
Phoenix



Phoenix | 2007

Phoenix 
The Art and Literary Magazine of Clark College 

V
ol

. 
7



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

Phoenix
The Art and Literary 

Magazine of Clark College

Inquiries:
Dr. Rita Carey
Clark College

1933 Fort Vancouver Way
Vancouver, WA 98663

(360) 992-2279
Fax (360) 992-2885
RCarey@clark.edu

Phoenix is published annually by 
the Associated Students of Clark 
College. All contributors, editors, 
and volunteers are current Clark 
College students. Anyone enrolled 
in 100 level courses or above that 
have attended Clark within the last 
year are eligible to submit work for 
possible inclusion. 

Copyright ©2007 by the Associated 
Students of Clark College. No 
portion of this publication may be 
reproduced in any form without the 
express permission of the individual 
contributor.

Phoenix is a non-profit publication.

$10.00

Joe Cole | Woman with Umbrella | Pastel On Paper



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

Editor’s note 

3

 Human beings are as unique as the art they create.  Ev-
eryone has a voice, and every voice leaves an impression on those 
we influence.  The pieces of literary fiction and visual art in 
this edition of the Phoenix all have a special voice.  Some voices 
emerge from the vibrant characters, some from an active scene, 
a melancholy introspection, and some voices we hear from a 
jarring point of view.  Others are found in rich landscapes, por-
traits of beauty or sadness, or digital moments captured forever, 
capable of telling their own stories.
 The Phoenix staff has worked tirelessly, striving to bring 
the best student creative work Clark College has to offer.  We 
are proud to have worked together through the entire process, 
from the gathering of submissions, to the layout, to seeing the 
finished product.    
 There is a genuine quality here, not only of our team 
efforts in compiling Phoenix, but in the actual work offered by 
you, the student.  As we receive thanks for our work, we loudly 
applaud you for yours.  Enjoy the fruit of your labors.

    James Pederson
    Literary Editor, 2007 Phoenix
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Merilee Laurens | Spirit of Woman Series: The Forest | Bronze Casting

Clay figure, to plaster cast, to carved wax to plaster cast, melted bronze to 
worked bronze, welded finishing. 

-Merilee Laurens
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The inspiration for “Therapy” came from reading a short story written in the same point 
of view.  Most people think of those “Choose Your Own Adventures” stories and their 

childlike simplicity, but I actually found this voice very difficult to write.  This is a work very 
unlike most of what I have done before.

-James Pederson

“It could be so easy to lift 
the muzzle and put one 

right in her head.”
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   The length of the gun rests on your crotch, achingly close to 
ready fingers, but out of sight from the big-breasted waitress hovering 
above you.  She smacks her gum and tap-tap-taps her pencil on her order 
book; it would be so easy to simply lift the muzzle and put one right 
in her head, but your bullets are too precious and her feral, yellow eyes 
keep you on edge.  If she’d stop tapping her pencil, you could think right, 
order and leave this restaurant.
 “We are outta beef,” she says in time with her tapping.  Your 
finger twitches slightly near the gun.  “But, we got soup.”  Her bubbly 
voice falls over you like water, and your thoughts turn again to the task 
of ordering food.
 “Do I look like a ‘soup’ kind of guy?”  Had you looked her in the 
eyes when you spoke, you would have fainted dead away.  At least the 
tapping stops.
 You sit for five minutes more, shoveling a slice of watery Key 
Lime pie into your mouth, catch another glimpse of the waitresses nicely 
shaped breasts and those pale eyes, shake your head at your pressing 
matters to come and leave a five on the table.
 You ease the twenty-year-old rental, a two door Chevette with 
rusty red paint out of the parking lot and point the nose toward the 
south part of town.  You make it a quarter of a mile before you realize 
vehicle upgrades are worth the money.  The car is steaming over like Old 
Faithful and won’t go another inch.  You think it might be a good night 
for a walk, whether you want one or not.  As the sun sets, a chill comes 
over you, but it has nothing to do with the temperature outside.
 “Yep, nice night for a walk,” you mutter to yourself.
 The gravel road crunches under your feet but you don’t notice 
scenery until your foot twists in a hole.  “Pay attention, Dipshit,” you say 
to no one.  Two more miles on the backwoods road and you see the gates 
barring the way to the manor.  The whole estate looms over you like a 
dark bird, its yawning windows and spear-like roofs jut like broken teeth.  
Something about the sight of the place makes you hate it, its dreadful 
presence thick and heavy.

9
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 Maybe the gun won’t be enough.  The pie sits in your stomach 
like a rock, and your hand goes inside your jacket, instinctively search-
ing for an antacid.  You realize after rummaging through every pocket 
that you left them sitting on the table at the restaurant.  You consider 
sticking your finger down your throat to gag up the pie, but the image 
conjures an image of Allison doing it and you shudder.  What the hell 
am I doing? you think.
 The manor gates are rusted shut so you haul yourself over the 
top, glad for the cover of darkness hiding your entrance, but you realize 
that what lay inside probably doesn’t need light to know you’re coming.  
You hit the ground on the other side with a seismic jolt and stop dead, 
listening for any sounds other than your own labored breathing.  A 
cackle of some night bird is the only other sound, and then your stomach 
rumbles, an odd, hollow sound like someone tightening a drum.
 You remember a breakfast with Allison.  She said she inher-
ited twenty-four of her mother’s chromosomes instead of the allotted 
twenty-three.  She called it her “fat gene.”  She’d eat Eggs Benedict and 
say chickens had similar DNA to humans and some of them must have 
inherited an extra gene to taste “sooo good.”
 “You ever see a chicken break someone’s neck, rip their guts out 
and fry up their embryos?” you asked her.  She stopped eating eggs after 
that.
 Further inside, past the trees standing between the manor 
proper and the high wall surrounding the entire estate, you creep along, 
searchingly.  The whole place looks dark and abandoned, but you know 
different.
 Six months.  You gave yourself six months to quit smoking.  The 
last fit you had while trying to find the bottom of a bottle of whiskey 
resulted only in smoking three packs of cheap smokes and gagging and 
puking harder than you ever did at college parties.  Your stomach hasn’t 
been the same and the lining of your throat will never be after the hell 
you put it through.
 When the three-month mark hit, you met Allison.  She smoked, 
at one time, but gave it up, realizing the truth of her raspy voiced great 
aunt relaying the horror of dying in such pain, having her lungs being 
slowly eaten away by the cancer blackening her future. Allison never 
smelled like smoke, but you did, constantly, and it turned her off, at first.

10
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 The lying came easily when she would catch you on the back 
porch trying to cup a cigarette in your hand to hide its dim cherry.  She 
would come out, always just to the edge of the door and you knew full 
well she hated smoking, but she never said a word.
 Six months came and went like a bad case of gout, but you quit.  
Allison, laughing Allison, said she snuck a few when you went away on 
business trips.  “Old habits die hard,” she said.  “I was a fat kid.  I ate 
between crappin’ and sleepin’,” she told you once after sex, both of you 
laying on the bed smoking and laughing about it.  You couldn’t imag-
ine her fat.  Her raven hair and watery skin held together such a petite 
frame, she seemed like a fragile porcelain doll.
 The marriage lasted three years to the day.  You traveled the 
whole time, doing business around the world and doing your best to 
resist the tempting offers of willing stewardesses.  Three years of decep-
tion.  You wished you could have told Allison everything about your 
past.  She always opened up to you.  You knew everything about her; her 
favorite color of panties, which you preferred her to go without anyway, 
her fear of toilet seats because of that one incident when a big wolf spider 
perched itself inside the rim and crawled under her thigh while she 
squatted, her reluctance to have children because she couldn’t “bear the 
thought having someone around more fucked up than me.”  Three years 
of deception and failing to resist those temptations.
 The year after, you went into a tailspin, like a kamikaze on a 
course of destruction.  You found the bottom of too many bottles, found 
out just how drunk a person can get without dying.  If not for one inebri-
ated night at an out-of-the-way little bar, what some may call a happen-
stance but you firmly disagree, you would never have found the truth.  
What you found that night should have killed all hopes of ever having 
Allison in your life.  You found her husband.
 You figure if Allison has a room in this manor, then it would be 
high up, overlooking trees with a view of the bog beyond and it would 
have a porch.  She always liked high terraces, liked looking down on 
others.  You almost hope to find her sitting in a silky robe, smoking a 
cigarette and ready to take you in, but the last few weeks of sobriety 
cleared the cobwebs and you’d settle for her just being here.
 Approaching such an ominous house makes you apprehensive.  
You never know if someone can see you in the moonlight, and you can’t 
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see that someone.  It isn’t like you spend your time sneaking around such 
places, but you carry risks well.  And you carry a gun.
 From high up, somewhere lost above a shadowy canopy of trees, 
you can hear faint singing.  The tune sounds familiar.  All of a sudden, 
you are drawn in and you stop cold.  Allison used to sing that song.  She 
used to sing it when she talked about having kids.
 The couch in your shrink’s office has probably seen more of 
the supernatural than most churches.  Dr. Christian, an aptly named, 
middle-aged, rather handsome man, sits across from you, lost in a world 
of analysis and psycho-babble so familiar that, even after seven weeks of 
hour long sessions in which you tried to follow but gave up each time, 
regales you with every instance of demonic possession he has ever read 
about.
 For once, you’d like to tell him what you think; he hasn’t al-
lowed you to speak so much as you name, but thinks therapy should 
be about proper instruction and history.  You know for certain he’s not 
qualified simply because he has never witnessed the events he knows so 
much about.  You’d like to ask him if he has ever seen a demon, or ever 
been attacked by one.  You think it might help him gain a better under-
standing to see things from your point of view.
 The session is almost at a close when you take a chance and 
interrupt.  I keep walking into walls.”  His head comes down from 
expounding to the ceiling and his gaze snaps sharply into focus on you.  
He gives you that, you-just-interrupted-me-you-little-shit look.
 “You’re feeling inadequate.  Closed in?  You see, this typical of 
youth who confine themselves in small dark places and have masturba-
tory fantasies.  Your mother told me you have inherited her feelings of 
regret and powerlessness from her own molestation experience.  Your 
actions may just simply be repressed emotions that surface in violent and 
sometimes fantastical explosions.  You create the demons.”  That ‘look’ 
remains.
 “No,” you say, trying to stay calm.  “I mean I keep walking into 
walls.  Like I’m drunk.  I think it’s an equilibrium problem.”
 During the next session, your last, Dr. Christian got a first-hand 
experience with the demons.  You gave him one blow to the head with a 
glass statue honoring the man for some prolific achievement and he bled 
out in five minutes.  Finally your therapy had come to an end.  You told 
Alison about the sessions, but you never mentioned killing your thera-
pist.  You just said you had found God.

12
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 The walls seem too high to climb, and you don’t want to make 
any noise.  The singing might have drowned out any sudden footfalls, 
but then you realize you can’t hear anything either.  It’s hard to see 
through the thick trees and scarce light, but you can just make out the 
front door some forty yards ahead.  The quickest route inside, and you 
laugh at the cliché, is a straight line.
 There is no hail of gunfire that erupts, like in the movies, and 
the quiet singing doesn’t dispel the growing fear lurking inside you.  You 
hoped for a quiet entry, and now you hope the dreading will be over.
 Your trepidation thickens as you enter the front door.  You hear 
the singing from up above, somewhere in the lofty tomb space of this 
manor.  You follow the sound up a grand staircase to a closed bedroom 
door.  A sick smell, like urine and vomit digs its claws into you, and 
your arms and legs begin to tremble.  The sounds of passion and lust 
and writhing bodies moans from inside the room.  You have an idea of 
what might lay on the other side of the door, and you hope to God Dr. 
Christian knew what he meant about self-created demons.  You know 
he didn’t because you feel the rage returning to tear at you and send you 
plummeting over the edge.
 As you open the door, gun cocked and leveled, you remember 
sex with Allison and know that, had the two bodies before you been 
otherwise engaged, Paul, her husband would have had his mind moving, 
instead of his hips.  You hoped to save all the bullets for Allison, but he 
got in the way.  That singing, those clarion notes became grotesque wails.
 You wonder how it all came to this, as you push her back against 
a wall.  You put the pistol to her forehead, hoping against hope she 
still has enough flesh and blood to die from a bullet.  She doesn’t even 
struggle.  You turn your head slightly, raise your other hand to block the 
forthcoming gray matter and give the slightest pressure on the trigger.  
Your eyes fall on a scene that freezes your blood.
 You remember the conversation word for word.  All the things 
she said when she left, all the pain she tried to inflict on you when she 
shut the door in your face that last time, comes rushing back at you.
 “His name’s Paul, you prick,” Allison said, emphasizing every 
syllable of his name.  Paul.  You hate those names that feel thick on your 
tongue, kind of choke you when you say them.  
 “He gives it to me good.”  
 You wondered what had possessed her to say that, and you 
didn’t like it when you finally found out.  She could always be so in-
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nocent, so pure, even angelic, but such a beast in bed, ravenous.  You 
wonder still at the demonic nature of her demeanor.
 “The baby’s his, not yours.”  That clinched it then, and even if 
you hadn’t been simply trying to see your child you might have enjoyed 
busting her head open.  Compassion stayed you hand then, something 
you neither inherited nor thought ever applied to you.
 And now, that little life she said belonged to Paul sits staring at 
you with a calm look, something born of peace, or immense fear.  Tough 
little cookie, you think.  Then you realize he looks nothing like Paul.  Of 
course, when you look over at bullet-riddled Paul, you are grateful the 
child doesn‘t look like him.
 You can’t pull the trigger.  Never once do your eyes leave the 
child.  His eyes don’t leave yours either.
 So much of what you wanted to say to Alison falls away, emo-
tional detritus, and you can’t speak.  You point the gun at her, mocking a 
kill, grab your son and leave.  You have everything you came for, every-
thing you need.  You have your son.

14

 Aferdita Bowers | Letterform | Digital Illustration

This letterform was created in Typography class. Original letterforms were 
created with a paint brush and ink. 

