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THE ODYSSEY IS PRODUCED AND EDITED ANNUALLY BY
LAKE-SUMTER STATE COLLEGE STUDENTS. THE
CONTENTS OF THIS EDITION WAS SELECTED.
PHOTOGRAPHED. AND EDITED FOR CONTENT BY THE
ODYSSEY STAFF. ALL CONTENT IS FROM
LAKE-SUMTER STUDENTS AND ALL ENTRIES WERE CREATED
BY LAKE-SUMTER STUDENTS, EXCEPT CERTAIN PHOTOS TAKEN
BY THE ODYSSEY STAFF TO ELEVATE THE APPEAL
OF STUDENTS WRITING.



ODYSSEY STAFF
e

THIS YEAR WE HAD MANY GREAT ENTRIES. AND SINCE WE
DID NOT HAVE AS MANY AS PREVIOUS YEARS. WE TRIED TO
FIT ALL OF THE ENTRIES IN THIS MAGAZINE. WE ALSO
DECIDED TO GO WITH A MORE MAGAZINE LIKE APPROACH
AS WELL AND DECIDED NOT TO USE ANY WEBSITE IMAGES.
FOR EXAMPLE, THE COVER WAS CREATED COMPLETELY IN
MICROSOFT WORD. THIS ALSO MEANS ANY PICTURE THAT
WAS NOT AN ENTRY WAS TAKEN BY ONE OF US TO IMPROVE
THE MAGAZINE, AND ADD TO THE AMAZING WRITING WE
HAD THIS YEAR. THIS YEAR WE HAD A RECORD BREAKING
AMOUNT OF POETRY. THEREFORE, WE CHOSE AN EDGAR
ALLAN POE THEME. ELIZABETH. OUR GRAPHIC DESIGNER.
DESIGNED THE COVERS COMPLETELY ON HER OWN. TWO
OF POE'S MOST RECOGNIZABLE WORKS ARE THE RAVEN
(1845) AND THE BLACK CAT (1845). OF WHICH W'E USED
VISUALS INSPIRED BY THESE WORKS OF LITERARY ART.

THIS YEAR WE DID GET THE OPPORTUNITY TO TALK
TO THE ARTISTS THAT CAME TO THE AWARD SHOW/.
WHICH IS ALWAYS ENJOYABLE TO PUT A FACE TO THE
ARTWORK. WE WANT TO SAY CONGRATS TO OUR
WINNERS AND ALSO TO THOSE WHO HAV'E
GRADUATED. WE WILL MISS TALKING TO YOU
AND HAVING YOUR AMAZING WORK IN OUR
MAGAZINE. WE HOPE ONLY THE BEST TO YOU IN
YOUR FUTURE CAREERS AND NEVER STOP BEING
ARTISTS!

= 7<ay/ee Temp/f
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Were I called on to define, very briefly, the term Art, T should call it ‘the reproduction
of what the Senses perceive in Nature through the veil of the soul.'

~Edgar Allan Poe
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O'er the strange woods—

o'er the sea~ ‘
Over spirits on the wing—
Over every drowsy thing—

And buries them up quite
In a labyrinth of light—

~Fairyland

Edgar Allan Poe




XOMETIMES  /1EXIS PAYNTER . -

TIMES | THINK OF YOU. LEFT WITH I//HISPERS OF SUCH TIMES. WHEN YOUR HEART HELD

MINE. THOUGHTS ARE ALL | OW/N OF YOU.. YOU HAD CALMED MY RAGING STORM. WITH-

YOU M LOST AT SEA. WITHOUT YOU | CANNOT BREATH. THE 4/ AVES STAY ABOVE MY

: I TOUCH THE SPACE NEAR MY RIBS. WHERE YOU STAYED AND MADE A HOME.. SPIDER WEBRS AND
'KEN BONES. LIVE THERE NOW/. BUT I'M ALONE. SOMETIMES I DO FORGET YOU. WHEN MOTHER PULLS
IE TO HER. HER 1/ ARM SUN RAYS ARE MY CURE.. HER BODY WRAPS ME UP TIGHT. | LIE THERE WITH MY

(ES CLOSED: DAISIES GROW FROM MY SOFT SKIN, AND BERRIES BLOOM FROM MY CHIN.

“OME BUZZING BY. | AM ONE WITH HER BEAUTY. THE SAME SWEET RIVERS COURSING THROUGH MY OWN

EINS AND FLOW/ING OUT TILL |

AM FINALLY FREE. EVEN AT NIGHT
HER 1511 SHINES IN THE SKY 4S

F ALIVE. EVEN WITHOUT YOU | RISE

AND | SWEAR- | WILL

SURVIVE.




CONSTHUENCY

Or NONE

I T W AS NOVEMBER 6TH AND EVERYONE

W AS ABOUT TO NOT VOTE FOR THE NEXT PRESIDENT
OF THE UNITED STATES. EVERYONE W AS RATHER
APATHETIC ABOUT THE PROCEEDINGS AND NOBODY
IN THE NEW'S W AS COVERING THE EVENT, BUT EVERY-
ONE DID AGREE THAT IT W AS A TIME-HONORED
AMERICAN TRADITION THAT SHOULD BE RESPECTED
AND OBSERVED IN THE PRIVACY OF EVERYONE'S
HOMES. SEAN MCALLISTER, THE SPEAKER OF THE
HOUSE, W AITED FOR THE PROCEEDINGS IN HIS
OFFICE. AS HE W AITED FOR THE RESULTS OF THE
ELECTION, HE THOUGHT ABOUT THE FUTURE AS WELL
AS THE PAST.

THE TRADITION OF NOT VOTING BEGAN
DURING THE MID-TERM ELECTIONS OF 2018. PEOPLE
WERE RATHER BUMMED OUT ABOUT THE
PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION RESULTS OF 2016, ESPECIALLY
CONSIDERING THE CANDIDATE WHO WON THE
ELECTORAL COLLEGE DID NOT WIN THE POPULAR
VOTE (AGAIN). AND SO WHEN MID-TERMS CAME
ALONG IN 2018, MOST PEOPLE THOUGHT, “OH, THAT'S
OKAY. | KNOW MY VOTE WON'T MAKE A
DIFFERENCE. BESIDES, | KNOW MY DISTRICT USUALLY
SWINGS ONE W AY. I'LL JUST LET THEM DO THE
WORK THIS TIME.” THE ONLY PROBLEM IS THAT
EVERYONE HAD THAT SAME IDEA. AND SO, IN THE
FIRST TIME IN HISTORY, NO ONE VOTED ON ELECTION
DAY.

THE RESULTS WEREN'T PARTICULARLY
CATASTROPHIC. EACH STATE HAD GUIDELINES ON
WHAT TO DO ON SUCH OCCASIONS. IN SOME
TOWNS WHERE MAYORS WERE RUNNING, THE
CANDIDATES JUST DREW LOTS UNTIL ONE W AS
CHOSEN. THE AMERICAN PEOPLE, REALIZING THAT THE
GOVERNMENT COULD SEEMINGLY FUNCTION
WITHOUT THE INPUT TO VOTE, DECIDED, “HEY, WHY
NOT MAKE A TRADITION OUT OF THIS?"

OF COURSE, POLITICIANS THOUGHT
OTHERWISE. HOWEVER, INSTEAD OF ENCOURAGING
THEIR CONSTITUENTS TO VOTE, THEY DECIDED TO
TAKE THIS OPPORTUNITY TO PASS NEW LEGISLA-
TION. SOME STATES BEGAN TO INCORPORATE NEW
ELECTION TIE-BREAKER RULES. THINGS LIKE CRAPS
AND ROCK, PAPER, SCISSORS WERE ADDED TO THE
WAYS IN WHICH A TIE COULD BE BROKEN. THIS LED
TO A FAMOUS SENATORIAL ELECTION IN MISSOURI
WHERE ONE CANDIDATE TRIED TO PLAY WITH LOAD-
ED DICE.

ANYW AY, SINCE EVERYTHING SEEMED TO
WORK OUT DURING THOSE MID-TERMS, THE AMERI-
CAN PEOPLE THOUGHT, “HEY, LET'S TRY THAT AGAIN
FOR THE PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION AND SEE WHAT
HAPPENS!" AND SO IN 2020 NO ONE VOTED IN THE
PRESIDENTIAL ELECTIONS. THIS TIME, THE NEW'S DID
REPORT ON WHAT W AS HAPPENING NOT BECAUSE
IT WAS IMPORTANT, BUT BECAUSE IT W AS EXCITING.
NOBODY KNEW EXACTLY WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF
NO ONE VOTED.

WELL, THE ELECTORS DIDN'T KNOW WHAT
TO DO AT FIRST. BUT THEN THEY ALL HAD THIS GREAT
IDEA. THEY FIGURED THEY WOULD VOTE IN 4 W AY
THAT WOULD REFLECT THE POPULAR ELECTION RE-
SULT. AND SO THE ELECTORS THEMSELVES CHOSE TO
NOT VOTE. NOW THINGS GOT PRETTY DARN INTER-
ESTING, BECAUSE THIS W AS SEEN AS A TIE IN THE
ELECTORAL COLLEGE. THAT'S WHEN ONE OF THOSE
AMENDMENTS IN THE CONSTITUTION COMES INTO
PLAY (SEAN MCALLISTER COULDN'T REMEMBER
WHICH ONE IT W AS AT THE MOMENT W AS IT THE
IHTH? THE I9TH? MAYBE THE 26 TH?), BECAUSE THEN
THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES IS SUPPOSED TO
VOTE FOR A PRESIDENT AND THE SENATE IS SUP-
POSED TO VOTE FOR A VICE PRESIDENT.

WELL, AS YOU CAN PROBABLY GUESS, THEY
ALL DECIDED TO REFLECT THE WISHES OF THEIR CON-
STITUENTS AS WELL, AND SO THEY ALL ABSTAINED
FROM VOTING. BUT THERE'S EVEN A RULE ABOUT
THAT TOO IN THAT VERY SAME AMENDMENT, BE-




CAUSE THAT TOO W AS TREATED AS A TIE, AND
WHEN THAT HAPPENS, THE SPEAKER OF
THE HOUSE BECOMES PRESIDENT! AND
EVERYONE IN AMERICA W AS HAPPY IT
W AS THE BEST SHOW ON CABLE TELEVI-
SION ANYONE HAD EVER SEEN AND THE
RATINGS SOARED THROUGH THE ROOF. “NOBODY
COULD'VE PREDICTED THAT TWIST ENDING!” EVERY-
ONE MOSTLY SAID.

BUT ELECTIONS WERE LESS EXCITING AFTER
THAT. YOU SEE, PEOPLE STOPPED RUNNING FOR OF-
FICE ALTOGETHER. THEY FIGURED, “HEY, THE SYSTEM
WORKS WITHOUT PARTICIPATING IN IT  WHY
W ASTE MY TIME VOTING WHEN THERE ARE MORE
IMPORTANT THINGS TO DO?" AND SO THE NEXT MID
-TERM CAME AND WENT MOSTLY IT WENT, CON-
SIDERING NO SEATS WERE CONTESTED, SO THE IN-
CUMBENTS REMAINED THE INCUMBENTS. EVERY-
ONE THOUGHT IT W AS REFRESHING, REALLY. THEY
DIDN'T HAVE TO ENDURE THOSE REALLY ANNOY-
ING CAMPAIGN ADS RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF
THEIR FAVORITE SHOWS. TWO YEARS AFTER THAT,
NO ONE CHALLENGED THE SITTING PRESIDENT, SO
FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HISTORY THE PRESIDENT RE-
MAINED THE PRESIDENT WITHOUT OPPOSITION.

OF COURSE, THERE WERE SOME CONCERNS.
PEOPLE DON'T LIVE FOREVER AND SEAN MCALLIS-
TER KNEW THIS BEST, WHAT WITH BEING 10I1-YEARS
-OLD AND ALL. AND SO MAYORS AND CIRCUIT
JUDGES STARTED TO KICK THE BUCKET. THAT'S
WHEN MOST STATES STARTED TO MAKE AMEND-
MENTS TO THEIR OWN CONSTITUTIONS TO GIVE
POWERS TO THE GOVERNOR TO APPOINT PEOPLE
IN VACANCIES (SOME STATES ALREADY HAD RULES
LIKE THAT, SO NOBODY THOUGHT IT W AS A BIG
FUSS ANYW AY). BUT THEY DIDN'T BOTHER TO DO
THAT WITH REPRESENTATIVES. THEY FIGURED THERE
WERE SO MANY THAT THEY HAD PLENTY OF TIME
TO TABLE THAT MATTER TO A LATER DATE. WHEN
GOVERNORS STARTED TO KEEL OVER, CONGRESS
PASSED AN AMENDMENT ALLOWING THEM TO AP-
POINT PEOPLE IN V ACANCIES. EVEN WHEN SU-
PREME COURT JUSTICES ANSWERED THEIR FINAL
SUMMONS, THE PRESIDENT NEVER BOTHERED TO
APPOINT NOMINEES (EVERYONE AGREED THAT THE
SUPREME COURT REALLY DIDN'T DO MUCH BUT
MAKE THINGS MORE COMPLICATED ANYW AY).
AND EVERYTHING W AS FINE.

SO EVERY EIGHT YEARS, THE SPEAKER OF
THE HOUSE BECAME THE NEXT PRESIDENT. AND
THAT TRADITION HAS CONTINUED TO THE PRESI-
DENTIAL ELECTIONS OF 2084. THIS TIME, HOWEVER,
EVERYONE STARTED TO CARE ABOUT THE ELEC-
TIONS AGAIN. YOU SEE, WHILE SEAN MCALLISTER IS
THE SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE AND, OBVIOUSLY, THE
NEXT PRESIDENT, HE ALSO HAPPENS TO BE THE
LAST EXISTING MEMBER OF CONGRESS. HE W AS
ONCE THE YOUNGEST MEMBER OF CONGRESS, BUT
NOW HE'S THE OLDEST ONE EVER, HAVING SERVED

IN CONGRESS FOR 72 YEARS.

IN JUST UNDER AN HOUR, THE POLLS
WOULD CLOSE AND NOBODY WILL HAVE CAST
THEIR BALLOTS. HOWEVER, NOTHING IN THE CON-
STITUTION SAID WHAT TO DO WITHOUT A LEGIS-
LATIVE BRANCH. | MEAN, THE COUNTRY HAD BEEN
GETTING ALONG FINE WITH THERE BEING ONLY ONE
MEMBER OF CONGRESS FOR THE LAST EIGHT
YEARS SURELY THEY COULD GET BY IF THERE W AS
NO ONE THERE, RIGHT? NEW'S STATIONS DEBATED
THE ISSUE FIERCELY, SUGGESTING THAT THE PRESI-
DENT COULD SIMPLY ISSUE EXECUTIVE ORDERS.
SINCE THERE W OULDN'T BE A CONGRESS TO STRIKE
THEM DOWN, THEY COULD GET BY FOR ANOTHER
EIGHT YEARS (WELL, IF SEAN MCALLISTER SURVIVES
HIS EIGHT YEARS IN OFFICE) BEFORE ANYONE REAL-
LY HAD TO THINK ABOUT DOING SOMETHING
ABOUT IT.

