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War Prayer 
 
My mother doesn't recognize my face anymore.  
These creases crack with canyons of dust and dirt and  
blood that just won't go away. 
Yesterday, I swear I saw a ghost of who I used to be 
staring at me with bright eyes from a tree where hung a little boy.  
And then just last week on the battlefield, 
in a plume of dust and smoke, 
I lost my innocence shouting into the void  
for a God I don't even know, 
for a God who lets this happen everywhere, all the time,  
all the time. 
My shaking hands are made of rivers flowing  
with heartbeats and tears and so much grief.  
How much of these rivers are me and mine? 
They said they wash away in time but like my face,  
canyons are starting to form that grow deeper 
as the rivers flow by. 
 
To a God who I don't believe in,  
I'm in pain, I'm in pain, 
and it isn't just in these tired legs of mine or in  
the constant bombardment of bombs in my brain.  
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After Dinner Speech 

 “Come on Justin. You need to eat your liver and onions. ”   

“OK Mom. (Takes one bite) Mmmhhmmm. This is the best thing I have ever eaten,” I said before 

I pushed away my plate in disgust.  

At the age of four I was quite the actor. I would do anything and everything to look like I really 

enjoyed new food when in reality I was one of the pickiest eaters alive. For seven years I made it clear to 

my parents that I did not like trying n
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Now I am not saying quit your jobs or anything. But when was the last time you tried something new? 

Did something out of the ordinary, almost or even completely extraordinary! Go bungee jumping! Hike 
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my mom? What would your friends and family say about you? “Sarah was (Insert Definite beat here) fill 

in the blank”. The real question we all need to ask ourselves is “what do we want to be remembered 

for”.  

We all have something as our claim to fame. Whether it’s winning a soccer tournament, even 
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When (Powerful Tone Starts here… add suspense and pauses), fellow graduates, will we begin to 

notice, to see, to feel, to touch the real world, a world of emotions, of feelings, a world that hurts and 

groans? When? (Slight pause) Now! We don’t have to wait. We don’t have to wait till we have money, a 

spouse, children and a car to spend our time investing in others. (Slow it/Chill it here) Relationships, 

emotional connection and impacts, these are things that last. We cannot wait till tomorrow.  

We start now. Now is the time! To invest in others! To impact society! When we do this it will 

shake the very framework of our global society. College, work, family life, give us the opportunity to 

start building relationships, impacting people. Let’s start now. Will we be remembered for grades? 

Fortune? Fame? Or will we take the time to listen to another story; sit with a child speak life into a 

situation that seems hopeless; serve an elderly couple by cleaning their home? It’s our choice. Let’s not 

take it lightly let’s answer that question, not when college 
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It is discovered when you both spend late nights together working out finances and when you 

have next to noting left at the end of you can still say, “I will love you forever and always rich or poor.” 

  





20 

Sunrises 

 

 A rapid beeping filters into my sleepy mind, and I am drifting in a haze before I recognize the 

sounds. There is a rustling of cloth and the scraping sound of a nylon sleeping bag on the plastic 

mattress covers, the immortal, infernal creaking of the camp beds' eternally rusty springs, the soft 

grunts and puffs of breath that accompany the clearly difficult task of pulling on shoes, all underscored 

by that incessant beeping. I might roll over and wait for my for my own alarm, five minutes later, but 

that noise is too effective, and I half-whisper, half groan at my mom to switch it off. More soft noises in 

the dark tell me we are not the only two awake, but no one else in our troop of girls, even our leader, 

wanted to be up so early, and there is only one, familiar shape making its way out to the bathroom. 

 I find my glasses and phone on the window-sill, quickly pulling on my socks and shoes in the dark 

and running tip-toe after Mom, down the three stairs in one jump and through the small kitchen where 

mist and tree-rain blots out my reflection in the windows. Mom insists I wear my jacket, which I hate 

because of how much noise it makes when I move, and even as I argue I am secretly grateful for it when 

we walk out under the trees. They are still hoarding last night's rain-drops like precious pearls, only to 

lose their grip over uncovered heads in the chill dark. 