-Aferdita Bowers
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COLOR

Stephanie Handy | Dot | Digital Photograph

This piece is a Sandy Skoglund emulation. “Dot” represents the person and the 
person’s many flaws. Even when you cannot see the flaws on the outside 

(as represented here) they are still there.
- Stephanie Handy
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I have been a fan of fantasy stories for years.  I love legends and myths and folklore, and 
so I decided to write my own little slice of adventure.  Tales of the wandering travelers 

who lose their way and are lured off the beaten path can always take unexpected twists 
and turns, just like real life.

-James Pederson 

“He remembered a tale 
about the will-o-the-wisps, 

angry fairies or sprites, 
guardians of the forest who 
lured men to their deaths.”
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 None of the men could ride any farther.  Every horse plodded 
along as if on its last breath, knobby legs creaking like sails in the wind, 
their riders dead tired and nagging about saddle sores. They had ridden 
since early dawn, heedless of the warnings to stay out of the woods, but with 
night falling rapidly, all thirty men looked forward only to their bedrolls.
 Captain Hough called a stop, barking out orders in his com-
manding voice, setting the men to the task of making camp. Hough slid 
from his saddle, calling down wrath and ruin on a few slow-moving men.
 In a sky full of fall ochre the brow of a hoary moon peeked over 
the eastern horizon as the sun set.  Hough noticed none of the splendor, 
being a precocious military man not a meager art critic.  He gazed west, 
through the dense knoll, a hodgepodge of oak and hairy, drooping alder, 
his eyes settling on some far off flicker of light.  He bellowed out the last 
of his orders, noting with some satisfaction, in a few minutes, the men 
set a fine camp, given their fatigued state.  The light persisted.
 “Collins, Needle,” he bawled, calling his best men to his side.  
Two lanky men, freshly shrugged out of their leather jerkins and heavy 
traveling cloaks, came running to attention.  Hough turned a malevolent 
eye to them, noting the absence of their armor.
 “Suit up again.  I need a scout to check that light,” Hough said, 
pointing a finger in the direction of the light to the west and thwarting 
their protestations of having to re-gear.  “I want to know what friendlies 
and unfriendlies are about.”
 Both men set off with a smart salute, groaning inwardly at the 
delay in finding a soft place to rest.
 Hough had no sooner watched the men enter the thickest of 
the trees when the first drops of rain spattered against his dark russet 
jacket, tiny pings of cold bouncing off his hard leather helmet. He removed 
his helmet, twisted the chinstraps into a neat coil and tucked it into a 
saddlebag. With a mournful look at having to spend the night cold 
and wet passing his broad pink face, Hough set out through the camp, 

The Woods
James Pederson
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muttering curses and barbed words to the men, who took his sour mood 
as nothing unusual.
 With the rains came an old man, walking stiff-legged, an oak 
limb crutch keeping him upright against age, which sought to grind him 
down.  He wore a dark, flowing cloak through the sudden wind, and he 
headed straight for Hough, who stood next to a small, but growing fire.
 Four of Hough’s men came behind the old man, each holding a 
sword or pike at the ready, having followed the man in silence.  Hough 
turned to greet him.
 “Quite a night for a traipse through yonder wood,“ charged 
Hough, hands on hips, eyeing the man up and down for any signs of a 
weapon or movement of attack.  To Hough, the old man didn’t seem 
threatening. Hough saw the crutch, determined he could easily wrest it 
away and bash him over the skull if the wizened fellow made any sudden 
moves, but the old man merely coughed, clutching at his chest as if he 
would fall dead at any moment.  A smattering of dried skin flaked from 
the man’s lips as he turned his gray, wrinkled face to Hough.
 “Greetings, Captain,” he slobbered, dehydration clear in every 
syllable, his ‘ess’ a papery whisper. “I am Parscone,” he said, his lips 
cracking, thin lines of blood spider webbing across his mouth. The dank-
ness of the forest seemed not to touch this man, a dry twig in the desert.
 With hands in tight fists at his sides, Hough tried to recall 
a description from a legend he heard as a child, knowing it held some 
importance.  He knew these woods saw many weary travelers through 
the years, pilgrims most, others less fortunate waifs from hamlets dot-
ting the countryside.  All who knew the area knew it should be avoided 
at all costs, but since it offered the straightest route from the granite 
monoliths of Brighton’s home city, Pullgrot, to the numerous ports along 
the western sea, travelers did their best to ignore the haunted tales and 
mystique of the place.
 “You’re on a pilgrimage, Old Father?” Hough asked, trying to 
fix Parscone with as stern a glare as he could muster.
 Parscone seemed unaffected by the look, almost unaware of 
the fact he had stumbled onto an armed camp.  He sat, putting his full 
weight on the crutch and lowering himself like a crane lowering goods 
into a ship.  Hough thought the man couldn’t weigh more then ten 
stones, soaking wet.
 With a flourish of his cloak, Parscone brought forth a long 
wood pipe, stuffed it with a stringy, foul smelling leaf and had his hand 
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in the fire to pull out a brand to light the pipe before Hough could 
protest his intrusion.  Hough wondered how the man could get purchase 
on the pipe with such a dry mouth, but Parscone puffed happily at the 
implement.
 “Aye, a pilgrimage.”  Parscone fixed Hough with a stern look of 
his own, to which Hough took as some age-onset of madness.
 “What man does not seek something beyond him, valuable to 
him?“ asked Parscone.  The Captain waved a couple men away to fetch 
the old man a blanket to wrap around his frail shoulders and get him 
something to whet his obvious thirst.
 “A pilgrimage to where?” said Hough, offering Parscone a small 
skin of water mixed with a touch of sweet wine.  Brighton, himself, took 
a pull from a small silver flask of something more substantial.
 “Oh, a certain place I come from,” croaked Parscone, “far down 
yonder road.”  He tipped back the skin, drank a few drops and enveloped 
it into his cloak.
 Hough didn’t know if this man could offer anything in the way 
of guidance through the wood.  He himself wandered through the far 
eastern edge of the wood years ago, but never ventured this far into the 
twisting paths confounding so many before him.
  The number of trails running through here, so similar as to 
confuse even the headiest of woodland rangers, could be navigated eas-
ily enough, but Hough heard the stories of those lured off the track by 
wood sprites, bogmen and scores of other horrid beings.  Most never 
reached their destinations, and those who did come back with tales fit 
not only to frighten naughty children at bedtime, but with some part of 
their very soul taken by the experience.
 A knot of the legend returned to Brighton.  He remembered a 
tale about the will-o-the-wisps, angry fairies or sprites, guardians of the 
forest who lured men to their deaths.  Brighton heard that these sprites 
begrudged the intrusion of man onto their lands, men who sought to 
destroy and fowl the woodland areas to extend the reaches of their short-
lived kingdoms.  The tales ended in death or a single person escaping to 
give a message to those who would pass through the forest: stay out.
 As Hough considered sitting and drawing out any useful knowl-
edge from the man, his men, Collins and Needles, came huffing back 
into camp.  Both men wore smiles.
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 “We found some kind of hut.  A good sprawl with loads of wood 
and a fat goat tied up outside.  Smelled like the house wife was cookin’ 
fresh bread,” said Needles, his pale white face, long like a horse snout, 
lighted like a child’s at Yuletide.
 Collins cuffed the younger man across the back of his head.  
“Nuffin’ like it,” he said in his thick and hair lipped accent.  Hough liked 
the man, a Westerner like himself and only a few years younger.
 “I saw a good stone house, with three cows and a maiden fair at 
the door, wavin’ me in,” said Collins, his eyes going glassy, lost in some 
daydream.
 Hough brought the men out of their reverie with a cuff to the 
head for each.  It seemed to knock a little of the daze out of them, but 
both stood by their stories.
 “Well,” said Hough, surprised at Collins’ lack of detail.  “It 
seems you two have been chasing spirits of all sorts tonight.”
 Both men stood penitently with their heads bowed and hands 
behind their backs: the picture of sullen foxes being scolded by their den 
mother.
 “Break half camp,” shouted Hough, sending his men scattering 
once again to remove half their number for a foray into the wine dark 
woods.
 “A moment of your time, Captain,” came a wispy croak by the 
fire.  Hough turned to Parscone, a sudden thought occurring to him.
 “You came from that way,” said Hough, pointing towards the 
faint light in the wood.  “What can you say of the light within?”
 Parscone smiled, cracking his lips so the blood seemed to flow 
instead of trickle.  He stood, haltingly adjusting his crutch.  Hough 
stood impatiently, drumming his fingers on the hilt of his sword, glad 
that he hadn’t taken his gear off his horse and unrolled his bed for the 
night.  Parscone seemed to take an eternity getting positioned.
 “That is the way I came from, indeed.  All I saw was but a 
paltry dwelling, long abandoned. A good place to rest it might be for the 
night.  I might know the way for such weary travelers,” Parscone said, 
his bloody grin growing a deeper red.  With that, he slowly hobbled off 
in the direction he had come from.  Hough shook his head, frustrated at 
the speed at which they would travel following the old man, but hopeful 
at the possibility of spending a night in an actual bed.

20
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 Parscone led the fifteen men away from the camp, where the 
remaining men nursed on Hough’s promise of returning with news of a 
hot meal and a soft cot.  Hough had enough of this wood already, never 
wanting to enter at the first.  He felt all of his forty some years creak and 
groan as the weight of the woods crept over him.  His hands numbed as 
he swung them back and forth, his legs churning as if wading through 
lead.  Then as suddenly as the fatigue hit, it subsided, washed away, leav-
ing him light-headed and refreshed with each step.
 The light he had seen through the dark trees flared brightly, a 
tiny sun warming the inhabitants of the wood.  Hough no longer plowed 
behind Parscone, but practically skipped, driven ahead by the backwards 
turning of his physiological clock.  The light, a rich yellow, beckoned 
him, calling out to his memories of home, reminding him of a time past; 
he remembered being a young boy, coming home with his father after 
chopping wood and finding his mother at home tending an ever-present 
fire within their home.
 Hough felt himself drawn deeper into the light, until finally it 
revealed itself as a facsimile of his childhood dwelling.  He could smell 
the bread, just as Needles had spoken of, and there, penned for the 
night, stood his own cows and a couple free-roaming chickens.  Hadn’t 
he slaughtered those same chickens with his father just days ago?
 Parscone stopped in front of the house, not a hut by any stretch 
of the imagination, what with its stone walls and sturdy mud roof.  The 
old man turned to Hough, who stopped and stood with a hand to his 
mouth, trying to hide a look of complete rapture.  Hough shrugged off 
his own armor, an unpleasant task before, but done now with effortless 
motions.
 Hough hung each piece with care, relishing the well-worn spots 
where every gauntlet, strap and girdle belonged.  He ran his hand across 
the familiar wood, testing the grain, relishing the soft, worn feel of it.  
He called out for his mother, half hoping she wouldn’t answer so he 
could sneak a sweet treat from the larder.  He left Parscone on the front 
step and entered through the front door, knocking twice on the middle 
hinge for luck as he had seen father do every day of his life.
 Years of worry and strife dripped away with each step Hough 
took through the house.  His battles and conquests, the dying men all 
around, the stench of war, all replaced by a soft peace; the only conquest 
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now, his father’s divan and a thick wool blanket.  He picked up a flagon 
of mulled wine and drank greedily, wiping his mouth on a fresh shirt.  
His father would come bustling in soon, and Hough would remove him-
self from the soft throne.
 Even the cobwebs seemed to have fled from the rafters, leaving 
behind a gossamer shimmer, ghosts of a spiders passing.  Hough felt 
himself drowsy with relief at not having to climb the ladder and remove 
the dusty arachnid trails, but now, in his dreamy state, the prospect 
didn’t seem all that daunting.  The divan called, and Hough found him-
self nuzzled up inside the rugged blanket, stretching the last of his cares 
from his once weary legs.
 A sharp pain at the top of his head brought Hough out of his 
wonderland.  He laid flat on his back, sprawled out like a drunk, blood 
gushing from his wounded skull.  Parscone stood over him, wearing a 
cruel smile lost now in the rotting flesh of the old man’s jaw.  The old 
man swung the crutch again, connecting wood on bone with such a 
force, Hough thought his head must have come off his neck.
 The trappings of the dream or magical trance had taken over 
the seasoned warrior, flew away with every swing, and a militant anger 
seized him.  Hough swept his leg at Parscone, hoping to crack the brittle 
ankle.  To his horror, Hough only managed to injure his foot as he 
slammed into something solid as a boulder.
 Hough raised a feeble hand to block the crutch, narrowly catch-
ing the slippery wood and turning the blow awry.  He stood, one hand 
pressed to his head to staunch the flow of blood, the other going for the 
sword at his hip.  He took a swipe at Parscone instead, realizing he had 
hung his sword outside on a peg.  Blind ambition drove him past the old 
attacker and Hough stumbled onto the front step, grabbing at his sword 
as he started to run back into the wood.  He would rather a cowardly 
flight now than a battle against some unknown force.
 Hough hated magic, hated the thought that his years of ser-
vice to the war machine could be pulled so easily from his grasp, a babe 
left alone to fend off wolves.  He ran, and as he ran from the house, the 
mirage fell away, it’s magic spent and fading.  Hough felt drained and his 
years of hard service return in full, pulling, dragging him down into the 
dirt floor of the woods.  My men, he thought.  Self-preservation keeping 
him from maintaining honor, Hough pressed ahead.
 He lurched into the camp, finding no sign of his men, only their 
horses, tied and staked and nipping nervously at each other’s manes and 
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tails.  Hough groaned, his heart hammering, thundering in his chest.  
He didn’t care if Parscone came and started striking him with his cursed 
crutch or if the earth opened its maw and swallowed him whole.  He had 
a taste of magic this night, and a taste of a home meant for his memories; 
both left bitter bile in his mouth and in his heart.
 Hough recalled the warnings of those who said to stay away 
from the wood.  The memory of the legend returned in full; he knew 
now the horror of the magic creatures who waylaid passersby, luring 
them away to steal their very souls.  He wept, unashamed of shedding 
tears for having sent another fine group of men to their apparent doom.  
He whistled for his horse, climbed onto the beast and set out northeast, 
away from the light in the woods.
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Ashley Cozzetto | Woodland, WA | Acrylic on Canvas

If art wasn’t in my life, I would be unhappy. 
-Ashley Cozzetto
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Kwarf | Untitled | Digital Photograph 
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Art is all around us.
 - Kwarf
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Cathryn Johnson | Kandinsky’s Phone Pole | Ink on Bristol 

I was assigned to create instability with the use of vertical lines. I was 
listening to Duke Ellington and automatically throught of Kadinsky and his 

experience of music.
-Cathryn Johnson 
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Always in competition with her 
mother, Johnmary whispered in 

his ear, “I’m the prettiest girl in the 
state of Florida. Say it, Daddy.”

