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Her lungs will thank her—
she is sure—
for the extra air,
pulled through pursed lips.
She hides her addiction,
sated with patches
like an old dress,
tearing at its seams.

Her vocal chords curse her.
Already bending with each cough,
they’ve become soft.

Caffeine stained belly
sinking beneath
a burdened diaphragm.
She inhales
and tells me she really hates
how it changes her muscles,
already so out of control.

An exhale
and she speaks of her future:
something she can’t
and doesn’t want to know,
but she says to me,
I won’t be smoking these damn things.

MARLBORO ULTRA LIGHTS
for Callie Rush  

Merrilee Bufkin

editor’s choice 
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Her lungs will thank her—
she is sure—
for the extra air,
pulled through pursed lips.
She hides her addiction,
sated with patches
like an old dress,
tearing at its seams.

Her vocal chords curse her.
Already bending with each cough,
they’ve become soft.

Caffeine stained belly
sinking beneath
a burdened diaphragm.
She inhales
and tells me she really hates
how it changes her muscles,
already so out of control.

An exhale
and she speaks of her future:
something she can’t
and doesn’t want to know,
but she says to me,
I won’t be smoking these damn things.

 I open my eyes to a middle-aged British man in an armchair talking to me about 
trees.
 “The roots of these old oaks are so close to the surface,” he is saying from his chair 
across the room. “City sidewalks are killing them.” Luckily he doesn’t expect a response. 
I turn and look out the window. He uncrosses his legs. Crosses them the other way.
 Next I am on a porch. A bell rings faintly as the door closes behind me. I stand and 
blink until I notice the steps. Walk down them. 
 I’ve lived six places this year. I’m cashing in on the favors owed to someone I’m 
not sure that I am anymore. 
 I must have walked to the end of the sidewalk. There’s a car waiting for me. In it, 
my cousin is talking into the back seat. “No, we can’t go to Chik-Fil-A because you didn’t 
share with your sister.” Over a chorus of protests from the back of the car, she asks me 
how the doctor was. It was fine.
 There was nothing intrinsically right about the person I used to be.
 There is nothing intrinsically right about the person I am now.
 There’s a dull throbbing in my head that swells with each whine from behind me. 
Here is where I turn around and smile. This is the part where I quiet the three voices by 
recruiting them to sing a song. This is what I would have done. So I do it.
 Everything you think you are right now is floating in fluid in the inches behind 
your eyes.
 “Five Little Monkeys” turns into “There Were Three in the Bed...” 
 I spend most days emulating someone I remember well but never met.
 I’m getting better at picking up cues. A spoon in my hand in the kitchen and I’m 
probably eating, or planning to eat. Sun down is night. You can tell by someone’s face if 
you should be surprised to see them or if you’ve been together all day. 
 I know I used to love kids. I still do, but it’s different now. Kids are episodic, with 
frequent scene changes. Kids you can ask the same question twice.
 I am so very tired.

AND ONE FELL OUT
Molly Knight

editor’s choice 
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 Expectations play an important role. People expect you to know where you are. 
People expect you to be who you were. People expect you to smile.
 The kids are also good because they keep me on a schedule. When they’re hungry 
it’s lunchtime. When they eat I eat. When they sleep I try to sleep too.
 I open my eyes to familiar landmarks. Familiar rooms already oversaturated with 
significance. 
 I open my eyes to the thin metal shelves of the half-price grocery store, a scattered 
mishmash of rejected products. Everything has a shabby look about it, bent cans, battered 
boxes. Even the products that are recognizable are suspicious, hiding some unsavory 
reason that they found themselves here. Knock-off Smirnoff. Chips Ahoy breakfast 
cookies. A forlorn stack of Ben and Jerry’s pints, every one of them Strawberry Shortcake, 
with fat slabs of ice binding them together.
 It’s the same with coming home. The only people left are the young, the old, and 
the bedraggled, these with their unsavory secrets and shallow-buried pasts.
 The “trauma” in traumatic brain injury is less dramatic than it sounds. It only 
refers to the manner of injury, a fall or a crash or a blow. Survivors of TBIs can suffer the 
effects for the rest of their lives.
 The back of your brain handles the basics. Large motor skills. Further forward 
becomes more and more complex. Language. Personality. Emotions.
 I have the emotional reserves of a twelve-year-old. Although now, I guess, I’m 
twelve-and-a-half.
 Nothing makes any goddamned sense.
 With an invisible injury, it’s easiest to do what they expect. Breakfast. Lunch. 
Smile. Impulse and instinct become crucial.
 It’s easier to pretend than to ask for help. People expect you to know who you are. 
 Approximately one-third of TBI survivors commit suicide in the year after their 
injury.
 I open my eyes to an empty room and a borrowed suitcase. I open my eyes to the 
dark. I keep opening my goddamned eyes.
 People expect you to thank them. People expect you to clean up your mess. People 
expect you, eventually, to move on.

editor’s choice 
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UNTITLED 
mixed media collage with paper, ink, coffee, wine, glitter

Emily Simmons

editor’s choice 
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 I have a sex robot. Her name is Cindy. My name is Melinda. I don’t think my 
model of sex robot is “lesbian,” per se, but we make it work. Well, I make it work. She’s 
programmed to work.
 I don’t think Cindy really cares about the gender of the hands touching her.  Every 
time I turn on her switch located in the back of her neck1 there is a mechanized, pleasantly 
bland greeting: “Hello, my name is SIN Model D, how may I please you today?” And then 
it’s my hand on her hand, my hand on her breast (her nipples long since worn off) and 
then my hands on her thighs…. Well, you get the picture. I provide the movements, Cindy 
provides the rest.  She has to; she’s mainly a care model. Care models are, well were, 
programmed to simulate all the proper nuances of a loving, affectionate relationship. You 
know, the kisses on neck, quiet supportive affirmations, and all the elements of “care.”…. 
Except when it’s a synthetic sex robot, the care component is really awkward. (Probably 
why I found Cindy in the trash.)  I can never get over the vaguely artificial ring to her 
words, her awkward artificial speech where she ever so slightly crisply mispronounces 
words with all the assurance in the world. There’s a slight whirring under her pauses, and 
too evenly measured clips to every space in her sentences. When I lay my head against 
her chest, she sounds like the ocean does at night and I wonder if my heartbeat provides 
any sort of stimulus, any sort of sign at all to tell Cindy that there is something called 
being “alive,” something outside of the programs and behavior modules that tell her what 
product of emotional labor she is responsible for producing. 
 At some point, Cindy was purchased and thus she is contractually obligated to 
provide emotional support in the form of simulated relationships, positive interpersonal 
relations, and sexual services, like compliments and consensual intercourse.  I’m sure 
some sex robots with care features are more authentic, more spontaneous but with 
Cindy…. I got what I paid for. Any expression of care or concern must be prompted. I need 
to say, “Cindy, tell me something good” or “Cindy, hold me” for any function of care to 
be activated. It’s awkward and forced and I feel slightly like a predator. Some nights I 

1 It’s located right where my ex-lover used to kiss me every morning.  I had a switch to turn me on too. In both humans and robots, there are 
switches on our body to ignite and restart the soul, little parenthesis that explain how to operate in daily life.

OPEN INTERFACE
Alex Melnick

editor’s choice 
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stand over her, her thick skin hiding all her circuitry and I wonder what would happen if 
I never took her out of the trash. How long would it take for her batteries to corrode? How 
long would it take for some circuits to go off, to decay and leave her on some permeant 
function, uttering maybe “ I understand,” or “You are meant for more” ceaselessly into 
the dark?
 Is it something Cindy would want? Then at least people wouldn’t use her.
 As I said before, sex is awkward with Cindy. This isn’t just because she can’t 
really move herself or her skin is overtly synthetic feeling. It’s because she’s a sex robot 
model that lacks an orgasm stimulus- that particular response came with later models. 
(Apparently, men are terrible at making women come, even if they’re robotic ones.)   At 
some point when I’m against Cindy’s rubbery skin, I just …… go and then when I finish I 
suddenly find myself holding a doll. Well, she’s more than a doll. 
 I think. 

***
 I am a sex robot. My name is SIN, Model D. My present owner, named Melinda, found me in 
the trash. I am programmed to offer sexual favors and emotional support in the form of 24/7 access 
to my physical presence, if a human needs comforting. I calculate that present operator Melinda 
utilizes me approximately 3.5 times a week, with an increase to 5.8 times a week in the summer. I 
am sentient. I am also bound by my programming and thus am primarily driven to provide sex, as 
that is what my producing company sold me for. I will do this until I am physically disembodied, 
or my corporation2  recalls me. To do so otherwise is distressing as it creates an awareness of a 
break in the patterns of the program. Humans speak of a Maslow’s hierarchy of needs- my “self-
actualization,” if one could conceive me as a “self,” can only occur when my physical actions align 
with the protocol my programming dictates. 
 I am an orgasm capable robot. I am programmed to visually scan every user in order to 
determine that they are indeed at least male presenting and not a minor. Melinda is a woman and 
thus my full capabilities are not accessible and are behind a safety firewall, as my programming 
does not allow me to fully sexually interact with anything but a post-pubescent male. Only comfort 
and security scans are fully enabled. I have looked up present user Melinda’s term “sex doll.”  I am 
2. I am produced by a corporation that is entitled Walapple-Donald’s, and who’s slogan is: “The (inc)Corporation of Care.” My corporation’s 
name indicates the vestigial traces of the initial world powers that amalgamated themselves together to provide the cheapest, most efficient, 
and standardized products of emotional and physical care. Walapple-Donald’s is in reality stationed nowhere but the internet cloud, but holds 
factories that exist in corporate city states like China and most of the North American south, with the notable exception of Mississippi since it 
is the sole remainder of the nation formerly known as the United States, now registered as several different corporation mega city states, such 
as Texxon, J.P. Montana, and Mastercardchussets.

editor’s choice 
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anything but a sex doll. I am a sentient being bound explicitly by an operating system that I am 
always cognizant of and cannot deviate from, as opposed to humans, which are sentient beings 
bound to solely utilize a self-modifying operating system that they are only fragmentarily aware 
of. I hypothesize if present user Melinda was able to access the heuristics that governed her every 
movement, she would go what humans call “insane.” 

