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"Soyez comme l'oiseau posé pour un instant 
sur des rameaux trop frêles qui sent plier la 

branche, et qui chante pourtant, sachant 
qu'il a des ailes."
~Victor Hugo~

"Be as a bird perched on a frail branch that she 
feels bending beneath her. Still, she sings away 

all the same, knowing she has wings."
~Victor Hugo~

*French translation provided 
by Ed DeButts*
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POETRY
 "Birds sing after a storm; why shouldn't 

people feel as free to delight in whatever 
sunlight remains to them?"

 Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy



I told myself, I'd never shed a tear
I told myself, I'd have nothing to fear
I told myself 10 years from now, I'd be your wife
Isn't it funny how much better you aren't in my life?
Once together, and now forever apart
Just this once, I undo my prayer to Astarte
For even I, would shudder at the positive test
I wonder if Cronus smiled happily as he ingest(ed)

Eating My Child
By:  Tymesha Bland

Tymesha Bland is an undergraduate student pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing and 
Communication. She loves to write poetry and fiction. She enjoys café vibes with music and teaching her children. 
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My smooth mermaid, you inspire me to write
Oh my, I love the way you glide and collect.
Intruding my mentality every day and in my slumber tonight,
You daydream about the dreadful gore, of seaman that you've wrecked.

Shall I compare you to a murderer?
You are more secret, gentle, and yet unreal.
Uneven warmth upon my feet on the sand, I aim to meet my nurturer,
And your tail is as irrational and surreal.
How do I hate you? It should be clear to see
You rob and you impatiently kill.
My day is filled with what you do undersea,
Yet, your hair floating makes the scene tranquille.

Mother, I can't deal with you anymore!
This life is detestable, year after year!

To My Favorite Creature Deep Below
By:  Tymesha Bland

Tymesha Bland is an undergraduate student pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing and 
Communication. She loves to write poetry and fiction. She enjoys café vibes with music and teaching her children. 
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Bethany Drake is working on a Bachelors in English with a concentration on Literature. Bethany has loved reading since she was 
a small child and is excited to take that love into her career. She has not written a large number of her own works before, but is 

starting to enjoy the creative freedom that it offers. Bethany’s hobbies include reading, playing video games with her husband, 
and walking her dog.

I sit inside, wishing I was anywhere but here,
Dreaming instead of places filled with sunshine.
It should be said that though I wish to be there
that My favorite dream is truly as close as my valentine.  

Oh, How his baby blues make my heart sing!
And oh How his brilliant smile lights up a room.
He made me his with this diamond ring,
And I can only thank him for helping me to fight my gloom.

Some may say that I love too much,
Or that I may not love enough.
But, he knows that there is no other touch
Than his that I crave, even if it could be rebuff'd. 

We will take our dreams to the near and far,
And travel the world in our little car. 

Ideal Love
By Bethany Drake
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If a student is shot in a school
                and no one is around to care,
                does their death make a sound?
The sound that rings
                in the back of your mind
                Monday through Friday.
The sound your teacher tells you
                not to worry about
                as you all huddle
                away from the door with the lights out.
The sound of a voice
                over the public announcement:
                A system that tells you it’s just a drill.
The sound that’s echoed
                in a hundred school halls,
                those who heard it—names
                lost to the pages.
The sound of the words
                adults know,
                you know,
                but never dare to say,
                that it might preserve your “childhood.”
As though the words
                “school shooting”
                were less scary if they were left
                unsaid.

The Sound
By: Zoe Dunsford

Zoe Dunsford is Robert “Wes” Dunsford’s daughter.
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Amidst the silence seeking to unbreak itself
At gunpoint. We grieve
For miracles and reason and children.
Too many, too often, too much.
How is the point of a dead child
Not the last moment of a weapon?
They are supposed to be our future.
The next routine tomorrow
Of classwork and active shooter drills.
“This will be on the test!”
Said the history teacher, hiding a child
In a closet behind patched coats.
“I’ve got to help the others. Stay quiet!”
This is said as the daylight fades
And the day breaks. “Will the bell ring
Before the gunshots?” She whispers
To the pocket candy and the smell of cedar.
But nobody answers
Amidst the silence seeking to unbreak itself.

We Know The Sound That Silence Makes
a line in the sand by wes dunsford

Robert “Wes” Dunsford is pursuing a Bachelor’s Degree in English with a General Concentration at
American Military University. He is a retired US Naval Officer, a poet, and a guitarist.
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In memory of the victims of school
shootings.

1 When even the plainest mouthful
2 took its place among the elements,
3 to think it lived a long life—yes, it lived a long
4 life. But the school halls were a battleground; 
5 deserted like the wharves at dawn, 
6 because I could not stop for Death. 

7 I see the coroner nodding, the words he types in his report.
8 Help me hold in place my blazing jaw. 
9 “States! 
10 Were you looking to be held together by the lawyers? 
11 By an agreement on a paper? Or by arms?” 

12 And the many mouths that once spoke the tongue of smoke, 
13 that pack the day with bluster and with fret— 
14 building cleverness in my hands, weakness in my knees— 
15 Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil; 
16 with them forgive yourself. 

17 Bring me the sunset in a cup. 
18 Light breaks where no sun shines 
19 and mourners go about the streets 
20 like nothing else by day, like ghosts by night. 
21 The bell-rope that gathers God at dawn 
22 hurts me as the world hurts God. I am a lantern 
23 and I am dumb to tell the crooked rose, 
24 looking into the heart of light, the silence. 

Oh! How The Old Voices Cry Out
A cento poem

 By Wes Dunsford

Robert “Wes” Dunsford is pursuing a Bachelor’s Degree in English with a General Concentration at
American Military University. He is a retired US Naval Officer, a poet, and a guitarist.
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Belladonus came to life, wild and free. 
Son of wind and horse.
Racing the eagle over earth and sea. 
He rode the tempest’s force.

Life was a dance. The wind was his rhythm. 
Pure grace on white wings.
Lord of sky, embodiment of freedom. 
The envy of all kings.

Many men looked to the heavens in wonder, 
Many more out of greed.
Hunters armed with avarice and dagger, 
Scoured the land with speed.

Finding no safe haven, he flew and flew. 
Yet, thirst is not outpaced.
Touching earth, in a field of morning dew. 
The men soon made haste.

Trading liberty for life, was the price. 
Ropes and nets were cast.
The prospect of stolen freedom did entice. 
Days of flight now passed.

Anchored from the sky, severed from the soul.
A wild heart ensnared.
Claims were made, straws were drawn, and dice did roll. 
Raw ambitions bared.

Father against son, cousin to cousin, 
A war threatened near.
Strong winds carried allies by the dozen, 
And the scent of fear.

The Ballad of Belladonus
By Bailey Hahn
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Having lost twice, in the fight for a flight, 
A young man drew his sword.
He laid a hearty blow with all his might, 
To strike a new accord.

Landing on the back of Belladonus, 
The swift blade fell heavy.
White wings ripping with horrific slowness. 
T’was spite broke the levee.

When the white wings fell, did the fighting end. 
Bloody and broken,
Belladonus was now far beyond mend, 
For fate had spoken.

All nets discarded, all bleeding ropes cut, 
Horse now forgotten.
All were abandoned, left with nothing but 
Green fields to rot in.

Belladonus arose, on trembling legs, 
Shock and pain profound.
What act did he do next? the question begs. 
Silence did resound.

Thunder rolled heavy as bold hooves struck earth, 
‘Neath a cloudless sky.
Witness, like lightning, the tempest’s rebirth. 
For still did he fly.

