this exact
moment: grueling hours of class time, numerous
quizzes, and my final exam. All I have under
my belt is my recently received high school
diploma. I have never done anything like diving.
I had a few experiences of diving underwater
in my training, but none of those dives had
been out in the wide-open, merciless Atlantic
Ocean. Still submerged underwater, thoughts
of panic race through my mind as I look above
me at a world that was so much more familiar
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to me then this dark abyss. I sink deeper and
deeper into new territory until I am hovering just
above the bottom. I look at my depth gauge
and see that I am at 55 feet, 55 feet away from
the surface and 55 feet away from everything
that I had been so accustomed to. I pop back
into my current situation and look all around
me for the other divers, but they are nowhere
to be seen. A new sense of terror rips through
me. I am completely alone. Left, right, up, and
down seem to be almost nonexistent. I look
for an escape route, but everything appears
blurred and unrecognizable. There is no sound,
just the panicked thoughts rushing through my
head. Suddenly, a quiet clicking noise ends the
treacherous silence. I turn around to find the
source of this mysterious noise and see my dive
master smirking at me. He pulls out a slate and
underwater pencil and writes, “Are you lost?” I
grin back at him and flash my “I-am-okay” sign
that we learned.
Relief floods through my veins as I begin
to see all of the other divers around us. I look
down and finally come to the realization that I
am actually scuba diving and I am okay. I am not
drowning. All of my equipment works properly.
I remember all of my training. Now, the once
dark and dreadful ocean seems to light up and
the previously unknown shapes around me
become clear. A beautiful landscape unfolds
below me as I float with the ocean’s current.
Arrays of colors span across the entire ocean
floor over the trillions of grains of sand. Seaweed
flows tenderly with the pull of the current. The
hundreds of coral rooted into the ocean floor
stand statuesque as fish dance through the
countless colorful branches. Sunlight kisses the
ocean floor and ignites the rocks with dazzling
sparkles. Delicate fish of all different colors and

sizes leisurely swim in and out of rock crevices
and take little notice of the large bizarre
creatures hovering above them. We continue
onward over the vast floor for what feels like an
eternity.
The concept of time is unreal: seconds last
for minutes and minutes for hours. I am on an
endless journey with no conceptual beginning
or ending. I remove myself for a moment from
the scene of serenity to take a look at how
much oxygen remains in my tank. Not much. I
have used up about three-quarters of my tank
and am getting closer and closer every second
to being dangerously low. Unfortunately, time
had slipped through my grasp as I had been
soaring over the limitless ocean floor. However,
now time exponentially slips past as I dread

resurfacing. Inch by aching inch, I float closer
and closer back to a place that now seems so
bizarre and unfamiliar. I had once feared these
depths before I had known of their true beauty.
The moment that I finally understand, I have
to leave. The ocean calls to me with songs
of sirens as the caravan of divers and I slowly
ascend to the surface mentally and physically.
Physically, I am leaving for a while, but mentally,
I have made an everlasting connection that can
never be taken away from me. I glance down at
the sights below and wish I could just grow gills
and never return to my old bland surface life
again. But I cannot.
I put all of my trust into this dive and now
I have to trust myself to return to the ocean
another day. I have always been distrustful by
nature. There is no rhyme or reason
as to why. However, the ocean revived
my trust in people and myself. This
dive was more than just a dive. This
dive gave me a new meaning to who
I am and opened up a whole new
world to me. That memorable feeling
of going somewhere with no real
destination and seeing all of the sights
around me sparked something inside
me that changed my entire perception.
The distrustful shackles bound around
my arms and feet have been destroyed
and I do not feel trapped anymore. I
have more confidence in myself and
others. I never could say that I trusted
people or situations before I went and
learned to scuba dive in Dominica. But
now, I know for a fact that I absolutely
can and look forward to all of the
bold new adventures I will partake in
because of my newfound trust.

Unquenchable
by Alyssa Keeve
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Solo Flight
The Wild Hunt

by Rhonda Hare

High above frozen Midgard
Where the herons soar on high
The storm clouds brew and blacken
As the Huntsman appears, an
Elderly man in a dark cloak
And brimmed hat astride an
Eight-legged steed. “Hunt on!”
He cries as the clouds open and
A wild band appears on the way
Of the storm as their troll-quarry
Runs in a vain attempt to desolate
Jotunheim, her hideous old body
Sagging and flopping as she
Attempts to outrun the Einherjar
Who pursue her on their Wild Hunt
Across the cold and dark Norwegian sky
As their howls shake the bones of men
Who dwell in Midgard below and
As they quake, they pray to their gods
For safety from the wrath of the
Wild Huntsmen shrieking above.
Jeremy Pacini

Take Cover
by Foster Hayes
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Life Below the Waves

FIRST PLACE

Barr Poetry Contest
by Nichole Herrin
Slowly the shrimping boat meanders
around the bend
of the marsh,
Its sides creak with effort,
the deck rocks with the ocean
and the undulating waves
The nets trail the ocean floor
stirring up the muck and sludge.
Awakening the sea creatures and
sending crabs scuttling, fish flurrying
the marsh erupts in motion
While life above deck is business as usual,
men trying to bring in the daily catch,
earn their daily bread,
underneath the hull of the ship is another world
unnoticed by those
not watching with a close eye.

Silver Souls
by Larissa Berg
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Jekyll Beauty
by Ashley Dale

18
What about 18 is such a muss?
What about 18 is such a fuss?
At 18 The World laid out is Mine,
Open, with all of its wonders sublime,
At 18, Angel, The Bad Boy meets,
At 18 he sweeps her off her feet,
What about 18 is such a Lure?
What about 18 makes her toes curl?
And why The Bad Boy?
Does she become a Toy?

At 18 The Chains have come Unloosed,
Wings unfurl like an Angry Goose,
Bad Boy there, “Johnny-on-the-spot,”
Guess she likes him ’cause he’s Hot,
18, what a Challenging time,
Hopes and Dreams, oh so Fine,
Some years have passed
And oh the tests,
Bad Boy . . . he now ain’t,
And now . . . Angel, she’s no saint,
There must be a moral in here somewhere,
Some point, some lesson to be shared,
Over times The Bad Boy has become Mellow,
Almost like another Fellow,
And Angel? She has clipped her wings,
What a difference a few years can bring.
Linda McZeal
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Amazing Lashes
by Saige Stokes

Seaswells 2015

page 23

The Paths
She had been walking on a path for years,
So sure of where she was going
And all of a sudden her path had split
Confusing all she had known.

So unsure she finally asked a person going by
How they knew which path to take
And to her question they replied
“I am not sure, I just keep going.”

She stopped and sat in between the two paths,
Hoping for some sign
That would show her the way so she may not stray
And end up lost in her journey forward.

After they all had left her there
She finally got up
She closed her eyes and walked a path
Which one she knew not

While sitting at the fork in the road
Many people had passed her by
And though she was both lost and confused
The people were sure of which way to go.