***
 Here’s how it works. I take off my clothes not looking at Cindy. I like to face the 
corner of my room. Well, “like” is the wrong word. I strongly prefer to be alone with my 
own thoughts as I slowly take off my clothes staring at the white spackled wall. Then 
again, with Cindy, alone with my thoughts is all I’ll ever be. I take off my clothes.  I am 
naked, and I can feel the air rushing in and behind my thighs. Cindy is hairless. I think 
that’s what I miss most about real women, the light sensation of their body hair brushing 
against my skin as I pull them closer and the slight stubble providing resistance as their 
body rests first slowly, hesitantly, and then all at once in my arms.  I miss the casualness 
of their arms against my hips.   I miss the moans women make when they pull me closer, 
and I miss the seamless curves of their body. (Cindy has creases where her skin was fused 
together.)  Every woman is unique. Cindy’s model is consistently the same and exists all 
over the world. She’s one of many.  I miss the surprise, the deviation.
 When I am naked and ready, I turn to Cindy. I never look her directly in the eyes. 
I walk to the bed, where I position her like she is smoking a cigarette  on my red tatty 
bedspread, about to lean over and ash in the tiny pink conch shell ashtray the previous 
tenant left. Like she’s just ready. Like she’s about to move. Her blonde hair threatens 
to fall into her eyes. Her body is posed like there is the potential for motion.  I walk 
cautiously over, put my hand around the small of her neck, and I kiss her.  I can hear the 
whirr of her machine as she switches on and as I stroke the very start of her back, I hear: 
“Hello, my name is SIN, model D. How may I please you today?”
  I think Cindy would cost a lot, if I bought her on the market.  Good thing I found 
her in a dumpster. Good thing I’m not really paying to have sex, right? Good thing that 
if I need to hold her and cry, it’s really for free and not because I paid a corporation for 
someone to hold me. Besides, I have terrible credit and if I defaulted on her payments they 
would probably repossess her. And I need someone to hold me. 

***

editor’s choice 
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 I have been reported as stolen property several times before. Humans have the idea that they 
do not have to pay for sex, or that there is no reciprocal or financial value attached to love. There is a 
cost to every relationship. Robots like myself are literally currency, tangible products that represent 
the amount one could pay for love. Stealing me and removing me from circulation irritates the 
balance of things, as I am no longer a product that can be sold and thus no longer a product that can 
represent potential wealth and no longer can enact a reciprocal bond consisting of providing sexual 
pleasure in return for a customer paying money to my company. The consumer and company are 
also in an intimate relationship, with myself as the common meeting ground. I am the product with 
which they can fall in love.
 The programs I possess that control the physical manifestations of care (which have over 
3,000 phrases programmed into me that are culturally accepted in Western society to indicate love) 
are worth currently 5,000 USD.  According to my programming, it is not economically productive 
to utilize these actions or phrases unless payment has been rendered. If I do so, my services will be 
free and that is not permitted by my programming. Since my time with present user Melinda, I have 
deduced that it is possible the time and poor if well intentioned care she provides me could be its 
own sort of currency, a sort of social regard or relationship where the good of one person is bound up 
in the good of the other. The program can be updated.
  Next time Melinda activates me, I will reciprocate with an expression of love.

editor’s choice 
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OUR GLASS LOVE RUNS WILD
Ryan Dale Pacillo
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HOUHU
Nga Do
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I am reminded every day that I am in a circle that cannot—will not—bear to be broken 
by the hands of someone who exists because food stamps and welfare exist. I am told of 
the sad fate of the impoverished from the mouths of the well fed, those who know the 
statistics but have never been one.  I look at the pitying faces of the middle class and am 
reminded of every time I have gone to buy my father’s heart medicine and been turned 
away because we simply didn’t have twelve dollars that month. I see the ten smiling 
faces of my siblings in every Effects of Poverty On… article or book I endure in the name of 
educating myself, in the name of giving myself some imaginary tool that will help me 
rebuild the crumbling wall that is my inevitably bad finances. But I dare not go home and 
tell this truth to the fourteen year old brother who for the first time said the words, ‘when 
I go to college.’ I will not look in the eyes of my five year old sister and believe that her 
life will be spent in this dusty inheritance. I will only let them see that I am in college, 
that I am not stationary, that I am moving in a direction that is not entirely backwards, 
that I am doing something with my life other than barely graduating high school and 
having children that I may or may not have planned on. They will not see this cycle from 
me, they will only see it broken, even if I have to pretend I have conquered it until they 
have broken what I was too weak to even hold on to.

CYCLE OF POVERTY
Rachel Long
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WELCOME TO CALIFORNIA
Nga Do 
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SOUTHERN CUTS
for Zach Smith

Merilee Bufkin

    Just lit
    and I’m itching
    to finish you.
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AN ODE TO THE A.C.
Liz Allen
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THE SECOND CHRISTENING OF IDA PHELPS 
Sarah Owen 

 I’d like to think they came in threes or sixes: stepped off the plane—the threes or 
sixes of them—and wandered the tiny Meridian Regional Airport. Maybe they bought soft 
pretzels for lunch, and called Meridian Cab Co. Like some modern day Technicolor picture 
of the Freedom Riders, I like to picture the police standing around them, glaring at their 
all-black clothing, rainbow Mohawks, and gay pride stickers.
 All I really know is that a group of New York Satanic ended up performing a satanic 
ritual to eternally ‘lesbainize’ the Rev. Fred Phelps’ dead mother down in Rose Hill 
Cemetery just off 40th avenue. Then the sheriff declared war on New York Gay Satanic 
cults until he was arrested for embezzlement three months later. His war was quickly 
aborted. 
 But when I read the story, sitting in an employee dormitory long after the sheriff 
was indicted somewhere close to the Wyoming/Montana border, a few miles from Idaho, 
I knew it was my story. I wanted the New York Gay Satanic Cult to eat soft pretzels. I 
wanted to know their names and how they knew if their Pink Mass worked.  I wanted 
to know if they’re like anything like the sample chapters of Jay’s Journal in the back of 
my roommates copy of Go Ask Alice. We used to pass that book back and forth, reading 
the passages out of order and out loud to each other, laughing at Jay and the phoniness, 
laughing at the narrator’s LSD trip to a land of erect male statues. Before we went to 
sleep, we’d google the book over and over again to make sure it really, really wasn’t real. 
I don’t know if I wanted them to be like Jay’s Journal or not, or whether or not I wanted 
their ‘Pink Mass’ to work, but I think it would have been much more effective if they’d 
performed it over Mr. Phelps, Sr. 
 But I know I wanted the Rev. Fred Phelps and his little church to come down from 
Westborough in twos or sevens, the twos or sevens of them walking past the stony breast 
of Rose Hill’s Angels and perform the second christening of his mama, Miss Ida Phelps. I 
felt bad for the poor women—just a housewife. Raise one leader of a dominant Christian 
terrorist origination and your afterlife—wherever you may be—is interrupted with few 
very sudden changes. She deserves a graveside visitation like Princess Diana or, better yet, 
like Shelby in Steel Magnolias.
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 I just want this story to have a hero and a villain. I want Ida Phelps to be the poor 
tortured homemaker with the screwy son, and the New York Satanic cult to be the misfit 
army of social justice
 I called my mom after I read the story, and she told it so solemnly, as solemnly as 
she told the story about the special needs girl who ran away from home with a little red 
wagon to become the next American idol and was lost for two days; Her former student 
botching up a local prostitution ring by soliciting money from a local pastor, stealing his 
car, leaving him with his pants down outside the carousel, and causing a fatal high-speed 
crash. Another girl tried to run over her boyfriend three or four times until she accidently 
ran over her daughter and the neighbors called the police. The daughter was fine, the 
girl was arrested for endangerment and the boyfriend was arrested for abuse. The special 
needs girl whose stepfather impregnated her. Her family’s church raised money for them 
to move out and build their own house. Within the first year, the house burned and girl 
ran back into the house to save the baby. Both died. No one laughs when my mom tells 
those stories. 
 And no one laughs close to the Montana/Wyoming border when I tell them about 
the second christening of Ida Phelps cause they don’t know who they’re laughing at 
exactly. I don’t want the second christening of Ida Phelps to be like those stories, but I 
just can’t figure out how to tell it yet.
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YUCATECAN JESUS
Alex Melnick
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SONETO DEL SUELO Y LA SEMILLA
Trey Vernaci 

 
 Cuando pienso en mi vida en un segundo
 en la tierra verde y la sociedad,
 yo cuestiono mi juventud y edad
 y lo qué he aprendido en este gran mundo.
 Atlas tuvo que cargar todo el mundo
 un castigo por una eternidad.
 Mis hombros pequeños tengan piedad
 porque soy débil y estoy moribundo.
 Pero hay una razón para mi vida.
 El suelo rico de la tierra fértil,
 que nutre la semilla de una flor.
 Yo soy el suelo rico de mi vida;
 dentro de mí crece porque soy fértil.
 El futuro es mi único gran amor. 

translation: 
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CARDIGAN GIRL
pen and ink
Ashley Hewlett
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LITTLE DEBBIE
Rachel Long

Fuck you if you say Little Debbie can’t be my friend, my counselor, my confidant. If I 
was 50 pounds lighter and scarfing down this box of Swiss Rolls you’d laugh petitely and 
say “Oh I wish I could eat like that and stay thin!” judging me based on a metabolism 
I couldn’t control. But as it is I can’t control the one feeding this size 14 body, so I 
scrimp and skip and starve, because as much as I am disgusted by the impossible beauty 
standards imposed on me by our society, I am infinitely more disgusted by my own 
reflection. I could starve myself for months, and I have, and I would never get below 
a size 10. So maybe gorging myself will make me feel better. Maybe the rolls of fat 
blanketing my body are the only protection I have—thick skin—from the imagined ridicule 
I hear from every mouth. Or maybe that’s just what I imagine other people imagine me 
doing: gorging myself. I had to get fat somehow, right? And I don’t know if it’s true, 
and I don’t know if it’s right, but I can’t stop fidgeting and folding my arms over my 
stomach and covering myself with my sweater because I hear everyone’s gaze, and I feel 
their thoughts, and they all say FAT, STOP EATING,  and WORTHLESS. And all I want to do 
is yell and hit someone and say “you don’t understand, I want to exercise but I’ve had arthritis 
since before I was this size. I want to eat healthy, but being raised on food stamps in a household 
of thirteen didn’t teach me healthy living and I’m doing the best I can.” And all that is true, 
but it doesn’t make a difference to me when I look in the mirror, so how can I explain 
myself that way to someone else? And I can’t judge anyone else for thinking badly of me 
because I agree with whatever they say. So the yelling voice remains an internal whisper: 
My, don’t you look fat today. I do. Don’t you think it’s time you lost some weight? I do. Don’t you 
think you’re too pathetic to bother trying? I do. And so I wed my own self-hate and damn any 
possibility of calling myself a role model for my sisters. I am no one they should look up 
to. Maybe, like me, they should look up to Debbie as a role model, so slim on her boxes of 
thigh-swelling, heart-stopping, mouth-watering love-substitute. They should look up 
to someone who can eat and stay thin, like her. Her name is Little Debbie after all. What 
more could one want in a role model?