 We have passed deer in the road before and glimpsed the wandering herd of turkeys that leave 

their tracks all over the camp, but there's nothing breathing nearby now. Though we are away from the 

campsite now, we still speak only in whispers, and while we both have flashlights we only use them 

when the trees blot out the dim glow of the sky. We cut across the field with the flag-pole, and my shoes 

are soaked in seconds from the dew. We need the flashlights again when we're across, as it's still too 

dim to easily find the little path to the watch-tower. 



21 

  I am getting faster as I go—I still haven't learned to slow my pace to match my mother’s, which 

gets slower as we both get older—
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 “He's not going to do it.” 

 “So, he's going to have it at the wake, then? 

 “No, he's not going to do it. His own brother, even!” 

 “Well, it's not un-heard-of to host the feast with just a few people. It keeps the costs down, and 

the heavens know that man doesn't have much family left to help with things. Not much of a job, either, 

with him spending all his time with those—barbarians.” 

 “Listen, you're not understanding me. He's not having it before the wake or after the wake or 

three weeks down the line. He's not having it in public, he's not having it in private; he's not having a 

funeral feast, period.” 

 “Really! His poor brother!” 

 “And do you know what he's doing with the body?” 

 “What?” 

 “He's going to bury it.” 

 “In the ground?” 

 “Yes, in the ground.” 

 “What, to rot like a criminal? What's he going to do with the bones?” 

 “No, he's burying him whole!” 

 “Whole! That's the most disgusting thing I've ever heard in my life! All that life and experience, 

just... rotting away.” 

 “Shameful, isn't it?” 

 “Shameful? It's just wasteful, is what it is! What'll happen to his heart, huh, if no one eats it? 

What about his strong arms, huh, his clever hands? Where's he going to rest, if his bones are covered in 

rotting flesh?” 
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 “What I don't understand is what possessed him to do this. What's wrong with a man that he 

won't eat his own brother after he dies?” 

 “It's those barbarians, you know. You remember what he said, when he came back for his 

father's funeral—and a proper one, that; his brother made the arrangements. You remember what he 

said?” 

 “Yeah, how could I forget? He dashed off first thing, irresponsible bum, and when we—like 

concerned neighbors—asked him why he was abandoning his brother with their father's bones hardly 

cooling, he blamed it on us! Us! When he's the one who ran off to that farcical barbarian school in the 

first place!” 

 “Just irresponsible; the whole thing's irresponsible. But he said, at the end he said, 'I feel more 

welcome with the barbarians than in my own home-town!' Now, look, is that not a classic sign of 

barbarian madness?” 

 “Oh, it's madness, alright, but he was never quite right. Always such a lazy child, you know how 

he was... always scribbling and talking crazy. It wasn't his father or his mother, rest their clean bones—

unlike his brother, hmph! It wasn't his brother, either. His whole family, while he was playing with his 

papers, they were working hard in the fields to feed and clothe him with the sweat of their brows. I 

always said he wasn't right… we tried, didn't we? We tried to warn his poor parents, help them set him 

on the right path.” 

 “Too late, now, even if they were still alive. The barbarians have him, completely. What else 

would compel a man to abandon his family, his town, and seek the company of total strangers? Why 

else would he spend a fortune to stuff his head with nonsense, when his poor family is forced to send 

him money to live? Why else would a man refuse to let anyone eat his own brother? Really, what is  the 

world coming to?” 
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 “It's partly our fault, you know, for not stopping it all sooner. I feel so guilty about it. There's got 

to something we can do.” 

 “Only one thing, you know. I can't even think about it, almost.” 

 “Is it really that bad?” 

 “You know how it has to be. You came to me, didn't you? You know how it takes them, how it 

speads. One wild idea, and, before you know, they're leaving left and right for that blasted barbarian 

city. Our safety's at stake. What happens if your son follows after him, huh? Your daughter?” 

 “You've convinced me. When he dies, I'm not eating him, and I'm not letting my wife touch him, 

either!” 

 “No, that's not enough. If he drives someone else as mad as him, we'll be right back where we 

started.” 

 “You're right. We can't keep this to ourselves. Let's divide up the neighborhood. You take north, 

I'll go south.” 

