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:Introduction:

	The English '57 series are courses where writers can experiment with their craft. Through individual sessions with tutors, writers get the opportunity to hone their craft and explore new territories they may never have had the chance to in other mediums. The tutors don't serve as know-all guides, but rather as peers with whom the writers can share their work and discuss avenues of thought for their writing and ultimately try revisions without the concern of criticism. 

	This collection shows the diversity of work that goes on in these '57 courses. Each session is a little part of a recipe that, in the end, when mixed together, form this work we have come to call Word Play. Each time it's made, it has a slightly different flavor. The writers bring their own backgrounds and histories and futures to each new addition to this publication. The writers give it zest and appeal. Their imagination and creativity is the secret ingredient for each new issue of Word Play. The title, :One Part Prose: One Part Poetry: One Part Art:, I think reflects this blending of ingredients that happens down in the Tutoring and Learning Center. Each part is needed for the whole. I hope the taste of this semester's Word Play will be enjoyed for semesters to come.
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An Unacceptable Fate

Rachel Gomez

	“Hold on guys, I just have to pee.”
The night clubs music made it almost impossible to talk at all. The girl made her way past crowds of people grinding and feeling on each other and opened the door to the bathroom.
The bathroom was a dingy little room. The lights flickered and made the room that much more uncomfortable. She thought, Jeez isn’t there good lighting anywhere in a night club? Then again maybe it’s better if you can’t see that well.
	Though the door was closed the constant thump, thump, thump of the music could still be heard. 
The girl opened a stall door and stumbled inside. She put her beer on the floor and undid her one hundred and fifty dollar jeans.
When she finished she grabbed her beer and slowly so as to not break her neck on her six inch heels, made her way over to the sink.
She pushed in the lever for soap and turned on the faucet. While she washed up, she evaluated herself in the mirror. Her hair was a little tousled from all the dancing and her shirt was a little wrinkled. And there was definitely an odor coming from her underarms.
She just shrugged her shoulders and decided that she would just have to keep her arms down the rest of the night. 
When she was done she turned off the water and reached for a paper towel. 
As her hand reached up into the dispenser she felt a sharp pain on her palm. She pulled her hand down sharply and saw a needle stuck in her palm. 
Wrapped around the syringe was a piece of paper with a rubber band around it to hold it in place.
The girl pulled the needle out and curiously took off the rubber band. The paper was worn looking and had been crumpled more than once. Wendy opened the note.

If you are reading this it means that you have just been inducted into the world of HIV. As of right now you have two options. One is that you can except your fate and possibly die of AIDS. 
The second is that you can do something about it. You have about 8 seconds before the blood in your hand begins to flow into the rest of your body.

	The girl, at that moment, went into survival mode. Without thinking she took her beer bottle and shattered it against the sink. 
	She grabbed the biggest chunk of glass she could see and began to hack at her wrist. 
	A few minutes later a hand fell to the floor. Blood covered the walls and screams emitted from the bathroom. Only no one heard them.

	A cheery looking announcer came onto the T.V screen at that point. “Well, there you have it folks. She really could cut off her own hand. It’s too bad she didn’t know better. The blood was already coursing through her veins before she cut off her hand.”
	“Unfortunately, that’s all the time we have for right now. I’m Johnny Kaplar. Join us again next week on Reality T.V!”

Slaves

Rachel Gomez

The whip came down hard on the young girl’s back, splitting the skin and allowing the ruby blood to spill out onto the surface. Noise erupted from all corners of the stadium. The girl slumped over; passing out from the pain. She was taken off the poles she was chained to and handed off to the two people waiting in the wings.
Her brother Zach and best friend May took Annie’s dead weight, holding her up by putting her arms around their necks. They dragged her body to the doors of the girl's barracks. From there, May took over, pulling Annie onto her back.
“I’ll be out here if you need me.” Zach said. May nodded, she knew the drill. 
Zach helped her open the door while May made the slow walk over to Annie’s bed, Annie’s feet dragging over the smooth floor. The girls were the only two in the barracks. May made it to the bed and slowly managed to get her on the bed without irritating her wounds, which were still bleeding quite a bit. May had to get her fixed up before it was time for work or Annie would just be in trouble again.
May began the process of acquiring strips of cloth for her back and warm water to clean the wounds. 

The sun was just coming up when the aircraft was docked on the platform. The door opened with a thud and the five men emerged from inside the craft, stiff from the long journey. The general was on the platform ready to meet them. 
Officer Scott was the last one to exit the plane. The sudden brightness from the morning stunned him and he had to shut his eyes from the light. He had been asleep for most of the trip and was not happy about being here. This would have been his last choice for his station, if he had been given a choice that is. The United Military was very strict with its rules and laws for its commanding officers. He had gotten the short end of the stick and was sent here so as to bring in more military, not that it was really needed. There weren’t any problems here and there never had been, not in the last twelve years of the planet’s use.
Scott’s new black boots made walking very uncomfortable for him, but they would be broken in soon enough. The new uniform was a major plus, navy blue with a little crop logo on the left breast pocket. Even the hat was a nice new feature, navy blue with the crop logo right in the center.  

Annie rubbed her eyes. Why is it so bright in here? She thought. Annie looked over at the bed on her right and noticed May was not lying there. Annie looked at the end of the bed and noticed she was standing there straight as a board. Argh, not again!
Annie rolled out of bed, standing as straight as she could. The movement forced the blood to rush to her head, which left spots floating in front of her eyes. Annie swayed with a sudden lightheadedness and stumbled forward. It was enough to get her noticed. 
“You there, stand up straight, or you will be whipped for your incompetence! “
	Ah, the first threat of the day. You got to love the first one, Annie thought. She managed to regain her balance and stood up straight. 
	
	Scott was staring off into the distance. The general stood in front of them talking about something or other, Scott wasn’t really paying attention and he didn’t see how anyone could. There was so much to see and hear. This planet was interesting; lush and green, much like he had been told Earth had looked like. There were spots where the land was lighter and tall stalks grew out of the ground, there were also pools of water stretched off into the landscape. Scott could not believe his eyes, there was water and trees as far as the eye could see. No one Scott knew had seen anything like this.
	“As you can see,” the general waved his hand, “our planet is quite unique. We are one of the few that can actually grow the food you eat every day. Our water supply has gotten better in the last few years as well. We are no longer worried about our slaves dying to young because of the toxic water. You all remember the great gas that spread out throughout the planets? Well, it just missed us since we are on the outer rim.”
	The general led them off of the platform and into one of the nearby buildings. Here there were all sorts of machines used for crops, ones that washed them and others got them packaged. The general led them over to a large land speeder, commonly used to get around on this planet. He motioned for them to get in and they took off across the land. Scott moved his eyes over everything. It was so beautiful. Nothing on any of the other planets could compare to this. The sounds and the color, all of it just washed over him, taking him in. In the background, he could faintly hear the general’s voice as he led them around camp. The camp was huge with twelve different sections and a dozen different leaders of those sections; it was a lot to take in. 
	“Lastly, I will be dropping you off at your new post. Dinner is at six o’ clock. You will be formally introduced to the rest of the officers.” After a few minutes, the speeder began slowing down. “Officer Scott, this is going to be your post for the moment. There might be some changes made later, but anyway, I want you to report to Officer Kise. He will show you what you have to watch out for and such.” Scott hopped out of the speeder and stood back with his hand at his head, saluting as the rest of them took off again. 


	Annie was the first to spot the new officer, mostly because he walked as if he did not know where he was going. This was a walk Annie had seen many times before. She nudged her older brother, Zach and pointed out the new guard.
	“Look, fresh meat!” She laughed.
	“Annie, would you stop? Why don’t you try to be good for once? It might be fun.” Zach pleaded.
	“Now why would I do that and tarnish my record?” She smiled.
	“Whatever you say Annie, just be careful.”
	Annie grabbed the closest ear of corn and started piling more in her arms. When she couldn’t hold anymore she took them over to her speeder and dumped the heavy load into the back. Zach was doing the same, only he was more concerned about putting it in nicely. 
“Why do you do that, Zach?”
	“What?”
	“The guards treat us like dirt, and you get back at them by putting the corn nicely in your speeder. How does that accomplish anything?!” She asked.
	Zack just rolled his eyes; they had talked about this many times before.  Annie was the rebel though, not him. Zach just ignored her comment and kept on working. 
	When they had both filled their speeders up with as much as corn possible, they got in and rode off to the weighing point. It was a long and tedious process they had gone through every day since they had been brought here. 
	Annie and Zach had been brought to this planet when they were very young. Their parents had died after a war which had been lost resulting in the destruction of their home planet. The Resistance had been destroyed, without them their children were turned into slaves. No one could stop them, and there were too many orphan children. So the new government turned a blind eye to these children, completely ignoring their cries for help, which had long since ended.  Only Annie and a few others had kept the resistance in mind.

Chapter 2
	Scott stood by the weighing machine, counting off numbers and pounds, recording the numbers as they went by on the screen. He had never been good at mathematics and was just hoping he wasn’t messing up the numbers that badly. 
About an hour later Officer Kise came in the room and ordered him out. Apparently all of his numbers had been off and Officer Kise was tired of correcting them. Scott was moved to a place where there was no math involved. He was now in charge of overseeing the shipping of the crops. But he had a feeling he would be moved again soon. He wasn’t surprised, he was a military man, he didn’t know anything about crops. 

Annie was getting her last load weighed, when a voice stopped her. The new Officer, had just called to her. 
So he got moved already, she thought. Smart guy we got here, she laughed silently to herself. But she waited for him to say something.
	“Excuse me; I was wondering if I could get a lift back to the base camp. It’s a pretty long walk, and I don’t have a speeder like I was promised. Anyway, would it be alright?”
	Yup, a real smart one here, she thought. All she could do was stare at him with her mouth hanging open. He had just asked her for a ride, he wasn’t supposed to do that! Suddenly her brother’s words rang in her head. “Why don’t you try to be good for once?”
	“Oh umm, sure I guess.”
	“Thanks.” Scott hopped in the back of the speeder, just managing to avoid the vegetables. She started moving forward and began to leave the terminal. Annie tried to pretend like there was no one sitting behind her, but she could still hear his breathing, it was made her a little uncomfortable. She wasn’t sure if she was able to talk to him, so she stayed quiet, if he wanted to talk he could make the first move.
	Scott was enjoying the view, watching things whip by with the speeder creating dust in its wake. “So how long have you been here?”
	“I have been here most of my life. I am not really sure how long it’s been. Age isn’t something that is essential here.”
	Scott nodded. “Well by the looks of it I’d say you’re around sixteen or seventeen. But who knows maybe you just look young.”
	Annie was silent the rest of the trip. 

	“Why don’t you stop here, I don’t want you to get in trouble for helping me out.” Scott said into her ear so she could hear.
	“Are you sure?”
	“Yeah, it’s not far, I can walk the rest of the way.”
	“Okay then.” Annie pulled over and let Scott jump out. The rusty speeder caught his pant leg and tore the fine material.
	“Damn it. Oh well, thanks for the lift. I guess I will be seeing you around,” he smiled.
	“Oh yeah, no problem.”
	As soon as Annie got back to the base she went off in search of Zach; he was going to love this, a guard asking for a ride from a slave, it was unheard of! She finally found him in the mess hall getting food with some of the other slaves. As soon as she spotted him she pulled him out of the food line.
	“Aww, Annie I was just getting to the food!”
	“Oh, shut up Zach, you have to hear this! So you know the new guard we saw earlier today? Well he was the last one at the post and asked me for a ride back! Can you believe it? He asked ME for a ride!”
	“So what did you do? You didn’t just leave him there did you?”
	“No, I didn’t. I brought him back here, well close enough. He didn’t want to get in trouble.”
	“Well good, I’m glad. It’s weird, but I’m glad. Hey so did you see the other group of guards that came in today? They were late, but they finally got here. There is one I am sure you will have issues with. Her name is Alice and she just screams trouble.” Zach pointed her out to Annie.
	Alice was a short blonde, with a hard face. Zach was right; she definitely looked like a hard ass.  “You might not have had issues with that guy guard today, but I don’t think you will be so lucky with her.”
	Annie nodded, “Probably not.”
	Zach and Annie got back in line for food and ate. 