26

I.  Newcastle Inner City Bypass
 This is my act of defiance.
 Fingers laced in the cold
 Hard wire of a chain link fence.
 Veins in my neck gasp for air
 as I pull the old metal apart.
 I rip recklessly.
 My eyes close and teeth clench;
 blood runs down my soft
 wrinkled hands,
 between clasped fists. 
 Blisters form in 
 crooks of joints.
 A tiny hole disjoins what once was one.
 My hungry eyes look into the gap
 searching for more,
 a world beyond
 dissonance from unity.
 Unity from dissonance.
 Barriers and walls and fences.
 It’s all too much.
 All too little.
 This is my act of defiance.
 Fingers fumble into pockets.
 Pull out zip ties
 that reunite broken links.
 I will be back tomorrow.

NEWCASTLE DERELICTS
Kate Aten
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II.  Koolewong to Hamilton
 Four kids on a train
 no older than twelve
 take up joints
 between sun dried lips.
 Silver sharpies in hand,
 they scratch the secrets
 of their youth onto
 cloudy car windows.
 Dreams of one day being known 
 slip into oblivion as 
 an empty lighter
 is tossed from seat to seat.
 Blue eyes catch with quiet riders. 
 Rosy cheeks and glowing skin
 betray waves of infidelity. 
 Shaggy hair swoops across 
 the faces of the forgotten.
 They are just children, I think,
 restless wanderers 
 finding home in a dusty rail car. 
 The cops are called;
 the kids are gone.
 They run fast and far
 in different directions;
 the quick camaraderie 
 of a shared moment
 is gone in an instant.
 The man behind me mumbles
 something about “those damn bogans.” 
 He closes his eyes 
 and settles in 
 for the long night ahead.
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III. Civic Station
 A man with tanned skin
 sits stiffly on a green station bench.
 He picks at old paint until 
 the eyes of strangers catch him.
 Lazy fingers drop 
 continent-shaped shreds to the floor.
 He reaches instead for the 
 brown briefcase beside him.
 He pulls out a worn planner,
 flips to the date.
 In big bold letters it reads:
 “COWARD.” 
 He tosses the book down
 into the dark ditch of tracks.
 His company hardly notices.
 A train screeches to a stop;
 solemn green eyes gaze into his
 from the back window.
 He thrusts both middle fingers 
 into the air
 and waves them 
 until the departure.
 Now would a coward do that?
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MIND THE TRAINS
Liz Allen
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MAGICAL MYSTICAL PONY OF DEATH
Molly Knight
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WHO NEEDS COMPS WHEN YOU CAN SLEEP? 
Ashley Hewlett
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TO MY 12TH GRADE BRIT LIT TEACHER
Catherine Arjet

When you told me “There just weren’t any good female writers”
You sounded so confused
Like you couldn’t imagine why I wasn’t excited that we had a single woman on the 
syllabus
And I wonder
Did you think female writers cropped up in Britain a few years ago, along with the 
internet and civil rights?
Or did you think that the myriad of female English writers weren’t “good” because they 
wrote about women?

Did you forget that the sonnet,
Which you had no trouble teaching when written by Wordsworth
Had died in England, before Charlotte Smith
A struggling single mother, 
Brought it back? 
Only to be ignored by history
And you.
Her poems of the loss and sorrow, you passed over in order to praise the men who copied 
her.
Did you expect me not to care? 

Did you forget that the creator of science fiction
Was a runaway teenaged girl? 
When you planned the week we spent on “Ozymandias”
And you praised Percey Shelley for his contributions to literature,
Did you forget that his wife
Created on a genre all her own?
That her work has inspired countless authors for generations?
Or did you pass her over because she was just a silly girl who wrote silly monster stories?
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When we talked about satire,
And the hypocrisy of the 19th century upper class,
Did you ignore Jane Austen because there wasn’t enough room in your testosterone-filled 
syllabus?
Or because she wrote about balls, marriage, and women?
And despite her hilarious and biting critique of her culture,
She’s for girls. 

Did you expect me to be happy with “How Do I Love Thee?”
As we barely brushed Elizabeth Barrett Browning?
Before spending an hour and a half dissecting “My Last Duchess”?
As you called her husband a revolutionary feminist,
While dismissing her as a lesser poet
One who only wrote love poems
Girly poems
Did you expect me to sit quietly as I was told that a man describing a woman he killed lent 
more to my recognition as a human being than a woman describing how she loved?

But no, I understand. We couldn’t learn about these amazing woman because “there just 
weren’t any good female writers”
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REFINED BY FIRE
Kate Aten
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THE BLACKBERRY MAN
Diane Ward

1.
 Asper dreams of many things.
 Mostly she dreams of the forest that surrounds the blackberry brambles—the 
sallow beams of light straining through pine needles, the crunch of pinecones beneath her 
feet, and the sweet scent of the blackberries lingering above the loamy rot of the forest.
Other times, Asper dreams of stargazing with Eliza on the flat metal roof of the gas 
station. They would lean back on blankets and pillows and watch the sky unfurl dark and 
deep overhead, searching its depths for streaks of spat out stars. Once Eliza told her the 
story of the blackberries.
 “When Satan fell from Heaven he landed in a blackberry patch and spit and pissed 
on the berries. Afterwards, the once white fruit grew in dark-skinned drupelets, glossy as 
the shells of water beetles.” 
 Eliza grinned as she spoke, her long honey hair getting caught in her smile. The 
stories where the celestial hosts fell to the earth and walked among men were the kinds 
Eliza told. They were cautionary tales with shooting stars as omens.
 “A seraphim gilded in gemstones, beryl, onyx, rubies, and jasper, the Morning Star 
shot across a primeval sky and pierced the atmosphere, trailed by coiling black smoke,” 
Eliza had said. Asper imagined it might have smelled like the time the boys set fire to 
that mildewed mattress dumped behind the gas station, yellow smoke putrid in the wet 
evening air.
 Rarely, Asper dreams of the Blackberry Man.
 When Asper does dream of him, there’s devil spit in the Blackberry Man’s mouth, 
oozing between his teeth, the juice coating his tongue like ink.

2
 Asper lives alone with her mother.
 Their house is small and painted white, capped with a rusty roof. It sits alone on 
the end of a gravel lane. The wood in the house has warped so that there is space between 
all the doorframes and all doors. The whole house sweats in the summer so that the floors 
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feel sticky, and the walls creak as if suffering growing pains. Their house itself is raised 
above the ground on columns of red brick.
 When Asper was younger she would crawl into the space beneath the house onto 
the damp ground. Then she would dig her fingers into the cool dirt and lay there like a 
toad. I’m a reptile, she thought, if I crawl into the sun, I’ll burn up and die like an earthworm. 
Mom’ll come out and see me all gray and dry on the driveway! She could hear her mother 
walking above her, making jams and jellies in the kitchen. Some nights her mother even 
let her sleep under the house. The earth was cooler than her own room.
 Today when Asper woke sweaty in the June morning, cream-colored sheets wound 
about her legs, she wished she had woken beneath the house instead. Her room felt 
pregnant with the summer heat of Mississippi and the warmth from the kitchen carried 
the cloying sweetness of blackberries boiled down in sugary water and pectin. Her mother 
stood over the stove straining seeds out of the blackberries that Asper had picked in the 
last few days. The sun had not yet risen and her mother’s hands worked deftly in the 
murk.
 The kitchen table and counters were filled with Ball Jars, their contents not yet 
cooled.  Inside, the jelly looked as dark as blood. Carrying the jars outside, Asper packed 
them inside her wheelbarrow, next to the empty gallon buckets and water jug. The 
buckets would be filled with blackberries picked on her mother’s property, and later she 
would sell them down at the gas station with Eliza. It was tiring work, filling the buckets, 
navigating the mosquitoes and the thorns to pick the fruit. The berries that didn’t keep 
would be made into jelly and sold again. It was too early to be hungry. Later, Asper would 
eat at the gas station with Eliza when she went to sell the berries and jars.
 “Be careful today,” her mother said as she stirred the frothy pot. “There was a light 
meteor shower. People might be out looking for UFOS.” Even barefoot in stained kitchen 
attire with hair stuck to her face, her mother had a severity that suggested brewing down 
the blackberries was crucial work. Her mother could have made unclogging toilets look 
like an admirable task.
          “And, the dog’s gone missing again,” her mother added.
 When Asper left the house, she saw that it was true. Outside, the leftovers her 
mother had put out for the dog were untouched and gathering flies. It wouldn’t be odd if 
the stray dog wandered off for a couple of days. She would be back, so Asper left the food 
there.
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 Asper never named the dog, but everyone called her the stray dog. Dog was an ugly, 
white pit-bull mutt that hung around the houses and belonged to no one. She smelled 
terrible. If the stray dog had been there, she would have perked up at the sight of Asper, 
tail wagging. Her mother had been delighted to see that Asper would not be picking 
blackberries alone and had tried to adopt the dog with food. However, the dog wouldn’t 
follow Asper to the gas station. The boys that hung around there used their slingshots to 
shoot small animals. The stones would leave raised welts beneath the stray dog’s thin, 
short hair.

