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Poetry



Sarah Allgood

Poetry

I sit in class, listening.
And yet I hear only noise.
The teacher’s words make no sense to me,
I’m preoccupied.
My mind is elsewhere, however it’s not wandering.

Where?
Poetry:

It’s there because I have to write two poems,

I’m writing, 

But then I remember something:
I’m a writer, this is what I do.
So to the reader:
Stop counting my syllables,
Stop counting the lines and the stanzas.
Don’t tell me this isn’t poetry because it’s “not correct.”
I don’t like to rhyme,
I don’t like to match up my words and stanzas.
Poetry is supposed to be art,

This is my art,
This is what you as a reader get.

This

Exactly how I want it.



Aleta Anderson

Remember

I remember that last night,
As we lay in the moonlight,
Under the black sky, 

 In the misty blue moon bright. 

The crisp air awakens

I am tired, you said.

I want to run and dance.

I am tired, you said.

I want to swim and play.

I remember that last night,
As we lay in the moonlight.

You asked me to promise you

But you promised me too.

The rustic air smells,

Mixing with nature’s living scent.

Where last energies were to be spent,
Your motivational aura lent.

I can run and dance.

Fight no matter daunting obstacles,

I can swim and play.

Remember this last night,
As we lie here in the moonlight.
I will be laughing happily,
Please, don’t cry.
I will be shining bright,

The cool breeze whispers

I will be your guardian angel,

And still walking right beside, 



Natalie Bridgmon

Certainty

It certainly scares me.
Is there truly nothing worse than a blank page?
Isn’t anticipation worse?  Doesn’t it kill you?
It certainly kills me.

Light

I met you in the dark

You took my hand
And showed me the moon.

Taking all my matches too.
Then I had no choice
But to see the stars.



Weather

I’ve grown a lot since then,
Which is a lot like now,
Outside, at least.

The same chill in the air,

Trust is the problem,
Or it was, anyway,
But I’ve grown a lot since then.



Josh Jones

Cupid’s Bullet

 In this new age…
      The bow and arrow don’t seem to work anymore

So he toils and slaves
 Even to an immortal, this seems like an eternity
Until 

  No, this was meant to create

  But with this new weapon, we could ignore it no longer

 ! B A N G !

S  W  I  F  T
It was love



We Came

We came to become slaves
We came into power through ancestry, but were thrown into weakness
From Queens and Kings turned prostitutes and pimps
They took our gold and gave us crack to hold

They stole our souls. And we let them go with no repercussions

Them or ourselves? 

Something is not right.



Lisa Knoppe

January 5

Little girl
you are 21 today
& it causes my heart pain
because while I raised you
to soar on your own

The Pull

or rather know I should
you are the hammer
to my tack
But
something about 
your love’s magnetism
always pulls me 
                 b  
            a  
      c
k



Lovely and pure
a virgin wearing a
million tiny diamonds

dancing in the moonlight
covering the grime

with her beauty
until she is corrupted

they touch her
and steal her diamonds

20-Sided Die

brilliant young man
So many sides
each one its own
Random happenstance
roll the die
watch it tumble
Who will you be?

& possibilities using



Kelsey Mooney

Friend

A cold heart’s what I ran to

Someone to wipe the tears away –
To help a broke heart mend.

Lying beneath his guise

What led to his demise.

His once warm laugh now mocking,
His open arms now closed.
The smile that used to light my day –
No longer does it show.

The eyes that used to sympathize

The voice that once was welcoming,
Now tainted with disdain.

Words twisted into lies.

Why you see the tears she’s cried.

Talking’s much too easy.

That maybe things, weren’t as they 
seemed,
That maybe I was right?

I must’ve never meant that much,
I see it clearly now,
Past the haze – to my eyes – he gave,
And still it stings somehow…

months,

For that’s a title one has to earn –
Won’t make that mistake again.

I realize now that you can’t miss
Someone that isn’t there –
A time that never really happened
With someone that you thought cared.

His once warm laugh – still mocking,
His open arms – still closed.
And still he doesn’t give a damn,
And that’s what kills me most.



