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q‘“’ his is another season in our lives. These years we exyeri-
ence here at this institution are a time in our lives that
should not be wasted, we need to look around and take the
environment in everyafay as we expem’ence it. This is a time
that we can exy[ore our minds and learn from what sur-
rounds us. ‘T his magazine is an outlet for the artist in all of
us. Here are a few of the artists that walked these passages
and saw art in the everyofay ﬁfe from the fro on the side-
walk to the fmstmtion of that test next weeE.g Th ﬁey saw the
Eeauty in the person in the chair next to them, or the horror
?( the outside world. T ﬁe%/ took an idea and put it in some

O?’TﬂfO?’ tﬁe rest OJ[ us to eamfrom.

Jack Stewart
Fditor
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Oc{yssey Winners

3- Dimensional Art:

1st Place- Tea with Dali
Nikki March
2nd Place- Terra- Cotta Love
Nikki March
Black & White Photography:
1st Place- Gazing T ﬁrougﬁ Fence

Fric Sreinﬁerg

2nd Place- Just Another Tobacco Store
Angela Boggs

3rd Place- T ransparent CBurreP((y
Cymfi Williamson

Classical Music Composition:

1st Place- Three Renaissance Dances

Ronald James Kenny Jr.

Color Photography:

1st Place- A CDay on the Beach
?lsﬁ[e}/ ’Hé’rﬁy
ond Place- Fall S}pﬁmd’or

Sﬁe((y ‘Estenson

3rd Place- Horse-n-Around

Cllsﬁfey ’J—(erﬁy
Computer Graphics:
1st Place- Freedom Tmfeit

Joel Hughes
2nd Place- meyl’e ‘Day

Richard Potts
!Drawing:
1st Place- Faces

Richard Potts
2nd Place- Bloomin

Patricia Polando
3rd Place- %ugﬁ Seas

John Adam McIntire
Learning Mandolin
Richard Potts

Fiction:
1st Place- Writing Wrongs
Patricia Polando
2nd Place- The Jesus T rip
Alice Marie Syicer
3rd Place- The Seraf)ﬁ's Wing— In the Beginning,
There was Ligﬁt
Kevin Bedard
Mixed Media:
1st Place- What?In the Eyes 0 “Whom
’Maﬂbry ay(or
£Em’gma
Fric Steinﬁerg
2nd Place- £ Untitled
Linc{say ’Fitzyatricﬁ
3rd Place- Brave New World

Eric Steinﬁerg
Non-Fiction/Research:
1st Place- Childhood Companion
Patricia Polando

2nd Place- The 1Q Controversy
Alice Marie S}yicer
fveryman: The Real Action Hero
Alicer Marie Syz'cev'
G’ainting:
15t Place- fDiversiﬁcarimz
"~ Joel Hughes
Anemone
Elizabeth T—(m;nes
Poetry: '
1st Place- Manic Depressive Plam Trees
Jon szo[es
2nd Place- Dirty Laundry

] Alice Marie S Spicer
3rd Place- Trash Novel

Patricia Polando
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A Day on the

Beach
By: ﬂsﬁ&y ﬂ-ﬂerﬁy
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Seeing Double
By: Colleen Bechtel

Purple Day
3y: Richard Potts
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‘Anemone

CBy: Elizabeth ?(aynes

2

cif

It’s oﬁay
< when tﬁings don’t go my way

It’s just ine
when the car in front of me drives too slowly,
even though it made me miss the green light

It’s no })roﬁﬁem
when my work won’t give me the a[ay oﬁ

e

t’s alright
when my sister gets angry with me,
even rﬁougﬁ it’s not at all my fau[t

3 at’s OE(F/
w when 1 turn the radio channel too late and miss my favorite song
|
4 \'r It's just fine
_ when 1 don’t understand you,
even though yow're just not making any sense

s 1o problem
when 1 have an awful hair day,
even rﬁougﬁ T'm going out that very night

It’s a(rigﬁt
> = when 1 miss out on an A Ey three-tenths of a yoint

Tt's oan
because that’s [ife

By: Jyllean Williams
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‘Pfay on words
Aall tﬁings are seen L%(erenrl'y.