I don’t know what bored means. The most insignificant day is 
drenched in details that are never too small for observation.

-Gypsy Alderman
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 Her daddy took a couple of big puffs from his cigar then he set 
it and his high-ball glass on the open window sill. Keeping the thick 
hot air outside was not as important as letting the fragrance from the 
gardenia bush covering the outside wall into her bedroom. She stood in 
front of the free standing, full length mirror long ago confiscated from 
her mother’s bedroom. 
 Reid smiled and moved to stand behind her. The steel blue 
taffeta fabric of her long dress made the sound of fresh tissue paper, 
reminding him what a gift she had been. “Alright, Sugar, close your eyes 
and lift those beautiful blonde curls up off the back a’ your neck for me.”
 “Oh, Daddy, for God’s sake! I’ll be late for my own party!”
 He chuckled, “I’ll be damned, Johnmary, do you think just one 
time in your life, you could do something your daddy asked you to? You 
and I both know, you have no intention of being down there to greet 
your guests. Hell, Honey, I would expect nothin’ less of you than a grand 
entrance. Now, shut your eyes and stand still; these ol’ thumbs aren’t as 
agile as they used to be.”
 She stomped her right foot down, squeezed her eyes shut and 
grabbed two handfuls of hair and held them straight out to the side.
Reid reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the necklace he 
designed himself. He flung it into the air as he reached over and grabbed 
his cigar. Just as he chomped down on the HavATampa special blend, 
he reached out and grabbed the falling necklace. He hummed Happy 
Birthday to You, off key, as he fastened the delicate necklace of sixteen 
perfectly matched white pearls, each separated by a quarter karat Tif-
fany diamond set in beveled white gold. He thought it looked absolutely 
faultless
 “Okay, Sugar, open those pretty eyes of yours.”
 She opened her eyes and let the hair fall from her clinched fists. 
Looking into the gilded tri-mirror standing on her dressing table, John-
mary turned side to side, watching the light bounce off of the diamonds. 
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Sweet Sixteen 
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She started to ask him why it had pearls in it, why it wasn’t all diamonds, 
but thought better of it.
 “Well, Daddy, it’s just as sweet as it can be! Now, are you going 
to leave me in peace, so I can finish gettin’ dressed? I don’t want to look 
like somethin’ the cat’s drug in for my own special party.”
 She stood with her tiptoes on top of his shiny black dress shoes 
to put her arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek. Always 
in competition with her mother, Johnmary whispered in his ear, “I’m 
the prettiest girl in the state of Florida. Say it, Daddy.” The shadow of 
a question mark dangled in the air. His reply usually came before her 
sentence ended. A smile grew across his face, followed by a soft chuckle.  
 “That’s right, Sugar, you even outshine your mother. I know 
you’re prettier and you know you’re smarter, but God forbid your mama 
ever realizes it. You know, she’s accustomed to taking first prize…every 
room she walks into.”
 “Happy sweet sixteenth birthday, Sweet Pea, you take your 
daddy’s breath away.  I love ya’. Now, don’t keep your guests waitin’ too 
long.” He learned through the years of battles to not side with Johnmary 
over Martha. The old saying about happiness and peace in a household, 
if Mama ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy, might have had its origins on 
Livingston Hill.
 Reaching over to grab his drink, he looked back at her one more 
time with a sad little smile and a hint of amazement in his eyes. “Six-
teen years,” he sighed as he pulled Johnmary’s bedroom door shut. Reid 
looked down at the melting ice cubes in his glass and realized it was time 
for a refill. He needed to pop in and check Martha’s glass while he was at 
it. “My Girls,” he called them.
 Johnmary went back to looking in the tall ornate chest Grand-
mother Willey gave her, just for being born. She wanted something spar-
kly to put in her hair and a pair of above the elbow black satin gloves. 
She was the only person she knew that owned black ones, everyone else 
was stuck with ordinary white, besides, almost no one around there even 
owned those.
 She knew exactly where she had placed the hair clasp she most 
wanted to wear. Pulling the top drawer almost all the way from the 
chest, she stood on her tiptoes and ran her fingers over the outside of 
its back wall; feeling the envelope, she gently loosened the tape holding 
it in place. Johnmary looked down at the small package; then, looking 
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up at the ceiling, she slammed the drawer shut. It’s just not fair; it’s my 
sixteenth birthday!
 Johnmary untied the old calico scrap fabric she grabbed off 
of Neeney’s sewing table that held her stolen treasure from Morgan 
Brown’s bedroom. Morgan’s older cousin Harley let the girls play with 
her sparkly things; she had a story for every hunk of costume jewelry 
she owned and she had a pile of it. Harley’s small bedroom had jewelry 
boxes, old muffin tins and empty heart boxes from past Valentine’s Day 
suitors overflowing with matching boyfriend and accessories stories. 
The pin Johnmary slipped in her pocket had something to do with the 
captain of the long ago gone football team. 
 The light from her bedroom chandelier caught the green and 
blue rhinestones in the clip and danced off of the walls. She noticed that 
the cheap glass stones sparkled more than her brand new diamonds. 
Filled with furious frustration, Johnmary did not recognize this as a 
colorful example of the same brick wall she’d rammed her head into 
so many times before, but that is exactly what it was. She felt smarter, 
prettier and definetely prettier than Morgan Brown. The very idea that 
she wanted anything that poor little swamp girl had would have made 
her laugh and yet, she tried to have Morgan’s life over the years by taking 
little pieces of it here and there. 
  Morgan Brown lived in Alligator Cove with her family and 
various ragtag little groups of pirates, retired criminals and washed-up 
circus performers. Her grandparents, Neeney and PoPo (Mae and Char-
ley Rhedd) kept the place open to every mismatched citizen to society 
that “God led…” to them. Not that they were religious zealots.  A drunk 
named Preacher Bob performed any wedding ceremonies or funerals in 
the camp, but Big Charley Rhedd said God gave him an extra set of eyes 
that were connected to his heart. PoPo saw shiny parts of people every-
one else skipped over.
 Johnmary did not understand what Morgan Brown had was 
something most people wanted. It doesn’t have a name like love or sup-
port; it was  much more complicated and ethereal. You can’t put it in a 
jar, much less can you wrap it in calico scraps and in your pocket.  
 Although her impression of infants appeared to border on the 
severe, there was very little softening in her opinion of the other stages 
of childhood. Each age carried its own list of unattractive qualities. Mar-
tha, as many adults do, failed to see herself entangled in these unpleas-
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ant stations in life while growing-up. Assuming themselves to be the 
exception to the rule, they look back to see a little person born beautiful, 
charming, and witty from day one.
 Much of the texture added to Johnmary’s life was put there by 
Mr. Beau. As with her mother Martha (“Missy”), Mr. Beau took over 
the day to day care of Johnmary almost immediately. And, as was the 
case with Martha, Mr. Beau found his hands full. Over six feet tall, thin, 
with a ramrod straight spine, he carried an air of superiority over every-
one in the household. He was their safety net.
 Johnmary looked at the treasure in her palm, held it up to her 
hair, and frowned as she wrapped it back into the fabric and envelope. 
She knew Mr. Beau would be pounding on her door soon, fussing at her 
about not greeting her guests. When I go to Atlanta shopping or visit 
my Aunt Leanora in Alabama, I can wear it! Maybe I’ll save it for when I 
move to Paris with my husband to become a celebrated socialite. Vi-
sions of superiority danced in her head once more as she heard Mr. Beau 
knocking on her door and fussing about manners.
 “Awright, Lil’ Missy, your guests are startin’ to arrive and it ain’t 
nobody’s sixteenth birthday, but yours. We’re not gonna show every-
body in town what a rude child you are. Comm’on, Honey, this is your 
special day. You give it ‘bout another 15 minutes and then sashay down 
with one of those gran’ entrances you’re famous for. Happy birthday, 
Lil’ Missy, you know your Uncle Beau loves you. I’ll see ya’ down stairs. 
I’ll be the ole guy dressed to the nines, bowin’ and scrappin’ at the front 
door.” He heard her laughing through the door as he walked down the 
hall, chuckling.
 Johnmary and Mr. Beau had a running joke about how they let 
silly people believe the exaggerated parts they played in public some-
times. Her Southern accent thickened and he stood around fanning 
imaginary flies away from her head as he mumbled to himself about 
watermelon or some other such expected nonsense. Their performances 
were especially effective in front of visiting cousins from out West or 
stuffy old biddy friends of her grandmother as Martha entertained 
with lawn parties. Johnmary’s act of the totally helpless Southern girl, 
dependent on the whims of gentlemen folk was one Mr. Beau always 
had trouble keeping a straight face for. They excused themselves, one 
at a time, from their audience and met on the back porch or in the rose 
garden so no one could hear them laughing until they couldn’t breathe. 
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Her mother usually looked at the guests and said something like, “I don’t 
know what has gotten into those two. Must be the heat or somethin’ is 
affectin’ their minds. Let’s have another martini, honey.”
 Martha’s parents gave up early on trying to get her to listen to 
anything they said. She presented problems her brothers and sister had 
not, but she did respond to Mr. Beau’s voice, even as a screaming infant. 
This was one of the few things Johnmary and her mother had in com-
mon. They had no idea why they listened to him about manners and 
behaving. His voice seemed to hold just the right amounts of safety, love, 
and truth. He recently looked a little old to Johnmary and sometimes 
lately, she noticed he wasn’t so anxious to play jokes with her or argue 
over her ideas.
 Peeking through the gardenia bush, she saw Morgan Brown 
and her cousin Charley pull up in his old jalopy. Neeney and PoPo were 
in the backseat. They were all laughing and listening to Dixieland Jazz 
on the radio. Johnmary’s heart skipped a beat when she saw Charley’s 
hand on the steering wheel of his beat up old pride and joy. She held 
her breath to see what kind of clothing invention Morgan Brown put 
together for the party. Johnmary went all the way to Tallahassee for her 
dress and it was going to be double bad if Morgan looked prettier.
 Charley opened Morgan’s door, letting her out with an exag-
gerated wave and bow. “Step this way, the world awaits your arrival.” He 
reached back to help his grandmother from the car. “And you, Queen of 
the Land, your beauty has made the roses cry.”
 Neeney laughed and shook her head. “Little Charley Rhedd, 
what am I gonna do with you? I declare, boy, you could charm the cool 
off a’ ice cube.” PoPo straightened his spine, cocked his black Stetson off 
his forehead a bit and extended his bent arm to Neeney. His grandpar-
ents raised him and Charley knew, no matter what, they were his biggest 
fans.
 Morgan Brown stood, smoothing out her dress as she waited for 
her grandparents to walk to the front door with her and Charley moved 
his old car off the Livingston’s circular drive. Green! She knew I was 
thinking about a green satin dress. Gonna’ be a copycat, Morgan Brown? 
What in the Hell has she got in her hair, swamp flowers? What else? 
Something sparkled! 
 Morgan Brown was too envious of Johnmary’s buying power 
since they were small children to have noticed any possible jealousy of 
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anything she owned. She used to walk on the swamps edge pretending 
it was her with open account at Foley’s Department Store and Grand-
mother Honeywell that took her to Tallahassee on shopping trips. 
During these daydreams Morgan Brown made lists of things she needed 
to buy: twenty pairs of gloves, purses and shoes in matching colors, 
red lipstick, a triple strand diamond chocker, party dresses covered in 
sparkles, yards and yards of sheer net in 45 different colors, a chartreuse 
ostrich feather boa, nylon underpants in every color, and some cotton 
checked and flower print dresses like the kids in town wore to school. 
She tried to copy the “normal kid” look, but there was always a clue left 
behind. Kids and grown-ups instinctively smelled different coming out 
of her pores, hinting that Morgan Brown may not be a real kid, she felt 
like some kind of shrunk up adult.
 By the time the children began high school, Morgan Brown 
disregarded the opinion of others more as she began to wear the things 
she thought of as beautiful, finally letting go of her goal to blend in. She 
grabbed a piece of this and a chunk of that from her own invented color 
wheel, sticking it all together with a bit of glue, a couple of stitches, or 
a fancy-full pin…  Morgan pretended every day was “Wear an Evening 
Gown to School Day.” Morgan Brown’s one-of-a-kind wardrobe fit more 
appropriately into the world she studied with a curious point of view, her 
singular tilt on reality. Some of her designs came from the glamorous 
movie stars of the forties that she studied in old black and white movies 
playing on late night television.
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 Joseph Hopkins | Your Hammer | Acrylic on Canvas

Done in the style of Mike Russo, of Portland, OR.

-Joseph Hopkins
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Kristina Figurazh | Self-Portrait | Photomontage

This piece was done for Art 145, Digital Photography, in Fall 2006.  It was inspired by one of my 
favorite artists, Natalie Shau.  This piece is a self-portrait  The color purple was chosen as the main 
color for this piece because it’s a collision of both red, a color which represents anger, and blue, 

which is calming.
- Kristina Figurazh
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Opposite page:
Jacey Brown | Regret | Digital Photograph

Jacey Brown | Despair | Digital Photograph

In this picture, I was trying to capture the feel of a nearby 
abandoned house through made up memories. This picture de-
scribes the mother of the house and the regret she feels from 

the household situation.
-Jacey Brown
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COLOR

Sally Filler | The Fairy | Digital Photograph

I would like people to think about how the Long Beach 
Peninsula is used and who else might live there.