AND SO HERE SEAN MCALLISTER SAT,
THINKING THAT MAYBE IT W AS TIME TO DO SOME-
THING. SO WHEN THE POLLS CLOSED AND THE RE-
SULTS IMMEDIATELY CAME IN AND THE ELECTORS
ALL ABSTAINED AND SEAN MCALLISTER HIMSELF
ABSTAINED TO VOTE FOR HIMSELF, HE AUTOMATI-
CALLY BECAME THE PRESIDENT. AND FROM THAT
DAY UNTIL INAUGURATION DAY, SEAN MCALLISTER
THOUGHT AND THOUGHT SOME MORE ABOUT
WHAT TO DO. AND SO, AFTER SWEARING ON A4
COMPUTER TABLET OPENED UP TO THE DIGITAL
VERSION OF THE BIBLE, PRESIDENT MCALLISTER IM-
MEDIATELY GOT TO WORK ON HIS IDEAS.

ON THE FOLLOWING DAY, PRESIDENT MCAL-
LISTER ISSUED A WORDY EXECUTIVE ORDER THAT
W AS LATER SUMMED UP IN BULLET POINTS ON THE
NEW'S THAT BASICALLY SAID THE OFFICE OF THE
PRESIDENT W AS NO LONGER AN ELECTED OFFICE
BUT AN APPOINTED ONE SERVED FOR LIFE (OR UN-
TIL THEY ARE REPLACED), AS WERE ALL OTHER OF-
FICES OF REPRESENTATIVES ON BOTH A FEDERAL
AND STATE LEVEL. WITH NO SITTING MEMBERS OF
CONGRESS OR THE SUPREME COURT, THE EXECUTIVE
ORDER W AS MADE INTO LAW IN THE SAME DAY.

AND THEN SOMETHING AMAZING HAPPENED.
PEOPLE WERE HAPPY FOR ONCE. THEY NO LONGER
HAD TO DEAL WITH THE PESKY ISSUE OF HAVING
TO CAST AVOTE (THAT DIDN'T REALLY MATTER AN-
YW AY) FOR SOME GUY WHO W AS JUST GOING TO
SCREW THEM OVER. INSTEAD, THAT RESPONSIBILITY
WOULD BE LEFT TO THE PRESIDENT. HE WOULD AP-
POINT GOVERNORS AND SENATORS AND CON-
GRESSPEOPLE AND JUDGES. IT'S WHAT EVERYONE
W ANTED ANYW AY, SINCE EVERYONE STOPPED
VOTING LONG AGO. AND SO EVERYTHING TURNED
OUT OKAY.

WRITTEN BY: DAVID RENNA




KRISTEN BINNING

From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, -Dream-land
Out of SPACE—~Out of TIME. Edgar Allan Poe
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“TEN. NINE. EIG
iSEI/EN. SIX, IGNITION
SEQUENCE ON, FII/f
FOUR. THREE. T/«

E HAVE LIFTOFF.” The

control room erupts into gleeful
cheer. The vibrations of this brief

/moment in time echo throughout
the world as mankind is glued to
their media. The year is 19639
and the Apollo N astronauts cling
to their seats as the forces of
physics send their blood into a
panic. An unforgettable feeling
that will be talked about for
decades. But no feeling can
compare to wiping moon dust off
space boots after a long day of
astrobiological exploration on the
surface of Luna.

| have a vision that
stretches beyond the edge of the

depths of exploration, and
embraces history and the future
of mankind. It creates wonder

and awe. And with this vision, is
inspiration, and from that

inspiration — T BECOMES A
DREAM.

A dream can be defined
as an aspiration, or a goal,
alongside this is also a definition
of a wild or vain fantasy. Some
thought that stepping foot on the
moon couldn't be done. But the
crewman of the Apollo 1 mission
turned this dream, which once
was a fantasy, into a reality.

Fast forward forty-five years

later:

MANHASSTURNED
IHAFSMALESTER @N-THE
MOONINTO"AGIANTEEAR

CHASING'A COMET

1HROQUGH THECOSMOS;
ANDCATCHINGIITRONCE
AGAINIMAKING HISTORY:

Now let's talk scientific
philosophy. Murphy's Law
states: anything that can qo
wrong, will go wrong. It is
understood by the scientific
community that the risks
involued with some of the most
ambitious projects are almost

not worth it. The space aqencies

o DN
\ M m

have seen their share of tragedy.
Disasters such as the Space
Shuttle Columbia of 2003, or
the government budget cuts that
almost ended hope for space
exploration altogether. lives
were lost, and dreams were
broken, but it didn't stop us.

WHEN | LOOK UP AT
THE STARS AT NIGHT. | SEE
OPPORTUNITY. Opportunity

that was put there from the hun-
ger of mankind. The hunger to
explore, the hunger for
Kknowledge, and the hunger to
aduance. The audacity to take
the punches of the risks involued
brought us to this point. We
have those who are not afraid to
be bold to thank for it. The first
astronauts on the moon, the
computer technicians in mission
control, the math professors at
your local community col-
lege, and the leaders who in-
spire each of us to go beyond
where we ever thought imagina-

vle. SPACE, THE FINAL
FRONTIER.

BY KRISTEN
BINNING



THE ACIN THE CAR W ASN'T DOING ANYTHING
AGAN. | W AS SWEATING. AS ALW AYS. IN MY BEAT-
UP CAR. THE FRONT VENTS HAD NEVER REALLY
WORKED. YOU WOULD THINK THAT W OULDVVE
BEEN SOMETHING TO REALLY LOOK OUT FOR WHEN
YOU BUY A4 CAR IN SOUTH FLORIDA. WHERE THE
WEATHER IS EITHER SUMMER OR SIX DEGREES OF
SEPARATION FROM THE SURFACE OF THE SUN, BUT,
AT THE TIME. | W AS MORE FOCUSED ON TRYING TO
GET A MODE OF TRANSPORTATION AS QUICKLY AS
POSSIBLE. BECAUSE TAKING TWO DIFFERENT CITY
BUSES JUST TO GET TO HIGH SCHOOL W AS ALREADY
PUTTING ME AT THE EDGE OF DROPPING OUT. BUT
THAT'S AN ENTIRELY DIFFERENT STORY. IN THIS ONE. |
W AS MELTING IN MY SEAT.

| MEAN. IT W ASN'T EXACTLY A PARTIC-
ULARLY HOT DAY NOT BY SOUTH FLORIDA STAND-
ARDS IN JULY. IT W AS A LITTLE BIT AFTER NOON AND
MY CAR HAD BEEN SITTING IN THE SUN FOR A FEW
HOURS. ALLOWING JUST ENOUGH TIME FOR THE IN-
TERIOR TO FESTER AND BEGIN TO SMELL OF BURNING
PLASTIC. YOU EVER GET IN YOUR CAR AND FIND THAT
THE AR W AS SOMEHOW THICKER AND HOTTER
THAN IT W AS OUTSIDE? | REMEMBER GETTING INTO
THAT CAR AND THE AR BURNING MY EYES. EVERY

SHERRI ROSE
LITTLE CAR BIG CAR

BREATH | TOOK IN W AS LIKE SIPPING A BOTTLE OF
TABASCO. SO YOU DO THE ONLY THING YOU CAN
YOU CRANK UP THE AC TO THE POINT WHERE IT'S
BLAZING IN SO LOUD YOU CANT HEAR THE STEREC
BUT THEN THAT'S A TWO-FOLD PROBLEM. BECAU
THE FRONT VENTS ARE JUST BLOWING THE COLD
ON MY CD PLAYER. CAUSING THE DISC TO SKIP. A
THE ONLY THING THAT'S REALLY COOLING DOWN
ARE MY KNUCKLES ON THE STEERING W/HEEL BE-
CAUSE MY MEAT CLAW'S ARE SO BIG THAT THEY
BLOCK THE VENT FROM ACTUALLY HITTING MY FA
THOSE WERE THE DAYS WHEN MY
GEST WORRY W AS HOW | W AS GOING TO COOL
OFF COMING HOME FROM A4 JOB. WELL. IF YOU
COULD CALLIT AJOB. I W AS "SELF-EMPLOYED" A
THE TIME, WHICH IS TO SAY | DID ODD-JOBS BECA
| COULDN'T FIND GAINFUL EMPLOYMENT (OR WHA
EVER THEY CALL THE PROCESS BY WHICH YOU
FULLY TAKE A SHIT JOB THAT NOBODY REALLY
W ANTS BECAUSE THOSE ARE THE ONLY OPTIONS
AV ALABLE TO YOU). | MEAN, | W/ ASN'T PICKY. IT'S
JUST EVERY JOB AGENCY YOU WENT TO AT THET
THERE W AS SOME H0-YEAR-OLD GUY DRESSED IN
SUIT AND TIE LOOKING LIKE HE W AS TEETERING O
THE EDGE OF EATING A BULLET BECAUSE HIS MBA




I —

WASNT SAVING HIM FROM THIS "ECONOMIC DOWN-
TURN." IT PROBABLY DIDN'T HELP THAT ALL THE OLD
FOGEYS WHO REFUSE TO RETIRE ARE W ORKING AS
BAG BOYS AT PUBLIX, COMFORTABLY ENJOYING THE
BENEFITS OF MEDICAL AND DENTAL PLANS.

BUT YOU DO WHAT YOU HAVE TO,
AND SO | DROVE AROUND ON A W ORD-OF-MOUTH
BUSINESS ON OFFERING COMPUTER LESSONS OR
TRYING TO FIX PEOPLE'S COMPUTERS. DON'T GET ME
WRONG IT'S APRETTY SWEET GIG IF YOU HAVE THE
PATIENCE FOR IT. YOU HEAR THE HORROR STORIES
FROM TECH SUPPORT ABOUT THE PEOPLE WHO
DONT KNOW HOW TO TURN THEIR MONITOR ON
OR THEIR COMPUTER AND THINK THAT'S PURE F ABRI-
CATION, BUT IT REALLY ISN'T. MOST OF THE STUFF |
CAME OUT FOR W AS BECAUSE MR. SCRUFFLES
KNOCKED A CORD LOOSE AND NOBODY THOUGHT
1O LOOK IF THE THING W AS PLUGGED IN OR NOT.

BUSINESS. AS YOU CAN IMAGINE, W AS-
NT GREAT. W ORD-OF-MOUTH IS A NICE W AY OF
SAYING, "PLEASE. FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, TELL YOUR
FRIENDS. FAMILY. AND YOUR CHRISTMAS CARD MAIL-
ING LIST ABOUT ME BECAUSE | W/ORK ON-CALL AND
IMNOT EARNING DIDDLY-SQUAT.” MOST OF MY BUSI-
NESS CAME FROM A FAMILY A WEALTHY FAMILY
WHO W AS MORE THAN WILLING TO ENTERTAIN THE
DOWN-ON-HIS-LUCK KID. IT STARTED OUT WITH AN
ELDERLY GENTLEMEN W/HO W ANTED TO LEARN
HOW TO USE HIS COMPUTER HIS GRANDSON HAD
BOUGHT FOR HIM. HE W/ AS A REALLY GREAT GUY. HE
DID WHAT MOST PEOPLE OF THAT AGE DO WHEN
THEY RECOGNIZE AN ALRIGHT INDIVIDUAL  THEY
BUILD YOU UP. TALK ABOUT HOW YOU'RE AN
"UPSTANDING MAN" AND BELIEVE THAT. EVENTUALLY,
YOU'LL GET THAT BIG BREAK BECAUSE “YOU'RE
BRIGHT AND INTELLIGENT.” AS AN ASIDE. IF | HAD A
NICKEL EVERY TIME SOMEONE SAID THAT ABOUT ME,
IPROBABLY COULD'VE RETIRED AT 20. SO 'M NOT
SURE WHAT EFFECT REPEATING IT HAS OTHER THAN
1O POLITELY REMIND ME THAT INTELLIGENT YOUNG
MEN SHOULDN'T BE FAILURE-TO-LAUNCH TYPES.

ANYW AY. HE W AS KIND ENOUGH TO
PHONE UP HIS SON W/HO LIVED OUT IN COOPER
CTY. HE WAS A JEWELER WHO W AS A LITTLE MORE
~ THAN ECCENTRIC. IF NOT A LITTLE BRAZEN. HE AL-
WAYS HAD W ORK FOR ME EVERY OTHER WEEK,
- WHCH W ASN'T TOO MUCH OF A PROBLEM. EVEN-
TUALLY. THOUGH, HE STARTED TO GET A LITTLE TOO
COMFORTABLE. OR | MUST HAVE SENT HIM THE
WRONG SIGNALS, BECAUSE SUDDENLY HE'S TALKING
ABOUT THE RAUNCHY "GUY STUFF" OF BAD CONVER-
SATION, LIKE DESCRIBING THE INTIMATE DETAILS OF
HAVING SEX WITH HIS WIFE OR TURNING ON A4 POR-
NO BECAUSE HE THINKS ONE PARTICULAR SCENE IS
HILARIOUS. | DO MY BEST FACE-PALMING-IN-THE-

INSIDE, NERVOUS-LAUGHING-ON-THE-OUTSIDE BIT
AND HE DOESN'T SEEM NONE THE W/ISER. EITHER
W AY, HE'S GIVING ME W/ORK TO DO. SO | DO MY
BEST TO NOT SAY MUCH IN THE W AYS OF PROTES
SO WHEN | GET DONE W/ITH HIM. I'M
MORE THAN A LITTLE RELIEVED. HONESTLY. | W 4S
NEVER REALLY SURE WHAT HED SHOW ME OR TELL
ME THE NEXT TIME | WOULD COME OVER. THIS TIME
ITWAS AMIDGET GANG BANG BONANZA THAT HE
W ANTED TO SHOW OFF BECAUSE HE THOUGHT THE
MIDGET LOOKED LIKE HIS WIFE, BUT | THANKFULLY
DECLINED AND INSISTED | HAD TOO MUCH W/ORK TO
BE DONE (HONESTLY. EVERY OTHERAA/EEK W/AS A
MATTER OF CLEANING OFF THE SRYIW/ARE AND AD-
W ARE ON HIS COMPUTER THAT/HE W/OULD OB/
OUSLY GARNER IN HIS "EXTRAGURRICULAR ACTIVI-
TIES™). | REMEMBER GETTING IN MY CAR AND AFTER
BEING ASSAULTED BY THE HEAT, | BREATHED A SIGH
OF RELIEF, LIKE AN AW KW/ ARD PORNOGRAPHIC
WEIGHT HAD JUST BEEN LIFTED OFF MY SHOULDERS.
I WAS TAKING SHERIDAN HOME, AS
USUAL. SHERIDAN. KIKE MOST EAST-WEST STATE
ROADS IN BROWARD COUNTY. IS A TIWO-FACE
STREET. WHEREANYTHING WEST OF 441 IS SHANGRI-
LA AND ANYTHING EAST IS BROKEN GLASS AND BRO-
KEN HOMES, AND WHERE THE TWO MEET IS POT-
HOLE CENTRAL BECAUSE THAT PARTICULAR STRETCH
OF 441 W AS ALSO JUST AWFUL. BUT IT W AS THE
QUICKEST WAY HOME. AND IT'S NOT LIKE HOLLY-
WOOD IS ANY' QUICKER. W/HAT W/ATH THERE BEING A
TRAFFIC LIGHT E//ERY TEN FEET OR SO.
| SHOULDVVE KNOWN BETTER AT THE
TIME, REALLY. IT'S JULY. IT'S THE MIDDLE OF THE AF-
TERNOON IN SOUTH FLORIDA THESE ARE ALL THE
TELL-TALE SIGNS OF A STRICT TIME TABLE OF SUM-
MER SHOWERS. NORMALLY I DON'T MIND THE RAIN.
WHEN IT RAINS. EVERYTHING QUIETS DOW/N. ALL THE
SOUNDS ARE DROWNED OUT IN THE CITY  THE
TRAFFIC. THE HONKING, THE CONSTANT SOUND OF
SIRENS. IT'S LIKE HAVING A NICE SIESTA IN THE MIDDLE
OF A BUSY DAY. THE DARK CLOUDS ACT AS THE DIM-
MING OF THE SHADES AND THE PELTING OF HEAI Y
RAIN JUST DROWNS OUT ALL THE BULLSHIT IN THE
WORLD. WHEN IT RAINS, IT'S QUIET. | LIKE THE QUIET.
WHEN IT RAINS WHILE YOU'RE DRIVING,
HOWEVER. IS AN ENTIRELY DIFFERENT STORY. SOUTH
FLORIDA IS BELOW SEA LEVEL, SO WHEN IT POURS.
THE STREETS FLOOD. GUARANTEED. HONESTLY. HUR-
RICANES AREN'T THE REAL DANGER IN SOUTH FLORI-
DA. HELL. HURRICANES ARE FUN. YOU DON'T GO TO
SCHOOL OR WORK AND YOU HAVE HURRICANE PAR-
TIES WHERE YOU TAKE BETS FOR HOW LONG IT
TAKES FOR THE POWER TO GO OUT AND THEN
START APOOL LATER ON HOW LONG IT TAKES THE
INCOMPETENCE OF FPL TO GET THE POWER TURNED



