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Dear reader,
We want to start off by thanking you for not only picking up this amazing edition of Quiz & Quill, but 
for also taking the time to read our letter to you. Because this is our last semester working on QQ, we 
write this letter with a great amount of love in our hearts but also a great amount of sadness. Our time 
as managing editors has been nothing shy of a blessing and we come out of this experience with great 
memories, great friends, and a great resume. 

When we sat down to write this letter to you, all we could think about was the amazing memories we 
have of our time working on Quiz & Quill. We decided to take on this endeavor almost two years ago 
while sipping on lattes at Java Central. We now end this endeavor curled up on our couch with glasses 
of cheap red wine. Some of our favorite memories include the “retreat” with Ed Board members where 
we ventured to Downtown Columbus and ate greasy pizza and even greasier hotdogs. We feel that 
this day brought all of us closer and allowed for true friendships to form. And with every staff meeting 
came affirmation that we truly all are friends. Our conversations are always interesting to say the 
least. Just don’t bring up zodiac signs if you want to get anything accomplished that night. 

As always, none of this would have been possible if not for our incredible staff. You guys have 
managed to put up with us for two years now and you all deserve a round of applause…or snaps. 
Working with all of you has been amazing and we want to thank you for making our time on Thursday 
nights something to look forward to. 

And of course, this magazine really would not have been possible without the amazing authors and 
artists who took the time to submit their work. Every semester, we are blown away by the strong 
voices and beautiful artwork we have the honor to review. 

And since we are sticking with cliches, we figured we would save the best acknowledgement for last. 
To our advisor, Jeremy Llorence, we thank you. Your patience, your kindness, and your constant 
encouragement to push the boundaries have been the things we appreciate the most. There is no 
replacing you. And we all know you’ll have a heck of time replacing us. Kidding. Sort-of. We know and 
believe that QQ will flourish under your guidance and we look forward to seeing what boundaries this 
magazine pushes next. 

We wish you happy reading. 

With love and gratitude,

Emma and Kaitlyn
Your Managing Editors 
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I have been a romantic my entire life. The point of romance wasn’t necessarily all about love for me, 
but rather the atmosphere as a whole created by romantic projects. Innocently enough, I was drawn 
to flowery descriptions of otherwise ordinary things. Even my sharpest logic couldn’t rationalize 
taking life at face value when I could be living for the poetry of it all instead. Though I was intrigued 
by the concept of a passionate love affair, I was more so obsessed with the packaging in which it was 
sold to me. I dreamt of soft, warm lighting, intricately detailed costuming, and a cohesive soundtrack 
throughout the duration of my existence; I’ve never asked for much from this life. I understood love as 
an experience rather than an achievement from a young age. This is potentially why I find the failure 
of love so devastating.

In another world, maybe love is enough to keep two people tied together and in sync until the end of 
time. The promise of eternal bliss is easy to idealize in an environment much different than the one 
we exist in now. In this reality, however, there is too much to explore, both internally and externally. 
It is far too easy for lovers to lose each other in the vastness of this life. There is no way of knowing 
for certain if a failed love would have thrived in different conditions once it’s already over.  Do not 
remain confined to your preconceived notions of existence should you learn something new. True love 
is often not as picturesque as we believe it to be, but that doesn’t mean we have to abandon it, or the 
hope of finding it again. We are only trapped in our expectations of this world for as long as we allow 
ourselves to be, as we are ultimately responsible for curating our own realities.

Hitting a rock bottom devoid of romance isn’t the point. The point is rebuilding yourself after being 
humbled by the universe. Negative emotions start in my chest. They solidify in my lungs and then 
drop into my stomach; that is the way it’s always been. In high school this terrified me. It made it 
difficult for me to do most things for a long time, especially eat and sleep. Over time, however, it 
became routine to work through it. I learned to be gentle with myself on the bad days and soak up 
every last drop of the good ones. I can’t allow myself to be easily caught in the undercurrents of my 
own mind; they have to pull me down fighting because I refuse to be stuck at the bottom or worse, 
sinking and sinking and sinking more. Depression feels like getting stuck. I’ve learned nothing about 
combating it if not to keep myself busy. Is distraction from sadness the same as happiness? If an 
object in motion stays in motion, it’s fair to say so.

After mourning your shattered expectations, a strange sense of freedom is uncovered. Though I miss 
believing every moment was perfectly laid out for me, I’m simultaneously freed from expecting them 
to be. As a child I was repulsed by accepting life for anything less than an idealized version, but I’ve 
learned that it’s the only way to truly appreciate things. Rose tinted glasses are beautiful but they will 
blind you (while reality pins you down and beats you senselessly). There is even more beauty in being 
present. There is faith in showing up every day, knowing you could be devastated. There is meaning in 
accepting purpose as an evolution.

It is human nature to be constantly aware that death cannot be accurately predicted, and no one can 
be sure of how much time they’re allowed. The desire to make this unknown time slot meaningful 

seigfried
Marlie Griffith
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often pushes us to pursue one specific goal. This self-appointed purpose for existing serves as 
a distraction from the inevitability of death. While we recognize indulgences such as material 
possessions and drugs are ultimately worthless, we often search for the balance in indulgence and 
purpose. But if we recognize that there is no one true purpose to achieve, we can allow ourselves to 
cave to our hedonistic desires. We cannot control our divine purpose, or even comprehend it. All we 
truly have is the current moment, thus we should spend that doing what brings us joy. Be present in a 
way that fulfills you.
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I
my god
do I miss my grandpa’s garden,
the sound stage for my childhood
and the memories I cling to
no matter how crinkled they are in my grip

and I know that you don’t know my grandpa’s garden
and you never will,
because he is dead and the garden 
now belongs to a young couple
that stripped the wood cabinets he installed
in the seventies, and replaced the tiles
that we could never scrub the grease out of
with new linoleum
(it looks much better, but don’t tell him I said that)

but even though you’ll never see it, know it’s
where I’ll go when I die, at least I’d like to think so

paradise, or whatever you want to call it,
land and flora as far as the eye could see

  II
my grandpa didn’t believe in god until my grandma
died, and once again before he did, but he believed
in the power of the earth and he wielded it
like it was a magic innate to the very atoms that 
crafted him

rumplestiltskin of the land, turning soil into the
sweetest, sourest blackberries you’d ever taste,
the crunchiest green beans,

his violent soul was tamed at the 
quiet sight of soft dirt.

he lives in my mind as his round shoulders
and belly, perched in the middle of his pumpkins.
I never knew him any other way 
(this is a lie, but it’s important you believe me.)

an elegy for paradise
Lucy Clark
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  III
when I close my eyes, I see the sun the way it 
came in through his apple trees, and I shrink away
from its unforgiving heat

I smell the honeysuckles lining the fences,
feel my feet stinging from bush thorns scattered
among the grass, and I can feel the soil run
through my hands, cold, sandy, soft.

and you will never be there, but I invite you here,
in this memory, in this moment,
tasting the acidic juice of vine fresh tomatoes,
and stroking the soft petal’s of the tulips lining
his brick house, standing in a breeze 
beneath the clothesline.

  IV
we can just stand here, the two of us, for a moment,

and let the world breathe for us.
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I shouldn’t have used duct tape. The old man’s skin is too soft, and his wrists are already turning 
red. Next time, I’ll use cotton rope. Shaking my head at the thought, I straighten from my squat. 

It doesn’t matter because he’ll be dead soon. I may be in the business of ending people’s lives in 
exchange for money, but pain doesn’t have to be a part of the trade. It’s a fine line, yet one I’m not 
willing to cross. 

Giving the unconscious man one more glance, I cross the dark room and rest my hip on the lone 
table. I pick up the phone sitting next to my Glock.  No new messages. This, I’ve come to realize, is the 
worst time. Waiting for a text. A green light. A go-ahead. 

“What’s your name, son?” 
The voice erupts the silence in the empty garage, but the disturbance isn’t enough to startle me. 

I take my time setting down the phone and lift my head. It’s not fear that defines his face in the low 
light – more like cloudy resignation. That’s good. It means I might be saved from having to hear 
tearful pleas. Guess I didn’t use enough chloroform, though. 

When I don’t answer, the man says, “I’m not walking out of here, right? So, what’s the harm?” 
The man has a point. “Caleb,” I say, though my voice doesn’t reverberate against the metal walls in the 
same way his does. 

“Arthur.” 
Sliding my hovering foot to the floor, I say, “I know.”
“Right.” He pauses. “How much do you know about me?”
I don’t answer. 
Taking my silence to mean nothing more than his name, he says, “You’re a bit young for this line of    

 work, aren’t you?”
“I didn’t realize there was an age requirement.”
Arthur squints. “Kids grow up way too fast these days.”
I check the phone again. 
Arthur watches me. “Am I keeping you?”
I acknowledge the joke simply because it confirms that I don’t have to explain what is happening.       

Explaining is the worst; maybe worse than the waiting.
“Just waiting for a text.”
“Ah,” Arthur says. “Mind if I ask who hired you?” 
I’m tempted to gag him, but frankly, I don’t care to sit in silence. “I don’t know. My clients 

sometimes prefer to stay anonymous.”
“Huh.” His brow furrows.
I drop the quiet phone back on the table.
“Do you really want to know?” 
Arthur laughs, a dry sound that echoes for a few seconds around us. “Call it morbid, but it would 

be nice to know who finally decided to get rid of me.” He pauses, then says, “The list is fairly long. Just 
didn’t think any of them would really do it.” 

In my experience, it doesn’t take much. Hatred and vengeance are two human itches that rarely go 
unscratched. The fact I’m here right now is proof of that.

“So,” Arthur interrupts my internal musings, “are you going to ask me?” 

A Good Night’s Work
CJ Meng
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I tighten the straps on my gloves. “Ask you what?” 
“If I deserve this.” His face says that if his hands weren’t bound to the arms of the chair, they 

would be gesturing to his current situation. “If I’m getting what’s coming to me.” 
My jaw clenches, but I release it before it locks.
“As long as I get paid, I don’t really care if you deserve it or not.” 
Arthur laughs again. This time it holds less humor. “That’s very good.” He sobers. “I almost believe 

you.”
I shoot him a look, but as most men who are about to die, he has no more fucks to give. 
We sit in a short silence until he shakes his head and says, “Damn. I wish I knew who wanted me 

dead.”
A thought comes to me, and I push it aside, but just like earlier when I regretted using the tape 

instead of rope, I can’t shake it fully. “The ring on your right hand.”
He immediately looks down at the metal twisted around his middle finger.
“What about it?”
Maybe because it’s not a secret – as trivial as it is – that I want to keep after the job, I say, “My 

employer knew you’d have it, somethin’ about how you would never take off. It was a strange request, 
but they offered to pay more if I retrieve it.” 

The skin on his face loses some color as his resignation turns into grief. It’s a look I’ve only seen a 
few times before.

“You know, don’t you?” 
Nodding slowly, Arthur stares at the cracked concrete under his feet.
“The ring was a gift . . . from my daughter, Katrina.”
I almost don’t hear him because his voice has dropped into a whisper. Patricide. That’s a new one.
“Are you saying your daughter hired me to kill you?”
Arthur lifts his head to look at me, as if he forgot I was standing three feet from him.
“We’ve been estranged for years. I knew she hated me, but I didn’t think she wanted . . .” After a 

few seconds, Arthur blinks, returning to the dark room we’re in. “Do you have any kids?” 
A scoff leaves my mouth.
“No.” 
The man smiles ironically, scrunching up his face in a way that makes me think he might be crying.
“I’ve stolen and lied and killed –” he tilts his head towards me “– and never gave a damn. But the 

one thing I regret is not being a better father to my girl.”
Shit. This is why I shouldn’t be a cheapskate with the chloroform.
“Want to hear the really sad thing?” Not bothering to wait for my negative reply, he says, “She 

wasted her money.” 
This gets my attention. “What do you mean?” 
Seeing my face, he says, “Don’t worry. You’re doing a fine job, son.” His exhale hangs in the dimly 

lit air. “Just last week, my doctor found a tumor in my brain that could kill me tomorrow or in six 
months. I won’t live past the end of the year.” As an afterthought, he quietly revises, “I wouldn’t have 
lived past the end of the year.”

Well, this is awkward. As if on cue, the cell phone vibrates on the tabletop.
“I’m guessing that’s the text we’ve been waiting on?”
“Yeah.”
I flip the phone over just in time to watch the price a daughter paid to kill her father deposit into 

my bank account.
“I guess this is it then.”
“Look, Arthur –” I start but am interrupted by the man whose life is less in my hands than I 

thought five minutes ago.
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His grey head shakes, assuming to know what I’m thinking. “If this is what Katrina wants, then 
today is the day I die.” A wry smile lifts a third of his mouth. “Besides, Caleb, you might as well get 
paid for your trouble.”