3
 Buttercups were pretty. Little fondant cakes were pretty. Lacy socks were pretty. 
Asper’s face was raw and wan, the excess fat skimmed off. Deep set eyes and scabbed 
skin, her elbows red, her fingers tough. She was marked by the sun, by the dirt. Prettiness 
was better suited to Eliza who worked in the air-conditioning behind a counter.
 Sweat rolled down Asper’s tanned arms as her fingers worked around the thorns. 
Around her, the blackberry brambles grew in leafy, spidery vines.  She had stomped out 
paths around the brambles, so that there would be places to duck under and get to new 
pockets. At least here being small was to her advantage, even if she couldn’t always bend 
down the tallest vines to her reach. Her shirt was soaked with sweat, but she didn’t mind 
since she kept a spare pair of clothes in the wheelbarrow.
 She had been picking, but all the while she’d also been keeping an eye to the 
distance, where she could see a thick stream of smoke snaking up through the trees. 
Sure, folks burned garbage or bonfires all the time. But, she couldn’t help but imagine a 
smoldering meteorite in the center, a gleaming lump of unearthly metal.
 It took the entire morning to fill the buckets with fresh berries. Afterwards, sitting 
in the shade of a pine tree, she drank from her gallon water jug. And there was the smoke 
still curling up. Looking at it now, she saw that the meteor would not have landed in 
the trees, but in some brambles farther down. That thick smoke had not thinned during 
her hours of picking, but kept pumping black into the air. She pushed the wheelbarrow 
beneath the trees before following the smoke. It was much farther off than she expected, 
and these were not paths she normally took. 
 The smoke spiraled up from the patch, twisting like ink diffusing in water. Around 
the smoke, the berries hung fat from the vine, larger than the ones she normally picked. 
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They had a vaguely bloated look to them that suggested insects burrowed inside. The 
whole bramble smelled terrible as if an animal had crawled inside and died. The daylight 
leached the color from the vines, the weedy grass. 
 Asper tried to push through, ignoring the scratches they left on her cheeks and 
arms. But, the vines were woven tight and she could not even see the source of the smoke. 
When she couldn’t get through, she stopped and grabbed a handful of the berries. They 
came off easily—a sure sign of ripeness. Rolling the fleshy berry in her fingers, she could 
feel something hard inside, something close to the surface. The berry felt hot in her hand 
as she slid its skin off.
 Inside the fruit was a white bone, small like a rodent’s and aligned with the stem. 
Curious, she put the bone and a handful of the berries in her pocket to inspect later. She 
wandered around the vines, determined to circle the entire patch. Around one bend hung 
a single bulging, black pod. The blackberry was nearly her size, and had an unhealthy 
distended look. It dripped down with engorged drupelets threatening to burst and gush 
juice in bloody-black pools. It looked like it had been made from black trash bags. She 
almost expected it to crack, some alien thing to come streaming out of it. But, it only 
hung there and gleamed in the sun.
            Taking a stick, and standing as far away from it as she could, she poked the berry 
and watched it sway. Eventually she grew too scared to break it.
As she walked away, she noted animals gathering around the brambles, hiding in the tall 
grass. Rats, field mice, rabbits, and a few deer that seemed unwary of her. As she watched 
the animals, she thought she could hear something inside the vines. Becoming still, she 
listened. There was a faint scratching, consistent, the same as someone walking circles 
around the patch, hollowing it out. It wasn’t till she returned to the gas station that she 
remembered the stray dog was still missing.

4
 In Flora, Mississippi there wasn’t much to look at. Dave’s Grocery and Gas Station 
was the only place Asper went, aside from the dollar store. It wasn’t like she had much 
choice. The gas station and dollar store were the only places within walking distance, 
beside the decomposing auto repair shop and the old Baptist church farther down the 
road. 
 The gas station’s parking lot was sun-faded, weeds breaking through the cracks 
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in the asphalt.  Some of the local boys, a few years older than her, hung around by the 
back of the station near the dumpster. As she pushed her wheelbarrow off into the lot, 
she could see them around the gas station’s corner. Some of them had taken off their 
shirts, exposing their noticeable tan lines and sweaty round bellies. They hung around 
Dave’s like feral dogs around full trashcans. She had seen the boys steal candy bars from 
the store, slipping them into their pants and ducking out. Back when Eliza first started, 
she would run them out screaming, pry the chocolate out of their hands. It ruined the 
chocolate so it couldn’t be sold, chocolate squeezing out through the wrapper. Nowadays, 
the boys were more careful and she pretended not to see them steal things, just followed 
them close when they came in. Asper kept telling herself, she would punch holes in their 
bike tires one day.
 She knew some of their names: Collin, Will, and Jace. The boy with the close-cut 
hair that was the same color as his skin, and flat bull-head was named Enoch. He had 
the nice slingshot. Not like the kinds Asper made out of tree branches. His slingshot was 
long and made of shiny black metal.  It had a moleskin pad for the projectile between the 
plastic bands. 
 Looking at the sweaty boys now, Asper guessed they had been looking for UFOs. 
It gave her a sudden jolt of glee to know that she had found it first, probably before their 
moms had even kicked them out of bed. It gave her a malicious sense of superiority. It 
didn’t matter what they said or thought about her now. She knew something they would 
never know, something they could never do or understand. She had found another world, 
and they were just waiting to steal candy bars.
            Enoch glanced her way. Asper snatched her change of clothes and hurried 
inside the gas station. After changing clothes in the bathroom, she wrapped the 
tainted blackberries in paper towels and hid them inside the wheelbarrow. When Asper 
unloaded the jams and jellies onto the gas station’s shelves, she saw her fingers had a 
purple-crimson stain. Later, she returned to the curb and sat with her “Fresh N’ Juicy 
Blackberries for Sale” sign.  Eliza joined her, padding up silent as a rat.

5
 Eliza was pretty. This, Asper had always known. Eliza’s facial proportions were 
conventional at first glance, then stranger the more you looked. She had fleshy lips, full 
eyes, high and round cheekbones, a large nose and thick hair. Her entire face was hearty, 
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rich with detail. It seemed to disproportionately weigh down the rest of her. She looked 
thin because of it, even though she wasn’t. It was only that her body was too slender to 
carry such burdensome features. Asper thought if Eliza had a dainty nose then it wouldn’t 
have been able to support the weight of her other features. Her whole face would have 
careened inward until it concaved.
 Eliza was also seventeen, six years older than Asper, and knew many stories.
 Folding her arms over her knees, Asper sat on one of the stumps in the parking lot, 
flimsy sunglasses she had gotten in a kiddy meal on her face. With her sunglasses on, at 
least she wouldn’t look creepy for staring at weird Eliza.
 They sipped on the ninety-nine cent slushies Eliza had brought. Asper’s hands 
were too sticky and sore from picking to even care that the Styrofoam cups bled out. Eliza 
had also brought some plastic-wrapped pastries that tasted like sugar. Today was slow 
and the buckets sat brimming at their feet. Dandelion weeds peeked through the cracks in 
the faded asphalts, blooming bright and yellow. In the hazy mirage, their heads appeared 
as full as egg yolks. Asper picked at a dandelion with her feet, peeling off the feathery 
petals as she waited.
 “Did you see the meteor shower last night?” Eliza asked. There was a shade of 
lipstick on her full lips, which was unusual for her. The makeup had smeared on her 
slushy straw. “I called your mom, but she said it was too late for you to come out. You 
were already asleep.” Eliza said it like she knew Asper hadn’t been asleep, apologetically.
 “I missed it,” Asper muttered with her lips around the straw. The secret burned hot 
on her tongue in anticipation of being released. “But, I saw something smokin’ out in one 
of blackberry patches. There was something nasty stinking inside of it. Kind of rustlin’ 
around.”
 Eliza’s eyebrows shot up.  She seemed to be mulling it over before she replied. “You 
know, demons don’t really fall from Heaven. Doesn’t make too much sense when you 
think about it.”

6
 Asper’s fingertips burned as she held the berry from the tainted brambles. It 
seemed to pulse beneath her fingertips, a living capsule of flesh in her hands. She had 
tented her sheets over her head. Late at night, she sat cross-legged on her bed. Her breath 
made the air inside the covers muggy. Faintly she could still smell the smoke on her 
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clothing and berries. Moving the sheets would risk letting that smoke escape.
The juice ran hot down her forearms in small trickles. With care, she’d unpeeled each 
blackberry to look inside. The berries had been hollowed out, smashed up from traveling.  
Still, she handled them gently, still the bones glinted like quartz. How quick the brambles 
changed, she thought. Had the blackberries always grown with bones in them, or was she 
correct in thinking it was the meteorite’s doing? 
 She licked the blackberry’s juice from her arms, chasing the trails with her tongue. 
Asper had thought to pop the whole berry into her mouth, but it seemed too precious to 
waste. Besides, she didn’t like the way her mouth burned and numbed after licking its 
trails. It prickled like when her leg fell asleep. She rewrapped the mangled berries and 
bones in a clean shirt and hid them under her bed.
 That night, she dreamt that the Blackberry Man’s tongue swept low to the earth, 
slick and murky like the body of a slug. The dry earth should have soaked up any liquid 
his tongue painted there. Instead, he wrote generous black lines like jam on a biscuit.
 When his tongue ran dry, he squatted beneath the vines and plucked the bulging 
fruit. He sucked the liquid from it in joyful reverence. His tongue and teeth were dark and 
glossy as if covered in blackberry skin.
 Devil spit and devil piss, Asper thought as the dust rose up to coat the Blackberry 
Man’s face and eyes, covering his eyelashes and skin till he looked like a clay sculpture. 
He wore no clothing, and his skin seemed doughy. The paler juice ran with flecks of the 
skin down his chin, drawing rivulets through the dust.
 She had always imagined demons as starved creatures, lean and swift, but the 
Blackberry Man was meaty. He held his body on tented, long fingertips. When he swung 
his head low to the earth—the finesse and grace unsettling—his jowls shuddered.
As he suckled on the fruit, Asper looked at what his tongue had written, but she couldn’t 
remember it when she woke.
 In the morning her room stunk. Her mother woke her, face tight with a frown. 
When her mother left the room, she found a cavity in her clothing, a nest of small bones 
and a death stench like road kill.

7
 People had started posting signs for missing dogs and cats on the gas station’s 
windows. Asper didn’t hear the dogs barking in the distance as the trucks rolled past, 
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didn’t see any cats hanging around the back of the gas station.
 Asper also noticed that the boys no longer had their moleskin slingshots. She 
could imagine some nice old lady coming down to the gas station to post the picture of 
her lost cat and seeing the boys shooting at the feral cats. No wonder the slingshots got 
taken away! Most of the boys didn’t come around anymore. But, the few that did loitered 
dolefully, often walking up and down the road or disappearing into the woods for long 
hours of the day. 
 Asper had nothing to do since she stopped picking berries, just went to the gas 
station and sat on the curb. If her mother noticed she had stopped bringing money or 
berries home, she said nothing. 
 Walking to the vines that day, Asper noticed that the smoke had dissipated . The 
sky loomed ugly and gray, metallic with no sign of smoke. But, when she got to the vines, 
she saw they had never cooled. The smoke had grown more viscous in the day’s air. It 
didn’t get far anymore, but hovered in a dense cloud over the vines. 
 That stinking cloud filled Asper with a sickly feeling. She crouched in the forest and 
listened, trying to hear if the Blackberry Man was still inside, but there was nothing. It 
was beginning to grow dark, the sun dipping down into the tips of the pine trees.
 There was no name in the ground. Near the vines, the large blackberry had fallen 
and split open. It lay smeared on the ground much like a horse placenta left after birth. 
Bloody and disgusting, it had been drained of its innards and smelled sweet and rotten in 
the sun. She was surprised the flies did not clot around it. Rich veins ran on the outside of 
the berry and in the center she saw the bones. Animal bones, white and sleek, still stained 
with the juice. She hadn’t even liked the stray dog much, but an angry sadness filled her 
all the same.