A Hapless Bellhop’s Mishaps
or 
Salts of Roth

Hannah Kampschoer

	Tim Roth was busying his way through the afternoon.  (As was I; we shared a vessel and a mind in this particular excursion to the land of Dreams and Nonsensicalness).  With his bellhop hat on, we wiggled through the mess of people in the hotel, doing his best to get some bloody work done.  Good lord, is it busy! he thought as he weaved and darted.  He’d been trying to tend to a customer in the dining area a few halls away, but the short walk felt like an epic trek when he had to sift through the gossiping hoard voices and purses and colors and hats.
	It seemed no one changed their midweek plans, even with the imminent zombie attack looming over the town.  In fact, there must have been more people than usual.  That’s what a potential disaster is for, then: partying.  Another excuse to chit and chat and clog the hallways up.  
	He held out just a little hope that they would all get eaten by said zombies.  Then they would turn undead, hunger for each others’ brains, all in all be of better use to socie-
“Tim Roth!”  bleated the boss’s voice from the loudspeaker.  “A customer at Table Seven has been awaiting service for the past four minutes!  Enough of your fooling around and get back to work!”
	He curled his lips in perturbedness.  There goes the last of my ethos.  But he was realistic.  He knew he had no ethos.  But he did enjoy pretending that he had some credibility or face in the establishment - he had been working there for a long time.  
	A very long time.  For as long as he dared to recall.
	Eventually he clawed his way into the dining hall and visually assessed the situation at Table 7.  With a twitch of his lower left eyelid, he saw that it was the regular who was as rich as she was a – er – let’s just say a vocal individual.   
	He approached the table in question with his hands clasped together at mid-chest – a gesture of submission and humility universal among the kind who shared his hat.   He scratched up his Customer Service Smile.  “What seems to be the problem?” he cordialled from behind his teeth.  
	The woman, whose pores seeped jewels and obnoxious, looked him up and down. “I would like some salt.”  
	He held his pose.  “Surely you shall find some salt in shakers on the tables.”
	“There is no salt in the shaker on my table,” she blurted in a semi-Hamptons accent. 
	“Then allow me to get you one from another-”
	“I want some salt from the refrigerator.” 
	“Sorry?”
	“I shall have salt from the refrigerator.”
	He paused, his hands still clasped together.  
	She set her jaw.  She narrowed her eyes.  She was not to be unconvinced.  
	 “Right away, miss.”  He spun on his heels and trumped off.  
	Salt from the refrigerator, he thought as he stomped down the hall towards the kitchen.  Salt from the refrigerator!  If his job weren’t on the line, he’d give her some salt.  Yes, he’d give it to her well!  
	He wasn’t quite sure how the mechanics of his unvoiced empty threat would work, but it gave him brief and powerful satisfaction, as unvoiced empty threats should.  (He particularly enjoyed the ones that involved his coworkers or clients.)
	Now, it may seem that this gentleman is perpetually crabby about his vocational circumstances.  If he takes such pleasure in fantasizing about the downfall of everyone who surrounds him, would he not take even more pleasure in leaving, in never having to interact with them again?  Mayhaps, but being in and of the Dream of which he was in and of, there was just no other option than to say.  The Walls of Reason and Existence simply did not allow it.
Besides, for as much as he crabbed, he didn’t really hate the people.  Yes, they were horribly bothersome and tiresome, but the likes of these so-called people weren’t worthy of such a strong negative emotion.  Nay, there was but one substance in the world that he truly, passionately, wholly hated in every sense of the word.  And that was snakes.  He hated snakes.  A lot.  
	Sometimes when he felt particularly mad and murderous, would allow his mind to visit the notion of snakes, and he would then feel a love and kinship to whomever was gnawing on his last nerve.  He’d rather spend a night in a hot tub with that wench than breathe the same air a snake sullied.  
	His boss Mr. Johnson boasted owning a boa constrictor.  And for some ungodly reason, he insisted upon taking the thing to work with him on a regular basis.  But never did Tim Roth speak a word of protest (or suggest the concept of overcompensation) around his boss.  He just thanked his lucky stars that Johnson never actually went to work, so the interaction between them was limited to aural and written messages.  Still, Johnson needed to utilize few rhetorical techniques when asking Tim Roth to stay late or come in on weekends – the mere mention of his pet would get Tim Roth up and at ‘em.   
	He “excuse[d] me” and “pardon[ed] me” his way through the crowd into the self-serve kitchen area.  The crowd in the area had thinned to a dull roar, and his blood pressure had begun to subside.  But when his hand was just about to grasp the refrigerator door, he was struck with a crystal-simple revelation.  You can’t find salt in the refrigerator! he said inloud.  He stood there silently for a moment, at the end of his wits.  Appliances and annoying people buzzed about him.  He began to voice his every complaint that crossed his mind in a vocal release that would crescendo in a fortéd tirade hissy-fit.  [The following will be the excerpts in which he used complete words and sentences.]
	“I don’t like working here,” he began, staring into space with incredulity and derision.  “I don’t like working here at all.  I hate working here.  I hate how I have no reason not to work here.  I hate Johnson.  I hate snakes.  I hate their sick sliminess and lack of legs.  I hate people.  How I hate crowds of people.  How careless and idiotic they are even in the face of a zombie attack.  I hate snakes.  And how I hate Johnson!  Flaunting his damned snake just because he’s the damned boss!  But most of all I hate snakes!  I bleeding hate snakes!  I bloody bleeding   hate-”
	“Tim Roth!”
	He froze.
	He whipped around.  “Mister Johnson!”  he managed, just as soon as he knew his voice was capable of masking pitch and panic. 
	Before Tim Roth could fully comprehend his looming doom, Mr. Johnson, with malevolent casualness, placed the snake into Tim Roth’s arms.  “Nonsense,” the boss laughed.  “You just need to get to know her.  Now, I don’t want to have to give you this lecture again.  You’re one of our best.  But I think we need to talk about the basics of customer service.  If I may refer to the Employee Manual, it clearly…”
	The boss kept talking.  But we had no idea what he was saying.  Tim Roth was distracted.  
There was a snake in his arms.  
	He held back the bile.  He held back the reflex to shriek like a mangled cat.  He wished he could drop it and run.  He wished he could hurl the beast onto the ground and run away.  Get a new job.  Lob off his arms.  Forget all this.  Leave forever.  
	But he couldn’t.  He could only take it.  Touch it.  Hold it.  Hold above the ground , with his own arms, all of the two meters of animal.  
	He couldn’t drop it.  Why couldn’t he drop it?  Why is he allowing himself to be terrorized by this inflated man and his pet fiend?  Because the boss would become angered and fire him.  And that just would not happen.  The possibility simply existed outside of the jurisdiction of reality.  He was bound by the laws of backwards somnambulance, and he could do nothing but hold the slinking thing with his rigid, unwilling arms.  
	He couldn’t breathe.  He couldn’t think.  The snake, innocent as a lamb, adjusted its long self only to better sit on her unsteady foundation.  But to Tim Roth, it rocked and reeled in a perpetual attempt to destroy his job, his sanity, his psyche.  Leaving short residues of its own fleshish substance, it meandered languorously up and down and around his shock-still limbs, its every foreign muscle kissing and pushing and kissing and pushing at his pale skin. 
	It was surprisingly heavy.  He was sure that if adrenaline hadn’t given him the arm strength of an ape, the demon would have fell from his arms and through the floors and down to whichever bowel of hell from whence it came.  But of course, he couldn’t let it drop.  His existence depended on it.  It was destroying him from the inside, but his Life depended on it.  He felt like Atlas holding up the earth.  Whilst being sodomized by Satan.  
	But like all moments of horror in one’s life, the eternity was over in a flash when his boss relieved him of his burden, fed him some closing remarks, and walked away with his snake.
After about ten seconds, Tim Roth slurredly thanked him for his advice.  Looking forward at nothing, his arms held rigid in the same position, he dazedly stumbled off.  
	Simon Pegg sat on the stairs, between the ones that go up and the ones that go down.  He didn’t have a particular reason to; perhaps he was being Vigilant in case of Zombies, for he had Experience.  Or maybe he was just there, because it was a Dream and things, such as people sitting places, just happen without explicit reason.  
	He watched with mild concern as Tim Roth emerged from the other room: his legs had the stability of a newborn Frankenstein creation, and his hands were still erect before him as if they’d done something which Tim Roth could not believe.  As he approached, Simon Pegg saw that his eyes were fixed milkily ahead as his mouth spoke of nonsense and his face spoke of utter horror.  Did he kill a man? Simon Pegg mused lightly.
	Tim Roth’s only endeavor had been to get to a restroom and wash the uncleanness off.  How he longed to burn off a few layers of his skin in a cleansing sink.  But how he whimpered when each bathroom he encountered proved wholly occupied by the great number of guests, so he just kept on staggering, holding his arms as far as one can hold something that one is attached to, all the while making pitiful noises akin to those of a broken plush dinosaur.  
	“Do you have a restroom downstairs?” he asked Simon Pegg, (for the setting was suddenly now Simon Pegg’s  house).
	“Yeah,” he replied.
	“Goodies.”  
	Tim Roth descended the stairs in the most not-falling-down-the-stairs manner he was capable of.  Simon Pegg watched him stagger into the basement and slink behind a corner in the direction of the purifying restroom.  

Steven is a bright and talented individual. His self-motivated behavior compelled him to explore writing at the college level before actually attending college. The result is a readiness for his immediate future that, I believe, few of us every really understand. His essays this semester ranged from the inspiring to the comical, and at one point he even ventured into the daunting realm of poetry. As he leaves UWSP for West Point I know that his time here will have been well spent.
~ Carl R. Olson, Tutor ~ 

The Art of Dental Hygiene 

Steven McCrorey

     A nervous babysitter concerned with the safety of his employer awaits the inevitable salutary hug between charge and parent. A pet keeper hurriedly prepares for the admittance of family members to the home. A Sea World employee worries over the life of the park’s main attraction. Whether it is to preserve your job, impress a friend, or even for your own benefit, the dental hygienic art can be of vital importance! 
     The foremost aspect of teeth brushing is to know your target. Knowing, for instance, that Shamoo gets a little frisky when his tongue is rubbed, might persuade you to bribe the pool boy into that particular duty. Or, if while struggling to escape your strangle hold/cleaning, your dog inhales the tiniest part of toothpaste and commences sneezing incessantly, you will wish his schnoz was covered beforehand. Regardless of whom or what it is, make sure to familiarize yourself with the target’s history and habits. 
     A subsequent element of Dental Art is the proper choice of weaponry. Toothbrushes come in a variety of shapes and sizes, from the normal dentist handout to the spit shield hilt design. Even length should come into consideration when dealing with more carnivorous beings such as orcas. Next is your ammunition, with all the colors of the rainbow and all the flavors of the jungle it is easy to be misled. Be sure to choose one that uniquely fits your needs, fish flavored for a whale, butt-hole flavored for a dog, and bubble gum for a child. In addition to weapons, you must choose a good arena for the subject to be cleansed. Just as you would not enter a pool to confront a killer whale, you must not enter a child’s room to brush his teeth. Not only can your subject escape more easily in their element but also the chance of physical harm is much higher there, as swords or jumping room are available. In preparation for a judo chop to the toothpaste, choosing an area that is confining to the subject as well as easily cleaned would be to your advantage. Having selected weaponry, ammunition, and battlefield, the final obstacle is technique. 
     Among the teeth community there are three generally recognized styles: American, Brazilian, and Competitive. Before selecting a style one must consider the power and range of motion needs of the target. For instance the American style uses strong bold strokes and changes direction faster than a ferocious fiddler. Perfect for small mouths on energetic subjects, the American style is used frequently on dogs, cats and children from age 2 to 6. The Brazilian style, by contrast, has such reach and range of motion that it may eliminate the target in fewer than three direction changes. The swirling motions and manipulation of the inter-tooth space are enough to make any bad breath tap-out. The Brazilian style is frequently used to tackle larger opponents such as orcas and horses as well as nimble enemies such as seven year olds. The third recognized style is not, in fact, a separate technique but rather a blending of styles. It alternates between the raw power of American and the smooth tempo of Brazilian, using its only unique techniques of tongue scraping or mouthwash gargling at the very end of the round. The Competitive style, as this form is called, had great effect but unfortunately is the most time consuming using almost 30% more time. Be sure to study the proper style of Dental Art before confronting your subject. 
     Proper Dental Hygienic Art can be crucial to the preservation of one’s pride or occupation. Be sure to know your target well to avoid any unpleasant surprises. Then, choose weaponry and an arena that is appropriate to your target’s biology. Finally, study the style of brushing with techniques appropriate to your battle. Armed with this knowledge, you will never again fear the mouth as an opponent! 

Do Toys Come Alive?

