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Paige Keefer 
Clown 

Graphite and Charcoal on Paper 
Awarded First Place by the Visual Arts Editors 

(2-D Category) 



Still? In the 21st Century? #2 
By Gena Williams 
This poem was awarded first place in poetry by the literary editors of Branches. 

Is there really any reason – any real reason, I mean – 
not that we’ve always done it this way, though we have, 
or it’s the natural order of things, because we all know it’s not – 

any real reason for people of color to even yet be treated as lesser humans? 

I can think of only one – the original one, actually, in my nation, at least. 

As soon as the first ship from Africa arrived in Virginia colony, 1619, 
bearing twenty stolen souls from Africa – captured, sold, 
to be sold again into a lifetime of slavery and abuse – 

The moneyed ones, the ones doing the buying and the selling and the abusing – 
began to fear what might happen if the poor white peons 
who had nothing, or almost nothing, and those beleaguered slaves came together. 
With their combined strength, they could overcome those few wealthy aristocrats. 

And that would mean trouble for the moneyed ones, the honeyed ones, 
which they simply could not allow. 

We weren’t even America yet and already they were dividing us, 
manipulating us, teaching us to fear and hence to hate each other. 

It was done by design, because there were a lot more of us 
than there were of them – those moneyed, honeyed ones, 

And our power together would be more than could be handled by the wealthy few. 

Do you hear this? 

The enmity that has hung between the races since the raw beginnings of this nation 
didn’t grow out of anything real. 
It was planted, watered, nurtured, cultivated, until it became a kudzu vine, 
covering everything and smothering everything it covers. 

This didn’t “just happen.” 

The twin curses of fear and hatred were tilled into the soil of this land. 

This was visited upon us. 

This was done on purpose. 
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William Allport 
Pour 

Low-Fire Ceramics 
Awarded First Place by the Visual Arts Editors 

(3-D Category) 



Sight Unseen 
By LB Sedlacek 
This story was awarded first place in prose by the literary editors of Branches. 

The sense of taste.  We were told to keep that in place. Told that touch was a 
keeper too.  I wasn’t sure why taste and touch were the ones.  I understood smell. 
I longed for a time capsule, a metal box buried at school, under a bunker, 
anywhere, just something that had a wooden or even plastic clothespin.  I 
could’ve used it in the teenage years.  Everything seemed to smell like spoiled 
milk.  No one drank milk or ate anything made with milk products anymore.  It 
was studied in school.  Farms.  Cows.  Farmers.  Eggs, cheese, and milk.  Stuff 
that corroded the body’s inner workings.  

I flexed my nostrils knowing I wouldn’t smell anything and what I might 
think I smelled was from memory, past scents, stinks or wholesome whiffs of 
homemade bread baking or cookies fresh from the oven.  I walked inside Dino’s. 
The corners were dark.  The counter covered in shadows.  The low murmur of 
conversation overloaded my ears.  I pressed the dial behind my left ear.  The dial 
was as tiny as a pin head, but to the fingers it felt huge.  One of the things I 
learned in the lowers, the elementaries, the rudimentary education was that if you 
lost one sense the others magnified.  Hearing had been modified.  Everyone 
implanted with an internal hearing aid of sorts.  Sight had been adjusted too. 
Only a few got to keep it – raw, pure, unaltered.  The ones with the most cash 
credits.  The ones with the power.  The lucky ones who slipped through or who 
couldn’t be adjusted.  Everyone could see.  Blindness eradicated.  Nearsighted, 
farsighted, astigmatism, lazy eye, glaucoma, cuts on the cornea, all of it cured, 
fixed, perfect.  20/20 vision in most cases.  Sometimes better.  Sometimes worse. 
But no longer could everyone see the bend in light, the bend in the colors.  Most 
of us saw everything in shades of black, gray, or white. The color zapped from 
our senses, left to imagination for the lucky ones, the ones who had seen a 
rainbow, slurped down candies dyed in paints of all hues, the ones who 
remembered what it was like to see anything other than gray shade, white sky, 
black silhouettes. 

I picked a table in the back with the least shadows.  I knew the table had to 
be brown.  They usually were.  I nodded to the waitress, Suzy something.  I was a 
regular, so she was Suzy something to me, and I was guy with no name or name 
she pretended she knew but didn’t really know or didn’t remember. Ted, the guy 
who left a good tip on most days unless I was in a hurry and she pissed me off for 
being too slow or forgot one of my sugars.  Suzy something stumbled towards me. 
Smiled.  Set down a cup of coffee and two sugars.  She smiled again.  Pointed to 
the bagels.  

“Yeah, I’d like a bagel today.  Light on the cream cheese.”  
She stared.  Wrinkled her lips.  Did that peripheral vision thing checking to 

see if the other patrons, her potential credit tippers, had heard my stupid joke. 
I started to tell her I was part of the underground movement to bring back 

milk, even powdered, but I knew she was too young to get it, too young to know 
anything about cows deemed too expensive to maintain, to feed, to house, to 
whatever, and to her I was just some old guy in his thirties making an ass of 
himself.  I grinned.  “Just give me a bagel, plain.” 

She nodded.  Rolled her eyes.  Snarled “You got it.”  She waddled off in a 
flurry of light gray spandex, her parts sandwiched together in origami-like 
confusion.  I thought back to the county fair, the broken-down rides, the dirt, the 
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unwashed carnies, the rip off games, but it wasn’t the fair that I longed for; 
instead, I thought of the pink cotton candy.  I imagined Suzy’s spandex was that 
same shade of pink, with a hint of orange and deep dark red.  I was ten when 
color was stripped from my sight.  

I saw as many colors of the rainbow as I thought any child could imagine 
housed in a crayon box.  Burnt copper was my favorite.  Silver hues, too. 
Anything red, gray or blue.  I remembered the sharpener in the back of the box 
for fixing up the points when they became too dull.  I remembered the paper, 
white poster board, construction paper, anything with a surface, the floor, the 
counter tops, the walls at one point and my mother slapping the hound out of my 
wrists until I dropped the midnight blue on the floor with it shattering into three 
odd sorted pieces.  Glue couldn’t fix it.  But tape, clear tape, held the flimsy stick 
in place.  I saved up almost enough from my allowance; free labor I muttered 
under my breath when my mom assigned me to sweep the floors, fold my 
laundry, clean my room.  On that day, the day my mom took me to Barneys, the 
oldest toy store in the state, there was a square piece of black paper with white 
letters taped up on the door.  There were only two sentences printed from a hand 
I knew didn’t belong to shaky somewhat scatterbrained Barney.  The sign read 
“No more crayons.  No more seeing colors.”  It wasn’t an allegory, or a message 
or anything else like those things that get in the way of people and their lives. 
The sign was just what it said it was.  The senses were getting overloaded, daily 
activities so complex no one could get through the day without six, or eight or 
maybe eleven gadgets strapped to their wrists, electronic voices in their ears, 
surfing the internet from their refrigerators.  The sensual experience was being 
redirected, redistributed, so that at least one of the five would work right: 
hearing was a keeper, touch too and taste, no tweaking, not much on these. And 
the taste thing probably a higher up’s favor called in, a food connoisseur who 
wanted to keep that one sense going, so it was smell that went completely, and 
sight was modified by toning down the colors. 