The Dilemma

Inside a place with everything,
There’s one thing on my mind:
A box that streams a prism

In silvers, reds, and golds,

To present what each beholds.

To do what seems impossible:

Resulting in a child’s game

The one I might want most.

A letter and a number pressed,
I wait so patiently,

Stop unexpectedly.

I shout and shake vigorously –
All dignity aside.

I thrashed about, began to pout,

Perhaps, someone could spare some change,
Or a Milkyway Midnight…



Manjil Pradhan    

Beauty and body 
Governed under Marxism

For many planets, there is only one sun



The Cat

Alexander Gubble,

His cat (named Othello)
Who’s normally black,
Is now a horrible yellow.

“I do not understand!!” he said,
Quite bereaved, as he scratched his head.

Othello was blue. 

Oh! my poor little cat,

But Othello uttered no reply.



//Poem.cpp

//Poem.cpp
//Written by: Alex Van Walleghen
//Written on: 01/15/2011

//This is not a program. It is a poem.
#include <iostream>

int main()
{

Alex Van Walleghen

Immortality

Words, will never dare to describe.

But memories make us immortal.



    while( w = o = 0 ) //While others meant nothing to me
    {

anyone

me

    while( Hurt( i ) ) //While I was hurt
    {

down



Devinne Walters

Tiny androgynous pixie girl

From comics and superheroes and music and the new video game that’s com
ing out this month

tarot cards

Despite her long, athletic, sexy legs that she likes much better than her own 

She listens to loud, clashing, soothing metal
To keep her alive although it will kill her someday

book



People hate and despise the pixie

And she could seriously care less and less about what they say

The Fairytale

Someday,
       my mother said, I would hear a voice in 
 My

  Prince

   Will
          tell me to lick his boots &

            away with me



To My Dearest

 
I am aware
That you, my dear
Me nightly do mistreat.
For like the stag

Your love is indiscreet.

And velvet rack
A paramour to please
And widely spread

To lie beneath the trees.

And sate your thirst,
By stooping low to drink

Without a pause to think.

You roam by night
And hide your tracks
So as to cheat surprise

Ere I can catch your eyes.

But know, brave hart
That arrows quick
Will your heart one day rend!
Forsooth, one day
You will be trapped,
And I this game will end.



I Must Wait

I must wait until Brazil
Where water runs

And I splash like
A cannonball.

Brings such a high
That timid girls
Are not so shy

For…

Meeting new people

Most especially

I must wait until Brazil
Where black beans, rice

Garlic, and steak,

What momma makes.

Where the people
Samba till dawn.

Bossa nova?
It’s always on.

Not this June or next,
But Twenty Fourteen. 

…Now

Yes, I must wait until Brazil,
And since I must, I will.



Olivia Saldaña, Bike

Creative 
Nonfiction



Natalie Bridgmon

 It was all very surreal, being with Mark as his daughter played in the 

her
really wasn’t here.

away. 
 “So,” he began, “how are you doing?”
 I should’ve known how to answer this. I came there with every inten

this

I couldn’t answer because I kept thinking about how I was actually sitting on 

 When I arrived, he had wrapped me up in his arms. His mother, Judy, 

it was always cut, short and to the point, and he hadn’t gotten any taller, but 

I came late because my mother and I had gotten lost. I don’t know why we 
didn’t allot time for getting lost because, no matter how many times Mark or 

same.  

up my spine. This was Mark. We had known each other since sixth grade. He 



 Fortunately, the game ended quickly, and Mark led me into his house. 

because I realized my nerves had already eaten my stomach. Aunts and uncles 
cluttered the small suburban home, and Judy proceeded to introduce me to all 

nothing but Natalie this and Natalie that!”