Steven McCrorey

     Toy Story has had a major effect on my personal development. Though many movies have a short term effect on people, none has ever changed a man as Toy Story changed me. At the age of six, I was a boy who lived entirely in his own imagination. I was always a storm trooper invading a pirate ship or a cat basking in the sun. I was never concerned with reality and even less concerned with the lives of others. However seeing the toys in Toy Story come to life brought me to a whole other level of thought. When I saw this my life was forever changed. 
     Instead of leading me further into my fantasies, this fantastical story gave me an enormous interest in reality.  “Did the toys come alive?” I wondered. I at once came up with several brilliant plans to catch toys moving. I hid in the closet, snuck up on the windows, and even made a complicated system of mirrors to see if toys could move. Several attempts to catch them in motion were unsuccessful, but the idea grew in my mind. What if when I left the room the toys didn’t move? What if the people didn’t move either? What if everyone, their entire “lives”, only existed around me? That’s the first time I became interested in the world around us.
     I began to meticulously observe others and stories of events I had not personally witnessed. I would listen to the stories adults exchange about their work or homes. I would attempt to remember every detail to see if I could catch them slipping up. “Maybe they will tell a story that is totally incongruent with one from the previous week,” I thought. When I realized they were frequently discussing things I couldn’t comprehend and they never seemed to contradict themselves, I came to the conclusion that I was not the only real person.  However, I had become genuinely fascinated with the lives of others.
     I became sympathetic and even empathic over time. I began to understand how other people lived by hearing about their lives and even small differences, an exercise regimen or travel experience, fascinated me. I frequently exchanged my recreation to hear a good anecdote and relating these tales to my own life led me to empathy. Being empathic or sympathetic to others is a fundamental part of my personality; I would be less sociable, gregarious, and intrepid if not for this experience. I became interested not only in the world of my creation but also in the existing one, filled with people and events that would never have interested me if I had not followed the 
thoughts sparked by Toy Story.
[image: Scotish architecture]

Scottish Architecture ~
 Brianna Collins




Audrey was very proud and excited when she brought in this paper. I was pleased on how much improved it was compared to her earlier papers. It’s a fun paper on a subject most people are familiar with: St. Patrick’s Day. Enjoy!
                ~ Megan Theys, Tutor ~


Luck of the Irish

Audrey Mennenga

	Is there really a pot of gold at the end of a rainbow? Perhaps it’s just a little trick that the Irish leprechauns want people to believe. Each year as the month of March roles around the sight of shamrocks and leprechauns can be seen everywhere. The fascination with the holiday of St. Patrick’s Day happens to be a rather strange situation. The modern day holiday has nothing to do with the Irish origin of St Patrick. Rather it is a holiday that America has created for its own enjoyment and fascination with Irish ancestry.  The parade, wearing of the green, the corn beef & cabbage, and the beer drinking are all things that we as Americans have made part of our St. Patrick’s Day. 
	Legend has it that St. Patrick’s Day was a traditional Irish feast to celebrate St. Patrick, who was most famous for bringing Christianity to Ireland in the fifth century. The stories of St. Patrick’s exact origins are a bit fuzzy. Historians for Encyclopedia Britannica believe that he was born sometime in the late fourth century in Britain. At the age of 16, he was kidnapped into slavery to work the farms in Ireland. He escaped to only return some 30 years later. With his return to Ireland, he brought his newfound knowledge about Christianity with intentions of spreading it around Ireland. By his death in the mid fifth century, he had established monasteries, churches and schools throughout Ireland and successfully spread Christianity. He was also credited for adopting the shamrock as a symbol of Irish trinity (En. Brit.).
	Dean Markey of National Geographic News says that historically the first St. Patrick’s Day Parade was held in 1737 in Boston, not Ireland. The first parade in New York City was not until 1762 when the Irish immigrants in the British colonial army marched down the streets to celebrate their Irish heritage (Markey). According to Microsoft Encarta Dublin, Ireland did not hold a St. Patrick’s Day Parade until the 1930’s. Finally, by 1995 the government of Ireland established a St. Patrick’s Day Festival with the intention of creating a festival “that ranks amongst all of the great celebrations in the world.” The festival was a way to prove that the Irish could have a celebration as big as any in the rest of the world. Today the Irish St. Patrick’s Day Festival is a 4-day event featuring a parade as well as music, dances, food, crafts and even a firework display (Micro). History.com says that the Irish government hoped that this campaign to make St. Patrick’s Day a great celebration would help create worldwide Irish nationality and bring the holiday back to its Irish roots (Hist). Markey also says that today the largest civilian parade in the world is the New York City St. Patrick’s Day Parade. On average, the New York City St. Patrick’s Day Parade has some three million spectators that come to watch, which is roughly the same amount of people as the entire population of Ireland. Their parades in Dublin have only around 400,000 spectators that come to watch (Markey). However, the parade and the celebrations that most Americans associate with St. Patrick’s Day are not what would be associated with it in Ireland.
	In an article written by Jennifer Vernon, the Irish author Bridget Haggerty who grew up in Ireland, remarks about her childhood. She remembers that she was only allowed to wear a single green ribbon in her hair on St. Patrick’s Day. To the Irish green means nothing on St. Patrick’s Day. Christina Mahony, director of the Catholic University's Center for Irish Studies in Washington, D.C. states that the traditional color worn on that day is not green but blue. The famous saying “the wearing of the green” actually means to wear a shamrock. Bridget recalls the memories of her aunt sending her family a live shamrock plant days before St Patrick’s Day. Then on St Patrick’s Day, her and her two brothers would take a shamrock leaf from the plant and pin it to their school outfits. She now lives in Cincinnati, Ohio and is shocked at how Americans think it’s all about the green (Vernon). Wearing of the green is not the only thing Americans do differently on St Patrick’s Day. 
	According to both Jennifer Vernon at National Geographic News and the writers for History.com, the eating of the corn beef & cabbage along with beer drinking on St. Patrick’s Day is not traditionally what was done in Ireland. The Irish St. Patrick’s Day was considered a religious holiday, in which everyone had the day off, went to mass and had a family meal that consisted of Irish bacon & cabbage (Vernon; Hist). History.com says that today the corn beef that most Americans eat on St. Patrick’s Day came from the celebrations in New York City where there are large Jewish neighborhoods who do not eat pork and had the cheaper option of corn beef. Somehow, the corn beef caught on and now the rest of the people in America and the world eat corn beef for St. Patrick’s Day. However, cabbage has always been consistent in St. Patrick’s Day meals even back to the religious holiday in Ireland. History.com also states that until around the 1970’s Ireland had mandated that all pubs had to close on St. Patrick’s Day, causing the Irish not to drink beer on that day. The Americans were the ones who started beer drinking because of their fascination with Irish culture. Today, most Irish pubs stay open (Hist). Again, Americans have made St Patrick’s Day their own holiday. 
	America’s fascination with everything Irish has made St. Patrick’s Day and its celebrations what they are today. America started their first parades some two hundred years before Ireland ever had one and they continue to have some of the largest parades in the world.  They took the saying “wearing of the green” to new heights by actually wearing green and not just shamrocks. They also changed the feast from eating Irish bacon & cabbage to corn beef & cabbage and included the indulging of beer drinking. One could say that the holiday of St. Patrick’s Day is more American then Irish. 
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Rachel is a talented writer who spent a lot of time getting to know her characters and plot before beginning this story. An avid fan of video games, she drew a lot of her inspiration from the characters and worlds that she enjoys exploring in those games. I enjoyed discovering Rachel’s story with her and, even more, becoming friends with her over the semester.
~ Amanda Goodsett, Practicum Tutor ~

Flames of the Heart

Rachel Newby

Chapter 1

     Alethea ran as fast as she could. She held golden-hilted stilettos in her sweaty palms, ready to fight if necessary. The blue mosaic pattern on the floor became a blur as she fought back tears. A voice called out from behind her:
   “Princess!”
   Alethea turned on her heel, ready to fight, only to find Jesse, General and Commander of the Royal Guard approaching fast. Two other knights, one clad in green, the other in red, were right behind him.
   “Princess, you must escape. The safe house is no longer an option.”
   “General, I…”
   “Please, Princess, I implore you. Take Rufus and Mara with you and flee to Glenistan.”
   “I will not.”
   “We don’t have time for this. Milady’s Lord Father and Lady Sister would mourn you so if you were to perish.”
   “And I they.”
   “Princess, I must return to His Majesty.” Jesse turned to face the red knight, “Rufus, do whatever it takes. Make sure Her Highness is safe.”
   Rufus nodded, “Sir!”
   “I am placing my trust in you.” Jesse turned and ran back the way he had come. Mara grabbed Alethea’s wrist in her right hand, while gripping her lance in her left, practically dragging her down the hall. All Rufus could do is stare in horror as his partner treated their princess, the very symbol of their fealty, so brusquely.
   Alethea pulled her arm free and said, “I shall not allow you to force me to with you until I am assured of my father’s and sister’s safety.”
   Mara sighed and rolled her eyes. “Princess Lucretia is still studying abroad, in Malkarikas. Word has been sent, telling Her Highness to remain there. His Majesty continues to lead the defense. The very same defense he has been holding so that Your Highness has an opportunity to escape!”
   Alethea looked down to her feet. “I see. I seem to have been unaware of my Father’s sacrifice-”
   “His Majesty isn’t sacrificing anyone. He’s simply doing what any king, nah, father, would do in his place.” Mara said reassuringly.
   Rufus saw his chance, “Please, Your Highness, let us flee…”
   Alethea took a deep breath, “Very well.”
   They began to run, Rufus in front, Princess Alethea second, and Mara taking up the rear. They ran until they reached a statue, where Alethea came to a sudden halt, forcing Mara to run into her. She looked upon the sculpture with a puzzled expression. A simple, and yet exquisite piece of art positioned neatly in an alcove in the hallway. Rufus, having noticed that he was no longer being followed, had doubled back to where Alethea now stood, gazing at the statue. He saw his companion on the floor and extended an arm to help her to her feet. The statue of the Ancient gazed down upon them, while Alethea gazed up at her, as if in a trance. With a dazed expression, she began to climb the pedestal in a rather un-lady-like fashion. She then proceeded to climb up the woman’s figure, until she could reach the Ancient’s forehead. She stretched her arm so she could reach the Ancient’s circlet, and pressed her palm to the jewel therein. The hall suddenly began to shake, forcing Alethea off of the statue. Rufus moved quickly to catch her as the wall behind the statue slid open, revealing a pathway. The floor, walls and arched ceiling were all made of a rich, pure white marble.
   “Milady! Are you alright!?” Rufus was now beginning to lose his wits.
   “Unnn… I- I am… Ah! What is this!?” Alethea saw the open wall and couldn’t help exclaiming.
   “I don’t know.” Mara said nonchalantly. “But I think it’s worth a shot, eh?”
   “A shot for what?” Rufus demanded.
   “A shot for survival!” Mara said cheerily. “I mean, it beats certain death.”
   “And if it doesn’t?”
   “We’ll find out, won’t we?”

Chapter 2

   Rufus looked around, and, seeing no other option, began to lead Alethea down the white hall. Proceeding in the same order they had been in before, Rufus in front, followed by Alethea, and Mara trailing along in the back; they entered the path. Just as Mara was entering, the wall suddenly started closing. She gave a little yelp and leapt the rest of the way into the opening.
   “Are you alright?” Rufus started, extending a hand to help Mara up.
   “Holy Crystal in Shenbau!” Mara cursed as she stood up, “That could have killed me!”
   “Oh… This… is entirely… my fault…” Alethea fell to the floor and began to cry, finally letting loose her tears of anguish at seeing her homeland destroyed so quickly. It had only been two weeks since word of her country’s imminent fall had spread.
   “Princess. You haven’t done anything that you should be blamed for,” Mara said; sounding serious for the first time since Alethea had met her.
   “Come. We must leave,” Rufus said, helping Alethea to her feet.
   They continued down the tunnel for what seemed like hours, but was actually more like forty minutes, give or take. They could see something looked different about the hall in the distance, though they couldn’t quite tell what. Five minutes later the Princess and her guards got their answer.
   “It’s a dead end! A lousy, freakin’ dead end!” Mara shouted.
   “Calm down.” Rufus began feeling the wall. “When Her Highness opened this hall to begin with, she touched the crystal embedded in the Ancients circlet. Perhaps we must do something similar to leave.”
   “But that doesn’t… I mean… Fine!” Mara pouted, “You win. Let’s see if we can find this doohickey.”
   The two knights began to run their hands along the wall, feeling for some sort of trigger. Rufus started examining a peculiarly shaped pattern carved into the wall, while Mara felt around next to it. She shuddered as a chill went down her spine.
   “Waahh!” Mara screamed, feeling an ice cold hand on her arm; the cold piercing through her sleeve. She turned to see Alethea standing there with the same dazed expression she had worn when she opened the passage. Mara slowly stepped aside trying to peel her princess’s freezing fingers off of her. Alethea stepped forward and touched the center of the glyph Rufus had been examining. Almost immediately, the wall began to shudder, then it slid open; the same as before.
   “Ahh…” Alethea fainted and Rufus caught her by reflex.
   “I am quite certain I touched that pattern the same way Her Highness did…” He trailed off as he picked up the unconscious princess.
   “Well,” Mara started sounding rather matter-of-fact, “Maybe only girls can do it; or maybe it’s because she’s got royal blood, and somehow the wall… um… knew that?” She finished with a pathetic sigh. She shrugged and started out the newly opened door and into the outdoors, where the sun was just starting to set. Rufus, carrying Alethea, followed close behind. The very second the princess left the wall groaned back into place.
   “The hell…?”Mara thought aloud.
   “I wonder…” Rufus agreed. “Perhaps your theory is not entirely wrong.”
   “Huh?”
   “Perhaps it is Her Highness’s royal lineage that provides her entrance to this tunnel and to any others that may exist.
   “Maybe…”
   They started into the forest surrounding them until finding a place to set up camp, where Rufus and Mara set up their bedrolls. Mara unrolled hers and stepped back, allowing Rufus to lay Alethea therein. Mara shrugged, “I’ll take first watch.”
   “Are you certain?”
   “Yeah. Get some sleep. ‘Cause regardless of whether you do or not, I’m gonna wake you in two hours!” She laughed as she piled up some wood lying around, and encircled it with stones. She lit the wood with the flint from her travelsack, and sat back against a tree, contemplating the day’s events, and wondering what was in store for the land she had come to call home.