A }m'sm scope of hope.
But et me Ering my sight to (igﬁt
To ﬁgﬁr the ﬁres (f my inside insigﬁt

None may know what no
Man may understand
For what is known
Has al'read'y been y[annedf’
Again a gain seems so plain
When it is made out qf pain.
Selfis 50 easy to surpass

[ike a look took through a pane of glass.

The seams seem to ream-
Splintering.
Sﬁattering under the weigﬁt.

Wait. :

For time will unwind’al_(fate-
undone or Eegun—anJ of cﬁange.’
Taking hold to estrange
a strange world, whirled in chaos.
Pushed to the ledge’s edées
A shade made of ﬂsconrent—
T0 see the sea that should not be
T0 see, to be, great v‘ﬁaysody!

‘Jf you mind the mind cf mine
7 assure you, you are as sure
In saying insane tﬁiv{ws
As 1, in the eyeof a ie.

Can you state the state
That instigates fate-

Or relate why you wish to berate
Or relate why you wish to be? Rate
What rh-z opinions will say
And know forever this is your day.
Though the truth is absurd,
We are all to })fay on words.

By: Richard Potts
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The Morning Szlﬁer

' By: Colleen Bechtel
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Untitled
By: Linc[say Titgpatricﬁ
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Whoo Me
By: ﬂsﬁ&zy ﬂ-ﬁerﬁy

Tmnsy arent

Butterfly
By: Cyndi Williamson

L£SCC chyssey 2005, 22nd Edition



w
! Ll

.*‘v* \

4 i ‘

¥

i ;

1!

e

A
W
itggy -




CRougﬂ Seas

By: John Adam
McIntire

Beloved Ca}omin
CBy: Patricia Polando
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Just Another Tobacco Store
By: ?lnge[a Boggs

Gazing T ﬁrougﬁ ‘Fence

Q%y: ‘Eyic Steinﬁerg
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Em’gma
@y: ‘Eric Steinﬁerg
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“Hank continued his egocentric monofogue,

but his words were far away, unimportant.”

counter. He breathed ﬁ'ngen’ng@. What 1
need to do is just sit down for about a
week stral;gﬁf with no visitors and no dis-
tractions and just finish this stupid book.
'Jf 7 do 1 can get on to write the one and 1
will be conlp[ere and whole in my career
goals. Just suck it up and do it, Leonard.

He poured the coffee and noticed
the time on l{s microwave: three a. m.
Shit. And he had an a}yoointment at six
thirty. How could he }aossiﬁly have lost
tra’:g/of time [ike that? Screw the coﬁ(ee—
he needed a few winks 1f he was 501’;13 to

nction in the morning. Ed Cunningﬁam
was a "very important man" and would
"not tolerate a tardy author." He turned
off the coffee machine and decided that the
usual formalities such as changing into
nightclothes or organizing his workspace
were suddenly superfluous.

Sleep stalked him all the way to
his shabby, unmade bed. 1t seemed as
though he had only had his eyes closed for
but a moment when the alarm clock beck-
oned him to awareness. ’Five—tﬁirty a.m.
He gave fu’mseﬁf the minimum amount of
morm'ng }Jre})amtion time in order to
maximize his REM time yet he never the
less showed up at the publisher’s office ten
minutes later than he should have. And he
began to panic rather dramatically.
Damn, this was all realh dbing a number
on his nerves. Wouldn’t be surprised if 1
developed an ulcer. He took the speed-
retarded elevator to the seventeenth floor
and walked down the ﬁa((way to his edi-
tor’s oﬁcice: Hank S}Jadk. He jau((e:f on the
door to finc[ unexpected resistance: locked.
What the hell? Hf cupped his hands [ike
wings on the side of }55 face and pressed
them againsr the door’s murEy etched
[ass window. Dark conrmsting shadows

of windbugoanes and blinds, but no silhou-

ette of human presence observable. What
on Earth is going on? He sighed sharply,
annoyed. Replacing the alarm of tardi-
ness, a new yanic emergec[ within him:
Did he have the wrong date? The wron
time? The wro (Eﬁcice? The wrong build-
ing? The wro planet??? Hépufecfout
his cell phone and hit the number seven
speed zg:z( to Hank’s mobile [ine.