It didn’t help anything when Judy got a little too excited telling one relative, 

 I had to correct that. No, Mark had never spent the night at my house. 

both

even if we both recognized that there was 

knew thought we were going to get married once we got our act together. We 

evant. I mean, his daughter 

was slightly unex



let the past be the past and support him. But really, it was simply nice to see 

step two hours or so later, I said, “Well, I’m at a party with you, so I’m doing 
pretty good.”

ed to know about my life
ing to give him that because I wasn’t the one disappeared to another state, got 

him. I looked on to watch Beth play, and noticed him watching me watching 

he was doing. But I knew that 

not to worry about getting a ride home, that he would drive me, but I knew 

wouldn’t happen. He would say something, he would tell me something that 
I wouldn’t be able to ignore. I didn’t know what it was, but that’s how we 
worked.
 It was getting cold, so we went inside. I continued to make small talk. 
Judy was sure to give me Mark’s address so I could mail him things to his 

bedroom, so it was down to me and Judy. We had kept in contact through 
Facebook, so conversation came relatively easy. Then my mom texted me 
that she was had arrived. Mark was still tending to Beth, so I told her to drive 



 “Who are you texting?” Judy asked

 “Well, go to him.”
 “Are you sure?” 
 I didn’t want to disturb Beth’s nighttime routine. My little brother had 

putting him down, it would set them back an hour. I didn’t want mess any
thing up.
 “Go talk to him.”
 She was direct and I did not argue. I made my way to the back bed
room. The door was closed, so I opened it as quietly as I could. The lights 

guitar on my back porch during so many summers, who talked to me every 

sabers during my birthday parties even though we were supposedly too old 
father to a little girl. He had married and enlisted to support that 

 “My mom is here so…”
 “What? I told you I would give you a ride.”
 “I know, but…I have to go.”  I reached and took Beth’s hand into my 
own, rubbing my thumb over it. Her eyes began to droop closed. Mark smiled. 
“Look at that,” he whispered.

he said, “I don’t want you to go.”
 “I know,” I whispered, wrapping my arms around him.
 “I wanted to talk to you.” His voice cracked.
 “I know.”
 “There is so much I need to tell you.”
 “I know.” And my voiced cracked.



 This wasn’t how the day was supposed to go. I was supposed to end 

we were both choking back tears as we held each other. He wasn’t happy. This 

something ever arrive?

 “Yeah,” he replied weakly.
 I made my way out to the driveway, saying goodbye to Judy as I went. 

 “It’s all wrong. He’s not happy.”
 And I cried.



Mandy French

How to Write Your Very Own Mary Sue Character

 The vampire genre is once more on the rise in popularity in today’s 
literature. The trend set by novels such as Twilight and Anne Rice’s Interview 
With a Vampire 

want to write a novel, especially a vampire novel that will sell to the many 

ent Mary Sue character. And now I will teach you how to write one so that you 

romance.”

should only be noticed by your Mary Sue character, and everyone else in the 

believe them.

to read about an ugly character. 
 However, as with your character’s personality, he/she should not be 

otherwise. Now, don’t get too caught up on describing your character’s physi



 Finally, and perhaps most importantly, your Mary Sue character 
shouldn’t be able to die. Again, this is most likely the reason why the vam

acters, you might ask, who aren’t yet vampires but keep trying to convince 

you, but he/she should still come close to death on numerous occasions, in 

the story until it suited your needs. 

Harry Potter novels in which Harry always, unsurprisingly, came across some 

Twilight

a stronger, masculine character, and becomes absolutely useless in rescuing 

Sue character all your own. Now you too can publish mediocre vampire 



Caitlyn Modde

 Last Thursday the unthinkable happened. Our Sea Monkeys died. 

dren how our newly hatched Sea Monkeys could live up to two years. I don’t 

were. What exactly are Sea Monkeys? Looking at the packaging they looked 

that Sea Monkeys are brine shrimp. I acted like I knew what she was talking 
about but I really had no idea. Shrimp? Like the kind you eat with cocktail 

What seemed like a good idea at the time was now coming back to bite me in 

 The kids were excited when I brought the Sea Monkeys kit to daycare. 