I stared at Suzy’s perky shade of gray.  Her hair was even lighter than her face 
and maybe a light brunette but most likely blonde (fake or dyed) if I could see it. 
She dropped a light gray plate with a bagel on top on the table.  

My bagel was cold, chewy and a desperate shade of white and gray with 
flakes of something I couldn’t identify thrown in.  I gulped and swallowed, gulped 
and swallowed and looked around. 

When you can only see in hues of black, white or gray, the first thing you 
notice is how big everything is, how insignificant we are, how much smaller you 
are in black and white.  It was even worse in the Texas flatlands where I was 
assigned ten years ago, somewhere near the state line.  When I got to my assigned 
room, my assigned floor, the assigned white building with gray floors and black 
walls, I sat on the balcony watching the sky and the changing shadows over the 
Guadalupe mountains.  It was like breathing in an Ansel Adams photograph. 
Ansel was like Elvis among those who couldn’t see color.  His photos, several 
hundred years old, were plastered everywhere on everything. 

The color blinds had the fewest Ansel items, and they were the luckiest. This 
was not anything against Ansel’s artistry but the color blinds had browns, maybe 
greens they could see.  No one had touched that yet.  It was a genetic flaw.  It 
wouldn’t gain any extra sensory wattage, the suits in the meetings and their 
statistic grinding flunkies had decided.  I just figured they hadn’t learned how to 
take it away yet, the color blinds seeing orange as brown, red as green. 

It was believed that color blinds could only see in black and white.  The 
monochromasy imposed on them, this complete absence of any color sensation 
was man made and rare in a colorblind.  Even with color deficiencies, individuals 
could pass as normal observers.  
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At birth, most people can see all the different colors and mixtures of them 
through three wavelengths of light, green, red, and blue.  With a little adjustment 
to the light, the color was gone. 

The wavelength war could’ve made a good movie if anyone made those 
anymore or watched them.  It was simple.  Limited resources.  More bodies, 
human or otherwise.  All of us linked together in some kind of mental crossroads. 
That’s how they explained it in training.  We tweaked the wavelengths.  Shaved a 
bit off the bubble.  It was a necessity to keep things flowing.  I sipped my coffee. 
It was warm and looked like I was drinking gray swirly quicksand or light liquid 
mud.  I tried not to look.  Tried not to stare at my black mug and wonder if it 
was really that color or maybe was it purple, magenta or green, something green. 
I longed to see green again because I remembered my eyes were that color.  They 
would laugh at me every day in the mirror in an off-gray light.  I bit into my 
bagel and scanned Dino’s.  I was surrounded by college kids and retirees; that 
hadn’t changed. 

A short young man brushed past me and muttered, “Vampire.”  My official 
job title was Sight Modifier in the Intergalactic Sight and Smell Unit.  Not 
everyone gave up their hues without a fight.  Force was sometimes necessary. 

I sighed and finished my bagel, slurped the last of my coffee.  It was time to 
get the job done.  Might as well go after the name caller first.  He had seen 
nineteen years of rainbow colors.  His adjustment was way overdue. 
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Waylon Hall 
Sunday Shoes 
Acrylic 
Honorable Mention 
(2-D Category) 

Amy Martinez 
Sunflower 

Collage 
Honorable Mention 

(2-D Category) 

Cassandra Corza 
Birds 
Intaglio 
Honorable Mention 
(2-D Category) 



Rapture 
By Gena Williams 

It’s all true, you know. 
Surely, at some level, you know. 

Your God and my God 
and all those “other” gods 
are One, 
are different interpretations 
of the same divinity. 

How startled we will be 
on that last explosive day 
to see Them ascending 
right alongside Us. 

All the divisions we have created 
will disappear like a child’s tears 
when distracted by a different toy. 

And the love we could have known 
throughout the eons of humankind 
will blossom in the light of Truth, 
and then, only then, 
for one beautiful, blinding moment, 
there will be Peace on Earth.    
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Sarah Stewart 
Cactus 

Mixed Media 
Honorable Mention 

(3-D Category) 

Jayla Bristol 
Benevolent 
Clay and Acrylic 
Honorable Mention 
(3-D Category) 



Humanity 
By Peter Morris 

Traffic hurtling past less than ten-feet distant 
Each box containing the homeless 
Single men, husbands, wives in smaller boxes 
Whole families in expanded lodging 
The sound of a newborn baby is heard 
Mother, father, sisters, grandparents 
Comfort him as best they might 
Exhaust fumes, dirt, pollution 
Surround this makeshift village 
In a capital city of an African nation 
On my stomach, I slide into the opening 
Of the largest box, a family-filled condo 
Surprisingly, we communicate 
Silently 
I am white, theoretically a man of means 
From another world 
They are black, natives in peril 
Some sick 
Many weak 
All hungry 
Yet, we touch, my hands holding cameras 
Their thin, bony appendages 
Reaching for mine, grasping 
“I love you, my brothers… 
My sisters” Appliance boxes line the busy thoroughfare 
We are family, 
The Family of man. 
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Carol Childers 
In a Pear Tree 
Linoleum Cut 

Carol Childers 
Cat 

Linoleum Cut 



A World with No Towers 
By Justin Smith 

High does the sky stretch, 
Swallowing even the largest of buildings. 

Yet the further up we go, 
The less we seem to look. 

We stare at the building, 
Not the clouds that encircle it. 

I wish for a world without towers, 
A sky where we can watch with wonder. 

I wish for a world with more flowers, 
With air free of rolling smog. 

I wish to stare at the stars, 
Without jealous streetlights to dim them. 

What curse has been placed upon me, 
Such that I live in a world of towers? 

Horrible towers that stand with such might, 
That with a thought they may crush me. 

I wish to no longer stand in awe, 
To refuse my reverence to the rising concrete. 

I wish to stand among these giants, 
Like an ant looking upon a man. 

Yet ants are seldom alone, 
And an army can slay all who dare attack them. 

I wish for a world that shall soon be 
A world without towers. 
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Adrian Yates 
Vintage 

Digital Media 

Peter Morris 
Sasquaa 

Digital Photography 



My Chinny-Chin-Chin 
By Stefanie Hutcheson 

What is this, this, this hair on my chinny-chin-chin? Correction: hairs! 

Where did they come from – and better still, how do I make them go away? I 
don’t need nor desire a beard! I am not Santa! 

The horror! They glisten like silver when I am out in the sunshine. And when I’m 
not? They lie there, like a soft blanket, showing anyone who looks closely enough 
that Granny has a beard! 

Oh my! 
I’m not old enough yet for this. 

Am I? 

Speaking of which, whose hands are those? Yes, those with all of those wrinkles 
and old age spots all over them? Mine? Say it isn’t so! My hands are young, 
supple, and made to write stories of wonder, cook items of delight, and hold 
grandchildren. These gnarly things look like they belong to an old woman! 

And what’s up with these eyes? I find myself squinting against the light – when I 
am indoors! Those black spots and weirdly shaped…things that flutter about, 
making me think a spider is about to get me? Who placed those there? Glaucoma? 
Cataracts? For mercy’s sake: I am not that old yet! 