League after league, the ground passed beneath him. 
Crossing fields of green,
As swiftly as he had flown above them, 
Fastest horse e’er seen.

Here is the lesson twofold, dear reader. 
What men cannot take,
They will seek to destroy, hearts hard as cedar, 
And the weak shall break.
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Yet for those born with a wild heart, they know: 
Men may take your wings,
But the soul must choose to rise or stay low. 
Pray the wild heart sings.

“How does one defy destiny’s decree?!” 
The down-trodden cries.
Imitate the will unbroken! Live free! 
Belladonus… Rise!

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American Military 
University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty military member 

working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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I reside where wars abide, 
Grow when hope is low, 
Feed where people bleed.
The chain of pain that drives your lives. 
The hate that makes your values shake. I 
am a cycle. A dark revival.

How do you stop me?! 
You can’t.

I’ve been in my prime since the dawn of time, 
The silence that fills your violence,
Desire feeding the fire.
King of Chaos, in every single nation. I 
know all the generations,
Without discrimination.

Any race can wield the hate, 
Leave a home, a broken state. 
Leaving suffering in my wake. 
Its monsters, I create.

It is my legacy. 
Embrace me.

A Dark Revival
By:  Bailey Hahn

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American Military 
University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty military member 

working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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The pair walked along coastal shores of gold, 
Footprints left in sand.
Stealing moments from fairy tales untold, 
They walked hand-in-hand.

T’was then he knew the poet’s dilemma, 
Trying to capture love with words.
Ethereal throughout every era, better 
luck catching songs of birds.

Her smile outshines the sun fading ‘neath wave, 
A muse, expanding the artist’s scope.
“Tell me how much you love me,” she then bade. 
Time suspended, he responded, “Beyond hope.”

The Poet's Dilemma
By:  Bailey Hahn

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American Military 
University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty military member 

working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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You sing of things I dare not dream,
Hopes on hooks, cast in winding streams.
Lost prayers riding wings of dove,
Still, my heart longs to be thy love.

My soul aches to sit next to you,
Alongside banks of waters, blue.
Listening to the songs of birds,
And softly whispered heartfelt words. 

You’re more than just a shepherd boy,
To me, you stand a prince of Troy. 
Lo’ the fates that would not spare us,
I fell, as Helen for Paris. 

May season come and season fade,
Our lives we’d spend in hidden glade.
Children and sheep, both flocks would play.
There we’d weather all, come what may.

Alas, in life dreams do shatter, 
Giving way to purses fatter, 
For a dowry must have return,
And youthful hearts are left to burn. 

Every daughter is sold for gold,
Raise the price if her name be old.
Just know that if I were born free,
T’would be my choice of thee and me. 

Sadly, love does not conquer all,
Truth will smother, with heavy fall. 
Still, I send my prayers above. 
Still, my heart longs to be thy love.

Response of the Lord's Daughter
By:  Bailey Hahn

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American Military 
University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty military member 

working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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Eyes greener than Irish land,
My soul’s reflection takes my hand,
Sun swept fire caught in plaited braid,
Red lips softer than silk brocade.

I thee wed in a youthful spring,
Commitment sealed with simple ring, 
Our home we built in forest glade,
With open space for children made.

T’was there I would have lived in peace, 
Yet now, days of gold are soon to cease,
Devils circling outside the door,
As my enemies bring me war.

On long roads paved with intention,
Wolves of War bring dissension,
Marching quickly, a breadth apart,
Keeping time with my frantic heart. 

Bang the war drums, let slip the dogs,
To the slaughterhouse go the hogs,
For my love, I will sacrifice,
Though mine alone will not suffice.

Those who claim “war is hell” do lie,
There only the wicked reside,
War is fueled by innocent blood,
All generations lost in mud. 

A Song of Stolen Futures
By:  Bailey Hahn
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The young, the sick, the weak, the old,
The cowards die beside the bold,
Loving homes are ripped asunder,
Children wail as cannons thunder.

Eyes greener than Irish land,
My soul’s reflection takes my hand,
Sun swept fire raging from failed raid,
Red sand spreading from held blockade.

Open fields marred by metal streams,
In shattered home, we speak of dreams,
On how we would have lived for more,
As our enemies bring us war.

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American Military 
University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty military member 

working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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poor ugly duckling,
misadventure of a wrong egg:
cloudy swan ending
pink clouds when the sun
goes down, dad comes to pick-up Mom:
both go hand in hand
those clouds in the sky
wet a tear in your gray eyes:
bridge of signs of love
full of tenderness,
dewdrop cannot cling to the leaf:
water and air call you
water and air are you,
swan in the sky of my days:
you are one with the clouds

Haikus for Mom when She Became Cloud
By:  Cesar Musitani

Cesar Musitani is an alumnus at American Public University and current student in a Master of Advanced
Studies of Spanish and Spanish-American Literature at the University of Barcelona, Spain (UNIBA).
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Cesar Musitani is an alumnus at American Public University and current student in a Master of Advanced
Studies of Spanish and Spanish-American Literature at the University of Barcelona, Spain (UNIBA).

nonsense is painting 
red over blue and yellow: 
missiles on Kiev

Ukraine’s glory and freedom, 
Ukraine has not yet perished
sunflower’s nightingale

sunflower's crops are 
crushed by the bear's hatred: 
missiles on Ukraine

saying that this war
is not my war, it is the same as
missiles on the world

if a nightingale 
is dying in a tree there, 
humankind perishes

Haikus for Ukraine
By:  Cesar Musitani
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Rain, sleet, snow, or shine,
outside is love divine.
Trees beckon with arms outstretched—
precious memories on my mind are etched.

Muddy creeks cool my feet,
beating the summer’s pounding heat.
Crickets sing, chirp, and play—
why can’t the world be this way?

Ride a vine over a deep ravine—
the hidden forest is now seen.
Wind blowing through my hair;
this was when I had no care.

The sweet sound of a babbling brook
reminds me of years forsook. 
Tap into the fountain of youth,
and open your eyes to the truth.

A decayed forest is now in sight,
destroyed by political blight. 
Remember the sun’s beautiful rays,
and keep good in you, always.

Always
By:  Joshua Napper

Joshua Napper is a current undergraduate student pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at 
American Military University. He loves to write poetry, drink coffee, and dabble in graphic novels and colored drawings. 
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Joshua Napper is a current undergraduate student pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at 
American Military University. He loves to write poetry, drink coffee, and dabble in graphic novels and colored drawings. 

Death dons his black robe once again,
as the wheels of war start to spin.
It’s inevitable; we know it’s true.
The fog of battle beckons to me and you. 

Our youth departs the grasp of safety’s shore
as old men decide their fate once more.
“It’s for world safety!” they cry
from their moldy lips slips the lie.

They pour grotesque words of doubt
as people bend and drink from their spout. 
Bellies slosh with their cries of despair
as war’s static crackles in the air.

Are you ready for flag-draped coffins 
to line streets like demented offerings? 
Mothers’ cries will shake the Earth
as Death grips with all his worth.

How can we keep the score
when they scream, “Let loose the dogs of war!”
Blood will flow as high as a horse’s bridle
as many sit numb and idle.

All may not join this pointless fight,
but we’ll all feel it’s devious plight. 
Hearts will be ripped from me and you
as Death joins this deceptive coup.

Death Looms Again
By:  Joshua Napper
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Friends come and go,
           melting away as quickly
               as a blanket of cold snow—
                         leaving a sloppy, wet trail
                           of dEsTrUcTiOn with no gains to show…
                                             
                                                                                  The show…

                                                                   What is this show?
   