our Sea Monkeys. Bob, Smelly, Kitty, Justin Bieber, etc. were all names cho

eggs in. The eggs looked a lot like rock salt and the kids and I all sat around 
the tank to watch them sink to the bottom. It amazed me how interested kids 

in the classroom. I purposely put it up high because I knew that some kids 
would be too tempted to touch. I had to do everything in my power to protect 



hand we watched, as the little specks would surely develop into some swim
ming monkey type shape. The anticipation had the children checking the 

Monkeys would grow legs and take over the daycare. I never did get the idea 

 The very next day, last Thursday, we came into the class and the Sea 

The best reason I can come up with as to why they died is that the room be

weather had been pretty cold lately but I never considered it would do any



them. 

knew Sea Monkeys could make such an impact. We then all huddled into the 



Kelsey Mooney

 Once again, I sat next to the window in my room. Up on my bed, I 
looked out the large window next to me, with the long, dark purple drapes that 

ered where you used to accompany me.  This is the only spot which has never 

ticed it was raining again. I took a deep breath and allowed my imagination to 
wander. Through my window, I could see lightning light up the dark grey sky 

again until you returned. The pretending seems to have helped with such dark 
days since then.



you will return. I know mother worries about me. I try to reassure her that I’m 

to move on – assured me that there will be others. “Others,”
you could ever be replaced. I don’t care what mother says. I know it’s only a 

deep down inside, that you love me. And I know, that you know, that I love 
you too.  Every time I was with you I could see it in your big, dark brown 

could always say more to me with your eyes than you ever could speaking. 

much I miss never having to say anything when I was cold. You always knew 

again. I remember how you never cared how close you got to me when I was 

to give me a kiss. So many nights I have cried on your shoulder, and you 

come back. Honestly, I don’t think you ever meant to leave. You couldn’t have 

here. 

out how to get up. But once he did, he nearly knocked me completely over. 



window, once more. This time, I called Buddy up with me. Buddy curled up 

missed you too, Buddy,” I say, then give him a kiss on the head. 



My Title Means Nothing

little overexcited:
 “YEAAAAAAAH! Where am I going? What do I have to do? Where 

 And the answers to my questions were, respectively: You are going to 

in a hot dog suit and pass out balloons. Yes you can see it. And no, you can’t 

            .    .    .    .    .

as she helped me suit up. 

wear. 
 The next step I might as well skip also because it deals with disgusting 

ends.



epiphany, I noticed exactly how heavy the hot dog suit actually was, and when 
my mom pushed down on the removable bright blue baseball cap to make sure 

 The next two steps were more awkward than you’d think. There was a 

that waddling like a duck was the only way. 

the parking lot holding my arm as I got used to walking in those ginormous 

pons.  
 And then I saw her: a tiny blond girl standing next to her large blond 

didn’t care one bit about those balloons.  
 “Are you a Hot Dog?!” she asked me.
 I gave her a thumbs up. 

go.



here! Hot Dog! Go this way! Hot Dog! Do the Macarena dance! Hot Dog! 
Let’s do the wave! Hot Dog! Jump in the air! Higher! Higher! Hot Dog? 

nobody knew it, but I was smiling and laughing the entire time the tiny girl 

 My mom took me back into that now slightly greasy back hallway, and 

completely drenched in sweat. 

 I trundled outside with the surprising ease that came with wearing nor
mal sized shoes, and saw the tiny girl sitting beside her large mother slurping 
down a slushy.
 “Hi! Remember me? I was the hot dog. My name’s Laine!” I waved 
and smiled at her, expecting a wave and smile back. But what I received was 

sweat. Her mother tried to explain to her that I was “the girl in the hot dog 



The Five Stages of Grief

Denial

 “Well, maybe you’ll pull through. Stranger things have happened!” 

class or at work, I was sitting in a rocking chair next to his bed attempting 
to catch up on homework, listening to him talk, or watching a low budget 

husband. This is about the time that the reality set in. He was going to die, and 

might want. 
 “Grandpa, there’s only one thing in this house that I want.” 
 “Mad Bluebird?” 