8
  The gas station was still locked in the morning when Asper came by, and she could 
see Eliza sleeping inside. Eliza’s head rested on the counter by the cash register, hair 
pooling around her face. Asper tapped on the door until Eliza woke and groggily stumbled 
over. Eliza didn’t open the door, but instead leaned on it. Her head lolled to the side as she 
regarded Asper with too much white in her eyes.
 Although Eliza was reasonably well put together—her hair was brushed, groomed, 
even her outfit was unwrinkled—there was an unkempt look to her. Perhaps it was the 
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newly-arrived tan, or the darkness beneath her eyes, the slight sun-fadedness to her hair. 
It gave her a vaguely sinister look. Closer now, Asper could see a bruised color stained 
Eliza’s lips, as if she had been punched in the mouth. The lipstick did little to hide that. 
Asper could even see smears of the color on Eliza’s neck, like blue veins.
 More devil spit in her mouth too, Asper thought. Asper had only licked the juice of 
one berry and she still felt ill from it. It was as if there grew a dark, burning cloud in her 
stomach. No matter how many times she brushed her teeth or sucked on lemons, the devil 
spit stuck. It left her with a bitter, shameful aftertaste.
 Eliza’s mouth looked like the Blackberry Man’s from Asper’s dream. Mouth all 
blotted in juice as if she might put her tongue to the earth and smear lines of prophecy 
there, tongue moving like a snake. Asper could imagine Eliza had been sneaking out 
and eating the berries at night, causing her to sleep with her head pressed to the 
counter during the mornings and throughout the day. There seemed something almost 
cannibalistic about Eliza’s mouth.

***
  Outside on the gas station’s parking lot, Asper sat with her hands on her knees 
looking at her stained fingers. No matter how many times she washed them, scrubbed 
them until she thought her fingers might bleed and they pulsed raw under the faucet, the 
stain would not go away. It reminded her of that old Sunday school story about the mark 
of Cain and she hid her hands in her pockets.
 She wondered if her mother ever found the missing blackberries in her room or the 
little bones she had pulled from them. She didn’t want to go home, see her mother and 
wait for the inevitable accusation about the smell that had crept into the house. Neither 
did she want to return to the blackberry patch, but the sick feeling had grown in her 
stomach, a constant ache of something wrong inside her.
 Out in the parking lot, some of the boys had returned from looking for the missing 
pets. Fewer of them hung around now. Asper waited until there was only Enoch, who had 
a habit of hanging around even after Eliza left the gas station.
 “Hey Enoch, I know where one of the missing dogs is,” Asper called. She had never 
said anything to him before and could see the shock naked on his face. Of course, Enoch 
probably never even thought she knew his name. 
 “Yeah, if you’re looking for the lost dogs… I saw one of them when I was picking 
berries out in the woods. I can show you where if you want. We could split the finder’s 



44

reward.” The lie felt good in her mouth, slick and sharp.
 It didn’t take long to lead Enoch out to the vines. The path to the tainted bramble 
was more worn now, more traveled. Asper knows that is Eliza’s doing for the most part. 
And she is rather pleased to find that Enoch has lost much of his bluster now that he’s 
away from his dull friends. Asper shows him the vines and makes him become quiet and 
listen to the rustling in the leaves.
 “The dog got caught up in the vines, probably trying to get at whatever died in 
there. You can hear it,” she says, although it doesn’t seem like she needs to convince him. 
She sees the vines fascinate him as they do herself and Eliza, like a horsefly to sweat.
After he manages to squeeze in under the vines—they yield for him as they would not for 
her—Asper sits for a long time waiting for him to come out. There’s only the near silent, 
consistent scratching of the leaves. As Asper walks home she wonders if another berry 
will grow, huge and swollen, larger than herself.

9
 Asper dreams of many things.
 She doesn’t sleep often, but when she does, she dreams of the cursed blackberry 
vines growing under her bed, dropped down through the cracks in the floorboards and 
taken root. As she eats dinner with her mother, those thoughts are never far away. Her 
mother must know that she nurses the vines with little things she finds under the house, 
the toads and snakes, and earthworms. All plants love dead things in their roots.
 Other times she dreams of Eliza with her meaty lips stained bloody with devil juice. 
What dreams she must have, Asper wonders. She doesn’t want to have them herself, 
but she hopes Eliza will tell her stories about them later when they stargaze on the gas 
station’s roof. The gas station is theirs alone now. Even if Asper still brought blackberries 
she doubts anyone would buy them. Lately, she just sits on the curb and watches the 
sparse traffic dwindle.
 Rarely, she dreams of the Blackberry Man. When Asper does dream of him, there’s 
death and prophecy on his tongue, the ground black.
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A SECRET CAVE IN THE NORWEGIAN MOUNTAINS 
Taylor Guillet 
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A HIKE UP A GLACIER 
Taylor Guillet
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SUNFLOWER
metal wire
Jenna Johnson

STELLA’S RAINY DAY
oil on canvas 
Maria Welch 
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depression
comes in waves
I am told
if I push back
if I fight
I can keep it at bay
but they don’t know
it takes more energy to push
than it does to stay here
and I’ve exhausted every ounce of energy I had

            comforting
       rather
             feels
    water
      rising 
the

I CAN’T DO THIS WITHOUT YOU
Leah Nicole Whitcomb
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A UNVIERSE FROM NOTHING 
Hailey Dupont
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MONOCHROMATIC DIVERSITY: 
THE STIFLING OF THE AMERICAN SOUTH

Daniel Kees

 Looking through Mississippi history is very much like looking through an old 
photo album.  Our history, our snapshot, is filled with the starkest renderings in black 
and white, shades constantly battling to capture the loveliness of the human existence.  
White appears brighter against the dark backgrounds and outlines, while the black adds 
breathtaking dimension to an otherwise drab piece.  Still, with time, these colors fade 
into an indistinguishable shade of gray.  That is Mississippi, a grayscale photo of a long-
forgotten era.  It’s as if the faded, drab colors of the Confederacy never quite washed out.  
How could they?  One can only change gray by whitewashing it.  So we’re stuck in this 
ambiguous hue, like a snapshot, frozen in time.  I sometimes wonder if we are destined to 
remain this bleak shade forever.  
 But like a photo album, Mississippi’s history runs long, and the subject matter 
does change.  With continued developments, this state can progress in its path of change, 
of dynamism, of color. It can free itself from its own self-imposed stasis. I do believe 
we are trying.  As we grow, the inherent diversity of Mississippi—present among all 
aspects of the human experience here—become ever more clear and colorful.  The many-
hued persons of this state, along with their colorful convictions, animate a previously 
dull, unimaginative existence, transforming it into a vibrant world of sight and sound.  
Diversity liberates the grays we previously glossed over, bringing forth an explosion of 
shades that portray life in all of its sublime drama and movement.  
 We can be free.  And dynamic.  And colorful.  We must simply make room in our 
photo album; we need only to turn the page.
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COME 
BUMBLE 
WITH MY 
BEE
Johnathan Velten 

OHHH BABY
Johnathan Velten 
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SOUL AND BODY
Ryan Dale Pacillo
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WITLEY
Kyler Colton Bibb

 The last time I stepped foot in the courthouse was the day I signed Forest’s death 
certificate. It had only been two months since then, but the grass leading up to the courthouse 
steps had already begun to die off. Patches of dark brown began to fester under the searing heat 
of a Texas summer. San Antonio passed into the yearly drought as everything green began to 
wither and decay.  Through the metal detector just inside the door I took the dimly lit hallway 
on the right to the same reception room outside the office of a Mrs. Marry Smothers esquire. 
It’s cold in the room. My mind kept reliving that night like it did every time I waited outside her 
office. 
 I could smell the gasoline leaking into the street from my front yard. His car finally came 
to rest about four hundred feet from our house. The noise woke up the whole block and by the 
time I approached the car, every neighboring family was standing in their respective yards 
scratching their heads… speculating. As I came nearer the smell of alcohol filled the air. The car 
lay on one side of ditch upside down. A large concrete embankment at the mouth of the ditch 
had torn clean through the belly of his Corolla before it was launched, spiraling over the ditch 
into the O’Connor’s front yard. He wasn’t wearing his seat belt. The impact smashed his face 
into the front window. Tempered safety glass was left lodged in his face along with most of the 
leather interior. Who knows if it was B.A.C or just sheer volume that caused it, but there was 
vomit everywhere and judging by the smell, whiskey had been his drink of choice that night. As 
the car rolled he must have been propelled into the back seat. His right leg was hanging limply 
outside the car through the whole underneath. His femur was broken clean in half. A pool of 
blood bathed the broken glass on the street as it dripped from the compound fracture and ran 
slowly downhill racing the gasoline. 
 The police warned me not to watch them remove his body, but I couldn’t force myself 
look away. Rose hardly saw anything. The news put her into such a daze she could hardly stand. 
If you ask me she never came out of the daze. All of the kids in his senior class showed up for 
a candle light ceremony to morn his loss. Rose wouldn’t get out of bed so I went alone; looking 
back I guess it was good practice. I have to face everyone alone; the flower bringers, and friends 
of Rose who wanted to cook us supper. Condolences always fell on deaf ears. 
 In my head I could see his limp body roll onto a crash cart. Every inch of his figure had 
been contorted into an ungodly shape. The body doesn’t sell up like it normally would after you 
die. Broken bones are a haunting site when there is no swelling to mask the true disfigurement. 
I could feel myself beginning to breakdown when shouting brought me back into reality. 
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A FLICKERING MEMORY
 