BACK ON (AND YOU GET POINTS FOR BETTING ON
THE POOR NEIGHBORHOODS, OTHERW/ISE IT
WOULD JUST BE 4 W ASTE OF MONEY). NO, SUM-
MER SHOWERS ARE THE W/ORST. | MEAN, THE KIND
OF SUMMER SHOWER WHERE YOU SWEAR YOUD
THINK GOD HIMSELF HAD CUPPED A HANDFUL OF
THE ATLANTIC OCEAN AND JUST DUMPED IT OVER
US.

THAT'S THE KIND OF RAINSTORM
THAT W AS ON THE HORIZON. IT W AS LOOKING
BIBLICAL TO THE EAST AND THAT'S WHERE | W/ AS
HEADING. THERE'S NOTHING YOU CAN REALLY DO
IN THIS SORT OF SITUATION. IT'S LIKE ONE OF
THOSE THINGS WHERE YOU CAN ALREADY SEE
YOURSELF GETTING IN AN ACCIDENT. YOU KNOW/
HOW IT'S GOING TO HAPPEN AND WHEN IT'S GO-
ING TO HAPPEN BUT YOU JUST DON'T KNOW HOW/
BAD IT'S GOING TO BE. SO YOU JUST SOLDIER ON.
IT'S ONE OF THOSE THINGS YOU FILE LATER IN A
DRAWER AND WONDER HOW THE HELL THE HU-
MAN RACE HAS MANAGED TO SURVIVE FOR SO
LONG. "WHY YES. | THINK | WILL BUILD A LOVELY
LITTLE TOWN BELOW SEA LEVEL IN THE SW AMP-
LANDS WHERE THE AVERAGE PRECIPITATION IS 10
INCHES OF RAIN IN JUNE."

AND SO. AT THE SOUND OF A GREAT
TRUMPET BLAST. IT W AS SO ANNOUNCED THAT
WE WOULD HAVE THAT GREAT STORM, AND
DOWN IT CAME. YOU KNOW IT'S BAD W/HEN THE
HIGHEST SPEED SETTING ON YOUR WINDSHIELD
WIPERS CAN'T KEEP UP (THEN AGAIN. I'VE GOT A
CRAPPY CLUNKER. SO MY WINDSHIELD WIPER
SPEED PROBABLY ISN'T THE BEST MEASURE TO
USE). IMMEDIATELY EVERYONE FORGETS HOW TO
DRIVE AND THINK TURNING ON THEIR EMERGENCY
BLINKERS IS THE EQUIV ALENT OF SAYING, “SHIT'S
BAD: SLOW DOWN, ASSHOLES.” SUDDENLY THE
BLAZING OF THE AC W ASN'T NECESSARY NOR W AS
THE BLARING OF MY SKIPPING MUSIC. IM WHITE-
KNUCKLED AND FOCUSED ON TRYING NOT TO DIE
AT THE MOMENT. THAT SWEET HENDRIX RIFF ISN'T
GOING TO GET ME THROUGH THIS.

EVENTUALLY IT SUBSIDED SOME-
WHAT. BUT THE RAIN JUST W/ OULDN'T LET UP. |
CAME CLOSER THE SHERIDAN AND 441 INTERSEC-
TION  THE HALF-W AY POINT HOME. TRAFFIC W AS
BUMPER-TO-BUMPER THOUGH, WHICH, HONESTLY,
W AS TO BE EXPECTED. A GIANT PICKUP W AS IN
FRONT OF ME, SO | COULDN'T REALLY SEE WHAT
W AS AHEAD OF ME. HE W AS PROBABLY ONE OF
THE GOOD OL' BOYS, WITH HIS RAISED TRUCK AND
MUD FLAPS TO BOOT A FISH OUT OF W ATER IN
A THOROUGHLY LIBERAL COUNTY. HE W AS PROB-
ABLY SOMEONE'S KID IN BOCA WHO PICKED UP

THE SOUTHERN STYLE DRESSING OF GREEN FA4-
TIGUES AND A TRUCKER HAT TO HIDE THE FACT
THAT THEY ARE EMBARRASSINGLY WEALTHY. IT
W AS EITHER THAT OR A POPPED COLLAR POLO
WITH WHITE GOLF SHORTS., SO | COULDN'T REAL-
LY FAULT HIM.

THAT'S PROBABLY WHAT GOT ME IN
THIS SITUATION, ANYW AY  JUST CONTEMPLATING
WHETHER THE GUY IN FRONT OF ME W AS A LEGIT
GATOR WRESTLER FROM THE EVERGLADES OR
SOME SPOILED RICH KID TRYING HIS BEST TO FIT IN
WITH WHAT THE YOUNG REPUBLICAN DEMO-
GRAPHIC IS SUPPOSED TO LOOK LIKE IN THE
SOUTH. | W ASN'T FOCUSED ON DRIVING. | DIDN'T
NOTICE ALL THE CARS IN FRONT OF ME DESPER-
ATELY TRYING TO TURN RIGHT OR LEFT AT THE IN-
TERSECTION. | W AS IN THE MIDDLE LANE AND BE-
HIND A HUGE TRUCK AND THE LIGHT W AS GREEN
AND HE W AS FLOORING IT. A MOMENT LATER | RE-
ALIZED WHY.

THAT TRUCK TURNED INTO A FISH
AND SW AM RIGHT THROUGH SHERIDAN STREET,
WHICH HAD TURNED INTO SHERIDAN CANAL. HE
FLOORED IT RIGHT THROUGH AND PARTED THE
GRAY SEA FOR A MOMENT. | HAD NO W AY OF
TELLING HOW DEEP THE W ATER W AS THOUGH. M
BRAIN W/ ASN'T PAYING ATTENTION TO HOW HIGH
OFF THE GROUND THAT LIFTED TRUCK W AS. BE-
SIDES. | W/AS ALREADY IN THE MIDDLE OF INTERSEC
TION, HAVING GONE TOO FAR TO NOW TURN LEFT
OR RIGHT (UNLESS IT W AS INTO ONCOMING TRAF-
FIC). AND THE LIGHT W AS CHANGING. AND SO |
MADE WHAT ANY PANICKED PERSON MIGHT DO IN
A STRESSFUL SITUATION | CARRIED ON, EVEN
THOUGH I INSTINCTIVELY KNEW IT W AS THE
WRONG THING TO DO.

RIGHT OFF THE BAT | KNEW IT W AS
BAD DECISION. JUST A REAL BONE-HEADED. BAD
DECISION. BUT IF YOU MAKE A DECISION, YOU HAN
TO FOLLOW IT THROUGH, RIGHT? WELL, NOT IF
IT'S A TERRIBLE DECISION, BUT MY BRAIN W ASN'T
FUNCTIONING AT THE FREQUENCY AT THAT MO-
MENT. IT W AS SAYING, "YOU'VVE DONE IT NOW
YOURE A REAL DOLT." IDON'T THINK | W AS GOIN
TO HAVE TO W ORRY ABOUT BEING CALLED AN
INTELLIGENT YOUNG MAN AFTER THIS ORDEAL.

ULTIMATELY | DECIDED | W OULDNT
BE ABLE TO MAKE IT THROUGH, SO WOULD |
WOULD DO INSTEAD IS PULL UP INTO THE GAS
STATION OFF TO THE RIGHT AND HOPEFULLY NOT
FIND MY CAR TURNING INTO A SUBMARINE. | W AS
ALREADY PUSHING IT  THE W ATER W AS RISING U
QUITE STEADILY. | COULDN'T TELL AT THE TIME BE:
CAUSE IT W AS STILL POURING, BUT THE STREET




W AS EASILY FLOODED THREE FEET DEEP. BUT |
CONVINCED MYSELF THAT W AS A
NONISSUE  THAT GOING
FORW ARD W AS THE
ONLY OPTION.
OKAY, YEAH, |
WOULD
NEED
T0

GO
THROUGH DEEPER W ATER. BUT | SHOULD
BE OKAY. RIGHT? | /* QUICKLY DID THE MENTAL
CHECKLIST IN MY MIND FOR WHAT HAPPENS IF
W ATER GETS IN YOUR ENGINE. SHOULD | FLOOR IT
AND THEN CUT THE ENGINE? YEAH. | THINK THAT
WILL DO IT. FLOOR IT, COAST UP THE INCLINE IN-
TO THE GAS STATION. AND THEN START THE CAR
AGAN AND DRIVE HOME AND PRETEND THIS NEVER
HAPPENED.

WELL. THERE W AS A DIP BEFORE
THE ENTRYW AY INTO THE GAS STATION. SO FOR
AMOMENT THE ENTIRE HOOD OF MY CAR WENT
UNDER W ATER AND THE ENGINE CUT 4 SECOND
LATER. | W AS DEAD IN THE W ATER. SUDDENLY MY
FEET BECAME RATHER COLD AND | REALIZED THAT
THE W ATER W AS FLOODING THROUGH. 4 SURGE
OF ADRENALINE SHOT THROUGH ME AS | CONTEM-
PLATED ON WHETHER | SHOULD SHOUT AND CURSE
QUITE LOUDLY AT HOW STUPENDOUSLY STUPID |
W AS OR JUST CALMLY COLLECT MYSELF AND DO
WHAT HAD TO BE DONE. SO | CHOSE THE LATTER.

| OPENED THE CAR DOOR AND WHAT
LITTLE BIT OF ME THAT W ASN'T ALREADY WET
W AS IMMEDIATELY SOAKED IN STREET W ATER.
WHAT'S MORE IS THAT THERE W AS A CURRENT.
AND SO MY CAR W AS SLOWLY BEGINNING TO
FLOAT FURTHER DOWN THE ROAD. | QUICKLY
HOPPED OUT AND BRACED, KEEPING THE CAR IN
PLACE SO | COULD W/ORK MY W AY ON TRYING TO
PUSH IT UP THIS RATHER SMALL INCLINE THAT
WOULD SOON BECOME 4 MOUNTAIN. OVER BY
THE GAS STATION PUMPS, A COUPLE OF GUYS HAD
TAKEN SHELTER FROM THE STORM AND WERE
WATCHING ME. LAUGHING.

IT TOOK A GOOD COUPLE MINUTES
OF PUSHING BEFORE THE TIRES CONTACTED W/ITH
THE ROAD AGAIN. THEN CAME THE MOST GRUELING
FIVE MINUTES OF THE EXPERIENCE AS | PUSHED THE
CAR UP THE INCLINE TO THE GAS STATION ITSELF.
NOBODY KNEW IT. BUT | W AS SOAKED IN SWEAT
OVER THE SOAKING RAINFALL. IT'S A TERRIBLE EXPE-
RIENCE BEING BOTH EXHAUSTED AND DRENCHED IN

W ATER. I DON'T KNOW HOW THOSE OLYMPIC
SWIMMERS DO [T, BUT GOOD ON THEM
ANYW AY.

| FINALLY ROLLED
IT TO ASTOP AND
PUT THE CARIN
PARK AND
THREW UP
THE EMER-
GENCY
BREAK
FOR

GOOD MEASURE. MIRAC-
ULOUSLY. MY CELL \ PHONE SURVIVED. IT W AS
ONE OF THOSE NOKI4 BRICK PHONES THOUGH. IN
THE EVENT OF A NUCLEAR BLAST. TWO THINGS
WILL SURVIVE: COCKROACHES AND THOSE
PHONES. | SMOOTHED OUT MY WET AAA MEMBER-
SHIP CARD AND PLACED A PHONE CALL FOR A
TOW TRUCK.

"YEAH. UH. IT'LL BE AN HOUR OR SO
BEFORE WE CAN GET TO YOUR LOCATION. WE'RE
SWAMPED WITH THE STORM.”

YOU EVER HAVE THAT SUDDEN REVE-
LATION WHERE YOU JUST COMPLETELY GIVE UP ON
THE SITUATION YOU HAVE FOUND YOURSELF
IN? THAT W AS ME BY THE END OF THAT
PHONE CALL. NOT BECAUSE | W AS DREADING

W AITING FOR AN HOUR  OH NO. | W AS DREAD-

ING THE DAY AFTER, WHERE | KNEW IT W OULD
COST A SMALL FORTUNE TO GET MY CAR FIXED. A
CAR I NEEDED FOR WHAT LITTLE W/ORK | HAD. AS |
SAT ON THE HOOD OF MY CAR AND CONTEMPLAT-
ED MY WRETCHED LIFE, | OVERHEARD THE TWO
GUYS WHO HAD LAUGHED AT MY MISFORTUNE
FROM EARLIER.

"OH HELL, W/OULD YOU LOOK AT
THAT  ANOTHER ONEI"

| TURNED AROUND AND LOOKED AT
THE STREET | PRACTICALLY HAD TO SWIM THROUGH
AND SAW SOMEONE IN A CRAPPY LITTLE SEDAN
LIKE MINE IN THE EXACT SAME SITUATION | W A4S IN
NOT BUT TEN MINUTES AGO. UNLIKE ME. HOWEVER,
HE W AS FAR BRAVER AND THOUGHT HE COULD
FLOOR IT RIGHT THROUGH THE STREET AND MAKE IT
PAST THE FLOODED SECTION. HE THOUGHT
WRONG. HE W AS STALLED. HE GOT OUT OF THE
CAR. HE HAD TO BE ABOUT MY AGE. AND HE W AS
NOT HAPPY. THE MEN BEHIND ME SPOKE UP AGAIN.