I turn around and pick up the gun. The metal is cold against my unusually flushed palm. “Do you 
want me to tell my employer anything?”

Behind me, I hear him let out a shaky breath. “Tell my daughter I’m proud of her.”
I’m not. The thought appears as I pivot back around, lingers while I put the silencer against his 

head, then disappears when I pull the trigger. 
It takes me less than twenty minutes to wrap everything up and slip out of the building. The ring 

weighs down my pocket; tomorrow it will return to a fatherless daughter. 
Tonight, I think I’ll open that bottle of bourbon I’ve been saving. After all, I can’t think of a better 

time than after a good night’s work. 
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Floral 
Nina Patel
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The sun is a fickle creature
Always hiding behind storm clouds
And the silvery image of Artemis
Following her hunters across the sky
Oh yes, Apollo is fickle indeed
For his beauty and grace were known
By those who worshipped at his temples
And Delphi shuddered at his very name
Oh yes, the sun is revered 
But is it wrong to dream of its gaze?
Is it wrong to yearn for the kiss of 
Its first breath on your skin?
Faded white by the winter cover?
Oh, is it wrong to long for the gentle caress? 
Of its touch on the scars it left last June?
For I have always loved the sun
I have loved its presence far above me
And its serene way of melting
The ice caps deep in my soul
Oh, Apollo, please lend me your ears
Is it so wrong to imagine your touch?

Apollo
Katie Frame
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When the earliest throws of dawn have 
just begun to reach across the dim yard, 
there’s a squirrel, digging into a trash can 
meant for the city to pick through— 
a lone scavenger facing the threat of winter.
I scrape off my windshield, annoyed 
by the bite of the morning air and I think 
about the shadow stain on the highway wall 
and how he might greet me when I drive past. 
Cut to a night-lit drive through 
the back channels of Ohio, 
cows stargazing in an open field, 
the road stretching into a rubber band, 
thinner and thinner,
until it snaps me back to the morning, 
squirrels planting their flags 
on the neighborhood garbage before the truck comes, 
my boots echoing along the empty brick road. 

morning squirrel
Kelsey Brown



20     |     QUIZ & QUILL

th
ou

gh
ts

M
ar

y 
Ja

ck
so

n



Spring Mag 2021     |     21



22     |     QUIZ & QUILL



Spring Mag 2021     |     23



24     |     QUIZ & QUILL

Like every other person in the country, 2020 was not all rainbows and sunshine for me. I was kicked 
out of my college apartment because of the pandemic, had my study abroad trip canceled, and then 
spent the already difficult time of quarantine bedridden from an intense hip surgery. Quarantine was 
difficult enough, but add in only being able to use one leg for 4 weeks and a growing sense of disdain 
for my body and you have a recipe for a perfect disaster. My perfect disaster just happened to be 
triggered by an incident while drying my hair after my surgery that made me ask myself: will I ever 
appreciate my body? 

As a kid, I was never sporty or athletic. I started riding horses when I was six years old and took dance 
lessons at seven years old. The only one that stuck was my love for those four-legged fuzzy weirdos, 15 
years and counting. Not only was I ungraceful when dancing, my body physically could not do what 
the other little girls were doing. The memory that still haunts me 14 years later is when we learned the 
butterfly stretch. For those of you that haven’t heard of this seemingly simple stretch, you’re supposed 
to sit on the floor and drop both knees out to the side, touch the bottoms of your feet together and 
pull them towards your center. Once you’re in this position, hinge at your hips and try to rest your 
forehead on your ankles. It may seem slightly difficult for some adults who maybe don’t stretch or 
have tight muscles, but you can imagine for a young and flexible kid it should be pretty easy. Wrong 
(at least for me). This pose was impossible. For starters, I couldn’t get my feet to touch; I would feel 
this strange popping-out sensation on the outside of my hips but tried to pay it no attention. I would 
look around at all the girls and see them doing it and felt ashamed that I couldn’t be like them, so I 
forced myself. I pulled on my feet as hard as I could and just held my breath for the duration of the 
stretch to hopefully keep my instructor from seeing me shake. I struggled so much with the stretches 
and the actual dancing, the instructor ending up holding me back in younger age groups thinking I 
was just that bad at dancing. Yes, Ms. Craven, I was that bad, but not for the reason you thought. 

For a long time, I had convinced myself that I quit dancing instead of horseback riding because of the 
pain dancing caused me. Hindsight has taught me that I’ve always known both hobbies were painful, 
horseback riding just meant so much more to me. Around 12 years old is when I started noticing 
my specific hip pain for myself. At about this same time, I had transferred to a new riding barn and 
began lessons on a 20-year-old retired show horse named Oreo. We hated each other at first, Oreo 
wanted to be left alone and I didn’t think I could handle the challenge. Little did I know that I would 
ride and take care of Oreo for the next 10 years, creating one of the strongest connections I have ever 
felt and eventually owning her myself by the time I turned 20 years old. My passion for horseback 
riding became my passion for Oreo, and the life we have together. I began pushing my thoughts of 
pain and concern into the back of my mind, telling myself that my pain wasn’t as important as my 
time with her. When my riding instructor questioned why I had to suddenly stick my leg straight 
out while riding and push on my hip, I told her it was a cramp. I know now this is the reason I didn’t 
tell my parents (or anyone else) about my buildup of pain until I was 17 years old; I couldn’t face the 
possibility of having to stop riding.   

Recovery as a relationship
Kaitlyn Bader
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From the time I was seven years old to now 21, my daily life has been filled with strange pains in my 
hips, limping, and weakness in my legs. I’ve had deformed hips my whole life and call myself a hip 
surgery connoisseur. I’ve had the same surgery twice now, just on different hips. The deformity that 
I was born with, femoral acetabular impingement, meant that my hips were set at an off-angle and 
too wide when I was born. This caused the ball of my femur and hip socket to rub against each other. 
Bone on bone contact for a prolonged period means extra bones begin to form. So somewhere in my 
late childhood to early teen years, the ball of my femur grew extra jagged bones. These sharp pieces 
ended up slicing through the cartilage lining, the labrum, in my hip socket. To fix this, my surgeon 
uses hand controls to control tiny little robot arms that go through two holes, about an inch wide 
each, into my hip socket. There, he shaves down the ball of my femur and hip socket to the correct 
sizes they should be, cleans up the frayed and destroyed cartilage, and then attaches artificial cartilage 
with 5 tiny anchors drilled into my hip socket. And to answer your question, no, I don’t light up the 
metal detectors in airports, shoutout to medical-grade plastic anchors.  

For the first five weeks after my specific type of surgery, I can’t walk. So, at 17 and 21 years old, I used 
a walker and wheelchair around my home. The most frustrating part of every day was showering and 
getting ready for the day. I love showers, I truly do. I love my mango and almond butter body wash 
and coconut shampoo and conditioner. That changed after surgery. I had to use a shower chair while 
also needing help getting in and out, which is mortifying if you’re wondering. I was thankfully living 
at home for this surgery, so I had the benefit of both of my parents and sister being able to take care 
of me. My dad made sure to wake me up every morning at 5:30 am with a piece of peanut butter toast, 
1-2 Percocet depending on the day, and a freshly refilled bottle of water. My mom oversaw the getting 
ready process, from helping me in and out of the shower and bathroom to helping me get dressed 
those first two weeks. My sister became a physical therapist in 2019, so it was truly a blessing having 
her around to help move me correctly and alleviate some of my pain through passive movement 
stretches. Once everyone had completed their individual duties of taking care of me, there was still 
the entire process of getting dressed, brushing and drying my hair, and all the things I could do to 
make myself feel somewhat normal. These activities mainly required standing which I could do on 
one leg for about a solid 7 minutes hanging on to the bathroom counter or my walker before I needed 
to sit. The thing I began to hate the most was drying my hair. Now yes, I could have chosen not to dry 
my hair every day, but when I go from the shower right back to my bed for the next 12 hours, it was 
preferable not to have consistently damp hair the rest of the day.  

One June morning, I was already having a rough time hopping around on one leg. The windows were 
open in our house, so everything already had that hot, early morning sweat to it. I was attempting to 
stand on one leg to dry my hair but was just too fatigued, so I sat down on the toilet lid and tried to 
make my hairdryer cord stretch. This became annoying for a couple of reasons: I was frustrated with 
myself that I couldn’t stand long enough to dry my hair, I was sweating from the house already being 
too warm, then I was sweating even more from the hot air blowing around my face. I was starting to 
get angry that my hair wasn’t drying quickly and thought if I could stand up and flip my hair, I could 
get it to dry. When I stood up, I was holding my surgery leg up at an awkward angle and felt a burst of 
pain. I dropped the hairdryer but then attempted to catch it. I caught it around the nozzle and burnt 
my hand, causing me to drop the hairdryer which then landed on my thigh and left a perfectly circular 
burn mark.  

It was this exact June 2020 morning dilemma that I felt such extreme hate for my body explode inside 
me. This feeling has been building inside me for so long, even before my first surgery in 2017. For 
years I never understood why I couldn’t work out like the other people in gyms without extreme pain 
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the next day. I gained weight consistently every year because I could never exercise without pain, and 
this created an intense struggle with my body image. During the height of my weight gain between 
surgeries, I developed deep and ugly stretch marks across my stomach. After the first surgery, I was 
left with a spider web of stretch marks around my hip from all of the swelling and fluids. I have two 
identical sets of scars on each hip, craters as I like to call them, an inch wide each. I call them craters 
because even three years out from my first one, they are divots that I can press my thumb into and feel 
the emptiness. 

 That day and the hairdryer burn mark made me ask myself if I would ever love this body? Would 
I ever appreciate what it has gotten me through so far? This accident with the hairdryer was a 
culmination of hating everything my body had gone through for so long. I can’t run as other people 
do and most workouts hurt me. There are so many normal daily activities I’ve never been able to do 
because of my hips. Before both surgeries, I couldn’t lift my foot while standing to put a shoe on; my 
hip would immediately feel like it’s popping out of place. I could never sit with one leg crossed over a 
knee without feeling a painful stretch in either hip joint. Maybe worst of all, since I was a kid I could 
never sit crisscross applesauce. I was always the kid sitting weird during storytime in grade school and 
constantly having to readjust. In a college writing course, a professor helped me understand through 
my writing that I see my hips as separate from myself. There’s my mind and the rest of my body, but 
my hips are not part of me. I see them as constantly working against me, whether they’re causing 
pain, limiting my mobility, or keeping me from horseback riding. It’s also easier to think about one 
single body part being against me rather than the fact that as a whole, I’m broken. I was told at 17 
years old that if I didn’t have these surgeries, I’d be having hip replacements early in life and would 
develop osteoarthritis at a young age. At 17 years old, that is not something you want to hear, trust me.  

There have been other occasions after that day that I still wonder if I will ever appreciate this body. 
I don’t think I’m ever really going to know a definite answer for myself. Lately, I’ve felt more hopeful 
when I feel myself getting stronger through physical therapy. I can stretch my left hip farther, I can 
squat while holding more weights, and I can do more and more reps with resistance bands. I see 
myself physically progressing and I think to myself maybe this is a turning point for my health and 
relationship with my body. One day, when I was about three weeks into my recovery, I wanted to 
go outside and read for a while. At this point, I was on one crutch and semi self-sufficient. I began 
making my way over to the back door and instead of putting my crutch down to swing myself out, I 
just stepped out of the door. No crutch, no support, I just walked right out. I felt a tiny bit of pain, but 
nothing excruciating. I smiled and laughed to myself – I was in disbelief that my body was telling me I 
was finally on the upside of healing. 

There are other days I feel weak or notice there’s something I can’t do, and I feel anger and despair 
creeping up again. I feel the most discouraged when I can still only stand for 30 minutes or when I 
can’t quite cross my leg to reach my shoe. 2020 asked me, now that these surgeries are done for a 
few years, will I be able to repair my relationship with my hips? I’m honestly not expecting an answer 
anytime soon. I don’t think that I’m meant to know a definite yes or no until I actually work on my 
relationship with my body and put in a real effort. I have over a decade of negative feelings and 
thoughts aimed directly at my hips, and those won’t just go away in a few months of recovery and no 
real effort on my part. Maybe 2030 will have answers when I can look back and see how far I’ve come 
and be thankful that I’m not getting hip replacements like what would have happened without these 
surgeries. I’m the only person that can repair our relationship and answer this question for myself, 
and it’s most likely going to change on a day-to-day basis for a long time. In all reality, are any of us 
truly happy with our bodies every single day? 
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My favorite thing about figure skating is that it requires me to be fearless. The only way to learn a new 
jump is to skate boldly out into the middle of the rink and try it. The only way to fly is to risk falling. 
And that, I think, is beautiful. 