At the end of the path she chose
Something was waiting there
A doubled fork in the road
With four paths now for her to choose from

Groups of folks went left of the fork
But an equal amount had gone right
She could not guess the better path
Based on what the others did

She did not stress, she did not complain
She knew what she had to do;
She took a deep breath and she chose a path,
One of the many paths of life.
Samara Abdul-Hakim

Promises
by Alyssa Keeve
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Beauty Receding
by Mary Keane

Bright Joy
inspired by “Daffodils”
by William Wordsworth
Spring smells of new earth and flower,
Bright joy dances with breeze.
Drifting like clouds, wandering,
Surprise and wonder come.
Warm sun, water and trees
Bright joy dances with breeze.
Stop drifting for now,
With wonder and awe.
Yellow as sun the colors shine,
Bright joy dances with breeze.
Must drift again like clouds,
Memory is new.
Bright colors, smells and sounds,
Bright joy still dances with breeze.
As mind drifts like clouds
Memory keeps it alive.
Pamala Holton

Losing the Winter Coat
by Ali Pullen
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Second Place

A Story of Earth

Austin/Garner Prose Contest

by Cobe Wilson
Long before the creation of time there was
a small flower floating through the darkness.
This flower was alone in the world and knew
not where to go. One day this flower decided
to spread out its spores into the darkness. So,
as the spores flew out into the blackness of the
void, they nested into place and so created the
suns of the universe and by extension the first
remnants of time.
So the flower, no longer being alone, felt the
warmth of the suns in the universe and was, for
a time, content. However, a millennium passed
and the flower again began to grow lonely. So,
in a desperate plea for company the flower took
one of its roots and broke it into many pieces
big and small. The flower took those pieces
and spread them out among the empty spaces
between suns and thus created the planets of
the solar systems.
So the flower went content with its new
creations. Another millennium passed and the
flower once again became desperately lonely.
So the flower took his root buds and cast them
onto the earth. One by one they fell from the
sky burning up from the speed. As they began
to break apart they fell onto the surface creating
raging volcanic eruptions from the shockwave of
impact.
These volcanoes raged and after billions of
years the flower grew tired of waiting. So with
his great petals unfurled the flower began to
spin and spin. The flower pushed great winds
from his body and cooled off the volcanic land
mass below it, thus creating the various lands
of the earth. However, the flower began to spin
so rapidly that the planets of the solar system
began to spin around the sun.
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The flower saw what was happening and
out of fear began to weep and slow to a halt.
The flower’s tears fell to the earth as a great rain
and for another millennium it rained upon the
earth causing a great flood of torrential waters.
When the flower stopped crying it saw what it
had made and was overjoyed. Thus were the
oceans and continents created.
The joy was not to last. Billions of years
passed and the flower became sad that there
were no other plants that it could spend time
with. So the great flower took the rest of its
roots and cast them down upon the earth. The
roots spread over every land mass covering
them. The flower then took its pollen and cast
it also down upon the earth. The pollen fell
to the earth and impregnated the roots. Thus
were the trees, the flowers, and all the plants of
the world created. So for another billion years
the flower watched as its creations took root
upon the earth. Soon however the flower was
disturbed that there was nothing that could
enjoy the plants it had created. So the flower
took its seeds and cast them upon the earth.
The seeds rained down and crashed upon every
continent. Seeds of varying sizes and colors fell
to the surface from the sky, thus creating all the
different animals of the world.
One thousand years after the animals’
creation the flower began to float down towards
the earth to see all it had created. It landed in
a large green field wherein all the animals and
plants bowed before its presence. The great
flower saw all it had made and decided it was
not quite enough. So the flower took its petals
and cast them from itself. The petals floated
upon the great winds to the north, south, east,

and west. When each petal landed upon the
ground it broke into pieces. The pieces grew
into new life called the woman, made of flesh
and hair, skin tones and hair colors abundant
as flowers. Thus woman was created from the
luscious petals of the flower.
The flower was not yet satisfied and with
a great heave threw the nectar from itself in
all directions. The drops of nectar fell upon
the corners of the earth and created a new
substance of otherworldly clay. The flower then

took its breath and blew the winds into small
storms above the puddles of clay. The storms
twisted and molded the clay into a new form, a
companion for woman. Thus the flower created
man and was finally content.
The flower let go of reality and fell into the
earth being absorbed by its creation. In its place
grew a vast field of pink lotus flowers. For its
final creation the great flower became a part of
the world it created forever to keep watch over
its creations.

Innocence
Charcoal pencil
(19” X 14”)
by Jimeka Suber
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Honduras Girl
by Foster Hayes

Follow the Flowers
Computer-enhanced
by Mairely Garcia
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At Least 2,000 Words
by Saige Stokes

Fumes of “Maybe”

Like the perfect key to the perfect lock, we are
All creation, every atom, every star
Though we’re no longer looking to the north for
direction
Because our faith now lies in the misconception
Soon the bud will need instruction to bloom
He will forget he was created, too
He will not recognize the light of the sun
Like we do not recognize light of the Son
We choose the life of incomplete
Instead of filling our souls with the fullness of
wheat
We’ve become blind to our perfect design
An accident, we assume, evoked our time
Why do we run from the love we are given?
Surely, a life without love is not one worth livin’
Yet, we continue to run on the fumes of
“maybe”
“Maybe He’s there, maybe He can save me”

Reciting the thoughts of our brothers, we follow
in herds
Political correction has drenched our words
We still expect the “if” rescue
Without giving thought to seeking refuge
When buds do not bloom and the key no longer
fits,
Our “leaders” will have left our midst
Our fingers will point to empty air
Our eyes will lock in an astonished stare
The words of our brothers will have stained our
lips
The lashing tongues earned the lashing of whips
When all that was needed was a Godly fear
But instead we loved the treasures near
Grace, however, has saved us all
A hand will appear to catch our fall
Call His name and He will hear
And forget what we’ve done upon this sphere
Ashley Dale
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You Made Me
Remember the time when
You said we’d always be together?
I believed you and I thought
Our love would last forever
But you left me and said we were over
I cried in the night with deep sorrow
and sadness
Searching for the reason, for an answer
To this crazy madness
We were one
We were each other’s all in all
You made me laugh, you made me
smile
I was happy because you made me . . .
Be myself
I thought you were going to be
My prince charming
Riding on a white horse
Saying “Will you marry me?”
I guess it was all a dream
How could it be real
You don’t love me anymore
It’s like you never loved me at all
We were one,
We were each other’s all in all
You made me smile
I was happy because you made me . . .
Feel like I wasn’t alone anymore
We are not one
I am my own person now
I don’t need you
I’ll never need you again
But in the end . . .
You still made me who I am today
Jenna Minter

Silent Bully
You’ve built yourself a pedestal
that you proudly sit upon
to seek out those you consider rejects
that you can quietly look down on.
You show off your huge smile,
excited voice, and brightened eyes,
but underneath is a hidden spirit
looking to damage and criticize.
You think I am the only one
who sees this hurtful side of you.
But I am not, and it’s unfortunate
that no one else is willing to say it too.
You’re the quintessential popular gal.
So, of course, they won’t tell you what’s real.
They all want to be around you,
and they know you don’t care how they feel.
You think I am the only one who sees
that your heart isn’t as true as you say,
and that if we don’t treat you like a princess,
you’ll just simply turn us away.
You can lie to everyone around you
and say it is me who should feel shame.
I can’t defend myself to strangers,
so you can feel vengeance in destroying my name.
You tell me I am not worth your time
and blame me for the hurt that’s been done,
all so you can save your own face
and feel like you’ve defeated someone.
You can go on pretending you did nothing wrong
and be angry I made your pedestal rock.
I’d hold on tightly to that high horse you’re riding
before it throws you down, and you have to walk.
You’ll figure it out eventually,
or, at least, that is what I will pray
and maybe your heart will see past people’s flaws
and you will be more accepting one day.
Until then . . . your efforts to make me feel worthless
may have given you power for a while,
but my soul is stronger than you think it is,
so you won’t take away my smile.
You can only affect my heart
if I allow you to,
so I am taking back my self-esteem,
and it will no longer be controlled by you.
Becki Cowatch
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Life
My heart is aching
and my world is breaking
my friends are leaving
and my earth is shaking
the tears are falling
forming a river
feels like I’m drowning
in a world of many surroundings
I feel so alone
Like no one is there
I can hardly breathe
Feels like I’m in a world with no air
things are falling
my life is getting harder
my heart is losing
and life is getting confusing
Sabrina Granade