 “Sure. No one else will want that ugly thing.” 
 Mad Bluebird is the best picture. It was bought by my grandmother 



is really no other way to describe this bluebird except that he looks, well, mad. 

a moment captured where a harmless bluebird is pissed. No one else thought 

downright hilarious. That night I brought Mad Bluebird into my house, but I 

Anger

 “I’d like to put him in the dumpster.”

please don’t pass it up.”

Bargaining

ested in converting me. I spent most Sundays at church with him, not because 

 “Grandpa, are you scared to die?”



 “Now, don’t get me wrong. I loved your grandmother very much. 
There is not a day that goes by that I don’t think about her. And I’ve said 
many times that I would give anything to see my son that was taken away 

Do you think you’ll see your Savior when you die?”
 “I’m still not really sure what will happen when I die, Grandpa.”

 “Sure.”

would see me again someday. I would like to know that you would raise a 

 It really was something to think about. I was presented with an oppor

though I had been somewhat wrong about my relationship with my grand

think I wasn’t a good person?

I couldn’t make the decision to believe right then. I could have taken the easi

the very least, made him admit that I had a good head on my shoulders. 

Depression

and trust that what is supposed to happen will happen. Our time spent together 
became grim. Our conversations were dark, rarely talking about anything 



quiet, and I usually had to lean in close to hear his barely whispering words. 

when he is actually gone? This isn’t healthy. You go to class, you go to school, 
and then you sit next to his bed. You need a break.”
 “No. I need to be there. He needs me to be there. One day, he’ll be 

Acceptance

anymore. I couldn’t watch his body deteriorate. At that point he hadn’t eaten 

let him know it. I went into his bedroom, and I sat down in the rocking chair 

alive. He hadn’t woken up in almost two days, but I hoped he could still hear 
me anyway. 

 Within three hours he was gone. When I got home that night, I didn’t 

bird?”

   *  *  *



ed he was too tired to keep going to the moment when he took his last breath, 



FICTION



Sarah Crawford

Lolly 

 “You want me to do what

again.  She was almost begging me now.
 “Abby,” I began. “I hate to tell you this, but I’m not in any position to 

 “Please, Mary?” Abby pleaded.
 “Why?” I moaned into the phone.

where I’ll be staying doesn’t allow dogs.”

 “I know this is short notice, Mary,” Abby said. “I wouldn’t have asked 

end?”
 I sighed again. “Maybe. How old is she?”

 “Is she housebroken?”
 “Well, um, no.”
 “What?!”
 “She almost is!” Abby cried in an attempt to rescue her puppy’s repu
tation. “She goes to the bathroom outside, but you have to take her outside as 
soon as she starts pawing at the door. She also likes to chew. She still doesn’t 

around the house.”
 “You’re kidding, right?”



leave anything breakable in your living room while she’s there.”

this place? 

leave?” 
 “Tomorrow morning,” Abby replied. “My neighbor is driving me to 

know it.”

“Oh, dear,” Abby sighed.  
 “What was that?” I asked her.  



like she broke the lamp.” Abby began to laugh. “Talk to ya later, Mary.  Love 
you.  And thanks again.”
 Abby hung up. I kept holding my phone, wondering what I was getting 

was coming to my home, I began to make the necessary accommodations.  I 

that Saturday morning when Abby knocked on my door.
 “Hey, Mary!  It’s me,” I heard a voice say.
 I opened my door to see Abby wearing black sweatpants and a neon, 

(or so) black lab puppy cradled in her arms. The puppy’s tail was wagging so 

 “Hi, Mary!” Abby beamed as she stepped through the doorway. “I’d 

 I looked down at Lolly. She was already balancing on her two back 

 “Down, Lolly,” Abby commanded gently. To my surprise, Lolly 



do it.”
 “That’s good,” I said, trying not to sound worried.
 “She’s a good girl,” Abby said. She turned her gaze towards her dog 
and stooped down to pet her. “Aren’t you, Lolly?” Ohhhhh, what a good little 

dows.
 “This bag has everything Lolly will need this weekend,” Abby said to 

her bag:  a giant rope, a Frisbee, and a squeaky ball.”
 “A giant rope?” I asked her.

it.  Let her win.”

outside to do her business, she’ll let you know. She’ll whine and paw at the 
door.”
 “Okay,” I said again.

toward you, it means she wants you to rub her tummy,” explained Abby. “She 

 “Alright,” I responded.
 Abby looked at her watch. “I need to go soon,” she said. “Lolly’s ken

 I looked down at Lolly. She looked up at me and wagged her tail.