I think I will sit down and set a spell. Two o’clock? Well, I guess a little nap 
couldn’t hurt. It’s been around four hours since my last one. Just to rest my eyes, 
mind you. Did you read what they are doing to me? Yeah, a little shut-eye will 
refresh them, and I’ll be good as new. 

Good lands, what is that noise? Sounds like thunder and I swannee: I think I felt 
the house shake! Whatever is going on out there? We’re not being bombed, are 
we? I know it’s not a train ’cause the station is in Hudson and I am not. How’s a 
woman supposed to sleep with all that racket going on? Sounds like a buzz saw. 

Might as well go ahead and get up. Come on, legs: stand up. Stop acting like you 
don’t know how to move. Ouch! What’s wrong with my back? That was more 
than a twitch. Feels like I’ve been sitting frozen for hours, but I know that’s not 
so. Elsewise I’d be numb in my hands – uh oh. Why won’t my fingers wake up? 
Huh. Well, at least someone got some sleep around here. 

All right. Let’s do this. I’m sure I heard the mailwoman making deliveries. Might 
as well take a walk to the mailbox and retrieve my bills. But, then again, it’s a 
little wet outside. Lord knows where I left my shoes. Plus, what if a neighbor is 
out? Can’t let them see me looking all disheveled, can I? Why, one look at me and 
I’d probably be asked – politely, mind you – if they should call an ambulance. 
Whippersnappers! Think they know so much. 
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What am I doing in the kitchen? I know I came in here for something. What was 
it? Oh well, I’m sure I’ll think of it. I see my flowers in that pot need watered. 
Speaking of which, I probably should go get rid of some liquids myself, if you 
know what I mean.  

Oh, I do. 

Who was that? 

Who was who? 

Who are you? 

You. 

What do you mean, you? 

I mean, I am you. 

You are me? 

Indeed. 

So now I am talking to myself? 

Yep. And answering. 

Wellll, huh. Hmn. Nice to meet you. Me. 

Likewise. 

Wanna go sit on the porch? 

Sure. But first I have to do something. 

Okay. What? 

What what? 

What do you need to do? 

About what? 

About…well, confound it. Now I am as confused as you are. 

Welcome to my world. Wanna go sit on the porch? 
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bitch 
By Lily Kincaid 

she was raised with her heart on her sleeve 
and a dagger strapped to her thigh, just in case. 
she would spit in the faces of men with tears in her eyes – 
they’d call her a bitch and she’d laugh, mouth full of blood. 
man after man promised her the whole world, 
and every one of them just destroyed hers instead. 
for years, they would build her up and tear her down just as quick 
and every time, she would come out of it stronger than before. 

now, when a man calls me a bitch, i don’t cry. 
i don’t shrink myself to make him feel big, 
i don’t accept his disrespect like a “lady.” 
now, when a man calls me a bitch, 
i hold my head high and i tell him, proudly, 
“i get it from my mom.” 
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Amy Martinez 
World Traveler 
Collage 

Ava Russell 
Bridge Over Pond of Water Lilies 
Collage 

Ava Aldrich 
Pretty in Pink 

Collage 



Emergency Action Plan 
By LB Sedlacek 

It was two weeks before the hurricane would hit, we would find out later, 
and, having little to no damage except sewage backup, it would be only another 
weather event.  Drowning events, even in the ocean, those were never forgotten. 

No lifeguards, though, on the beach on the coast of North Carolina near the 
South Carolina state line.  We walk on the pier.  The wind picks up.  Cold enough 
for jeans and long shorts.  Warm enough for short sleeves and light jackets and a 
hat, always a hat. 

Baseball hats to keep off the bugs, the sun out of the eyes, any rain off the 
top of the head.  I am not a fisherman, but my son is.  I’m his fishing buddy, 
though I won’t touch or eat any seafood. 

We’ve been to the pier so many times the operator recognizes us – a 
mother/son duo with only one of us fishing.  We always buy the same thing: 
frozen shrimp bait, a fishing pass, a pier pass, a soda for me and a towel rag. 
This last time at the pier, I forgot the towel rag until after he’d rung up the sale. 

He was short, medium build, white, thick close-cropped hair, glasses, and a 
grin.  He said to me “I’ll throw the rag in for free because you are good people.” 
An hour and a half later, would he still think I’m good as I stood and watched a 
man drown even though I had the capacity to save him? 

The benches where we fish are staggered along the pier.  There’s a sink 
towards the end with a long hose dangling into the ocean.  Birds flock to the sink 
looking for chum, dropped bits of crumbs, or snacks.  They fly to the light poles, 
to the benches, and back. Voracious vultures.  

We choose the same bench.  We always do.  The bench we choose is to the 
right of the sink by a giant open (not closed) trash can.  We sit on the south side 
of the ocean. 

That’s where we see him, the swimmer, the man about to change our lives 
forever.  He swims towards us, towards the pier.  He swims to the end of the pier 
stopping and bobbing up and down in the ocean.  

I’m not even sure where he came from.  He appeared swimming north 
towards us, towards the pier.  I thought (I knew) he couldn’t be an accomplished 
swimmer because he would’ve known not to get so close to the pier, specifically 
the pilings. 

With the force of the waves, maybe a push from the wind, it wouldn’t take 
much to push anyone into the poles or even suck them swirling into the 
unforgiving current.  Surfers like surfing near the pilings, but no one is invincible 
against them and the force of the waves, the rip current. 

My son eyes the swimmer, threads the hook with frozen shrimp, swings back 
and casts.  The swimmer is closer to the end of the pier.  He sits there afloat in the 
green gray Atlantic ocean and bobs and bobs up and then-- as predictable as 
disaster, an emergency can be – he goes under, disappearing from sight. 

He bobs back up again.  A couple of people skirt the ocean tide near him in 
inflatable canoes.  The waves are wall high, the wind fierce strong.  They can’t 
steer the bright blue and orange plastic canoes fast enough, or fight the winds. 

I imagine the current must be even stronger, a cyclone ready to suck your guts 
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straight down and regurgitate your organs right back up.  I imagine what lies 
beneath the foamy roaring saltwater surface. 

I think of all of it.  Floating fish guts.  Floating body parts.  Same diff. 
We are all, in one way or the other, regurgitated chum.  Shark breakfast. 

Jellyfish delight.  
My son doesn’t want to catch a shark or jellyfish or a pile of chum, but he 

wants to catch something.  Thing is, he knows I’m a Lifeguard. 
He doesn’t want to see this guy drown.  He wants me to save him.  
Heroine.  Chicken.  Corpse. 
Which one will I be?  Which kind of disaster will I invite into our lives? 

Chicken: 
I’m wearing shorts, a t-shirt, tennis shoes, socks, a sweat jacket, ball cap — no 

bathing suit.  We’ve been watching the non-swimmer swim.  I can see he has dark 
hair.  Tan darkish skin, but he’s Caucasian.  Thick tousled dark hair.  Sunburnt 
skin, tan.  Heavy, not thin.  Wide clunky strokes, his head held above the salty 
water.  To succeed at swimming, as a swimmer you can’t be afraid to put your 
face in the water.  Get wet! 