I remember the first time I ever went ice skating. I was ten years old, and I went with a group of 
friends and our moms. Most of my friends clung to the wall, terrified of falling, but I flailed around in 
my rental hockey skates until I got the hang of it. I fell over and over until my jeans were soaked and 
my hands ached from the cold, but by the time I’d arrived home, I’d convinced my mom to let me start 
taking lessons. I had never expressed an interest in a sport before, so I’m sure she thought I’d take a 
couple of lessons and then change my mind, but I quickly formed a bond with the sport that I knew 
would last. At first, I wanted to play hockey, but once I caught sight of the figure skaters practicing 
at the rink, it was over for me. I wanted to be like they were: elegant and strong, alone on the ice. 
Free. They seemed to be skating for no one but themselves. My parents bought me a pair of cheap 
secondhand figure skates, and that was it.

My relationship with the sport will always be complicated; I don’t think I’ll ever have it quite figured 
out. When I first started taking lessons, I was on the ice two or three days a week. At the height of 
my competitive career, battling an eating disorder and injuries, I never took a day off. And from ages 
seventeen to twenty, I did not set foot on the ice a single time. 

You see, I never wanted to walk away from the sport. I didn’t want to quit. I didn’t choose quitting, 
either. I’d been dealing with health issues on and off since I was twelve, but by the time I was a 
sophomore in high school, they’d become debilitating. I fought through them as long as I could, 
longer than I should have. I exhausted my body at practices and tried to pretend that the pain I 
was feeling afterwards was normal. But I couldn’t push through the chronic fatigue, migraines and 
muscle weakness forever. My poor eating habits, injuries, and the pressure I placed on myself didn’t 
help, either. I started losing my jumps first. During one of my last practices, I couldn’t land a double 
Salchow, a jump I’d landed consistently for a couple of years. I probably attempted close to fifty of 
them that day, but I didn’t land a single one. Crying in the car on the way home from the rink, I made 
up my mind to quit skating then, before I lost the rest of my jumps. And once I had quit, I didn’t want 
to go back. If I couldn’t skate as well as I used to, I didn’t want to do it at all. 

For three years, I erased that part of my story. I hardly even let myself think about skating after 
the day I stopped. I couldn’t think about it; it hurt too much. I would have dreams that I was figure 
skating again, and I always woke up crying. I didn’t watch any competitions on TV, not even during 
the Olympics, and when my friends invited me to go skating for fun, I found an excuse not to go. It 
was easier to pretend that figure skating didn’t exist than to admit that I could no longer be a part of 
it. 

All of that changed when I was a sophomore in college. Bored during winter break, I was cleaning 
out the closet in our spare bedroom when I came across my skating bag. My skates were just as I’d 

Fearless
Kimberly Satterfield
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left them, preserved, resting inside of my purple Nike duffel bag. I hadn’t touched them in over three 
years, but somehow I’d remembered everything about them. I saw the soft white leather, scuffed at 
the toes from jumps that went wrong, and the lacquered wood, eroding slightly at the edges from 
falls. I pulled off the soft protector and ran my finger along the blade. It was dull, definitely needed 
sharpened. It was still shiny, though, and the jagged toe pick caught the light. These skates had been 
worn and loved and sometimes even hated. But they had always been mine. 

The skates weren’t the only thing in the bag. Tights, hard guards, gloves, hip pads, hair nets, and 
bobby pins. All of the things I’d once needed to do this sport--the hip pads to protect me from falls 
while I practiced new jumps, and the bobby pins to make sure that I looked pretty enough in front 
of the judges. Figure skating isn’t just a sport; it’s a routine, a way of life. It consumed me until the 
only thing I cared about was landing the next jump or skating a clean program. Opening that bag and 
holding my skates again brought me right back to the days when figure skating was my entire life. 

It’s actually crazy: all of the paraphernalia that goes along with figure skating. All we really need is 
a pair of skates and some ice, but somehow it becomes less about the sport, and more about how 
we look while doing it. The pressure to be aesthetic can be crippling. We’re out there alone on the 
bright ice, basically wearing a swimsuit, and we have to spin around in the air three times and 
land on a thin blade and make it look easy. If we don’t smile at the judges enough or look pretty 
enough, we get point deductions, even if we execute all of our jumps and spins perfectly. I loved the 
athleticism and strength that the sport required of me, but I always balked at being forced to look 
pretty while I did it. As I’ve gotten older, I’ve realized that many women’s sports are like this--dance, 
gymnastics, cheerleading. While watching men’s sports like football, part of the entertainment of it is 
observing how difficult the sport is, and admiring how hard the athletes are trying. But oftentimes in 
women’s sports, we are scored based on how effortless and pretty we appear while doing ridiculously 
demanding, strenuous activities. This aesthetic pressure warped the passion I had for the athleticism 
of the sport. I look at pictures of myself from that time and cringe at how obviously underweight 
I was, and yet, I remember thinking I needed to lose weight so that my jumps would be higher. I 
remember thinking that if I felt like I was going to pass out after a practice, it was a good thing, 
because it meant I would look better in my competition dress. All of us figure skaters dealt with some 
combination of eating disorders, injuries, and mental health disorders. Our coaches would push us 
past our limits to bring out the best in us, and sometimes they pushed too far. Many girls ended up 
switching to ice dance, or stopped competing altogether, or took a mental health break and never 
came back. The sport wasn’t easy, but it was everything to us.  

Figure skating isn’t always as glamorous as film and TV would lead people to believe. It’s cutthroat. 
It’s all about winning, about being the best. If skaters aren’t on top, they feel like they don’t deserve 
to be on the ice at all. When I skated competitively, I remember fighting through injuries and pain 
because I believed letting my body rest and heal was somehow weak. I sacrificed everything for that 
sport. I was partly homeschooled so that I could spend more time on the ice; I turned down hangouts 
with friends to practice; I spent my off-ice time doing cardio or mapping out choreo for my next 
program. I got into the sport because I thought it was fun, but it quickly consumed me in a way I 
hadn’t expected. The culture of the rink required us to forfeit our lives to the sport. But even with all 
of the pressure and stress, I never would’ve chosen to quit skating if I had been healthy enough to 
continue. I never stopped loving it. I gave it my all for as long as I could, but I had to walk away too 
soon. 
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I appreciate the relationship I have with figure skating now. In the past year, I’ve gotten back on the 
ice a few times. The first time was terrifying; I was convinced that all of my skill would be gone, that 
I would fall flat on my face. But the past year of my life has been dedicated to trying the things that 
scare me, so when my friend Ben suggested that we go ice skating over winter break, I said yes. “I 
probably won’t be good at it anymore, though,” I said, adding the disclaimer because he knew I used 
to compete. 

As soon as I stepped on the ice, though, I realized I hadn’t needed the disclaimer, hadn’t needed to 
worry about forgetting how to skate. All of my fear and anxiety had been groundless. I still knew how 
to skate; I was still good at it. My body automatically knew exactly what to do, and it was like I never 
took any time off. As I heard the familiar crunch of my edges carving their way through the ice and felt 
the cold air whipping across my face, I knew I was home. 

Although I should probably have been playing it safe on my first day back on the ice, I was too excited. 
Pretty soon, after I got bored of skating laps, I was trying jumps and spins. Spinning came back easily, 
except I was super dizzy afterwards. Jumping was a little harder, and I fell on the first one I tried, but 
I soon found my center of gravity. 

Ben was impressed. “You should’ve seen me during my glory days,” I told him. 

As the skate was about to end, I made up my mind that I was going to land an Axel. It’s one and a 
half rotations in the air, with a forward takeoff and a backwards landing. It’s not an easy jump, but 
back in the day, it was my jump. It was the jump I could land without any warm up, the one I’d put in 
combinations to earn more points. 

Although I was a bit nervous to try it, I shouldn’t have been. I landed it on the first try. I laughed with 
pure joy as I landed it. I’d forgotten how amazing it feels to land a clean jump, to fly through the air 
and come down safely, gliding smoothly backwards on the edge of my blade. 
 
Since that first day back, I’ve gone skating several more times. It’s reassuring, knowing that at any 
time, I have the freedom to pick up my skates and head to the rink. I’m proud of myself for having 
the courage to get back on the ice. I’m proud of myself for going to therapy and talking through my 
experiences and knowing that I no longer have to black out this period of my life. Enough time has 
passed now that I can talk and think about figure skating without it hurting. That I can acknowledge 
the pain it brought me without erasing the beauty. I can admire the strength and athleticism I had 
when I skated competitively and still be sad about the pressure I felt to look pretty. There are parts 
of the sport that were ugly, and I still find myself battling the toxic view of food I picked up at the 
rink. Even though I know it was unhealthy, part of me will always want to be as small as I was when I 
skated competitively. But I grew up with this sport, and in so many ways, it shaped who I am today. I 
learned the value of perseverance, how to deal with disappointment, how to take risks. I was forced to 
walk away from it, and then I was given the chance to come back. 

No, figure skating isn’t always glamorous. But sometimes it is. Sometimes I would land that new jump 
or skate a clean program, and then I felt unstoppable. The great--and sometimes difficult--thing about 
figure skating is how independent it is. It could be scary to not have teammates to rely on, but when I 
skated well, all of the glory was mine. I felt freer on the ice than anywhere else. It was exhilarating and 
devastating all at once, and although I will never be as good as I once was, figure skating will always 
be my sport. It will always remind me that I have the capacity to be fearless. 
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When I was a little girl, my grandma would take me out in the backyard to garden with her. We would 
sit with our knees in the dirt and the sun on our backs. She told me the names of every plant and how 
to take care of them. My job was to pull weeds and pick dead flowers out of the garden. This is when I 
learned that a plant will not thrive and bloom if it has dead pieces. With each dead leaf I snipped off, 
my smile grew bigger.  

Out of all the plants my grandmother and I cared for, her peony bushes were my favorite. They sat 
in the back of the yard, secluded from the other flower beds. I was intrigued by the peonies and their 
intricate petals. I would sit in the grass in front of the peonies and watch the ants crawl all over the 
tiny little petals. My grandmother told me that our peonies needed the ants in order to bloom and 
the ants needed the peonies to live. They were dependent on each other. With the sharp grass against 
my legs and the sun shining on the top of my head, I wondered how peonies and ants knew they 
needed one another. I wondered how they communicated. If one day the ants might disappear and the 
peonies could no longer bloom.  

*** 

I do not drink enough water.  

*** 

I am a person who does not value their alone time. I feel happiest when I can share even the most 
simple and quiet moments with my friends or family. There is something comforting about being 
acknowledged by somebody else. About taking up space in somebody else’s life. When I am alone, 
I am the only one who can acknowledge myself. Every thought I would share with another is kept 
locked inside my head.  

*** 

I spent five years of my life in a relationship that started when I was too young to understand how 
to love another. I adopted his personality and hobbies and favorite foods. I listened to the music he 
listened to and dressed in a way he thought would be cool. Every anecdote was about him. Every joke 
I told was borrowed from him. My favorite places to eat are still ones that we went to together. I left 
that relationship and had no idea how to be on my own. I lost myself in him.  

I have since learned the value of making my own jokes, eating in different restaurants, and dressing in 
ways I feel the most confident. And I started with buying platform shoes.  

*** 

Peony
Emma Wardell
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I cannot keep succulents alive. Succulents are deemed the easiest plants to care for because all they 
need is sunlight and water when the soil is completely dry. I over care for my succulents. The lack 
of attention they need only makes me feel like I am neglecting them. Why do they not need my 
constant care, love, and attention? How are they okay with being left alone? Why can I not be more 
like a succulent? Instead, I buy plants that need a more attentive owner. Somebody who will watch 
their new growth every day and sit patiently waiting with a watering can in hand just in case they get 
thirsty. Plants who need care similar to the care I need.  

I am envious of succulents and even more envious of people who can keep them alive. I am infatuated 
with the freedom caring for succulents provides, for both the plant and the owner. Succulents are 
resilient and self-preserving. They retain water in their petals because they are conditioned to expect 
minimal water. They do not expect constant attention and have adapted to survive. They are okay 
on their own. Happier on their own. Happier without being smothered. Some people are succulents. 
I have loved a succulent. A succulent does not understand what it is like to care for temperamental 
plants. Plants who need to be watered often and have the perfect pot and the perfect spot in the 
windowsill in order to bloom and flourish. There is nothing wrong with this. 
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About two years ago, I went on my first real date with a girl.  I do not date.  I despise it.  Maybe 
because it doesn’t come easily to me, maybe because it doesn’t feel safe, but definitely because I’m the 
biggest introvert there is with a ton of anxiety.  Because I knew this girl relatively well, I didn’t feel 
shy around her, which was the basis for why I agreed in the first place.  She essentially ticked all of the 
boxes: funny, sweet, a total geek, and she actually liked me (one of the most important boxes), so we 
went out for coffee.