Chapter 3

   Mara yawned and looked around the dark camp to see Rufus and Princess Alethea asleep in separate bedrolls. She rose from her squatting position and quietly walked over to Rufus to nudge him with her foot. He awoke immediately, alert as ever, “Her Highness! Is she alright!?”
   “Cool it!” Mara hissed. “The Princess is fine. It’s your turn for watch.”
   “Oh. I…” Rufus looked ashamed. “I apologize.”
   “You’re fine. Since you didn’t wake her, that is. Anyway, I’m going to bed. See you in the morning.”
   Rufus stepped outside of the light of the campfire and assumed a crouching position similar to the one Mara had just left. Even though there was only about an hour left until daybreak, he nevertheless treated his guard duty with the utmost sincerity. It was the obligation of a knight to protect his liege without hesitation or thought of oneself. Time passed by quickly, as Rufus found himself somewhat startled by the wakening of Alethea. She pushed herself up from a sleeping position with one arm, forcing herself to sit up.
   “Mmm… Is it morning already, Rufus?” she asked.
   “Indeed it is, Milady,” Rufus replied. “Shall I wake Mara?”
   “Do you think it necessary?”
   “I do, Highness. I believe it imperative that we keep moving until we reach Glenistan.”
   “Then do as you see fit.”
   Rufus moved closer to Mara, bent down beside her and gently shook her shoulder until she woke.
   “Unn… Go away…” Mara mumbled. “I have to save the fork…”
   Alethea cast a confused glance at Rufus. “What in the Sacred Name of the Ancients is she referring to?
   “Mara tends to have… eccentric dreams.”
   “I see…”
   With that, Mara bolted upright, straight as an arrow. “Let’s go!”
   “I wish to correct myself,” Rufus said. “Mara is generally eccentric.”
   After two hours of silence, they reached Quarterpike, a small harbor town in their home country of Falmerae. The town was chock-full of merchants, travelers and mercenaries, perfect for stocking up on supplies for a long trip. They continued to walk in silence, stopping now and then to look inside of stores.
   “Hold up,” Mara said out of the blue. “Princess, with all due respect, we need to behave inconspicuously. So, I was thinking maybe you could act a bit more, I don’t know, common?”
   Alethea was absolutely shocked, “You wish for me to besmirch my heritage!?”
   “No, no! Nothing like that!” Mara quickly tried to defend herself. I just meant that since you’re kinda in hiding…”
   “I believe that what she means to say, Your Highness, is that it would be more prudent to lie low for awhile.” Rufus said.
   Alethea looked down at her knee-length sequined burgundy dress. “Do I truly attract so much attention?”
   “Indeed, Milady. Also, perhaps we could hire some assistance while we are here.”
   “Hmm… You do not think that you are capable of seeing me to Glenistan?” Alethea inquired.
   “As much as I’d like to say we are, it’s simply folly to believe so.” Rufus replied. “No matter how much training we may have undergone, we are still only two people.”
   “Very well, then. I trust your judgment.”
   “I thank you.”
   “Leave the negotiations to me!” Mara jumped in, bright as ever. “I speak Back-Water Barkeep.”
   “Back-Water… Barkeep?” Alethea asked, puzzled.
   “Er… You shall see soon enough, Milady.” Rufus said.

Chapter 4

   They walked down various muddy streets that had rainwater filling up in along the side, until they came across a random bar that Mara was sure “held the guide to the future of Falmerae.” Or rather, the would-be Queen of Falmerae. Since Alethea’s older sister, Lucretia, became engaged to the eldest prince of Mal-karikas, the role as queen had fallen to the younger of the two. The tavern was a dingy little place with dim lighting, driftwood tables and cobwebs in the corner. Alethea suppressed a squeal when she spied rats scurrying across one of the tables. Rufus led her to a small table near the back door, while Mara headed to the bar to get information.
   She waved her hand to get the barkeeper’s attention. “We’re on a bit of a journey. We could use another sword. Know anyone?” 
   The barkeeper just gave her a look and returned to his chore of cleaning a heavily chipped glass. Mara nonchalantly looked around the room and slid a coin across the bar. The barkeeper snatched it up and spent a minute examining it for authenticity.
   “Well, little lady, looks like ye know how we speak in these parts.” He spoke with a thick accent.
   “I try.”
   “What was it ye needed again?”
   “We need another blade for our journey.” She nodded toward Rufus and Alethea.
   “Where ye be goin’?”
   “Glenistan.”
   “Aye. That’s pretty far, so ye’ll be wantin’ a younger feller…” He stroked his chin as if trying to think.
   “We’re in a bit of a hurry.”
   “Can I hear sommore o’ yer sweet persuasion, lassie?”
   “You’re rather direct.” Mara slid another coin across the table. The barkeeper grinned and pointed in response. Mara followed the direction of his finger to see a young man with orange hair sitting alone at a small table, a sword tied to his belt. Mara pointed at him while looking at the barkeeper for assurance. He nodded and said, “I can assure ye won’t be findin’ no one else the help ye in this town. It’s… travlin’ season, fer the warmongers, if ye catch me drift.”
   Mara pretended that that didn’t bother her as she went back over too where her comrade and princess waited. “I think we have our man!” she said brightly.
   “Finally. You certainly took long enough.” Rufus said. “This place is far to disgusting for Milady’s presence.”
   “It’s quite alright, Rufus. However, I do appreciate your concern.” Her expression belied the firmness in her voice. She turned to Mara, “Where is he?”
   Mara gave a grand gesture in the young man’s direction. Alethea rose, followed closely by Rufus, and headed in his direction. Upon reaching his table, the young man barely raised his glance from his mug, and made a slight gesture with his right hand for them to sit. Alethea couldn’t help but notice the scar that ran from between his thumb and forefinger and continued on up his sleeve. She and Mara sat across from him, while Rufus stood behind the ladies.
   “We are in need of your assistance,” Alethea said, sounding more urgent than intended. The young man simply took another sip.
   “Please, I beg of you!” Alethea pleaded with him. “We must journey to Glenistan, and I am in need of further protection.”
   The young man sighed. “You the daughter of some Glenai noblemen?”
   Alethea, a bit confused, replied, “May I ask why you might think such a thing, sir?”
   “Just listen to the way you speak. That’s enough to convince me.”
   “I am not-“Alethea started to protest, when Mara nudged her under the table. The Princess took her queue; “My father is a highly esteemed member of the Glenai knighthood.”
   “Hah. Yet your personal guards wear the crest of Falmerae. Care to explain why your father would send knights of another country to protect his beloved daughter?” Alethea couldn’t help feeling uncomfortable under his green-eyed gaze.
   “I shall not speak further of this until you agree to aid us.”
   “So that’s how it’s going to be, eh? How much will you pay?”
   “I do not have sufficient funds with me at the moment; however, if you should see me to the Royal Palace of Glenistan, you shall be richly rewarded.”
   “Forget it. I only accept jobs that have an assured paycheck.”
   “Is there nothing I can say to convince you to reconsider?”
   “Sorry, Milady.”
   “I see. Then we shall take leave of you. I thank you for allowing me the time to speak with you, sir. Farewell.” She didn’t even bother to try and hide her disappointment.     
   “Farewell.”
   Alethea stood and turned to leave with Rufus and Mara right behind her. Following the barkeeper’s advice, they decided to leave town and continue on with their journey.
   “Pity that didn’t work out; he was kinda cute,” Mara said.
   “Is that all you concern yourself with?” Rufus sounded appalled.
   “Please, do not argue. This journey holds such a firm grip on my heart as it stands. I fear that if I must hear the two of you bicker, I may lose what little control over my emotions that I currently possess.” Alethea had a distant look in her eyes.
   “Apologies,” Rufus and Mara said in unison.
   They continued on toward the exit of the town until they heard a voice say, “Hey, Boss! I found us a pretty one!”

Chapter 5

   “Ahh!” Alethea screamed as a bandit came from behind her and grabbed her around her waist, hoisting her off her feet. “Rufus! Mara!”
   “Princess!” Rufus cried, cutting down the criminal who had grabbed Alethea. Another one came and picked her up just as quickly.
   “Princess, eh? Looks like we’re gonna be rich, boys!” The apparent leader of the bandits said, laughing.
   “Idiot!” Mara hissed at Rufus, then immediately ducked an incoming axe. She whipped out her lance and shishkabobbed her assailant.
   “Uhh…” The bandit fell to his knees as Mara tried to pull her lance from his chest.
   “Damn it!” She cursed. Her lance had caught on bone and was stuck in the now-dead thief. She kept pulling until she sensed someone coming up from behind. Using her lance as a means of support, she jumped and kicked the newcomer with both feet. She hit him in the lungs, rendering him unconscious. She had been focusing so much on the bandits that were attacking her, so she hadn’t had the chance to notice how many were there in all.
   “Argh!” She let out an angry cry as two more bandits came running at her. She snuck a quick glance at Rufus to see him faring just as poorly. His left arm was cut and bleeding near the elbow. Even though it wasn’t his sword arm, the wound still seemed to cause him quite the trouble.
   Suddenly, the sound of metal scrapping against bone filled the air. The bandit leader stood there with a cocky grin on his face, and then slowly sunk to his knees. The young man with orange hair stood behind him, sword drawn and dripping with blood. He stood there, completely still, his eyes closed. Suddenly he shot off, slaughtering the bandit that held Alethea. He slid to a halt, jumped back and caught her before she touched the ground. Saying nothing, he set her down and ran off to kill another one. Amidst the confusion, Rufus and Mara had regained their composure, and, in Mara’s case, weapon.
   Within minutes, the bandits were all dead, unconscious or running. Mara let out a sigh of relief and looked around the blood-stained street. She saw the mysterious warrior kick a fallen bandit; and when he received no response, he continued by wiping his blade on the man’s tattered vest. Alethea gave a horrified shudder, then, looking down at her bloodied daggers; she shakily followed suit. After cleaning her knives, she sheathed them and approached the stranger.
   “Why did you aid us?”
   The young man kept his back to her and said nothing.
   “Please! After the way you treated us, I believe you owe us an explanation,” Alethea remained resolute.
   He turned around to face her and what she saw shocked her. She had been expecting his expression to be one of pride, filled with adrenaline and self-satisfaction over his victory; much like her knights. But the look on his face was filled with pain and sadness. His deep green eyes held so much heart-wrenching agony; Alethea couldn’t help but think; “You poor soul. I cannot help but feel sympathy for you. Sympathy and… What is this feeling? Is it guilt? Angst, perhaps?” 
   “May I at least know the name of the man who saved my life?” She asked amiably, not wanting to risk scaring him off.
   “I don’t think they wanted to kill you.” He nudged a nearby bandit with his foot. “Chances are they were just going to sell you to the highest bidder.”
   “Then the debt I owe to thee shall be increased tenfold.”
   “You don’t owe me anything. I was hunting them for a different employer.” He turned his face away from Alethea. It might’ve been her imagination, but she could’ve sworn she’d seen his face turn red.
   “I sincerely doubt your claim.”
   “Why?” he asked.
   “This is such a vile territory. I find it highly unlikely that someone would seek the eradication of just one gathering of criminals.”
   “Turns out our Princess isn’t quite as naïve as I gave her credit for.”
   Alethea chuckled a response. The young man turned to leave.
   “Come. We should leave.”
   “What?”
   “I suppose I’ll accompany you to Glenistan after all.”
   “Why ever would you…?”
   The young man shrugged his shoulders, then, after a pause, said “Riley.”
   “Hm?”