 Lolly stared hard at me and tilted her head to one side. Her tail stopped 

that this only happened when I met new people and didn’t know what to say to 
them. Apparently, it happened to me when I met dogs, too.  

 “Down, Lolly,” commanded Abby. Lolly immediately sat down but 
continued to wag her tail. “This is Lolly’s kennel,” she said to me. “I put her 

sometimes.”
 “I can see that,” I said as I stole another glance at Lolly. Even though 
she was still sitting down, her whole body was shaking wildly as she contin
ued to wag her tail. She was still panting with her mouth wide open, her pink 

 “She had a bath last night, so unless she gets really dirty playing out
side or something, you won’t need to bathe her,” Abby continued. “But there’s 

 “Any questions?” Abby asked me.
 “No, I don’t think so,” I replied.
 “Okay,” said Abby. “I’ve gotta head to the airport now. Thanks again 

 “Down, Lolly,” said Abby gently, and Lolly obediently sat down right 

 Abby stood up again.

closed the door behind her once again.

rushed into my head as soon as she was gone. I didn’t know how well I was 



puppy go to sleep? How do I make her obey me?

me. I knew that she wasn’t strong enough to knock me down, but it still took 
me by surprise.  
 “Down, Lolly!” I cried, hoping she would listen to me. 
 To my surprise, Lolly obeyed my command. She immediately sat back 
down.

was still attached to her collar. I knelt down, unhooked the leash, and placed it 
in her bag.  

exploring the various scents in the carpet that only her nose could detect. She 

candelabrum with my new candles in it.
 “No, Lolly!” I cried.

knocking the entire candelabrum on its side with a reverberating clang. Lolly 

her.
 This can’t be happening



 “Lolly, SIT!” I yelled as I raised my head up. I hoped she would obey.

my bedroom doorway. She began to chew on the candle as I stomped toward 
her.  

under the bag.
 What’s she looking for? I wondered. I was still holding the candle.  

sight.  I set the candle down on the end table and sat on the couch.

wanted me to do.  
 I picked up the ball and almost shrieked with disgust. It was drenched 
in her saliva.
 Lolly watched my every move and wagged her tail. She was waiting 

catch it.

across the room, and landed with a splash in the aquarium.
 Lolly didn’t hesitate one second. She sprinted toward the ottoman and 

slightly, swung at the ball again, and lost her balance.
 “Lolly! NO!” I cried.
 KASPLOOSH!

instantly imagined her tipping the aquarium over as she struggled. I dashed to 



 I glanced around the living room. From where I was standing, I could 

 Raging anger boiled inside me and threatened to explode all over this 

wrecking it.
 I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, letting the air hiss between 
my teeth.
 “LOLLY, SIT!” I commanded.
 To my amazement, she immediately sat down on the ottoman. She 

cock her head. She didn’t move at all.

ottoman without moving a muscle. I stood next to her as I wrung aquarium 

 This is too much

 “Go away, Lolly,” I said.
 Lolly sat down next to me and nudged my hand with her cold, wet 
nose. I ignored her again. She slowly walked away with her tail between her 

trouble.

 “Now what?!” I moaned.
 Lolly was whining and scratching at the door. She needed to go out
side.



the paint with her toenails.  
 “Alright!  I’m coming!” I said. I hooked the leash to Lolly’s collar to 
take her outside.

tail wagging.

I’d rather have Lolly run outside at the park than inside my living room again.

trip back inside so I could put on my running shoes. We returned to the side
walk, and I gently tugged on her leash to tell her the direction in which she 

same size as the candle Lolly had tried to chew earlier. I picked it up and 

 “Lolly, sit,” I said. “Stay.”
 She obeyed. I unhooked her leash and raised the stick in the air. Lolly 
gazed at it the entire time, not even blinking.