 We hit it off and it was going wonderfully.  She was radiant, sitting across from me, knees 
drawn to her chest as a breeze cooled my burning cheeks and the iced coffee soothed the butterflies in 
my stomach.  We talked and laughed for hours until it was time to leave.  I had class and I was still a 
goody-two-shoes, so I said my goodbyes.  We didn’t hug, but we locked eyes for what felt like way too 
long, but in reality, it was only a couple of fleeting seconds.  She turned and left to her car, the sunlight 
following her every step.  And as she drove away, all of my hope in the world left with her.  

Whatever that relationship was or could have been, was severed as she shut the door of her Jeep and 
lay bruised in the parking lot, left behind and ultimately forgotten.  That sounds dramatic.  In reality, 
a lack of action on my end was the main cause of the fatality.  But, as painful as that was, and yes 
it was painful, that’s not exactly where this story begins.  After years of being open about who I am 
and how I identify, I realized that a kind of internal hatred kept me from committing, from opening 
up and showing the deepest parts of myself to anyone.  This moment in the parking lot sparked a 
memory that I had suppressed for years and was the spoiled seed that had taken root inside of me, 
forcing this hatred to grow undetected.  

When I was younger, about middle school, a new girl moved into town and was placed into my class.  
Looking back, she reminded me of a cheesy teenage rom com; the misunderstood girl, dressed all in 
black, possessing the sweetest smile and the kindest heart.  Truly a girl of legend.  I, of course, fell 
head over heels for her and desperately wanted to talk to her, simply to have her recognition.  I have 
always been an introvert, always will be, but how I plucked up the courage to sit with her and strike 
up the most embarrassing of nerdy conversations was beyond me.  It didn’t matter though, she talked 
back.  She granted me that reward, that gift, of being noticed.  Being seen.  Something that really 
never happened.  

What I felt for her was pure and innocent, but I didn’t know that it was also wrong.  For where I lived, 
where I went to school, how I was raised, this feeling was the opposite of innocent.  It was disgusting, 
ugly.  I couldn’t understand why, but the thought of being deemed some kind of abomination was so 
much more than I could handle.  It was never something I was told, but it was something I gathered 
like missing pieces of a puzzle that showed exactly what a little girl should be, what she needed to be, 
for acceptance.    

So I forgot about her.  I tossed her into a hole where I sealed away all of the things I was afraid of.  I 
threw this doe eyed angel into a dank pit of every intruding thought that I shoved away, left to fester 

Pretty Girls in coffee shops
Steffi Emeigh
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and rot.  I forever tainted this thing of beauty, changed it into a symbol of shame and doubt.  And 
that symbol, that sign above my head illuminated all of the dark parts of my brain.  It showed me how 
horrible I could be to myself.  The only thing I felt I could understand in this world was myself, but 
in a matter of moments, I became a stranger.  This stranger, someone I didn’t recognize, hated being 
honest.  Felt it impossible.  Something that came so naturally, now foreign and dangerous.  Buried so 
incredibly deep, that it was forgotten.  I destroyed every bit of myself that could have these feelings 
and pretended it never existed.  Until, of course, it grew stronger than the barricades I had built. 

It’s not a surprise that this girl I tried to forget, forgot me in turn.  She stopped talking to me as soon 
as I stopped talking to her and moved away, which was not something I could replicate.  As much as 
I wanted to run away to a place that never knew me, I was stuck in a purgatory of faces that never 
changed and ideals that only worsened.  I never ran the risk of being physically harmed, at least as far 
as I knew, but whatever was mental was almost worse.  

My identity and self worth writhed around in my mind.  Churning, one day clear as the warm summer 
sky and the next, dark and murky, a storm ready to let go its wrath.  Years went by, pretending I was 
more normal than they come, most boring and simple, until I learned more and more about what 
being queer really meant.  The pieces placed themselves together, almost without my knowledge.  
I remembered key moments of my life that provided themselves as evidence; coveting lingerie 
magazines and hiding them under my bed, obsessing over a female fictional character, falling in love 
with that doe eyed angle.  The moment I recalled the very real girl that I left behind out of selfish 
fear, every memory that I had buried, every feeling that I had pushed away, threw open the gates and 
towered over me.  You would think that the moment of realization would be welcomed or at least 
comforting.  In reality, it forced me to accept that I had become that terrible beast that lurked within 
the wicked and the weak.  It also helped me to realize that this original thought was an utter lie, told 
by a society that despised this “beast.”  

I was not in fact wicked or weak in any sense.  I was not disgusting.  I was not ugly.  I was not alone.  
This realization only came about after five years of holding it in, understanding who I am, but not 
really living it.  I’ve been this way my whole entire life.  I’ve been the same person all twenty-two years 
on this earth, simply growing and altering some aspects, but the facts never changed.  I am who I am, 
that’s easy to say, significantly harder to believe, and still harder to share with the world.  

I have pride for who I am now, so much more than I ever have.  I can accept myself for who I am, but I 
still find difficulty in many aspects of my life.  Being honest and authentic is easier as the years go on, 
but vulnerability is an entirely different entity.  Vulnerability is only a few steps from danger.  Danger 
of what I am not entirely sure, but it’s enough of a threat to keep me away in every interval.  The place 
where I recognize this vulnerability is on the dating scene, hence the reason why the pretty girl who 
took me on an adorable coffee date terrified me.  The part of my brain that screamed danger pulled 
me back into the cave inhabited only by me and my relentless thoughts. 

Why do I do this to myself?  Why do I deny myself connection simply because it requires 
transparency?  Surely something like transparency shouldn’t be this difficult if I pour my heart and 
my fears and my doubts on paper for strangers to consume.  So why do I find one side of my brain 
laughing at me for speaking truthfully?  Laughing at me for thinking that I have traumas, that I have 
damage, and maybe some issues that arise for no other reason than happenstance?  As if I’m taking 
these things for granted, making excuses, discrediting other people who really suffer.  The other side 
of me recognizes my experiences.  My pain, my damage.  That side respects it and believes me.  It 
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validates everything I’ve been through, everything I feel.  But that toxic, malevolent side continues to 
kick me when I’m down.  When I’m up, when I’m ready to fight, when I’m all alone and bruised.  Most 
of the time I kick back, but anytime someone gets too close, someone I would never want to hurt, all of 
that doubt is redirected onto my bruised being.  

Maybe this is why I hate dating.  Not because people are terrifying and vulnerability is dangerous.  
Not because I’m an odd person, hard to understand, hard to love.  Not because I’d rather be alone.  
But because I don’t believe I deserve anything more than loneliness.  This sounds so incredibly 
depressing and I swear I’m working on it everyday, but the peculiar fact of the situation is that 
distance from vulnerable connection almost feels safe.  

I’ve been alone, isolated from any relationships, for what feels like centuries, but I realize it is only a 
few years.  With the reflection that has come from this time I have come to realize that being proud of 
who you are is not the same as loving yourself or forgiving yourself for the way you react to trauma.  I 
want, so badly, to fall in love with the perfect person who is understanding and sees through me better 
than I ever could.  I can feel how unrealistic this idea is.  Fantasy seems so real in your head until it 
comes into being and lays like heavy weights on your shoulders.  I have a lot of baggage.  A metaphor 
that is overused, but constantly sounds accurate.  These bags weigh me down, sometimes in ways that 
are hard to imagine.  And I still, with all of this, want love so badly, but I can understand that some 
things come before pretty girls at coffee shops who drive jeeps into the sun set.            
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I miss you more than mountains miss
The moon that lets the eglantine mist.

Adore you more than orchids do
The dawn and days that summer blew

My love for you is level with
The thousand years of love in myth.

While words have nothing equal to you,
I’ll try my words, and make them true.

“-”
Daniel Keener
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i feel god’s warmth when i wear my 100% cotton sweater i got from goodwill on my 18th birthday
and when i get to a point in my life where i am stable enough, i will donate it once again

so that hopefully some other person who has to deal with the loss of a close friend
can be reminded of the beauty in the simple things, rather than the loss that can take up so much of 

our time.

but then maybe it’ll be picked up by someone putting together a costume for a party with someone 
special to them

they will experience a warmth that comes from the love they are feeling in that moment
but also from the love that is imbued into an object that becomes very dear to a person in need

and that night they will remember to tell those close to them that they love them, and hope to see 
them very soon.

the next time this sweater is worn, i hope it gives the person wearing it the same sort of comfort it 
gave me, though hopefully, the context isn’t the same

and they will get to feel an embrace that reminds them why they are here.

there is a chance that this sweater will never be worn again
it may forever hang on the clothes rack, being glanced over because it is no longer in fashion

thinking this makes me sad, but i’m sure that the next person who needs it will find it.

my fashion advice is to wear what you like, i hope that is enough.

my failed attempt at fashion 
advice
Whitney Burton
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If you ever think you read a lot, talk to an English major. It’s essentially our whole job to read and 
analyze the world through what we read. After four years of college and 21 years of my own reading 
(give or take a year), I can confidently say I’ve read more books than some people will in their lifetime. 
Reading has always been my favorite pastime, whether it was sinking into a fold-out chair at my 
sister’s softball tournaments or stretched out in a lounge chair with the sun warming my face, there’s 
always a book in my hand. I’m the type of person that loves to keep track of records, and one record I 
keep up with diligently is how many books I’ve read. I use the Goodreads app to update every time I 
read a new book, and it helped me discover books I read as a child that I had loved but had forgotten 
about. Drumroll please, my current count is 243 books. That list begins with the first book I ever 
wrote down that I finished on my own, The Cat in the Hat. It’s exciting to see this number grow and to 
know I have many more years of reading behind me, but even more to go. 

During the summer of 2020, I was cooped up in my home like the rest of us. I had the unique 
situation of being a little more stuck in place after recovering from surgery. Even though the world 
was in chaos, my guilt crept through as I was excited to just stay at home and read all day. I began 
with John Green’s Turtles All the Way Down. I had been an avid John Green fan in high school, and 
I thought his latest release would reawake my excitement. I’ll start off by saying Turtles All the Way 
Down just was not it for me. I was expecting with Green’s slight pause in publishing that this newer 
book would cater towards his earlier teenage fans who were now into their college years. But it was 
pretty much just a typical John Green, awkward teenage romance story. Not to say there’s anything 
wrong with that, I just realized that material didn’t interest me anymore. I find that into my early 
adult years, I hardly read romance or YA novels anymore. At one point in my reading career, I read 
every single Nicholas Sparks novel I could get my hands on. Now? I haven’t touched a Sparks novel in 
probably 5 years or more. I’m drawn to more mysterious and complicated stories than when I was a 
teen; I’m always looking for the next novel that will leave me speechless. 

Next up I read The Handmaid’s Tale by Margaret Atwood. This was a novel I believed I should 
have read by this point in my life. I think I have strange guilt associated with not reading enough 
classics. As an English major, I’ve always felt like I needed to read every classic novel mentioned by a 
professor. The over-achieving student in me thinks I can only be good enough if I read the successful 
novels that have come before me and shaped my education. While I did enjoy reading Atwood’s 
dystopian novel, for the most part, I didn’t necessarily feel ecstatic about it or in love. Maybe it had to 
do with when I was reading it and it felt like our country was already in shambles. I started to notice 
my dissatisfaction with my choices of reading. Nothing was standing out to me as my next favorite, or 
even that memorable. I was starting to panic, was I losing my love of reading? 

After The Handmaid’s Tale, I read Suzanne Collins’ sequel to The Hunger Games trilogy, A Ballad 
of Songbirds and Snakes. I had been a die-hard Hunger Games fan in middle school and into high 
school. When Collins announced her addition of the sequel, I waited in earnest anticipation for my 
copy to arrive. It conveniently arrived at my front door right after I finished Atwood’s’ novel, so I dove 
in. I was ready to be immersed in the world of the Games, rebellion, and action. I found myself sorely 

Back to basics
Kaitlyn Bader
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disappointed, again. 517 pages were dedicated to the character of President Snow as a teen, someone I 
didn’t believe deserved the sequel or page length. 