Ashley put a great amount of effort and time into her English ’57 class. Her story kept growing and improving as the semester progressed. Working with her was something I looked forward to each week. I have no doubt Ashley with continue expanding this story into something great!
 ~ Emily Sage, Practicum Tutor ~


Some Years Previous
Prologue

Ashley Ostrowski

The midmorning sky was murky and had been growing dimmer for the past several hours, threatening of treacherous hail and freezing rain.  The sinister wind blew harshly as it tore through the younger trees, swaying their long slender trunks from side to side, while beating against the ancient boughs of others impassively.  The green limbs of the slender trees shattered as the wind pressed on sadistically, its shrill cries able to be heard throughout the fertile forest and deep valleys.  The ghastly weather foretold the haunted moments and tragedies that had taken place in a community of elves that lived in the deep valleys and lush forests of the kingdom of Gurashi, the oldest of the three elf kingdoms.  
Spared from the threatening weather by the warmth of the thick castle walls, a young elf princess sat on her four-poster bed along with her many little toys: dolls with yarn hair of many colors and small button eyes; a little, red ball; and a small book with colorful pictures and words written in the language of the elves.  She sat listening to a wise elder, whose long, straight, gray hair reflected his years of study and experience.  He said, “Do not open this until the evil has been defeated, when the time is right.  A time of peace will occur after his defeat, the time will then be right, then you may open this glass vial.”  He took the glass vial from his lap and carefully wrapped it into a deerskin cloth.  After he was confident that the package was properly concealed, he handed it to the youthful princess.
“But that is so far from now,” complained the elf princess in a shrill, whining voice as she flipped back her long, white-blonde hair and put the significant package on her colorfully painted nightstand that was carved with deep, elegant engravings.  She twirled a long lock of her silken hair around her forefinger absentmindedly as she stared at the elder, hoping in anticipation that he had changed his mind.
	“Give it time, the day will arrive sooner than you imagine” the elder began in a soft, understanding voice, his green eyes glimmering patiently at the young elf just before the heavy oaken door swung open violently.
Malissia, an elf nurse with long, black hair burst into the room.  The female elf was dressed rather plainly, a navy dress that frilled near to the calves and a simple string of mother-of-pearl around her thin, swanlike neck.  The princess recognized her as the elf healer who was instructed to look after her mother.  She bowed slightly before speaking in an urgent voice.  “Excuse me, but you must come with me.  There is something you must see,” she said as she looked at the elder.  She raced out of the room, but only after she was certain that the elder was following close behind.
	“Has my mother had her child?” asked the princess, her baby blue eyes dancing with joy, a rosy flush spreading to her once-peaked complexion.  She had always wanted a younger sibling and today she realized that her wish may have been granted.  “Is it a boy or a girl?”  She desperately wanted a baby sister whom she could speak with, play with and to whom she could teach the Elfish ways, but she would also settle for a baby brother, whom she would be able to teach the ways of the forest and how to defend if danger were to come.  Might her mother have twins?  The young elf hoped it would be so and thought of what a delight that would be if it were to be true.  
	“Yes, she has had a boy, but that is beyond the point!  Come!” the nurse cried out hysterically.  The princess wondered why Malissia appeared so desperate.  She had always been calm and patient.  What would make Malissia as heartless as to say that having a baby brother ‘was beyond the point’? 
Malissia led the elder to a room on the second floor of the castle, past the child’s room and past her parents’ bedroom, while the young girl trailed after the adults, nearly running to keep pace with them, her wooden, thong sandals clipping against both the floor and her delicate heel.  Her bleach-white dress glided behind her, its frills and satin folds nearly becoming caught between her small feet and sandal thongs.  Malissia stopped suddenly in front of the closed door, the same door that led to the room that the elf princess knew her mother was residing.  The nurse started to open the door, but paused midway, looked back towards the child as if to warn her not to enter the room, but she had already slipped past the adults to witness the events that had unfolded only hours before.
Her mother, the elf queen, had died earlier that morning while giving childbirth.  The king stood over his dead wife and stared inquisitively at the weeping infant with bright blue eyes.  He bent over his wife and kissed her pale forehead softly, tears in his eyes.  Blinded by his pain, he was unable to see that his wife had given up her own life so that her son could survive and so that the prophecies could be fulfilled, the same prophecies that their ancestors had predicted and her daughter had confirmed; prophecies whose events had already been put into effect centuries before and whose legacy were said to reverberate millennia thereafter. 
The king had not known of the prophecies.  All he could see was his late, beloved wife on the bed and a little child crying in her stiff arms.  He did not know why she gave her life away for this little child.  The king sat at the side of the bed in silent thought, well aware that his intended actions were far from noble and were sure to leave a blemish on his reign, but he was unable to grieve any longer over the loss of his wife.  The king sat there for a long minute, grieving as he stared at his wife, all the while gripping a sword by its beautiful hilt—bound in tight silver strands, an heirloom passed through the generations.  With one quick movement the grieving stopped and there was silence throughout the room.  Even the baby stopped crying, but only for a moment.
The young girl saw her beautiful mother—her long, white hair amiss and simple yet attractive face pale and lifeless—lying dead with a small child in her arms.  Her dark-haired father also lay dead, sprawled along the floor.  She could say nothing; her voice had been caught in her throat, her eyes swelling with tears that were immediately caught on the ends of her long, dark lashes.  
	She looked from the baby boy within her mother’s arms to her father, lying on the ground, a long gash penetrating his throat, a large puddle of dark blood staining the oak floor beneath his neck, and his bloody sword by his side.  Finally she worked up the courage to ask, “Is he dead?” to the elder, still looking at the baby boy.  What would she live for if she had none of her family to share her precious moments with?
	“No, he is very much alive,” said the elder compassionately as he picked up the child.  The child was motionless, but his eyes stared up at her.  He had the same soft blue eyes as his mother, eyes like her own.  She reached out for the baby as the elder placed him into her arms.  His little hand reached out towards her and grabbed a fistful of air as he let out a delighted giggle.
	“What is his name?” asked the young princess slowly as she looked to the pale elf nurse, pushing the horror of the deaths of her parents from her mind.  Now all that was left of her family lay in her arms.  She would protect him from the dangers of the surrounding world, whether they were bound within the tall, stone walls of Gurashi, beyond the powerful rivers that surrounded the kingdom, or even the horrors and secrets of both of their pasts, including the death of their parents.
	“His name is Alexus,” answered the nurse without a second thought.  “Your mother insisted upon it.”
	The elf princess, while gazing at her newborn brother, only half-listened as the two adults spoke to one another in low whispers.
	“Malissia,” said the elder as he twisted his white beard between his thumb and forefinger nervously, his green eyes glinting with trepidation, “summon the others.”
	Malissia said nothing, her entire body trembling and her eyes wide with fright.  She stood before the elf princess, grasping her own slender hands so tightly that they had begun to go white under the immense pressure.  She bit her lower lip and it had begun to bleed.  She ignored the droplets that formed at the corner of her dark lips and stared intensely at the scene that was unfolded before her.  “What will we do?” she asked in a small voice, more to herself than to the elder.
	“Malissia,” he said more urgently in a pleading manner, “send our fastest horses to the other kingdoms.  The stars have begun to align and not to make haste would be to put the heirs of Gurashi, along with its inhabitants, in great peril.  The stones must be located.”
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Design