-Sally Filler 
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Chris Masoner | Escher Poster | Three-Color Poster Print

My inspiration derived from my love of Escher’s work. I wanted to create something 
with his perfection and skill in mind, that would hopefully instill a feeling of awe and 

wonder to the viewer. 
-Chris Masoner
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Barbara Charbonneau | A Study in Values and Motion | Acrylic on Bristol

38

This composition is a linear design showing motion and different values. A mirror 
image was used to show the same values using black, white, and one hue. I think the 

reversal of the red and gray circles in the mirror images works best. I liked the way 
the reversing of the images brought the piece together. 

-Barbara Charbonneau



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

Tara Badtram | Abstraction | Acrylic on Bristol

Using handmade brushstrokes and an overlay of an engraving, I’ve 
created an abstraction of layers of color. The border traps in and 

holds all the other shapes and colors.
-Tara Badtram 
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Kramer Blake | The Wrong Way | Ceramics

40

The entire theme for this piece was completely derived from a title that I 
chose off of a preapproved title list. In the beginning, I chose the title “The 

Wrong Way” simply because it seemed intresting, however in the end it 
became representative to my life and society as a whole. 

-Kramer Blake 
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Kramer Blake | My Vase | Ceramics 



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

Cynthia  Bushell | Garden State | Bronze

42

Garden State is fabricated from sheet metal; the process
 emphasizes her lines and planes.

- Cynthia Bushell
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Melissa Heiskari | Eucalyptus | Iron 

I wanted to highlight nature in my garden and this leaf with its long 
slender leaves that twist and flow showcases the natural textures 

and foliage of my garden.
   -Melissa Heiskari
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David Greene | Balloons | Digital Photograph

Opposite page:
David Greene | Sarah Portrait | Pencil

After I took photography it inspired me to take photos in a new way, and see things 
in a new perspective. I think the placement and the idea works well with this photo.  

Art to me means personal feelings, or the soul of one’s self expressed through 
music, writing, painting, etc.

-David Greene 
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Mary Heuvel | My Corner | Acrylic on Canvas

46

It was my corner in the art room, so I was inspired to immortalize it. I par-
ticulary like the feeling of real wood, brick and cloth when I stand back and 

admire this piece. 
-Mary Heuvel
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Barbara Charbonneau | The Basket Maker | Acrylic on Bristol
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Reid and Martha are two of the first characters that ran through my brain, 
introducing themselves, I just listen in on their conversations and tales. As a 

writer, the biggest frustration I have is my slow typing. You don’t call it speed-
typing when you’ve brought it up from five to eight in two years.

-Gypsy Alderman

“He did not bother to put 
the top up; he just burned 

rubber all the way to 
Memorial.”
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 The twists and turns in the story, including every small, bent 
detail, concerning the origination of Johnmary Livingston’s somewhat 
unusual name were known by most everyone in town, except, of course, 
her parents. Reid and Martha Livingston agreed, some things are better 
left unsaid. It all began one hot, steamy night, very shortly before the 
child’s birth in 1966. The story is the Livingstons were trying to beat the 
heat with several shakers of Martha’s special martini recipe.
 An awful shouting match, concerning the Bible continued into 
the night. Reid, a Baptist, and Matha, a Catholic, held strongly to their 
own opinions. Their friends and family said such a mixed marriage did 
not have a chance of withstanding the forces of time and derision ahead 
of it, but wealth, martinis, and sheer determination are truly bonds that 
tie good marriages.
 Reid stepped out onto the veranda to gather his thoughts and 
smoke a cigar. He decided long ago, actually it may have been at that 
very moment, if any child of his bore the name of anyone from the Bible, 
it must be John. He recalled John was Jesus’ cousin and known to be 
quite a rabble-rouser in his time, kind of a loose cannon, apt to pull off 
all kinds of stunts. John liked to cause a stir wherever he went. The man 
always sounded like an original thinker to Reid. Somehow, he thought 
it might be quite exciting to see the likes of Martha Baldwin Honeywell 
Livingston try to raise a child with those particular attributes.
 It might be noted Reid Livingston did not pay much attention to 
the Sunday services spouted forth by his father, Pastor Edwin Livingston. 
If Reid held any questions concerning heroes of the Bible, or further expla-
nation of its passages, he asked his mother to interrupt them. 
 His mother, Mable, spent a lot of time baking mincemeat pies, she 
said needed her secret ingredient. Sitting at the kitchen table, building 
battleships out of pie dough, he intently studied his mother’s every move. 
She reminded Reid frequently his daddy need not know her cooking secrets.

Gypsy Alderman 

Johnmary Livingston’s Arrival
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 “We wouldn’t want to spoil all the fun your daddy has at din-
nertime trying to guess what makes Mamma’s cooking so damned 
special! You and I will just keep our own little secrets, Honey-pie.”
 His mamma tested her bottle of special ingredients often. She 
said if she didn’t taste it to make sure of its freshness, her pies may not 
be as special as she wanted them.
 Reid realized, many years later, his mamma’s special ingredi-
ent consisted mostly of grain alcohol. Still, he never realized that all the 
baking she did might have skewed her impressions of the events and 
people in the Bible. Much of Reid’s perception and understanding of 
the Good Book seemed different from most other people, especially a 
preacher’s child. No one ever bothered to mention to him how unique 
his conclusions seemed. He never did put one and one together to make 
two when it came to his mamma. Now, he stood, contemplating the 
birth of his first child, all the while reviewing his list of New Testament 
action heroes.
 Martha went upstairs to her bedroom to put on some lipstick 
and to prepare fresh ammunition for round four of their argument. She 
planned to stick to her guns. Any child she may deliver was to be named 
Mary after Jesus’ mother, the Blessed Virgin. She made that decision 
when she was eight years old and there was not any backing up to be 
done now.
 As she put the bright red lipstick down, sitting in her mother’s 
Louie XIV chair. How appropriate, she thought, when she noticed how 
wet the chair felt. The child had just ruined her first piece of good furni-
ture.
 At approximately two in the morning, Martha stepped out onto 
the veranda. Wearing her most beautiful white negligee’, high heels and 
a wide brimmed hat adorned with silk roses, she held her martini in 
one hand and the black enamel cigarette holder, fully loaded, her daddy 
brought back to her  from Venezuela in the other hand. She also wore 
her full length mink coat. The mink coat was the only item of her en-
semble Reid thought questionable. What in the hell does she want that 
coat on in this heat, he wondered, and where does she think she is going?
 Martha looked at him and said “What are you waiting for, 
Reid? I am quite sure my water just broke. You better get me over to 
Memorial right away. I do believe we are going to be introduced to our 
child this very evening, Darlin’.”
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 She felt nine months and seventeen days was plenty long enough 
for this child to have languished in her body. Step up to the plate and ar-
range for your own life to begin; let’s get this show on the road, Martha 
mused to herself, and therefore, to the child who, at that very moment 
was intently paying attention to her mother’s every thought.
 Reid threw on his smoking jacket, and then they poured them-
selves into their 1965 Lincoln Continental convertible. It was a huge 
boat of a car and larger than most homes in the area. He did not bother 
to put the top up; he just burned rubber all the way to Memorial. His 
great bear paw hands did not leave the steering wheel or the horn dur-
ing the five mile run from the top of Livingston Hill down to Memorial 
Hospital on Main Street. Martha loved the feel of all that air pushing 
her into the seat.
 They came to a screeching halt in front of the emergency 
entrance, breaking the sound barrier of the hushed, otherwise, quiet 
summer evening. Reid’s hair stood on end and, although his smoking 
jacket may have been acceptable attire in some circles, the fact he was not 
wearing a shirt under his jacket or a pair of slacks over his white boxer 
shorts caused a bit of a stir among the staff. The icing on the cake was 
the cigar held in his tightly clenched jaw. It looked as if it blew up some-
where between the house and the hospital. It took several male nurses to 
pry his hands away from the horn and off the steering wheel. When the 
horn quit blaring, Reid’s mind seemed to clear a bit.
 Martha’s high heels had long since hit the pavement. She was 
inside telling the staff, “No one touches my wee between until Dr. Sam 
gets here. Now get on the damn phone and tell him Martha Livingston 
has arrived and I wish to be introduced to my child immediately.”
 Reid walked into the room looking dazed. It would take him a 
moment to regain his composure.
 “Lord God! This child is giving me a fit! Get me a shot of 
morphine immediately and where in the Hell is my martini?!” shouted 
Martha.
 Through Reid’s pacing and Martha’s demands for more narcot-
ics, and never considering the sex of the child, the argument concerning 
names continued for the next eighteen hours.
 Through it all, the child forged ahead. She only let the scream-
ing slow her down long enough to hear her mother threaten to “tear 
off someone’s balls and manhood” if they did not return her martini 
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and cigarettes immediately. Dr. Sam followed the prescribed medical 
protocol of 1966: keep high-strung females as calm as is possible with 
equal doses of Valium and alcohol, as needed, while making sure to keep 
weight gain to a minimum (25 to 28 pounds).  Some pregnancies may 
require suitable amounts of an additional prescription of amphetamine. 
He pretty much doubled Martha up on all counts.
 Ultimately, nature prevailed and the child was delivered. Still, 
Martha and Reid appeared incapable of making any rational decisions. 
Neither one budged in either direction concerning the naming of the child.
 Nurse Johnson heard enough of their arguing to be thoroughly 
fed up with both of them. She picked up the tiny bundle and stomped 
out of the room. As she placed the tiny baby’s foot on the ink pad and 
then on the birth certificate, she decisively took it upon herself to name 
the little girl. She just wanted the Livingstons to be still.
 “Enough shouting, Child! God Bless you, Johnmary Annabell 
Livingston, ‘cause those folks brought you into this world are just as crazy 
as bedbugs! They don’t have the sense the good Lord gave them. You all 
just gonna have to remember to look out for yourself ‘cause those two 
you’re goin’ home with don’t have the brains to come in out of the rain!”
 Martha and Reid sobered up a couple of days later after Dr. 
Sam finally convinced Martha labor pain and the need for narcotics did 
not continue for weeks and weeks after the delivery. Someone finally put 
a stop to the bottles of champagne being brought into the hospital by the 
Livingston household staff and Nurse Johnson.
 Reid stumbled down to the lobby gift shop to buy every flower 
available, then he gave George, the very helpful male nurse, a twenty 
dollar bill and the keys to the Continental. By the time Martha, cradling 
Johnmary, was wheeled down to the lobby, that big old boat of a car was 
parked at the front entrance, with the top down, and filled stem to stern 
with flowers. 
 The newly created Livingston family piled in, waving goodbye 
to all of the people gathered on the front lawn of Memorial to witness 
the spectacle. As they pulled away, Martha tossed flowers to various 
staff members. Reid honked the horn with great vigor, and Johnmary 
screamed. Their exit was completed with as much fanfare as their en-
trance. The Livingstons held the entire hospital hostage for five days.
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 The nurses, doctors, janitors, candy strippers, and quite a few 
patients at the time, still talk about “The Livingston Birth” as though it 
had a life of its very own. They even use it as a marker of time, as in: “Oh, 
that happened before the Livingstons” or “Oh no, that happened long 
after the Livingstons”.
 Martha and Reid always assumed the child’s name was the 
result of some sort of agreement they must have come to at Memorial. 
They both thought it to have been a stupid agreement, but because nei-
ther remembered the details, it was never discussed again.
 They often wondered why Johnmary never asked about her 
somewhat unusual name. She didn’t need to ask; Nurse Johnson ex-
plained it all to her the night she was born. Never underestimate the 
memory of babies. Johnmary remembers every detail of the night she 
was born. She even remembers ruining Grandmother Honeywell’s chair. 
Little babies know and remember things grown ups do not. It is one of 
the reasons they are so powerful.
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Jennifer Erickson | All Eyes | Ink on Bristol

“All Eyes” is a look into symmetry that is not necessarily exactly the same. 
I experimented with oval shapes and the link a line can give it when set on 

a different axis.
-Jennifer Erickson
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 Katie Collins | Matrix | Cut Paper on Bristol 

Aided with a ruler and exacto as well as many, many hours of painstak-
ing measuring, I set out to create a piece that expresses space and has 

intricate, twisting elements that make the piece intresting to view. 
-Katie Collins
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“I truly hated being 
the one to pastor her 
funeral, but no one 
else would do it.”

“Samantha’s Sorrow” is kind of a grim story, but at the same time it 
shows the depths of human emotion. Like with a lot of things I write, 
I wrote it because I felt the need to, because God wanted me to. I’ve 

dealt with death before and it just sucks, and I think that’s what 
partially inspired the story.