 “Good girl,” I said. I picked up the stick and launched it across the 

 Again, Lolly came back to me, stick in mouth, and dropped it at my 



 “Lolly, come here,” I called.
 She trotted back towards me so I could hook her leash onto her collar. 

bushes to the hot dog stand.

I’ve got another dollar in here somewhere.”

“Here it is,” I said. But as I was about to give it to him, a breeze snatched it 

 “Oh, great!” I moaned. What else could happen today?

ning to chase the dollar as the wind carried it down the sidewalk. Her leash 

At last, she managed to pin the dollar down on the sidewalk with her paw.
 I was impressed.
 “Good girl, Lolly,” I said as I picked up the dollar. We walked back to 
the hotdog stand together.  

hotdog.



was hard to tell her no.

her tail.
 “What is it, girl?” I asked her.
 I looked down the sidewalk and saw an older gentleman walking to
ward us. He stopped when he reached our bench.

 “Yes,” I replied. “She would like that.”

 “What’s your dog’s name?” he asked me.
 “Lolly,” I replied. “She’s not my dog, though. She belongs to my sister.  

 “Well, I can tell that this dog adores you,” the gentleman said.
 How could this dog adore me? After yelling 
at her this morning? After verbally complaining about giving her what she 
needed?  After almost not taking care of her for only two days?

 Lolly licked my hand. This time, to my surprise, I didn’t pull away or 
shriek.

walked away.



Mandy French

Each wall had a couch, and every couch was occupied by lovers coupling, 

She began to traverse her way back to the brothel, and when she was on top 

thick round drainpipe that ran across it. Staying crouched, she grabbed onto 

 This window, too, was covered in a thick curtain, and peeking through 
the sliver where the drawn curtains met, she gazed into the room unnoticed. 



was a door that led to the watercloset, where the men and women could re

She had been trained to keep the men as long as she could, they charged by 
the minute, whether she wanted him to copulate again with her or not. She 
reached out a hand to him, but he shoved it away and walked over to the lava

then, silence.

was pretty so I put it in the vase!”

 The nobleman stared at it in shock, unmoving. The woman hopped 



“Leaving already, m’lord?” she mimicked in a high pitched voice, and he 
turned, staring at her through slanted eyes. 
 “I’ll scream,” he warned her quickly.

tempt to escape, that you already know who I am and why I’m here.”

his back straightening, and replied, “I know who you are, though you’re cer
tainly not what I expected. As to why you’re here…I have many enemies, it 

me.”

 “Yes, your one and only daughter. Though I can understand her desire 

 “It was my home, actually, and he should have known better than to 

it then?”

you would be dead by now.”

The woman smiled. “You came here to play, so, let us play.”



The Duel

able,” the winner declared arrogantly and gave a little bow to his audience.

was the best swordsman in the entire city, and he made sure everyone knew it. 
With a name like Victor Hardcastle, he believed it to be his birthright. He had 

him, her lips at his ear. “Tell me, my lord, have you ever heard the old adage, 

to be near him. Through the blood they could see a gaping hole in the center 

morning, rumors had spread throughout the city. The Black Lily had struck 
again.



 “Is no one else man enough to duel with me today?” he goaded the 

quite cheap looking. He wore long sleeves and breeches all in black, despite 

the entire man was small and delicate, hardly taller than Victor’s shoulder.

small stature and shabby appearance. It must have been the man’s voice, the 

the blades met in an X, and bowed politely.

 Victor was surprised to discover that this newcomer was quite good. 

the warrior would not let this newcomer win so easily.
 The duel quickly became heated and moved outside the designated 



both trying to balance on its thin stone wall and trip the other at the same time. 

the water with a huge splash. When he looked up again, the challenger had the 

what Victor had tripped on!

with a smirk, she turned and walked away.



The Bird and the Human

 This story begins with a pie. This pie was baked by a little old man 

hated when someone would compliment his mas

“Bernie Baker’s Bakery”) he was stopped in the street by a little bird.

be where the angry old man would be, no matter where the angry old man 

there was the bird.