I began to feel stuck. I had just read three books in a row, two of which I disliked and one that didn’t 
spark anything for me. I found myself staring at the books on my shelf, wondering if I would like 
anything I chose next. I took a break from reading for about a week. I binge-watched some Netflix 
shows and re-watched the entire Pirates of the Caribbean series with my sister. After missing sitting 
out in the sun and reading all day, I decided to go back to the bookshelf. I saw the hardback version 
of the first Harry Potter series, The Sorcerer’s Stone. I had never read a single Harry Potter book 
or even seen the movies. My sister had bought me this copy a few years ago, I’m sure knowing more 
about me and my interests than I do, but I just never got to reading it. Yes, I had been criticized by 
book lovers for years about this. I knew millions of people around the world adored this series, so I 
gave it a shot.

I instantly felt sucked into the lighthearted humor, sweet friendships, and magical happenings. 
Rowling’s first book is a little over 300 pages, but it reads fast. The plot, conflict, and friendships 
are so simple, yet so unique. I found myself actually laughing out loud during certain chapters and 
smiling at the endings of others. I couldn’t remember the last time a book manifested as physical joy 
for me. After finishing the first book, I couldn’t order the second soon enough. I vividly remember 
reading the last few chapters of book two, The Chamber of Secrets, and little tears of joy were welling 
in my eyes.

After finishing the second book, I flew through the rest of the series. I read about a book a week, give 
or take a few weeks with some of the books being 800 pages or more. I ended up finishing the entire 
series in a couple of months – over 4,000 pages of reading. I was mesmerized by the storyline and 
plot, the characters, and my attachments to them. After finishing the series, I had that empty feeling 
similar to when your favorite show of 10 years ends. Rowling’s series follows Harry and his friends 
from age 11 to age 17. As the books we released, Harry and his friends along with Rowling’s readers 
were growing up. This was the first series I was able to feel the characters growing and maturing 
while they faced darker conflicts. Finishing the series made me feel like I had been with them the 
entire time, and I felt lost when it was all over.  I also found myself wondering, what drew me to these 
books? Why did I become so entranced by them? I realized it’s because it was the first set of books I 
had read in a while that I truly enjoyed and made me experience a wide variety of emotions. 

My enjoyment of Harry Potter had me thinking, shouldn’t this be what reading always is? I couldn’t 
believe that I couldn’t remember the last book or series that brought me that much happiness. As an 
English major, sometimes we’re always reading the next deep, dark, and depressing novel, or maybe 
it’s a memoir about forms of trauma. It can feel heavy at times. Timing also played a huge factor in 
my love for this new series. During the middle of a global pandemic, I was also dealing with my own 
bodily recovery. After 4 months of being shut inside, why the hell shouldn’t I be reading things I like? 
Why are we doing anything we dislike or doesn’t bring us joy? I believe we create roles for ourselves 
to fit into to feel productive, worthful, or accomplished. I read every single book ever given, gifted, 
or bought for me because I feel like I have to, that if I don’t, I’m letting someone down. In my daily 
life, I also have a problem saying no to people. I don’t stand up for myself. I take on that extra project 
at work and I pick up those extra hours because I want to feel like I’m helping, and therefore worth 
something. If I don’t do at least one productive thing each day, I feel worthless. But quarantine and 
recovery and Harry Potter together made me question all of it. There is no reason we should be 
choosing to do jobs/activities/events/projects/hobbies that don’t bring us joy. I know it’s cliché, but 
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our lives are seriously too short to be weighing ourselves down which such things. Reading this series 
also occurred during a time close to college ending. As scary as that may be, it’s also helping me keep 
that energy of always striving to do whatever makes me happy in the next steps of my life. I’m glad 
that it was Harry Potter that opened my eyes and made me feel hopeful for my future. 
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I will not be silent 
Nina Patel
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Her skin was made of honey glass. Like a honeydew donut glaze hardened over time, but oh so 
smooth. I spend my afternoon hours beneath a cloudy sun craving the feel of my tongue running 
down her glass skin like water from her shoulders. I find myself salivating to the thought of my eyes 
scanning the surface of all she is. Her skin feels like ice; my tongue quivers from its bittersweetness. 
I buzz around her like a worker bee, taking in all the delicious pollen to keep me satisfied. Like the 
bright textures of buttercream icing, I fear sugar rush will take over all I am and I will forget to savor 
every last bite. She looks like warm afternoon tea and I long to find the warmth deep within her soul 
under layers and layers and layers of her icy exterior. I strive to separate her being, removing her 
honey glaze layers from the oozing liquid center. My teeth ache as I long to sink them into the comb 
so that I may taste the delicacy that is her body. I long to place myself between her, within her, and 
surrounding her, until I know all there is to know of beekeeping.  

… 

Blasphemy. I can hear the buzzing tones of speakers just inches away from my body. I can hear the 
voices of the choir praising the name of their savior. When offered the communion wine, I take a 
sip from the holy bottle. In my mouth, it brews into a sinner’s beverage. It tumbles down my throat, 
chasing the body of Christ. Pieces of Jesus’ body catch on my uvula. His arms and legs and holy hands 
grasping onto what they may on the interior of my mouth. If I cough, I will fear their stares. They will 
mutter under their breaths about how not even I who needs him most can bear to allow the power of 
Christ to become rooted in my gut. They will pray for me for weeks, gawking in their prayer circles 
and justifying their ungodly chatter as the deep love of Christ within their souls. I quiver as I swallow 
him whole.  

... 

My throat closes as my hands tremble from my sugar rush. I feel as if I can separate the honeycomb 
from my body as if it were a trench coat sitting upon my shoulders. Crumbling and mushy. It is 
incomprehensible that the matter that builds up my body from the earth’s core falls apart in my 
trembling hands. It was always bound to fall apart. What is this to say of how I long for the body to 
transform? To harden so that I may never open the core and expose its mushy insides once more? 
I long for a body that can lie against hers without our sticky exteriors clinging. I long to roam the 
streets with our hands laced together without fear of who may be watching. I long for a body in which 
our bodies can coincide in this world. What am I if not a body in which I find identity?  

... 

Identity. It is here in which I long for you. My hands waving as the train cars lined in rumbling rows 
speed away. For her to leave is for me to be left without her. My father says I ought to keep my tears 
for her wedding, as it is only a month away. She will look beautiful in her silk dress. She will smile as I 
have always imagined in my mind, with her hair flowing down her honey shoulders like a waterfall. It 

Honey Girls
Alexis Sheets
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is here I will keep my tears, in this moment as she rides away to meet her husband. Her mother likes 
him. He will care for her until her dying days with his working businessman money. He will expect 
her to have him supper ready as he comes home and to bear his children and to fuck her rather than 
to make love to her. I will save my tears for the day her father gives her away to a man she will have to 
learn to love. A man she will learn to love in the ways that we already love each other. Only then will I 
cry as I know that I have run my tongue down her honey glass skin for the last time.  
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I always see more motorcycles on the highway on Sundays  
than on any other day of the week.  
One rides along beside me as I make my way up  
a stretch of highway marked by potholes and endless corn fields,  
contemplating what the yellow line down the middle of the road reminds me of,  
and debating whether or not my interest in reading highway signs 
comes from an early love of reading 
or childhood trauma manifested into a green metal memorial.
We dance along the highway, switching lanes,  
moving ahead, falling behind,  
twisting like a single strand of DNA  
along a vein that stretches  
halfway up the state of Ohio.  
I watch the wind race over his tattoos,  
inviting them to come play,  
to rough and tumble through the air,  
nudging cars off their tracks and  
tickling the scattered trees along the road,  
but his tattoos stay firmly rooted in their places. 
Growing up in The Church meant fighting off 
boredom like it was the boogeyman, 
graduating from coloring pages to  
a rather snide stream of consciousness  
sometime around middle school. 
When I see a series of signs 
comparing the American soldier to Jesus Christ:
One died
For your sins
The other died
For your freedom,
I think long and hard about which is which 
until I see the man on the motorcycle return 
to my rearview mirror and I slow down 
so I can see if any of his tattoos are patriotic, 
and when all I see is ink smeared across  
wide tanned arms made of steel wool and leather, 
I decide that he probably would have been a member 
of the Freedom in the Wind Church, 
which used to occupy the little blue building  
between a run-down neighborhood and 
the only auto shop my dad would ever go to.  

of gods and motorcycles
Kelsey Brown
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I looked up their beliefs one time, after feeling 
a particularly driven (but not uncommon) urge  
to pack up my things  
and use my graduation money to buy a bike, 
and upon finding out that they were a Baptist Church, 
I decided that I would make up my own beliefs for them. 
After twenty minutes of tapping my brain with a pencil 
and theorizing on the existence of God, 
I decided that I would much rather  
worship the yellow line on the road, 
that which separates forces propelling  
against each other at frankly illegal speeds. 
I had never been that interested  
in the Alpha and Omega of it all, 
but I could get behind a sermon 
discussing the rules that define our journeys, 
and what really keeps me separated  
from the biker driving along next to me.
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How silly of us to believe
the stars to be conspiring
within their constellations, speculating
our misfortunes and arranging them into
magnificent shapes, as well.

There is no light in a black hole,
only inescapable gravity
when a star large enough
collapses inward:

What is left after the supernova
except less than nothing?

Maybe it’s humiliating
to watch ourselves stargaze
and assign petty meaning
to the heavens, craning our necks and
begging God to reveal “His” plan
while we piece our cosmic clues
together from the knotted grass.

They must think me an amateur
to trap delicate memories
in my black tar to keep them from rotting, preserving
them in vacuum-sealed jars
of sunset swings and the same sneakers on
diner booths every weekend.

Once the dust settles, there is only
absolutely nothing and maybe
that goes, too.

the stars don’t care and
neither should we 
Marlie Griffith 
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A god
Asheligh Miller

I am a quiet statue, I sit at the table listening to them talk, I eat my dinner and bite my tongue. Words 
are not welcomed here. If I speak, I am insulted, if I speak, I am speaking out of turn, I am meant 
to sit and nod agreeably. If a joke arises and my mother and I laugh at his expense, his anger is the 
loudest in the room. If he speaks and a joke arises from his own breath at my mother or my expense, 
we are meant to laugh, we are meant to enjoy the jab, to find him as hilarious as a god. 

“It was just a joke.”

The ego is suffocating. I am tired of walking on eggshells, keeping my voice quiet in a house I have 
lived in all my life. He is a god, he cannot be viewed as evil, he must always be perfect, his way is the 
correct way, his way is the only way, no one is allowed to contradict a god.

 “Why don’t you do it that way?” 

My joy is sucked from the room. My smiling face frozen now that his words have pierced my heart. I 
choose not to respond; I choose not to get my head bitten off by the god. A god cannot be wrong, a god 
can not share the space, a god cannot see his family happy, when all that matters is his happiness.

“Why are you wearing so much makeup?”

A god claims he cannot be wrong. His words do not make sense, they are jumbled and inaccurate. 
My Mother and I share a look, but the words do not surface, we cannot claim the god is wrong or the 
smiting and insults begin. 

“No, honey. We’ve talked about this.”

I can sit in silence for centuries and find peace. The only noise is white and calming. The god walks in 
and the silence stops. It is a constant monologue of his day, of his perfect day, the day that no others 
were in. While he was away, my mother and I enjoyed the silence, the silence being the only thing 
getting us through our lives. He asks us questions, only to pretend he cares, many times the words are 
snatched from our mouths, unheard.

“I just had the worst day of my life.” The god says as the eldest sits on the couch bleeding after 
surgery, tears in her eyes.

I dream of the day when I can scream, and he hears me. I want the scream to bust his eardrums open. 
I want his hearing to be snatched away by my scream so that all remains is a lifeless soul, if he cannot 
hear himself, we do not have to hear him.

“Why are you talking so loud? The neighbors may hear you.”
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I dream of the day when I laugh in his face. When the god’s smile turns into a frown and he realizes 
he has no power over me. His voice suffocates the world, booming louder than any other, he has to be 
heard, his voice is the only thing that matters in a world where he is larger than any other.

“Your mom should’ve had dinner on the table. I did work all day.”

The god claims he wants equality for all, he claims he has the same views as me. I see that this is 
untrue. He wishes for me to be quiet, not outspoken, always dressed nicely, make him dinner, my 
mother and I are his servants. The god must be waited on hand and foot. 

“Oh. You made dinner. Well, I don’t really want that.”

The god claims he does not have favorites. He claims that the eldest child does not hold his heart 
around her grip. What I see is the eldest dipping her hands in the fountain of wealth, receiving any 
money she desires. The youngest must work for it, I must gain my rights, the eldest receives them by 
smiling, the youngest loses them by speaking.

“You attack me every time I open my mouth.”

The god thinks any words I speak are an attack on him. The god believes my words are only made to 
hurt him. What he doesn’t know is that this is me silenced. I dream of the day where he hears every 
word I think of him, the day he realizes he has not even been wounded, the day he lies in the pool of 
his own words thrown back him, the day he is forced into silence by my words. I dream of the day 
when he sees all the pain, he has caused me.