Nicole Truskowski

	It was midday when one hundred and eighty two floors below me, five figures, no bigger than dust specks from my view, walked into the tall, white building I was in. I had been leaning against the railing on the balcony, looking out at what had become of 8th Block. Twenty-one years ago, I had sat on this very same balcony at the feet of my father and looked out at the city I called home. Back then, it was a thriving city with skyscrapers, prominent businesses, restaurants galore, boutiques that made up the finest shopping in the entire 8th Borough and a population of nearly three million. I remembered looking down and seeing people running left and right attempting to get to their final destinations. Some were running into the skyscrapers; others ran into the restaurants that lined the streets. However the majority of the population was just taking their time and walking along the 8th Block and observing the scenery. Out of the 12 Boroughs of New Elm, 8th Block was the giant tourist trap. The quaint little tourist shops used to sell mugs, plates, and even those little bells, all with 8th Block’s logo. There were always people admiring through the shops’ windows and children laughing. There was so much sound. There was so much life. But now, it was the complete opposite.
The skyscrapers were empty and their windows weren’t crystal clear like they had once been. Dust filled the window cracks and dark gray soot from the always-constant smog had attached itself to the buildings themselves, covering their faded paint and leaving them all identically the same color- the most disgusting excuse for a color, a gray that resembled the color of dirty snow that gathers along the side of the sidewalks and roads. The once vibrant 8th Block had been every shade from bright orange to dull turquoise but now, only one color survived and I hated it, much like everything else in Capital’s world. But what was worse than that horrible color, which made me want to go and hurl, was that 8th Block Borough was there was no sound. It was dead silent. No cars. No birds. No life and I am quite sure the wind wouldn’t even blow here anymore.
I know music existed in that old world; I had heard it. I knew colors existed there too, I had seen them. I even knew mass quantities of people existed; I had watched them hustle and bustle around 8th Block Row. But why did all of it have to go away? Why wouldn’t Capital let it stay? Why did Capital bring this horrid world to us?
What would my great-great-great-great-great grandfather think of this world? Would he be impressed by the rise of technology? Would he love how far humans had come? Would he be proud of what the world had come to? He may have loved the technology boom but I don’t know how he would be able to love this world; I don’t think anyone could love this world full of hate, cruelness and pain, I certainly didn’t. I bet the heads of Capital did though; they controlled everything and he who controls has the world in his hands and Doctor Michael Anderson had that. The evil bastard who had turned the world of my ancestors into one that even animals didn’t want to exist in, let alone people. But when there is one way of life and it is the only acceptable one, people reform, suck up their pride and deal with it. Well, happily, I was not one of those people. Maybe it was my Design but I was not happy with this new world and I sometimes wondered if I would be the only one to change it.
Looking out to the city, I glared to the far end of the 8th Block Row where a once dark blue lake had had been. It was still there but like everything in this damn and rotten world, it was that disgusting gray color and just looking at it, I felt like throwing up. It had been years since I had actually touched the water. When Capital left about five years ago.
I remembered my mother taking me out to the lake, when it was that gorgeous blue color and dipping my feet it. As I stared longer at the lake, I began to think of the world I lived in, or more specifically, the world I used to live in.
8th Borough had once been the epicenter of New Elm but after Capital’s relocation to the 12th Borough, 8th Block had become a ghost town. But don’t get me wrong, 8th Block had its fair share of glory days. The Noelle Building, a colossal, white stone building dominated the middle of the 8th Block Circle. With one hundred and eighty three floors, the Noelle Building was not only the tallest building in all of New Elm, it was highly efficient for hiding what occurred behind its closed doors. And it was behind these doors, that the world that had once existed hundreds of years ago vanished and Capital was to blame.
Roughly two hundred years ago, in the year 2576AD, the world that had existed, remarkably for that long, crumbled under the consequences of humans and their actions. It was then that the founders of Capital along with their beliefs took advantage of the defeated societies and planted their own ideas into the world. According to the history books, Capital wanted to make a better world and they had the plan to make it happen. They had the technology to fix and better the world that had once existed. Within a few years, Capital controlled the world. When people are at their lowest, they will believe anything and that is how Capital got its power and kept its power to this day. It’s hard to understand any other world besides the one that Capital had created and I often wondered what my ancestors would think of this world.
I snapped out of my history lesson as a sharp bell rang one hundred and eighty two stories below me. I smiled, turned my back on the disgusting excuse for a city and walked into room 182A. Out of everything in 8th Block after Capital’s flee from the borough, the Noelle Building—the place of my origin, the place of my creation, the place that started this so-called life I lived—was the only thing that stayed the same. This building, even with my utter hatred for it was the first place I’d ever called home. The room and all items that occupied it were one color but thankfully that color was not gray; it was white, Capital’s designated color. It almost made me sick looking at the white walls, white furniture, white carpet, and white tile. But, on the positive side, it wasn’t that undesirable gray that cloaked 8th Borough. I slammed the door—I wasn’t very happy to be here but something needed to be done and I was the only one that could finish the job—behind me and listened to it bounce off the frame. A gentle twitch ran through my body as frustration filled me. Stupid door. God, I hated this place.
The room before my eyes was exactly the way it had been twenty-one years ago. To the left of me, was the kitchen. I was surprised to feel happy when I realized that that time hadn’t changed it. A solid black granite countertop ran in a u-shape around the kitchen with a double sink underneath a small window. Across from it, on the other side of the kitchen, a thin but stocked full pantry. The same canned food that my mother had purchased on her last grocery shop, twenty-one years ago, was still there. It wasn’t safe to eat but as I looked at it, I knew that my mother had loved me even though she wasn’t supposed to since on the top shelf, four jars of baby food still sat. Looking at them, I felt a surge of hate for both of my parents and had to stop myself from running over there and throwing the jars across the beautifully, plain white walls.
I collected myself, focusing on the task at hand. I turned to my right where a short hallway led to a small bedroom and a smaller bathroom. If technology hadn’t gone the way it had, those rooms probably wouldn’t have existed but they did. They would have been my room, my bedroom and my bathroom. On the walls would have be pictures of my parents, the friends I would have, places I would have gone and even one or two of me. There may have even been posters on the walls but technology took the path it was meant and I had been robbed of calling this place home permanently. I cringed thinking about this place being a home to anyone. Floors one to fifty were the farthest things from homely. I didn’t want to think of what torture, what pain and what horror were etched into the walls of those rooms. I shuddered, getting my mind away from thoughts that would set me off. I quickly snapped back to reality and the five figures that were making their way up to my room.
I smirked, thinking of those idiots that Capital sent up to finish me off. They should have known that their attempts to stop me or even have the chance to see me would be useless. I let out a small laugh just thinking of them attempting to stop me. I wished them all the luck in this black hole of a world.
Deciding that it was time to put my little ploy into action, I walked to the kitchen and stopped when my eyes finally fell upon a slightly closed door. A rush of excitement quickly ran through my body but it was replaced with a sudden guilt that I couldn’t shake. I walked over to the door and gently tapped it opened with my foot. It creaked open and I walked into my parents’ old room. 
Everything was completely the same way my parents had left it and out of all the things in the Noelle Building that gave me comfort. Their giant mahogany four-poster was still standing, with dust on every inch. Their once midnight blue comforter had a good three inches of dust on it. I walked over to the side of the bed, hesitantly. As a child, I wasn’t able to come in this room. My parents weren’t allowed to form attachments but my mother did, later on in my life. Another twitch, this time a bit harder, shot through my body as I remembered my mother. Seconds later, my eyes fell upon a quilt, with a significant dust layer, in the middle of the bed with a small piece of paper on it. I moved forward and gently placed a hand on the quilt. Using my other, I picked up the paper and it simple said, “#15 4th Block, 4th Borough.” I recognized the handwriting immediately and began to shake. Anger, betrayal and guilt began to swarm in front of my eyes as I slowly pick the quilt up. So she knew after all these years that I would come back here. I wonder if he knew she had left this behind. I couldn’t help myself as I hugged it to my body. So, I guess she loved me in the end. Or she felt guilty more than anything. If she had loved me, truly loved me, why had she chosen this life for me? 
If love could be put on trial for what it had done to my mother than love would be found guilty of causing a miserable and extreme life for someone who never asked for it. Oh, my father was a great man and my mother was the puppet at his side. They could have chosen any other opportunity for me but my father had decided what would be best for him and my mother went along with it. 
I forced myself to snap out of what should have been my life daydreams and the parents who no longer existed and remembered that I had a mission that I had to complete. I walked back to the kitchen, where on the counter, a black backpack lay. I opened it, pulled out a small tape-recorder, placed it on the counter and stuffed my mother’s note and quilt into the bag, with the utmost gentle stuffing of course. Once I had successfully shoved the quilt in, I picked up the tape-recorder and moved quickly back into my parents’ bedroom and into their bathroom. It was a decent sized bathroom complete with bathtub, toilet and freestanding sink. I walked over to the bathtub, dropped the plug and turned the water on. As it began to fill, I pushed play on the tape-recorder and the sound of my own hums filled the bathroom. I retraced my steps back to the kitchen, finally stopping in front of my backpack. I unzipped the top pocket and pulled out five shotgun shells. I then proceeded to walk over to the pantry, knelt down, fumbled though the cans on the bottom shelf and wrapped my fingers around a shotgun. I pulled it out and smiled. Well, my father had chosen this career for me so they might as well have stocked their apartment well. 
The second I heard the door lock click, I flew across the kitchen and climbed into a kitchen cabinet that I had been specifically made to fit in, closed the door slightly and it was here, that I waited. My heartbeat slowed, like it had been Designed to and my breathing also slowed until my body was completely silent. I lifted the shotgun up and through the crack between the cabinet and cabinet door, I aligned it in a straight line to the bathtub.
The following second, I heard the door slam against the living room wall. I listened and heard four very different footsteps walk into the room. I listened as they stepped around the living room. I heard a soft thump as one of them sat on my mother’s couches. 
“Get up.” A commanding voice ordered in a silent hiss and I was happy to recognize it. Oh, it was going to be a wonderful and very good day. Obviously, these so-called assassins had no idea of what and whom they were dealing with. Anyone who was dealing with me should have known that my hearing was more than excellent and my ears would catch talking and the slightest bit of noise. But not these fools; Capital must not be preparing their suicide missionaries anymore. I nearly chuckled but caught myself. 
I looked out the crack and saw the four figures moving towards the bathroom and the sounds of my humming in a single file line. I forced my attention away from the four approaching what they thought was me and turned my senses, especially my hearing and listened for the fifth figure. It took me a few seconds to realize that he was climbing over the balcony. I heard his soft footsteps move into the dining room and stopped. It was Casey, the reason I was here. He had been Designed to be the best climber possible; Designed to be able to climb any surface and Designed to climb any height, vertical or horizontal. With such a simple Design, I envied him.
But my attention was brought back to my Design and what I had to do. The leader of the line was standing outside the bathroom and his passé was directly behind him. One shot, through all their chests and my mother’s perfectly painted white walls would be drenched in red.
Of course, I had planned this out and Capital should have known this. This was my Design, my genes, who I was and who I had always been. I placed the shotgun on my knee as I began to figure out how I was going to kill the four, who were inching closer to the bathtub. Any other person would probably not be able to do with what I did. I couldn’t blame them. If it hadn’t been in my genes, I probably couldn’t have killed anyone. But it was all I knew how to do. It was my Design.
I knew I only had a few seconds from when the buck shell left my shotgun to shoot another into Casey. I hated taking another Design’s life away but there was only one logical reason for him being here, he was with Capital now. We were such few since Capital had me eliminate the majority of them over the past year.  There were nine of us left, well eight once I finished off Casey and I was going to get hell for it later tonight. 
The leader of the line had raised his own gun and pulled the trigger but just a half a second too late. My buck shell flew out of the gun and ripped its way through four bodies. As they dropped like flies, I twisted myself around in such a way that a contortionist would be quite proud and shot another buck shell. It pushed through the cabinet and found its way to Casey’s chest; he didn’t even make a sound. As I watched from the hole caused from the shell, Casey tumbled to the ground, his face landing on the linoleum and his dying eyes staring out at me. For the first time, I literally felt sick as I looked into those eyes. I crawled out of the cabinet, took a few breathes then still on my knees, I looked at my parents’ room. Like I had predicted, the walls were deep crimson and blood puddles were forming on the white carpet. I had no intention of moving the bodies; Capital could handle that. They had a friendly clean-up crew and I would know; my Design kept their jobs alive. Without me, there would be no dead bodies to clean up. I was a functioning part of this society after all.
“Damn. I’m good.” I confessed out loud laughing, standing up and dropping the shotgun on the counter. I walked over to Casey and bent down next to his body. I picked up his face and looked into the brown eyes that were filled with surprise and death. And betrayal.
“You should have known that I knew what you were doing Casey. You can’t hide things from me.” I whispered, wrapping my hand around his throat. 
“But I wonder why you chose to do this. Why leave Chee behind? You do know this going to kill her. And what about IT? You’ve betrayed the very people who love you more than anything. What did Capital offer you?” I asked him tightening my fingers around his throat. His eyes began to roll back and I let go.
“Answer me Casey.” I demanded and he just looked out the door towards the balcony. 
“I guess we’ll never know Casey…” I told him as I reached into his back pocket and pulled out a small gun. I checked the library and happily found it full. I placed it against his forehead and looked at him one more time.
“Cross, you are a danger to society.” He choked out. I released my hand a little more to give him some more air.
“To what society? You call this place a society?” I screeched at him.
“You aren’t safe. I was doing it for Chee…”
“I assume you told them where we living.” I asked angrily. I was getting annoyed now.
“And let them know where Chee is? No, but I did tell them something else quite important. And I found something else equally important.” Casey grinned.
“What?” I whispered.
“I told them where to find Slider…” The moment he said Slider’s name, my body twitched and utter hatred for this poor insignificant altered human in front of me filled every cell of me. Not even thinking, I pulled the trigger and blew a hole through Casey’s face. I stood up, shaking. No, Capital couldn’t know where Slider was. I screamed realizing that Casey would go that far to hurt me. I grabbed the shotgun from the counter and began shooting around the room. The gunshots echoed around the room and joined my loud screams. When the shotgun was out of rounds, I took Casey’s handgun and went into the bedroom. I shot each of the men in there twice in the head. I normally wasn’t this violent but when I was upset, I just lost it. I screamed again when the last bullet entered the leader’s head. I kicked his body in frustration and walked back out the kitchen. I grabbed my bag, the shotgun and walked over to Casey. I knelt down his mangled body and controlled the urge to hurl it over the side of the building. No, that wouldn’t be nice; I had already blown his head off and that should be a good sign for Capital to know that I was still completely functioning and what happens to people who cross me.
My Design, unlike Casey’s was something purely evil.
I was Designed with senses that were unparallel. 
I was Designed to fit into a crowd and not stand out.
I was Designed to use my anger, frustration or any emotion take control of me and use those as a weapon.
I was Designed to defend myself and kill anyone who threatened me.
I was Designed to never miss a shot.
I was Designed to be the world’s best assassin, killer, murderer, spy; all of those mashed into one. I was Designed as a killing machine.
But my creators forgot one simple but significant attachment to my Design to place upon me. But when those idiots at Capital, twenty-three years ago, with my father by their sides, injected my DNA with traits a killing machine needed, they thought they had completely Designed the perfect killing machine. But they were only humans themselves; no Designed genes in their body, so of course they would make a mistake during my Designing. Humans are so greedy and they want the bigger package but forget that those little things matter. Capital forgot to Design a pre-approved conscience for me and that was their biggest mistake.
The Final Act