Going Nowhere Fast
New Movement

by Ashley Dale

by Larissa Berg
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A Splash of Color | Colored ink (7” X 10”)
Pleased to Meet You
by Pamela Westcott
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by Alicia Hurd

Second Place

Barr Poetry Contest

Everything
by Jason Brinckmann

Everything is always about time: time that everyone’s racing against,
Time they don’t have, time they can’t make, and all the times they forgot.
Always nervous for the first time, anxious for the next time, afraid of the last time;
Now that it’s our time, time for us to start living, it’s time for us to get away.
Everything is always about memories; everyone’s trying to remember,
Trying so hard to forget, the greatest and most unforgettable,
Memories that never fade away, so hard to recall the very next day,
Those that come from the heart and those that come from the soul.
Everything is trapped within a moment, every moment ever treasured,
Always caught up in the moment, lost in the moment, living for the moment,
The moment that we escape to, the moment we die for, the moment we live for,
All the moments that are spent with you are the moments that last forever.
Everything is all for love, the kind of love that’s held deep within the heart,
Love that’s unconditional, love that can never be replaced, it’s true love,
Love that fills the soul with warmth knowing that someone lives for you,
A love that you and I for eternity can embrace, never to leave without a trace.
If I could add up all the time that we’ve spent and spoke, but never spoiled together,
All the everlasting, never fading, greatest for dreaming, memories that last forever,
Every moment ever spent, ever lived, ever escaped, and caught within your smile
Has created this deepest, truest, unconditionally, for eternity, love that I have for you.

There Can Be No Tomorrow
There can be no tomorrow
	That does not begin in your arms.
There can be no tomorrow
Without the dawn upon your face.
There can be no tomorrow
Absent the brush of your kiss.
There can be no tomorrow
Without the warmth of your skin.

There can be no tomorrow
	That your smile does not announce.
There can be no tomorrow
	If your whisper is not heard.
There can be no tomorrow
Without you in my life.
God could not allow tomorrow
	To herald another day.
The earth would stop and the heavens halt,
Were a love like this to fade.
Bennett Rainey
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No Escape
by Carla Simon

Second-day Jeans
Sunday night, the laundry is done, first day of college, here I come.
Not the right text, missed my lunch, got lost once, and spilled coffee on my pants.
Two pairs left, I have plenty of time, one is tight, but I don’t mind.
Lost a button, homework due, mean professor, what did I do?
Last pair on, look so cool, group project started, will I make it in school?
Forgot the laundry, need some pants, second-day jeans, shake off some ants.
Gained some weight, stress eating too, my tight pants don’t look too cool.
Paper due, behind in math, Mom just called, I’m just fat!
Stayed up till two, reading facts, test and quiz, did I forget that?
Cannot sew, button gone, Velcro works, but not for long.
Blood-red eyes, looking for pants, second-day jeans get another chance.
Need to shop, not time today, wear a long shirt, got torn anyway.
D2L, email, text, just got jelly on my last clean pants!
Off to do laundry, out of soap, put it off, ’cause I can’t cope.
Washed them, dried them, put them on, I’m not sure what day I’m on.
Laptop, Prezi, study late, lots of pizza on my plate.
Next day bend and hear a rip, tight pants died, take a trip
Second-day jeans, my best friend, semester is at a glorious end.
Monica Stubbs
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Second Place

Combat Fatigued
Ink on construction paper (18” X 12”)

Seaswells Art Contest

by Sydney Fulton
Seaswells 2015
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High Tide
by Rachel Eldred

Near Home
Near home,
There’s a staircase that scales
Over black pitted rocks and onto
A sliver of dirty beach.

They thunder and swirl and sweep
In a systematic ballet
To trance passerby
and occasional poet.

During high tide, the beach is
slowly swallowed up.
The staircase leads to a shallow ocean floor,
Then into infinity.

Greedily, mercilessly
To take pencil and paper in
Yet another poem about the beautiful ocean,
And the wanderlust it plants in the pioneer poet.

Sitting on the first step,
With the sly scowling moon watching
Like the aged cartographer
Staring at his broken map.

The nomadic heart,
Wanting to slip away from the
Systematic situation she calls
“Home.”

The waves crawl their way
Up the steps enviously,
Gnawing
At bare feet and ankles.

The poet gives up and
Swims in metaphor about
The beauty and majesty of the ocean.
The waves erupt in sarcastic applause.
Megan Maloof
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And Then
by Amanda Brand
I watch the sun set, the wind at my
back. . . . Emotion melts away, finally
focus on nothing. Freedom and a
rush. I hear the rhythm, I feel the
beat, feet pound the concrete in
time. I close my eyes and raise my
arms. I feel the wind flow through
my outstretched fingers. A warm,

damp breeze, relief if you could call it
that. A smile creeps up. Who would
have ever thought? Not me. But, I
wear it, from ear to ear . . . and it feels
good. Heart rate peaks, and I slow it
all down. Take a deep breath, stretch
towards earth and sky. And then . . . I
want to Run again.

To Hell and Back
Darkness sets in
Thinking is impossible
Head spinning in a whirlwind
Everything scatters to bits and pieces
Pain, confusion, chaos
Bending, twisting, tumbling about
Grasping, searching for a way out
Wretched screaming
Shadowed by fear
Bright lights shining
Battle over
Calm, peace once more
Carla Simon

In Harmony
by Taylor Baldwin
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Better Homes and Husbands
by Nicholas Green
On the northeastern side of the state where
Florida borders Georgia, the insane ritual which
I expect plagues every region in America ails
us, too — sports rivalry. Specifically, it’s college
football here, but I guess it’s as likely big league
baseball in the southern corner of the state, and
hockey up north where New York skids across
Canada. The phrases are always the same: “We
won!” “Our team’s defense will crush you pansies
in the red zone!” and the ubiquitous “We fuckin’
sucked tonight” after a hard-fought loss. This
always struck me as being hilarious in a way,
words like ‘we’ and ‘us’ and ‘our’ in reference to
athletes we neither resemble nor associate with
in any personal way. I thought always that they
ought to be replaced by phrases that didn’t lump
a bunch of 30-something office professionals
with stealthily approaching beer guts in with
the most finely tuned physical specimens in the
world.
My wife and I had been married a little more
than three years when we argued the semantics
of the ‘us,’ ‘we,’ and ‘our’ usage of language
with the more accurate ‘they,’ ‘them,’ and ‘their’
on the way home from the 2001 Georgia-Florida
game. It’s a rivalry that dates back to 1915. Most
years since 1933, it’s been held in Jacksonville,
making it the last true neutral-site rivalry in
college sports, so far as I am aware. This isn’t a
tale about the game. The game is of almost no
consequence at all, and in the ten years since
that day, I haven’t watched a single quarter of
college football. I don’t know or care who wins
anymore. Maybe I never did.
“We! Us! We won! Because without US,
the fans, they, the players, wouldn’t have
an audience!” she shrieked at me from the
passenger’s side of our Volvo — which is a very
safe car, the salesman assured us.
“True, but it’s sloppy use of language. I get
it. You want to demonstrate your allegiance
to the Florida Gators. That’s very admirable,
I’m sure, and the players and coaches unions
must adore you for it, but it’s not an excuse to
be grammatically retarded. You’re an English
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teacher, for God’s sake, Laura,” I said, sounding
more pretentious than I meant to, I’ll bet.
Our daughter, Rose, was in the back seat
stirring gently as my wife and I rambled on.
We shifted onto the I-95 northbound ramp and
began the long stretch of bleak interstate back to
our native Savannah, Georgia.
“You’re being a real prick, you should know,
Hank,” she said. This is where I should have
eased up. This is where I still could have turned it
around. This is where we still had a chance.
“You’re just mad because you know that you
sound stupid. You sound so stupid sometimes.
Especially when you drink. What kind of a mother
needs a sitter every single Friday night so she can
go get sloshed with her girlfriends at some ratty
street-side bar in the city? Hmm? You’re twentynine years old! I mean, Jesus Christ, ya’ gotta
grow up at some point, you know?” I said much
more loudly than I meant to.
“You’re an asshole,” Laura said, scoffing and
turning her head to the window as though there
was something to look at apart from rain and
glum.
“You made me one, baby.” Only I didn’t say
‘baby.’ What I said was: “You made me one,
bitch.”
The light sprinkle ran into a heavy downpour.
The Volvo crashed against the sea of rain. I heard
the sound of millions of drops of rain beating
down on the roof. They sounded angry. They
were rallying to punch a hole through the sheet
steel and into our safe, dry little four-door. Their
effort, though valiant, was for naught. The
argument was over. I couldn’t know that it was
over, but it was . . . over. My life was over. As I
knew it, anyhow.
Laura sat there stunned, surprised at what
I’d said. Too shaken to respond. She seemed to
consider saying something, parting her wwlips
slightly, then piercing them together. I was
studying her from my peripherals. I should have
been watching the road, but I knew the storm
brewing to my right was worse than it was
in front. I thought about recanting. I thought