“Hank S}Jad'e," he answered on
the ﬁrst ring, his voice was expectant fike
he was wairing for Leonard—or someone—
to call.

"“Yeah, Hank it’s me. What's
going on?" Leonard demanded, "T'm at
your ofﬁce for the meeting. Where are you

5uys?"
"Oh Christ, Lenny, yorgot."
Forgot? Forgot??? He sounded on edge.
"Listen, we just got some u};setring news."
“Yeah?" Someone had better be
dead.

"You know Ed Cunningham’s
mother has been in a coma, rigﬁr? Well
she died [ast m’gﬁt."

“That’s terrible," Leonard
sigﬁec{, trying to sound as sym}oatﬁetic as
_possiﬁ[e. T rutﬁﬁxﬂ:y, he was agitated that
he had woken up ear[y and dga ed his
tired ass all the wa a(owntovm%r a meet-
ing that was bloo y canceled without any-
one even sto; ing momentarify to inform
him of the fZ}cat or the reason.

“Yeah, a yarent[y there’s also
some {ou( Jofay afoot. You see, she was
smothered and T’'m at the hos italfrﬁ'ont
desk wain’ng on word ﬁom tﬁz po ice."
"“What? Leonard’s sigﬁr almost facﬁec[ to
black.

"Shit-for-brains nurses won't let me past
to see Clara. And on top of that
Cunni%ﬁam’s gone missing—no one’s

been able to ﬁm{ him."
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“That's imyossiﬁ(e." ‘}(efe[t (ike
he was receiving all of his sensory percep-
tion tﬁrougﬁ a giant mold qf 1'myenetm6(e
gefatin.

“Tell me about B Hank com-

lained, oblivious to Leonard’s crisis, "I'm
}auﬁ[isﬁing this asshole’s Biogm})ﬁ and

7'm not allowed into the room.” Hank con-

tinued his ?ocentn’c mono(ogue, but his

words were far away, unimportant.
Leonard felt the hallway begin to spin. He
sucked on some freeEom oxygen and laid
his palm to his sweat-distressed brow. Just
a coincidence. Totally unrelated.

"Listen, ﬂ-lgnﬁ," Leonard eignet{
normafcy, "I'm gonna go back to the
apartment and get back to work since
there’s no meeting today. Please Eeq) me
u}nfate&'

"Sure thing, man," Hank ang

up.

” Leonard’s mind was a blizzard
of randomized thought on the drive home.
He was so mentally preoccupied that home
seemed to arrive more quicé’; than usual
and he almost didn’t notice ;1{1'5 turn in
time.

Tﬁeﬁrst a(rqps quin had
}waecf onto the ground just as he drove
into the parking garage and even though
it was still weﬂg 6? ore noon, the sEy was
g(oomy and fore o:[ing as twiﬁ’gﬁt.
Leonard entered his now darkened apart-
ment. He flipped on the grand room [ight
switch, but even that z{ic?n’r seem to help
clear the dimness. As he laid his coat over
the couch arm, he saw his typewriter
crouching on the desk in the corner of his
eye. He gegan to feel dizzy again as he
warily stepped toward the work desk. He
reluctant y peeked over the edge of the keys
and read with uneasiness the words, which fie

had written the night before. He was




: 74

simu&aneousfy d'isa}{poinred' and sarisfl’e(f
to find his prediction correct: the fiction he
had 1’nrerjecred into the Cunningham
Biograyﬁ had come true. But was it just
a coincic{evnce? Of course it is. He burned
to know for certain, yet a nagging at the
back of his mind told him to throw the
damned rfn‘ng out q" the tenth story win-
dow. He reread the words and (ﬁgested
them. It ﬁayyenec{ exact[:y as he had writ-
ten it. Or near[y so—for it remained to be
seen whether Cunm’ngﬁam was the cu[}n’it
in the smotﬁen’ng qf his own comatose
mother.