Nicole Truskowski

Happy Face Circus and Fairground had been completely empty for the entire eight years after its occupants left. It was in the camp’s ninth year of solidarity that its first visitor, in that time span, walked through the fairground’s gate. 
It was a cloudless night and the moon shone bright and full. The rays fell on objects, mainly circus props that had been left behind. The once bright orange and red Happy Face Circus flyers were scattered around and nearly unrecognizable. The color was completely faded and the circus’ logo, a round yellow clown face resembled nothing more than a dull yellow circle.
The trashcans never were emptied and the rotting food and plastic cups were piled up to the brim. Moldy popcorn had embedded itself in the dirt and the remaining kernels above ground, stayed in the same spots they had been dropped on years ago. Fallen leaves had gracefully fallen to the ground from trees on the outskirts of the fairground. Once on the ground, they would submerge into the dirt, never seeing the light again.
The ground itself was always one of two things; mud or dirt. When the rain swept in, the droplets forced their way into the dry, hard ground and began moistening the dirt. Hours later and the departure of rain clouds, the drops had completed their mission and the fairground was a giant mud pit. The mud continued to gurgle and occasionally, when the wind blew right, the mud would slide along the ground, like a giant sepia colored snake. It weaved its way into the cracks and slowly conquered the fairgrounds.
Rain wasn’t the only thing that affected the ground; the sun played an equal role. Days after the mud finally began to dry, the sun never failed to appear. Its long and maize colored sunbeams reached out across the fairground, attacking the mud. The sunbeams were highly efficient from stopping the mud in its track. It would take a few hours for the muddy fairground to become a dry and desolated arena. The sun, like the rain, had no idea the effect it had on the ground. Nothing was able to thrive between the constant cover of rain and power of the sunbeams. There was no sign that nature still lived there in the fairground. It seemed that nature all together had up and left with the circus folk, eight years ago and it seemed that nature wouldn’t be coming back.
 However, on the outskirts of the fairground, a thick and luscious forest strived. Talk oaks and maples stood high above the fair ground, giving shade to certain patches of ground. But even shade couldn’t stop the disastrous effects of the mud. Kept in protection of the oaks, the ground rarely saw the powerful rays of the sun. Whereas the rest of the fairground was muddy then dry and that cycle continued endlessly, the ground under the oak’s shade was mucky and continuously wet; a bog of somewhat that at times, had a life of its own. It would gurgle and bubbles would rise and pop to the surface. Someone would guess that frogs or toads would be responsible but just like nature had gone away, so did the animals. They lived happily, or as happily as an animal can live, in the forest and knew better than to venture near the fairground and the deathtrap bogs that lurked in the shadows of the trees.
At the far end of the fairground, two structures that the circus people left behind only due to their size was a long, stone building and an in-ground swimming pool. The building was a good thirty feet in length and eighteen feet in width. It was made up of gray cinderblocks that were perfectly stacked and the building was highly efficient for housing the circus folk after a long day of entertaining their customers. Inside, the building was split into three rooms; a bedroom with molding blankets, bed sheets and rotting wooden mattress frames, a filthy bathroom that had never been cleaned and a small living room, complete with more molding and filthy furniture.  There were three small windows on the building, two in front and one in the back corner. Just like the rest of the contents in the building, the windows had dirt and filth covering every inch. It would take more than a good scrubbing to get them cleaned. 
A few hundred yards from the building, an in-ground pool sat, unforgotten and un-maintained. When leaves fell, they would collect at the deep end and under the heat of the sun, they broke apart. When it rained, the leaves became soggy and eventually, the deep end was stacked with layers of crispy and soggy leaves. The original pool’s water had long dried away. The first summer after the circus closed was a hot and extremely dry one; the dark black water never stood a chance. It had evaporated with in the first week of summer. Since then, the cycle of rainwater collecting and then evaporating in the summer heat continued without fail. The diving board had long rusted away and it would only take the lightest touch for it to plummet fifteen feet into the bottom of the pool. 
In the center of the fairground, the big top still stood, being supported by its two remaining cables. The other six had been weathered and battered to the point that they snapped in half. It would only be a few more rainstorms until the last two cables gave in and the giant tent fell to the ground. It would be then, for the first time in forty-nine years that the fabric of the tent would make contact with the ground. The big top, like the discarded flyers, had once been in full color. Bright yellow and fire truck red stripes had run up the sides of the white tent. Images of the circuses acts were plastered on the same sides. The dazzling blue and orange flag still was attached to a small metal pole at the top of the tent but it was the farthest thing from dazzling; it was pathetic. Rain and wind had torn pieces of flag and instead of reading “Happy Face Circus” it read “Hap Fa.” Attached on the flagpole, three beach ball-sized silver bells hung silently except when the wind blew.
 Just then, a small gust of wind entered the fairground and the soft tinkling of the bells echoed in the emptiness.  For just a moment in time, the visitor, who was standing by the gate, remembered when the fairground wasn’t filled with silence but with noise. Young children’s squeals and laughter joined their parents’ calling them to look at the sideshows. The ringleader’s calling to his customers, “Come in! Come on in and see something you’ve never seen!” And in his paying customers went with excitement and anxiousness in their eyes.  Some days, those customers would go in by dozens and other days, hundreds would rush in to see what wonders waited for them underneath the big top.
But just as quickly as the bells’ tinkling triggered the memory, the sound was gone; silence and emptiness crept back into the fairground and its reality. And it was a quite disappointing and sad reality. The glory of the circus had been lost in its final but fatal act.
It had been a cool October night with a full harvest moon high in the sky. The big tent was filled with four hundred and six people, sitting on the wooden benches, popcorn and sodas in hand waiting for the final act of the night- the magic act.  Grekor the Gallant and his assistant, Alena took the stage and began their act. A little bit of card tricks, flashes of lights, the normal magic acts. But the crowd had seen these before; there was another reason they were here tonight. Grekor and Alena had a new act and tonight would its premiere. Something that had never been done, something that Alena had only practiced twice. Her smile began to falter as Grekor tied her hands and gently laid her on a long wooden plank. He beckoned his other assistants and they lifted the plank and Alena onto an iron circular stand. They stepped away as Grekor approached Alena. He smiled down at her and laid his hand on her head. She nodded, knowing what she had to do for their act to work. He stepped away, shouted to the crowd, who replied with a loud, excited cheer. Grekor whispered the words and suddenly, the circular stand was engulfed with flames. The crowd’s cheering and gasping was joined, seconds later, by Alena’s screams as the act went terribly wrong. 
The morning after the tragic accident, when the police arrived, they found the fairground completely empty and deserted, like the way it was in present time. The circus folk, with Grekor among them, disappeared as quickly as Alena had done in one of her and Grekor’s disappearing acts. No one knew where they were headed and still to this day, no one knew where Happy Face Circus’ twenty-eight employees were. There was an outstanding warrant for Grekor’s arrest for his connection with Alena’s death. Apparently, the police department believed Alena was murdered but with their main suspect not being able to be located, they were at a standstill. Two days after the flee of the circus people and a public statement from the local government, Happy Face Circus and Fairgrounds was closed.
“It shall remain closed until a further date at which time, the entire fairground will be burned to the ground. What happened here was a tragic accident and we feel the memory of it will not benefit our community. At this time, we are uncertain of the lot’s future…” The City Governor explained to the masses that day. However, nine years later, Happy Face Circus and its fairground still stood. The community had eventually decided that burning the fairgrounds down to the ground would only have negative consequences so it had been left untouched. Only “DO NOT ENTER” and “TRESPASSERS WILL BE ARRESTED” signs had been placed along the fencing to keep the community out. 
And for the past nine years, the community had kept out. Children were scared to death of the place; rumors had been spread about what really happened. Local legends, if you may. Even the bravest high school student wouldn’t go near it. Fear was a powerful thing and joined with those local legends, the fairground had no visitors until tonight.
The giant iron gate squeaked loudly as the visitor pushed it open. He moved quickly into the fairground; he was in no mood to become acquainted with the local police nor be arrested; he had more important things to do. The visitor sprinted across the fairgrounds and came to a halt next to the pool. He was about to climb in when rain began to fall. Swearing, he climbed down a squeaky ladder and walked a few feet. He looked at the enormous pile of leaves, motionless at the end of the pool. Nodding, he climbed out of the pool, slipping on the wet ladder and swearing again. He was not in the mood for this; rain would interfere with his plans. Once out, he walked past the pool and into the forest. He remerged just moments later, dragging a long, brown bag. He struggled with the weight of the object in the bag causing him to slip in the newly wet ground. He got up, swore again and continued dragging the bag, which was getting heavier with every raindrop that fell on it, until he came to stop at the deep end of the pool. He pushed the bag towards the edge and as it teetered on the edge, he kicked it in, laughing. His chilling laugh echoed through the fairground as the bag sank in the leaves. As he turned away from the pool, thunder rumbled and a brilliant streak of lightning flashed in the sky. The visitor looked up at the sky and laughed again. He made his way to the stone building where he would finish perfecting an act that had taken up the past eight years of his life.

I have had the incredible opportunity to work with Dorothy Zmuda this semester. She is a talented writer with interesting life stories to share and this work is another great example. Most of my time spent with Dorothy was trying to find out more about her and her life. She is a published writer who is a local idol, especially to the many Polish residents, whose lives echo her stories. Dorothy is full of life and a joy to listen to (and read)!
~ Nicole Kraft, Tutor ~

ROSIE the RIVETER and ME

Dorothy Zmuda

 It’s a surprise to learn that many people who were born after the 1940s do not know much about WWII. I have met several women during the past few months who were surprised that people like me did a lot to help with the war effort. We joined Rosie the Riveter in changing forever the lives of women in the work place.
After I graduated from high school in 1942, I went to Milwaukee to work in a war plant. The first place I worked at was a machine shop called Badger Meter, where they manufactured fuses that were dropped from the huge bombers that destroyed most of Europe and the South Pacific. My job was to inspect the threads on the ends of the fuses that were screwed into the front end of the bomb. It was a simple and easy job to do, but not a nice, clean duty. The steel fuses had to be shaped under running oil and that oil ran down my hands and arms causing a nasty rash to form…at first on my arms and then on my face.
 But that was the least of my problems. The men who worked at that plant resented the fact that women were invading their territory. They felt that we were taking away their jobs and they did all they could to get rid of us. The older men didn’t care, but the younger men…those who were 4F or were not able to fight for our country were vehement about women taking jobs in war plants. They constantly made rude and cruel remarks about us. They told very raunchy stories in loud sneering voices. They poked us, and slapped our rears. I won’t even mention some of the awful things they said and did. We didn’t give up and after a while they eased up and the making of bomb fuses ran at a steady pace.
Fuse inspections were not the only duties performed by women in that plant. There were many ladies who ran drill presses and other large machinery. Women did every kind of job that had been performed by men after the manufacturers retooled their plants to produce war materials. The workplace took on a new look with the colorful clothes, bright scarves and snoods that the gals wore to protect their long hair from the whirring machinery…and the whole place smelled a lot better too!
We stepped in when there became a shortage of males due to the large demand for men to fight the enemy. As the men left, more and more women entered the work force. We were the only able bodied people left to do those very important and necessary jobs.
Little did we know then that we were making history!
I don’t recall how long I had been working with bomb fuses when I heard about an opening in the Advertising Department at Allis –Chalmers Manufacturing Corporation. I managed to get an interview and even though I had just graduated from high school in the spring, I got the job. That was a dream come true…to work with artists, printers and engravers. There were quite a few women working in those offices, but there too, the men were being drafted and were leaving for duty.  The atmosphere was much different. The men didn’t resent that women took over their jobs. Maybe by then they knew that we were the only answer to the man shortage problem.
 Part of my job was to work on the “WE of ALLIS-CHALMERS’ magazine. In it we told stories of all things that were happening at all the A-C plants around the country.  We featured photos of all A-C employees with stories of their war duties. There was a page with helpful hints for the ladies and many sports stories. “WE” also ran stories about how employees should keep safe while performing their duties on the job.
When it was time to go down into the shops to take photos and get information for the safety pages we donned hard hats, steel-toed work shoes, and safety goggles. I had seen women at drill presses and on huge cranes before but that day I got the shock of my life. We went down to “hell.” The entire area before us was hot…red hot!  The blast furnaces were hissing and spitting red, white and black flames like snarling dragons. Dressed in protective clothing and wearing masks were women calmly pushing and pulling large spatulas of boiling molten metals in and out of the shooting flames. They looked as though they were at their kitchen ovens working with pies or cakes.
Those women were a part of what we called “husband and wife” teams. There were many such teams at Allis Chalmers. Their men had gone off to fight the war and the wives did their husbands duties until their men returned to work again. That deal began because the people heard that during WWI many men were told they could have their jobs when they returned from the fighting. The jobs were gone when they returned, the depression started and no jobs were available.
I still think those women were by far the most courageous people that I have ever seen. Job discrimination wasn’t the only thing the women of that era had to tolerate. Men were paid more than women even when we did the same jobs and many times – did them faster and better than most men. I worked with a young man who simply walked around the office bragging about himself while I did his job and mine. Yes, I complained to the boss when he bragged that he earned more than I did. And he did! My boss said,”that is how the world runs today, Dottie. Males are paid more than women because they are men.”  The boss fired him. No, I didn’t get a raise but I got a lovely gal, Lynne, to work with me. We became good friends.
Then there was the business transaction I made over a cute fur coat. I found it in the spring at one of the big stores on Wisconsin Avenue. The price was $100.00. I planned to put it on lay away and pay for it during the summer. They had a policy that a man had to sign the contract. “Get your father’s signature,” they said. I wasn’t about to bother my Pa about that. He was in Stevens Point, so I got my big brother to sign for me. Boy, I was hot about that deal for a long time. Even though I had a good paying job, they wouldn’t trust me because I was a mere female!
As for me, I did all I could to help win the war. I never missed a day of work. I bought war bonds and donated many pints of blood to the Red Cross. There were many USO parties to attend and I did my share of leading conga lines and dancing so the boys could have a nice time when on leave. Of course there were letters to write. Every day when I got home from work there were 8 or10 letters from servicemen waiting for me. I answered all of them. There was much to write about everything that was happening around me. Guess they enjoyed those gabby letters. I never got any complaints…just more letters.
The war was an awful thing that happened to our country, but it was good to me. I had a wonderful job, met many nice people and learned much about the world. And it brought George home to me! I am thankful for all the really good things that came to me because of the war.  I still love and thank all the young heroes who so bravely left their homes and loved ones to make our country safe. 













Fence ~ 
Brianna Collins








Farrah is trying to play with poetry right now and came up with this. This whole piece is a symbol and a metaphor, but it can be left up to variable interpretations.

~ Allison Sladek, Master Tutor ~

My Beacon of Light

Farrah DeSmet


The darkness surrounds me,
I'm lost and blind with nowhere to turn.
But no matter how dark and cold it is,
You're always there, and for you I yearn.

Burning bright in my dark little world, I look to you and put all else aside,
For inhaling your sweet scent fills up the emptiness that I'll always have inside.
Basking in your comfort but choking on your love,
Your incense lights my way and shines bright from far above.

Slowly and secretly you cradle me in your arms.
Secretly and definitely I never want to leave.
Defiantly and quietly you tighten your bars.
Quiet and helpless I give way to your cleave.

I'm addicted to your love but I need to escape,
Flailing and pounding against you like the tide on the bank.
Just as I tip over that edge and into that whole,
Shaken and scared I reach out; you bind to me, completing my soul.

Hopelessly now I am forced to stay,
Slowly but surely I die every day.
Suffocating in your shadows, asphyxiated by your light,
I suffer now indefinitely, murdered by your spite.

Kristi decided to try working with some set poetic forms.  This sonnet is the product that experimentation.  Kristi applied her ideas and feelings to the sonnet's formula, and, after some struggles with both content and form, pulled it off quite nicely.  
			~ Joel Stokdyk, Practicum Tutor ~


Sonnet

Kristi Heinz


Let me not be fooled by their tainted lies.
Young hearts, they say, know not what it can take.
They do not see my heart or feel his eyes.
So love I will and their dark lies forsake.