I don’t have on a bathing suit and I don’t want to get wet are the excuses I 
use.  Another one:  I could never clear the pilings of the pier if I jumped -- I’d hit 
one.  And yet another one:  Even if I cleared the pilings, I’d never make it to him 
in 30 seconds or less, no way.  We are trained as lifeguards to save a life, and to 
do so we must reach the patron in 30 seconds. 

I would call for help, 911, holler for the Police – that I could do in 30 
seconds.  We watch the guy (heavy, tan, sunburned, thick dark hair) disappear 
under the shark dark blue churning water.  He’s under the waves, and my son’s 
faith in me has vanished in all of 30 seconds or less. 

I sigh and reach for my cell phone.  We will stay on the pier and watch until 
they locate the body hauling it out of the ocean and away. 

Heroine: 
I am a lifeguard.  I can even swim at night. 
I’m part mermaid.  I can hold my breath for at least a minute, I can swim 25 

yards without taking a breath.  
All of the above doesn’t apply in the ocean, especially without goggles.  You 

don’t lifeguard using goggles anyway.  Salt water, though, stings worse than 
chlorine. 

Stinging eyes, though, are the least of my problems.  I drop my phone on the 
bench, tear off my purse and sweat jacket, shoes and socks.  I swing over the 
railing, standing on the edge, and I leap out and jump. 

I do the compact jump – holding my knees up as close as possible – use it if 
you are above 5 feet of water or more.  The ocean water hits me with a roar. 

I hold my breath, pinch my nose.  My heart thumps, my temples pound, I 
open my eyes to gray green water and swirls of sand.  My toes touch the bottom, 
I push up and pop up on the surface, my lungs on fire.  I aim my strokes towards 
the last place I saw Mr. unnamed non-swimmer.  I am not trained as a beach 
Lifeguard. 

Saving lives in seawater has different parameters than at a pool or even a lake. 
I keep my head up and do freestyle.  Have I reached the patron, my non-patron, 
in 30 seconds or less? 
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I gulp in as much seawater air as my lungs will hold and dive.  I can only see 
green and gray, more swishes of sand so I flail my hands out feeling, pushing, 
displacing the water.  

I have no rescue tube, no rescue buoy in bright red, blue, white, green or yellow 
to assist, but my arms do find him.  I scoop my left arm under his left shoulder, pull 
him back towards me and kick. 

I kick for what feels like hours, the rush of blood pounding in my head.  It has 
been less than a minute.  Two and a half minutes to rescue someone from dying, 
from drowning. 

We reach the surface, mister I-hope-not-dead-yet and me, and I pop my arm 
back holding his head and shoulder above the briny water with my arm.  I use my 
right arm to pull us along in the water, and I kick the breast stroke kick as if I’m 
vying for swim meet gold or a medal or something. 

I kick and pull and pull and kick until we are met in the water by some 
fishermen and people with cameras.  My arms collapse; I start to hyperventilate as 
they pull him away from me still breathing all of it filmed and pumped into social 
media in seconds. 

Later, with my picture snapped so much I can’t smile anymore, our vacation 
will become complimentary and I am the hero of the day.  My most happy moment 
is that I saved him, in time. 

Corpse: 
What will it look like if I don’t try to save him – the last real words that form a 

phrase in my head; at least anything coherent.  I’m reluctant to try new things even 
if it’s an attempt to save someone’s life. 

I watched his wide, red-burned, thick tan arms move in a lazy freestyle towards 
me and the end of the pier.  Looking down at this approach, if he’d only turned and 
swam back to the shore or even away from the pilings, we might have both lived. 

His arms flailed.  My legs flailed as I jumped. 
30 seconds to drowning. 
150 seconds to death. 
Somewhere in all those seconds you have to reach the victim and get their head 

above water to breathe.  Somehow, you have to get them out of the water for a safe 
save. 

I was a fool to take this choice, believing I would look like a coward and not a 
fool for not trying to save him.  My feet cleared the pier banister and the pilings. 
My head did not. 

My head whacked the piling and in slow motion everything flashed across my 
brain.  No beach lifeguards, no one but fisherman to save me. 

And I did the worst thing a mother could do, I jumped to save.  I left my young 
son alone on the pier as I tried to save someone else. 

Eventually, I knew, his Dad would find him and he would be okay – or maybe 
not.  I knew he’d never go near a pier again and probably not the ocean either. 

Some people are born for the waves – know how to navigate, and survive them. 
Some, though, are drawn to water simply to drown. 

So which one did I take – which one did I choose?  Which one would you 
choose? 

As this is a true story, I will let you have my answer and here it is:  we are every 
decision we make one by one.  That said, I saved no one and I lived.  Did you? 

Drowning can be dangerous. 
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My Words, My Weapons 
By Peter Morris 

I am a soldier, therefore I kill 
Sometimes in anger at life’s injustices 
But never in hatred 
I am a man under orders 
Yet my words are my weapons 
Not a flicking of the forefinger 
Sending projectiles unto death 
Brothers, sisters, children…victims 
Family, global relatives, Russians 
Late at night, under cover of canvas 
A sky colorfully streaked with death 
Evidence of bombs, bullets, battalions 
My mind wanders to distant times 
People and places I have known 
Happiness and sadness, joy and pain 
I prop up on my cot, pen in hand, paper close 
A poem is composed in flickering shadows 
“So long I’ve waited, to touch your face 
Breathe deeply of your scent alone 
Taste the salt upon your cheeks” 
Out of my sleepless conscious, letters 
“Dear One, as the sounds of conflict envelop 
My world, I recall our last goodbye 
At the train station, as you and the children 
Escaped to Poland, to safety 
Our words come to me in this dreadful place 
Where friends die, yet I survive 
Loneliness is my constant companion 
I seek God’s solace 
“All things work together for good…” 
Understanding is difficult 
I will sleep, fitfully, my words my consultation 
I write, therefore I am 
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Two Brothers, One Picture 
By Peter Morris 

The call crackled over the car’s police scanner. “10-71, we need an ambulance on 
the Sarasota Bay causeway; possible drowning.” The day was sunny and bright, a 
typical Florida summer afternoon. Making a U-turn, I sped in the direction of the 
call. As a staff photographer with the Sarasota Herald-Tribune, I was accustomed 
to following the police scanner codes to spot-news events, everything from plane 
and helicopter crashes to an industrial fire or even a scene inclusive of multiple 
homicides. 

Most photos obtained at such locations generally provide dramatic glimpses of 
humanity under extreme conditions. . . trauma, loss, grief. There is no escaping 
the adrenaline rush a “shooter” gets as dramatic images are 
revealed…in actuality, it’s a freedom from fear that nobody can deter; with the 
power of a daily newspaper behind him or her, no one dares block the press 
photographer’s access . . . not even well-meaning law enforcement officers. 

Arriving at the destination, I was greeted by ambulances and rescue vehicles, 
Emergency Medical Technicians, wet suit-clad divers, and a crowd of rubber-
necking onlookers . . . the kind who show up at gore-filled tragedies with oohs 
and aahs, gawking and muttering. 

Seeing a group of emergency workers standing silently near the seawall, I walked 
over to find four Scuba divers in the water. Within seconds, they fully emerged, 
between them lifting two boards, each containing the body of a black teenager. 
Imagine the scene before the camera, four divers with masks and equipment 
staring into the lens, long wooden boards, two young men with fixed gazes being 
held aloft by strong arms, seawater streaming from each individual. 