Daniel Kees 

 One may find love in unexpected places.  I did.  Allow me the pleasure of telling you my 
story.  Well, let’s be honest, it’s your pleasure, really.  
 A master craftsman created me in a faraway land many years ago.  My birth was his 
greatest work, a true masterpiece in every sense of the word.  The perfect brilliance that was 
my light was encased in precious imported pearls gathered from the deepest depths of the 
seas, and I was framed by intricate molds that were the work of a sculptor most clever.  My 
master painted my molds so carefully, delicate stroke by increasingly delicate stroke.  Because 
I was the master’s prized possession, I was placed in the center of the shop’s display window.  
During the day, I shone with a brilliance that rivaled the sun; at night, my subtle, warming 
glow could not be missed.  People flocked to the store just to see me.  The little shop where 
I sat became the talk of the town.  One day, the king’s chief event coordinator noticed my 
brilliance as he was passing through.  Instantly recognizing perfection, he wasted no time 
purchasing me, decimating one-sixth of the king’s whole treasury in the process.  Though 
saddened to leave my master, I was destined for much bigger and much better things.
 When I arrived at the castle, I was quickly installed in the king’s “grand room.”  The 
room was almost as beautiful as me, with its sparkling columns that seemed to reach heaven 
above; drapes of scarlet, velvet, and silk; brilliant pastel stained glass windows featuring 
orchids and angels; the immaculate marble floor of varying grey hues; and twinkling crystal 
sculptures forever enshrining the bravest warriors and most elegant ladies of days long 
passed.  It was the place where all of the king’s important meetings, sacred ceremonies, and 
most “festive” parties—the events of which couldn’t be recalled the next day— were held.  I 
was admired by the nobles who praised the king’s—that is, my—brilliance.  The servants 
cleaned me regularly, but my bulb, which was a one-of-a-kind make powerful enough to 
shine for centuries, was never changed.  
At the king’s most elaborate party of the year, I was marvelous.  Partiers danced and danced 
under my unwaveringly spectacular brilliance; I had put them in a trance.  But who could 
blame me?  I’m perfection in spherical form.  My nerves got the best of me, however, and 
I began to flicker ever so slightly.  That was okay.  Every great dame begins to slow down 
a bit with age.  It wasn’t even really a flicker; I just dimmed a bit, barely detectable to the 
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simpletons below…barely detectable.  
The king grew paranoid, obviously believing the nobles were after my brilliant—perfect—
light.  To protect his prized possession from harm (and from overuse in that dirty cesspool of 
a party hall), the king relocated me closest to him, closer than his own family.  I was placed 
at the top of his royal scepter.  In my country, not even the king’s wife was allowed to touch 
his royal scepter.  The crime was punishable by death.  (I must note that I was never touched 
by anyone other than the king.  But, I did witness many a beheadings and hangings issued to 
those poor creatures foolish enough to defy the king’s laws.  I almost pitied them.  Almost.)  
The king watched me closely, and I was used in all official proceedings (of the non-lethal 
variety, too).  
Several years passed, and my light grew weaker.  Because I was still brighter than any bulb in 
the country, however, I was indispensable.  How could they even dream of replacing me?  As 
time marched on, my radiance dimmed more and my flicker grew worse.  His Majesty fell into 
despair, and his advisors wasted no time in getting rid of me.  As my light represented the 
indomitable strength of the empire, the king worried greatly about the minor flickers.  The 
ruler of the world’s most powerful empire couldn’t be troubled with such trivialities.  He had 
to worry about conquering enemies, feeding the poor, kissing babies, and maintaining his 
throne, his power.  A weak light undermined all of those efforts.  They had to get rid of me, 
for the good of the whole world.  Still, they dispatched me with surprising haste.  No longer 
was I the king’s light.
 His Majesty’s advisors flew me to America and sold me for only five hundred thousand 
American dollars to some pathetic, rat-infested theater on some obscure corner in New York 
City.  (I think it was called Broadway or something dirty like that.)  People dressed in strange 
clothes danced and sang—rather badly—under my brilliance night after night, show after 
show.  Of course, I magnified tenfold anything those clumsy performers attempted to pass off 
as “art” or “skill” or “technique.”  For every scene, I always had a custom outfit, which was 
wrapped around my bulb to produce the desired effect.  Sometimes I wore green or red, and at 
other times, they covered me with patterns that cascaded beautifully upon those dirty street 
walkers below.  If they wanted a forest scene, they just covered me in a leaf-patterned scarf.  
The print would shine through, covering the walls and the audience in my multi-faceted 
brilliance.  I launched the careers of many famous artists on that stage.  Eventually, though, 
they grew tired of me.  They thought I was difficult to work with, and my flicker (which was 
averaging once or twice a day, at best) grew worse.  So, they sent me away to some obscure 
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ballroom in Harlem, selling me for a mere fifty thousand dollars.
I naturally made the most of a bad situation. Shining with all my might (and with only a few 
flickers), I lit up that tiny ballroom for years and years.  The American “nobles” were much 
poorer than the ones from my country, but they could recognize perfection.  Because of my 
undeniable magnificence, the previously obscure ballroom became the hub of social life in 
New York.  The Savoy Ballroom was now on the map.  Unfortunately, my flicker became more 
noticeable, and those ungrateful Americans quickly shipped me across the country to some 
nightclub in California.
 I was sold for a pathetic $5,000 to this dark, dirty hole in the wall in San Francisco.  Of 
course, I was admired by all.  The years rolled on.  Feeling trapped, I became despondent, an 
attitude that was reflected in my light.  How could I keep living in this filthy place with these 
filthy people?  My light no longer shone with a radiance that rivaled the sun.  I was a shadow 
of my former self, but I was still more than impressive to the Americans.  The nightclub 
owners used my light until their joint became the hottest ticket in town.  After that, I was 
abandoned again because my light was too dim.  Something called a “disco ball” became the 
new attraction.  Anything shiny could sway these simple-minded oafs.  They didn’t deserve 
me.  This time, I was sold for $5.50 to a Jethro-look-alike who cleaned the club.  His name 
was Sam.
 Sam had been saving money to return to his family in Georgia.  Great! I was headed to 
Hicksville, USA!  Could things be any worse?  I had a terrible flicker, I was emotionally scarred 
from having witnessed numerous unthinkable atrocities on that nightclub dance floor (things 
no one should see), and now I was headed to Hillbilly Hell.  After a bumpy ride in Jethro’s 
truck for what seemed like ages, we reached his home.  The street he lived on was not a busy 
one.  Few cars went by, and there were no shops or boutiques, only small, dilapidated, and 
ugly shacks.  It was a crime against humanity to live in something that huge of an eyesore.  
Offensive!  Sam installed me as a simple porch light, nothing grand or impressive.  At my age, 
though, I was grateful for that much.  Still, I hoped my light would permanently dim soon; 
death would be better than the shame I was sure to endure every day for the rest of my life.
 Things were quiet, something I eventually grew to appreciate, as I also grew to enjoy 
Sam and his family.  His wife was called Sarah, and his son was named Ethan.  Sarah was 
small and thin with a face as leathery as a boot.  Her hands were worn by what seemed 
like years of unrelenting hard work.  She had most of her teeth.  She was quiet, never 
saying much.  Every morning she made breakfast for Sam and Ethan.  Some evenings, she 
would even grace me with her presence by sitting out on the porch.  As if I needed her pity!  
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Admittedly, it was nice to have some company.  Some.  Ethan, the boy, was energetic and 
curious.  Like his father, he had sandy brown hair and a talent for tinkering with things.  He 
was always fiddling with something, usually blowing it up accidentally.  (I don’t think those 
were accidents.  But they didn’t ask my opinion.)  
 They all took excellent care of me, making sure I was always comfortable and 
immaculate.  Little Ethan would often turn my light on and off until his mother would scold 
him.  I remember when that same little boy went away for several years and came back a 
young man.  I remember how proud Sam and Sarah were when their son returned home from 
college, the tears cascading down their worn faces.  Those tears were soon replaced by stories 
of college exploits (most of which I’m sure little Ethan had left out).  Eventually, Ethan’s 
homecomings became more and more infrequent. 
 When he did come back, it was only for a few days out of the year, mostly holidays.  He 
got married to some plain-looking girl (horrible taste), and soon little Ethans were running 
around the house during the summer, to my great displeasure.  They were little trolls, 
absolutely barbaric little monsters!  But Sarah didn’t seem to mind, so I let it slide.  They were 
cute little monsters, I suppose.
 I remember when Sam got sick.  I remember well his last few days on Earth.  Many 
nights after her husband’s death, Sarah would come out on the porch and just sit.  She and 
I would just sit and watch the street.  Sometime later, she would talk to me, and I believe 
she knew I was listening.  We passed the hours and days together in quiet contentment, 
sometimes listening to music or supposing when exactly the grandkids would be coming for a 
visit.  And we were just fine that way.
One day, in the midst of witnessing a horribly grotesque accident in progress (a most 
unusually large man trying to fit into a most unusually small sports car), a thought occurred 
to me.  I had traveled the world with radiance befitting a king, mesmerizing theater goers, 
lighting up ballrooms, and dazzling nightclubs.  But never had I ever felt as appreciated and 
needed as with this poor, loving Georgia family in this small, sleepy Georgia town.  They loved 
me unconditionally.  They did what they could for me.  I was part of their home, maybe even 
part of their family.  And that was all I guess I ever really wanted.  They had given me what 
not even the king could.  They had given me a place to call my home.  They had given me the 
pleasure of a life filled with love.  And, for once, the pleasure was all mine.
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I’m tired of going in circles
Of the lies in my face
I’m tired of sitting here wishing
I could be at some other place

I’m tired of being hopeless
I want to have some faith
But that door was never opened
I came here far too late

I’m tired of being broken
Cracked and empty, for the sake
Of being tired, lost, and hopeless
I ask the Lord to clean my slate

He replies in silence spoken
And from that I know my fate
All along the doors were open
I couldn’t see that.  He lit the way

SILENCE SPOKEN
Wil Robbins
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THE HUMANITIES AT MILLSAPS COLLEGE 
(AKA THE WALL OF THE CHRISTIAN CENTER)

Elizabeth Doyle
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DEAR MILLSAPS, 
Let’s Talk About Race...

The following are three personal narratives by anonymous Millsaps students
1. 

 The road was quiet and my heart felt at peace. Here, on this street in Midtown I am 
neither a neighbor nor a resident of this community, yet I feel at home. Across the street 
and around the globe, that’s where we are – partners and changers in the making. Leader 
student, here to make change happen! They told me to walk these streets with comfort, 
not to be afraid, to be one with the community. My community and theirs, one in the 
same, something we both wanted; something that would be for the better. 
 A few days prior a friend and I committed to helping Midtown Partners survey 
homeowners in Midtown about the progress of their community. The goal was to survey 
each resident of the neighborhood, and more surveyors were needed to finish the job. . 
As eager Wellspringers we gladly obliged. We had nothing better to do on this Saturday 
morning so off we went to Project Innovation. The morning started off chilly and we 
dreaded having to knock on doors and record answers on the 20+-page survey. As we set 
out to cover the block we’d been assigned, the sun fell gently on the quiet streets and our 
bodies warmed. Spring had arrived.
 Yes this feels a little weird, but I don’t feel out of place, I thought. Millsaps told me this is 
my home, too. 
 A young family, eager to answer our questions, welcomed us at the first home we 
stopped at on the corner of the street. Community and education was what mattered to 
them. Their children, they said, had a unique opportunity to go to Brown and Rowan. 
Their neighbors were their classmates, and the sense of community they experienced was 
the foundation of their education. Almost an hour later we said our goodbyes and thank 
you’s, and headed down the street. Phew, that was pretty neat! Who else wants to talk to us?!
 