 “It's got to be done. When he dies, he's going to r ot .” 
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Anita D. Dixon 

I Am from Technology 

  



26 

I Am from Technology 

I am from a technology generation 

where smartphones and tablets 

run the world. 

Where family and education 

are second to none. 

I am from a social media frenzy, 

from Twitter and Facebook accounts 

to Instagram posted “selfies.” 

Every piece of information,  

blasted for the world to see. 

I am from a place where personal 

means public, 

and nothing rings true 

unless confirmed online. 

I am from a virtual world 

where people are more themselves 

through a video game persona. 

Without it some would be nothing. 

It has shaped the world, 

one pixel at a time. 

Technology is where I am from. 
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Fleeting Stare 

Last night, I swore you knew 

The way we locked eyes, and didn't look away 

The way I held onto you 

As we both swayed closer, and not away 

But then I remembered: 

You were high and she was there. 

So that moment we shared? 

Nothing more than a fleeting stare. 

 

Remember…? 

Remember the days where all we talked about was running away to New York or L.A.? 

Planning how we would support ourselves day by day, you playing your guitar, singing so sweetly; me 

working somewhere so neatly. 

Then we'd go back to our cute little apartment, say goodnight, then depart. 
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...remember that dance, the moment I knew? That I don't want to miss a thing with you. 

Believe it or not, you're a star, and you're going to go places, near and far. 

I hope I still know you when you achieve your dreams; it will be beautiful to behold, just like your soul. 

Maybe I will, maybe I won't. Who knows what the future holds? 

All I know is that I want to hold you until we both grow old. 
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Sarah Foy 

Colored Faces 
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a french fry, Raya said, “And those kids sitting with Nayaleigh are the same ones who made fun of her 

name last month. Everyone’s so afraid of ‘being on the wrong side of history’ that they’re finally 

treating people how they should have in the first place. It’s not going to last.” 
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leave the house. I knew the trend of killings was of white people, but how was the killer supposed to 

know that I was one-fourth Hai- tian? Would I be next? 
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Black supremacist alien magic 

THEORIES ON THE BODIES 
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Kelly E. Maddle 

January II 

Milwaukee 

Please Respect Our Decadence 

Video Silence 
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January II 

I choke on the new year as it comes in like a tide 

all rolling and burning thick and morose 

like a tide of boiling water for making tea 

at four in the morning, my mom’s kitchen 

dark except for the porch lights and echoing 

with my thoughts as they pass. I choke on the weight 

around my neck all broken-glass summers 

and Merry Christmases and waiters tripping 

over their own feet, my order flying through the air. 

heavy coughing times and albatrosses and pearls 
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against the diner window, over and over, 

showing up as little points of disappearing white 

in the unending dark outside, broken only occasionally 

by headlights, or the door opening and shutting 

when another worker left. A woman wiped tables 

in the corner. Methodical, quiet, strong 

were her strokes with the rag. She did not turn. 

There was no music; the world was muffled 

and waiting for our held breaths to be released, 

and on our shared breath the taste of coffee 

and loneliness, the things on which such a diner 

subsists. Inside the place it was yellow-dark 

and in the back, a lone cook moved, 

his silhouette sometimes passing the service window; 

we stared in opposite directions 

as our hands tightened damp grips  

and our cheeks grew heavy with one another’s tears 

and sweat, the salty burn of sitting too close 

yet still with the sticky table between us. 

Please Respect Our Decadence 

Oh the thick wet dreams that haunted my sleep 

in bone-winter nights, an age ago; 

Adrienne and I drift on brassy seas 

that sink us, effortless, then overflow– 

and she and I retreat to baths we know. 

 

A pan of Somethings boils on the stove;  

the two of us, we watch it like the eye 

of a storm gathering to strike – and yet,  
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Stacy E. Marmon 

Ryan 
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Ryan 

 What is it about children that can make the coldest of hearts turn soft? Perhaps, it is their utter 

innocence that can only be preserved for a rather short period in time. A child is only a child for so long, 

before the world transforms them into just another one of us. The saddest thing that can occur is when 

a child is forced to make this transition too soon. They’re robbed of their “time,” just as the gelada 

baboon robs her unborn child of its “time.”  