-Micah Watkins
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 So, I stood by the window of my house on a cold, snowy morn-
ing in Spokane, Washington, wondering why God had lead me down 
this path I was now on. I wondered about Sanctity, and all the trials and 
evil she had faced to get to where she was. I truly hated being the one to 
pastor her funeral today, but no one else would do it. My mind drifted to 
Lily, who had become evil herself at a point, but who now shone brightly 
with God’s grace. Then there was Mark and my husband, William. Both 
had done many evil things to both my daughters, neither I considered 
welcome at the funeral, but Mark insisted on coming.
 Then there was Sherry, the “beloved” friend of my youngest 
daughter, who now lay in the casket of dark red cherry wood. What an 
angel Sherry had been to my daughter. How sad was it that the guard-
ian angel would outlive the one she was meant to guard and by so long. 
Sherry was only half human, and it’s said that after her human body 
dies, her alien DNA will complete take over and she will rise from the 
grave as a new being, but the same old Sherry. I wondered about her soul 
and if God kept it safe while the change was taking place, or if He knew  
she’d need it back.  Or did she?
 Richard, Sanctity’s husband, sat on the couch of the Gray, man-
sion in which I stood, filled with more sorrow than anyone should ever 
feel. He had done his best to save my daughter. He had done everything 
in his power, but it wasn’t his name she called for in the darkest hours; it 
was Sherry’s. So deep was Sanctity’s love for Sherry it went beyond her 
love for her husband. Sanctity and Sherry weren’t lovers by any means, 
but they did share a very special friendship and bond.
 When Sanctity first tried to commit suicide, Richard didn’t 
speak or eat until she was better. I remember Sherry and I had to 
spoon-feed him a few times and bath him once. Now, it was much 
worse. I am afraid he won’t survive the night. Even in Sanctity’s last 
days, when the only person she remembered was Sherry, Richard still 
held on to her hope and lived merely on that. But, now, his only true 

Samantha’s Sorrow
Micah Watkins
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love was gone, and now there wasn’t any thing left to keep him alive. 
His heart was shattered beyond recognition, and I knew he would be 
with his beloved wife soon.
 I turned and managed to make my way down the small hallway 
to my room so I could get dressed without completely breaking down 
in tears. When I finally returned to the foyer of the mansion, I found 
everyone waiting for me. Even Mary was there, dressed in a very old, 
long green dress. Sherry had already helped up Richard and looked at 
me with expectation. “It’s good of you to hold this here, Samantha,” the 
Asian woman said.
 “It’s more for Richard than anyone else.” I replied bluntly.
 Sherry nodded her approval Jennifer opened the big oak doors 
of the mansion, and we all poured out onto the flush green lawn on the 
cold December morning.  We gathered around the cherry casket of my 
precious daughter. She would be the first person buried on the Grey 
Mansion lawn, and everyone thought that best.
 Martha was already standing next to the casket and had already 
begun to twiddle out a sad melody. I envied Martha and Mary for they 
didn’t feel cold. They didn’t know how bitter it was as I took my place at 
the pulpit. Yet, I knew they felt the sting of this loss.
 “Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to pay tribute to my 
precious daughter, Sanctity Vosse Helena, a beloved friend, mother, wife 
and daughter.” I had to swallow my tears. “I don’t think any words can 
be used to tell of her legacy or of who she was. All those who are here 
and many others who aren’t will forever miss her. But the Bible says, 
let us not morn for the dead Christian, but rejoice, for Sanctity is with 
God now will forever miss her. For that, I am eternally grateful.  I know 
someday we will all see her again.”
 As I stepped from the pulpit, Martha’s tune changed to one 
of joy and jubilation. Everyone stood up and clapped. Sanctity would 
never want anyone sad. She would rather we celebrate her entrance into 
heaven and praise God she is in a better place.
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Shawn Kepfer | Salvador Contemplates Dali | Pencil on Paper
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Angela Gilman | Newspaper Boxes | Silver Gelatin Print

Opposite page:
Angela Gilman | Untitled | Digital Photograph

Bringing nature’s beauty to one’s enjoyment, captured as a single image, has favored my eye 
until stepping back to analyze nature’s forgotten emotion without restrictions. This challenge 
released a new work of photography for me and those who deal with life’s trials in creative 

and meaningful ways.
-Angela Gilman
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Introspective observant ideational

a long, long time,

to think up my rhyme,

of my life... the ruffle in time,

a wriggled, squiggled line,

its far from fine,

has past through my head,

and flowed through my mind,

with no start...and a unsure end,

rolling over, and starting again,

stuck in a loop....again and again,

I don’t expect you to follow,

I never expected it from them,

to see me here, self-assured unsureness of my unsure self.

I want to connect to another line,

and pull taught and intertwine,

to be free to be me,

but that’s a long shot with no shot to shoot,

It’s enough to make me lonely,

tying the laces of my shoe…

Life Line 
Nik Gordon
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  The initial idea started when I was having a good day, then it took 
a turn for the worst. I was in high and low spirits at the same time 

while tying my shoelaces to go outside, which explains the depressive 
looseness of this piece.  

-Nik Gordon
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NIcole Mackey | Self-Portrait | Pencil on Paper

Most of my artwork is done in pencil as contour drawings. In my self-portrait I wanted to create 
flowing lines that would pop out. I enjoy using and experimenting with many techniques and 

media, and I hope to improve my artwork with future art classes. 
-Nicole Mackey
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Shawn Kepfer | Glass Bottles Still LIfe | Conte Crayon and Charcol on Paper 
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Throughout history we have realized the importance of art. Art is freedom, imagination, 
creativity, an outlet, and most of all an expression. No matter how ugly the world may 

become, the beauty and power of art will remain. 
-Shawn Kepfer
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Jessica Keirn | One Tree | Photomontage

 Humans are continuously moving in on nature and destroying it until there is 
nothing left and then, when we abandon it, nature will reclaim what it lost.

 -Jessica Keirn
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COLOR

Sharon Hoffmann | Fillmore Poster | Two-Color Poster Print

66

Each work of art I create has an underlying message, whether it is about the mystery of what makes up 
the human spirit, creating order out of chaos or revealing the simple beauty found in every day things.

-Sharon Hoffmann 
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Susan Medlock | Swiss International Style | Three-Color Poster Print

I was inspired by the works of Max Huber, Armin Hofmann and Paul Rand. I was 
fascinated by the complexity of their design. I would have to say the project was a 

challenge, but turned out great.
-Susan Medlock
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Ashley Cozzetto | Romances | Acrylic on Canvas 68

I love jellyfish, and after taking many trips to the Oregon coast 
over the summer, i was inspired to paint them. 

-Ashley Cozzetto
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David Varnal | Sleepy Nude Dude | Pastel on Paper
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Hope Bladow | LIving Water | Digital Photograph

This is a self-portrait. Boy was that water cold.  
-Hope Bladow
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Eduard Goncharuk | Shiny Faded Objects | Charcoal on Paper

I really enjoy transferring still life onto paper because I can use as much 
time as I want to perfect the piece. I like glass objects because you can 

never go wrong with them; you draw what you see. In this piece I felt that I 
was successful with the glass bottles because their quality was amazing. 

-Eduard Goncharuk
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Mitch Tarbutton | Crankshaft | Acrylic on Canvas

Piet Mondrian’s early work inspired this painting.
-Mitch Tarbutton
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 Kris Lynn Giamello | Dirty Laundry | Oil on Canvas 
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Roy Lichtenstein was the inspiration for the piece. I love his use 
of flat colors and dark lines.

-Kris Lynn Giamello 
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Dominique Horn | Rising | Oil Paint on Panel

For “Rising” I worked in layers, starting with a base painting, 
then adding layers of paint and scraping away sections.

 -Dominique Horn
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Dominique Horn | Worn | Oil Paint and Metal on Panel

In “Worn” I worked with texture both in found objects 
and in paint application.

-Dominique Horn 
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Jennifer Gilmore | Aquatic Server | Ceramics

This is intended for serving condiments, or for use 
to decorate other objects. I’m proud of the spoons.

-Jennifer Gilmore 
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Jackie Wilushewski | Wescoat Poster | Three-Color Poster Print
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I discovered Natasha Wescoat’s artwork accidentally and it really 
spoke to me. The more of her work I saw, the more I really liked it. 

Her art was the inspiration for this poster.
-Jackie Wilushewski
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Bree Layton | The Fifth Element | Ceramics

The outer tiles were separated into four quadrants, each containing two tiles 
that represent one of the four elements: Earth, Air, Fire, and Water. The center 
tile represents humanity, the fifth element. Earth, Air, Fire, and Water surround 

the body as a symbol of how vital they are to human existence. 
-Bree Layton
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Bree Layton | Eden | Ceramics
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“A flurry of bullets tore 
through the drapes, whipping 
the inner curtains into an evil 
pirouette as the killer voiced 

his fury.”

The writing life has been described as a lonely, unforgiving and often 
unrewarding existence, but there is no other pursuit that can generate 

so much excitement and satisfaction. For me, writing is the only life 
worth living.

-Thomas R. Higdon
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 Witness friggin’ protection MYASS. 
 D’Onofrio flattened himself against the outside wall next to the 
window. From where he stood, he could easily see the sprawled body of 
the U.S. Marshal, neatly framed by the sunlight burning through the 
shattered pane. What remained of the man’s head wouldn’t fill a teacup.
He felt sure about the shooter—had to be that animal Swanee out of 
Cleveland. They called him “The Swamp Thing”, and they brought him 
in for the big jobs. A cadaverous hundred ten pounds of death with 
humorless black eyes, sometimes he even creeped out Tony.
Like a soldier undergoing a live-fire exercise, he dropped down and 
crawled to the door of the hotel room on his elbows, unholstering 
the dead Talbot’s sidearm as he passed. Reaching up, he turned back 
the deadbolt and quickly yanked his hand back down as another slug 
slammed into the wood.
  Damn.
 Hunching over, he made his way to the window and pulled the 
cord that closed the drapes—a fundamental precaution which, unac-
countably, had slipped the professionally trained mind of a lawman. A 
flurry of bullets tore through the drapes, whipping the inner curtains 
into an evil pirouette as the killer voiced his fury. 
 This time, after carefully checking the hallway, D’Onofrio easily 
made it out the door. He swiftly rejected the elevator and the fire escape, 
choosing to walk two flights down to the twelfth floor. Having left room 
1530, he felt temporarily puzzled, until he remembered that hotels do 
not have a thirteenth floor. He began knocking on doors, apologizing 
when someone answered, until he found one empty. Using a pick hid-
den in his wallet, he let himself in and sat down to catch his breath. He 
needed to plan an exit from the building.
 Looking around, he saw two expensive pieces of luggage and, 
through an open closet door, a negligee. A smile slowly came over his 
face. As he held the hanger away from his body, imagining the way the 
intimate garment would drape on a cocktail waitress he fancied, some-
one suddenly pounded on the door.

The Hare
Thomas R. Higdon 
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 He froze perfectly still, taking slow shallow breaths. The 
pounding came again, louder now. Someone listened at the door. He 
sensed a presence. After several minutes, heavy footsteps moved away.
He returned the hanger to the rod and removed the pistol from his 
pocket. He knew that lawmen ritually checked their weapons every 
morning to make certain they had a full clip. Gun in hand, he slowly 
opened the door and, finding the corridor empty, returned to the stair-
well and descended to the housekeeping floors. There, he quickly found 
what he wanted.
 A few minutes later, wearing a white chef ’s hat and smock, 
he stepped out of the service entrance and stood next to the Dempsey 
Dumpsters, smoking a cigarette and keeping his face turned away from 
the alley entrance. After fifteen minutes, he felt secure enough to leave 
and find a telephone, which he used to call the U.S. Attorney’s office.
The law clerk who spoke to him knew the case well, and expressed shock 
and dismay upon hearing about the attempt on his life. After asking his 
location, the man told D’Onofrio to wait half an hour and then return 
to the hotel kitchen where federal marshals would meet him and escort 
him to a safe location.
 He still wore the hat and smock when he walked in and saw 
Angie. Turning his head, he pretended to busy himself with some uten-
sils, giving him time to think.
 Angie in the kitchen? Shit! That law clerk probably cleaned up by tip-
ping off Tony, but he’d never live to spend it. Tony always got rid of loose 
ends.
 He picked up a large cardboard box of napkins and raised it to 
his shoulder, using it to screen his face from his old crime partner. He 
carried it out of the kitchen and into the hotel dining room. Maneuver-
ing around the tables and chairs, he came to a small cloakroom, walked 
in and set the box down. 
 Straightening up, he felt a bee sting his ear as glass shattered. 
He hit the floor and rolled behind the tables as far as he could, coming 
up against a wall and feeling the heavy bulk of the weapon in his hand.
 “Give it up Mikey. I’ll make it painless. You know what’ll hap-
pen if Tony gets his hands on you.”
 Angie took no chances; fat and lazy but not usually stupid, 
somehow he knew D’Onofrio had armed himself. Lying against the 
wall, D’Onofrio soon noted an exit door just a few feet away. Making his 
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way to it in a crouch, he set off an alarm as he pushed the bar. He knew 
Angie would follow him out and he wanted to let the man see him as he 
appeared to turn the corner at the end of the street. Instead, he ducked 
into the last doorway and, moments later, as Angie followed at a run, 
easily stepped up behind his erstwhile associate and disarmed him.
Angie’s ride stood out like a clown car; he’d gotten a replacement door 
from a junkyard and never bothered to have it repainted to match the 
rest of the vehicle. On a good day, his wardrobe looked a little better 
than his wheels.
 He refused to unlock the door, so D’Onofrio used Angie’s own 
gun butt to break the passenger window. Ordering him into the driver’s 
seat, he slid into the passenger side and gave the man an address in 
Brooklyn.
The wind coming though the broken window stung his wounded ear, but 
it would help to stem the flow of blood. About two miles down the road, 
the car sputtered and died. Even now, Angie stayed in character—always 
running out of gas. 
 Cheap sonofabitch. He always feared he’d die with a full tank 
someday, so he never pumped more than five bucks worth.
He locked Angie in his own trunk, dumped the hat and smock, and head-
ed for the anonymity of the subway. He thought of the pleasure he’d have 
if he could get his hands on that law clerk. He called him from the subway 
station, saying, “You screwed up, fuck! I’m still alive.” He knew that would 
get him on the run, probably keep him out of Tony’s reach for a while.
 He had no illusions about what would happen to both of them 
if Tony got his way. By now, he realized, Angie would have fought his 
way out of the trunk and phoned the office, so he dared not use the 
subway. Climbing to the street, he hailed a taxi and rode downtown to a 
bar near the federal building, his mind racing. From there, he once again 
called the U.S. Attorney’s office, this time asking for the prosecutor him-
self. When they asked him to identify himself, he gave Tony’s name; four 
seconds later, he heard the man’s voice.
 Angie’s own mother had told him he had a mouth like the 
bottom of a birdcage, but this guy would have made her blush. When 
D’Onofrio finished telling the tale, the U.S. Attorney exploded with 
curses. He fumed and swore like it was an Olympic event where he 
lagged far behind in points. D’Onofrio could have sworn he smelled 
smoke coming over the wire.
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 Then he started giving orders, but D’Onofrio just said, “Shut 
up and listen. Get up and walk out of your office. Don’t say anything to 
anybody. Go down to the first floor main entrance and wait.”
He hung up, went outside and flagged down a cab, giving directions 
to the federal building three blocks away. When the driver gave him a 
funny look, he said, “I know where it is, but we’ll be collecting somebody 
and we’re going on from there.”
  When they pulled up, he had the back street door open before 
the taxi stopped, furiously motioning the familiar figure inside. O’Brien 
pushed his bulk into the back seat with a frown; an MVP linebacker 
in college, he’d gotten a tryout with the Pittsburgh Steelers. No one 
intimidated him.
 The door closed and D’Onofrio said to the operator, “Just drive 
around wherever you want to go.” He turned and began the conversation 
in a low voice.
 “O.K., here’s what’s going to happen. You can go ahead and pros-
ecute me for the beef you used to turn me, or you can have Tony, but if you 
still want him, I’m going to handle my own security. Your office screwed 
up when they assigned that marshal to me, and your law clerk is now as 
much of a target as I am, so now I’m calling the shots. If you don’t like 
that, then go ahead and lock me up, but if you do, you get nothing. Tony’ll 
walk and I’ll end up on a shower room floor with a shank in my back.”
 O’Brien said nothing, waiting for him to continue.
After several seconds, D’Onofrio said, “At least once a week until the 
trial, your office will get a call from someone who’ll identify himself as 
‘Fernando’. Don’t repeat that name to anybody, but when you hear it, get 
on the phone quick; I won’t be on the line more than a minute.
 “The day before the trial, arrange for six marshals to be in your 
office by five-thirty the next morning, but don’t say why. Then go out and 
rent a white stepside van, using your personal credit card, and drive it 
to that parking garage next to the Chock Full O’ Nuts coffee shop two 
blocks from your building.
 “On trial day, be in your office by five in the morning. If Fer-
nando is still alive, and he will be, he’ll call you by five-thirty. Have 
the marshals walk to the van in groups of two or three, and meet them 
there. When you drive out of the garage with the marshals in the van, 
you’ll stop on the street in front of the coffee shop and I’ll get in. If you 
repeat any of this to anybody, we’re all dead, because Tony will stop at 
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nothing to keep me off that witness stand. Once we’re in the basement 
garage of the federal courthouse, we’ll be reasonably safe.”
 O’Brien looked at him with growing respect. “Where will you 
go, Mike,” he asked?
 “I’ve been on the dodge plenty of times. I know how to keep 
ahead of the hounds.”
 O’Brien finally noticed his wound, and said, “They’ll be looking 
for a guy with a bandage on his ear. If you were thinking of camouflaging 
it with theatrical makeup, don’t bother; just get some of the cosmetics 
women use to hide blemishes. It’ll do the job, and you can find some in 
any drugstore.”
 He had temporarily forgotten about his ear; the suggestion 
sounded good.
 “One more thing, Mike; if you do what I think you’re going 
to do, you’ll be constantly on the move for the next three months, and 
money might come to be a problem. If so, have Fernando call, and during 
the innocent conversation, I’ll off-handedly mention the name of a place 
in the Catskills; it’s owned by a retired federal judge who’s a friend, and 
who can be trusted completely. Use my name and he’ll supply whatever 
you need.”
 At the next corner, O’Brien got out and watched the cab move 
off into the stream of traffic. “Keep ahead of the hounds, Michael,” he 
said. When the taxi disappeared, he looked around and spotted his of-
fice building just a half mile away. He loved exercise; people got out of 
the big man’s way as he strode briskly down the avenue. 85