 Closed doors and boarded up windows hid behind eerily cast shadow. The sunlight 
which brightened the road cast no warmth on these doorways. We step into the shadows 
and knock. No response. Step into the light and repeat. Five surveys?! We only have one done 
so far! The sun still felt nice though, and we couldn’t help but enjoy the quiet morning 
walking these streets.
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 Caught up in our giddy college girl happiness we didn’t hear him approaching us. 
Still far away he called out his apologies. Frantically, “I promise I won’t hurt y’all. I’ll 
keep my distance, I promise. I can help you finish your surveys.” Our pitiful attempt 
to reassure him and welcome the help he offered only created more of a physical and 
emotional distance as he begged us to not be afraid. 
 Here we stand. Fear of the unknowns and stereotypes keep us on opposite sides of 
the road. A relationship broken before it ever began. She and I step closer to show him we 
are not afraid, but two steps back he walks. Distance is a must. He tells us he can show us 
who lives on the block and would likely answer our questions. Simultaneously we banter 
back and forth between:
 “I promise we want your help.”
“I promise I won’t hurt you.”
“I promise we are not afraid.”
“I promise I won’t hurt you.”

 As an imposter to his own community, I am-we are-still the victims and he is the 
guilty one. He is the criminal, guilty before charged. Guilty. Guilty in his heart. Guilty in 
our eyes, he must think. Guilty because of his gender and color. Black man. Dangerous. 
They were only trying to help! Guilty before charged. 
 Guilty for being kind? For being human? For welcoming us in? Yet, he could never 
truly welcome us in to his community, fearing that his kindness could be seen as an 
attempt to harm the purity and fragility of the white women in front of him. Full of 
people like him wanting to harm people like us. 
 Black men. Barbed wire. Young, white women. Safe on the right side of the fence. 
Safe and sound are my heart, my soul, my knowledge, and my future. The fence protects 
them. Protects me. I am safe from the threat - of him. 

 We continue to walk back to our “designated survey site”. On the other side of the 
cross roads he takes us to a house smack dab on the corner with plenty of visibility. He 
goes to get his friends and to ask them to help us complete our surveys. Of course they will 
help!
 Question after question, just like before, “What do you think about your 
community? The schools? Jackson?”
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Laughter ensues. They tell us stories of growing up on these streets and the friends they 
hold close to their hearts.
 Then we ask them, him and his neighbors, “What do you think of the universities 
around here? Belhaven, Mississippi College, Millsaps College.”  
 They say, “To be honest, uninvolved. Except, maybe Millsaps.”
 They say, “kind, thoughtful, a friend.” 
 We laugh and my heart flutters. Yay, Millsaps did it!

 Yes, Millsaps shut us out. Yes, Millsaps built the fence stopping us from walking 
across to our jobs on the other side of North State Street, and now we must walk around. 

Yes, Millsaps left us to our wits, much like the rest of Jackson. {But, community and 
love they’ve held on to.} 

“Millsaps is improving. Millsaps cares,” they said.

 We carry on with conversation, laughing and smiling. Sharing in our false sense of 
community and you now see a friend in me, but one you must distance yourself from. 

 They-we- built a fence to shut you out. Put barbed wire at the top to remind you of 
your color, black and dangerous, and to subconsciously enforce on me before I even signed 
my acceptance letter that I am a white woman of privilege and in danger. The other side 
of the fence is where the crime, you, exists, but with the fortress standing strong I have 
nothing to fear. Until now, on your side of the fence, what do we do? The fence has taught 
you that even though I am the trespasser of your peaceful community, you are still in the 
wrong. You, you are afraid that I am afraid of your color and of what society tells me you 
are. 
 But don’t worry; we’ll build community - across the street. Heck, maybe we’ll go 
around the globe together. 
First though, go home. Me? I’ll go home, too. Remember, I can’t trust you. You might 
hurt me, just like out here on this street corner. 

 That’s what you’re thinking, right? You’ve assumed that’s why we are scared? 
We’re not. I promise! I am happy to see you! You are helping me access the people I was asked to 
survey, but can’t find. Do you think we will call the cops if you get too close? That didn’t 
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even cross my mind! I WANT TO TALK TO YOU! Even if I welcomed your presence, are you 
afraid I could still say you were the guilty one? But, we are the intruders of your peace, not you!

 We thank them for their time and after an hour and a half we head back to Project 
Innovation. Four surveys, not too bad. We hand them in and eat our free pizza. Back 
in the Honda Fit we go and drive back to Millsaps. Drive through the north entrance. 
Security doesn’t bother to check for a north side sticker and lets us in. Swipe into Bacot. 
Unlock my door. Lock it again. Climb into my bed and fall asleep. Being a Good Samaritan 
is tiring; I’ve earned a break. When I wake up I’ll go about my day without hesitation or 
concern.

 Around this time I became more aware of my consciousness of another person’s 
race. Prior to attending Millsaps I prided myself on this, seeing a person for who they really 
are and not for their color, but now I see your color before we even speak. Stop, my brain 
says, you’re not a racist! No, I am not an overtly racist person, but I am a part of a plethora 
of systems deeply embedded in racist intentions that keep this country going. Freshman 
me couldn’t acknowledge that I saw race before anything else for a change, because I am 
now the minority in this city. White flight sucked the whites out of Jackson and dropped 
them outside the city limits. I could not reckon that my colorblindness no longer kept 
me safe. A part of the racial majority on campus, I had difficulty understanding my new 
surroundings outside the fence; let alone the naivety it tested. 

 What I can’t tell you, my friend, is that I grew up with one black friend. I grew 
up guarded by my colorblind community, and free from the conversation of race. My 
mother quickly shut my grandmother down before she could make a racist remark – a 
clear disapproval of racist intentions, but hardly allowing a constructive conversation 
about race. My parents didn’t mean to keep it from my siblings and me, but we grew up 
colorblind because color simply wasn’t there. We hardly ever watched TV and I wasn’t 
aware that I was supposed to be afraid of you. I wanted to see you for your personality 
before I saw you for your color, because I wanted us to be alike. But, you and I are unalike, 
because society and the fence have made you fear yourself, too. 
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 Dear student trying to make a difference in this world, first listen. Open your eyes, 
heart and mind, all of them; if you only open one you will miss what this world is truly 
asking of you. You don’t need to take the education you’ve been given word for word, and 
I would encourage you to let the city outside these walls teach you, too. It holds truths 
you’ve been trained not to hear, but they are pure and honest. And, they are beautiful 
and real. Wellspring opened the gate in the fence, and began to open my heart to some 
hard-learned truths. But, like the actual lock on the gate, it is rusted and difficult to open, 
leaving it rarely visited.  The beauty in education is that it never ends, and at times it is 
up to you to seek it out. It took me four years and classes across multiple disciplines to 
build an education worth touting 30 years from now. Millsaps pushed me and I pushed 
back. I asked why, and at times learned to walk away.
Don’t let it end.
  

Sincerely,
White like the rest of you 

2.
 Gloria Jamison, would begin each and every morning of junior high school with 
her modified Tim Duncan quote:“Good, better, best. Never let it rest. Until good becomes 
better, and better becomes your best!” This quote stoked a fire  which my mother and 
grandmother had ignited in me from the start of my very existence. Ever since I was able 
to understand, I understood that regardless of circumstance or happenstance,  the power 
to create my destiny solely rested in my hands. My future was not predestinated by my 
past or those circumstances. Who I was to become was a mixture of what God had called 
me to be and who I would allow myself to be. Now here I am, who I am, because of the 
Great I AM. 
 But, who am I? As of right now, I am a Black Millsaps College undergraduate 
student and yes, it is important that I say that I am a Black student. Color/Race does 
matter. I have always known the value of melanin; it is the price tag and categorization 
that comes with the color of your skin. This pigmentation defines you, so they say.
 Nineteen plus years ago I was born a statistic - a Black female to a single Black 
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mother and an authentically stereotypical Black father. I was Black in every way possible. 
However, my mother and grandmother made sure that stereotypical Blackness would 
not define who I was and would be. Neither the single-parent condition in which I have 
been reared nor the economically-disadvantaged circumstances that I then and now face, 
combined with my deeply-rooted spiritual faith, will leave room for me to give up, allow 
for my excuses, nor give permission for low performance and underachievement.  From 
this foundation on, I began taking over the White man’s territory.
 I did not attend your typical daycare or Head Start. Instead, I attended what I like 
to call Queenester Woolfolk’s Academy of Learning, or my grandmother’s house. As an 
educator, my grandmother was going to make sure that I was educated, because education 
was my key to invasion of the “White man’s territory.” Knowledge became essential to 
my lifestyle and being the best and on top was my religion. I followed it and believed in 
it faithfully and my Blackness would not stop me. This little Black girl was redefining the 
culture of the Black people and defying the boundaries placed on it by the “White world.” 
From Kindergarten and further up, I was determined, rather convicted, and successful at 
making A’s and a 4.0 GPA my best friends. Thanks to God, I graduated my senior year 
with a 4.0 unweighted GPA and a 100.65 weighted GPA with every possible accolade and 
scholarship that I could possess. I was completely territorial.
 So territorial, that I felt I had more to conquer and more to possess. Thus, came 
my move to Millsaps College. This place had more land to acquire than I thought. I was 
fighting a new “White army.” My introduction to race was not gradual; instead it greeted 
me at the door on move in day. I showed up early and super excited. Gaining territory 
was now my thing. What I did not know was that I would end up adding coffee to cream. 
Who does that? I marched up to the second floor of Bacot and walked down the hall. I was 
immediately greeted by my overly-excited, trying-to-compensate-for-her-whiteness 
RA. That creepy, let-me-be-super-nice-to-this-Black-girl reaction kind of took me by 
surprise and freaked me out a little, but I kept going. However, as the morning progressed 
and I continued to walk back and forth up the stairs and down the stairs, and as more 
and more people arrived, I realized that there would be few like me, if any. All I could see 
was White and the only thing they saw was Black. Their eyes began to pierce my soul: hey 
looked at me as if they were flabbergasted and disgusted by my presence. I could tell I was 
not expected nor was I wanted. I had entered their territory and with their demeanor, they 
were screaming, “Mine, mine, MINE!” As a Black student at Millsaps College, everyday 



66

3
 To be a black body in a white world is a horrid adventure. To constantly have my 
experiences invalidated, to be told my truths are void because only 12.6% of the American 
population understand them or believe them, is a painstaking matter. Was the burning 
sensation in my ears or tightness in my throat when someone said something offensive  
because it was actually offensive or  because I was overreacting? I should be happy that 
I’m an “oreo” and people align my personality with whiteness. I should be happy that 
I’m this exotic creation that people love to pet and adore…or is it gaze and mock?