Darkness Falls
by Mary Keane

about apologizing. I wouldn’t get to.
She crashed over me with an open right
hand. She hit me hard once just above
my right eye. I jerked the wheel and
sent my family into the ditch. I braked in
pumps as we spun to the right in a glide.
We hit something solid in the grass and
the silly car toppled end over end in a
messy somersault.
I woke up to the sobering sound of
the door being cut off of my side of the
car. Laura was standing outside with
her arms crossed. I was okay. There was
blood trickling from my forehead into
my eyes and everything was blurry and
tinted red. They’d tell me at the hospital
later that night that my daughter was
not able to be resuscitated. The words
came out in a fog, and I didn’t know
what they meant. I didn’t want to. I
wanted to see my wife. I wanted to see
Laura.
I wouldn’t see Laura. Not ever again.
She sent me a letter nine months later
telling me that she wanted a divorce.
She told me that she deserved a better
home, and a better husband. I granted
her the divorce she wanted. She never
did have a better husband, though. She jumped
from the balcony of a midrate hotel somewhere
in Colorado in 2003 on the night the Florida
Marlins upset the New York Yankees by winning
the World Series. I got the news from her
mother, who I had always loved and adored. I
thought that finding a better wife wouldn’t be
as difficult as finding better in-laws. I’ve resigned
myself to the fact that I won’t be bothered at
41 with the prospect of dating, much less with
finding a second wife and a better set of in-laws.
I’ve decided that, on this piece of stationery,
after my last declamatory sentence, I will sign
with my brains. I’ll spill the red ink with the .357

Magnum S&W I purchased at the Pawn Shop on
the other end of town last night.
I was an awful, mean, selfish husband. I’ve
never been an exceptional man. I’ve been a lazy
worker, and I’ve been an underachiever. I’ve
stolen, I’ve lied, and I have betrayed everyone,
to include myself and my own convictions. I
would have been a good father. . . . That rainy
day in November on the interstate had other
plans, though. My whole life — the one I was
supposed to have — is fluttering around in a
puddle somewhere along the highway in the Fall
of 2001.
I’m finished pretending that it’s some other
way.
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Shadow
Echoes bouncing on the barefoot stairs
The bright light of the ground underneath
That sends us back, rising, moving forward
And another step —
Pause.
The flutter of auburn leaves
Carries another song, a soft cry
Its source so long unknown, despite our
probing eyes and arms
Our heads cocked, ears straining
For some sound wave we wouldn’t catch
otherwise,
we are still.
And long after the mourning call has cried,
we are still.
Still, trembling hearts, still.
Alison Stringer

One Nation
by Kicha May

Farewell
by Kaci Coleman
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Third Place

War-torn

Seaswells Art Contest

Pencil & Acrylic (20” x 16”)

by Jessica Mabry
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No Vacancy
by Tanya Powell

In Alexander’s Footsteps
In Olympia’s empty shells
That once rang with the shouts
Of surly Greeks, I did stand,
And in the light of the Greek
Winter dawn, I could feel the power,
The majesty, the spirit of one man,
A man whose ambition would only
Be rivaled in our time. There I stood,
Amazed by the majesty and age of the
Land that spawned one as mighty as he,
Alexander of Macedon. In his time, he, the
Son of Macedon’s ancient land, spread his
Influences to even the ancient stones, and in
His monument stood I, my physical form
Revisiting the ancient and hallowed land
Visited by my soul when it dwelled in a
Separate body and in distant antiquity
Where my voice, loud as a thunderclap and
Harsh as a crow, echoed off of every ruined
Seat in this odeon in its prime, and the past
And future were welded together at last
Into one whole being seated beneath a
Winter moon, and as the cold air enveloped me
I felt the cold embrace of the ghostly shade
Of my former self, who whispered in my ear
And told me to show off my strength and
Excel above all others.
Jeremy Pacini
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Can You Hear the Angels Cry
Can you hear the angels cry?
A lonesome wailing lullaby
This world is torn
No one loves
Blame and hate are the drugs
Fanning flames
Churches burn
Smoke in the air on this early morn . . .
The angels weep
But no one listens
Wishing for peace that’s nonexistent
Color divides our hearts and minds
Racism still stands the test of time
When will it stop, when will we learn
Will it be too late to discern
Teardrops falling down like rain
Nothing left but the pain
Understanding is not tolerated
Differences are only escalated
Can you hear the angels cry?
Their lonely wailing lullaby . . .
Wendy Pennington

Within a Desert Lamp of Gold
When the world folds
I will hold
All the stories that have been told
From time to time and place to place,
Within a desert lamp of gold.
When all the oceans,
Dried before the blazing sun,
Cease to swell and crash upon
The beaches to the north and south
Of the central line of earth,
When the evening breeze no longer
blows
And the nightingales no longer throw
Their voices up into the sky.
And the night-sounds of wildlife
No longer fill the air,
When every breath of life is gone
And no more souls echo out into
The heavens, I will hold
All the stories that have been told
Within a desert lamp of gold.
Cobe Wilson

Sahara | Ink & pencil (12” X 9”)
by Larissa Berg

Castle in
the Making
by Cassandra
McCullough
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Ready . . . , Aim . . .
by Jason Brinckmann
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Healing Waters
by Shawntay Seals

Follow the Leader

Best Color Photo

Seaswells Photography Contest
by Pamela Westcott

Dividing Lines
by Krista Tharp
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Quantum Love
We both knew something existed then
though I, new to the concept of love
and you, jaded by the silent cries of a young heart, couldn’t physically observe.
We both knew we belonged to one another the second our eyes locked in that middle school
hallway seven years ago and our souls leapt from the confines of our bodies to intermingle.
But it wasn’t until dodging a flawless relationship that we finally went our separate ways.
Not because we thought we were too good for each other, but because we cared for one
another so deeply.
For if you love something you let it go, we let each other go yet our hearts press deep inside our
chests in an attempt to reach one another.
A tear in the autumn wind at the memory of such a powerful love so strong as to make even
God up in heaven shake his head in pity.
Though separated, quantum entanglement keeps us bound tightly together.
Awakened in each other’s mind, we drive one another crazy to the point of insomnia.
Transparent palms touch the invisible barrier that separates us.
Both of us pondering the day that barrier will fall and we reunite.
Oh what a joyous day when both yin and yang can finally dance in union and shaky dreams fade.
Our minds will be stronger than the storms of Jupiter after we complete this mental marathon
transcending barren lands and sporting life lessons as medals.
My mind negates the thought of you falling for another.
A nightmare equivalent to that of death that a love so priceless be tossed into a wastebasket for
some other patron so lucky as to be passing by to collect and melt down.
Connected only by the strings of the universe we transcend our love in faith that prime creator
will reunite us once we craft the lives we deserve.
A task equivalent to that of Atlas in the eyes of any sane person.
Patrick Brown