 A gelada baboon is a peculiar creature that also hides a 
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 Prior to the1950s, people who viewed these primates, looked upon them as innocent beings. It 

was not until 1959, when biologist, Hilda Bruce, discovered the breeds’ alarming behaviors. She referred 

to it as the “Bruce effect” (Mori, Belay, and Iwamoto 218). Primates are not the only species comprising 

the animal kingdom, whom are capable of committing monstrosities. Even seemingly innocent birds of 

various species have been found to carry out mortifying infanticides.   

 Take the coot bird, for example. Basically, nine to ten of them 

are born at a time. J.A. Horsfall writes in Animal Behaviour about 

how coots are not birds of prey, so most of the meals that the 

parents can scrounge up are unsatisfactory parcels of various 

insects (216). The parents attempt to evenly distribute fruitless 

nuggets of food amongst their malnourished chicks. The little 

chicks remain hungry, and by now are protesting nonstop about it 

(Horsfall 217). 

 After several tantrum-filled days, the demonic side of the parents becomes increasingly 

prominent. Coot parents, unable to handle the responsibility of feeding such a boisterous brood, start 

attacking their own children -- biting them on the head and making it impeccably clear that the soup's 

off (Horsfall 217).  

 Eventually, the negligent parents stop attacking their brood as a whole
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three chicks. The hardships of the gelada and the coot are usually able to draw emotion out of those 

who become educated on their situations. However, many people continue to remain oblivious to the 

various otiosities that remain ever-present in our society today.   

 From visiting an under-privileged school in the metropolitan area of Nashville, I had the 

opportunity to meet a little boy with frazzled, blonde hair. I visited the school in an effort to satisfy my 

requirement of a senior project during my last year of high school. The little boy with frazzled hair had 

the palest blue of eyes. In fact, they resembled two shallow puddles of ocean water from the South 

Pacific. His arms exemplified two pale, frail twigs, which hinted toward signs of malnourishment.  

 After a few days of visiting this particular classroom, I began to notice that the little boy, who 

had initially grabbed my attention, was accustomed to being the center of focus. He had earned himself 

a permanent seat that had him faced towards a wall, because he constantly disrupted the rest of the 

class with his antics.  

 Ryan was a brilliant kid, but he withheld any sort of intentions in applying himself to his 

education. He was constantly made the outlier amongst his peers. During recess, Ryan could always be 

found playing imaginary games alone. In class, he constantly strived for attention by making his fellow 

classmates laugh at him. Ryan always managed to wear thin on his teacher’s patience because of that. 

Ryan had an almost permanent home inside of the principal’s office due to his failure to comply by the 

rules.  

 Ryan did many obscene things, which earned himself the stigma as the “bad kid.” He remained 

the constant subject of the faculty, so not many people favored Ryan. However, Ryan secretly became 

my favorite of the children in that particular class of students. I saw a part of myself in him; except, 

Ryan’s antics topped my own during my days as a child. I wanted to figure out what exactly it was, which 

caused the boy with frazzled hair to be so desperate for attention from his peers. Eventually, my own 

question was answered by his teacher.  
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daily, and are immensely affecting the innocent beings of our own species. Children, such as Ryan, are 

not problems of society, but are actually victims of society.  
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Hillary Martin 

Arcade 

I am a Lady 

Park Bench  

Tenebrous Material 
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Arcade 

Clink, the silver ball falls into its place 

   above a spring coil.  

     Agile thumbs send silver into spinning motion. 

Clink, stop calling him.  

       Clink, 500 points.   

 Clink, your mom called again. 

Sphere disappears.  

    TRY AGAIN? 

       Clink, religious recycle 

 awaiting rejuvenation.  

     Clink, -50 points. 

Clink, you’re failing your classes again. 
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Clink, you’ll never be good enough. 

       Clink, you’re so damn dirty.  

 50 points until you’ll reach your old high score.  

  Clink, his clothes hitting the floor. 

   Clink, she promised. 

    Clink, 12 missed calls. 