David Greene | Ink Splat | Ink on Bristol 
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BLACK

Cathryn Johnson | She Assembled The World But Left The Melon Baller | Oil on Canvas

 Rachel Ray inspired this piece. The composition and how the value 
makes the melon baller more 3D works best in this piece. Art is an ex-

perience between the viewer and the piece itself.
 -Cathryn Johnson
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87Brandon Kays | Ziggy’s Trailer | Digital Photograph

The horse trailer is from my grandparent’s farm, which used to haul a 
horse named Ziggy. The memories of Ziggy are rusting away, like his 

abandoned trailer behind the barn.
-Brandon Kays
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“When I checked inside, 
there was bricks

 o’ marijuana hid all over, 
so I confiscated the thing.”

I wrote this story upon reading a book entitled “Alex Stewart: 
Portrait of a Pioneer.” This account of a Tennessee hill dweller 

inspired me to create Pearlie June, a moonshiner who made the 
best corn liquor in the state. Her attributes such as her obesity, 
her black race, her generosity and cleverness are my inventions 

as is the sheriff/narrator.
-Thomas R. Higdon
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 Ain’t much goes on around here worth mentionin’. Most folks’ve 
heard of Appalachia but they can’t tell you where ‘t is. It ain’t s’ much a 
place actually—it’s most any area where there’s played-out coal mines ‘n 
hardly no other way t’ earn a livin’, and my part of it‘s on a ridge in Ten-
nessee that makes up pretty much th’ whole county. 
 I don’t get called out a lot ‘cept maybe when there’s a car wreck 
or some local boy gets a nose full and starts a fight somewheres, so I felt 
things were lookin’ up when this boy from the state revenue office, Par-
kins, his name was, walks in with an arrest warrant—I knowed some-
body hadn’t paid their taxes. Then he tole me I was supposed to arrest 
Pearlie June Samuels.
 I slid m’ chair in close to the desk so’s he wouldn’t see m’ belly 
shakin’ n’ kep’ my smile real polite like so’s he wouldn’t take offense. It’d 
been awhile since I’d had a good laugh n’ I figured Parkins was gonna 
provide one, so I got up, took my hat off the hook n’ put it on. Then we 
stepped outside and stood there for a minute. In the early mornin’, the 
town was ‘s hazy as a politician’s promise.
 There wasn’t much to see ‘n any case; ‘cross the street were the 
drug store, the café, the Baptist church, ‘n the True Value, n’ on this side 
were the bank, the post office, a dry cleaner n’ my office. The last time 
there was any excitement here was when them federal boys come over from 
Washington t’ help with the black lung thing, back ‘bout forty year ago. 
 That stuff was nasty. This one fella, Reg Mortenson, he had ‘t so 
bad, he coughed all th’ time. Once, he hacked up one right ‘n front o’ this 
office—‘course I weren’t sheriff back then. I looked down and saw th’ 
black stain still right there ‘n the seement by my foot; rain couldn’t wash 
‘t away, even after forty year. The man had more dust ‘n his lungs ‘n you 
could find in a vacuum cleaner bag, ‘n didn’t live more ‘n a few month after.
 I got Parkins ‘n my car ‘n took ‘im down the street t’ where it 
met a track that turned up th’ hill. Now th’ haze’d burned off some, 
I could see m’ way, and forced the ten-year-old official vehicle up the 
incline for ‘bout th’ ten thousandth time. I’d been tellin’ the county com-
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missioners for a coupla year that th’ thing were on its last legs, but all 
they could talk about were budgets ‘n how everbody had to make do.
For pert near sixty year now, Pearlie June Samuels’d lived up on the 
ridge and were th’ only black person there—not that it mattered t’ her. 
She didn’t have no mirrors ‘n I think she forgot what color she was; any-
how, she treated everbody th’ same, ‘cept she couldn’t stand no Britishers. 
She didn’t want no truck with ‘em ‘cause they went ‘n hung Nathan Hale. 
 She also made th’ best corn liquor in the county, maybe th’ 
state. Parkins had heard about ‘t, finally, and decided t’ arrest her for not 
payin’ taxes on th’ shine. This was gonna be fun.
 When I pulled up in front o’ Pearlie June’s, th’ haze was gone ‘n 
I could see my own place clear. Somebody once said he could sling a cat 
from Pearlie June’s front door ‘n hit my corn crib, though I don’t know 
why anybody would do such a blame fool thing.
 I been sheriff nigh on twenty-two year now, ever since they give 
me that medal for what I done ‘n Vietnam, ‘n for more ‘n half that time, 
I’d been gettin’ my corn from Pearlie June, same as th’ sheriff b’fore me. 
My first year on the job, some feller come thru town drunk ‘n run this 
brand new motor home up agin’ a lamp post. When I checked inside, 
there was bricks o’ marijuana hid all over, so I confiscated the thing. Liz 
Greener, the county commissioner, tole me t’ stash it up t’ my property 
‘til she could fix up a auction t’ sell it, but she never did.
 About a year later, there was some talk ‘bout missin’ funds and 
ol’ Liz up ‘n disappeared along with a whole bunch o’ files. They never 
did find her, but about two months later, here come a envelope ‘n the 
mail with a new title t’ th’ motor home with m’ name on ‘t. Th’ gal was 
always sweet on me though I didn’t fancy her; still, I’s glad t’ have it, so 
I hooked up everything ‘n moved in. It was a sight better ‘n that shack o’ 
mine.
 Pearlie June’s place weren’t n’ more ‘n a bunch o’ tarpaper, tacked 
to a flimsy wood frame. I walked up to th’ door, Parkins behind me, 
and rapped twice before pushin’ in, as were my custom. Then I turned 
aside so Parkins couldn’t see m’ face and laughed quiet ‘s I could. When I 
turned back, Parkins was starin’ at Pearlie June, his mouth hangin’ open; 
she sat there on her straw tick, same ‘s always, her 600 pounds proudly 
on display.
 Finally, Parkins got holt o’ hisself ‘n tole me t’ arrest her, which 
I done right quick. Then we waited for him t’ get it. When he tole me t’ 
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take her into custody, I turned and looked at the door ‘n his eyes fol-
lowed mine. Then he turned back ‘n looked at ‘er again ‘n finally got it. 
Ain’t no way she was gonna squeeze thru that openin’.
 He come up ‘n asked me quiet how long she’d been in here, ‘n I 
tole ‘im nobody’d seen her outside for more ‘n five year now. He looked 
down at th’ dirt floor ‘n knowed he weren’t gonna get no tax money from 
Pearlie June; he allowed he’d been lied to by some tipster. He apologized 
t’ Pearlie June, tore up th’ warrant ‘n walked out the door ‘n back t’ the 
car. I looked at her ‘n we both broke up over it. When I stopped laughin’, 
I said my goodbyes ‘n walked out. I dropped Parkins at my office ‘n never 
seen ‘im agin.
 I guess most everbody bought from Pearlie June one time or 
t’other; even a couple state legislators been seen up there reg’lar. There 
was even one fella from the ridge, Art was his name, who got hisself situ-
ated in Kentucky, sent back for a gallon ever two weeks. When he lived 
here, he was poor ‘s a dust devil ‘n his clothes hung on ‘im like rags. Most 
times he’s half starved, so when this landowner from Kentucky, lookin’ 
for cheap labor, offered work to a few of th’ local boys, Art ‘n two other 
fellas jumped t’ go down there.
 Soon ’s they got settled in, the owner got hisself kilt in a dispute 
in the town and the widow, who was said t’ be the best lookin’ woman ‘n 
th’ county, inherited everthin’, along with a big pile o’ money. There were 
benches out back ‘n she brought sandwiches ‘n milk out to the hands at 
lunch time, but she kep’ glancin’ over at Art. His clothes were so stringy, 
you could see everthin’ he had; his butt stuck out like a pig’s behind, all 
pink ‘n hairy, ‘n in front ‘t were the same—you could see his big thing 
hangin’ down nigh t’ his knees.
 When she’d done, she said for Art to come back to the house 
with ‘er, but he was too embarrassed, so she said she had some o’ her late 
husband’s clothes for ‘im. That got his interest, so he followed her to the 
house. Later, when it come time t’ go back t’ work, they hollered at Art 
t’ get hisself out there, but he never done it. Finally, the widow poked 
her head out the window and said t’ go on back ‘n that Art wouldn’t be 
goin’ with ‘em. At day’s end, them other two boys from th’ ridge saw ‘im 
standin’ on th’ porch wearin’ fine clothes ‘n they knew he weren’t gonna 
work no more.
 She ‘n Art married up a few weeks later, ‘n then ‘bout four 
months after that, she caught sump’n goin ‘round ‘n she died, too, so Art 
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ended up wit’ all of ‘t. I guess it pays t’ advertise. Anyway, Art still sends 
one o’ t’ other boys back here reg’lar for Pearlie June’s shine. She charges 
‘im fifty dollar a gallon cuz she knows he c’n afford it, ‘n he pays it gladly, 
since they ain’t no better t’ be had.
 I busted up a few stills ‘n my time, though not s’ many ’s you’d 
guess. Most times, when I get a call ‘bout one, it’s another shiner tryin’ 
t’ ‘liminate some o’ th’ competition, ‘n they’s usually a lookout, so by th’ 
time I get back in there, ain’t usually nothin’ left but copper scraps ‘n 
ashes from th’ fire. Once I found a contraption made by a fella everbody 
knew were a local half wit. His product tasted like Listerine. I figgered I 
did ‘im a favor when I broke ‘t up—at least he didn’t have t’ drink ‘is own 
stuff no more, ‘n nobody else wanted it nohow.
 Pearlie June never charged more ‘n a body could afford ‘n 
sometimes she just gave ‘t away when it were t’ ease somebody’s pain. 
Old Lady Fitzgerald couldn’t sleep without it, she’s so crippled up with 
arthritis ‘n rheumytism, ‘n Floyd Simpson busted up his leg with a ax 
last winter whilst he were choppin’ wood ‘n it never healed proper, him 
not havin’ no doctor money. Pearlie June made sure such folks allus got ‘s 
much ‘s they needed ‘n never asked for nothin’ in return; she’d built up a 
lot o’ favors on the ridge over the years.
 At first, I was eager t’ get out ‘n knock down the stills in the 
county t’ show I could be a great sheriff, even though I used some shine 
now ‘n again, but when I realized it was a losin’ game, I just took what 
chances came m’ way, ‘n settled for a still or two a year. The one cooker 
I never even got a whiff o’ was Pearlie June’s, ‘n she made more product 
‘n anybody. Finally, I started in buyin’ it m’self. She knew how to tame ‘t 
‘n filter ‘t so ‘t went down like cream, but when it hit bottom, it started a 
heat ‘n your belly that spread outward plumb t’ your fingertips ‘n suited 
you right down t’ the ground.
 Last evenin’, th’ August moon rolled up in the clear night, crisp 
‘n cool, ‘n made a body beg for mercy for th’ beauty of ‘t all. I just had t’ 
be a part of it, so I walked over t’ th’ fence line ‘n fished out a cigarette. I 
fired it up and leaned on the top rail as I looked at th’ big ol’ sky monster 
sleepin’ up there. 
 Then, sump’n caught my attention ‘n I dropped my eyes to 
Pearlie June’s place. Here come th’ wall o’ her shack goin’ straight up, 
makin’ no sound, like it was on a string ‘n th’ moon was pullin’ it.
She moved right well for a woman o’ her bulk, ‘n carried two jugs ‘n 
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each hand. When she reached m’ corn crib, she disappeared inside, ‘n I 
thought back to a day nigh on ten year ago. I’d just give her five dollars 
for a quart jug ‘n she were goin on ‘bout what a bother it was, havin’ t’ 
move her still around ever’ three week or so. Then she got quiet, ‘n when 
I looked at her, she was starin’ straight at me, her eyes sharp ‘n bright as 
flint in th’ dusk o’ her shack.
 I took another drag ‘n blew th’ smoke up in th’ air, ‘n here she 
come back out carryin’ a jug ‘n each hand; I knowed them two were full. 
She slipped back inside ‘er place, ‘n that wall come back down nice as you 
please, ‘n just as quiet as b’fore. Then I remembered one o’ her boys had 
got hisself a engineerin’ degree at college. 
 I sucked on th’ butt one more time, ‘n flipped it into th’ night. 
Then I closed my eyes ‘n blew th’ smoke at the moon. A minute later, I 
got me a chuckle goin’ that went right down inta m’ shoes—so that’s how 
she done it. 
 Those bright eyes tole me she’d hit on sump’n back then, so I 
waited for her to let it out. Then she smiled ‘n said she knew o’ a place 
where her cooker’d be safe, ‘n she wouldn’t have t’ move it no more. Even 
then, she were nearin’ four hundred pounds, ‘n work like that was just 
‘bout impossible for ‘er. 
 She allowed ‘s how th’ sheriff ’s corn crib were a safe ‘nough 
place, cuz nobody would look there. I stared at ‘er in dumb surprise ‘n 
couldn’t find no words, so she said agin that nobody’d search for ‘t there; 
I was still too befuddled t’ say sump’n, so I just give ‘er a kind o’ crooked 
smile back.
 I been gettin’ m’ corn free for ten year now ‘n she was right. 
Nobody never did.
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Jennifer Anderson | Sunny Days | Ink on Bristol 