“Your singing sounded like you were in pain.”
“You have a pimple on your face, you should pop that.”
“Your body is perfect, if you gained weight you would no longer be beautiful.”
“Just-just stop talking.”
“You missed a spot.”
“You need to wash it like this.”
“You’re doing it wrong.”
“I don’t want to hear it!”
“Don’t dress that way.” 
“I just like fighting with you.”
“Annoying you is my favorite hobby.”

A god must be given all he desires, but the people who serve him, receive nothing but pain. The pain 
can no longer be tolerated. The pain is what I will use to stop the god from winning. 
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Beyond the Sea 
Steffi Emeigh 
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it smells like rain
and for a moment
I join the drops
as they descend from
god and onto the 
dull grass outside 
of this greasy restaurant.

I smile, and with a
graceful    

splash,
fall.

Rained in
Lucy Clark 
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There’s a stain on the highway wall 
that I pass every morning on my 
way to work. 
I see him in the rain, 
on the brighter days, a 
shadow marking the 
height of a man and 
wide  
all 
the way 
down, 
where the paint spills onto that 
little strip of asphalt reserved only 
for emergencies, 
the shoulder, yes, 
I think of his shoulder, 
I wonder how broadly it shattered when 
the weight of that stain smacked itself 
against the concrete, 
blackening an expanse just 
big enough to distract me. 
I ask him every morning 
how he’s doing,  
what he’s guarding, 
if I’ll ever get to see what lives 
inside a highway wall that eats up 
all the sound off the roads, 
do they get hungry when no one 
is travelling? 
are they filled to bursting during 
rush hour? Is that where the 
song goes when I can’t remember 
what music I had been listening to? 
can you hear me?

Shadow along the highway wall
Kelsey Brown 
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Rules for when you dump him
Katie Warner 

1.   When you see the pictures of him with her light up on the screen of your phone, do not let your 
heart sink into your stomach.

2.   Take three deep breaths and do not feel surprised at the possibility of betrayal. Remember you 
have been here before. Remember you are stronger now than you were then. Remember that you 
didn’t let him into your life because you needed him, but because you decided to let him exist there 
beside you. You were everything with him because you were everything without him first.

3.   Do not call him right away. Let it simmer. Let your mind process and analyze. Call him when you 
think you feel levelheaded. You will not feel levelheaded after you press dial.

4.   When you call him, several hours later, to confront him about the photos, do not sit in the lifeless 
shell of your recently dead car. Do not clean out its carcass beforehand as a distraction; do not listen 
to “Goodbye Yellow Brick Road” while you do this. Do not sit in the driver’s seat with the car engine 
turned off and listen to him spin you lies. Do not try to be poetic.

5.   When you speak, do not pause. Do not let your voice shake.

6.   When you hear him hesitate, run. When you hear the guilt, the doubt creep in his voice, get 
out. Leave him in the dusty ashes of all the things he has burned by existing. Do not let yourself be 
convinced of his honesty.

7.   Do not tell him you are fine when he asks if you’re okay. Do not let him talk to you about random 
nothings for the next two hours. 

8.   When you finally hang up, do not berate yourself for failing to follow rules 4 through 7.

9.   As you lay in bed that night, stare at the ceiling and ponder the timeline. Think far too long about 
the fact that there is far too much evidence stacked against the frail words he whispered into your ear 
earlier that afternoon. Your heart will tell you to ignore the rising doubt in your chest. Do not listen. 

10.   By the time you are back in bed one full day later, begin writing. Begin writing down all of the 
things you meant to say to him on the phone but couldn’t coax out of your mouth the moment the 
sound of his voice touched your ears.

11.   When you call him again, sit on the floor of the closet in the farthest corner of the house you can 
find. Bring your writing with you. Thoughts bound in ink will not dissipate like the thoughts in your 
head, will not melt away like snow when the rain comes.

12.   When he tries to lie to you again, be ruthless. Be unforgiving. Be surprised and confounded by the 
lethal calm in your own voice. Do not let it stagger.
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13.   When you break him, the truth will pour out of his mouth in a flood of apologies. When he says 
“I’m sorry,” remember the weight of words and action. Tell him “Thank you,” and mean You should 
be. Do not let the words “It’s okay” fall from your tongue and drip from between your teeth. We do not 
dismiss apologies anymore. 

14.   If he begs for your forgiveness, give it to him for your own sanity, but give him nothing more. 
When he pleads for your friendship, tell him he burned it. Tell him to warm his hands in the ashes if 
he gets cold. 

15.   Allow yourself a self-satisfied smile when you hang up the phone. Congratulate yourself as you 
delete his number from your phone, as you block him on your social media, as you erase any trace 
of him from your photos. Take yourself out for lunch. Reward yourself for choosing yourself first, 
always. Celebrate the fact that you’re learning fierce princesses make the best queens. In this story, 
the princess saves herself and rules her kingdom with poise and unyielding strength.

16.   There will be nights when you hate him for tainting you. There will be moments when you hate 
that your memories and thoughts are covered in coffee stains that linger like a film over your vision, 
a filter that blots out the goodness of all the places that you had the misfortune of sharing with him. 
He has stolen those from you just like he stole your mouth and every other place you never stopped 
him from touching. Even now, when you stand in a place he has never known, sometimes you will not 
know what to do with your hands. Even here, his ink-stained fingers smear across your waist, like a 
phantom limb you wish you could stop feeling the weight of.

17.   When those times come—and they will come—remind yourself that every new thing that happens 
to you makes you someone he has never met. Be grateful for that gift.
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It’s like the wind that follows you 
gentle, breathing on my neck 
The moments that I spend with you 
lying listless, standing silent 
when I see your face and the crinkle of your smile 
as it splays across your hidden lips 
I can barely hold back my own as I reach 
for your cheek 
my sweet 
who breathes as I breathe 
The moments of electric speech, invigorated 
by the ways in which we think alike 
You make the days much brighter, and you ignite 
my every night 
The whispers as I wake caress me as I close my eyes 
breeze past me, by you, through us 
And bring us closer when we are apart  

Socially kismet
Madeleine Norton
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Connection 
Cheryl Roller 
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Crawling against the floor,
flying in the sky.
Meant to be free.

Freedom stolen
Eyes leaking rivers, soaking towels

nose running with a doubt
when such has more freedom than me.

Loads and loads of being alone,
building, climbing with stress.
Little girls living a nightmare;

fear exciting everywhere.

Sorrowful brought together
suffering spreading,

thoughts being rejected.
Creepy crawlers leaving

body bags full.

No more shared lives.
Trying to still shine,
lives being stopped.

Losing air:
sunk with love

everything stolen.

Crawling against the floor
flying in the sky.

Worry-free is how I wish to be.

Locked asylum
is no dream of mine.

Stolen things
Genevieve Eversole
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I’m filling voids in my spine by dropping dimes into wishing wells and praying that 
maybe the splash of water in the darkness will convince my ears that the well is full

However, if the well was full, the water would sound different. 
The subtle plunck as the dime hits the stagnant water and not the spinning caused by 

the dime hitting the brick depths.
Somehow, the idea that water lies in the darkness feels warmer and more secure, like 

the height from which it is dropped means it will not capsize like a ship reached by the 
riptides. 

For riptides hide underneath the current. 
They sweep you under by clasping their fingers around your ankles and pulling you 

down in the depths of the cavern. 
When your head hits the water, the well is full, but it doesn’t change the fact that you’re 

drowning. 
Filling voids with empty water doesn’t mean you won’t drown, only that you drown 

feeling alone and convinced you’re full of life when in reality, you’re only full of empty 
water. 

voids
Alexis Sheets
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(Lights up center stage, revealing a bare metal table with 
metal foldout chairs on either side. JOHN sits at the table, 
crouched and head held between his hands as he mutters 
to himself. There is dried blood on his hands and arms. An 
untouched cup of coffee rests next to him.)

JOHN
Oh shit. Oh god, they’re gone…

(The SHERIFF enters on stage, holding a pad and pen. He 
sits down across from JOHN.)

SHERIFF
You need to calm down, son. You’re safe here. 

JOHN
I know, I know. I’m good.

SHERIFF
Are you sure?

JOHN
Sorry. Tonight’s just been… a lot to process.

SHERIFF
I’m sure. Do you need anything to eat? Some water?

JOHN
No. No, thanks. The coffee’s fine. I just want to get this over with.

(The SHERIFF flips the pad open to a blank page and gives 
JOHN his full attention.)

SHERIFF
Now, I need you to tell me what happened.

JOHN
I-I don’t know if I can tell you anything useful. I barely saw anything. It was dark, and all I could do 
was run.

SHERIFF

Sweet talker
Mary Jackson
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Let’s just start from the beginning. What were you doing out in Sherron Woods? Campsites aren’t 
open for the season yet.

JOHN
I didn’t know that… Nate was the one who planned the trip. Said we deserved a break from school and 
wanted to “reconnect with nature” or some shit.

SHERIFF
Nate was the name of one of the victims?

JOHN
Yeah. Nate and Layla. They were dating. They’re… they’re the bodies you guys recovered, the ones 
from the trail…

SHERIFF
My condolences. 

JOHN
Thanks. Anyway… yeah, it was just supposed to be a quick overnight with some hiking. We snuck 
away from our families for a bit—

SHERIFF
You never told anyone you went out?

JOHN
No. Everyone else was busy. Like I said, we wanted to get away for a couple days.

SHERIFF
That’s not a very smart thing to do, all things considered.

JOHN
Yeah, I know that now. But everything was going great. Sunset was when things went to shit…

(A spotlight illuminates stage left. NATE, PAST JOHN, and 
LAYLA walk onstage, wearing hiking attire with large back-
packs and camping gear.)

JOHN
We found a nice little clearing and decided to set up for the night. I volunteered to gather firewood.

NATE
This looks like a good enough place to set up camp. I’m starting to get hungry.

LAYLA
Yeah, that trail mix didn’t really tide me over much.

PAST JOHN
I can go gather the kindling while you guys set up. Just make sure the fire pit’s secure.
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NATE
Yeah, yeah. It’s still the wet season, I doubt we’ll start a forest fire in this little clearing.

PAST JOHN
Just dig the pit, dude. I can find some rocks on my way back to line it.

LAYLA
Don’t worry, I’ll make sure he does it right. Just makes sure you gather enough dry wood to keep the 
fire going, it’s probably going to be a bit chilly tonight.

NATE
We can even roast some marshmallows, it’s been forever since I’ve had a s’more.

PAST JOHN
Oh man, that sounds so good.

(They take off their backpacks and unpack.)

LAYLA
Please tell me you brought some actual food?

NATE
Of course! Who do you take me for? Only the finest of hotdogs for my girlfriend. Although I can’t 
promise that the buns went through the walk unscathed.

LAYLA
So that’s what you have in your little cooler.

PAST JOHN
I’ll be sure to find some good cooking sticks while I’m at it.

LAYLA
Did we not bring those fancy extendo-sticks that campers always use?

NATE
Nah. You get the authentic experience here, dirt and all.

LAYLA
Really—

JOHN
Then there was a noise.

(There is a rustling sound, and everyone in the group freez-
es.)

LAYLA
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What was that?

(They stand still for a moment longer.)

NATE
Probably just a deer passing through. It’s late enough in the day where they’ll be walking around.

PAST JOHN
Probably. I’ll have to be careful not to spook one if I find it.

LAYLA
Yeah… just be careful.

PAST JOHN
I will. I’ll make this quick, I saw some good log further back. And that pit better be ready when I get 
back.

NATE
Yeah, yeah. I’m on it.

(PAST JOHN leaves the stage. The spotlight goes off.)

JOHN
I left them there. That was the last time I saw them alive. 

SHERIFF
Were they dead when you returned?

JOHN
No. That’s the thing, I didn’t find anything. No blood, so signs of a struggle. They were just gone. At 
first I thought they just snuck away for a quick one against a tree while I was far enough away that I 
wouldn’t hear it. The fire pit was only half dug, the trowel was just lying in the center, so I finished 
setting up and got the fire going. 

(JOHN pauses and slowly reaches out to grab the coffee. He 
takes a small sip and continues.)

JOHN
It was only after a while that I started to worry. The sun was starting to set, only about an hour of light 
left. I called out a bit, just in case they were on their way back, but I didn’t get a reply. So I started to 
look around, you know, to try and figure out if I could see which way they went. The ground was soft 
enough to leave footprints, two pairs, and I followed them further into the woods. 

SHERIFF
And did you find them?