     Clink, forget his name. 

 Sweaty fingers 

   slip. 

       Ovoid becomes avoided. 

TRY AGAIN? 
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I am a Lady 

I am a lady.  

My legs are the roots, 

That lead to the stems, 

Where the essence of being a lady blooms.  

I am bodaciously beautiful 

With curves in all the right places,  

but my hour glass frame is not an arrow saying “Look 

here.”  

I am a lady.  

My skin is soft to the touch,  

But my eyes have grown hard because  

people tell me that I am not lady like enough.  

Enough.  

My thighs touch and my arms jiggle.  

My shirts can be too tight  

and sometimes I have to wiggle 

into my favorite pair of jeans that accentuate that  

I am a lady.  

My mouth sometimes forms the word fuck 

and I have been known to walk without shoes on days 

where my soul begs to be free.  

To be me.  

Then someone sees the dirt on my knees, the twig in my 

curls.  

The giant tshirt hiding my lady like curves.  

And they call me, a tomboy.  

Because a lady does not dig for treasure in the dirt  

or walk with bare feet into the depths of a creek..  

But so what if I choose to wear my bones on the outside of 

my kaleidoscope skin,  



 

50 

Never forgetting that you are a lady.  

Stand in line so they can check off their list,  

making sure that you're falling into what they call being a 

lady.  

A lady must be this. 

A lady must be that. 

Bitch keep your box,  

I'm not stepping into it.  

Light that box on fire,  

watch as the flames disintegrate it.  

 

Park Bench 

Hi, my name is Percy Boone 

and I've been serving you   

for twenty seven years now.  

I've seen small butts, 

And round butts,  

Big ole shake the ground butts.  

I've seen smelly butts 

And fake butts, 
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JCS WUZ HERE.  

But he wasn't here long enough to realize that I had felt his 

skin on mine, 

And that he'd be with me permanently.  

Whe
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Let me tip toe into your skull.  

You're the only thing to matter.  

But I cannot hold you steady, 

and the wind knocks you down, breaking bones.  

 

Graveyards full of bone.  

The ghosts can sense 

that my heart beat is not steady.  

The Grim Reaper is coming for me, 

but his presence doesn't matter  

because I've already opened up my own skull.  

 

Can't anyone save me? 

There is so much dark matter  

filling up the crevices in my skull.  
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Chelsea M. Mathes 
August 
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August 

Oh, August, 

with your warm nights,  

comforting walls of knowledge,  

Where be you? 

on this eve of June.  

Basking in the sun perhaps.  

This suffocating sun. 

You have a sun too, August. 

A sun, though, that brings the brightness 

of new beginnings 

rather than the burning of lonely nights. 

Relaxing next to September perhaps. 

In some cool wood. 

Just waiting for your first day. 

Just biding your time 

until reluctant young minds 

come dragging their feet 

at your mercy. 

Cooking up some new feats perhaps. 

Some new challenges. 

Some new dares. 

Getting ready some new games. 

Teasing me with your joyful, 

stressful nights. 

Oh, August. 

Where be you?  

On this eve of June. 

Come back to me, my sweet. 

I long to walk with you 

down a crowded street.  

Bring me some love. 

Some news. 

Some knowledge. 

Bring me some nights 

filled to the brim with espresso 

and laughter. 

Oh, August. 

Where be you? 

Why do you run?   

Cosmic Kiss 

How many sunrises have I missed? 

All because I’m star kissed. 

All because the cool 

pull of the moon 

makes me swoon. 

All because wine tastes 

better in the dark. 
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Stuart Neal 
Dry It Up 
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for chewing gum and refuse to let you run at the speed of light to your locker to avoid actually 

interacting with a school full of kids who hate you. I keep my head down so I don’t have to look at 

anyone, because that greatly decreases the chances of me having to talk to someone, and make my way 

as fast as possible to the cafeteria, aka pretty much the whole world.  

The cafeteria is the kind you see in movies, each group of friends staking claim to their own 

tables for the entire year. The preppy jock douche bags need the two longest, largest tables because 

popularity is contagious in this school but somehow I am immune. If you sit in someone else’s seat, get 

ready to be zapped into nonexistence. 