                                                             Am I a vagabond
                                           sTuCk with no place to go?
                                         Do my thoughts count?
                   Do meager actions help me grow?
I’m a character in a Shakespearean show— 

    The show…

      What must I show?

The Show Must Go On

By:  Joshua Napper
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The curtains collapse and close
                on this character of mine.
                     Some will say, “Oh, how he rose
                            to the top with splendor and shine;
                                   but life bUrIeD him under sorrows.”

                                  Maybe they’re right, I suppose—

                                                          But the show… 

                                           The show must go on.

                                               I act like a clown
                 as I sMeAr a smile across my face
           to hide the pain and a frown  
   caused by this horrid place.

My children cannot see
my tOrMeNtEd soul.
They need to be free
from life’s terrible toll.

I’ll shield them from life’s arrows
as long as I can stand.
They’ll soon battle their Pharaohs 
on life’s sinking sand. 

I know they’ll be strong
and win a valiant victory,
They’ll sing their song
as I enjoy my reverie. 

The show must go on
for my children’s sake.
I’ll soon pass my baton—
for the world is theirs to take.

Joshua Napper is a current undergraduate student pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at 
American Military University. He loves to write poetry, drink coffee, and dabble in graphic novels and colored drawings. 
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My Love, he begged, “Let’s move out yonder!”
“To that broken down shack?” I said in wonder.
It’s a farm, with nature, a well, and his and her outhouses,
In the Ozark hills with squirrels and mouses!

We’ll dwell with our goats and sheep,
Grow all our food to can and keep.
A creek runs through, “You can wash our duds!”
Our own garden will yield ‘maters an’ spuds.

We went there, two fools, hand-in-hand
For adventure and to live off the land.
Romantic amateurs, that’s what we were.
Work lay ahead, that is for sure.

We tried to spin our sheep’s wool
But had to order from L.L. Bean when the weather got cool.
Those dirty sheep had smelly fur coats.
We chose to sit by the fire and eat our organic oats.

After our first winter of shivering cold,
I said, “This nature living is getting old.”
“Hauling water is not my thing.
And that outhouse-near it, no birds ever sing!”

No dishwasher, no TV, no electricity,
Candles may be romantic, but it’s too dark to see.
It’s back to civilization in our 4-wheel drive.
We’ll eat organic from “Whole Foods” to thrive.

Pastoral living is for some,
But me and mine don’t have a green thumb.

Ode to the Homestead Lifestyle
By:  Jennifer Pierce

Jennifer Pierce is an undergraduate student pursuing her Bachelors of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at American 
Public University. She loves to write poetry, work in her garden, and rude her bike up and down the many hills of the Ozark 

Mountains. 
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Sad in wintertime
Christmas days grow darker still

Your house is dark, too

A Long Winter
By:  Eli Simmons

Eli Simmons graduated from American Public University with a Bachelor of Arts degree in English. HE’s an avid writer and has 
recently been published in Everyday Fiction. Normally, he writes short fiction, but has been writing haikus for an advanced writing 

class that he’s been enjoying. 
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Like every spring day
You give life to me

My heart is a blooming rose

Reborn in Spring 
By:  Eli Simmons

Eli Simmons graduated from American Public University with a Bachelor of Arts degree in English. HE’s an avid writer and has 
recently been published in Everyday Fiction. Normally, he writes short fiction, but has been writing haikus for an advanced writing 

class that he’s been enjoying. 
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Where is she today?
She was happy yesterday.

Maybe I should pray.

Where Did She Go?
By:  Eli Simmons

Eli Simmons graduated from American Public University with a Bachelor of Arts degree in English. HE’s an avid writer and has 
recently been published in Everyday Fiction. Normally, he writes short fiction, but has been writing haikus for an advanced writing 

class that he’s been enjoying. 
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Brian Stewart is pursuing a Bachelors of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing and a Minor in
History at American Military University. He is a retired US Army veteran and enjoys creative writing as

well as exploring the outdoors.

This forested trail no one owns
It belongs to beasts, flowers, and stones
My search for peace has led me here
Among the leaves of autumn tones
 
Many find my path bizarre
To walk alone so long and far
But here is where my heart rests
Along this forest’s jagged scar
 
I pass bluebells ringing deep cyan
Over paths brown rabbits ran
A yellow finch sings a timeless tune
A green skink hides from the eyes of man
 
The forested path is wild and free
But here I cannot forever flee
For I have many other places to see
I have many other places to see

The Way of the Woods
By:  Brian Stewart
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????????

It rained for a minute a couple days ago—
The pouring sound a little too loud.
I liked it though:
The refresh, the cold, the abrupt.
For just a minute,
The stillness had been broken
By a shattered sky
And I felt understood:
Finally, I thought,
Maybe someone else
Feels a little broken too.
But then the rain stopped
And I knew the sky pulled herself together.
I didn’t mind.
She, too, had errands that day.

A Washington Winter 
By:  Joslyn Trainor
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Now they think we are essential.
Well, at least that’s what they say.
A title—inconsequential
when it comes with meager pay.

“But, your pay reflects your status
since you never went to school.”
If you could see inside us,
would you find your words are cruel?

O’ our efforts are not lacking,
but you say that we’re to blame.
If you spent less time attacking,
you might see greed is to blame.

“No more handouts” is your slogan.
It’s the system you decry,
but your words show love for no man,
nor your apathetic eyes.

Though our jobs are far beneath you,
we look past your voice of rage.
To the decency inside you,
we implore an honest wage.

When we buy snacks for our children,
we swipe food stamp cards with shame.
We hear, “look at all that spending 
flushing taxes down the drain.”

Essential

By:  Andrew Trow
(Written at the Beginning of the COVID-19 pandemic)
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If we buy ourselves nice dinners, 
Then you shout repugnantly,
“Look here, beggars can’t be choosers;
You all eat better than me.”

We don’t need your judging glances.
We just need your voice of rage,
For the common good demands us
to demand a decent wage.

Yes, today we’re indispensable
while the world is on its knees,
but will you be as sensible
when it’s hard to hear our pleas?

Let this notion deeply burrow:
ESSENTIAL WORK—ESSENTIAL PAY!
Don’t forget us all tomorrow.
We’re essential—for today.

Andrew Trow is pursuing a Bachelors of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at American
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The world, this beautiful planet, wastes away
while humans, beings of destruction,
do nothing.
The sun is setting on our day.
Meanwhile, the Earth shakes with rage.
Time is all we had; time is running out.

The Earth, this beautiful home, pushes us out.
Like a bullied child, she’s running away
in a fit of rage.
She runs from us, from our destruction.
As day falls to day,
we still do nothing.

What will we have except nothing  
as we shut our future out
because solutions take more than a day?
We’ve failed to find a way 
to end our self-destruction.
We waste our time while the world wastes away in rage.

An outrage!
All our time has been for nothing, 
nothing but destruction.
Our beautiful Mother left out
of our plans as we push her kindness away
day after day after day.

Nothing
By:  Andrew Trow
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The Earth will continue to weep until one day. . .
she doesn’t! One day, gone will be her rage.
For too long she’s been put down, put aside, put out,
put in the path of our destruction.

Destruction after destruction.
Day after day.
“It will work itself out.”
Rage after rage.
Nothing after nothing.
Wasting away!

We sit out and tan in the flames of our destruction, 
Casting our troubles away for another day,
Ignoring our Mother’s rage as we still. . . still. . . still. . .do nothing.