Expose yourself to new ideas.
-Jennifer Anderson
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Melissa Rowton | Beautiful Creations | Silver Gelatin Print

Opposite Page:
Melissa Rowton| Pumpkin Patch | Silver Gelatin Print
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Instead of taking a picture of their divine smiles, I took a picture 

of their outgoing sense of humor and style. 
-Melissa Rowton 

This picture really captures her attitude, 
the way she felt at the moment. 

-Melissa Rowton
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Michael B. Schueller | Untitled | Cut Paper on Bristol
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Kelly Beth Tipton | Maxwell | Ink on Paper
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Art is loving each person and the thing you create as if they were real and 
respecting the fact that art has a life all its own.

-Kelly Beth Tipton
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Jennifer Gilmore | The Brain In Its Natural State | Ceramics

This vase came to mind during a lecture in my Psychology class. I started to 
sketch a picture of the brain and it evolved into a vase. This is the ceramic

 interpretation of the sketch.
 -Jennifer Gilmore
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Yanina Domansky | Brown Green Vase | Ceramics 

This piece was an assignment of the historical vessel and I chose this because I 
liked the shape of the body and handles.

-Yanina Domansky
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Opposite page:
AJ Newland | Coy Girl | Ink on Paper
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AJ Newland | Letterforms | Ink on Paper

My art is based on my own thoughts and experiences. 
I am often inspired by oriental culture and art as well as 

traditional Japaneses tattoos. I use a handful of mediums 
and enjoy the benefits of each.

-AJ Newland
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Opposite page:
Noelle Winiecki | Clavis Land | Digital Photograph

Noelle Winiecki | Phaedra | Ceramics

I wanted to successfully shoot a fashion photography set with the work of 
fashion photographer Floria Sigismondi in mind.

-Noelle Winiecki

This bowl is an example of my journey to discover the magic of glazing.
-Noelle Winiecki
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Shawna Warner | Cougar-Quail Box  | Wood

I made this for a friend’s wedding present. I thought the theme of 
predator and prey an appropriate picture to paint for newlyweds.

-Shawna Warner 
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Shawna Warner | Just For Kicks | Bronze with Sterling Silver and Jade

I looked myself up and down and thought long and hard asking, what don’t I 
have yet? What can I make that no one has seen before? Ah ha! These boots, 

they go everywhere with me. I enjoy a challenge and learning new things.
-Shawna Warner 
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COLOR

Joe Cole | Bend | Oil on Canvas 

This piece was inspired using color difference to create an emotion within the piece. The blue bend 
twisting on the orange space with the colors being in sharp contrast to one another are intended to 

evoke an emotional feeling.
-Joe Cole 
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Whitney Woodland | Garnet Pendant | Garnet, Silver and Brass 

This past year’s goal was to work on different textures, finishes, and 
different metals. I also played with scale, going the largest I have yet 

with a statuary piece, to the smallest pieces I’ve created in gold.
 -Whitney Woodland 
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Gloria Garcia | Mercy in Fog | Instant Polaroid

What I like about this piece is the feeling of movement it conveys.
 -Gloria Garcia 
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AJ Newland | Trust Big Business | Digital Illustration
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Shoko Saito | Love is Above The Sky | Chromogenic Print

Opposite Page:
Shoko Saito | Summer Fun | Chromogenic Print

To me, color is the most important thing in photography. I’ve been trying to show 
intense color in my work, as seen in ‘‘Summer Fun’. Bright and strong colors 

always fascinate me. Life is colorful!
-Shoko Saito
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“You don’t have to kill 
yourself,” Ed said, breaking 

my thoughts. He looked 
at me with very serious 

eyes. “Things get bad, then 
things get good.”

This story was inspired by my own depression and indecisiveness on what path I wish 
to take in my life. What I think works well is the symbolism and the characters. The two 
main characters represent two different choices and they are polar opposites in their 

ideals. The two girls in the story also represent the overall choice, which is to give up or 
keep going on despite the troubles and pitfalls.