Leonard cautiousfy sat in his
swivel chair with an ominous squeaé. He
lighted his fin ers to their proper resting

?aces on the geys. He was undeniabls
curious. He started a new }aaragrayé{
Leonard arrived home and sat at his type-

writer.
No shit, Sherlock. T Ty something big, sig-
mfl'cant. And }Jreferaﬁ[y somet ing that
hasn’t a[read'y happened. He Eegan again:
Thunder shook the Euiﬁ{ing.
The rumbling was [ong and intimid'ating
like the grow of an unfriendly mutt.
Leonangs guts trembled and%is rigﬁtene«f
iaw pushed his face into a wince. ‘A[tfwugﬁ
he had expected the event, it still managed
to catch ﬁgm (;ﬁf guan{ His head acﬁedg
with lfranric thought or so he imagined
until he realized that he had forgotten to
breathe. Once he was able to continue fill-
ing his [ungs at a moderate pace, he egan
to doubt the typewriter’s power again.
?Ter all; the sEy had a(ready been dark
efore he arrived home. That thunder
could have just been a coincidence. Or!
Perhaps Leonard was clairvoyant and it

had nothing to do with the typewriter at
all.

Eeystroée of the yeriod =
He sat back in the bendable support of his

cushioned swivel chair and searched the
room from his perch. He eyed the half-
empty cup o cold coffee on the kitchen
bar. Okay, that'll do. He started another
new paragraph on the typewriter:

T ﬁe{cﬁeg cfzv crashed ?{J}Jtﬁe f[oor.

He heard the dull thud and
sp(atter synch with the Eeysrroﬁe of the
yeriozf e spottez{ the broken ceramic shell
and the gfistening (iquicf cmw(ing afong
the old wood ﬂoor toward his couch.
’S,pectacu[ar. His heart was oumfing in

his ears so [ouc[[y that he didn’t notice the
fist knocking at his front door. And when
he did realize that there was an enti
awuiting entry to his ﬁome, hie noticed the
rﬁytﬁm beat in time with his 5a(€c}ping
f:u(se. He a}a})roacﬁec{ the door an. oyenecf
it with nervous a}fpreﬁension.

“Lenny, how ya doin’?
Cunningﬁam said sifEi(y. Leonard was
f(a%ergusted to a state of muteness. He
nearﬁ/ ]JisseJ his pants.

z "‘Uﬁ," h}ea Eegan to recover, "Mr.
Cu nningﬁam L..owon’t. .. won’t you come
in?" he asked trying as hard as possible
not to Eermy r% fgcr that he had no
desire for Cunningﬁam to come even a
millimeter closer to him or his home.

"Call me “Ed,’ Leonard,"
Cunningﬁam entered the apartment
qm’cE(y, surveying the gmm{ room, the
Zpen office to the right, the dim modern

itchen to the [eft. Once he seemed satis-
ﬁ’ed: he turned to face Leonard, who
exyert[y blocked Cunningﬁam‘s view qf the
work area and especia[[y the ty}aewriter‘

] just got the news about your
motﬁer," Leonard forced’ casual concern,
attem}m'n to smother his increasing
ﬁgﬁt-or—fﬁgﬁt inner voice, "What a blow."
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“He heard the dull thud and syfatter syncﬁ with the

"What?" Cunningham looked
perplexed, his digits c(enc?gng and
unc(encﬁing, his eyes continued to dart
toward the opene blinds out to the gradu-
alTy (ood'ing streets below. "Oh, rtgﬁ? o
right.” he recovered, a politician’s smile
ﬁxea{ to his face. "Well, you know these
tﬁings ﬁa})}?en. And rﬁey're ofren meant to
ﬁa})})en too."