With Nikon at eye level, I fired off several frames. The resulting images were the 
finest, most dramatic spot-news photos I’d ever produced. Divers, boards, bodies. 
We're talking multi-award-winning material. The drama of life and death is 
captured at their highest levels. 

Back in the newspaper’s darkroom, several photographers gathered around as the 
most powerful image materialized in the print developer. First came the white 
photo paper with ghostly images, each growing clearer and darker over 60-
seconds. Minutes later, the 16x20 inch photo was mounted on fiberboard. 

As I was finishing the process, Barney Stein, a legendary New York City “big 
time” press photographer, entered. Seeing the picture, Stein exclaimed, with no 
lack of enthusiasm, “That would go double-truck in the Daily News!” (See note 
below.) As Stein, by this time retired to the Sunshine State, lauded the photo, I felt 
a certain amount of pride, as his first book, Spot News Photography, was once 
the bible of this soon-to-enter the profession’s young photojournalist. 
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“Ah, can the Pulitzer be far behind?” 

I wallowed in the glory of this single photograph. It might catapult me into the 
ranks of one of the country’s great newspapers, Time or Newsweek magazine, or 
a position with the Associated Press or United Press International. 

The thoughts were fleeting. Here was a career-making shot which, by itself, might 
elevate my status as a press photographer to among the nation’s best. Here also 
was a single picture dramatizing death, one brother diving into the water to save 
another, both succumbing. 

There are those who would ask, “Would this picture really be published in a 
general readership newspaper, an image of the death of two young people?”  The 
answer is yes. One of the greatest spot news photos of all time was taken by 
Boston Herald American photographer Stanley Forman, who captured a woman 
and her goddaughter falling from a detached fire escape to certain death. 

As I looked upon the ready-to-be-published photograph, something vivid from my 
past overtook my thoughts. It was the picture of my father, flying hundreds of 
feet above the Atlantic Ocean off Florida, as he looked down upon the wreckage 
of a small plane, with his son John’s body floating alongside childhood friend 
Timothy. 

I’ve long imagined the agony which must have filled the creases of his suntanned 
face, the heartbroken tears of a man suddenly far older than his years, his stooped 
shoulders further burdened with the knowledge of presenting the news to his wife, 
John’s mom. 

For many years, this tragedy would silently shadow our otherwise normal family 
of parents, two living brothers, and a sister. Too, something unknown to all but 
one son was the fact that my brother's body was never recovered due to my 
father’s unexplained and grief-filled decision to announce that his son had been 
lost at sea. There was no funeral. 

After basking in imagined fame and glory, I tore the photograph into pieces, 
ripping it apart as fast as my hands could tear – frenzied with thoughts of the 
image I’d birthed and its possible repercussions – relegating it to a nearby trash 
bin. 

But, the precious negative still rested in the darkroom's enlarger, a source of 
unlimited reprints. I knew what I had to do, however, and ripped the negative 
from its holder. With renewed determination, I held scissors to the film strip, 
severing its length. It was agonizing to destroy what would likely be the capstone 
of my photojournalistic career…elation and grief mixed in my bittersweet 
decision. 

Feeling a divine morality, I swore to myself that my greatest-of-images would 
never see the light of day; it would win no awards; it would be no more, as its 
subject’s, two brothers, would be no more. 
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Why? 

These two victims had a mother and father, sisters and a brother, an assortment 
of relatives and friends who would mourn them…perhaps a girlfriend or wife-to-
be. I could not bear the thought of a mother viewing my magnificent, horrific last 
portrait of her sons. 

Editor’s Note: Double-truck means the photo would cover two full pages in one 
of the nation’s most-read newspapers, the New York Daily News. 
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After walking down the road... 
By Stefanie Hutcheson 

After walking down the road 
Breathing in the autumn air 
Consumed by the sensations 
Dazzled by the sun’s brilliance, 
Eternity entered my mind. 

Faced with my own mortality 
Graced by my Lord’s mercies 
Humbled by His longsuffering with me 
Indebted to a Savior that I could never repay, 
Jesus Christ redeemed me. 

Kinship was now mine 
Loneliness no longer an option 
Mercies renewed day by day 
Nothing between He and me 
Other than my own selfish ambitions. 

Prone to wander 
Quick to stray 
Rejecting His love 
Suffering needlessly 
Time to surrender. 

Until that final day 
Victory often eludes me 
Wanting to be righteous 
Xenophobic to my true Friend 
Yearning to be found worthy 
Zealous to hear, “Well done.” 
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The Camera Never Lies 
By Thomas Blanton 

“Mr. Bostic? This is Valerie...McKenzie.” 
The slight hesitation in her voice let me know she was still getting used to her 

new name. I smiled. “Yes, what can I do for you?” 
“What did you do to my proofs? Did you play around with them on 

Photoshop before you sent them to me?” 
“I shot those pictures on film. They haven’t been near my computer. Why? 

What’s wrong?” 
“You didn’t do any fancy photography tricks with them?” 
“Of course not. I developed the film, printed the proofs, and sent them to you. 

That’s all.” 
“Then why is somebody else’s face on my body?” 
I sat down behind my desk. “Huh?” 
“It’s the right church, the right dress, and the right flowers, but that’s not my 

face, and that’s not Brad’s face. What have you done to my pictures?” 
“That’s impossible.” 
“I’m holding them right here. I called Mother and told her. She’s about ready 

to sue you.” 
“Okay, okay. Calm down. I tell you what. Bring the proofs back here and 

we’ll try to straighten this out. I can print another set this afternoon if I need to.” 
After about half a minute of silence, she spoke again. “I want Brad to come 

with me. He gets home at six.” 
“You want to come by about 7:30?” 
“Okay. You’ll have a new set by then?” 
I looked at the clock on the office wall. One thirty-two. “Yes, I can have them 

ready by 7:30.” 
I’m one of the few photographers I know who still uses film. Call me old-

fashioned if you wish, but that’s the way I like it. 
At 1:54, the phone rang again. 
“This is Valerie McKenzie again. My mother wants to come with me. She had 

a short day at work, and I called Brad at his job, and he said he doesn’t mind if I 
come there without him. Could we come on now?” 

I looked at my desk calendar. “I’m tied up for the next hour or so. Can you 
make it 3:30?” 

“I’ll see you then.” The phone clicked in my ear. I hoped she wasn’t expecting 
another set of proofs by then. 

So now I wouldn’t have to work on a Thursday night after all. Good. Stay 
home, enjoy my wife, watch a little Thursday Night Football while Doreen 
recorded Grey’s Insanity. I don’t complain about her shows and she doesn’t 
complain about my football. 

Valerie McKenzie, née Hutchinson, was a brunette with large brown eyes that 
reminded me of those I saw on a calf at my grandfather’s farm when I was a 
child. Innocent, curious, endearing. She got her eyes from her mother, a tall 
blonde who reminded me of my Grandmother Bostic. Before and during the 
wedding, I hit it off well with both of Valerie’s parents. But now Mrs. Hutchinson 
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was pale and had a look on her face I had seen on audience members after a 
Stephen King movie. She didn’t speak, but nodded to Valerie. 