Jealously
When he talks about sleeping with her, the blood just starts boiling inside me.
My heart suddenly seems empty, like it’s struggling to get blood in,
and the blood can’t get in, so it just goes empty and cold.
It wants me to stay alive so I can feel the pain.
So I can feel how it feels to be all trampled over.
My breath gets shallow.
How it is when I’ve just woken up and I feel empty everywhere.
The slightest pounding starts in the back of my head so
I know I’m still alive.
It makes me want to cry, and my eyes start to burn just a little from the warm tears,
and tearing up is nice and makes the feeling a little better.
But I’m in school, in class, so I know I need to stop.
And the standard deviation of a sample doesn’t seem that important to statistics anymore.
But if I breathe in and out really slowly, then I can focus better, so I do,
and I decide to hurt later.
Lily Sole
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You Can't Help Who You Love
Oh boy, I love you so,
Although you do me wrong,
I can't seem to let you go,
I'm always there for you,
Still love and care for you,
And yet, you show no love,
When you're in my presence,
My heart is overwhelmed with joy,
The time we spend means a lot to me,
But when will you open your eyes to see?
Through the pain, heartache, and even
the tears,
I was still there,
The appreciation that I show you,
Why can't I get that in return?
Instead, I get the excuses, the lies, and
the games,
But after all the hurt, it still hasn't turned
me away,
The love that I give now is what I gave at
the start,
Some people may think it's stupid,
But you can't help who has your heart.

Cheetah Love

Akiesha Triplett

by Jessica Ahl

She Loves Me . . .
by Shawntay Seals
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Neon White

by Carla Simon

BEST COMPUTERENHANCED PHOTO

Seaswells Photography Contest

Time Warp
Ink pen (10¾” X 7½”)
by Jazmyn Whitfield
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Everlasting

Tetragrammaton
the trembling wake of shattered peaces
a vicious brain, the clone of jesus
loss of mind, vanishing center
holes in time, divine dissenter
of drink offerings: Deluge
of burnt offerings: Holocaust
the multifarious faces of God
flux and shift and strike me, Odd

Nothing short of a dead man’s soul
Who will bring about
The endless breath
Of death’s blight
Who will die
Who will sigh
Who will weep
And who will sleep
Nothing lasts
But the everlasting sight
Of Him who wants
All that you are
Alaric Shearer

Bryan Merritt

God is that you?
Eric Seals
I don’t know if this is actually you God
did you tell me go or are you telling me
to stay I’m confused and I want to do
your will and not go astray. I pray and
I pray but I feel like I can’t hear you.
I’m too afraid to move because I don’t
know if these revelations and new
desires are really you. But sometimes
when I really think about it I feel like I
know exactly what your voice sounds
like and I hear exactly what you are
sayin’ but I don’t want to believe
it’s you ’cause I like the comfort of
following myself and doing only what
feels good. Every time I try to kill my
flesh it always begs me not to it tells
me to remember the good times when
I was blind to the truth. But then the
spirit of God shows me the truth.
Those fleshly desires that I pursued in
my youth were nothing but illusions
meant to keep me stuck on stupid.

God I’m yours and you said in your
word that my sheep know my voice
so I guess I don’t really have a choice
but to follow your command because
every time I don’t I end up hurt again.
Maybe if I stop trying so hard to hear
the answer I want and actually listen
to what you’re sayin’ I won’t harden
my heart when I hear your truth.
Then maybe I will be able to stand tall
against my sin and start making the
right decision so that my vision and
your vision will become one. Then
when my work is completed I’ll be
living with the son and all the times I
failed will be irrelevant but even though
I know this to be true every time a new
idea pops into my head that I know will
lead me in a new direction or I start
having feelings for a girl I start second
guessing and end up asking the same
question God is that you?
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Undiscovered Shore
Many a day do I sit and dream
Of floating from the flowing streams
And sail the waves with sails unfurled
Taking me across the sea to an undiscovered shore.
What a life that I would hold
If I could dream a dream of old
A dream of adventure and a dream of lore
Of sailing to an undiscovered shore.
What a life I would lead if I could explore
The land attached to the undiscovered shore
The mountains and valleys and rivers galore
Beyond that undiscovered shore.
What a life I would have if I could only soar
High up in the stars above the undiscovered shore
Soaring through the vast and starry space
Looking down upon the undiscovered shore.
Oh the tales that I could tell
When I came back from the undiscovered shore
Of the mountains and the stars above
That wondrous place beyond the undiscovered shore.
Cobe Wilson

A Jester is Time
Time crawls by slowly
While we are apart;
Its slow pace unwavering,
Days seem eternal.
The clock face mocks us,
Seemingly frozen fast in time.
The hands make their voyage,
Determined not to hasten.
But all things must eventually
Reach the end of their run;
We wrest our victory from it,
And together again are we.
Then Time, jester is he
Changing tactics with evil glee
Begins to move at lightning speed;
This sadistic acceleration.
Now a blur the clock hands are
Always in hectic motion
Generating wind, these damnedable
Blades of Chronos.
Bennett Rainey

It was then that I carried you | Computer-enhanced
by Jenna Sasser
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One for You, One for Me
by John Lilliston

The Crane
The crane overhead
dives towards the water’s edge
plucking up a fish
Nichole Herrin

Mist-ery | Computer-enhanced)
by Carla Simon
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Golden Umbrellas | Computer-enhanced
by Jessica Ahl

Everything Fall
Summer’s towel dries the life out of trees
They wither up and shiver in the breeze
God shakes the trees and leaves sway to the ground
Then laughs and blows the leaves all around
He spills His watercolor on the leaves
Apple, corn, and pumpkin dance in the breeze
Ugg boots crunch, cardigans everywhere
The smell of pumpkin spice lattes fills the air
Bonfires become the southern night-lights
Their embers glow like fireflies in the night
The time for letterman jackets is here
Screaming football fans spilling hotdogs and beer
5 am alarm clocks yelling off
Awaiting camo and bright orange to turn them off
Don’t worry, deer, summer will come again
But I will enjoy fall until then . . .
Cristen Roberson

Fallen
by Lily Sole
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Nature is Fleeting

by Madelene Smith

Third Place (Tie)

Barr Poetry Contest

Pines stretch to the sky,
Tall and straight they grow.
Her back is bent,
Depressed she looks to the sky.
Majestic oaks grow long and broad.
Moss hangs like beards to the ground.
Worried about time she bends,
No energy to go on.
Smell of grasses —
Fresh and healthy they smell,
Smell of youth forgotten,
Health is fleeting.
Knotted oaks they grow tall,
Green and smooth are the leaves.
Wrinkles are growing,
Aches and pains abound.
A small finch flying overhead
Sings a pretty song.
Remembering her youth she smiles,
And she hears an old melody in her heart.