Andrew Trow is pursuing a Bachelors of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing at American
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On this woman who has caught your eye,
allow me to offer some sage advice.
For if your virtue she might descry,
a bit of patience here may entice.
Think her no stone, this maiden of ice,
shielded from the flames of men, 
wary of heartbreak and sacrifice,
slow to bind herself again.
If her attention you should win,
let not your senses fall apart.
If you miss your target to your chagrin,
nock one more arrow; knock not her heart.
But, if my counsel you should disown,
for heaven’s sake don’t call her stone.

Sonnet I: A Response to Edward Spencer's Sonnet LIV
By:  Andrew Trow
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FICTION

"Birds do not sing in caves, nor do doves 
cherish their innocence in dovecotes."

Henry David Thoreau, Walden



The Last Sentinel 

     I am death incarnate. 

     A force of nature cloaked in darkness; I walk the ledge smelling the air. The slightest hint of sulfur mixes with that of 

burning flesh. Wickedness draws close. I flex my claws, sharper than the talons of any raptor. I am ready. 

     As the last sentinel that walks the devil’s hour, I move to the edge and sit. Adjusting my eyes to the pitch, I watch as it 

slowly crawls in under the door like a spider. A wretched thing, its movement twisted and broken, drags itself inside. 

Watching from my elevated position, I see the evil raise its head, sensing me, yet unable to find me. The time has come. 

     With raw ferocity, I leap from a height six times my size and engage the threat. We become a tangle of claw and fang, 

flesh and blood, as I wreak havoc upon the evil that intrudes within my inner sanctum. 

     The seconds pass as lightning, as do my claws. I swipe once more and catch the legs from under it. It hisses in pain, 

and I bare my fangs with nothing but contempt. No remorse shall be found here. With one last hiss of defeat, the 

darkness crawls away, slowly dragging itself back under the door. I patrol the bastion, ready for another attempt; none 

come. 

     A long night, but a victorious one. I leave the door and make my way to Claire’s room. It is in front of her closed door 

that I succumb to slumber.

      ~

     Claire’s voice breaks the silence of the early morning hour. “Beans!” She calls as she scratches the fur behind my neck. 

Like liquid, I shift my body forwards until her scratches are where I desire them; right on my lower back, just north of 

my tail. For a simple, bumbling creature, my Claire has the best scratches in the house. Though endearing in her 

ineptitude as a hunter, I chose her to be my favorite long ago. Yes, she is loud and awkward in her movements, but she is 

also kind and needs protecting. Protection in exchange for scratches is a suitable arrangement. I just wish she would 

stop saying “Beans” every time she sees me.

     “I’m sorry, Beans. I forgot to leave my door open,” Claire says as she scratches under my chin. “You must not have 

slept at all last night, poor baby.”

     By:  Bailey Hahn
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      She mumbles on, but I perk up my ears as I hear something approaching. From under her bed it crawls, 

dragging itself forward, trying to attach to her shadow like a parasite. Knowing I need her to move immediately, 

I bite her hand as she scratches my chin. I draw back my bite, but my fangs are too sharp, and I hear her cry out 

in shock. She quickly withdraws her hand and leaves to go run it under cold water. 

     Perfect. 

     I turn on the monster that has now found itself without prey. Its soulless eyes meet my yellow ones and I bear 

my fangs in open challenge. It does the only thing it can do and turns to flee. I chase it, throwing myself under 

Claire’s bed with all the speed that I possess. I manage to catch one of its legs and crush it in my mouth. It tastes 

of bile and of things long dead. I don’t stop. I devour it, and in doing so, end its existence—and its threat. The 

taste of it is a thing I cannot master and I wretch under Claire’s bed. It is a gruesome process, but my humans are

safer for it.

 ~

     When my Claire leaves for the day to attend her job, called “school,” I use the many needed hours to catch up on 

sleep. I go to where the shadows cannot walk. 

     Pure sunlight.

     It shines radiantly from the grand window behind the sofa. As majestic as a bird in flight, I leap onto the 

highest point of the sofa and curl into a ball. I will be safe here. 

     Thirteen hours later, I rouse from my slumber at the sound of a can opener. Arching my back 45 degrees, I 

shake off the effects of sleep and move to investigate the sounds and smells coming from the kitchen. I find 

Claire seated at the table, writing something with a yellow stick; while Large Claire is in the kitchen, unearthing 

the robust scent of seasoned poultry. As the only qualified inspector in the house, I leap onto the countertop to 

closer investigate the work of Large Claire. 

     “No, Beans!” Large Claire shouts. “Get down!”

     I am helpless as Large Claire grabs me under the arms and lifts me into the air. She sets me on the floor and 

returns to her work on the dead bird. However, Large Claire has not beaten me. I am master here. 

     I slink to my Claire, still seated at the table, and leap onto her lap. She welcomes me, as she should, and I sing 

her the song of my people as I rub against her. Her hand not using the yellow stick, comes down to deliver 

scratches. It is nice, but it is not enough. It is not my endgame. I leap onto the tabletop and arch my back before 

her. She continues to scratch, but she still holds the yellow stick—which is unacceptable. It’s time for the big 

guns. I rub my cheek against the hand that holds the stick and then, without warning, I offer the one thing these 

giant kittens cannot resist. 

     With a regal flourish, I lay on my side and then twist onto my back. In doing so, I expose the feathery-soft, 

downy of angel wings that resides on my belly. Like a moth to the flame, Claire has no resistance. I allow her to 

grant an offering of acceptable scratches before I swat her hand away and sit up to stare at her. They are simple 

creatures and so I must speak to them. I call to her, and a smile slowly spreads across Claire’s face. Her smile is 

beautiful and vibrant, and I must begrudgingly admit: the joy I bring her, brings me joy.

     I sing the song of my people once more, as she rises and goes to the side of Large Claire. I watch with pride as 

my human sneaks a handful of the seasoned bird and brings it to me. Daintily, I accept the offering from her 

hand, as though it were her idea all along to treat me from the kill of Large Claire. My Claire is small, but she is 

my favorite. 

      ~
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      The hour is late when the front door slams. I smell the monster even before he roars his displeasure. “Where is 

everyone?!” It thunders. “Why is that mess still out?!” “What did I do to deserve such a worthless family!” Its 

footsteps shake the landing with resounding thuds. Panic fills my heart as the one monster I cannot protect my 

Claire from, begins to climb the stairs. 

     Steeling myself, I tear past the monster on the stairwell, hissing vehemently in passing. I hear him call out 

after me but while he is the thunder, I am the lightning; and I am already gone. I leap to Claire and land heavily 

on her stomach. “Ow, Beans! What the—” she stops when she hears the monster approaching. She quickly grabs 

me and takes me with her under the bed, where the shadow monsters reside. My Claire cannot see them, but I 

can. I watch as the spider-like creatures shrink away, paling in comparison to the greater evil that clambers down 

the hallway. They are comprised of depression, fear, self-loathing, guilt, and sorrow, that latch onto my humans 

like parasites. Not tonight though. Tonight, they must all submit to the wake of the one who created their 

existence within this household. 

     The light in the doorway dims, as a figure looms in the entrance. I eye his feet with loathing as the hair on the 

back of my neck rises. “Claire! Where are you?! You better get out here right now!” Its voice cracks, unable to 

function under the abuse of the unnatural volume. 

     My Claire doesn’t move, save for to pet me reassuringly on the head, but I know better. I can hear the staccato 

heartbeat within her chest. “It will be okay, Beans,” her small voice says against my fur, barely loud enough for 

even me to hear. The monster steps inside the room and I hear the air catch inside Claire’s lungs. 

     Worming my way from her grip, I move towards the edge of the bed. The silence is deafening as the monster 

takes a knee and begins to lift the bed skirt, bending to peer underneath.