JOHN
…One. I found one.
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(Spotlight comes on stage right. PAST JOHN walks on stage.)

JOHN
I ran into Nate. He was all kinds of messed up.

PAST JOHN
Nate! Layla! Where are you?

(He walks forward a bit and freezes when NATE screams off 
stage.)

NATE
John! Run!

(NATE runs on stage, with clothes torn and bleeding in plac-
es. He runs into PAST JOHN.)

PAST JOHN
Nate! What happened to you man, where’s Layla?

NATE
I don’t know. I don’t fucking know, I think that, that thing got her, but we have to run. Now.

PAST JOHN
What thing? Nate, what happened?

JOHN
Its fear looked so real.

SHERIFF
Its?

NATE
I don’t know man. I left to take a piss while Layla was setting up the tents, and when I came back she 
was gone.

(He crouches over a bit, holding an arm over his stomach.)

NATE
I went looking for her when these noises started happening. Like growls and twigs snapping. And then 
this thing jumps out at me and starts tearing into me. I got a lucky shot in and barely escaped, but 
whatever it is, it’s nasty. Claws and fangs and shit. 

JOHN
Wha—

(The sound of leaves rustling can be heard and NATE visibly 
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begins to panic.)

NATE
Oh shit, it’s coming. Run!

(NATE runs off stage.)

PAST JOHN
Wait!

(PAST JOHN moves to follow. The spotlight goes out.)

JOHN
I lost it after that. And it was so damn close to being a perfect copy… 

SHERIFF
What? Why would you think that?

JOHN
Because it got something wrong. Nate had a tattoo on his arm, a little military patch with his dad’s 
name underneath. 

(JOHN gestures to his own arm.)
I was with him when he got it, right after he got the news of his dad’s death. The Nate that I ran into 
had his sleeves up, and there wasn’t a tattoo. 

SHERIFF
Maybe you just didn’t see right? You said it yourself, it was dark out and you guys were panicking. The 
mind can play tricks in situations like that, it’s why people in shock sometimes give conflicting state-
ments.

JOHN
I know it sounds crazy, but I’m absolutely sure.

(The SHERIFF gives JOHN a dubious look, but dutifully jots 
down a note.)

SHERIFF
So let me get this straight. You think whatever attacked you and your friends is some sort of, I dunno, 
mimic creature who steals the forms of its victims? A face-stealing boogie man?

JOHN
I don’t know what it is. All I know is that that wasn’t my friend. And that’s not all.

SHERIFF
What?

JOHN
It used their voices, too.
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(Spotlight comes on stage left.)

PAST JOHN
Nate! We need to stick together, where did you go?

(PAST JOHN runs into the spotlight, panting and out of 
breath.)

Dammit, he was always faster than me.

LAYLA
(From off-stage.)

John? Is that you?

PAST JOHN
Layla! Where are you, it’s not safe out here.

LAYLA
I don’t know! Nate and I, we got separated. And I can’t see anything, I dropped my flashlight.

JOHN
The sick fuck was toying with me.

PAST JOHN
Just stay where you are, I’ll come to you.

LAYLA
(Voice coming from a different location.)

I can’t. We have to keep moving. That thing is out here.

PAST JOHN
We have a better chance if we stay together. I’ll protect you.

LAYLA
You promise?

PAST JOHN
Yeah.

LAYLA
(Voice warping deeper.)

Do you really promise?

PAST JOHN
What the—

MONSTER
Oh John, I’m flattered.
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PAST JOHN
What the fuck!

(The MONSTER laughs.)

MONSTER
Such a brave hero, vowing to protect the princess. 

PAST JOHN
What are you! What did you do to Layla!

MONSTER
(Voice closer than before.)

I guess you’ll just have to find out, huh John?

 PAST JOHN
Fuck you!

MONSTER
(Mimicking Layla’s voice again.)

Run, John! Before it catches you!

(PAST JOHN screams and runs off stage. The MONSTER 
laughs and the spotlight goes out.)

JOHN
I don’t know why it was doing all that to me. Maybe the thing likes when its food is scared out of its 
mind. But it just kept chasing me blindly around the woods.

SHERIFF
It’s a good thing I found you when I did, then.

JOHN
Yeah…

(There is a pause. JOHN takes another sip of his coffee.)

JOHN
Hey sheriff? How were you able to find me? I thought you said the rest of the park was closed?

SHERIFF
There was another campsite not too far from yours, also trespassing. They heard the screams and 
called it in.

JOHN
Oh. Well thank god for that. I wouldn’t have been able to. The signal was spotty out there.

SHERIFF
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Huh. Lucky you. And what happened next?

JOHN
Well… I kept running and the thing, it just kept chasing me. Taunting me. It didn’t seem to actually 
try and kill me. I felt like a mouse being chased by a cat playing with its food.

(Spotlight turns on stage right. PAST JOHN runs onto the 
stage with a large branch in hand. He stops and crouches, 
poised to strike.)

PAST JOHN
If you’re gonna do something, just do it! Stop with the games!

NATE
(From behind.)

But I’m having so much fun, John.

(PAST JOHN reels around to try and find the MONSTER.)

PAST JOHN
Well I’m not, so fuck you!

LAYLA
(From the side.)

Aw, you don’t really mean that.

PAST JOHN
Stop that! Stop, stop using their voices!

LAYLA
But don’t you want to see your friends?

PAST JOHN
What?

JOHN
It started bargaining with me. It just wanted to play.

NATE
I can take you to them. All you have to do is entertain me. I might even let you go if I’m feeling gener-
ous. 

PAST JOHN
Like I’ll believe that. 

(PAST JOHN whips around as the sound of a branch break-
ing rings out to the side, swinging the branch blindly. The 
MONSTER starts to laugh.)
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LAYLA
Oh, but I am an honest creature. Your little group has been such a nice break from my boredom. But 
I’m not satisfied yet, human.

NATE
Now amuse me, and you might be spared. All you have to do…

MONSTER
… is run!

(The MONSTER roars and PAST JOHN screams and runs off 
stage. The spotlight goes out.)

JOHN
Eventually, I guess the thing got tired of running and wanted to move onto the next part of its plan. 
Well, you kind of know the rest…

SHERIFF
And what would that be?

JOHN
The big reveal.

(Spotlight comes on stage left, revealing the corpses of NATE 
and LAYLA.)

JOHN
After a while, it left me alone. I didn’t hear anything chasing me, but I still kept running until I found 
a trail… and then I found them near the edge of the woods, just at the end of the main trail.

(PAST JOHN runs into the scene.)

PAST JOHN
Oh, oh god. No.

(PAST JOHN drops to his knees in front of the bodies. He 
goes to check for a pulse, getting blood on his hands.)

PAST JOHN
No. No no no.

JOHN
It laid them out just, just staring up at the sky. Their faces… god, their faces. 

(PAST JOHN slams a fist against the ground and begins to 
cry.) 
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PAST JOHN
Dammit!

JOHN
That thing peeled them right off… God, the blood…

(The flashing lights of a police car shine from off-stage, and a 
siren goes off.)

PAST JOHN
Oh, thank god. Help! Over here!

(PAST JOHN stands and begins to stumble towards the 
lights. The spotlight goes out, along with the siren and police 
lights. There is a pause.)

JOHN
…And that’s it. That’s what happened.

SHERIFF
Thank you, John. I think I’ve heard enough.

JOHN
I’m not crazy. I swear, everything I said is the truth, I—

SHERIFF
I believe you.

JOHN
(Surprised.)

Wha… really?

SHERIFF
Of course. I’ve been roaming these parts for a long time now. Strange things happen here all the time. 
I should know. But you got one thing wrong. That wasn’t the big reveal—more of an appetizer.

(The SHERIFF stands. He arranges the papers carefully on 
the table before walking over to the light switch.)

JOHN
Sheriff? What are you—

SHERIFF
It really is a relief, John. I was so worried that this would get out. You almost got away.

JOHN
Wha—
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SHERIFF
To think, this all could have been avoided had you just used your phone. I’ll have to remember that 
little spot. For what it’s worth, you were my favorite. The others didn’t put up much of a fight, and you 
were spot on with all of your observations.

(He turns out the light. His voice warps slowly into the 
MONSTER’S as he speaks.)

MONSTER
But you were foolish. And now nobody knows where you are.

(JOHN screams, the sound cut off by a wet tearing noise. 
There is silence, then the monster laughing. Curtains close.)

END
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the soft sleep knows poems of soft sleet; slow
grift goes running bases fading in a lake. 
giants trailing behind knows poems of fated sleep: long
misdated gifts throwing street sleeping in the lake. 
sleeping thoughts knowing powder
from a single-shaped gun
writing names on the barrel. 

Unknown
Genevieve Eversole
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Overgrowth 
Madeleine Norton 
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Blues
Wes Strobel 

Connecting the dots from point one to two to attempting to find three with a wavy line of deep Crayola 
violet that bleeds onto the next three pages of Lisa Frank’s Puppy and Kitten Playtime; just to make 
a shitty outline of a doghouse for the poor sparkly wide-eyed beast that adorns the page. The poor 
puppy stuck in the doghouse, a slip of the wrist and I made her a collar and leash by slashing across 
her throat. The deep aroma of ink on the skin as I pulled the smeared mark onto the palm of my hand, 
deep indigo settling into the valleys and crevices of my flesh. Sometimes I still feel the bruises of color 
on my skin, bled onto the coloring book of my heart. 
I’ve always been shades of blue, my world an array of greys, baby blues, cerulean, steel, cobalt, and 
most of all, denim. The rainclouds and the focus of copper on the tongue and the fading cottons of my 
jeans staining my other clothes and the knees of themselves becoming green from the lonely times 
I spent on my hands and knees in my childhood home’s front yard. Picking up sticks and blowing 
dandelion wishes for more coloring books because I bled through all of mine. Each page tainting the 
next, each moment blemishing the following. I was so young when the smell of toxic chemicals and 
hues of the rainbow filled me as I spent hours sniffing the markers and placing them on newspaper 
thin sheets to fill in a princess who I never knew I would be, or a pony that I wish I could run away on. 

The doghouse haunted me with its indigo lead and noose. The color so stark in contrast to the off-
white eggshell grey of the page. I felt this lead on me, holding me to the doghouse of my mind and 
self-perpetuating helplessness. The rope leaving deeper and deeper stains around my neck the further 
I pulled until my whole face turned a shade of blueberry and I would have to go back. I tried chewing 
on the rope, my teeth becoming black. I tried pulling on the rope, my palms becoming a deep crimson 
of raw tissue. I tried to pretend it didn’t exist -- my mind becoming shades of elephant and cement. 

Doing art was a solace for me. I used it to engage with parts of myself I didn’t know could be talked 
about or thought through. My hands moving on their own to create detailed renditions of the shadows 
I see at night and the nightmares I walk through and the dreams I connect myself to when I sleep. 
Each image a haze of hues and lines and dots that fit to form an image of smeared reds and greens and 
yellows and pinks and blues… even though I tried to ignore the blues.  The children in primary and 
secondary school loved my drawings, my teachers found them disturbing and sent me to the school 
counselor who had me wrapped up in a pretty little boxed room for therapeutic purposes. There I 
suppose my counting began and the blues became deeper in black
When coming into college I attempted to leave my coloring behind, or at least stay within the lines so I 
could be well perceived, put together and ecstatically accepted. My markers remain tucked away in the 
back of the bottom desk drawer. I instead turned to sticker by number and loved the tactile-ness and 
the neatness of placing each sticker on the paper and watching it stay put and stay out of the crevices 
of my hands. I tried placing stickers over the mental note of my doghouse, plastering the walls of it 
with basic and irregular shapes to form the cohesive images of myself that society wanted to see. But 
no matter how many stickers I put over the rope, it just turns them all blue. 

I started to count again, in intervals of five whenever I got a question wrong in class or didn’t wave 
to a friend because I didn’t see them, or gods forbid if I forgot my homework. The noose would bleed 
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around my neck and settle its ink into my veins. I had to let the color out somehow. I picked up a 
marker and started to cut into my arms with its soft felt point: one, two, three, four, five. Five hash 
marks— repeat. The rope and doghouse testing me to see if I was at the breaking point yet. I covered 
my legs and arms and torso and sometimes my face with these slashing lines. I preferred the blue to 
the red. The red was too committal. 