Yesterday’s Rose
by Samara Abdul-Hakim
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The Bicycle Bunny Hop
by Jonathan Parker
Two summers ago, my wife Courtney and I
bought brand new bicycles to get into better shape.
We rode them everywhere the first few months and
thought of ourselves as bicycling experts. We rode to
the grocery store if we needed milk, to the park if we
wanted to relax, and to restaurants to eat. On several
occasions we would pack them on the back of her
Civic Coupe and take them to Downtown Savannah,
rushing through crowds of people, dodging car
doors and drunken pedestrians. The bikes, for us,
became more than a way to exercise; they became
a common hobby that we could share. They gave us
personal time with each other in a society controlled
by cellphones, tablets, and Facebook.
One summer day we hauled them to River
Street, in the heart of Downtown Savannah. River
Street is appropriately named for the cobblestone
street, lined with old railroad tracks that parallel the
Savannah River. We had a few beers at the local
Wild Wings restaurant and thought we could brave
the cobblestone roadway. We eagerly rode through
crowds of people, alternating between following
and leading. We reached the street and as usual, the
sidewalks were filled with onlookers, shoppers, and
more drunken pedestrians. We steered our bicycles
onto the cobblestone and immediately regretted
the decision. The impact from the cobblestone was
enough to make us almost bounce off the seats, and
on several occasions the handlebars would turn at
weird angles when the front tire ran between two
stones. It was a test of our bicycling expertise. I was
leading and made it halfway down the strip when
I heard Courtney making a grunting sound behind
me. I looked back to see that her front tire was in
between a railroad track and some cobblestones.
The bike was leaning over to the right side, bending
her knee at an odd angle. I stopped pedaling and
ran to her, letting my bicycle fall to the ground. She
was okay and only needed some help getting the
bike upright again, but she was embarrassed and
didn’t want to ride anymore. There were people on
the sidewalk pointing towards us, laughing, and
one guy decided he would shout out to whoever
was listening that she had wrecked the bicycle. She
became redder by the minute.
We pulled the bicycles off the street and parked
them near a set of steps that led down to a walkway
by the river. She was telling me how her front
tire got stuck and caused the bike to topple and
how embarrassed she was. While listening to her I
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thought of different ways to make her feel better. I
finally devised a plan and pointed towards the steps
leading to the walkway and told her I was going to
“bunny hop” down them. I explained to her that a
“bunny hop” would consist of me jumping the whole
bike down the stairs, using only my body weight and
forward momentum. Knowing how clumsy I was,
she said it wasn’t a great idea. I had to do this for
her because I was scared that she would lose interest
in the bike adventures that we were having and we
would sink back into Facebook dates and Netflix
marathons.
I lined my bike up with the stairs and readied
myself mentally. To this point in my life, I had never
bunny hopped down or up anything. This was
definitely going to make her feel better or kill me.
I took off. Out of the corner of my eye I spotted a
man seated on a ledge near the stairs and saw him
looking to see how the jump would end. I rode like
the wind towards the steps and bunny hopped off
the top. In midair, I noticed that I had no clue what
I was doing and that the front tire of the bike was
pointing down. I braced myself for impact which
occurred a mere second later. The front tire crashed
into the ground, toppling the whole bike forward
while throwing me a few feet away. The bicycle
came to rest beside me and I immediately felt pain
coursing through my body at different points.
I heard two things once I regained my
composure, Courtney laughing, and the seated
guy saying “Oh my God, are you okay?” Courtney
rushed to my side, still giggling and checking me
out to make sure nothing was broken. I asked her if
she was still embarrassed and received my answer
in the form of a kiss. No one was around to see
the spectacle except Courtney and the guy on the
ledge, but I was happy with the outcome because
I changed her mood and how she felt about our
time together. We would go on to have more biking
adventures and many more falls and bruises but each
time, we were together.
Our lives have moved forward and now the
bicycles hang in the garage, waiting for a time when
we aren’t so busy with work, school, and taking
care of my ten-month-old daughter, Kendall. But
when that day comes, I will dust the bikes off and
teach Kendall how to ride, have adventures, and
understand, like her mother, that no matter what
happens in life, I will find a way to make it better,
even if it kills me.

Moth or Mask?
by Emily Strickland

Instead of Facebook
by Stephanie Scott
Today I saw a t-shirt that said “May your life be
as awesome as your Facebook page says it is.” At
first I laughed, I can’t lie. I immediately thought of
“those people” who have so much going on that
they have all the time in the world to post about
it. Then I got mad because I realized that I am not
meeting this standard. See, to me a balance must
be struck and seriously my life is way better than
my Facebook page. Instead of searching the web
I catch the spiders and count the legs. Instead of
storing info in the cloud I lay on a blanket in the
front yard and find shapes in the clouds. Instead of
creating a virtual family reunion (yes, my aunt did

this) I went to the real one and hugged my Nana.
Instead of posting my selfie I take pictures of my
children and nature and my dog and my Starbucks.
Instead of checking in or tweeting I go to the beach
and the playground and I feed the hungry at a local
soup kitchen. Do I post all of my life on Facebook?
I wish, it would most likely crash through and really
I would rather sleep so I can live another awesome
day tomorrow. So to the girl who wore the shirt
today, thank you! Thank you for reminding me to
post some things on Facebook so the world (well,
mostly my family) can see that while Facebook is
great living life is better.

Beez Neez
by Jeremy Black
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Silence is Golden
by Kay Higgins

The Other Side

Just Not Sayin’
Sitting beside you, your hand on my hair,
I look into your eyes and hear what you’re not saying.
Words, crystal clear, stroke my senses.
Your lips are still, but your message keeps on playing.
Nestled by your side,
I consider all that you’re not doing
And respond with a little laugh about
those places we’re not going.
If you could read my mind
And feel in the same degree,
You wouldn’t be so subtle with
The way you don’t touch me.
But it’s early yet, there’s time to spare.
My mind is filled with fantasy
And I don’t want to be anywhere
That blurs the images you paint in me.
I hear what you’re not telling me.
There’s nothing I haven’t heard
When you don’t whisper in my ear,
When you don’t say a word.
I long for the offer you just made
though you never spoke at all
So it’s not hard to just let go —
		 And into your arms, I fall.
Cherry Dawn Langley Chambers
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Our song is our song,
because it tells what we want to be.
We want to be soft and romantic and
smooth.
We want all night,
and we like to take it slow.
We want trouble,
but we never do anything that bad.
We want that drunk feeling,
where everyone else disappears.
We want the adrenaline of the cop
car under us,
fueling our conversation, and the
kisses.
We want to be on one side,
on each other’s side.
We want something inexpressible,
something that you just can’t put into
words,
for the sake of anything.
And we had it.
We could only describe it as
“something” and “that feeling.”
There was something different from
the beginning,
and we knew we acted differently
than friends.
Maybe that’s why we wanted to see
each other so much,
Talking and talking, until the night
stopped.
In a multidimensional “goodnight,”
into other rooms.
Then it all changed,
When we decided to say something
about it.
Lily Sole

Coming Out of the Shell
by Amanda Brand

Lust . . . or Lunch?
Computer-enhanced
by Rebecca Rapp
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Focus!
by Ashley Dale

Where I’m from…
I am from vibrant paint
From Luke Bryan and Taylor Swift on
the radio
I am from a death of a brother
Cruel, and painful
I am from a high school dream
romance
I am from trees turning in the fall, and
bright blooming daisies
From Sneaks, the chubby dachshund
I am from fighting as a BHS pirate
From under the moon on the beach
and Pigeon Forge
I am from French fries and homemade
pot pies
I am from long nights and harder days
From growing older isn’t always to
growing wiser
In my heart is pain
Reminding me of him
I am all of this — and more.
Lauren Howell

Waiting to be Found
I feel like I’m lost in a mystery of clues
like I’m standing there, but no one sees me
like I’m right in front of your face and you never know it
I’m something waiting to be found
I’m a lost soul in the air
a person that is faithless
the person that has a voice that’s never heard
a someone who has a brain, but never used
the same person that gives advice you never take
I’m just a person waiting to be found
I’m the person you see, but never know their name
The one that gives you answers you never retain
I help you when you need it
Or when you call my name
I try to show my talents, but it still ends the same
I’m just a someone waiting to be found
Sabrina Granade
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Simply. Happy.
Somewhere in life I lost that light that
brightens my day.
I lost that passion that ensured that
everything was okay.
In the hills . . .
And maybe in the valleys.
However, I knew I wasn’t happy.
Somewhere in the night . . . I lost the
mental capacity to dream.
I screamed a horrendous cry . . . And
was afraid to sing.
I looked upon days and days . . .
To find that inner peace . . .
To gain that love for life . . .
And have a sense of relief . . .
Somewhere in life I found me.
In this innocent little boy
Who used to swing from trees . . .
Roam the world in hopes of one day
to be free . . .
Away from the world . . .
And filled with glee . . .
Somewhere in life I found my soul.
I found that love that I missed so
much . . .
I found that aspect that made me
whole . . .