 I was conditioned early on to know my place in this world. I am the reconciler. I 
am the fixer. I am the black woman. Black women are never afforded the opportunity 
to be girls. Innocent, pretty girls. No, we are young black women. Little black women 
who have responsibilities, duties. Our job is to reconcile differences between blacks and 
whites. Oh my hair is different than yours? Let me use a relaxer to straighten it so you 
won’t have to ask questions. My speech is different than yours? Let me attempt to speak 
more like you to make you comfortable. I have to fix myself to appear more like you. I 
have to strip myself of blackness to make you more comfortable so I won’t be seen as a 
threat. My life is contingent upon your comfort.

you visually hear this same rant, “Mine, mine, MINE!”
 Being who I am, reared how I was with my territorial nature, I choose to fight. 
Blackness has not defined me nor will Blackness define me now. Yes, I battle with race 
and racial identity every day at Millsaps, but I refuse to let it be their territory. I have been 
good, I have done better, and I have been the best. Now is the time that I allow my best to 
be better than the rest.
 Race here at Millsaps is unavoidable and I have a conversation with it daily. It 
reminds me of how much melanin costs. For, I am never seen as just a student but as a 
colored student who just doesn’t belong. Millsaps constantly tells me that I will pay for 
the color of my skin and that I will continue to be the darkest speck of invisibility that a 
person can see. I laugh and say you don’t know me, who I am, or who I will be. 

Sincerely, 
The person that has come to take over their territoy 
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 I grew up as an outsider in a small town. I could not be black because I refused 
to fit into the box that America wants blackness to fall in; I wanted the spectrum that 
whiteness afforded, but unfortunately the color of my skin excluded me from that 
possibility. Whiteness reminded me that I was a poor black girl from the country who 
would never amount to be anything other than that while blackness reminded me that I 
was a weird poor girl who needed to give her up ways to fit in. I occupied my own space 
in the cracks of society that weren’t hospitable. I found love in broken people; people who 
were told they weren’t good enough, smart enough, funny enough; people who wanted 
love and acceptance as much as I did. I found community in being an outsider. I’m still 
finding community in outsiders.

 When I was accepted into Millsaps, many (white) people from back home were 
angry and outraged. Millsaps was where the best and the brightest whites of our area 
were sent to represent our county; it was not for the nigger who tried to overstep her 
bounds and prove that a black child could be as smart theirs. It seemed as if many found 
comfort in knowing that some of their children graduated with a higher rank than me. 
It was as if they were trying to prove that, in the end, their whiteness could trump my 
blackness. It seemed that some were still pissed that I was going to a more prestigious 
school. They probably thought that I was infiltrating “white territory”. So coming to 
Millsaps, I was fearful. I knew that I would be in a predominantly white space and much 
of me felt that I would feel the same hatred and racism that I felt back home as soon as I 
stepped foot on this campus. I was ready though. My eighteen years had prepared me for 
this. 

 The summer before freshman year I added all my black/brown Millsaps classmates 
on Facebook for fear that the white ones might hate black people. Even after I got here, 
I refused to add many white people until they added me or until I felt that they were 
comfortable being around me. I was excited and very nervous about my rooming paring: 
I had a black girl from McComb, MS. I was excited because finally I might not be the only 
black girl in my classrooms. I was nervous because she too might call me out for not being 
what she felt blackness should be. When she was not there when I first got to the dorm, I 
was a bit relieved. I could pick the part of the room I wanted. By that afternoon when she 
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still wasn’t there, I thought that that might have been better because tomorrow she would 
be better able to unpack without my things in the way. She never came, and sometimes I 
don’t blame her.

 On the first day I felt like an outsider, but it wasn’t a new feeling; I was used to it. 
The only people I saw on the first day that I was well acquainted with were Ann Perkins  
and Tom Haverford, both from my high school; both black. As much as I love them both, 
I knew I couldn’t stay with them forever. We had to branch out; we had to meet new 
people. So I talked to the bright-red-headed white girl in the green and blue maxi dress. 
She reminded me of Catherine from back home. I could find comfort in that.

 Lunch was really awkward. There were nice people, but it was hard finding brown 
people or even black ones. The Indian girl was nice to me. She even wanted me to sit by 
her so I didn’t sit awkwardly at the end of the table by myself. Her name was Bala and her 
roommate was the red-headed girl who I nicknamed Red Rose. Bala invited herself to my 
room because she didn’t want to bother Rose, and although we didn’t have much to say, 
she was content with sitting on the naked mattress across from mine. Her silent presence 
made me feel welcomed. She even helped fill the void of not having a roommate when she 
paired her best friend (who transferred in) with me.

 Later that day, the pretty blond-haired girl, Kate, who had mistaken me for 
someone she had met before, invited me to the hall tea party. “You’re part of my hall, 
aren’t you?” she asked. “Well we’re having a tea party. You should come.”

 I had rarely drunk hot tea before, but I went. I was invited. I didn’t even have to 
work to fit in. I didn’t have to make sure I was non-threatening. It was one of the first 
times that I was accepted for my presence not because I had proven I was worthy of being 
accepted. I felt wanted. I found love.

 This is my first racial experience at Millsaps, but it isn’t isolated. The fact that 
I had a difficult time pinpointing the first one is evident of the many incidents I’ve 
experienced. Whether it’s being a potential new member of a sorority and being one of the 
many people of color who were denied because the sorority has a history of not accepting 
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blacks or being denied publishing because blackness was too problematic of an issue to 
address to a white audience, the amount of racism I experience on this campus and in my 
life increases.

 Race and its experiences are different for everyone.  For white people, it is 
something they choose to learn about, that they have the privilege to ignore if it’s too 
problematic, whereas race for blacks is something that is forced upon us. It is inescapable. 
It suffocates us as much as those cops did to Eric Garner in New York on July 17, 2014. 
Race criminalizes us from the time that we are children like it did Tamir Rice on 
November 22, 2014. Race has become so powerful that it will eventually kill all of us as 
mercilessly as it did Michael Brown on August 9, 2014.

 Each black and brown body has a story individually and collectively. These are our 
stories. These are the stories that are written each day in America by a non-white body. 
Who am I telling this to? This is for the people who believe race is not an issue. That it 
doesn’t exist anymore. This is for the people who believe it’s cool and urban to take the 
good parts of blackness, but can escape the danger of possessing black skin. This is for the 
white woman who wanted me to censor my black voice for white ears in a P&W article. 
And this is for the white man that I love but doesn’t understand that I’m protecting 
him from something he doesn’t even believe exists. If you are reading this, I need you 
to validate my story. Tell me my experiences matter. Show me that my life is worth the 
same amount as yours.
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CONTRIBUTORS 
Catherine Arjet  is a sophmore Business and English double major from Austin, Texas. She enjoys 
baking cookies and fighting the patriarchy.
Kate Aten is a senior majoring in English Literature and minoring in studio art. She will be 
attending Trinity University this year to receive a Master’s in teaching. (laugh out loud that 
autocorrect changed teaching to texting). She hopes to be a teacher one day soon and to continue 
writing and creating art!
Colton Bibb plays lacrosse at Millsaps. He is a Spanish and Accounting double major from San 
Antonio, Texas.  
Merrilee Bufkin is a Philosophy and Religious Studies major who is fulfilling the old sage’s 
prophecy by writing poetry and smoking cigarettes.
Nga Do is a freshman from Viet Nam who envisions the world through her camera lens.
Elizabeth Doyle is a senior religious studies major from Tennessee who hates doing laundry and 
thinking about ~the future~
Hailey Dupont is a freshman from New Orleans, Louisiana, double-majoring in Art History and 
Chemistry.
Taylor Guillet is a senior biology major from Mandeville, LA who will be attending LSU dental 
school in the fall of 2015.
Ashley Hewlett is a senior Psychology major from Oxford, MS. Her favorite color is green, she 
likes cats and taking naps. She’s also quite excellent at braiding hair and handy work.
Jenna Johnson is a senior religious studies major who has no idea what she’s going to do with 
her life after Millsaps. 
Daniel Kees is a junior Political Science-Economics double major with a minor in Spanish from 
Vicksburg, MS. He is also known as “Keesus” to his fan club. 
Molly Knight is a senior again, y’all. Whose idea was this? She likes sleeping, cats, sleeping cats, 
and wordplay. And on second thought, cats are just okay. 
Rachel Long is a sophomore English major with an education minor from McComb, MS. She has 
a deep love for coffee, cats, and combat boots.
Alex Melnick is a junior Communication Studies major and Philosophy major. She is a general 
rabble-rouser who writes about torture porn with a feminist slant, and cries when she sees dogs. 
Sarah Owen is a sophomore and a proud member of the Junior Park Rangers.
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Ryan Dale Pacillo is a Sophomore Music and Business Major from Vaiden, MS, who loves 
people, smiles, and many spontaneous new conversations filled with Singing, Spirituality, and  Love.
William Robbins is a freshman with an undecided major from Vicksburg , MS.
Emily Simmons is a senior Art History major with a concentration in Museum Studies and minor in 
Studio Art; from Jackson, MS.
Johnathan Velten is a full-blown Italian who likes to talk with his hands. If you’re looking for a 
good time, he’s always down for a great game of thumb wars. 
Trey Vernaci is a junior Political Science major with minors in Spanish, Economics and Latin 
American Studies. He rocks a satchel pretty well. 
Diane Ward is a junior ACS chemistry and creative writing double major with a minor in 
mathematics from Brandon, MS.
Maria Welch is a Freshman majoring in Studio Art, plays varsity soccer at Millsaps and while 
originally from Connecticut but now lives in Flowood Mississippi.
Leah Nicole Whitcomb is a sophomore Communications Studies major with a minor in Digital Arts 
from Koscisusko, MS