"So what brings you to my hum-
ble abode?" Leonard }J(ea et{, "] mean wh
come to see me when your mother’s death
is currently being investigated 6;%/ the
police?" Cunningham’s f{yes blinked in sur-
prise and then narrowed in suzpicion. As
soon as Leonard saw Cunning am’s faciaf
reaction to the quesrion, he menm[fy chas-
tised himself for having asked it that way,.
Can’t you just for once think before you
speak? No. Wi y? T'm scared shitless, that’s
wﬁy!

"Well 1 suppose it’s relevant to
the biography—1 figured you would want
to interview me about it; to brir the story
up to date," Cunningﬁam was almost con-
vincing in his re;;(y, but the facr that the
smile on his face never ceased. tﬁrougfwut
his answer conﬁrmecf Leonard’s suspicion
that he was fying tﬁrougﬁ his teeth: [iter-
aﬂ'y. Also, Leonard noticed, Cunningham
was eriod’icaﬂ'y lancing around the room
and}cjvur the window. 1t reminded him of a
predator ?ﬁer the kill, protecting his
spoils. 1s he using my apartment as a
hr;zﬁzout ﬁom the yo[:'/ce? He certainfy

seems worried about Eeing seen.

"Can 1 qﬁ(er Yyou a cup qfcoﬁ(ee

or tea? Leonard tried distraction, then
desperation: "Unless of course, you wanted
to use my phone to call your wife . . . or .

.. or a taxi? Perhaps you want to be with
your fami[y at a time [ike this?"




"“Hmm? Oh, uh, coﬁee would be great,
Lenny. Thanks." Cunningﬁam}mt on his
television smile and assumed his T’m-the-
sort-of-guy-you-can-trust stance.

Leonard offered Cunningham a
seat on the sqfa, which he declined with a
one-handed wave gesture. Leonard then
backed into the kitchen serf—fiﬁe, deter-
mined to Eee}o his eyes on the };otentia[
serial killer who just ﬁa}a}aenerf to be on the
run ﬁ'om his latest murder and using
Leonard’s apartment as a hideout under
the guise ofi casual business excursion.

Leonard Eegan the coﬁee ot for
the third time that morning; sim}alp re-
reheating the concoction he brewed last
night. Cunningham looked on his progress
ﬁge a gymnastics coach, continuing to
grin stupidly whilst the gears behind his
stare clicked toward another agenda.
Leonard was forced unwillin g to turn
away in order to take two c(g

an cgﬁ(ee
mnI?S out of the cabinet next to the fridge
a set tﬁem on fﬁe counter. ‘Tﬁe Sigﬁf

that he beheld only a second later when he

turned back to check on Cunningham’s
whereabouts in the gram{ room filled him
with such terror that he felt his bowels
[oosen stgniﬁcant@.

Cunningham was holding up the typewrit-
ten Eiograyﬁy page.

Leonard was too stunned to
move.

"What'’s this?" Cunningham
nggec{ out the "1" in "this," sound'ing [ike
the schoolmaster who has founc[ a cheat
sheet in Leonard’s desk bin.

Cunningﬁam a Proacﬁezf
Leonard menacingly. All Leonard could
do was stand there im otent(y, his eyes
dancing to and fro. d-lzijs instincts told him
to move furtﬁer into the kitchen and use

the bar as a shield, but his brain argued
that the move would on(y trap him.

"So you think 1 Eill{d' my moth-
er, do you, Leonard?" Cunningﬁam spat,
(ooléing more and more like a [it jack}jo-
[antern: his grin no fonger communicated
false pleasantry, but now harm-intending
malice. "And (f‘/ow in the blazes did you
know about my father too?" ¥

"] . " he shook his head in the
negative, his mouth ﬁangin open (ike a
trap door. Leonard, whose (g(e‘s work had
always been S?in the right thing in the
right way suddenly couldn’t remember
how to construct the English fangua e.