When he comes into my view; breath be gone.
My heart does leap when I see those bright eyes
Piercing into mine. I long to sit on 
Waters edge floating into green July

My mouth does quiver at his tempting lips
As I long to be near, close to his heart.
A long journey I wish we could just skip,
For uncertainty could break us apart.

Together we shall face uncertain end,
Yet fearing not, beside lover and friend. 

Schedules

Hannah Kampschoer


I’ve recently developed a queer obsession.
Something that would have shamed me years ago.
A lust that I would hesitate expressing to my heirs.

I love schedules.

I just love schedules
Schedy-sched-schedules.
I use them constantly.
I need them constantly.
For my mind is a wily dance of mischief and romance
And all manners of beasts and burdens that keep me from my tasks at hand and foot.
And I need explicit instructions and directions
If I am to function with any competence in this society.

I call my planner Balto
Because I would be lost without it.
And I can ride on its sleek coasty sled 
From here to tomorrow.
All year long.
Awl year lowng.
Mmm.

I love to stare at them.
They’re so pretty
And to tweak them.
Make them perfecter and perfecter.
Fondle them and caress them.
And I love to obey and submit to them.
Cater to their every whim.
They’re like a socially acceptable form
Of self-imposed BDSM.
Accept my power over you.  they command.
Willingly, master.
You will go to Spanish at 11:00.
Mmm.
You will practice from 3:15-3:45.
Tell me what else I must do.
For dinner, you shall have a bagel.  With nine grams of protein in it.
Ooh, yes, that’s right.
And you shall not think of doing otherwise.
Oh, no!  Never without your blesséd consent! 

Castle Welsh Ropetime Slideaway

Jeff Mahoney
Crisp muggy water glistens 
as the boat creases the waves.
The Welsh landscape radiates
reminiscent of medieval times. 
Anticipation peaks 
as dim fog-tipped shores loom ahead.

Hunger intrudes into the afternoon,
as the glistening apple is bitten in half.
Jagged toothed guide 
smells of fish and vegemite
He snatches the red nutrition
from my sweaty palm.

Boats dock as stone piers 
emerge evocative of D-Day.
Student Ambassadors stride through murky
fields of grass and weeds. 
Stone wall appears as if forced upward
by Mother Earth herself.
Welsh castle emerges,
ancient and stoic.

I climb the steps and gaze upon the ropes,
all golden and harsh.
Gaze over ledge, 
as imminent doom possibly looks back.
Fastened tight and hooked on secure,
wrong handed glove, a mistake, don’t look back.

I imagined the sure footing
to rappel the walls with ease.
My balance falters, shoes slide,
hand grips tightly, rope tears through.
Searing pain cuts deep within,
as flesh burns with fibers ingrained.

Accomplishments met,
with consequences remembered.
I look back upon the day,
my fears overcome. 
Pain subsides, scar remains,
as regret’s replaced with pride.
Dusk appears, with cool night air
rappelling adventure concludes,
triumphant after all.
Hilarious Scarred Visage

Jeff Mahoney 
Maniacal smiles stretch across
wretched images of sane former selves.
Hair is green, chemical dyed
not pine fresh green like death
hanging down thin and wet
showcasing the psychotic inside.

Red lips and blood tipped pens
dipped in poisons of the deadly variety.
Grimacing smirks and winks
accompany foul shrieks
and murderous threats.

Purple suited menace
with violet tapered shirts
wrinkle with each stab
of his glistening blade.
Decorative plastic flowers
spraying laughing gas
and toxins galore.
Former comic’s stand up anguish
transferred into chaotic criminality.
Robbery homicide
as a style of choice.
Vengeance and murder as
alternative hobbies while
obedient henchman become collateral damage.

Dynamite, gunpowder, and gasoline.
His rampage continues unhindered,
for he is an agent of chaos.
Disrupting schemers, but always
with a smile on his face.

His last attempts to destroy vigilantes,
and masked men with talented disruptions.
Continuing plots with unyielding violence,
and corruption so deep in the veins of the city
he lands unforeseeably in the hollow
hallways of the Asylum at Arkham.

Finally finding a serene resting place
For his last descent into 

Insanity
My Tongues Provisions

Hilary Neesam

I held back a taste on my tongue
That wishes it were freed, not lost, not young.
It gave up first and then it left,
That taste departed and it left me deaf.
How cruel of it to leave me there,
Dancing, grasping, reaching out for air.
	And it was gone, lost, gone for now,
	It was myself, my thoughts, that raised her brow,
	Eat my words, tasteful act. Reaction: “How?”

A silky savor she’d enjoy.
The trick? It’s expired, I will destroy.
But it sits on the tip, alone,
Longing for amity, advice, to know.
But my greed will suffice instead,
Dancing, grasping, screaming out in my head.
	And it was gone, lost, gone for now,
	I emptied my thoughts, everything allowed,
	For the words were too smooth. Reaction: “How?”

Finally her thoughts pour through me,
You are burnt and old, tasteless as can be,
You give yourself to the starving
And watch as they take in your scent, a sting
Of sour air and upset stomachs
But you aren’t the disease, no you aren’t fake.
	And it was gone, lost, gone for now.
	I’m never myself, I thought, This is wrong.
	I emptied all inside. Reaction: “How?”

Perception of Gerontology

 Hilary Neesam

In his moment, at his age, he sat there.
Narrow-eyed, patient breaths, soft hands, and strong thoughts.
He, at that age, sat there.

Old man with cap in hand, stared at nothing.

He is comforted by the measurements of his heart,
Complexity is nothing and how easily he finds ease.
How easily he finds warmth on a bleak, January day.

	By choice, grace is given to his heart.

He sighs at the sight of light in a tree,
The rich boughs of summer remain in his view
As the nakedness consumes their life.

	He watches. He listens.

He waits for the geese as they pass through the waters,
As they uniformly go through the sky.
His eyes follow the family as they pass.
Together they fly.
Together they go.
	

His emotions sit on the tip of his nose.

His loneliness is cured by the warmth of the sun,
Slightly touching his furrowed forehead
But fully touching his pounding heart.

	His mind runs, and runs.

He flies through the forest, his small feet getting lost in the fields,
He races through his streets and stops,
Breathe. Breathe. 

	His strength is his sight.

He observes the heavy rain in the darkened sky,
And he delights in the inconvenience it can bring,
Because he still finds beauty in the birth of flowers and growth of trees.

	Yes, his fate is decided.

His ear goes up at the startle of another chime-
Tick, tock.
He barely reacts to the haunting noise.

His heart isn’t tepid, his mind isn’t troubled.

His senses cease as he conquers everything.
Everything but time.
And yet, he is comforted by the measurements of his heart.
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Night ~
Samantha Longshore





Emanuel has been my learner for the past two semesters, yet he never ceases to amaze me. A talented writer, Emanuel consistently produces insightful and often profound works of poetry that fall nothing short of a joy to read. His imagery is precise, natural, and abstract all at the same time, and I hope you enjoy it.
~ Jennifer Tappa, Tutor ~


A Tear Fell

Emanuel Rivera

A tear fell
so I jumped in
And laughing as I fell, was surprised
when eventually I splashed into the sea.
I swam for eons in darkness, occasionally caressed
by soft hands and tresses of algae
Until all at once I opened my eyes—
and the crystal blue sea shimmered in ripples
as light rained down from the sky!


Black Widow

I once found comfort in her web of deception
While she wrapped me in silk, nipping
At my fingers as I wished her fangs
Would pierce my heart. Spinning,
She danced  on the delicate silks
That held me fast, weaving
The spell that put me to sleep at last.


	Dawn

In time, dawn will tell
How and why we fall
Under her enchanting spell.


Glance

Her eyes turn
from emerald seas
to blue ice
	Rain

Neptune’s relation
to the grass and flowers;
rain and dewdrops.


Snow

Flakes fall from the sky;
Ephemeral dust crosses
Colors in my eyes.


I and I Brahman

Emanuel Rivera


Because we exist as separate
Always there is yearning;
I and I will bring us together.

Because you are over there
I am over here,
When I reach out to you
You are only pushed further away.

I and I extend outward from the single origin
Though it remains the same.

Thus I am the creator,
My four heads fixed always upon you;
I watch you as you dance through the gardens,
Choosing this way or that


Plucking the fruits as you pass.

Lauren has cultivated a unique poetic style throughout her college career, and has been using this semester as an opportunity to sharpen her approach to the craft.  Exploring a food theme, she has combined both real and abstract imagery with a conversational, prose-like tone to create poems that communicate simple stories with an alluring undercurrent.  The following selection exemplifies Lauren’s candid storytelling along with her use of thought-provoking imagery.
~ Paul Kratwell, Honors Intern & Tutor ~

Haiku for Sushi

Shimulunas, Lauren


Little sushi bar, 
so small against McDonalds,
how long will you last?

Pristine little rolls,
tight colors wrapped like presents—
why are there no forks?

Sushi, sweet, keen, soft:
my mouth prickles, tongue alive;
you’re really raw fish?

The center table
boasts her, a living platter
dare I take a taste?

Flowers on her breasts,
sushi on her belly, my
chopsticks sneak a bite.

Jennifer has been a pleasure to work with this semester, and I have truly enjoyed watching her blossom into a confident poet, ready to courageously attempt new approaches to her writing. Below you will find some very fine work that I’m sure you will enjoy reading as much as I do.
~ Kerry Sandler, Master Tutor ~

Love Is

Jennifer Tappa

A waterfall that pours
From my heart to yours
It winds and turns
But never ends
Sometimes, it feels like 
A tiny stream
Other times-
A roaring ocean


The Ocean

Waves rush in
Then fade out
Over and over
Never stopping
Sand becomes wet
Dark as it is covered 
As the waves retreat
Shells and sea weed
Are left behind
This never ending process
Happens again and again
Constant, dependable occurrence


The Smell of Sunshine

Sweet and warm
Light fills the nostrils
Heat mixed with sunscreen
Sight becomes smell
Smell tells the story
Of fun and relaxing
Joy and laughter
Smell is more than a sense
With one sniff, all is known
Something is Never Just a Nothing

Jennifer Tappa

Hello is never just hello
Hello can mean so much more
A simple, obligatory greeting or
The placeholder for words unsaid
Why can’t hello just be hello?

A rose is never just a rose
Instead, a declaration of emotions
Of love, joy, celebration
Never just a flower 
Why can’t a rose just be a rose?

A ring is never just a ring
It must always be a symbol
Of promise and commitment
Or love and intimacy
Why can’t a ring just be a ring?

Hello is never just hello
A rose is never just a rose
A ring is never just a ring
Everything always means something
Something is never just a nothing

This Box

Remains locked
It has no key
No amount of pressure
Will open up this box
Just give up, 
You can’t break in
This box contains
My greatest possession
It will remain a secret
Nothing is released
Nor is anything allowed in
You will never
Look inside this box
It will forever be 
The fortress that surrounds
My heart
Chia came in writing with a fascination with nature. All of her poetry had a nature theme. Her poetry has beautiful imagery right from the start. When Chia came in with these two poems about feelings I was taken aback and so pleased because it shows that she can give beauty to even the most seemingly ugly feeling.
~ Brianna Collins, Tutor~


An Ode to Misery

Chia Vang

Woe to those that slumber
Underneath it’s branches
With it salty rains and numerous clouds
Its grey scenery changing ever more
Howling wind ever pacing afar

Woe to those that slumber 
‘Neath its grey clouds
And thunderous storms that loom
Overhead as one would looking upon it’s darken sky
Nary is a change noted

The storm will linger as one will stay underneath its branches
But to gain happiness 
One must always reach out 
To the unknown paths that will surely come about
When the times are right

An Ode to Misery
To which my heartfelt burden is lifted
To live for another day 
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:Introduction:

 

 

 

The English '57 series are courses where writers can experiment with their craft. 

Through individual sessions with tutors, writers get the opportunity to hone their craft 

and ex

plore new territories they may never have had the chance to in other mediums. The 

tutors don't serve

 

as know

-

all guides, but rather

 

as peers

 

with

 

whom the writer

s

 

can share 

their work and discuss avenues of thought for their writing and ultimately try revi

sions 

without the concern of criticism. 

 

 

 

This collection shows the diversity of work that goes on in these '57 courses. Each 

session is a little part of a recipe that, in the end, when mixed together, form this work we 

have come to call 

Word Play

. Each t

ime it's made, it has a 

slightly

 

different flavor. The 

writers bring their own backgrounds and histories and futures to each new addition to this 

publication. The writers give it zest and appeal. Their imagination and creativity is the 

secret ingredient fo

r each new issue 

of 

Word Play

. The title, :One Part Prose: One Part 

Poetry: One Part Art:, I think reflects this blending of ingredients that happens down in 

the Tutoring and Learning Center. Each part is needed for the whole. I hope the taste of 

this seme

ster's 

Word Play

 

will be enjoyed for semesters to come.

 

Isaiah Sonnenfeld, Editor
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