The lunch line is always approximately seven billion miles long because all of eighpun 
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“I know, man. I’d tap it.” Beau Shields has come to the rescue yet again with more things to say 

from his fourteen-year-old mouth that he knows nothing about. Unless he does? Do fourteen year olds 

do that stuff already? Did I miss something? 

Austin turns toward me. “What you think, Stu? Would you bang her?” 1. He calls me “Stu”. 

Puke. 2. Shut up. 3. SHUT UP.  

“Probably not,” I say, a magazine of some model I’ve never seen before thrust into my face. She 

looks like a Barbie actually, which has never appealed to me much.  

He rolls his eyes and pulls the magazine back. “Of course not, because you’re a faggot.”  

I turn back around, pretending he doesn’t exist. Mr. Wolfe, who is only feet away, looks up at us 

for a second before going back to grading papers on his desk.  

“Ohhhh, now he’s mad. Don’t be mad, Stu. It’s okay to be a fag.”  

Because I am 100% sure that I would lose in a fight with basically anyone in the whole school, I 

ignore him for the rest of class. Mr. Wolfe doesn’t look back up. Aren’t teachers supposed to do 

something when they hear things like this? The bell rings, and thank God it’s time to go to study hall, 
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moving in with them seemed loads better than living in a hotel or probably a cardboard box. I wouldn’t 

even be able to charge my iPod in a box.  

Anyway, when I get home from school today, Mom is off work and that is always great because 

it means I don’t have to take care of a Penny who is drunk beyond human function and I don’t have to 

make my own dinner. Seeing her car in the driveway when I get off the bus is always the best news ever. 

When I get closer to the house, however, things do not sound pleasant.  

They fight a lot more than they used to. It used to feel like we were some sort of weirdly 

functional family, normally abnormal, but I didn’t care because I got to eat out every Friday night and 

buy new video games and everyone paid attention to me on holidays because I was the cute little boy. 

Now all of that stuff is starting to disappear. We didn’t even visit the rest of my family for Thanksgiving 

this year, and that means I got to eat absolutely zero percent of my Granny’s chocolate pie, which I think 

is made of the same stuff as the crack chicken nuggets from school.  

“I don’t care!” I hear my mom shout. “I can’t deal with this shit! Do you think this is a good way 

for them to grow up?”  
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Except this time, for the l





 

68 

The next time this crossed my mind was when she got so wasted that she decided she hated our 

cat and was going to put her in the truck and drive her down the road to dump her somewhere. I 

screamed at her and begged her to let me keep Momma the Calico Cat, but she wouldn’t listen and I 

watched her drive away with the cat trying to climb out the window. I was so pissed that I grabbed her 

last cold Budweiser from the fridge, popped off the cap, and chugged half the bottle, saying to myself, “I 

hope she wrecks,” over and over ag
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“Do you want to stay?” Mom asks. “I’m unhappy. I know you are, too. But if you want to stay I 

will turn around right now.”  

I look straight ahead. I imagine the car moving a million miles per hour and that we are in 

Kentucky, Tennessee, Alabama, some other state that doesn’t even exist. It’s barely sunrise. The fog is 

glowing and it feels like we are driving off the edge of the planet. I think of all the people at school who 

would be laughing at me right now if they saw me crying and flooding our car. I think of Penny, beer on 

her breath and trying to hug me, console me, beg me to stay. I think of Casey waking up to the world’s 

shortest letter written on a yellow Post-It note and her brother’s empty bedroom, still warm with the 

scent of my obnoxious Axe body spray.  And a switch flips inside me.  

“No,” I say. “Keep going.”  

I suck it up. I dry it up. I grow up. And I don’t look behind us. Not once.  
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Bad Guy 

 I’m sitting on the rug in the middle of my bedroom floor because it’
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they are both the bad guy. Everyone is a bad guy, though. The problem is that I am supposed to look up 

to both of these people. How can I, when all I ever hear about is how despicable they both are? For as 

long as I can remember, they have told me inappropriate things about one another to make themselves 

look like the better parent. Like the time my mom said he tried to make me miss my plane back home 

when I was five by telling me my flight was on the wrong day. Or the time my dad said my mom got 

drunk and fucked some guy in the back of a car in the parking lot of a bar. 