T WONDER WHAT HE'S GONNA DO?

| WAS WONDERING THAT MYSELF.
AND THAT'S WHEN IT DAWNED ON ME. | W AS AL-
READY SOAKING WET AND | W ASN'T GOING ANY-
WHERE ANY TIME SOON, SO WHY NOT HELP HIM



OUT? | MEAN. SURE. IT W AS STILL POURING. AND.
SURE, IT W AS LIGHTING AND THUNDERING. BUT AT
THIS POINT. WHAT W AS LEFT TO LOSE? IF | W AS
GOING TO CATCH PNEUMONIA. IT W AS PROBA-
BLY GOING TO HAPPEN REGARDLESS IF | SAT ON
THE HOOD OF MY CAR IN WET CLOTHES OR IF |
W ADED THROUGH THE THIGH-HIGH FETID STREET
W ATER ONCE MORE. AND SO THAT'S WHAT I DID.

"YOU ALRIGHT?" | HAD TO SHOUT A
LITTLE OVER THE RAIN.

"YEAH. MAN.” HE SAID. AND HE AN-
GRILY RAN HIS HAND OVER HIS SHAVED HEAD.
"FUCKY

"YEAH," | AGREED. | W ADED OVER
TO HIS DRIVER-SIDE DOOR. “LISTEN. YOU W ANT
SOME HELP PUSHING THIS UP TO THE GAS STA-
TION?

"YEAH. MAN. YOU DIDN'T HAVE TO
DO THAT”

"WELL. | WAS ALREADY WET. SO |
FIGURED, ‘WHY NOT?”

HE STOOD BY THE DRIVER-SIDE
DOOR AND STEERED WHILE | PUSHED FROM THE
BACK. IN NO TIME HIS CAR W AS PUSHED UP NEXT
TO MINE. HE W/RINGED OUT HIS SHIRT. AS IF THAT
WOULD SOMEHOW IMPROVE HIS SITUATION OF
BEING COMPLETELY DRENCHED.

"FUCK. MAN, | DUNNO WHAT | W AS
THINKIN".

| SIMPLY NODDED IN AGREEMENT
WITH HIM. HE LOOKED BACK AT MY CAR AND
THEN GRINNED.

"YOU DO THE SAME THING, HUH?

| NODDED ONCE MORE. WE STOOD
TOGETHER QUIETLY FOR A MOMENT AND
LOOKED OVER THE INTERSECTION.

"HOLLYW OOD REALLY OUGHTA DO
SOMETHING ‘BOUT THE DRAINAGE ON THIS
STREET.” HE SAID.

"YEAH." | SAID. | W ASN'T MUCH OF
A CONVERSATIONALIST, SO | SAID THE DUMBEST
THING | POSSIBLY COULD. "WHEN IT RAINS. IT
POURS.”

HE GOT A GOOD CHUCKLE OUT OF
THAT AND THEN DUCKED INSIDE THE CONVEN-
IENCE STORE TO PLACE A PHONE CALL FOR A
FRIEND TO PICK HIM UP. MEANWHILE. | STOOD
LOOKING OUT ONTO THE INTERSECTION, DOING
MY BEST IMPRESSION OF THE THOUSAND-YARD
STARE LIKE AS IF THE ORDEAL | HAD BEEN
THROUGH W AS IN SOME W AY TRAUMATIZING. |
W AS FOOLING MYSELF, REALLY. | W AS DOING MY
BEST TO COVER UP THE FACT THAT THIS W AS. IN
AW AY. EXCITING. IF | HAD LEFT EARLIER AND
MISSED THE RAIN. ID BE HOME RIGHT NOW DOING

ABSOLUTELY NOTHING, CONTEMPLATING WHETHJ
ER THERE W AS MUCH OF A REASON TO GET OUT
OF BED BEFORE NOON THE NEXT DAY BECAUSE |
HAD NOTHING GOING ON. AND HERE | W AS DOIN
MY BEST TO STOP MYSELF FROM GRINNING THAT
W AS NOW ACTUALLY ENJOYING THIS PREDICA-
MENT. SO | KICKED UP THE IMAGINARY DUST.,
SUCKED IN MY TEETH. AND SHARED IN THE PLIGHT
OF THE GUY | HAD JUST HELPED OUT.

"WELL-L-L-L, | CAN'T BELIEVE IT
ANOTHER ONEN

| W AS BROUGHT BACK TO REALITY
AS THE BLEATING OF THE TW/O MEN FOCUSED M
ATTENTION TO YET ANOTHER SEDAN BECOMING
TRAPPED ON THE ROAD. IT W AS DIFFICULT TO
TELL THROUGH THE RAIN, BUT | COULD SEE THAT
THIS TIME IT W AS AN ELDERLY LADY IN THE CAR
AND SHE W ASN'T GETTING OUT. JUST THEN. THE
GUY FROM EARLIER CAME OUT AND STOOD BY
MY SIDE AGAIN. | LOOKED AT THE CAR AND THE
TO HIM.

“LISTEN. SINCE WE'RE NOT GOING
ANYWHERE. DO YOU JUST W ANT TO FISH THES
PEOPLE OUT?"

HE CONTEMPLATED MY PROPOSH
TION FOR A MOMENT AND THEN SIGHED AND
NODDED HIS HEAD.

"SURE. WHY THE HELL NOT?

AND SO WE SET OFF BACK INTO
THE W ATER AND FELT THE COLD RAIN UPON O
BACKS ONCE MORE. WE W ALKED UP TO THE
DRIVER-SIDE OF THE DOOR AND SHOUTED OVE
THE RAIN. THE WOMAN W AS THOROUGHLY UP
SET. BUT EVENTUALLY WE CONVINCED HER THA
SHE HAD TO GET OUT OF THE CAR AND OUT O
THE W ATER. THUNDER SOUNDED OFF IN THE DI
TANCE AS IF TO REINFORCE OUR W ARNING AN
SO SHE DID. THE GUY ESCORTED HER THROUGH
THE W ATER AS | WORKED ON PUSHING HER CA
THROUGH THE W ATER AND TOW ARD THE GAS
STATION. A FEW MOMENTS LATER. HE RETURN
TO HELP AND OUT THE CAR CAME FROM THE
FLOOD AND ONTO HIGHER GROUND.

"THANK YOU SO MUCH!I" THE
WOMAN W AS UNDERSTANDABLY SHAKEN. BU
THE THANKS IN HER I/OICE SEEMED TO PUT HER
INTO GOOD SPIRITS. I DON'T KNOW WHAT |
W AS GOING TO DO

WE EXCHANGED PLEASANTRIES
A MOMENT LATER | REALIZED THAT ANOTHER
DRIVER HAD REPEATED THE SAME ERROR WEH
MADE. SO WE SAID OUR GOODBYES TO THE
WOMAN AND W ALKED BACK DOWN INTO TH
W ATER. LIGHTNING FLASHED NEARBY AND THE
STREETLIGHTS WENT OUT AS THUNDER CRACK



"HO-O-O-O-LY SHITI" THE GUY STOPPED. THE STREET FINALLY BEGAN TO DRAIN
CLUTCHED AT HIS CHEST. "WE GONNA DIE OUT AND TRAFFIC W AS ABLE TO BEGIN TO SLOWLY

HEREI" HE BEGAN TO LAUGH THEN. | COULDN'T TRAVEL DOWN THE ROAD ONCE MORE.
HELP BUT LAUGH AS WELL. WE WERE PUTTING “SHIT. IM TIRED,” THE GUY SAID TO
OURSELVES AT RISK EVERY TIME WE WENT ME. WE WERE LEANING AGAINST OUR CARS,

BACKINTO THE W ATER, BUT WE JUST DIDN'T
CARE. THERE W AS SOMETHING ENJOY ABLE
ABOUT THIS EXPERIENCE NOW  PROACTIVELY
WORKING TO HELP PEOPLE OUT IN DIRE NEED.
THIS IS HOW IT MUST HAVE BEEN FOR THE V/I-
KINGS IN THEIR LONGSHIPS ON ROUGH SEAS,
HEARTILY LAUGHING IN THE FACE OF DANGER
BECAUSE IT W AS BOTH EXCITING AND SCARY A
THE SAME TIME. YOU BARGAIN DURING SUCH
TIMES. "WELL, GOD. IF YOU W ANT TO TAKE M
THEN | GUESS I'M OKAY WITH THAT.

WE FOLLOWED THE SAME RO
TINE AS BEFORE. BY THIS TIME. WE HAD AR
TINE DOWN AS TO HOW WE WOULD CON
VINCE PEOPLE TO EXIT THEIR VEHICLE AND
LEAVE IT IN THE HANDS OF TWO YOUTHS T,
FISHIT QUT OF THE FLOODED STREETS ON
ON THE HONOR OF THEIR W/ORD. IT W AS
ANOTHER ELDERLY W/OMAN, AND SHE W
DOUBLY THANKFUL.

"YOU ARE TWO SWEET. Y
MEN." SHE SAID. SMILING SHEEPISHLY. “Y
SERVE A REW ARD FOR SUCH 4 GOOD
SHE W AS ALREADY PULLING OUT 4 CO
HUNDRED-DOLLAR BILLS FROM HER P
FORE | SPOKE UP, W AVING MY HAND
SHAKING MY HEAD.

"THANK YOU. M4 AM,
NOT NECESSARY."

THE GUY LOOKED AT
AND | COULD TELL THAT HE W ASN'

"OH. ARE YOU SURE?

AKING A MUCH-NEEDED REST. MY LEGS WERE
AND MY ARMS WERE LIKE WET NOO-

_| SAID. AND | MEANT IT.

OI" HE SAID. CALL-
E W ALKED ON
HE DISAPPEARED FROM

MINUTES LATER. THE TOW
P. THE DRIVER HOPPED OUT
Y DETAILS AND THEN BEGAN TO
R TO HIS TRUCK. HE LOOKED OVER
RKING LOT NEARBY OF THE LITTLE
STORES WHERE WE HAD PUSHED THE
IN.
"MAN. LOT OF PEOPLE GOT THEIR CARS
OODED, HUH?

“YEAH." | SAID TO HIM. | ABSENTLY
LOOKED DOWN AT MY W/RINKLED HANDS.

‘WELL. YOU KNOW WHAT THEY SAY."

HE SAID. CLIMBING INTO THE CABIN OF HIS

SERVE ITI"

THIS TIME I DIDN'T S
AND LOOKED AT THE GUY. HE CH
MIND FOR ONE REASON OR ANQ,
HE THOUGHT HE W/ OULD FEEL G

ALREADY DECLINED AND YET HE TRUCK.
WISE. OR MAYBE HE RECOGNIZ WHAT'S THAT?" | SAID. FOLLOWING HIM.
HER HAD AN INTRINSIC IV ALUE ITSELF. ‘WHEN IT RAINS, IT POURS!

"YEAH. IT'S ALRI 'S THE THE IDIOM HAD LOST MEANING TO ME BY

CHRISTIAN THING TO DO.” NOW. SOMETHING DEEP INSIDE OF ME STIRRED
I SMILED AT HIS"CHOICE W ORDS. TO MARK THIS DAY AS SOMETHING ELSE. SOME-
BEFORE ANYTHING ELSE COULD BE SAID. HOW - THING ENTIRELY NEW AND WHOLLY GOOD. |

EVER. YET ANOTHER CAR HAD STALLED IN THE LOOKED PAST ALL MY WORRIES AND TROU-
FLOODED STREET. THIS CONTINUED ON FOR BLES THAT | KNEW | W/OULD HAVE TO FACE TO-
FOUR HOURS  UNTIL IT STOPPED RAINING AND MORROW AND THE DAY AFTER THAT. | SMILED
WE WERE JUST COLD AND OUR HANDS WRIN- AT MY PREDICAMENT AND SOMETHING SPOKE
KLED FROM BEING IN THE W ATER FOR SO LONG. TO ME FROM WITHIN. "TODAY W AS A GOOD
AFTER FOUR HOURS, WE HAD FISHED OUT DAY." IT SAID. AND | CORRECTED IT. SAYING, "NO,

FOURTEEN CARS. WITH THE RAIN HAVING TODAY W AS THE BEST DAY



SHERRI ROSE

o

“Pluto — this
was the cat's name
— was my
favorite pet and
playmate. I alone
fed him, and he
attended me
wherever [ went
about the house. It
was even with
difficulty that I
could prevent him
from following me
through the
streets.

~Edgar Allan Poe
The Black Cat



SEAMONSTER
SHERR| ROSE

HOLDING BACK-KATIE MCKAY

THEY SAY "YOURE WEAK AS W ATER
AS FRAGILE AS A SHEET OF ICE

YOU EVER BREAK. BEND, FALTER

NO. YOU JUST DON'T SUFFICE."

I RETORT “FINE I'LL BE AN OCEANI
HOLD BACK THESE MIGHTY DEPTHS
AS DEADLY AS A DEEP BLUE POTION

I'LL BE ICE TOO MONSTROUS FOR YOUR
DAINTY STEPSI

THEY SAY "YOURE WEAK AS A FLAME
AS FLICKERING AS A TINY SPARK

YOU ARE SNUFFLED BY A BREEZE'S GAME
WHERE IS YOUR MIGHT? YOUR HEART?

SO SAY | "W ATCH ME BURNI

I'LL LIGHT THE FOREST

I'LL GET SO HOT. FROM NO WIND I'LL TURN
AND NO W ATER WILL BE CONTEST!"

BUT IN THE END WHO ARE "THEY™?
THEY ARE ONLY | TALKING TO MYSELF

ALL ALONE WITH NO THOUGHT AND TOO
MUCH TO SAY

IMAGINING THESE DARES ARE SOMEONE,
SOMEONE ELSE

ALL 1 AM LEFT IS TO HOLD BACK

TO KEEP THE OCEAN, KEEP THE FIRE
LOCKED AW AY TO HIDE ALL FACT
LEAVING ME A WEAK. THIN LITTLE WIRE



SHERRI
MAGIC

ROSE

A NEVERL AND, MY NEVERL AND

THE SWORD SWUNG RIGHT
ABOVE MY HEAD. SO CLOSE | COULD
HEAR THE BLOOD STAINED BLADE SW/ISH
AND SLICE THE SALTY AR. BUT NOT
CLOSE ENOUGH.

“YOU OLD COD FISH!" | JEERED.
“YOU'RE LOSING YOUR TOUCH."

ALL AROUND ME MY BOYS
CHEERED AND STOMPED THEIR FEET ON
THE WOODEN DECK OF THE PIRATE SHIP,
CHEERING ME ON. NEXT TO MY EAR FLIT-
TED A LITTLE GOLDEN HAIRED FAIRY WITH
THE VOICE OF CHIMING SILVER BELLS.

W ARNING ME AND FRETTING OVER ME.
BUT | AM FEARLESS AND BRAVE WITH MY
DAGGER AND MAGIC GIFT OF FLIGHT.

THIS IS MY ISLAND AND NO SILLY
PIRATE CAPTAIN CAN DEFEAT M-

SMACK!

THE SUDDEN SOUND OF WOOD
ON WOOD JOLTED ME OUT OF MY
LAND. ALL AROUND ME MY PEERS
STARED, WIDE-EYED AND FEARFUL AT THE
MAN WHO TOWERED ABOVE ME, BRAN-
DISHING A RULER LIKE A SWORD.