Valerie threw the envelope of prints on my desk and said, “This is what I’m 
talking about.” 

The first picture I pulled out was the bride and her attendants. I recognized the 
church. I recognized the bridesmaids. I saw nothing wrong until I looked at the 
bride’s face. I didn’t recognize her. 

“Who is that?” Valerie asked. 
“I have no idea. I’ve never seen this woman in my life.” 
“Yes, you have.” Valerie’s mother finally spoke. We both turned to her. “That 

is my mother.” 
Valerie turned to her and put her hand on her mother’s arm. “Mother!” 
I remembered the sweet grandmother of the bride. But she was in her late 60s. 

She couldn’t be the young, radiant bride in this picture. 
Mrs. Hutchinson went on. “I’ve got pictures of my mother when she was in 

high school. That’s the same face. I didn’t see these pictures till Valerie showed 
them to me on the way over here.” 

I asked, “How could your mother’s face wind up on your daughter’s picture?” 
“That’s what we’re asking you,” Valerie said. 
“I have no explanation.” I looked at some more pictures. Bride getting ready, 

bride with her father, etc. All of them with the grandmother’s face. “How in the 
world....” I looked at more. I came to a picture of the groom and his ushers and 
stopped short. My mouth dropped open and I couldn’t speak. I could barely 
breathe. Instead of Brad’s face and brown hair, there was blond hair and a face 
with a scar on the left cheek. 

“What’s wrong?” Mrs. Hutchinson asked. 
I stood up, walked over to my bookshelf, and took down the family photo 

album. I turned to a picture of a soldier in uniform. The picture was in black and 
white, but the scar was there from the hunting accident when he was in college. 

I laid the album down in front of Valerie and her mother with that picture 
showing. Then I laid the picture that was supposed to be Brad down beside it. 

“Who is this?” Mrs. Hutchinson asked again. 
I was finally able to speak. “This picture is about fifty years old. It was from 

when my father first went into the Army.” 
Mrs. Hutchinson gasped. “Was he at the wedding?” 
“No. He lives forty miles from here.” 
“Why did you put his picture over Brad’s?” Valerie asked, pointing to the 

stack of pictures. 
“I didn’t.” 
Mrs. Hutchinson spoke again. “What’s going on here?” 
I said, “I wish I knew.” 
After they left, taking the first set of proofs with them to show their husbands, 

I dug out their negatives and studied them under the loupe. Nothing wrong. 
Valerie’s face on her body, and Brad’s face on his. So, I’d be working on a 
Thursday night after all. 

When the prints came out of the process, I examined them. Everything normal. 
When they were dry, I put them into an envelope to go out the next day. 

“Mr. Bostic, this is Phyllis Hutchinson. Would you be able to come to my 
house tomorrow afternoon?” 

“Is something wrong?” Just what I needed, two weeks after the face mix-up. 
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“Oh, nothing’s wrong with the pictures. Valerie loves her wedding album you 
did for her, and I’m happy with the prints I got. There’s something else.” 

“What is it?” 
“Just please come over here.” 
“Tomorrow. Let’s see. I can make it around 2:00.” 
“Thank you.” 
When I got there, Mrs. Hutchinson’s mother was sitting on one end of the 

sofa. Mrs. Hutchinson took my jacket and showed me to a chair beside the sofa 
while she sat across from us both. I looked at Mrs. Hutchinson’s mother. I could 
see traces of the young woman in the first set of proofs. 

“Go ahead, Mother,” Mrs. Hutchinson said. 
The older lady was holding a white handkerchief tight in her hand. She began. 

“I’ve been keeping a secret for more than forty years now. I never intended to 
reveal it, but something happened last month that made me decide there’s no 
reason to keep holding it inside.” She reached beside the sofa cushions and pulled 
out an envelope that I recognized. “I was in my twenties, working as a nurse at 
Womack Army Hospital at Fort Bragg. A nice young captain came in one evening 
to get some stitches in his leg. He was so stoic about it, so handsome, so friendly. 
Even though he flirted a little, he came across as a perfect gentleman. 

“Later, when he came to get the stitches out, he remembered my name. He 
waited around for my lunch hour. We started talking, and by the end of my lunch 
hour we had a dinner date set for the weekend.” Here she started twisting the 
handkerchief. 

“I saw him as often as his duty schedule would allow--at least, that’s what he 
told me. It wasn’t until I told him I was pregnant that he told me he was married. 
It wasn’t a happy marriage, he said. He just stayed with her for the sake of his 
son. On top of everything else, he was shipping out for Vietnam the next day. He 
gave me some money to use for an abortion if I wanted one, or whatever else I 
might need. He said he’d look for me when he got back.” 

I started to get a light feeling in the center of my chest. I looked at Mrs. 
Hutchinson. She was sitting straight up, starting to tighten her lips. The 
handkerchief was in a tight twist in her mother’s hand. 

“I always remembered that face, even though I knew I would never see him 
again.” A wistful smile came across her face for a minute. “I just knew that if he 
survived Vietnam, he would still resume life with his wife when he got back. My 
parents were dead and I had nowhere to turn, so I decided to start over. I dearly 
loved that captain in spite of everything, and I didn’t want to abort his child. I 
couldn’t stay at Fort Bragg in my condition, so I moved to Greensboro to start a 
new life. I knew I wouldn’t have much chance to find a job if everyone knew I 
was an unwed mother. Times were different then, after all. So I told everyone my 
name was Smith and that my husband had been killed in Vietnam. For all I knew, 
my captain could be killed there, anyway. But with a name as common as Smith 
there should be a matching name in case anyone ever wondered about my story 
and checked casualty lists.” She paused to take a deep breath. 

“I got a job at the hospital, had my baby, and raised her to believe the story I 
told everyone else.” The handkerchief was completely balled up by now. 

Mrs. Hutchinson was pale. She whispered, “Now tell him what happened.” 
I had a feeling I knew. I sat silently. 
“When Phyllis –” she nodded in Mrs. Hutchinson’s direction –”showed me this 

first set of proofs, I almost fainted.” She opened the envelope and got out a 
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picture. “I don’t know how my face got onto Valerie’s picture, and I especially 
don’t know how Captain Kenneth Bostic’s face got onto Brad’s picture.” 

I let out a sigh. So did Mrs. Hutchinson. 
Mrs. Smith went on. “I’ve been thinking about him a lot lately, especially since 

Valerie got engaged. In fact, a couple of nights after the wedding I had a very 
vivid dream that it had been my wedding to Kenneth.” 

I said, “What night was that?” 
She said, “I guess the second night after the wedding. Why?” 
“That was the night I printed that first set of proofs. Do you think your dream 

was vivid enough to cause your faces to show up on the prints? I’m wondering, 
now.” 

“I don’t know. All I do know is that there’s something still there.” She pointed 
to her heart. “I understand you’re the son he was so concerned about.” 

“I’m Kenneth’s son, Jim.” I felt I needed to add something. “He was as good 
father to me growing up.” 

She leaned toward me and laid her hand on my arm. “How is he?” 
“Well, my mother died in February. He seems...I don’t know...almost relieved. 