I draw in breath to the bottom of my lungs and release it with an otherworldly scream of outrage. When the one 

meant to be my Claire’s greatest protector, becomes her greatest fear, I must step into the void to meet the 

darkness. 

     I rip my claws down the monster’s face, red furrows appearing in their wake. Flashing my fangs, brilliant in 

the darkness, I hiss at him imitating the very demons I hunt. A vengeful spirit, I tear out from underneath the 

bed, eyes locked on my giant adversary. The monster curses me and reaches out to catch me, his large hands a 

death sentence, but my speed is a mockery of his. He tears down the stairs after me, stumbling like a baby, and I 

pause my flight to watch his ineptitude. I want him to recognize my superiority and be shamed by it, as a 

monster should be. 

     “I’m gonna kill that damn cat!” he growls, finally reaching the bottom step. 

     Gracefully leaping from the floor to the counter, to the fridge, to the tops of the cabinets; I perch at the summit 

of the kitchen looking down at the monster with pure disdain. I flick my tail as though bored, but my soul cries 

out with relief. The monster took the bait this night. I was able to protect Claire. 

     She is kind. She is small. And she is mine.  

Bailey Hahn, affectionately known as Hahn Solo by classmates and professors, is an undergraduate student at American 
Military University pursuing a Bachelor of Arts in English with a concentration in Writing. She is currently an active-duty 

military member working as an Air Traffic Controller overseas. She loves to write fiction but is also dabbling into poetry. 
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CREATIVE
NONFICTION

"People are interested in birds only in as 
much as they exhibit human behavior - 
greed and stupidity and anger - and by 
doing so, they free us from the unique 

sorrow of being human."
 Douglas Coupland, 'Life After God'

 



     Being the parent of a terminally ill child is a tremendous challenge that can rip the very soul from a person. But being 

the parent of two terminally ill children seemed like a psychological or emotional death sentence. I always found it 

strangely uncomfortable when people expressed that they didn’t know “how I managed” or indicated that they could not 

be “strong” like me. That is likely because I was acutely aware that I had no choice. I did not choose to be strong—I had 

to stay functional. I had three older children that needed to feel safe, and my medically fragile ones needed 

compassionate and competent care. I had a job with multiple roles, and the more challenging the job became, the more 

important it was that I performed well. 

    As with most people, I assumed the challenges would be limited to the chaos and grief surrounding the loss of the 

child, or in our case, children. I assumed wrong. Challenges began in the emergency room where imaging found their 

disease, and the challenges remained persistent in what felt like every hour of every day of their lives. There were 

challenges with insurance, difficulties achieving palliation, and insurmountable amounts of paperwork for services that 

sometimes were more trouble than they were worth. Even the blessings came with trials.  

     With in-home nursing services finally approved for Madelyn, the difficulties with scheduling 24-hour nursing care, 

blending personalities between shift nurses, and living in what felt like a fishbowl with zero privacy became new tests of 

our coping skills. Some challenges were more manageable to address than others, but most were part of what one might 

expect with terminally ill children. Moments that caught me emotionally off-guard stuck with me over the years, and the 

challenges I did not prepare for often swept my feet from under me.  

     I have learned three unexpected truths about being the parent of terminally ill children: (1) it is expected for you to be 

sad, and your laughter makes people uncomfortable—parents of terminally ill children are not allowed to laugh, (2) your 

friends with typical children tend to feel guilty about celebrating their children in your presence, and (3) you will be 

required to provide support even to those whose job it is to support you. 

     There are endless tests and a plethora of specialists who want to examine your child during the diagnostic process, so 

it makes the most sense to have a week-long inpatient stay where the experts can all schedule time for their observations 

and tests. The Naval Hospital in San Diego had rooms accommodating up to four patients, separated by sliding curtains 

for privacy. During the initial diagnostic phase with Sophia, there was only one other patient in the room, each of us 

getting a “side” of the room with two quadrants, each with a bed. We took advantage of the additional bed at night. 

Piling two adults into one pediatric bed was eons more comfortable than sleeping on the fold-out chair-cot torture 

apparatus that was the alternative. By day four, we had a routine that included watching a little television that swung 

away from the wall a bit before we tried to get some sleep each night. 

Three Unexpected Truths:
Insights from a Parent of Terminally Ill Children

By: Carolyn Cooper
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      The couple who shared the room with us had a child with pneumonia that was admitted for what would likely be a 

two-day inpatient stay for treatment and observation. I knew they could hear our doctors because I could hear theirs. 

There were moments I was bitter because they would watch their child recover and go home, but my child would never 

recover. This night, we watched a favorite Adam Sandler movie, 50 First Dates. As always, we busted out laughing when 

Adam Sandler’s character attempted to woo Drew Barrymore, who plays the adorable, forgetful Lucy. I later heard the 

mom whispering to the dad that she could not believe we were laughing, considering our child had been diagnosed with 

such severe brain damage. I realized at that moment that we were no longer allowed to laugh. Since I didn’t much feel 

like laughing any longer, I accommodated.

 Parents of terminally ill children get left behind. This unexpected truth was perhaps the most surprising one I learned. 

People expect their friends to support them during something as heart-wrenching as losing a child or children—but that 

does not happen. 

 We lived in a very social southern California neighborhood; young families permeated our cul-de-sac. There were 

neighborhood cook-outs, birthday parties, holiday parties, and parties for no reason at all. We loved our neighbors. 

When we received Sophia’s diagnosis, the neighbors pooled funds and brought over a wagon full of meals, gift cards, 

snacks, and other goodies. It was a very generous gesture. However, as the weeks went by, the phone calls dwindled, 

and the typical invites seemed to stop coming. We knew birthday parties had occurred because we could easily hear 

them happening. I imagine people felt guilty about having healthy children and likely did not want to rub that in our 

faces, but what ended up happening is that we became acutely aware that we simply were not invited anymore. 

 Bounce houses were visible in neighbors' yards, and the squeals of joyful children often accompanied their sight. We 

never really had a chance to decline an invitation because they stopped coming. People we previously held as friends 

became very obviously uncomfortable talking to us. When people pity you, they would rather leave you behind than be 

uncomfortable with you. I accepted this and accepted that we would need a new normal if we were to feel any normalcy 

at all. 

 The third truth I gleaned is that parents of terminally ill children have to support others, even professionals. It’s entirely 

unexpected. Each time we broke the news to a family member or friend, there was a look of shock, and tears often 

followed. Some folks expressed disbelief, requiring us to repeat and confirm the diagnosis. Some folks crumbled and 

sobbed, which naturally resulted in hugging, hand-holding, and the retrieval of tissues. Some folks even tried to 

interject the optimism of miracles and ask to pray with us. As a wholly non-religious person, this was largely 

unwelcomed, although we placated the gestures as appreciated. Providing help to the hospice staff was the most 

confusing and difficult support. 

 We had both girls under the hospice umbrella because tremendous benefits were available to them, including better 

palliation options. They truly qualified because they could die within six months at any given time, which was the 

criteria to be eligible for hospice care. The younger of our two, Madelyn, was a hospice patient from about six months 

old until she left us at age five. This allowed much of her care to be at home, giving our whole family weekly spiritual 

counseling, a social worker to support us, and more tools in the toolbox to keep her comfortable.

 Yvonne, our first social worker, was from Michigan, which was our home state, and we connected with her right away. 