Left, Right, Left, Right

Notan project with cut construction paper (22” X 22”)
by Phuc Truong

Tulips in Wonderland
by Pamala Holton

Somewhere in life . . .
I found me.
I found me!!!!
Damn, yes indeed.
Along the green grass and away from
stress.
In my back pocket — secured from the
rest . . .
Somewhere in life I found me.
Somewhere in life I found me.
Somewhere in life I found me.
In love with life, and happy as can be.
Somewhere in life I found me.
Christopher Campbell
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Lions and Tigers, No Bears
by Pamela Westcott

Free Zoo
Collage (5¾“ X 4½“)
by Jenna Sasser
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Dad and I
Mixed media (9” X 12”)
by Larissa Berg

Mutiple Colors

Kitten I
When I was not too far from the end, I turned,
to move the stone that is my head,
My newest pussy-cat, a kitten boy,
was there, somehow, on my bed,
I rescued him,
He would otherwise be dead.
He didn't see how I looked at him,
one of my glass eyes closed,
I wish he could have,
but he was busy, I suppose,
what this is, I reckon only god knows.

Multiple colors
Look around! Look above!
Red
Get out of bed
Green
Don’t be mean
Yellow
Must mean mellow
Teal
No big deal
Pink
Possible link
Brown
Turn up the frown
Blue
Get a clue
Carla Simon

Kevin Ford
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Wings of Glory
by Cherry Dawn Langley Chambers

The Desire
		Moments pass but there is no movement.
	Hearts ache yet we do not speak.
Souls want more than just the ordinary.
Neither will admit it is so weak.
		Hopes move about in ebbs and flows.
	True love is taken with each tide.
We won’t acknowledge our hearts being pulled.
We worry we’ll push and lose pride.
		I fear being trapped like this forever.
We’re not meant to live life apart.
	This is a piece of our future.
	Now is the time. Open your heart.
		A longing burns inside both of us.
We’re pursuing someone of our own kind.
We seek a love that is forever.
We seek what I could never find.
Becki Cowatch
Definition of mamihlapinatapai: a look shared by two people, each wishing that the other will
offer something that they both desire but are unwilling to suggest or offer themselves.
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Chime In

by Rebecca Rapp

Best Black & White Photo
Seaswells Photography
Contest

Silence
It’s all around me
It’s in the air
It surrounds me
Fills me with despair

It’s all around me
I try to stop it
It surrounds me
I can’t control it

I talk in silence, but I whisper loud
I believe in up, but I believe in down

Silence is a choice, but it’s not mine
They won’t let me talk, living on the inside
They silently scream, right in my head
I know it’s not reality
But I wish I were dead

It tries to control me
I try to stop it
It’s got a hold on me
I can’t control it
My mind speaks louder than my lips
My thoughts are silent, but so is my voice
I can’t take all this quiet noise

It tries to control me
It’s in the air
It’s got a hold on me
Fills me with despair
(Whisper)
My silent world
I declare
Truth or Dare
Kevin Knight
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The Golden Gate
In Bloom
by Eli Golden
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by Tanya Powell

Part of Me
There’s a part of me I don’t talk
about
It’s the part of me that still misses
you
And ever since you have gone away
Good times are far and few
I thought I saw you in December
Making your weekly pub crawl
But as my eyes began to focus
I saw it wasn’t you at all
Now that it’s all over
My heart’s like a window
As I stand outside in the rain and the
cold
Trying to remember
The strength I had before
Fool’s gold can shine so pretty
It can set you on top for awhile
But the more you put your faith in it
The more you’re in denial
I ain’t saying there’s nothin’
happening
They’re some pretty fine girls here
and there
But I just can’t put my faith in them
They just don’t compare
Now that it’s all over
My heart’s like a window
As I stand outside in the rain and the
cold
Trying to remember
The strength I had before
You can only ramble on so far
Without letting someone in your heart
I guess I’ll have to pretty soon
Find a new place to start

Veil
by Alyssa Keeve

Yesterday I drove by a prison
I watched a man looking out from the gate
You know sometimes we imprison ourselves
When we lose our patience and forget to wait
Now that it’s all over
My heart’s like a window
As I stand outside in the rain and the cold
Trying to remember
The strength I had before
Jerry Bradford
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Third Place

Austin/Garner Prose Contest

Journey Through Death

by Jonathan Parker
Death should be something that is feared,
yet, I have lived with it since the day I was
born. I am a product of death that has traveled
through this world asking questions about my
existence. Since my days as a boy I questioned
why I was alive instead of him. As a teenager
I asked why I lived and he died. As a young
adult I wondered why they were slain while I
still breathed. I began to ask why I was cursed
with death from the start and even now, after
thirty-four years on this Earth I still ask why.
The predecessor that gave life to me died
as an infant. During his birth in November of
1979, my brother Joshua died. In that instant
I was given life. Not in the physiological sense.
My mother would tell me years later that if
Joshua had not died, I would never have been
born. She planned to only have two children.
My older brother Jeremy was born in 1978,
complication free. So Joshua would have been
her second child. This was hard to swallow as a
kid. Growing up I sensed that I was supposed
to do something better with my life. I secretly
wanted to be better for Joshua because
he was my light. I never turned to God for
answers as a kid, even though my mother
was and still is a believer. I turned to Joshua.
I would ask him to help me through tough
times and make things better. I felt that he
was with me always. As a child it was hard to
think that he died so that I could be born. I felt
I owed him my life. I have strived to become
better because of him and at times better than
myself. I visit his grave often, clean the grass
and pine straw off, and talk to him again. We
have never met but he is my savior.
During the summer of my fourteenth year
I broke down the wall my step-brother Eric had
built and we became friends and were starting
to act more like brothers. There were years of
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us fighting with each other and general hatred
between my real brother and I, and Eric and
his older brother, Robbie. During this better
time, Eric and I shared a room together and
occasionally would lay awake talking with the
lights out. It was nice to have another brother
around.
In May of that same summer, in the
middle of the night, I answered the door to
see Robbie and his mother crying. They asked
for Eric’s dad, Danny (my step-father) and as
he came to the door they told us that Eric
had died in a vehicle accident earlier in the
day. I flashed back to the night before and
remembered that the comedian Carrot Top
was on the T.V. in our room and Eric was
dozing off. I asked him if he was watching
it and he said “No” so I turned it off and we
went to sleep. He had left to visit with his
mother that next morning and was gone when
I woke up.
He was also fourteen, though a little older
than I. I remember seeing my step-father
crying, my mother saying how he would
never get to experience life, and how much
I didn’t understand the situation. The weeks
and months that followed were hard for me
because I still couldn’t come to terms with
the fact that he was gone. I wished we would
have become closer brothers before this. I
have visited his grave one time since he was
laid to rest, not because I do not love him, but
because I still hold my memories of him high
and refuse to replace them with memories of
his funeral and grave.
Fast forward to a young adult of twentyone driving a track vehicle for the U.S. Army
in route to Baghdad International Airport. It is
March of 2003, the invasion of Iraq, also called
“Operation Iraqi Freedom.” The bodies are