‘MR. PANCHESTER,” THE MAN,
OUR TEACHER. MR. HAWKINS, GROWLED.
TWOULD APPRECIATE IT IF YOU
ATTENDED TO YOUR LESSONS INSTEAD
OF GOING OFF TO YOUR OWN LITTLE
WORLD."

| STARED AT HIM. FEELING A FIRE
BURNING IN MY EYES. MR. HAWKINS

STARED BACK WITH AN EQUAL AMOUNT
OF STUBBORNNESS. HIS STYLIZED
MUSTACHE TWITCHING WITH
EXPECTATION. | KNEW WHAT HE W AS
W AITING FOR. BUT | W AS GOING TO
MAKE HIM ASK FORIT.

‘DO YOU UNDERSTAND?" HE
SCOWLED.

| SMIRKED INW/ ARDLY, KNOW/ING |
HAD WON. BUT INSTEAD OF SAYING, “YES,
MR. HAWKINS." LIKE | KNEW HE W ANTED, |
SIMPLY NODDED CURTLY.

MR. HAWKINS GLARED DOWN
OVER HIS EAGLE BEAK NOSE AT ME.
“THAT'S STRIKE TWO. MR. PANCHESTER.
NOW . I'M NOT GOING TO ASK AGAIN. DO.
YOU. UNDERSTAND?

“YES.” | SAID. MATTER-OF-FACTLY,
GIVING THE MINIMUM ANSWER.

“YES. WHAT. MR. PANCHESTER?"

MR. HAWKINS SMIRKED TRIUM-
PHANTLY AT ME. ALL AROUND US THE
OTHER BOYS SAT. RIGID WITH
ANTICIPATION, BREATH HELD TIGHT IN
THEIR CHESTS. EVERYONE W AS W AITING
FOR THE ANSWER THAT WOULD MAKE
OR BREAK ME. THE ANSWER THAT COULD
WIN OR LOSE THIS BATTLE FOR ME.

“YES.” | SAID. PAUSING FOR
EFFECT. "YOU OLD COD FISH.”

THE BOYS GASPED. EYES AGLOW
WITH SHOCK AND ADMIRATION. |
GRINNED WICKEDLY. KNOWING THAT |

HAD WON THIS BATTLE. | W AS FEA
AND BRAVE!I NO BOY WOULD DARE
SAY SOMETHING LIKE THAT TO AN A
NO PIRATE CAPTAIN. OR TEACHER,
WOULD EVER BE ABLE TO DEFEAT

OR AT LEAST | THOUGHT.

MR. HAWKINS SWOOPED
ON ME AND CLUTCHED MY UPPER A
WITH A HOOK-LIKE HAND.

‘IF YOU DONT WANT TO L
THIS WORLD. THEN I'LL TAKE YOU
OF IT." HE BELLOWED. DRAGGING M
OF THE CLASSROOM.

AS WE PASSED BY EACH D
THE BOYS WHISPERED W ORDS OF
COURAGEMENT.

‘BE BRAVE PETER."

“YOU'RE OUR HERO PETER!

‘DON'T LET THE OLD COD
WIN PETER.”

THE BOYS DIDN'T SPEAK TH
STATEMENTS OUT LOUD, BUT | COU
READ THE WHISPERS IN THEIR EYES.

‘MR. PANCHESTER.” MR. HA
GROWLED, HIS VOICE LOW AND D
GEROUS, SIGNALING THAT HE W AS
ABOUT TO GIVE A LECTURE AND IH
BETTER LISTEN FOR MY OWN GOO
"HERE AT ST. JOHN'S BOY'S ORPH
AGE, WE STRIVE TO REHABILITATE T
STREET URCHINS OF LONDON. WE
QUIRE YOU TO BE MATURE. SO WH
YOU ARE FINALLY RELEASED FROM




SYSTEM YOU ARE A FUNCTIONING
ADULT.”

I MADE A FACE. ADULT. |
VOWED LONG AGO THAT | WOULD
NEVER BECOME ONE OF THEM WHICH IS
WHY | WOULD NEVER JOIN A PIRATE
CREW LIKE HOOK'S.

| SHIFTED AGAINST THE BONDS
THAT HELD ME IN A VICE-LIKE GRIP. CAP-
TAN HOOK THOUGHT HE HAD ME
TRAPPED. WHAT A SILLY OLD COD FISH!
LITTLE DID HE KNOW THAT | W AS ONE
STEP AHEAD OF HIM, THAT | KNEW
WHERE HE W AS TAKING ME AND WHY.

ALL AROUND US THE JUNGLE
GREW DARKER AND DIMMER. HE W AS
LEADING ME RIGHT TO DEAD MAN'S
CAVE WHERE. UNBEKNOWNST TO HIM.
THE TREASURE THAT HE W AS SEARCHING
FOR W AS HIDDEN. | COULD HAVE
LAUGHED OUT LOUDI HE W AS GOING
TO TRY TO LOCK ME AW AY WITH THE
ONE THING HE COVETED MORE THAN
ANYTHING IN THE W ORLD!I

"HOW DO YOU EXPECT TO BE 4
PROPER ADULT.” MR. HAWKINS SAID.
GRIPPING MY ARM TIGHTER AS HE
SENSED MY ATTENTION DRIFTING. “WHEN
ALL YOU DO IS SHIRK YOUR W ORK AND
NEGLECT YOUR STUDIES? IT'S TIME YOU
STOPPED ACTING LIKE A CHILD AND BE-
GAN TO GROW UPI"

GROW UP. THE W/ORDS PUT A
BAD TASTE IN MY MOUTH. THAT W AS
SOMETHING | W/OULD NEVER DO. WHO
WOULD WANT TO GROW UP AND BE
AN OLD COD FISH LIKE MR. HAWKINS
OR HOOK?

THE CORRIDORS SEEMED TO BE
GROWING LONGER AND DARKER WITH
FEWER WINDOWS TO LET IN THE SUN.
WATER DRIPPED DOWN THE STONE
WALLS. AND THERE W AS A MUSTY
SMELL IN THE AIR. WE WERE CLOSER TO
THE CAVE NOW/.

I TOOK A SECOND TO GLANCE
OUT OF ONE OF THE WINDOWS AS WE
PASSED AND SPIED THE SPRITE-LIKE GIRL
WITH GOLDEN HAIR WHO LIVED
ACROSS THE STREET. | ALW AYS IMAG-
INED HER HAVING LAUGHTER LIKE SILVER
- BELLS.

I BET SHE WOULD AGREE WITH
- MEI SHE WOULD AGREE THAT ADULTS
ARE BORING AND GROWING UP IS A
HORRID THING. SHE W OULD THINK ME
D FANTASTIC AND WOULD
ME THOUGH ALL MY ADVEN-
EERING ME ON.

VYONDER WHAT IT WOULD
LIKE TO HAVE A GIRL A4S A
ONLY GIRL | KNOW/ IS MISS
10 MENDS OUR CLOTHES
FOR US. I'VE NEVER HAD A
ORE BUT | ALWAYS IMAGINE

MOTHERS TO BE LIKE HER. EXCEPT WITH
MORE TIME TO TELL STORIES AND SING
TOME AND TO BE A BETTER COOK

IF1HAD A MOTHER LIKE MISS
WENDY. AND A FRIEND LIKE THAT LITTLE
BLONDE GIRL. AND OF COURSE MY
CLASSMATES TO FOLLOW ME, THEN |
WOULD MAKE SURE TO PROTECT THEM
FROM THE EVIL ADULTS LIKE CAPTAIN
HOOK AND HIS DASTARDLY PIRATE
CREW.

WE WOULD LIVE ON MY ISLAND
WITH MERMAIDS AND PIRATE TREASURE!
| WOULD FLY FROM ONE END OF THE
ISLAND TO THE OTHER AND BE IN
CHARGE OF EVERYTHING! WELL, EVERY-
THING EXCEPT FOR THE INDIAN TRIBE.
YOU CANT RULE OVER INDIANS, THEY
TAKE CARE AND RULE OVER THEM-
SELVES. BUT | WOULD BE BEST FRIENDS
WITH THEM. MAYBE EVEN BLOOD
BROTHERS. AS IN THE PICTURE BOOK OF
ADVENTURES | STOLE FROM THE CAP-
TAIN'S LIBRARY!

ON MY ISLAND | WOULD FIGHT
PIRATES. SWIM WITH MERMAIDS, CLIMB
TREES. AND EXPLORE THE JUNGLE AND
SECRET CAVES ALL DAY LONG. | WOULD
WIELD MY DAGGER AND BE THE GREAT-
EST BOY HERO THE WORLD HAS EVER
KNOWNI

AT NIGHT | W/OULD SLEEP IN MY
VERY OWN TREE HOUSE AFTER THE
WENDY GIRL. OUR DESIGNATED MOTHER,
TOLD ME AND MY BOYS A STORY. |
MIGHT EVEN LET HER BORROW MY SPE-
CIAL ADVENTURE BOOK IF SHE PROMIS-
ES TO WRITE MY ADVENTURES IN THEM.

AND BEST OF ALL, WE WOULD
NEVER. EVER GROW UP. EVERI

"MR. PANCHESTERI" MR. HAW/ -
KINS BARKED. "HOW CAN YOU POSSIBLY
BE EXPECTED TO BECOME A RESPECT 4-
BLE ADULT IF YOU REFUSE TO GROW
upr

| GLARED AT HIM. | WILL NEVER
GROW UPI"

MR. HAWKINS UNLOCKED THE
OLD CLOSET DOOR USED FOR TIME
OUTS. THE DOOR OPENED SLOWLY. IT
W AS THE ENTRANCE TO DEAD MAN'S
CAVE AND. MORE IMPORTANTLY. THE
ENTRANCE TO MY PERSONAL ESCAPE
FROM THIS GROWN-UP WORLD.

‘WE'LL SEE ABOUT THAT. MR.
PANCHESTER,” THE EVIL CAPTAIN
GROWLED. “YOU NEED TO GROW UP.
YOU WILL GROW UP! THIS LAND YOU'RE
LIVING IN WILL NEVER BEI

WITH THAT CAPTAIN HOOK
FORCED ME IN THE CAVE-CLOSET AND
SLAMMED THE STONE COLD DOCR IN
MY FACE. THE CLICK OF THE LOCK
ROAMED AROUND THE HOLLOW CAVE.
CAUSING THE DUST AND COBWEBS THAT

COULDN®I
ADULT. A GROI
THEY KNOW ABC T
W AS ALMOST SAE IG TO THINK
THAT THE OLD COD FISH WOULD NEVER
BE ABLE TO GET HIS HANDS ON THE
TREASURE HE SO DEARLY LONGED FOR.
THE TREASURE THAT | HAD IN MY GRASP
AND COULD HOLD WHENEVER | SHUT
MY EYES.

"THIS LAND YOU'RE LIVING IN
WILL NEVER BE!" HIS W/ORDS ECHOED IN
MY HEAD FOR A WHILE, CAUSING ME TO
FROWN SLIGHTLY.

"A LAND THAT WOULD NEVER
BE A LAND OF NEVER THINGS " | MUT-
TERED TO MYSELF.

A TINKLING CHIME SOUNDED IN
MY EAR. PULLING ME OUT OF MY
THOUGHTS.

‘I KNOW TINK." | SMIRKED. “THE
COD FISH DOESN'T UNDERSTAND. THIS /S
ANEVER LAND, MY
NEVERLAND."

AMANDA FRENCH

SHERRI ROSE DANCING BUTTERFLIES



LET'S GO

LETS WALK. LET'S GO SOMEWHERE. WHERE? | DONT KNOW/.
JUST W ALK WITH ME. GRASS. WERE W ALKING BAREFOOT, AND
IT FEELS AS SOFT AS CARPET. IT'S THE WILD KIND. THERE'S BIRD-
SONG DRIFTING IN THAT W ARM BREEZE: A BEAUTIFUL TRILL
STRAGHT FROM THE FLUTE OF GOD. LET'S FOLLOW/ IT. SHALL
WE? AH. THERE ARE TREES OVER THERE. ANCIENT ONES, WITH
BRANCHES BIG ENOUGH TO LIVE IN. WE LOOK CLOSER, AND SEE
FLASHES OF COLOR. FEATHERS DRIFT DOW/N LIKE LEAVES IN
FALL. YOU CATCH ONE. A RANBOW/ - COLORED ONE, AND
HAND IT TO ME. | CATCH AN IRIDESCENT RED ONE, AND HAND IT
TO YOU. THEY'RE BEAUTIFUL, LONG PINIONS. PRMARIES. WE
CAN STILL FEEL THE FLIGHT IN THEM: IT'S W ARM AND PULSING:
ALVE FLY WITH ME? YOU FEEL STRANGE, AND YOUR BARE FEET
LIFT AN INCH OFF THE GROUND. | RISE A4 BIT, AND PUT MY
FEATHER IN MY HAR. WE FEEL THE BREEZE FLOW/ BENEATH US;
SO STRANGE. COME W/ITH ME. T HAVE THINGS TO SHOW YOU.
RISE. RISE. WE GO UP. THE OLD TREES FLASH BY. AND THEN RUN
QOUT OF SKY. WE ARE NOT LIMITED BY ROQOTS. COME W/ITH ME:
[VE BEEN HERE BEFORE. RISE. THE CLOUDS ARE GETTING CLOSER.
LOOK DOWN: YOU W/ONT FEEL AFRAD. WE CAN SEE CITIES
FROM UP HERE. SPIRES RAISE IN THE DISTANCE. STILL FAR
BELOW US. MOUNTAINS, COVERED IN SNOW . SOFTLY MELT
INTO THE CLOUDS. LOOK UP. THE CLOUDS ARE CLOSER. THEY
FORM AN IMPERFECT CELING, FULL OF HOLES. LOCK:
THERE'S ONE. FOLLOW ME. SPREAD OUT YOUR ARMS
AND DREAM: THERE YOU GO. UP. UP. THUNDERHEADS.
THESE ARE FAR LARGER THAN THE MOUNTANS, AND
FAR LESS PERMANENT. UP. NOW WERE MDW AY
UP THER HEIGHT. ARMS OUT AGAIN: LET'S FLY /
AW AY. THAT SUN KISSED WIND IS GLORIOUS. IT /
RUNS THROUGH OUR HAR. MAKING MINE i
STREAM OUT BEHIND ME LIKE BANNERS. LOCK |
DOWN THROUGH THAT BREAK IN THE ‘
CLOUDS. A SMALL TOWN SITS QUETLY BE-
LOW: THEY CANT SEE US UP HERE. FASTER.
LET'S GO FASTERNOW. SMALL CLOUDS
BREAK AND FLASH OVER OUR ARMS. YOU
TAKE A DEEP BREATH AS YOU RUN THROUGH
ONE: IT FEELS GOOD ON YOUR DRY LUNGS.