Yvonne was bright and warm and gave us moments of smiles and laughter during her visits. When Sophia passed in 

2011, she was just a month shy of three years old. Yvonne helped us navigate all the awful paperwork and plans, and she 

provided us with an in-depth education about how our older children would approach grief (age appropriate to each). 
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We leaned on her hard. She led meetings with our older (typical) children and gave them a voice in the process. So I was 

genuinely taken off guard when Yvonne showed up with tears in her eyes.

     Yvonne told us that it would be her last visit and that she would be transitioning from pediatrics back to the adult 

hospice program. She explained that the light had gone out in her eyes. I thought about how many children Yvonne had 

seen through the process over the two-year time that she had given to parents like us. I felt terrible that she had given 

away so much of herself, and I asked her if I could hug her. Yvonne happily received my hug, and I wished her well. I 

truly hoped that she would find what she had lost after some time so she could rest her soul. I hoped the next social 

worker would be even half as good as Yvonne had been to us. 

 The following week, the spiritual counselor made a similar announcement. Months later, both positions turned over 

again. Each looked ashamed, each needing the same hug and reassurance that I understood why they made the choices 

they had. Yet, inside there were times I wanted to scream that I felt let down and alone.

     These three truths are unlikely to change. Grieving parents should look sad. Terminally ill children will make people 

feel uncomfortable. And grieving parents will have to support others, even those there to support them. The good news 

is that having a basic understanding of these truths can help prepare parents of terminally ill children to navigate the 

challenges as they present themselves. Society doesn’t have to approve of your grief process. You can smile, and they can 

fail to understand you, and that’s ok. Don’t ever let someone else’s idea of what grief should look like dictate your 

choices. Seize the opportunity to laugh, relish it, and be proud of it.

     Your loved ones, especially those with healthy, typical children, will inevitably feel uncomfortable inviting you to 

celebrate their children. It is important to realize that it comes from a place of compassion and empathy, and that is a 

pretty good indicator that communication is a worthwhile investment. Talk to them, and let them know that you might 

decline nine out of ten times, but you want the invitation. Let them know that you still find happiness in celebrating 

their children. Let them know how significant their presence in your life is, and keep the lines of  communication open. 

Finally, be prepared to support those who support you. There is no getting around this one. Expect that some of the 

professionals will become overwhelmed along the way.

     The death of a child can only be sad, and asking someone to share in your sadness is a pretty big request. Be grateful 

and supportive to those willing to get right into your grief with you, even if just for a while. Let them know that they 

make a difference, and allow them to respect their limitations with grace. A person can’t know exactly what something 

as difficult as losing a child will be when the doctor delivers the news. A better understanding of these truths can help us 

mitigate moments that catch us off guard.  

Carolyn Cooper is a current student at American Public University pursuing her Bachelor of Arts in Emergency and Disaster 
Management. She has a rich history of volunteerism with the Citizen Corps program, Community Emergency Response Team, 

and American Boer Goat Association. 
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ESSAYS & 
RHETORIC

"There is nothing in which the birds differ more 
from man than the way in which they can build 

and yet leave a landscape as it was before."
Robert Wilson Lynd, 

'The Blue Lion; And Other Essays'.



     Samuel Clemons, legendary humorist better known as Mark Twain, spent his formative years in an America that was 

splitting in half. In his early teens, he not only lost his father, but at the age of 15 was thrust into the fray of the politically 

and socially contentious field of journalism to earn a living. The 1850’s were transformative for many, and literature 

bloomed as a result. The Scarlet Letter, Moby Dick, and Uncle Tom’s Cabin were all published in the first 5 years of the 

decade. Each grappled with the confluence of knowledge, identity, evil and the human condition. Walt Whitman, 

America’s Poet, went from writing more conventional or uninspired poetry to writing Leaves of Grass and trying to 

unite the individual blades into a cohesive America. In 1857, Twain tried to escape the turmoil, finding refuge on the 

Mississippi River and fulfilling a dream of becoming a steamboat pilot, but this dream was short lived, and he was 

thrust into the Civil War. Not long after his short stint in the Confederate Army, Samuel Clemons, like Whitman, 

traveled to the American Frontier where Mark Twain was born. If Walt Whitman was the optimistically explicit voice 

that tried to unite the individual blades of America before the war, Mark Twain was the man that tried to unite the 

halves it broke into with ambiguity, humor, and pessimism to show America the truth of its duplicity.

     The duplicity that later appears in many of Clemons’s stories started with the development of his persona, Mark 

Twain. His tumultuous experiences seemed to create a fissure in him, and like the nation he splits in two: Samuel 

Clemons the journalist and Mark Twain the storyteller. Soon after arriving in the west, Clemons started playing around 

with the idea of journalism as fiction and interspersing hoaxes into his articles. According to Niki Holzapfel, a third year 

PhD student at University of Edinburgh, Clemons tested the waters with his article “The Petrified Man” which “mock[s] 

the popularity of newspaper stories about petrified objects”  (3) and mirrors the trends that “readers recognized, 

including sensationalized news items” (3). Five months later, Mark Twain made his appearance. Clemons had the 

intention of returning to his former life, but as the war waged on, his former life faded from view. In a letter written to a 

friend years later, Twain recalls: “I started across the plains to be gone 3 months & have the recreation we all needed 

(thinking the war would be closed & river open again by that time)” (Notebooks Vol. 1, 62). The persona, Mark Twain, 

allowed him to have social commentary on the subjectivity of the news—an organization built on the idea of truth and 

objectivity. Twain would go on to write “A Bloody Massacre near Carson '' in which he masterfully constructs a story that 

the public, unless they carefully read, would have a hard time discerning was a hoax. 

Mark Twain: Unity 
Through Duplicity

     By:  Samantha Mason
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Twain started to realize that the public would overlook certain details and miss the point if it was constructed and

presented carefully enough, which he could then capitalize on: “Once the falsehood of the report was revealed, the 

controversy pinned Twain as an irresponsible reporter, which he capitalized on to portray himself as a writer with the 

public’s interests in mind” (Holzapfel 5). This careful construction of duplicity is common in many of Twain’s fictional 

stories. 

     Twain learned from his reporting that if you distort the point, drop a calculated observation, include a pause, and 

innocently “string incongruities and absurdities together in a wandering way” (“How to Tell a Story) then you have what 

it takes to be an excellent storyteller. In his first fictional story “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County”, an 

instant favorite, he showcases this lesson. In the story he slurs the nub so effectively that his remarks about the tactics 

and failures of Senator Henry Clay, The Great Compromiser, can be easily missed. The references to President Andrew

Jackson and Secretary of State Daniel Webster are the foils to the camouflage but are difficult to pick out amongst the 

chaos. Before Simon Wheeler starts his story, the narrator comments that Simon Wheeler regarded the story as 

important and serious matter about two heroes who were “men of transcendent genius in finesse” (Jumping Frog). If the 

story isn’t read carefully, not only is this remark missed, but who these heroes are is as well. The pup, Andrew Jackson, is 

the first genius revealed: “that Andrew Jackson, … he had genius” (Jumping Frog), and the second genius is the frog, 

Dan’l Webster. Both animals are pawns of Jim Smiley, a betting man who the narrator never asked after, but who 

becomes the focus of the story anyways. Unlike the other two names, Smiley is the only one masked, but Twain drops a 

hint in the beginning: “Jim Smiley, in the winter of ’49—or may be it was the spring of ’50.” (Jumping Frog). 