She never was that easy to get along with.” 
“When you see him, please tell him Julia said hello.” 
“I will.” 
“Tell me, Mr. Bostic. Do you have any brothers or sisters?” 
“Um, no. I, uh, am – or was – an only child. But now I find out I have a 

sister.” I looked at Mrs. Hutchinson. “I guess you can call me Jim now and leave 
off the ‘Mr. Bostic’ business.” 

“And I guess you can call me Phyllis,” Phyllis said, spreading her hands. 
We spent the next couple of hours learning about each other’s lives. 
That evening, after I had dropped the bombshell on Doreen, I called my dad. 
“Would you be able to come up here Sunday for dinner?” 
“I suppose so. What brought this on?” 
“We’re getting together with some people and I’d like you to meet them.” 
“You’re not fixing me up with a blind date, are you?” 
“Dad, it’s a whole family. Just come on. I’ll see you here about 1:00 or so. 

Okay?” 
“Well, okay.” 
Doreen waited in the kitchen while I spoke to Dad in the living room. 
“Before we go to the restaurant, Dad, I’ve got two questions to ask you.” 
“I knew there was a catch.” He shifted on the sofa. 
“Just hear me out. Do you remember a woman named Julia?” 
“Oh, my God! How did you...?” He leaned forward, grasping the arm of the 

chair. 
“Second question: Would you be willing to see her again?” 
Long pause while Dad collected his thoughts. 
“Son, I never wanted to hurt your mother or you.” He settled back into the 

sofa. “Julia was the only other woman I ever cared about other than your mother. 
She never found out about Julia. I was hoping you never would, either.” 

“Well, too late for that now. I’ve talked this over with Phyllis, and she’s 
talking with her mother while I’m talking with you.” 

“Who’s Phyllis?” 
“My sister.” 
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The greater Hutchinson family was waiting for us in the lobby of the 
restaurant. We started to make introductions all around. When Dad and Julia saw 
each other I kind of wished we hadn’t chosen so public a place. Both burst into 
tears. They talked a little and worked up to a hug. They sobbed as they embraced. 

“I always wondered what happened to you,” Dad said. “You were gone when 
I came back and looked for you.” 

I’m not sure I was supposed to be hearing all this. They were talking in soft 
tones, but I was standing close enough that I caught every word. 

Julia said, “I didn’t know if you’d make it back, and if you did, if you’d still 
love me.” 

“I’ve always loved you. I never stopped.” 
“Me, neither.” 
When they finally untangled, introductions continued. It was awkward for 

Dad to meet the daughter and granddaughter he never knew he had, and for 
Phyllis to meet the father she never knew she had. It didn’t appear as hard for 
Valerie, since she was so wrapped up in her new husband. 

Oh, yes. Dad approved of Brad, too, and was delighted to meet his son-in-law. 
In the spring, there was another wedding at that same church. This time, the 

flowers were less elaborate, there weren’t as many attendants, and there was a 
different wedding photographer. 

After all, it’s hard to shoot a wedding when you’re the best man. 
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May 
By Robert (Bobby) Hamby 

May a million vermillion 
flowers float, 
fashioning Spring 
in a flash. 

May heavy dark grapes 
hang growing, 
their vines vanquishing gravity, 
all for the purple worship 
of an orbiting 
orange orb. 

May the sky seem  
a thin ream 
of dyed papyrus, 
with clouds simply 
over-erased. 
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Mammogram 
By Gena Williams 

“We need you to come back in for another view. 
Something doesn’t look quite right, 
and with your family history….” 

What unwelcome words these are. 
For two decades, the demon Cancer has hovered – 
has struck every woman in the family except for me – 

And why not me? 
None of them deserved it, either. 
That scourge, that takes so much of Life, 
even if it doesn’t take your Life, 
whose “cures” can be just as brutal as the disease, 
who leaves a trail of pain and fear, 
who takes away whatever innocence you still have left: 
if your own body can turn against you, 
what hope is there for any of us? 

For if it invades me, I will fight it – 
as my mother and my sisters fought it – 
and I will do whatever it takes 
not to have my name added to its list of casualties. 

But oh, the relief, the joy flooding my heart right now – 
that I do not have to fight this battle. 

Maybe tomorrow, 
But not today. 

Thank you, thank you, Life, for not requiring this thing of me this day. 
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Paige Keefer 
Lennon and McCartney 

Linoleum Cut 

Kiera Lyrewind Symmes 
Beanie Weanie 

Intaglio 

Kaylee Manning 
Grandpa 

Intaglio 



Lollipop Thunder 
By LB Sedlacek 

I played it out in my head several times.  I played it in my head morning, 
noon or night.  It woke me up from sleeping.  Post traumatic stress disorder.  I 
made the choice.  I had to live with it, even sought counseling when I was charged 
with neglect and anything involuntary involving murder that my husband’s (now 
ex-husband’s) lawyer could think of (but none of it stuck).  It was my decision. 
Some called it poor.  Others agreed, saying they’d have done the same thing.  I 
had to live with it. 

I lived with it when I walked into the room, when I walked on the beach, 
when I looked at the room and thought how empty it seemed but how much more 
room there was without the crib.  I even used the design in one of my sculptures 
once, the baby, the crib, but it was all too much – especially when the ocean 
washed it away. 

I stared at the ocean, my bucket dangling from my hands.  It was stuffed with 
shovels, trowels, spatulas, melon ballers.  We had three days.  

My new partner was much better with the time crunch than I.  We had met, 
always known each other on the circuit, but I was with James, married to James, 
and we were the Lolly team.  My nickname was Lollipop, shortened to Lolly 
when I married James, short for Laurel Lee, a vast southern moniker with all sorts 
of implications wanted or unwanted.  James’ nickname was Thunder because he 
stayed quiet most of the time unless he got upset, and then he exploded. 

James had backed into the side mirror of my Chevy parked in some beach 
parking lot.  I would’ve never known it was him, but he left a note on my 
windshield offering to replace it which he did.  He took me to dinner first too, 
taping up the broken mirror to the side of my car with some duct tape. 

I was in the Chevy when I made the decision, the one that cost me James and 
more than that and my sand sculpting partner as well.  I played it in my head so 
many times.  I literally had time to think “I need to get out of here, I need to get 
Jack and Alexis out of here” before it was all over with two out of three making it. 

A police car had been rushing towards us, and I slowed down, almost 
stopping, just like I did for fire trucks and ambulances and the sheriff’s car.  We 
got hit from the side by the car the police were chasing, and then it was all 
explosion, fire and melt down like the ocean sucking up our sand castle creations 
days sometimes hours after we had everything all in place, ready for competition. 

I looked down the beach.  Teams were lined up in zig zagged rows with 
gigantic piles of roped off sand.  I motioned for Todd, my new partner, to get in 
position.  We were both bent over and ready to scoop and pack the loose sand, to 
pull in the edges and pound the top flat so our structure, our design, wouldn’t 
slide off.  

We had forty-eight hours to build our sand castle and then the judging would 
begin the next day.  James was on the team at the other end.  We tried our best to 
work the sand castle circuit without running into each other, but sometimes it 
couldn’t be helped.  He would keep Jack away from the beach.  I had visitation 
twice a year and it seemed simple and cruel to me, but that’s what James wanted. 
It was his way of reminding me that I cost him Alexis. 