WENDY MERRILL TW/ISTED TN

'r‘)w\b\

THAT. WHAT IS THAT? THERE ARE BUILDINGS UP AHEAD. ALL
WITH CLOUDS FOR FOUNDATIONS. WANT TO VISIT THEM? |
AGREE. WE GO FASTER. WE SEE PEOPLE NOW': THEYRE W/ A/~
ING AT US. CLOSER, CLOSER, AND NOW WE SLOW/ DOWN.
ARMS OUT. FEET DOWN. WE DESCEND. OUR FEET NEVER
REALLY TOUCH DOWN: WE FLOAT A FEW INCHES FROM THE
PEARLESCENT TILES. THE NATIVES ARE AMAZED. CAN YOU
BELIEVEIT? THEYVE NEVER FLOW/NI ONLY THER ATY FLOATS.
REST. THEY SAY. STAY WITH US. THAT SOUNDS GOOD TO ME.
WHAT ABOUT YOU? WE WILL. WE FOLLOW THEM, FEET UP
BEHIND US. YOU TWIRL. STILL CANT BELIEVE IT. THAT'S OKAY.
YOU DONT NEED TO BELIEVEIT. THEY LEAD US TO A ROOM
FILLED WITH FUR COVERED DRAGONS. ONE OPENS ITS W/ING
AND ROLLS ONTO TS SIDE. YOU LIE DOW/N NEXT TO ITS CHEST,
RESTING YOUR HEAD ONITS ARMS. A SOFT WING

KATY MCKAY



LAGOONA

Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass —
No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea ~

- The City in the Sea
Edgar Allan Pee

MERMAID
NIKI SNYDER
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DREN.

IT WAS NOW EMILY'S TIME TO TALK
AND AFTER INTRODUCING HERSELF IN HER VERY
DISTINCTIVE DUTCH ACCENT SHE ASKED THE
CHILDREN A QUESTION.

TWANT EACH OF YOU TO TELL ME
WHAT YOUR FAVORITE THING TO DO IS?”

EMILY GLANCES AROUND THE ROOM
LOOKING AT EACH CHILD IN W/ ONDERMENT.
SHE GOT ALL KINDS OF ANSWERS.

I LIKE BASEBALL."

I LIKE TO SING.”

I LIKE TO SWIM,"

I LIKE TO LEARN HOW TO FLY
A PLANE LIKE MY FATHER." RE-

SPONDED THE BLONDE HAIRED
BOY SITTING IN THE BACK
ROW.

EMILY LISTENED
CAREFULLY TO ALL THE
CHILDREN'S ANSWERS
AND THEN HER AT-
TENTION W AS
DRAWN TO THE
PRETTY AU-

BURN HEAD-

ED GIRL

SITTING

IN THE

RIGHT-HAND SIDE MIDDLE AISLE THAT SEEMED
TO BE OFF SOMEWHERE DAYDREAMING. EMILY
CONTINUES TO FOCUS HER ATTENTION A FEW
SECONDS MORE ON THIS INTRIGUING YOUNG
GIRL BEFORE ASKING HER,

"AND WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE THING
TO DO YOUNG LADY?"

POKED BY THE CLASSMATE SITTING BE-
HIND HER TO GET HER ATTENTION, LACI LOOKS
UP AT EMILY CONFUSED AND RESPONDED.

I'™M SORRY | DID NOT HEAR YOUR QUES-
TION.”

SMILING BACK AT LACI, EMILY AGAIN
ASKS.,

"WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE THING TO
DO

THINKING ABOUT EMILY'S QUESTION
FOR A FEW SECONDS LACI PROCEEDS TO AN-
SWER.

ITHAVE MANY THINGS | LOVE TO DO."

I'LOVE TO TALK TO THE BIRDS AND LIS-
TEN TO THEM SING.”

I LOVE RAINBOWS."

| LOVE PUZZLES."

I LOVE MUSIC”

I LOVE TO PAINT.”

I LOVE TO WRITE.”

I LOVE LOOKING AT PICTURES.”

STOPPING FOR A SECOND OR TWO,
LACI QUICKLY AND EXCITINGLY ADDS,

"OH. | ALSO LOVE PYRAMIDS."

LACI'S LAST COMMENT REALLY PEAKED
EMILY'S CURIOSITY WHICH PROMPTS HER TO
ASK ANOTHER QUESTION.

"WHAT IS IT ABOUT PYRAMIDS THAT
YOU LOVEY

ENTHUSIASTICALLY LACI ANSWERS,

I LOVE THE W AY THEY MAKE ME FEEL,

AND | LOVE THE W AY THEY POINT UP TO
SKY. NO WAIT. | LOVE THAT W AY THEY
POINT FURTHER UP INTO THE UNIVERSE,
AND | THINK THAT THEY PROBABLY
REACH STRAIGHT UP TO HEAVEN."
EMILY GLANCES AT LACI FOR A
FEW MOMENTS NODDING HER
HEAD IN AGREEMENT AS SHE
SENDS LACI 4 CONFIRMING
SMILE. LACI ACKNOW L-
EDGES EMILY'S SMILE
AND FEELS AN IMME-
DIATE CONNECTION
WITH HER. IT
W AS THAT
VERY MO-
MENT THAT
EMILY
KNEW THAT THERE W AS SOMETHING DIFFER-
ENT AND VERY SPECIAL ABOUT LACI. LACI HAD
JUST LISTED ALL THE THINGS EMILY LOVED TO
DO AND HER MANNERISMS REMINDED EMILY
OF HER WHEN SHE W AS LACI'S AGE. IT W AS
AS IF EMILY W AS HAVING A FLASHBACK
W ATCHING HERSELF W/HEN SHE W AS TEN
YEARS OLD. 4 BOND CONNECTION W AS
FORMED THAT DAY BETWEEN EMILY AND LACI
AND UNKNOWN TO EITHER OF THEM AT THAT
TIME KINDRED SPIRITS WERE BEING BROUGHT
TOGETHER FOR A VERY SPECIAL AND

IMPORTANT PURPOSE.
BY: ANNA PARRA
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CHapter 1:

‘THUMP®

MILA-HELLO?
CHAEL-.......UH.
MILA-I'M SORRY, | THOUGHT....
CHAEL-| UM..
MILA-YEAH, OKAY. I'M SORRY....
CHAEL-NO! W AIT, UM..ER...HL.

MILA-OH. HI. I'M SORRY BUT IT'S REALLY DARK IN THIS CLOS-
ET. WHERE ARE YOU?

CHAEL-I'M RIGHT IN FRONT OF YOU. HERE.
‘REACHES OUT TO HER®
MILA-OH. HEHE THERE YOU ARE. WHY DIDN'T YOU ANSWER?
CHAEL-WELL TO BE HONEST, | W AS NERV/OUS.
MILA-WHY?
CHAEL-I DUNNO....| JUST....
MILA-HEY, DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT.

CHAEL-NO, | MEAN....I| SAW YOU EARLIER AND | THOUGHT
YOU WERE INTER-ESTING.

MILA-THANKS..... 'M MILA.

CHAEL- MILA, THAT'S REALLY PRETTY. HOW DO YOU SPELL
IT?

MILA-M. . L. A.
CHAEL-WOW .
MILA-HAHA THANKS. HOW DO YOU SPELL YOUR NAME?
CHAEL-C.H. A.E. L.

MILA-CH.....CH...CHE...CHEL?

CHAEL-NICE TRY, BUT NO. MY NAME IS SPELLED CH AEL
BUT IT IS PRO-NOUNCED LIKE KYLE.

MILA-OH REALLY? THAT IS INTERESTING.
CHAEL-THANKS SO MUCH.

MILA-YOU'RE VERY WELCOME. SO HOW DID YOU GET IN
HERE?

CHAEL-ACTUALLY SOME OF THE GUYS TOLD ME IF | WAIT
IN HERE, THEY'D SEND A "SURPRISE” IN FOR ME. |

DIDN'T THINK THEY MEANT A GIRL.
MILA-WELL, SURPRISE! HAHA.
CHAEL-HAHA YEAH | GUESS. HOW DID YOU GET IN HERE!

MILA-OH, WELL...ACTUALLY A FEW OF MY GIRLFRIENDS
DARED ME TO STAND IN HERE FOR 20 MINUTES FOR 4

SECRET SURPRISE TOO.
CHAEL-OH...DO YOU THINK OUR FRIENDS PLANNED THIS!
MILA-I'M NOT REALLY SURE CHAEL.
CHAEL-HUH. | GUESS WE W AIT 20 MINUTES THEN.
MILA-YEAH | GUESS BUT HOW DID YOU KNOW IT W AS M
CHAEL-WHAT? | DIDN'T.
MILA-YES YOU DID......HOW DID YOU?

CHAEL-OKAY OKAY. | RECOGNIZED THE SOUND OF YOU
VOICE.

MILA-MY VOICE? HOW?
CHAEL-WHEN | SAW YOU EARLIER, | HEARD YOU SPEAKI



MILA-OH. OKAY. WHY DID YOU THINK | W AS INTERESTING?
CHAEL-WHY DO YOU ASK SO MANY QUESTIONS?

MILA-OH! HAHA! I'M SORRY, | DIDN'T MEAN TO INTERRO-
GATE YOU.

CHAEL-HA, ITS FINE.
LA-SERIOUSLY, WHY DID YOU?

CHAEL-BECAUSE YOU ARE THE ONLY GIRL THAT HAS A PO-
NYTAIL TONIGHT.

I~HAHA! WHAT? | DON'T UNDERSTAND.
CHAEL-WELL YOU ARE.
I-HEEHEE, WELL YOU ARE VERY OBSERV ANT.

CHAEL-PERSONALLY, | THINK PONYTAILS ARE BEAUTIFUL.
THEY DON'T HIDE YOUR F ACE.

VILA-OH.....THANK YOU. CHAEL.

CHAEL-NO PROBLEM AT ALL.

THE DOOR HANDLE JIGGLED AND A LIGHT SEEPED IN
THROUGH THE CLOSET. "HEY YOU TWO! THERE YOU ARE!"
EXCLAIMED TESS. MILA AND CHAEL SLOWLY TRUDGED OUT
OF THE CLOSET AS THEY ADJUSTED THEIR EYESIGHT. MILA
TURNED AROUND TO SEE CHAEL. CHAEL W AS YOUR BASIC
TALL, DARK AND HANDSOME SENIOR WITH A CROOKED
SMILE. MILA BEGAN TO SMILE AS SHE REALIZED WHO SHE'D
BEEN IN A4 CLOSET WITH AND AS TO WHY SHE DIDN'T NOTICE
HIM BEFORE. “SO, | GUESS | WILL SEE YOU? LATER?" HINTED
CHAEL. BEWILDERED BY HIS CHARM, MILA SIMPLY SIGHED
"YEAH.." INSTANTLY TESS ANCHORED HER ARM AND BEGAN
TO STROLL HER AW AY BACK TO THE PARTY. MILA WON-
DERED WHY TESS W AS TALKING TO HER. SHE NEVER BOTH-
ERED TO APPROACH HER IN SCHOOL. WHY NOW? "O M G!
MIKA! I'M SO JEALOUS OF YOUR HAIR. IT'S SO LONG AND
THICK. YOU ARE LIKE A KARD ASHIAN OR SOME-THING.” SAID
TESS. MILA GLANCED AT HER HAIR AND UNDERSTOOD HER
JEAL-OUSY. TESS HAD RED-ORANGE HAIR THAT W AS FRIED
FROM NUMEROUS HAIR-DYING, ALTHOUGH SHE CLAIMED
SHE W AS A NATURAL RED-HEAD. MILA'S HAIR RESEMBLED
PRINCESS JASMINE'S LONG, JET BLACK PONYTAIL WITH A
LENGTH THAT ENDED AT THE SMALL OF HER BACK JUST
ABOVE THE BUTT. SHE HAD THE SNOW WHITE PALE COM-
PLEXION TO MATCH. HOWEVER, MILA'S FAVORITE TRAIT

W AS HER FATHER'S LIGHT GREEN EYES. "ACTUALLY IT'S MILA,
BUT THANK YOU.” SHE SAID SWEETLY. "OH. RIGHT.” TESS
SCOFFED AS SHE ROLLED HER EYES. "WELL | SHOULD GET
BACK TO MY FRIENDS.” MILA SAID ANXIOUSLY. "WHAT'S THE
RUSH? COME HANG WITH US FOR A WHILE.” TESS OFFERED
GESTURING AT THE GROUP OF GIRLS BEHIND THEM. EACH OF
TESS’ FRIENDS HAD A SLY LOOK. MILA TOOK A STEP BACK.

SHE DIDN'T W ANT TO BE RUDE. AFTER ALL, THIS W AS TESS'

ORDERED WHILE WINKING AT HER FRIEND. TIA LEFT THE
ROOM AND RETURNED WITH A NAVY BLINDFOLD AND A
PAIR OF SHINY SCISSORS HELD BEHIND HER BACK. "WHAT
KIND OF GAME IS THIS?" ASKED MILA. "BASICALLY YOU WILL
BE BLIND-FOLDED AND YOU'LL HAVE TO GUESS THE SONG
BEING PLAYED ON THE STE-REO.” EXPLAINED TESS. "GUESS
THE SONG?" ASKED MILA. TIA STOOD BE-HIND HER AND TIED
THE BLINDFOLD OVER HER EYES. "YEP, | KNOW IT SOUNDS
STUPID BUT IT'S REALLY FUN.” ASSURED TESS. "ALL RIGHT,
BUT WHY AM | BEING BLINDFOLDED?" ASKED MILA. "THAT'S
JUST THE GAME MIKA.” TESS SNAPPED WHILE PLUGGING IN
HER IPOD. "OKAY, AND GUESS!" SAID TESS. MILA BEGAN TO
LISTEN. GWEN STEFANI MAYBE? "UM...SWEET ESCAPE?"
ASKED MILA. "YEP! NEXT SONG.” SAID TESS. TI4 BEGAN TO
SLOWLY SNIP THE TOP OF MILA'S PONYTAIL. MILA PAN-
ICKED. "WHAT'S HAPPENING?" ASKED MILA WOR-RYINGLY.
"WHAT DO YOU MEAN? WHAT'S THE SONG?™ YELLED TESS.
TIA W AS HALFW AY DONE BY HER NEXT GUESS. "ORDINARY
PEOPLE BY JOHN LEG-END?” GUESSED MILA. TESS DENIED
EVEN THOUGH SHE W AS CORRECT. FI-NALLY, TIA CUT THE
LAST STRAND AND HELD THE THICK PONYTAIL WITHIN HER
GRIP. MILA THOUGHT HER HEAD FELT LIGHTER AND SHE FELT
THE BREEZE OF THE A/C VENT BRUSH THE BACK OF HER NECK.
MILA JUMPED UP FROM THE STOOL AND Y ANKED THE BLIND-
FOLD OFF. "SERIOUSLY! WHAT'S GOING ON?!" SHE CRIED. AS
SHE SCANNED THE ROOM TESS AND HER FRIENDS WERE
SNICKER-ING AND GRINNING. TIA TOSSED THE HAIR AT HER
CHEST. MILA CAUGHT IT AND GASPED. SHE SLOWLY RAISED
HER HAND TO HER HEAD AND RAN HER FINGERS THROUGH
HER HAIR. HER EYES GREW BIG AND SHE INHALED LOUDLY.
SHE FELT HER STOMACH TURN. MILA LOOKED DOWN AT THE
LOCKS WITHIN HER PALMS. "THIS IS MINE?"
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THANK YOUL

THE ODYSSEY STAFF WOULD LIKE TO GIVE RECOGNITION TO
THE LAKE-SUMTER STAFF, FROM THE JUDGES, TO THE PEOPL
WHO HELPED PREPARE OUR EVENTS FROM THE GALLERY TO
THE AWARD SHOW. WITHOUT THEIR HELP THE ODYSSEY

WOULD NOT HAVE COME TOGETHER LIKE IT DID THIS YEAR
AND RUN AS SMOOTHLY WITH OUR SMALL STAFF, WE ARE
GRATEFUL.