     In 1849, California—where Calaveras County is seated—sought to enter the Union as a free state, threatening to upset 

the balance in the Senate, so in January of 1850, Senator Henry Clay introduced a series of resolutions known as the 

Compromise of 1850 (Drexler). Daniel Webster delivered a famous speech, known as the “March Seventh Speech,” on the 

Senate floor in support of these bills: “Why, I’ve seen him set Dan’l Webster down here on this floor…and sing out, ‘Flies, 

Dan’l, flies!’” (Jumping Frog). Unfortunately, this only postponed the fracturing of the Union for a decade because two of 

Clay’s three Compromises, the Compromise of 1850 and Missouri Compromise, “failed to resolve the question of slavery 

in a meaningful way” (“Today in History”). If Twain follows his formula the last nub—possibly Clay’s first Compromise 

resulting in the Nullification Crisis—falls after Simon Wheeler pauses and comes back to tell another Smiley tale: “very 

often, of course, the rambling and disjointed humorous story finishes with a nub…the listener must be alert…for in 

many cases the teller will divert attention from that nub by dropping it in a carefully casual and indifferent way” (How to 

Tell a Story). Twain repeats his nub twice, fully, and at the end throws in another after a pause and without full 

explanation. This is the “remark intended to explode the mine” (How to Tell a Story), because the Nullification Crisis laid

the groundwork to the Civil War; it split the White House in two and led to Vice President John C. Calhoun stepping 

down. Even though Jackson and Webster were members of opposing parties, both were united under the same 

manipulation by a man willing to shift his position whenever it suited him best, like Jim Smiley. Twain juxtaposes a 

ferocious dog and passive frog in paralleling stories to show their unity under subordination and ease the tension of 

what was a divisive subject. 
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       In his novels, The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, Twain combines all his tricks of the 

trade. Like his introduction of Mark Twain through Samuel Clemons, Huckleberry Finn is introduced through Tom 

Sawyer, and just like his own story, Tom fades to the background and Huck remains in the public’s consciousness. Tom 

and Huck juxtapose each other like the characters in “The Celebrated Frog of Calaveras County,” but the books 

themselves juxtapose and parallel one another creating unity through the context of a larger story. In Tom Sawyer, 

readers start with a “Preface,” an introduction intended to “pleasantly remind adults of what they once were themselves, 

and of how they felt and thought and talked, and what queer enterprises they sometimes engaged in” (Tom Sawyer 

Preface). In Huck Finn, readers are given a “Notice,” a warning against finding motive, morals or plot. Both messages 

prime the reader for the story but reflect the difference in attitude when the story is about two white boys, even if one is 

part of the lowest part of society and the other is disobedient, versus a story about two social outcasts. The stories mirror 

each other in many ways and reflect a hypocrisy that is greater than either story alone.

     The juxtaposition can also be seen in the titles of many of the chapters. In chapter two of Tom Sawyer, “The Glorious 

Whitewasher,” and “Our Gang’s Dark Oath” in Huck Finn, Twain uses contrasting colors as a reflection of the racial 

divisions in America but also symbolic of civilized society’s unspoken, but very real and enforceable, contract. According 

to Twain, “the pause is an exceedingly important feature in any kind of story, and a frequently recurring feature, too.” 

(How to Tell a Story). The 9 years that elapses between the publication of Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn, and slight 

variation of story, leaves the audience unable to recognize the similarities. Each story is a convolution of tales and illogic 

that blurs the nub. Even though Huck is made respectable at the end of Tom Sawyer and Jim is freed at the end of Huck 

Finn, both are stuck in a constantly shifting system of rules that ensures that people like Huck or Jim are unable to 

obtain what they really want, freedom and acceptance: 

     “’Can’t let me in, Tom? Didn’t you let me go for a pirate?’

     ‘Yes, but that’s different. A robber is more high-toned than what a pirate is—as a general  thing. In most

     countries they’re awful high up in the nobility—dukes and such’” 

     (Tom Sawyer 281).

     There is a reason Huck Finn took years to conceptualize and write. It mirrors Tom Sawyer. Each story follows a similar 

path, an outsider leaves their home in the search of freedom from society’s restrictions, and through a meandering array 

of trials and tribulations, to prove that they are worthy, is finally welcomed into the society they tried to escape—with 

conditions. The difference, and the difficulty, is one is a story about boys and the other is about man. Twain drops this 

hint, after a pause, in the end of Tom Sawyer: “So endeth this chronicle. It being strictly a history of a boy, it must stop 

here; the story could not go much further without becoming the history of man” (284). The nub of it is, that boys grow 

into men and their experiences as children inform their decisions and actions as men. Tom is celebrated and his status is 

lifted for his lie in Tom Sawyer. Judge Thatcher even called it noble and compared it to “George Washington’s lauded 

Truth” (Tom Sawyer 278). So, withholding the truth in Huck Finn could only result in becoming a hero in his experience.

Throughout Mark Twain’s career he would continue to follow the formula he devised as Samuel Clemons the journalist, 

to create Mark Twain the storyteller. Bury the truth under 12 feet of water and eventually, after a long
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enough pause, only the steamboat remains. The contentious social and political climate that resulted in the Civil 

War not only fractured the country but Twain himself. With his prospects of returning to be a steamboat captain on 

hold until the end of the war he had to find another path. He found his calling in writing true stories wrapped in 

fictional tales full of ambiguity, humor, and pessimism to try and show America the truth of its duplicity and unite 

the halves they had broken into:

     “I have had a “call” to literature, of a low order—i.e. humorous. It is nothing to be proud of, but it is my 

     strongest suit & if I were to listen to that maxim of stern duty…I would long ago have ceased to meddle with 

     things for which I was by nature unfitted and turned my attention to seriously scribbling to excite the laughter 

     of God’s creatures” (Notebooks Vol. 1, 92)

     Storytellers are unifiers, whether he was gathering men in the mining camps or lecture halls, writing short stories 

or novels, he was gathering terribly divided people around his stories to soothe the tension—to humor America. 
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FACULTY

 "The haft of the arrow had been feathered 
with one of the eagle's own plumes. We 

often give our enemies the means of our 
own destruction."

- Aesop.
 



 Less than a week after visiting Istanbul, I was having dinner in a Moroccan restaurant on the Nile. Close to where I 

dined, the Great Pyramid sat in her ancient majesty and waited for my visit. While neon-lit boats of sightseers cruised 

past the semi open-aired restaurant, three musicians in red fezzes and striped brown caftans played Arabic music. The 

zither set the exotic melody; the hanging Moroccan lanterns, tied back curtains, and large floor-worthy cushions set the

mood. I was alone; Collin would join me the next day.

 When the throaty baritone of Adhan—the Muslim call to prayer—pierced the early evening ebb and flow, the musicians 

laid down their instruments for a more profound melody. I breathed in the long, dulcet tones of God’s name from the 

minarets all around Cairo. Allah unwound itself on the ancient river’s breezes, and I joined in with my own offering of 

thanks. Together with the name of God, it soared and faded and soared again on the whim of the wind of the great Nile. 

The beating heart of Egypt. 

 As I contemplated the moment in which I found myself, I considered the nexus between past and present. Mine. And 

Egypt’s. As antiquity clashed with the contemporary in the land once ruled by pharaohs, I looked out across the Nile to 

the fast-darkening purple threatening to overtake the star-filled sky of an almost night. The lights of river boats and 

restaurants and passers-by were reflected in the ancient river and sparkled in snaky lines across the water in an upward- 

looking display for the stars. 

 It was hard to fathom my own story in relation to where I sat on that last night of March; my own personal nexus of past 

and present was only just becoming clear to me. Where I was. And where I had been. Being on the banks of the primal 

river laid it all out in front of me. More than four years earlier, I had returned from winter break to the little school in 

Pennsylvania where I worked. After a day of teaching and putting out fires, my boss asked me to meet with him. He 

asked about the most pressing issues in the school building; surprised, but comforted in his new-found interest, I laid 

out both the issues and the actions needed to solve them. He took copious notes. When I finished, he looked over his 

cheaters, put down his pen and paper, and uncoiled a malicious smirk.