“And, Chyna, let me tell you, five minutes later, I got a phone call from your mother. Once she realized 

she couldn’t get any more money out of this guy, she confessed and told me where she took you.”  

 He is so cocky. Maybe he is right; she told him where we were so she could get child support 

money. Or maybe she always planned on telling him, she just wanted to make sure he couldn’t stop her 

from leaving.  

“I am pretty proud of myself for finding you. I hired a detective, but I did all this on my own. Looking at 

the phone bi
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that well. I’m all grown up and I have lived my life the way it has been lived. I don’t wonder what if 

anymore. I just believe things are the way they are supposed to be. 

After hanging up the phone, I stay sitting in a ball on the rug. I finally unclench my eyes and let a 
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Samantha Rose 

Adolescence in an Hourglass 

 

  



 

77 

Adolescence in an Hourglass 

I feel the fervent rays of the sun caress my skin invitingly, and with a sigh I close my eyes in submission. 

Warmth seeps into my veins and encompasses my bones as my soul shivers in pleasure. The delicate 

blades of grass are feather-soft against my fingers and invitingly offer a place of solace for me to lie. So I 

lie. Perspiration starts to trickle down my face and I feel drops of moisture run down my neck; to which 

the breeze affectionately kisses away. Here in this place, wrapped in the arms of nature, I wish to lie 

indefinitely.   

 Often I would come here to the field behind the stables and embrace the endless possibilities it 

offered me. In it I could be anything and behave any way without worry of admonishment, as long as I 
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through. I tried to focus on Ruth's dark, ebony hands in an attempt to control my irritation and drown 

out Mama's annoyingly high pitched voice. It seemed Mama always knew when I tried to ignore her, for 

her voice would grow steadily louder and more shrill. 

“Mr. Boudreux is a wealthy man Grace. Any lady in the state of Louisiana would be lucky for him 

to even consider her for marriage. And he's considerin’ you! We're lucky he's even interested in 

partnerin’ with our sugar plantation. So please act like a lady Grace. You must be quiet and charming. Be 

flirtatious but for God's sake keep your legs crossed while sittin’ or I’ll have Ruth box your ears.” 

Suddenly my tingling scalp and her pacing had seemed miniscule in comparison to the words 

that were spilling out of her mouth. I remember locking eyes with the wide, brown set in the mirror. 
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me, when I longed to be outside in the heat? His intentions, although gracious, were never my taste. He 

did not sympathize with my love for the outdoors, and did not understand why I insisted on spending 

my time with “such an old mare” instead of him. I remember him coming to the stable once and finding 

me with my arms embraced around her neck in her stall. But he never commented on her gentle 

demeanor; never noticed how attached we were to one another. With a shake of his head he had exited 

but left me with a warning that my mare was too old and impractical to keep; that soon she would have 

to be put down and replaced with a younger, hard-working mare to match the others on the plantation.  

He assured me that this new mare would be for plantation use, not for leisurely rides; for once we were 

married I would have too many tasks to occupy my time.  At the time, I did not concern myself with such 

a threat. I never dreamed Papa would consent to such a heartless act, to shoot the mare he gave me as 

a little girl. But my faith was broken with the thundering of his rifle; for to him and to everyone else, my 

mare was just a mare. And now, to everyone I am Mrs. Boudreux.  

My cheeks are damp from my flowing tears and I hear the hanging moss of the live oaks rustle in 

the wind.  They comfort me with their whispers and distract me from my memories.  A breeze attempts 
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Karen Warren 
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A Higher Call 

Higher, and higher, he ascends with wings of great strength, 

Soaring through heaven, daring to claim its breadth, its length! 

He cannot, he will not, be bound with earthly chains, 

He was chosen, he was elected, to rule, to reign! 

With a loud cry, he answers the beckoning call, 

Rising in triumph, declaring victory, power over all! 

Proudly, swiftly, he glides through the boundless heights, 

A symbol of freedom, of hope, of all that is right! 