WE WOULD ALSO LIKE TO THANK THE PUBLISHING TEAM,
FROM FORD PRESS IN LEESBURG, FOR PRINTING OUF

MAGALZINE AND TURNING THESE AMAZING
COLLECTIONS OF ART FROM OUR STUDENTS
INTO AN ART MUSEUM EXPERIENCE AT OUR
STUDENT'S FINGERTIPS. KUDOS.

LASTLY, WE WOULD LIKE TO THANK OUR STUDENTS
FOR PARTICIPATING IN THIS YEARS LAKE-SUMTER ART
LITERARY COMPETITION. THE ODYSSEY WOULD NOT
EXIST WITHOUT OUR STUDENTS. SO PLEASE CONTINU
TO SPREAD THE WORD ABOUT THIS MAGALZINE SO WE
CAN GO FURTHER WITH SPREADING THE WORD ABOUT
THE ODYSSEY MAGAZINE AND THE COMPETITION.

32 YEARS STRONG & MORE TO COME!

£
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WITH A BURST OF COLOR AND LIGHT, HE PULLS HIS BUILDING MATERIAL INTO THE SCENE. TIME, GRAVITY, AND SPACE ALL
DREAMED UP IN AN INSTANT FOR A SMALL BUBBLE OF TANGIBILITY. HE HOLDS ALL THE SPARKLING STUFF IN HIS HANDS, THE V/AST

NOTHINGNESS STRETCHING OUT BENEATH HIM LIKE A SEA. SPREADING HIS ARMS, HE LETS THE SMALL UNIVERSE EXPAND AND FLOW
OPEN.

WHAT'S GOING ON? A FEW IMMORTAL ONLOOKERS ASK. WHAT'S HE DOING? THEY DON'T KNOW YET. THEY ONLY KNOW
THAT HE IS INTENT.

HE RUSHES IN TO DWELL IN THE MIDST OF THE BUBBLE OF TIME AND SPACE, AND HIS TRAVEL SETS THE DUST CLOUDS SPIN- |
NING INTO GALAXIES. THERE IS ONE PARTICULAR CLOUD THAT HE HAS HIS HEART SET ON: HE FRAMES IT GENTLY W/ITH HIS PALMS,
AND SPINS IT JUST SLIGHTLY. IT IMMEDIATELY BEGINS TWINKLING WITH STARS. THE FIRST POINTS OF LIGHT ARE ALREADY POPPING
OUT OF EXISTENCE, THROWING THEIR BORROWED DUST BACK INTO SPACE. THERE IS ONE STAR THAT HASN'T FORMED YET,
THOUGH. HE KNOW'S ABOUT [T, AND FEELS IT IN HIS MIND. THIS ONE IS SPECIAL. ,

HE LOOKS DEEPER, AND JUMPS TO A SMALLER FRAME. THERE'S ANOTHER NEBULA BETWEEN HIS HANDS NOW:; THIS ONE
MAGNIFICENTLY SMALLER. IT W ANTS TO COLLAPSE, TO PULL INTO ITSELF AND BE ALONE, BUT THAT IS NOT HIS PLAN. HE SPINS IT.

IT TWIRLS LIKE A DANCER MADE OF DUS HOLDING OU f"SARMS IT LEGS, ITS ENTIRE BEING AS IT SPINS.

WHEN IT PULLS IN THOSE CELESTIAL ARMS, IT SPINS FASTER HEATS : . STARTS TO GLOW. THE DUST SURROUNDING IT, WHICH
STARTED AS A CLOUD, NOW STATS TO FORM DELICATE RINGS. THE LITTLE LIGHT IN THE CENTER STARTS TO BREATHE ON ITS OW/|
THIS ONE IS SPECIAL INDEED.

- - -
HE LOOKS DEEPER STILL. THIS ONE, SPECIAL SPHERE IS BEFORE HIM NOW/, SWIRLING VIOLENTLY WITH HEAT. HE BREATHE!
ONIT, AND IT CALMS TO JUST A GENTLE RADIANCE FROM ITS HEART. THIS IS THE ONE.

HE PULLS W ATER TO THE SURFACE, BREATHES CLOUDS ONTO IT, AND ADJUSTS THE MOON FOR TIDES. HE MOLDS LA
BENEATH HIS FINGERTIPS, AND THEN TAPS IT TO SET IT BREAKING AND DRIFTING. HOW QUICKLY IT ALL GOES BY TO HIM, WHC
ISTS OUTSIDE OF TIME. JUST A COUPLE DAYS. WHO CAN TELL HIM OTHERW/ISE? WHEN HE W ANTS SOMETHING FASTER, HE PC
IN MORE TIME. WHEN HE W ANTS IT SLOWER, HE SKIMS SOME OFF THE TOP. WHO CAN TELL HIM WHAT A DAY IS?

BEFORE HIM IS 4 THING OF BEAUTY NOW, JUST PERFECT. AROUND IT TO THE EDGE OF THE UNIVERSE, COUNTLESS OTHER!
FORM, BUT NONE SO EXACT AS THIS. AND NONE OF THEM WILL HAVE WHAT HE IS ABOUT TO DO TO THIS ONE

HE W ALKS UNTIL HE STANDS WITH HIS FEET IN THE DEEP. REACHING DOWN, HE PULLS HIS FINGERS THROUGH THE WATE
AND THE EDDIES SPRING TO LIFE. THEY WRIGGLE AND LEAP, SPREADING OUT LIKE INK INTO THE FAR REACHES OF THE OCEAN. HE
LIFTS HIS HAND FULL OF W ATER, AND AS SOME DRIPS OFF, THE DROPS BREAK APART INTO COUNTLESS SETS OF WINGS ANDT;
TO THE SKY AS A DISPERSING CLOUD. THE W ATER HE STILL HAS, HE THROWS, AND WHEN IT HITS THE EARTH IT SPLASHES INTO

WHEN HIS SCULPTURE IS DONE, HE INHALES, DRAWING IN HIS VERY OWN ETERNAL SOUL, AND PAUSES. THIS IS MORE
HE GAVE THAT FIRST HANDFUL OF SPACE AND TIME  FAR MORE THAN HE GAVE THAT SPECIAL CLOUD, OR THAT ONE STAR. THI
MORE THAN HE GAVE THAT SINGULAR MOLTEN WORLD. THIS IS FAR MORE THAN HE GAVE THE TREES, THE BIRDS, THE FISH, THE
BEASTS. THIS IS SPECIAL. HE DRAWS THE THING OF DUST TO HIS LIPS, AND EXHALES.



AHSOKATANO BY YOLANDA ROSADO




WHEN WE SMELLED FOOD, WE DESCENDED SLOWLY TO FIND IT, RELISHING EACH MOMENT OF
WIND UNDER OUR WINGS. ONCE WE FOUND WHATEVER MISERABLE CREATURE HAD BECOME OUR DIN-
NER, WE ATE QUICKLY. WE LEAPT BACK INTO THE SKY A4S SOON AS POSSIBLE.

WE LOST EVERYTHING. WE NOW EAT ROTTEN FLESH, RATHER THAN THE SWEET, AMBROSIAL
NECTAR THAT WE STARTED WITH. OUR FEATHERS ARE THE COLOR OF SOOT, RATHER THAN THE RAIN-
BOW THAT THEY COULD HAVE BEEN. WE CROAK SOMETIMES, OR HISS, BUT NEVER SING ANYMORE.
THE OTHERS DON'T UNDERSTAND US.

BUT THEN AGAIN, THEY'VE NEVER SPENT HOURS ON THE BACK OF A CLOUD. THEY'VE NEVER
SEEN THE WORLD FROM 10,000 FEET UP. THEY'VE NEVER COME SO CLOSE TO HEAVEN AS WE.

THE EAGLES WERE RELUCTANT WHEN WE ASKED THEM TO PLUCK THE FEATHERS FROM OUR HEADS.
THEY LOVED THEIR SMOOTH, PREENED FEATHER LIKE NOTHING ELSE, AND COULDN'T FATHOM WHY WE
WOULD GIVE OURS UP JUST SO WE COULD EAT THE KIND OF FOOD THAT THEY ONLY ATE WHEN
DESPERATE. BUT THEY DID IT. WHEN THEY WERE DONE, THEY STARED AT OUR BALD, WRINKLED FACES
WITH QUIET HORROR. WE THANKED THEM AND SPREAD OUR WINGS.

WE FLEW UP  AND UP  AND UP AND UP AND UP. WE FLEW UNTIL WE COULDN'T SEE THEM
ANYMORE. WE FLEW UNTIL WE COULD SEE FOR MILES IN EVERY DIRECTION, AND THEN WE FLEW INTO
THE CLOUDS. WE GRACEFULLY

DIPPED IN AND OUT OF THE MOIST, WHITE FLUFF. WE TWIRLED AND DANCED WHERE NO ONE COULD

SEE US ANYMORE. WE LET THE SUN W ARM OUR BLOOD. WE WERE QUIET: NO UGLY SCREECHES FILLED
THAT PEACEFUL EXPANSE.

KAYLA CHIDESTER BIRDS OF A FEATHER




100 YARDS OF GATOR GLORY
ERIN NORTH

4 ] "".
’ ’ ‘ ‘ TREE 3D-WENDY MERRILL

/ULTURE-KATIE MCKAY YET SOMEHOW HE'S CONTENT
| BEADY EYES FROM BALDING HEAD LOOK ~ ALOFT.
DOWN GLIDING UGLY UP HIGH.
HELD ALOFT BY TATTERED W/INGS. PERHAPS IT WAS A GOOD
/OICELESS. RANCID, SEEKING DEATH EXCHANGE:

/ND FEASTING ON THE W/ORST OF THINGS ~ LEAVING BEAUTY. CHOOSING SKY

SQUIRREL ON A TREE BY PATRICIA VELEZ



FALL N LOVE WETH YOURSELF
FALL FOR YOUR LITTLE QUIRKS:

HOW YOU RUN YOUR FINGERS THROUGH YOUR
HAIR

HOW YOU BITE YOUR LIP IN CONCENTRATION
FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF
W ATCH YOURSELF GET READY IN THE MORNING

LOOK AT YOURSELF AS IF YOU WERE GAZING
AT A LOVER

MESMERIZE YOURSELF

WITH THE W AY

YOU ROLL OUT OF BED OR

BRUSH YOUR TEETH IN TINY CIRCLES

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF
STARE AT YOURSELF NAKED
WITH EYES VOID OF

JUDGMENT

DISGUST

OR APPREHENSION

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF
LOOK AT YOURSELF WITH W ONDER

LOOK AT YOURSELF AS SOMEONE WOULD
LOOK AT A PIECE OF

ART

LOOK AT YOURSELF THE W AY A MOTHER
LOOKS AT HER

NEWBORN CHILD

LOOK AT YOURSELF THE W AY A FATHER
LOOKS AT HIS DAUGHTER AS SHE W ALKS
DOWN THE AISLE

-

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF 7 ’
DON'T BE 4 STRANGER TO YOUR 7

oDY
GET TO KNOW EVERY INCH OF YOUR SKIN
COUNT EVERY HAIR

BECOME FRIENDS WITH EVERY
MOLE
SCAR.
AND STRETCH MARK

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF
ROMANCE YOURSELF

DRESS UP FOR YOURSELF

CALL YOURSELF CUTE

LAUGH AT THE SILLY JOKES YOU MAKE

CUDDLE UP AND W ATCH MOVIES WITH
YOURSELF

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF ;I
THE ONLY REASON YOU DOUBT YOUR BEAUTY
IS BECAUSE YOU DON'T
SEE YOURSELF AS OTHERS
DO- AS | DO.

FALL IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF
FOR THEN

YOU'LL UNDERSTAND WHY
| HAVE FALLEN FOR YOU

BY: ALEXES PAYNTER
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N A~ & FYBOYS Ve if
BY KATIE MCKAY

THE OTHER BIRDS CONSIDER US BUZZARDS TO BE A SORRY BUNCH UGLY, VO]CELESS SCAVEN-

GERS. BUT THEY FORGET. | HEY FORGET THAT WE CHOSE THIS. THAT WE GAVE UP OUR BEAUTY AND
VOICES AND FINE FOODS FOR SOMETHING BETTER. THEY FORGET THAT WE WERE ONCE LIKE THEM. HUM-
MINGBIRDS, PIGEONS. THEY FORGET THINGS QUICKLY. THE HAWKS AND EAGLES MIGHT REMEMBER. BUT

THEY ARE TOO PROUD TO CONSIDER THEIR PASTS. WE BUZZARDS ARE NOT SO ARROGANT. WE RE-
MEMBER.

LONG AGO. att of us irps WERE BEAUTIFUL. WE wERE smALL anp SPRIGHTLY. anp
WE SANG. SWEET TRILLS AND W ARBLES TO EACH OTHER FOR LOVE. WE FEASTED ON SUCCULENT NECTAR

AND BUILT DELICATE NESTS TO RAISE OUR YOUNG. MOST OF THE BIRDS WERE SATISFIED. SURE, SOME

TRADED THEIR NECTAR FOR BERRIES OR SEEDS. SOME CAUGHT BEES. SOME MADE SAVORY TREATS OF
THE INSECTS THAT SW ARMED AROUND US. BUT IT WAS JUST A MATTER OF TASTE: THEY WERE ALL

BEAUTIFUL AND THEY ALL FLITTED FROM BRANCH TO BRANCH CONTENTEDLY.

WELL, MOST OF THEM DID. 4 SMALL NUMBER OF THOSE BEAUTIFUL BIRDS WERE NOT SATIS-
FIED. THEY W ANTED SOMETHING GRANDER: THEY W ANTED TO GO HIGHER AND FASTER, TO BE STRONGER.
THE BEAUTIFUL BIRDS HAD TO SPEND ALL DAY EATING TINY BERRIES JUST TO SURVIVE AND KEEP FLITTING
AROUND. THE UNSATISFIED BIRDS W ANTED MORE. THEY WANTED TO SPEND TIME SOARING HIGH
AND SEARCHING, RATHER THAN EATING. THEY WOULD FLY UP AS HIGH AS THEY COULD, AND THEN DIVE
BACK DOWN WHEN THEY COULDN'T STAND THE HUNGER. THEY STARTED TO CHASE THE OTHER BIRDS.
THEY PRACTICED CATCHING AND CARRYING THINGS IN THEIR TINY, DAINTY FEET. SOON, THEY GREW
STRONG. THEIR CLAW'S BECAME TALONS AND THEIR CHESTS DEEPENED WITH NEW MUSCLE. THEY LOST
SOME OF THEIR COLORS SO THEY COULD BLEND INTO THE TREES OR SKY. THEY BENT THEIR BEAKS
AGAINST ROCKS SO THAT THEY COULD PRY MEAT FROM BONES. THEY LEARNED |1 O SWOOP TO AT-
TACK FROM ABOVE. WITH THE ABILITY 1O KILL came THE FREEDOM TO FLY FAR FROM FOOD, AND

THEY LEARNED 1O SOAR THEY SPEND HOURS FLYING, KNOWING THAT ALL THEY HAD TO DO W AS DI-
VE, AND THEY WOULD BE SATISFIED FOR A LONG TIME AFTER.