 “Stupid bird!” he yelled at the little bird, “your only purpose is to sing, 
but you can’t even do that!” The little bird blinked at the angry old man, and 

 The next morning, however, the little blue and grey speckled bird was 
sitting on the old man’s mailbox. But the old man didn’t notice the bird, and 

didn’t notice the little bird at the bridge over the brook, or on the street down 

above the store, he would have noticed a little blue and grey speckled bird sit
ting ever so quietly upon the great wooden “B” in the word “Bernie.” 
 But he did not.

began to sing and trill with all its tiny, trilling heart.



so hesitantly, and slipped his pies more gently than normal on the countertop. 

 Suddenly, it seemed to the old man, the world had become notice

the old man went into Bernie’s bakery.

was in the back.

 “Oh,” said Bernie collecting up the pies, and smiling “I put that in 
yesterday. Do you like it? It makes me so happy when I hear it! Such a pretty 
sound….”



 “Humph!” said the angry old man turning to leave.
 “Hey,” Bernie called, “Mrs. Hubert wanted me to tell you how won

 On his way back to his house, the angry old man was stopped in the 

across the way.
 It sang not a tune. 

it sang, no one would want to hear it.” 
 This story ends with a man. This man was made bitter by avoiding the 

to make him pay attention. 



Devinne Walters

 There’s something addictive about the little worlds on those pages, 
isn’t there? 
 There’s something better, she said. Something that’s not mine that I 

ing up something called Power Girl.
 And that? I asked. 

 A what?

 What else can these things do? Tell me more.

ally, she shrugged.
 Are they alive?
 Yes. More alive than I think I’ll ever be. They have so much more to 

 She only smiled and said, Oh, it is.
 Good interview, I told her. But you never answered my question.



Nature Boy

 I knew I was lost when I looked in his eyes. They were two North 

sweet. The water in the stream a little less clear. His stars led me back to the 
skyscrapers, to an angry hot dog vendor on the street.
 Even he needs love, nature boy whispered.

 They will die here, he explained. As I will, too.
 How could I not let him go when he lay dying in my arms?



Gary Burkhead, Yggdrasil

Contributors



Sarah Allgood

Aleta Anderson
pleting her English Education degree. She dedicates her poem to her cousin, Ariana 

Natalie Bridgmon 
Other times not so much. She also likes to play the guitar, talk about the economy 

Writing and minoring in Literature.

Gary Burkhead

second thing.

Sarah Crawford 
degree in dance. She is currently pursuing her Master’s degree in education. Sarah 

Mandy French 

Josh Jones
hobbies include writing, music, reading, and playing video games.

Lisa Knoppe was a student who attended Lindenwood University and graduated in 
December 2011 with a Bachelor’s degree in English. She thanks those who mentored 
her during that time: Dr. Ana Schnellmann, Alex Balogh, and Pyra Lightsword. Her 

poetry.



Caitlyn Modde is a senior at Lindenwood University pursuing her degree in Middle 
School Education. She was inspired by all the children at Discovery Kids Preschool 
to write this personal narrative. Long live the beloved Sea Monkeys!

Kelsey Mooney

short stories.

Manjil Pradhan 

undergraduate education. 

Olivia Saldaña will be graduating this May 2012 with a degree in Interactive Me
dia and Web Design and a minor in Graphic Design. She was born and raised in 

design, photography, and traveling. 

Laine Scott

Lauren Terbrock is a student at Lindenwood University.

Alex Van Walleghen

Devinne Walters 

Kyle York aspires to become an English teacher and creative writer, and he appreci



Arrow Rock 





Issue No. 3

Contributors:

Sarah Allgood
Aleta Anderson
Natalie Bridgmon
Gary Burkhead
Sarah Crawford
Mandy French
Josh Jones
Lisa Knoppe
Caitlyn Modde
Kelsey Mooney

Olivia Saldaña

Alex Van Walleghen

Kyle York