littered along the roadway as family members
scurry to wrap their loved ones in white
sheets. The family members are waving pieces
of white cloth as a sign of peace so as not to
catch more bullets from American rifles.
I waited, every second, for the bullet or
explosive that would end my life. I did not
beg for it. I did not want to die, but after
living with death most of my life I decided
that I would probably die in Iraq. More bodies
lined the roads, some had tumbled out of
vehicles as they burned, and still others were
merely parts. As a human, I felt something for
these people. I felt remorse at a time when
remorse shouldn’t have existed within me.
Remorse would get me killed.
I waited some more for my bullet but
thankfully it never came. I came home from
Iraq a changed man. I was no longer the shy
kid who took orders and floated through life.
I returned a man who gave orders and took
control of my own life. I came back angry,
cocky, and confused. The images I have will
forever be burned into my mind and they can
never escape.
I talked to my brother Joshua many nights
in Iraq and luckily (or by divine intervention)
I never met my bullet and I never introduced
another human to theirs. I spent another year
in Iraq from 2005 to 2006 and witnessed the
death of several Iraqi police officers, the same
people we were supposed to be training and
helping to fight the insurgents. The failure of
my higher command allowed these deaths
to happen as we sat close by in our military
Humvees and we watched as they begged us
for help. My command thought it was a trap
or a possible ambush attempt and decided
to leave the area and continue our mission.
Word came down later that several of them
were slain that day. I never met my bullet that
time either, never introduced a bullet to a
victim, but I have to live with the fact that we
could have helped them.
Once out of the military I again was struck
a blow by death as my niece was stillborn.
Out of her death came my nephew, Landon.
Much like my brother’s death gave me life,
Landon was born the same way. I can’t help

but compare our lives and hope that his
takes a different direction than mine. I hope
that he is a lot older and a lot more mentally
prepared before he has to witness death
firsthand.
Just a few weeks ago my grandmother,
who was in her eighties, had a massive stroke
and died shortly after being transferred
from the hospital to hospice care. She was a
fireball of a woman that would always tell me
that I wasn’t too big for a whoopin’ and on
occasion she would flip me her middle finger.
She loved for me to joke around with her
and could recognize my sarcasm from a mile
away.
Even though it was a tragic event, I
think she is better off than living with the
medical conditions she had. She suffered
for the last ten years of her life and I believe
that she is finally resting comfortably. Out
of all the death I have seen in my thirty-four
years, I think this one is the easiest for me
because she lived a lifetime, had children,
grandchildren, and two husbands. She was
ready for the end and whether anyone else
knew it or not, she knew it was coming.
She told me on occasion that she hoped she
would still be around until the next time I saw
her.
The last time I saw her was a week before
she had the stroke. She was playing with
my ten-month-old daughter and began to
get confused on who my wife was. She was
slipping in and out of the beginning stages
of Alzheimer’s. I feel better knowing that she
got to see her newest granddaughter for a
while before she left this Earth.
Will there be more death in my life? That
of course is a question that has a definite
answer. “Yes!” Death will visit me more as I
get older or it may take me when the time
is right but I don’t fear it as much as I did.
I don’t lie awake in a room with one empty
bed crying over my lost brothers, or lie awake
under an Iraqi sky counting the bombs as
they get closer and think about death. I no
longer wait for my bullet. I live my life with
the expectation of death because I was born
from death and to death one day I will return.
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Open Invitation
by Kari Powell
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Anyone Home?
by Eli Golden

Way to the Volcano
by Mairely Garcia

Apologetics
	This ain’t no ghetto honey.
Just because someone who doesn’t know the story says it’s a ghetto doesn’t make it a ghetto.
Yes it’s an old neighborhood.
The people in it are elderly. They are not in a nursing home or a senior citizen complex perhaps
they can’t afford such but maybe they don’t want such.
They are still able to drive (as long as the glare of approaching headlights is not blinding their
vision).
They know how, when and where to pay their bills. They keep their doctor’s appointments.
They walk, exercise, eat out, are active in civic and religious organizations. They vote, pay their
taxes, volunteer, speak out and up for causes in which they believe.
For the most part they are women who are widowed. Their husbands were hard working
men who worked blue collar and/or white collar jobs. Who retired after paying their dues. They
live in houses that are mortgage free and are on tree-lined streets and roads. These women
sometimes have college degrees, are retired school teachers, have traveled, are talented, wear
real diamonds, mink and have been known to pay cash for their new cars.
	I can go on and on
Because somewhere along the way, through some mis-guidance the notion is that old
neighborhoods are inhabited by drug dealers, prostitutes, derelicts and other ne’er-do-wells.
These neighborhoods sometimes are allowed to come to despair because of absentee landlords
who live in other communities. If those officials who have been voted into office by well-intended
but sometimes unaware citizens would carry out their sworn duties, as they should . . .
For example: not allow congress to do inside trading because they have firsthand knowledge
on what stocks are doing well (didn’t someone serve prison time for that? This is where the
preacher man says “Somebody say amen.”)
	It’s not a ghetto; it is an old neighborhood.
H.M. Coleman
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The Southern Woods
Down in the Southern Woods
The temptations are rising
The Witches calling their names
Converting the young Men
To their debauchery
With their chants and special concoctions
They dance wildly around as the Men fixate
Their eyes on the Witches’ revelry
Their clever temptations
The blazing fire
The dark night
The Men come piling in
Sane as can be
They come out with delusions
Their senses pared
Ranting about beautiful women
Drunk in their stupidity
Only God can save them now
Till the rooster crows
No man is safe
From the Witches
Of the Southern Woods
Alaric Shearer

Air Maiden
by Samantha Barwick
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Violence Against Self
by Larissa Berg

Full Moon
by Eli Golden

Ghosts

Third Place (Tie)

Barr Poetry Contest
by Alison Stringer
As intriguing as ghosts are,
none are as frightening
or deserve as much reverence
as the ones that linger in old homes
and hallways,

(but only through the scent of the wood on the walls,
that faint smell you used to know so well)

the ones that take form in those
tumultuous chaotic dreams.

(the dreams that relive all those moments past

No ghosts can bring your skin to shaking
like the ones you hear on the street
in mistake,

in jumbled double speed)

(turning you around
as fast as your muscles will move you to face them,

the same ones that will reanimate
suddenly in the back of your mind,
right there,

before the oh I’m so sorry I really could have sworn)
(until they’re right in front of you, you can see them
but before you can speak

they are gone
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To the Top
by Tanya Powell

Two Roads
As two roads are joined
And run together for a time;
As two great rivers merge
And become greater still;
As our two hearts have beat as one,
And united your soul and mine.
Time and travel wear upon the roads;
	Uneven ruts cut their form.
Rough waters buffet the river’s banks,
	Eroded by each hard storm.
Turmoil and heartache batter souls,
And two loving hearts are torn.
Though the two paths diverge,
	Each carries dust of the other.
Though the rivers’ course branches,
	Their waters are now shared together.
Though our lives changed and our ways parted,
	Our souls keep the essence of one another.
Bennett Rainey

The Road
Shall we rise together?
For the journey is not always kind . . .
If either of us begins alone,
The other will be behind.
Instead, let us walk together
Upon the road fraught with loosened stone . . .
Then, if I should stumble,
I will not have to struggle on my own.
Let us also speak freely
And in our diverse thoughts rejoice . . .
So that when you cannot find your words,
I can lend to you my voice.
These miles we share will teach us.
We are not different but the same . . .
Each of us imperfectly human,
Differentiated only by our name.
Michelle Iglesias
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