SOME OF THE HAWKS AND EAGLES STILL WEREN'T SATISFIED. NOT ALL OF US W ANTED THE
ADRENALINE RUSH; SOME OF US DIDN'T CARE ABOUT THAT. SOME TOOK OFF TO THE SEA AND LEARNED

TO FISH. sOME STRETCHED OUT THEIR WINGS AND pecipep TO FLY AROUND THE WORLD.
USING THE SE4 FOR FOOD.

WE. ON THE OTHER HAND. WERE THE ODDBALLS  THE sTRANGE oF THE STRANGE. WE DID-

N'T CARE ABOUT THE THRILL OF KILLING. WE DIDN'T NEED TO TRAVEL BARREN OCEANS. WE DIDN'T NEED
BEAUTY OR GRACE. WE DIDN'T EVEN NEED A CALL OF OUR OWN.

WE JUST WANTED TO FLY. Wt wANTED TO FLOAT RIGHT INTO THE CLOUDS AND CIRCLE

THUNDERHEADS. WE W ANTED TO SOAR SO HIGH THAT EVEN THE EAGLES WERE JUST SPECKS BELOW US.
WE WANTED TO RUB SHOULDERS WITH THE SUN, AND WE DIDN'T WANT ANYTHING TO INTERRUPT THAT.
HUNTING TAKES TOO MUCH EFFORT: IT DISTRACTS US FROM OUR ONE DESIRE AND JOY, EVEN IF FRESH
MEAT DOES TASTE BETTER. BEAUTY? WHO ARE WE TRYING TO IMPRESS?
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ECHOES OF A DREAM-AGATHA PLASARE

AS | TRAVELLED THROUGH THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS:

THE ROADS UNTARRED. DUST MINGLED W/ITH SWEAT:

AS | STOPPED BY THE RIVER AND SHARED 4 DRINK.

WITH FALLEN LEAVES, HERDS OF CATTLE AND DEAD ANMALS:
I LOOKED UP AT THE ROARING PLANE ABOVE ME

AND SAD TO MYSELF.

THAT BRD IS GOING TO MY DREAM LAND

AS | SATWITH MY FOLKS UNDER THE BAOBAB TREF:

FEEDING OUR EYES ON THE FASHON OF THE WHITE MAN'S WORLD:

FROM ONLY TV. SET OF THE VILLAGE.
AS I WITNESSED THE FREEDOM. THE LEISURE AND PLEASURES:
OF ALL THE SHAMELESS ECSTASES:
[ SAD TO MYSELF,
THAT IS MY DREAMLAND.
o000
AS1BD FAREWELL TO MY FOLKS:
DRESSED IN WHITE. LIKE ICTORS FROM W/ AR:
SHARNG HUGS AND TEARS OF JOY AND OF PRIDE:
FOR THER ONLY BEACON AND HOFPE.

AS W AS LIFTED INTO THE SKY WATH
THE SHAKING OF HEAV'Y METALS

AND FEAR OF THE UNKNOWN:

Those who
dream by day
are cognizant of
many things that
escape those who
dream only at
night.

= Edgar Allan Poe

| TOUCHED THE 000

CLOSET METAL TO MY SEAT AND SAD:
BIG BRD. TAKE ME TO MY DREAMLAND

ASISITIN MY ROOM
WEAK AND FRAL. “ .

B s J
THE LAST LEAF OF ' . . ."

MY ROOM. DARK. AND QUIET: LIKE MY I4/ORLD,

IWISHI COULD TELL THE CLOCK TO STOP TICKING
QUEET!

e 0000

LENCE. TO TALK TO MY SOUL:

AND INQURRE OF MY DESTINY

SLOWLY. IMOVED TOW ARD THE

MRROR.

| TURNED ON THE LIGHT:

THE ONLY ONE I NEED. TO FACE MY SOUL.

[ WANT TO SEE HER FACE.

ILIFTED MY HEAD WTH A HEAVY HEART AND ASKED:
THIS IS MY DREAMLAND.

BUT WHERE IS MY DREAM?

WHERE IS MY DREAM?

| AM STILL WITH YOU CRISTINA LOPEZ




THE THINGS WE DO NOT SEE PASS US EACH DAY,

STHEY ALWAYS HAVE AND ALWAYS SHALL DO.

FOR THEY DON'T KNOW WHAT TO DO ANYWAY.

THER THAN CARRY ON UNDER LIFE BLUE.

IT'S A SAD SONG SUNG BY SOMBER BUFFOONS.

'E WITH THE CRIES THAT SIGNAL SOMETHING OUT

HEARD BY ALL ON THE PLANETS AND THE MOONS.

TFALLS ON DEAF EARS IN A COSMIC DROUGHT.

IT TAKES BUT ONE LOOK TO SEE THE SORROW

R

EED:
TO MAKE AN EIVEN BETTER TOMORROW/,

EeD.
LIFE IS NOT LIVED AWAY FROM THY NEIGHBOR:

IS LIVED IN SERVICE OF THANKLESS LABOR. _

DAVD RENNA

wil is a consequence of Good, so, in fact, out of Joy is sorrow born."

enice

idgar Allan Poe
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WHEN cU77ERS LRY

| ONCE READ THAT CUTTER'S DON'T CRY
IF YOU ASK ME, I'D HAVE TO ARGUE THEY'RE WRONG
WE CRY, BUT OUR TEARS ARE NOT SALTY OR CLEAR

NOR DO THEY COME FROM OUR EYES

OUR TEARS ARE JUST AS WARM AS YOURS,
BUT COME FROM DEEPER WITHIN.

OUR TEARS ARE BRIGHT RED.

WITH EVERY CUT, WE CRY.




KRISTEN

BINNING

WITH EVERY BEAT OF OUR HEART,
MORE TEARS COME

YOUR TEARS LEAVE ONLY A MILD STAIN,
EASILY WASHED AWAY.

OURS TEND TO LAST DAYS, OR WEEKS,
AND WHEN DEEP ENOUGH, FOREVER.

SO NO, | CAN'T SAY CUTTERS DON'T CRY.
| KNOW FULL WELL WE DO.

|DON'T KNOW HOW WE START,

| JUST KNOW THAT WITH EVERY CUT,
SOMEHOW WE DO.
ELIZABETH FIEBKE




SHERRI ROSE CONFUSED CAT |

"For months T could not rid myself
of the phantasm of the cat; and,
during this period, there came back
into my spirit a half-sentiment that
seemed, but was not, remorse. I
went so far as to regret the loss
of the animal, and to look about
me, among the vile haunts which I

SADNESS
BY AMANDA FRENCH

TIS BUT A SUBTLE SHARPNESS,

now habitually frequented, for THAT CUTS TO THE CORE.
another pet of the same species, |
and of somewhat similar GENTLY GRAZING THE SURFACE
it BUT THERE FOREVER MORE.

~Edgar Allan Poe,
"The Black Cat" [




KATIE MCKAY
READING W/INGS AND SPRINTING FEET
REASON FOUND TO LIVE

REAKING CHAINS AND SINGING BIRDS
CAPTAN OUT TO SEA

ANCING LEGS AND SHOUTING VOICE
CREATURE BOUND SET LOOSE
REAMING SLEEP AND DRIFTING BREEZE
WRITER W/ITH A PEN.



My sweet o,
P
et completely hed
(¢ will be full o cracks,
) ol covered in bruises
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BLACK

THERE IS THIS PAIN THAT | CAN'T ESCAPE
IT FOLLOW'S ME EVERYWHERE

I CAN'T BREATHE UNDER ITS HOVERING
ITS MASS BRINGS DARKNESS

I'VE HEARD IT MAKES YOU FEEL ALIVE
BUT I ONLY W ANT TO BE DEAD

I'M ALREADY DEAD INSIDE WHAT DOES IT WANT

FROM ME

IT TELLS ME MY HEART STILL BEATS
IT'S ATTRACTED TO THE YOUTH

| WONDER IF IT'S TURNING BLACK
I'M TOO WEAK TO FIGHT IT OFF
I'M SICK IN THE MIND

NO TREATMENT TO SUFFICE
DARKNESS STILL CREEPS

CALLING ITS PREY

THIS PAIN HAS PLAGUED ME

ETERNAL VVESSEL
BLAKE SELBY

ABDUCTED FROM HIS HOME, -
ONTO ANOTHER STELLAR DOM
ABRUPTLY ASCENDING,
INTERNALLY DEMANDING

SKY FATHERS REST THE WEARY

YOUR EVER PRESENT DOMINIQ
FOREVER SAID

CONSTANT EXPLORATION OF:
VAST UNKNOWN,

THE SECRETS SHALL NOW.

PRY MY SOUL FROM THIS
WORTHLESS SHELL,

AND SHOW ME THE STARS AS
WOULD TELL



RD THE SONG OF THE

D,

NG MY SOUL.

REATH TURNING COLDER,
ER CHORUS ROSE.

TO LEAP FROM MY BED.

LEE THE DEAD.

|COULD NOT BUDGE.
HEART OF

Al THEY CAME,
TAKE MY HEART AW AY.
I STILL | STAYED.

LED W/ITH MY SHAME.

D THERE | STAYED

OREVER MORE

(OTHER LOST SOUL.
ACTM TO WORLD'S
ASTY LURE.

| AMANDA FRENCH




T his gaze of beauty it is timeless to me,
Like an endless summer spent ctcrnal[y

A transfer of souls throuyh Pools S0 F&crcéuy,
An exquisite fecl&ny that begets this eternal blessénjo ——

A peace is felt cach time seeing your ﬁzce,
Like a warm blanket wrapping,
561/1}017 embrace

Like a flower in its zenith wever 4o wilt with time,
To L'ynorc this precious gem would be a crime

For beaufy can't be measured by the outside,
But by the happiness you invoke when by my side

A companion,
An undcrstand&ny of the (nternal,
Forever to be,
Over obstacles | will hurdl,

For the real yo’ft isnt to obtain or have any gain,
But to stare into the eyes of beauty once again

By: Blake Selby




re taken by Elizabeth Detres



THAT ONE NIGHT ASYOUSITNOT«

, YOU TURN TO ME AND THE L
YOU'RE SO cooL m97ﬁVgﬂ//Vﬂ/€

YOUR EYES SAYS IT ALL W
SO SMOOTH

NEEDING TC
THE W AY THAT YOU MOVE |

YOU TOUCH ME IM BRI
| FEEL LIKE |

DON'T
BELONG

NEXT TO
YOU.

THE JAZ1Z

IT ADDS TO
YOUR
SWAG

YOUR
SMOKE
RINGS

FLOAT TO
THE CEILING.

| CAN SEE YOU A4S 4
ROMANTIC
SWEEPING GIRLS OFF THEIR FEET
ONE BY ONE THEY FAINT IN DEFEAT
AT THE THOUGHT OF YOUR LONGING NEED. ]
GHT © g N | DIED JUST A LITTLE AS

| WATCH AND GAZE

AT THE GAMES THAT YOU PLAY MY NERVES ANTICIPA

AND F



We loved with a love that was

TlME TRAVEL 1969 more than love—
3Y KRISTEN BINNING =

-Edgar Allan Poe
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FOOTPRINT

OVER THE BARK YOU TRAVERSE AND
UNRAVEL,
PUSH FORW ARD WITH THE GOAL OF LIGHT
YOU TRAVEL, 7
ERECTING, LUSTING, A GALLOP TOW ARI
THE NEARING
EVACUATED FROM THE EAR YOU FINE
YOUR CLEARING
BUT HERE COMES THE FOOTPRINT
AN ELUSIVE BARBAROUS FORCE
BENDING NATURE WILL AND ENACTIN
DISCOURSE
THE ONCE GREEN FOREST NOW RENDE!
TO ASH,
NO EXPLANATION, BUT THIS SURELY ¢
LAST?
BRING FOURTH MACHINES TO CULTIV.
POWER,
REAPING THE BENEFITS,
OH WHAT DEVASTATION CAN BE DO
AN HOUR
THE ONGOING PUSH FOR PROGRF
BORING WRINKLES IN OUR MOTH
BEAUTIFUL FACE,
BUT ITS ALL FOR THEM,
OR IS IT A DISGRACE?
NOW ASCEND FLORA OF THE FC
LEAP FORTH AND SHOW THEM "
WILL,
AN UNW AVERING ASSERTION TC
STAY STILL
CONTRARY TO OUR INTER
YOU KEEP TO YOUR PLA
BUT HERE IS THE FOOTPRINT F¢(
STAND

» BLAKE SE
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THEME |

THIS SIDE OF THE BOOK HAS A COLORFUL VIBE TO IT
INSPIRED BY THE MORE MODERN POP LIKE LOOK OF
MAGALZINES IN TODAYS CULTURE, AS WELL AS

EDGAR ALLAN POE'S MORE UPLIFTING WORK. THE

USE OF MORE COLOR WAS ALSO CHOSEN IN .,
RECOGNITION OF THE COLORFUL ART SUBMISSIONS |
WE GRATEFULLY RECEIVED THIS YEAR.

ABOUT OUR THEME

THIS YEAR WE HAD A RECORD BREAKING AMOUNT OF POETRY, SO WHO
MORE ABOUT POETRY THEN EDGAR ALLEN POE? WE HAD SO MANY IDEAS
CHOOSE FROM THAT WE COULDN'T LIMIT TO ONE THEME SO WE DECIDED
TWO BOOKS IN ONE. WE WERE INSPIRED BY POE'S POEM THE RAVEN AN
STORY, THE BLACK CAT. THEREFORE RAVENS AND CATS CAN BE SEEN THR(
OUT BOTH BOOKS. WE ALSO WANTED THIS YEARS PUBLICATION TO BE M
A MAGAZINE WHICH WORKED PERFECTLY, SINCE WE RECEIVED A LOT OF |
THIS YEAR. LOOK AT BOTH BOOKS THEN TELL US WHICH ONE IS YOUR FA

P.S. THE EDGAR ALLEN POE ON EACH COVER WAS CREATED BY OUR OlW/!
ELIZABETH DETRES!

Edgerm“m
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Chesk out f }
LSS0

students
Drenwringds
Phetos,

- THIS SIDE OF THE BOOK FOCUSES ON Mt

— RED AND BLACK SHADES AND HAS A DA
TONE. THIS HALF ALSO INCLUDES MORE G
DARKER STORIES OF THIS YEARS W/RITING
LIKE THE FIRST HALF, WE DECIDED Tt

S0 GEOMETRIC SHAPES TO DECORATE THE

Fiip this bock 10

] e
\ A uhde new

Leok!




EYES OF A

BEAUTY
BLAKE

SELBY

BLACK
SPIN

L KATY
BINNING MCKAY

. KRISTEN

FALL TN
LOVE WITH
YOURSELF

ALEX1S
PAYNTER




TURN THIS BOOK
AROUND FOR #
MORE '

#
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PATRICIA VELEZ
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