-Kirby LIght
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 “You’re not suicidal Tom,” he said, as he set the bottle of 
bourbon on the dresser, “You just want some attention.” He took me by 
the wrist and under the shoulder and pulled me up. “If you were really 
suicidal you would be the happiest man alive.” He slung my arm around 
his shoulders and took hold of my waist.
 “What?”
 “If someone were suicidal and didn’t care if they lived or died, 
well, they could do anything they wanted.”
 I tried to walk with him but was only able to drag my feet.
 “To be suicidal is to be truly liberated, I would imagine.”
 I tried to tell him that I didn’t understand, but I guess when I 
opened my mouth I vomited because my chest was all of a sudden warm 
and wet and Ed grimaced. We lurched out of the bedroom together and 
down the hall to Tony’s room. Ed pounded on the door and we waited 
a few seconds until Tony opened it. He stood there in his tidy whities, 
squinting his eyes, a raggedly thin man with a shaved head and five 
o’clock shadow.
 “You got any shirts I can use?” Ed asked.
 Tony raised his hand in front of his chest and pointed a thin 
finger down the hall to the bathroom, “Laundry basket,” he said.
 “Thanks,”
 Tony nodded and shut the door, returning to his bed, where a 
pair of naked legs stuck out of the sheets.
 Ed and I went into the bathroom. My head spun like a carousel 
and the room was all streaks of white and patches of black. Ed sat me 
down on the toilet. I shut my eyes and when I opened them next, Ed was 
pulling my shirt off.
 “Okay,” Ed said, “Lift your arms for me.” He dropped my wet 
shirt on the bathroom floor and picked up a new one.
 I tried to lift my arms and managed to bring them to twelve 
and three. This seemed to be enough because the next minute, Ed was 
slipping a shirt on me that smelled very much like dirty wet laundry. I 
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leaned forward on the toilet; Ed caught me before I hit the ground. Then 
I puked all over his shoes.
 Ed doesn’t really care about these types of things though; he 
simply kicked the puke off his shoes and helped me up off the toilet. I 
tell him I’m sorry but he just shakes his head and shrugs his shoulders 
saying: “Don’t worry about it, people puke.”
 We walk out of the bathroom and into the living room. I get 
plopped on the couch into the fast food garbage from earlier in the evening.
 “Here,” Ed said, as he pulled a small baggy out of his pocket. 
He poured a small amount of cocaine onto a plate and took a straw out 
of one of the drinks. He blew air through one end to get out as much 
liquid as possible. Then he stuck the plate in my face and put one end of 
the straw in my nose.
 I did what he wanted without any instruction. Then my heart 
jumped twenty beats and the spinning room came to a dead halt and 
then just wiggled in front of me, as did Ed’s chubby, poorly shaven face.
 “How you feelin’?”
 I didn’t answer and he didn’t ask again. He just set the plate on 
the table and walked out of the room into the hall.
 I’m itchy and twitchy and alone in the living room, all except for 
Sam, who’s passed out on a beanbag chair, but she may as well be gone 
because when she’s out, she’s out.
 Tony’s house is a beautiful place. The living room especially. 
It has hard wood floors and old ratty furniture—complete with stains, 
holes and burn marks—that he got from friends and dumpsters. There’s 
garbage all over the floor, pushed up against the walls and into the 
corners, mixed in with scraps of rotting food. Late at night you can hear 
mice rummage through the waste looking for a snack. Tony’s place is a 
true paradise.  The only rule is to not burn the house down, anything 
else goes.
 “Hey,” Ed called from the bathroom, “if you have anything that 
you need to grab before we leave you should grab it now.”
 “No, I got nothing,” I say as my body slowly started to move 
back and forth.
 Ed came out of the hall and stood in front of me. He carried his 
bong, the purple orange Technicolor one that I went with him to buy. 
The one we apply named: The Spirit World, after the scene from young 
guns where Lou Diamond Philips has Emilio Estevez and the other 
outlaws eat peyote.
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 I say the name Lou Diamond Philips softly to myself, merely 
because I like the way it sounds in my current state of mind.
 “What’d you say?” Ed asked me.
 I looked up at him and shook my head. “Nothin,” I said and 
stood to leave.
 He and I both walked out of the house through the kitchen and 
garage door. I followed him, zipping up my jacket. The moment the ga-
rage door opened, the cold air hit me. My skin broke out in goose bumps 
and shivers went up my twitching body. I wished I were home. Not at my 
apartment but at my mother’s house before she got evicted, lying in my 
bed, with the shades open waiting for the sun to rise and cast it’s warm 
light onto my face. I wanted to tighten the blankets around me and just 
lay for a few hours with my eyes closed.
 But I can’t.
 Ed hit the button to open the big door. He and I walked out to 
the street and to his Taurus. He opened my door for me. “We’re going to 
make a stop before I take you home, okay?” He asked.
 “You’re not going to rape me are you?” I say, deadpan. I’m only 
joking. He knows this and says nothing.
 Funny thing about Ed is that many people are off put by him 
because he’s a really helpful guy, and a bit too caring at times. What a 
lot of people don’t know is that that’s just who he is, that’s just what he 
does. Before his many vices and financial issues forced him to drop out 
of college he was training to become a nurse and wanted to be a part of 
Doctors Without Borders. I’m sure he would have made a great nurse 
and helped many people, but whatever, at least I’ve still got my drinking 
buddy.
 His car spurts and sputters and sounds like it might not start 
but does and we go out into the night.
 We drive for thirty minutes. I, knowingly anticipating what was 
coming, sat in still silence. We drove north on Carroll street. We drove 
by the movie theater which must have just let out, because the line at 
the Burger King stretched into the parking lot. We passed the deserted 
Safeway and the late night record shop, where a record release party was 
going on into the night. We crossed on the over pass, right by a police 
officer who was pulling over a car. Then we made a big long turn down 
onto the freeway. The lights from the patrol car come over the sides of 
the overpass and through the trees in long beams of red then blue, red 
then blue.
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 “Where we goin’?” I asked.
 “Spivey’s Cliff,” is all he replied.
 Moonlight led us far away and up into the hills and the road 
became narrow until it was a thin thread laid out within the trees.
 “So, what’s been getting you down?” Ed finally said in a soft 
tone.
 I shrugged and look out the window. “Nothin man, just the 
stuff that gets everybody else down. Ya’know?” I glanced across the seat 
at him. He glanced at me. 
 “No, it can’t be the regular stuff. You wouldn’t have said what 
you did if it were the regular stuff.”
 The mixture of cocaine and liquor in my system made me invol-
untarily grind my teeth.
 “Ed,” I said with a stern voice, “it was the booze talking.” I gave 
him the end of conversation look.
 He gave me the ‘that’s bullshit’ look. “I’ve known you long 
enough to know that isn’t true.” He said.
 I went back to looking out the window.
 The road curved and climbed the hillside, coming out of the 
trees for a second letting us get a glimpse of the city lights only to 
plateau back into the dark. Ed switched on his high beams and all the 
world’s shadows moved back just a little.
 “Come on man,” he said in a semi-whiny semi-joking voice. 
“What is it?”
 I bit my lip and slowly pulled it out, feeling that it is dry and 
splitting. “Life sucks. What more can I say?”
 Ed grinned. “Plenty,” he said.
 I sighed, looked at him sideways, then returned my attention to 
the window. “Life just sucks. Work sucks, Love life sucks. Don’t see any 
of you guys that often anymore.”
 “So, that happens.”
 “It’s not just that. I’ve been working the same two jobs for five 
years, dating the same girl for the last three. It’s the same thing day in 
and day out. When I get done working for the day I either go to Laura’s 
house and have dinner with her family and watch TV or I go home. It 
all seems meaningless and never changing.” 
 And this is where I left Ed, at the doorstep of my plight.
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 “Well,” Ed said, with the small smile he makes when he’s stoned, 
“your problems not unique, everybody faces this type of thing at one 
point or another. Life’s dull. You have a relationship that you’ve become 
unhappy with and you work dead end jobs—”
 “No, man,” I said, shaking my head and cutting him off. “You 
don’t get it. It’s not just a dead end job and relationship, it’s a dead end 
life.”
 There was a slight pause in the conversation where our eyes just 
followed the road, my mind clearing slowly, and all I did was listen to the 
engine and watch the shadows of the trees pass by. I looked over at Ed 
and his eyes were vacant and the smile on his face gone. Then I wondered 
how sober he was and if taking this drive was a good idea.
 “Even so,” Ed said, “it can change; it’s no reason to kill yourself. 
Like Tom Hanks said in Cast Away: ‘tomorrow the sun will rise.’”
 And this was where it started. Ed went on to quote Tom Hanks 
more, and explain what he meant, then Ed talked about the meaning of 
life, quoting Jack Palance. He even raised his index finger like Palance 
did in City Slickers. Then he went onto talk about his own thoughts on 
the meaning of life, personal experiences and what he did to change.
So I let my mind wander. I let it slip out of the car and through the trees 
to the passing patches of overgrown grass, to the stars and descending 
hillside and when a semi-truck went by with the words Wal-Mart on 
the side I let my mind chase after. Then I’m years away, back during the 
high school days, with Marisa, whom I spent a memorable night with 
parked behind a Wal-Mart, making out while some truck driver played 
peeping Tom. She was wiggling and making those little breathing noises 
she makes, when a lanky, tired looking man with his dog walked in front 
of the truck and looked in. I looked at him and he looked at me and we 
both nodded, he carried on down to his semi truck at the end of the lot.
 “Ed,” I said, interrupting Ed and my own memory. “Am I too 
much of a sentimentalist?”
 He looked at me and with a momentary frown, he said no and 
shook his head. He took a second to collect his thoughts, then continued 
on with what he was saying. I went back to looking out the window.
 The hill grew steeper then leveled out, the road became nar-
rower and a guard rail came up on the right. Trees stretched to the sky 
and masked the moon, allowing only a few momentary glimpses of it as 
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we drove. When the road straightened and the guard rail fell away Ed 
began to slow down, he looked to the right, still talking, now offering 
suggestions on what I can do to make things better.
 “You could go to a community college and then a university. You 
were always good at making those little films. Remember when we paid 
tribute to Sam Hein and it turned into a documentary about setting you 
on fire. That was great. I still break out the video and show people that. 
You could go to film school or one of those liberal arts colleges where the 
drugs are everywhere and sex is a mandatory nightly occurrence. Now 
that would make you happy, wouldn’t it?”
 I smiled at this. I genuinely smiled and nodded my head.
 “Here it is,” Ed said. He pulled the car off the highway and onto 
a gravel road. There was deep black night on each side of the car and the 
head lights only stretched out into the trees, revealing nothing but turns 
until the trees separated and the city lay in front of us.
 It’s really beautiful, the city with all it’s lights, from way up here. 
Ed stopped the car three feet from the cliff ’s guard rail.
 “Come on, man,” He said, and shut the engine off.
 He got out of the car and I followed. We walked to the front of 
the car, gravel crunching under foot. We stood in silence for five good 
minutes. The city was calm, all that could be heard is the wind playing 
about in the trees. It’s been years since I came here.
 I used to come to the cliff when I was younger, before I got my 
driver’s license. I’d ride my bike for two hours, then I’d sit and look at 
the lights, sometimes if I had the stuff and if I were alone I would get 
stoned and stay the night.
 “You don’t have to kill yourself,” Ed said, breaking my thoughts. 
He looked at me with very serious eyes. “Things get bad, then things get 
good. If it’s broken, then fix it. Go to college get a degree, a better job, 
break up with your girl friend. There’s tons of things you could do. But 
there is absolutely no reason at all to kill yourself.”
 There was once again a silence between us where he and I just 
looked out at the city.
 “I wonder if my father’s down there somewhere,” I said. Ed just 
looked at me. “You’re right. I don’t know what I was thinking. I just…….
can’t take it sometimes.”
 “We all can’t take it sometimes, man. Just know that it’s no 
reason to end your life.”
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 “Maybe college is something I could look into, you know? I once 
had aspirations of being a teacher.”
 Ed gave me a little grin and a nudge with his elbow. “See man, 
doesn’t the future seem bright just saying something like that?”
 I smiled and nod, “Yeah,” but I never let my eyes leave the city.
 Ed and I just stood in silence, listening to the trees. My head 
cleared, eyes lost focus, and I let the city hypnotize me.
 “Have you ever tried to kill yourself?” Ed asked softly while 
looking through me.
 I stared back and nodded. “Once, when I was younger. I had 
heard that people could kill themselves by taking a bunch of pills. Well, 
my mother used to keep an orange bottle of pills on top of the micro-
wave.”
 Ed shook his head. “I bet you walked around high all day.”
 “No,” I said, “at the time I didn’t know what the pills were used 
for. As it turned out, it was a bottle of Zoloft.”
 Ed smiled and chuckled, “Oh, man. I love Tom. Something like 
that could only happen to you.”
 I smiled and nodded.
 From the cliff, the city was a wash in lights, the streets flowed in 
white. Sometimes there is the glow of neon yellow or purple or red, while 
the school and park are filled orange, at the city’s heart. In some of the 
buildings there lays a lit window or two, but not that many.
 Ed yawned and stretched, then turned to me. “I’m going to take 
a piss, I’ll be right back man. Then we can hit up the spirit world, yeah?”
 I smiled and nodded.
 Ed walked to the rear of his car and stopped there with his back 
to me. I returned to the city. I looked just long enough, then stepped 
over the guard rail.
 College is well and good, but it won’t happen. I’ll never be able 
to get enough money. I can see how the real future will be. I’ll forever 
work horrid jobs that degrade me and I’ll marry Laura and as the 
problem gets worse I’ll take out my frustrations on her and our children. 
The children will turn against me and hate me. They’ll all leave, and I’ll 
be alone, just like my father and his father. It’s all meaningless and will 
never change, no matter what I do, no matter how much Ed is there for 
me, or anyone else. It’s history, it’s destiny.
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 “What are you doing?” I heard from behind me. I didn’t turn 
around.
 The stars can’t really be seen this close to the city, they can’t be 
grasped with the hand. They’re just there to look at. And if you can’t see 
them then what’s the point of looking up? I ask you. If you can’t reach 
out and just take one, then what’s the point? Maybe they should all just 
burn out.
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Cathryn Johnson | Evolve | Ink  on Bristol 
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Shawn Kepfer | The Artist Reflects | Pencil on Paper
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Michael B. Schueller | Matrix Staircase | Cut Paper On Bristol 

Aspiring to the technical precision and elusive designs of M.C. Escher and 
other master artists, I entitled this piece “Matrix Staircase.”  Using only vertical 

and horizontal lines, I wanted to make a kind of optical illusion. I toyed with 
several designs and settled with an abstract piece

resembling a spiral staircase.
-Michael B. Schueller
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Ashley Cozzetto | Best Friends Forever | Silver Gelatin Print 

I really like the relationship the two of them have.
 I wanted to capture that on film.

-Ashley Cozzetto



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

124

Janessa Allen | Swirl Root | Ink on Bristol

This piece was done mostly freehand with a black marker. The central part 
of the design is a close-up of a ink experimentation and was completed at 

three o’clock in the morning.
-Janessa Allen
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Brandon Kays | John Deere Blues | Digital Photograph

“John Deere Blues” is a photo of my roommate when he was going 
through tough times. I wanted to capture his feeling the best way he 

expresses them – through his music.
-Brandon Kays
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Kirill Shelayev | Ideograph | Ink on Paper

In the intricacy and complexity of life, art feeds my growth as a person; it
gives me a fresh breath of new experiences day in and day out, and it
generously lets me take what I can and it gives me the kind of joy I do

not find anywhere else.
-Kirill Shelayev
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Amanda Stubits | Swirling Figure | Ink and Acrylic on Bristol

I wanted to make this piece feel as though it was twirling. 
-Amanda Stubits
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Gloria Garcia | Piano Buildings | Silver Gelatin Print

The best thing about this piece is the angles and 
repeating patterns. 

-Gloria Garcia    



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

129

Larecia Springer | Interior Abstractions | Acrylic on Bristol 

I was abstracting a photograph of a living room, abstracting the 
color and shapes found in the interior. 

-Larecia Springer
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Brandon Kays | Kays Motel, Hazel Dell | Digital Photograph



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

131

Lauren Perez | Bamboozald | Digital Illustration 

This is a page from the “Little Adventure” comic, about three friends getting into trouble where ever they go.
-Lauren Perez
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Joelle Rash | Tooth | Ceramics

This pouring vessel was inspired by a genie bottle, teapot style.
-Joelle Rash 

Taking a break from my usual wheel-thrown objects, I revisited more 
sculptural techniques.

-Joelle Rash 
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COLOR

Joelle Rash | Purple Genie | Ceramics
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David Varnal | Familiar Things In Unfamiliar Ways | Oil on Wood

 I love stories and I love how a painting can tell a story without using words. I think that is 
why I like doing portraits so much, because behind every face there is a story.

 -David Varnal 
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Opposite page:
David Varnal | Skeleton Smoking  a Cigarette | Conte on Paper



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

135



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

136

Jaret Wirta | Shadow NInja | Acrylic on Canvas

This painting was inspired by an action figure of a ninja.
-Jaret Wirta
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Yanina Domansky | Baby Blue Vase | Ceramics 
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Ashley Fierling | Soap Horse | Ceramics

Broke my moms soap dish, so I made her a new one.
 -Ashley Fierling

Eric Wahlstrom | Walnut | Ceramics

I feel that the texture worked the best on this piece.
-Eric Wahlstrom



Phoenix | 2007 Phoenix | 2007

About the Editors 

140

Staff:
Rachael Gregg 

James Pederson 
Noelle Winiecki

Hunter Crawford
Kirby LIght

Sharon Hoffmann 
Margarete Strawn

Phoenix Advisors:
RIta Carey 

Kathrena Halsinger 

Art Selection Committee:
Lindsey Christ

Ashley Cozzetto
Hunter Crawford

Calvin Exline
Rachael Gregg

Sharon Hoffmann
Dominique Horn

Margarete Strawn
David Varnal

Noelle Winiecki

Literary Selection Committee:
James Pederson

Kirby Light
Tom Higdon

Special Thanks To:
Clark College Art and English Faculty

Ian Beckett
LIsa Conway

Carson Legree
Connie Sebek

Deborah Trousdale

 Graphics Editor, Rachael Gregg, enjoys spending her time being creative in all 
aspects of life. Eager to take on the Phoenix this year, Rachael went at it with full force.  
Rachael, in her third year at Clark, is pursuing her education in graphic design and painting, 
although deep down, her life goal is to be a soccer mom. In her spare time she enjoys be-
ing outdoors, stomping in the mud and painting. 

 The astute, cautious, aspiring writer and reading addict, James Pederson has 
been at Clark “for too darn long.” This year he has acted as the Phoenix’s Literary Editor, 
but when it came to writing the staff bios he said, “If you’re looking for something witty, 
you’re barking up the wrong tree.”  James will complete his AA in summer 2007.  In his 
spare time he enjoys reading, writing, golfing, and playing guitar.

 Assistant Graphics Editor, Noelle Winiecki, has attended Clark for little over a 
year getting her AA in photography. While not sure of the future, she can imagine it will 
always be full of art. In her spare time she enjoys knitting, dancing, reading, and spending 
time with creative people.

 An art student at Clark College for nearly three years, Hunter Crawford, As-
sistant Graphics Editor, when not having fun with visual arts, is having fun engaging in role-
playing games with his friends.  Hunter is a passionate lover of all kinds of art, high and low, 
and across the mediums.

 Margarete Strawn, web designer extraordinaire, is putting her talents to work 
this year by acting as the Phoenix’s Interactive Editor. Although modest, our most technical 
team member also excels at ceramics and has a very discerning eye for art. In her spare 
time she also enjoys reading, singing, playing video games and role-playing. 

 Sharon Hoffmann, Phoenix’s Photo Editor, is made up of idiosyncrasies, and 
claims she has never really done anything dumb with the exception of washing her camera. 
She has a Masters of Art in Sculpture and is attending University of Oregon, as well as Clark, 
to get her Masters in Applied Information. In her spare time she enjoys reading, typography, 
musicals, and video games. 

 When not playing the hero and villain of his own story, Kirby Light, the Busi- 
ness Manager for this year’s Phoenix, enjoys spending his time sleeping, reading, writing, 
debauchery, and indulging in his own narcissism.  Clark student by day, he spends his 
nights working in the medical field, fertile ground for inspiring his stories.
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NIk Vaughn | Liar | Two-Color Poster Print

If there’s a message in art, it should 
come across without hesitation. Art 
should march through eggshells to 

communicate –  especially when the 
message is for social change.

-Nik Vaughn

Graphics Editor
Literary Editor
Assistant Graphics Editor
Assistant Graphics Editor
Business Manager
Photography Editor
Interactive Editor

Literary Advisor
Art Advisor 
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AJ Newland | Samurai Poster | Three-Color Poster Print
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Drew | Mutated Squishy Frogs | Acrylic on Bristol

A tree frog with grapes
Abstracted sense of mischief

and curious fun
-Drew