I thought about Alexis and how she liked running on the beach, her gold locks 
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stringing along behind her.  She hadn’t suffered.  That’s what the police said, but I 
had suffered enough for all of us.  Usually I was quick with detail, thinking 
through my decisions, but on the night of the accident I just went numb like a 
zombie. 

“Hey, you with it?” Todd said tossing some sand my way.  
“Yeah, I’m getting the sand compacted, the water hole’s just about dug.  It’s 

close as I can get it to the high tide mark.”  
Todd started with the base packing the loose sand with his hands.  I pulled in 

the edges, pounding the top flat.  The sand was compacted from the seawater. 
Todd pounded on the chunks, blending them in with the flow. 

We had two designs ready.  The first one was a girl and a guy both with 
flowing hair riding the ocean on a ski doo.  It was an ambitious sand sculpture 
and the first time we’d tried it in a live competition.  We’d rehearsed it in practice 
with an egg timer, but it wasn’t the same when you had an audience, a judge, and 
a real timer ticking in bright neon red by the clerk’s table.  Our second back up 
design was less ambitious.  A giant sea turtle with a mermaid on his back.  You 
always had to go in with two designs in case the first one fell, the weight of the 
sand tumbling from a wrong angle, lack of judgment, wind, ocean spray. 
Anything could fell the first design.  If there was time, a second one could be 
built, but the second design had to be easier and a quicker build than the first. 
That was the correct way to have a back up plan. 

I didn’t have a back up plan for the car accident.  I had no way to rehearse. 
Had tried to plan it out in my head.  It was easier and simpler when it was just 
Jack.  I could account for that.  I could adjust for that.  It wasn’t that I put Jack 
before Alexis, even though he was first.  But after Alexis, I was tired, my body 
misshapen and aching and oh so exhausted from a difficult labor and a trying 
child that didn’t sleep the way Jack did.  I knew the comparisons were stupid, 
inaccurate but I did them anyway because I had to care for Jack, too in a way. 
James never saw my side, expecting me to know how to do it all, take care of the 
house, Jack, Alexis and sculpt too.  He would always say he was tied up with the 
PR of our team, entry forms, the paperwork. 

He was at the beach the day of the accident.  He was scoping out sculpting 
spots he said but I knew even though he didn’t know that I knew that he was 
sipping a few cold ones by the pier, enjoying some oysters or clams or whatever 
with his friends.  Just taking it easy.  He liked to do that before a competition. 
He said it was one of the perks.  He let me drive the car.  It was said later it 
wasn’t tuned up properly and that could’ve caused one of the problems, but he 
couldn’t have driven anyway all soaked in booze.  We were in Huntington Beach 
outside of LA in California.  The traffic was unfamiliar to me, the depth and sheer 
size of it not to mention getting around on streets I’d never driven. 

The car stalled.  It got hit.  Spun around a few times.  I was knocked free.  I 
ran back to get Jack first figuring I could open the door and he could run out and 
so I did and he did.  When I dove into the back seat to free Alexis from her 
restraints, the car seat and straps designed to keep her safe were too hot, the metal 
and plastic burning melting hot, the skin searing off my fingers.  It took months 
for my fingers and hands to heal and years to finally return to normal with the 
scars still there, my fingernails a permanent grayish black color that would never 
go away.  I couldn’t get her out.  Everyone said, maybe if I’d started from the 
other side, didn’t let Jack out of the car first.  It was all split-second speculation.  

It took not even a day for James to explode, make his own speculation, and 
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leave.  We parted ways officially, and he wanted full custody of Jack. Finally, I 
persuaded him to let me have Jack a couple of times a year.  It was all we had left 
to remember Alexis. 

I wasn’t charged with any crime, but maybe it would’ve been better if I had 
been.  The weight of everyone’s judgment, including my own, was a harsher 
punishment than incarceration.  I had trouble sleeping.  I would cry whenever I 
saw someone else’s little girl even if it was just a picture in a magazine or a 
television commercial.  Almost everyone I knew, and some I didn’t, accused me of 
loving Jack more than Alexis because I got him out first.  I stopped sculpting. 

After a couple of years, Todd convinced me to team up and that I deserved a 
second chance, telling me that even if I’d reversed the order, Alexis first then Jack, 
the outcome might’ve not been any different.  The results possibly the same. 

Todd had a way with outcomes, and so he’d named our new partnership the 
Team Chancetastic.  Gaudy, but fun.  We had to move two hundred or so tons of 
sand in two days so someone on the team had to be optimistic.  

Todd would always start our day with his spiel on how sand can stand.  I 
called it the sand-stand speech.  He said the secret to tossing sand around and 
getting it to stay in one place so it could be molded and worked into a design, was 
the art of compaction.  The three ways of compaction were to pat and pack moist 
sand into a mound similar to what you wanted to build, hand stack buckets of 
sand one by one which was faster and could go higher, and the third way was to 
use forms.  

Our team did hand stacking.  Todd filled the buckets, handing them to me.  I 
piled them on top in a way similar to what we were trying to build and let gravity 
do the rest.  Our tools, the tapered trowel, tiny trowel, column trowel, loop tool, 
and the pastry knife would be used to shape and sculpt. 

I took a step back looking at our sculpture.  The outline of the ski doo and its 
riders was shaping up.  I watched James and his new teammate.  I couldn’t tell 
what they were sculpting, but I knew it would be awesome.  He was plopping, 
flattening and jiggling the sand into shape.  He stopped, lifted his hat off, and 
wiped his brow.  He caught me looking and looked back.  Our daughter had 
loved coming to the beach, watching and helping us build sand designs. 

James waved, but not at me, and whistled.  I turned back to Team 
Chancetastic’s work in progress stopping again when I heard the familiar sound of 
Jack.  A few seconds later, he bounded up into my arms and started licking my 
face.  Todd groaned and sputtered “Lolly.  Keep that dog off the ski doo!”  I 
shrugged my shoulders and sighed. 
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Sarah Stewart 
Fruit 
Acrylic 

Ashley Hammerschmidt 
Woman 
Intaglio 

Rylee Carter 
Starving Artist 
Watercolor and Ink on Paper 



Writer’s Block 
By Robert (Bobby) Hamby 

Penitent patients are mouthing madness, 
silent accelerated junk jumped up 
from tangled tongues. 

A crisp angled grammar of trees 
and scribble of sky 
with mangled rotations of long vowels 
preening in a parking lot. 

The late worm raised 
as a necessity of nature 
and in swirlings of wings and consonants 
am I not the smallest of birds? 

William Grant Holder 
Felted 

Intaglio with Chine Collé 

43 



Samantha Lucas 
Untitled 
Plaster 

Jeffrey Blackham 
Dragon Skull 
Plaster 

Brooke Lunsford Kiera Lyrewind Symmes 
Untitled Stacking Up 
Plaster Plaster 



Girard Katz 
Headphones 

Wire 

Brooke Lunsford 
Wire Radio 

Wire 



Barbara Coffey 
Spring’s Glory 
Beadwork 

Makayleigh Hendrix 
Ghost Pillow 

Silkscreen on Fabric 

Kiera Lyrewind Symmes 
Disconnected 
Fused Glass 
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Sarah Stewart 
Mutated Freshwater 

Silkscreen 
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