The leash still pulls and gags me, and the doghouse keeps me from the yellow sun, but I’ve been sober 
from ink for five months. Five long months of feeling the leash loosen, I doubt it will ever fall off-- but 
then again, there is hope. 
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Sunshine forest 
Steffi Emeigh 
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Often overlooked (or looked right through) you 
do not have to 
be here, and yet you are each day, filling
rooms with thrilling 
views and attitudes, that otherwise
might not grace eyes
that seek their solace in the world inside. 
All that aside,
your merit surpasses the world you hold, 
and all things told,
the stories surrounding you aren’t as starved
as the ones carved
into your fragile skin. We’ve heard before 
(and do adore)
your outside fable, but what of the stain 
against your pane, 
or the web in your corner that seems to 
catch leaves and dew
alone? What of the plants growing keen
between your seams? 
Or the trapped flies that hit against your head,
as good as dead?
We talk about just walking by your view, 
but move past you 
as if you aren’t the portal between lands.
All that can stand
between what we want to love, and our jail. 
Who will tell your tale?  

What of the window you look 
out while writing? 
Riley Hysell



78     |     QUIZ & QUILL

Buildings crumble,
Carvings erode away
Metal rusts
Paper deteriorates
The past cannot stay

Nature sneaks up upon us
We are detained in her snare
Flesh decomposes,
Our bones reduce to dust

Memories fade into oblivion
Like they were never there
Jaded are the details
Stolen beneath our noses
Both anamnesis and processes

The Elements are lost,
Buried beneath our feet
Nothing shall last
Not even the legacy you build
Or the future you’ll meet.  

Your ghost
Nia Themelaris
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the swamp
Alexis Sheets

The swamp is my safe place. Named for the stagnant inch-deep water filled with algae, the wooded 
area surrounding the housing complex quickly became a playground for my imagination. Amidst a 
global pandemic, a smothering aunt, and a house quickly filling with Lysol, rubber gloves, and masks, 
I needed out. And so, in favor of exploration as means of escaping a disease-ridden reality beyond the 
trees, I began spending my afternoons in the swamp.

The swamp laid between two housing complexes: the one I lived in with my aunt and uncle and 
another less than a quarter mile past the tree line. From either side, I could see beige houses lined in 
neat rows. In the beginning months of isolation in quarantine, I remained in the safe spots, the known 
spots, or the areas where I could still see the houses. I climbed over tree bridges laid in crossing 
pathways over the water-covered areas, making flower crowns with violets, and providing homes for 
the mosquitoes with my bare arms. Eventually, walking across the fallen trees had proved to only 
provide a fraction of the swampland view, thus giving me reason to search for a higher perspective in 
the trees. 

Slowly, I began to venture deeper into the wooded area in search of a climbing tree that could provide 
me with a higher perspective and a vantage point. This proved to be, however, a more arduous task 
than initially planned. While I was surrounded by gorgeous oak and maple trees, their branches were 
much too thin and high on the tree, thus preventing me from claiming my place in the heavens. It 
quickly became clear that to gain my envied perspective, I must venture from the safe spots. 
Each day, I planned my conquest for new lands, mapping the foreign territory. I was a conquistador, 
only my goals were much less filled with genocide and more with plentiful branches. I made many 
discoveries in my expeditions. I claimed the brambles, where thigh-high thorn bushes crept around 
half of the circumference behind the housing complex. I could cross through with difficulty but never 
without injury. I claimed the portal, a tree grown with a large oval space in the middle. Here, no one 
may pass through the opening created by the tree for fear of walking into an alternate dimension. Yet, 
my original quest evaded me and my view remained of the ground. 

After several exploratory expeditions, I had mapped the wooded area a mile from the housing complex 
in any direction, all without claiming the fruits of my labor. It was at this point where I was met with 
an open field. As I came across the corner, I spotted a pile of split firewood. It was here I knew that I 
had been met with enemy territory. Some might call my insurgence trespassing, but I pushed forward 
in favor of the public good and in the name of discovery. After all, how many before me had to break 
rules in the name of exploration and honor? I knew from here on, I had to be quiet and careful as to 
avoid causing any disturbance for I was unprepared for wars against enemy territories and the law 
alike. I pushed forward. 

Past the open field, the woods began downward. The downward slope was enough to cause a shift in 
balance as well as a note that water must collect easily where the slope ended. The grass was taller 
here, and I often was met with small portions of thorny vines. It was clear to me that the land was 
less traveled on as there seemed to be no paths. For fear of being seen by enemy pillagers, I continued 
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for an additional half-mile north. I knew the risks of traveling on enemy territory for too long or too 
often, and therefore knew I might not get the chance to explore as often as I would like. I made a large 
leap of faith that I would find anything worthwhile in this direction. 

I had been walking for a half-hour. My legs shuffled through knee-high brambles and my hands 
scraped against the bark on the walking stick in my hand. The sun shined through the thick foliage 
above my head in splinters, like peeks through stained glass windows. The work was hard and left my 
body aching. I had already invested too much time traveling in this direction. I had to find something, 
anything, that would make this trek worthwhile. 

That’s when I saw her. This magnificent, glorious stream of water. I heard the soft trickling of the 
creek bed ahead of me. And just ahead of it, a tree. But not just any tree, the most beautiful tree I had 
ever laid my eyes upon. Its branches were low and sturdy, unlike the unclimbable ones covering the 
majority of the swamplands. I saw a low branch reaching across the streaming waters. From there, 
I thought, must be the most beautiful view of the stream. It was the perspective of the woods I had 
longed for. The fruits of my labor lay ahead of me. 

Before I could think any further, my body pushed me further into the foliage. My legs hit the tree’s 
trunk and my arms reached into the heavens. If I believed in God, I could have only believed that this 
tree was handcrafted in the heavens. My heart raced as I investigated the thorn bushes that began at 
the trunk of the tree and stretched up through all its branches. I could feel the thorns pushing through 
my clothes, but I found that I could not care. I had found the most perfect place in these woods and 
nothing was going to keep me from it.

The pandemic had taken a lot from me. My freedom, my education, my mental stability. It had been 
too long since I had anything to look forward to. I had been alone for months. There was nothing on 
this planet that was going to keep me from this tree, from this branch, or from this moment. 
My thighs squeezed as my arms struggled to lift me from the ground. I pushed off with my right 
foot, finding the ledge I needed to boost my body farther up into the tree. I climbed with my thighs 
and biceps burning. Holding my weight had been harder than I remembered, but the burning of my 
muscles distracted me from the thorns pressing into my skin. Eventually, I reached the low sturdy 
branch. 

It was beautiful. My knuckles were raw and bloody, pieces of my hair laid in tangled clumps in the 
thorny branches at my feet, and the rips through my favorite leggings were wet with blood and sweat, 
but I had never seen a more beautiful view. After months of searching through these damned woods, I 
had finally found my spot. Hidden away from the countless historical events in the world around me, 
away from my overbearing aunt who refused to allow me outside of our yard, and away from this virus 
that took away any hopes I had for my college experience. 
Here, in this tree, none of it could touch me. Nothing mattered to me besides this moment, this view, 
or this single victory. Not even the rushing realization that I did not know how to get down could 
quench the earth-watering happiness that streamed through my entire being. And thus, being stuck in 
this tree for the next hour of my life became the most fondly memorable sixty minutes of my summer. 
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On Holy ground
Katie Warner

Getting to the bottom of the Calanques is a pilgrimage. You travel by foot for miles and miles and 
miles. Some of it is smooth and some of it is rock climbing into ravines. You must watch your feet 
religiously, pray your step is on solid footing, on the rock and not the sand.

The gravel is loose and fleeting. It slides out beneath my feet; it wants me to slip and fall. It does not 
care whether or not I plummet down the ravine or tumble over the cliffside edge.

I am tired and a little more than frustrated and I want to turn back. The descent seems more effort 
than it’s worth. My friend and I have been on our descent for hours and there’s still no sight of the 
sparkling blue waters we have been promised exist somewhere far below us. I begin to wonder if we 
are searching for the lost city of gold, because this feels like it could be the road to Eldorado, a road to 
some mythic place we’ll never find or, at the very least, never reach.

The path we’ve been following wants us to go down a steep, unmarked path of loose rock and I 
hesitate. It doesn’t seem right. I think we should go back, find another way down. Neither of us was 
expecting this kind of a hike today, and, as much as we hate to turn around and back-track to another 
route, neither of us wants to risk the steep trail at our feet. So, we turn back to follow a straighter trail.

A hard journey is made harder by the sickness sitting in my lungs. My breathing comes in loud, dry 
rasps and my dry throat is sticking to itself. I have to keep stopping to catch my breath and fall into 
coughing fits trying not to choke on all the building congestion. I’m probably too sick to be doing this, 
but it doesn’t stop me from doing it anyway. I also should have brought water, but it’s too late for 
these kinds of thoughts, now.

Eventually, we catch a beautiful view of the water far below us. The Mediterranean Sea looks exactly 
the way Monet painted it. I pause for a moment in complete awe, unsure how, exactly, he managed 
to capture every color that mixes and churns into the purest cerulean color I’ve ever seen. Paintings, 
photos, words, they never seem to do a memory justice. But I recognized this water immediately. I’d 
recognize this water anywhere.

The inlet of water belonging to the Mediterranean Sea is surrounded by the kind of large cliffside 
rocks you’ll find at the edges of seas and oceans that kiss the feet of mountains. The water is still 
miles and miles below us. Another hour at least, if we don’t make stops. But the sight of the water 
shimmering like star sapphires on the horizon gives us some strength. We drag our tired legs forward 
and keep moving.

The closer we get toward the bottom, the more desperate we become to feel it on our skin. To feel the 
cool water wash away all the salt from our sweat with the salt of its waters. Our slow, careful pace is at 
odds with the longing building in my chest. I can see the water’s edge now and I urge my feet to move 
faster. I start to care less about where I’m placing my feet, but I still hold on to the other rocks and 
small trees as we pass them by.
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And then, we’re there, the water lapping the rocks at our feet. I strip off my sneakers and my socks, 
ball up the flannel that’s been tied around my waist, and dip my toes in the water. The moment it 
touches my skin, everything else before this moment fades. I forget about how tired I am, my aching 
feet, the fact that if we’d followed this path to begin with we’d have made it here so much faster. The 
sea on my skin washes all of it away in a single caress. The water is frigid but I’ve always enjoyed 
swimming in too cold temperatures. It makes me feel alive.

The crystal water is already up to my ankles and the rocks are sharp against the gentle, sensitive 
skin on the bottom of my feet. I venture out further, where the rocks are coated in algae and living 
things that offer a gentle cushioning and make the rock much easier to stand on, albeit slippery. 
Nevertheless, I try not to think too much about the sliminess against my toes, to block out the anxiety 
alarms starting to go off in my head with the sound of laughter and the wild energy sparking in my 
chest.

I’m still dressed in my T-shirt and the jeans that are the only pair of pants I brought with me on this 
trip, but I don’t care. I sink down until I am submerged beneath the water, pulling my hair out of its 
braids to let it float in the sea with the rest of me.

Swimming in the cold, glistening water of the Mediterranean Sea is a baptism. A sanctification of 
everything I am becoming. A cleansing and a washing away of everything I have ever been. I rise to 
the surface a new person, take the first breath of fresh sea air with reborn lungs.

I surface with laughter bubbling on my lips, lost in the feeling of knowing that my entire life has 
culminated in this one, holy moment, lost in the knowledge that this moment is passing as I exist 
through it and it will never be lived in again. But I feel like a new person. I feel confident and wild and 
infinite. I feel like the kind of person who scales down mountain walls and jumps into foreign seas 
fully clothed. And I have every right to this feeling because I have earned it. I have earned it in the trek 
to make it to this point. Through the rocks and the doubt and the desire to give up entirely. Through 
version after version of myself that have formed like dead skins, itching for removal like dried out 
cells ready to be shed, itching like the past.

The salt of the water exfoliates and penetrates through my pores, clearing out the toxins of a past I 
no longer need to carry with me. A past that has made me, yes, but a past that has served its purpose. 
This is a coming of age novel. This is an origin story. This is a testament.

And the way back up the mountain and back to the odd hotel we are staying in for the night is as long 
and exhausting as coming down, but it is easier, somehow. There is a newfound knowledge in my 
limbs. An exaltation of my body, which has carried me through so much and will carry me through 
much more. And how often have I stopped to thank it for this? Because I have literally climbed 
mountains. I have swum in the Mediterranean Sea. I have done so many things I never thought I 
would ever be able to do, fulfilled dreams that have seemed unreachable.

How can I continue to care so much about things that mean nothing, continue to feel so intimidated 
by others and continue to live so belittled in my own self-worth when I have done these things? When 
I have proven, time and time again, the strength of my person and my resilience? How can I continue 
to live in a faltering state of confidence when I have seen and done so much and survived?
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I could be powerful.

I could be unstoppable.

I could be walking on holy ground.

Because, if our bodies are temples, perhaps it is time I began treating mine as a place of worship. A 
place worthy of divinity and salvation.
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