Cunningﬂam efr Leonardqw
time to answer, he charged forward gmﬁ-
bing Leonard by the sfgu ders and throw-
ing him rougﬁ Y out of the kitchen into
the grand room. Leonard felt stabbin,
pain in his side and cold liquid soak his
shirt. He asyed’ in surprise and yain, his
eyes winE?ng in horrified disbelief.
Cunningham stood over him and sli yed
his coo c(ry hands around .£eonanf§J
throat, constn’cting his airway to near
suﬁocati(m. Leonard’s eyes Eu@ec{ and his
mouth tried to capture oxygen to no avail.
His hands instinctivel’y C(Ztcﬁe«f and
clawed at the vise-like hands around his
neck. Just as Leonard was sure he was
going to black out, he realized what was
causing the stabbing pain in his side.

The broken coffee mug.

He removed his right hand from his
attacker’s immoﬁi?e grip and swept the
f(oor with his ingers Egn(ﬁng@, search-
ingly. He felt the handle jf the coffee mug,
now disjointed and jagged on one end.
"gom{nigﬁt,“ Cunnin;ﬁam cooed, eyes
saucers qf morbid fascination.

With a swift motion that contained all of
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the strengrﬁ fefr in Leonard’s entire Eeing,
he thrust the jaagecf coffee handle over and
uyward' into the eyes o his o position.
Tmmediately, Leonard’s necEP was [iberated
as Cunningfmm’s hands went up to reach
for his stinging eyes. Leonard’s breath
returned Eeginning with a lbng and burn-
ing wheeze. He turned over on his belly
and scrambled away from Cunningﬁam,
toward his Jaewriter. Knowin exact[y
what needed to be d’one, he kicked his swiv-
el chair out cf the way and crouched over
the Eeys to type ﬁurriec{fy:

Leonard woke up; it was all a dream.

As the blanket of unconsciousness Eegan to
close over him, Leonard looked toward the
kitchen and saw Cunningﬁam’s staggering
form, the side of his face sm'}oea( uneven[}/
with yellow [ined wounds spouting globs of
6[00({‘/ running down the cracks éf his face
and into the gums and teeth of his unfal-
tering grin. No matter how great his ter-
ror was, Leonard could not eep his eyes
ﬁ'om cfosing and he passed out.

He was startled Ey és work jaﬁone ringing
with its ra}n’d' hi ﬁ—})itcﬁezf tones: NUH,
NUH NUH NUH NUH NUH! He
moaned; his arms and face ached. He real-
ized that he was sitting at his desk, with
his arms fof{ﬁnf over the top of his type-
writer, the side ?f his face yresse«f against
the keys. The phone demanded his atten-
tion again; this time he registered the
meaning behind the annoyinf; sound. He
}n’cﬁec{ up the receiver groggi .

"“Hello? he groused.
"Len:}y.'" ﬂ-gmﬁ barked, "What the hell are
you oinﬁ at home? 1t’s seven o’ clock and
yow're already half an hour (ate for the
meeting.' And C unningﬁam isn’t exact[_t/
thrilled. In fact, he down rigﬁt }Jissei
Hello? Hell-ohhhhA?"
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“What a m’gﬁtmme," Leonard shook his head, "Sorry, Hank it won’t ﬁa})yen again—‘]’m on my way."

"“You had goc{ dammned well better be." Hank hun, up.

Leonard sat up abruptly and clambered across tge apartment into his bathroom and switched on the light. He turned on the faucet,
scooped up some cold water and splashed his sleep-warmed face to harsh attention. He looked at his own reflection in the mirror and
saw the imprint of his typewriter keys on the right side of his face: "H K" was in purple-red on his cheek backwards. What a psy-
chotic dream that was. 1 need to learn to not stay up working so late. He began to unétton his shirt at the collar and noticezj;ﬁl{z

reddened streaks [ining either side of his neck.

What? In the Eyes of Whom
CBy: ‘.Ma[[ory T aylor

LSCC Odyssey 2005, 22nd Edition



20

Freedom ‘.Fo’ﬁ’eit

By: f]oe[?—(ug 1€S

Bloomin
CBy: Patricia Polando
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