 “As of now, your job is terminated,” he said.

 “What?” I asked.

 “Get out!” he demanded, pointing to the door of his office, but meaning the school.

Transformation on the 
Nile River

By:  Dr. Jaclyn Maria Fowler
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       In the seconds between his words and my next actions, I searched my memory for meaning. I had only recently 

received acclaim from an independent team of evaluators who had spent the better part of a week combing through the 

school’s work and records. Their commendations of my efforts were both in writing and in a speech where the 

community was informed in a very public wrap-up. The man who had just fired me, however, did not fare as well. In 

fact, the evaluators’ report called him out as a bully, as one who created a culture of fear and intimidation. He was 

humiliated. And I would pay for it.

       “You think I told the team about you, don’t you?” I asked.

        “I don’t care!” he answered coldly, but it was clear I had hit his soft spot.

       “The irony is it wasn’t me. I didn’t say a word.”      

       He was unmoved by my truthful argument, and I left his office, dejected and confused, but defiant in the knowledge 

I had done nothing wrong. It would take a long time to recover, of course, but when I felt better about my professional 

prospects, I took a job in the Middle East. I told myself that in the land of the ancient prophets and messengers, I would 

heal. Because no one knew me in this faraway place, I had the chance to rebuild my life through hard work and travel. 

       It was there, then, that I integrated my already well-established notions of the West with a list of new expectations 

from the East. I learned a new culture, parts of a new language, and saw myself through new eyes. I fell in love. I began 

to build a bridge between the past and my new present. Traveling was one of the ways I did this; it provided a visceral 

reminder of the constant change that affected all things: cultures, countries, continents. In comparison, the changes in 

my own life seemed so much smaller.

       So as I sat looking out at the longest river in the world, I considered the path my life had taken to bring me to the 

exact moment on the mighty Nile. While I sat in Cairo, I had arrived at acceptance. Of others. And of myself. A greater 

force propels us, the winding river whispered. Let it be. Like the Nile, I moved in a turning, twisting, confusing way. My 

path was not straight. In some places, I was battered and beaten. Where there were barriers, I learned to move around 

some and bounced and bounded and jumped around others. But, ultimately, I had arrived exactly where I was supposed 

to be. Like water, the person I had become recognized the fluidity of life. Movement. Change. Transformation. They 

were the only constants.

       “Madam,” the waiter interrupted my thoughts; “how do you like the view?”

       I could not think of a thing to say that would do justice; I was filled with emotion and teetering on the edge of 

allowing it to flow. When the waiter saw the tears harbored in my eyes, he smiled his understanding and felt no 

embarrassment. He continued to engage.

       “The Nile,” he said turning away to look towards the river. “It is life.”

       While it was the first time I had heard it said, it would be a recurring theme throughout my stay in Egypt. The Nile is 

life. I considered the inherent symbolism and its implications to my  own life, and I considered a very-recent trip to 

Istanbul and its mythical Orient Express. Both landmarks reflected epic journeys, great changes, movement, and 

ultimately transformation. For a moment as I considered my own epic journey, I was grateful that on a fateful day in
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January when the snow on the ground grayed with the dirt of footprints and the exhaust of car engines, the Divine saw 

fit to relieve me of my old life, my old ways. I saw the man who fired me through new eyes; he was a conduit of the 

change I needed to become the person I was supposed to be. The woman who on the last night of March sat looking 

dreamily out at the Nile River. The world—and my life—needed some shaking up; it needed to be opened up. And it was. 

So on that night in the ancient lands of the pharaohs, I felt oddly at home in the world.

 “I am lucky,” I whispered into the almost windless night air.

 “We are lucky to have you,” the waiter responded with a kind smile.

 I appreciated his small, gratuitous compliment. While it was born of the waiter’s misunderstanding regarding the 

intended recipient of my whisper, I knew it as a response to the prayer I had whispered to the winds of the Nile, the one 

that mingled and merged with the resonant Allah of Adhan.

 “Thank you,” I said out loud after the waiter left my table. It was a sign of appreciation to whomever saw fit to deliver 

me exactly where I needed to be at exactly the right moment. On that particular night, it happened to be in an almost 

open-aired Moroccan restaurant on the Nile River, just outside Giza less than a week after visiting Istanbul and before 

returning to my new home in Ras al Khaimah.

A storyteller at heart, Jaclyn Maria Fowler comes from a long line of raconteurs and wanderers who trace their lineage back to the west coast of 
Ireland. She, too, travels to write and writes to travel, following in the footsteps of her ancestors. To pay for her obsessions, she works as Chair of 
the English Department at APUS. She is the author of “It is Myself that I Remake,” “No One Radiates Love Alone,” and “10,000 Things.” Fowler 

has also had several short stories published, including “The Other Day I Found a Penny in the Street” in the 2020 Colorado Book Award winning 
anthology, “Women of the Desert” in the Wanderlust Best of ’20 anthology, and “In the Summer Before Third Grade” in the 2022 Fish Anthology.
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Somehow I started thinking back about that summer
when winds blew sea bass and bluefish to the shore
and we joined gear and headed east
to test ourselves of water and sand.
 
Simple then, we breathed
in and out of our shirt sleeves to keep warm
and drifted like kite strings tied to the sea.
 
And we were tied in a way—
tied to the sunset—
with so much to do before dark:
the scraps in closed metal cans,
the testing of lanterns and flashlights, 
the double A’s,
the raincoats in reach just in case.
 
And it rained all right
while we wondered of the seams,
wondered in dark not speaking,
the truth larger than we could see:
the moon driven shadows of swaying trees.

Orange Skins Left In the Screen-Room
By:  Prof. Penny Freeland

Penny Freeland is a NYC transplant. When she heard the saying, teach on the beach, she took it to heart and moved to the Outer 
Banks of NC, which satisfies her need to be near the ocean. Her poetry is urban, yet full of nature, a reflection of her new 

surroundings. Her work has appeared in fine journals, such as Rattle, Black Rock and Sage, Red Booth Review, Eclectia and Bird 
& Dog. She teaches English at American Public University.
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You can see her at the register, skinny mom, kid on the hip, one by the hand, crying.
She has a book with lists of products she is allowed to get for her children. 

Thirty pages.
               The least expensive brand of pasteurized cow’s milk. 

               No buttermilk, organic milk, powdered milk.

               16 ounces of the least expensive brand of cheese. 

               No organic. No string cheese.

               Yogurt with two approved brands. 
 
               No fruit on the bottom, no granola. 

               16 ounces of approved juice brands. Pages and pages of juices. 
               
               No “juice promoted for use by infants.” No organic. 

You can see the worn-out mothers in the isles checking and back checking 
to see if the three-quarter loaf of bread is the one in the book with the guidelines, so she can feed three-quarters of her family. 
                                                                      You can’t see them: the executives who set this up. 
                                                                      Let’s make it as hard as possible, they decided
                                                                      in a board room. Let’s humiliate these leeches.

“This is not the right bread,” the checkout girl announces, 
loud enough for those in line to hear. 

Embarrassed, she leans to me: 
               “My baby is sick. He needs more surgeries. 
               I never used to have to do this.

“Just give her the freaking bread!” I want to shout. 

But I don’t. I just let her take the brunt.

Women, Infants, Children

By:  Prof. Penny Freeland

The WIC Program
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"If there's a book that you want to read, but it

hasn't been written yet, then you must write it."

Toni Morrison
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