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Visual 
Arts
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First Place
“Behind One Team” by Shelby Couzzi
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Honorable Mention
“Zeckriel the Crimson Spearman” by Steven Hayes
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Honorable Mention
“God’s Glory Through the Eyes of a Tree” by Brenda Taylor
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“Up the River” by Shelby Couzzi
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“Averett Aviation” by Shelby Couzzi
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Written
Arts
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First Place
“The Unobtainable Warmth”  by Kaylee Webster

Snap. 

The twigs snap underneath her feet. Her heart races, and she finds 
it hard to catch her breath. Her head swings to the side; her eyes 
search the darkness behind her. That’s all that is there: darkness. 
Overwhelming, unrelenting darkness surrounds her. She runs until 
her feet feel like they are bleeding. The girl is tired, but she has to 
escape. She has to run from the darkness that nips at her heels. Just 
when she starts to see the light at the edge of the woods, she feels 
her legs clawed by its hands. No, no. I am so close to the light. I can 
feel its warmth. Please. Let me feel the warmth. Let me escape. Let 
me—

Her eyes snap open, and she flings herself up from the bed. Her 
clothes are soaked in sweat. Her breath comes raggedly. Samuel 
stirs, slowly opening his eyes. 

“Are you okay? Was it a nightmare again? You’re okay. You’re safe, 
Harper. You’re safe.”

But she knows she’s not. She’s not safe. She’s not okay.

The darkness is still there. You can’t outrun the darkness that is 
inside you. 
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It was midnight and I was 
Sitting outside in front of 
A gorgeous lake while the sounds 
Of the night played me a song. 
The sky was perfectly clear, 
Bats danced across the sky, and 
The nocturnal animals 
Were skittering about, but 
The moon drew attention to 
Herself. 
 
She was shining brighter than 
Ever; lighting up the night. 
She reflected off the lake 
Perfectly. To some it is 
Time to sleep, but I am like the 
Animals; awake, alive, 
And full of the energy 
Radiating off the moon. 

Honorable Mention
“The Night” by Haley Farthing
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This place has long been forgotten.
Boarded up and left to die,
The front door is decrepit and rotten.
 With the wind as its breath, the cabin tends to sigh, and storms 
make it cry.

You may wonder, in this cabin, could anyone reside?
Through the dust you can see its former beauty.
If you listen closely, you can hear that it once was very much alive.
Even in its broken state, its foundation still holds, unwavering in 
its duty.

Its bronze doorknob is cold to the touch.
Cracked and worn, the door could easily give.
Upon entering you wouldn’t find much.
A lonely cavernous place, it is hard to imagine those who once 
lived. 

Its walls were once washed, its windows once shined.
That was until the children moved away, and the parents got old.
So the cabin was left behind.
Now all that lives here are memories and mold.

Honorable Mention
“The Cabin” by BK Stancil
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“Lupine Chronicles Prologue” by Steven Hayes

Eons ago, the world was still young, but two great nations existed: 
the Kingdom of the Light, and the Empire of Shadow. Separated, 
of course, until a foolish Celestian named Detromedos shattered 
the only seal between the worlds of Shade and Luminar: Duality’s 
Cross. And in doing so, the Keidrar, monsters of pure darkness, 
started their attack on Luminar, beginning the eternal war between 
good and evil. 
      Years later, the emperor of the dark had created a terrifying 
sword of pure shadow, deemed Shadehex, that reigned destruction 
upon innocents like a guillotine. It was at this point that the king 
of light appointed his greatest blacksmiths to create weapons, any 
weapons at all, to combat or counter the terror that Shadehex had 
wrought. His wish was granted, however, since supplies were almost 
all but exhausted, only three blades were made, but in return, 
they were given great powers that could create, destroy, or restore 
anything. However, if they were given to the hands of the enemy, 
the world would fall into endless discord. As such, they were given 
the ability to choose their own masters.
     The sword of restoration, Sakuram, presented itself to an Entene 
woman, who specialized as a healer. At first, she was confused, 
as she never required weapons in her line of work. However, she 
quickly found that Sakuram’s blade, to those who carried light in 
their souls, not only went right through them, but also made their 
wounds appear to never have existed.
     The sword of destruction, Ragnavox, came to someone who, 
ironically enough, did not wish to destroy anything: a T’Raak child. 
The timing of this blade came, understandably enough, during 
an attack against him by some beasts. When he picked up the 
blade, it wasn’t at all what he thought would happen. For one, he 
could see their souls were full of darkness. And when he tried to 
use Ragnavox as a shield, one of the beasts disintegrated upon its 
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touch. Despite having a frightening look, the sword carried good 
judgement.
     The sword of creation, Indalskaber, proved to be the most 
stubborn, since not one person could lift the sword, as it kept 
creating very intricate ways of rejecting any and all who tried to 
pull it from its pedestal. That is, until a curious human stumbled 
upon the pedestal, which had now become a test in its own just to 
touch it. It was enough that he could pull it from the ground, but 
the sword revealed its true form only to him. Even the now-wielder 
of the sword can’t recall how he was able to grasp its handle, but 
one thing can be certain: his mindscape was that of an artist, always 
having new ideas, not to mention bright ones.
     These three Trinity Knights took to the front lines, easily taking 
down the Keidrar faster than they could bring out newer soldiers. 
Eventually, they led their charge to the dark emperor’s heavily 
fortified, hellish castle, where the trio squared off against the black-
hearted master of Shadehex. No evil being that descended him 
could ever match the sheer terror in power that he carried, and it 
showed with naught an explanation to the knights. However, this 
did not stop them from vanquishing his body and mind with one 
full-force attack from all three, but the soul proved to be too much 
to handle. 
     When his comrades were felled, the Knight of Creation sent the 
swords of destruction and restoration to separate corners of the 
multiverse, and with his own power of creation, he sealed the dark 
emperor’s soul to his throne, and fragmented Shadehex, as he could 
not do more than that. With his last remaining power, including 
his life force, he sent his own sword to the center of all worlds and 
protected it with a great barrier, sealing it from the reach of evil. 
    Of course, his soul eternally tied to his castle, the dark emperor 
created a vessel able to shatter the barrier, only there was one snag 
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in his plan. Before his vessel could touch the barrier, something 
happened: it erupted a new world. With its own hero, no less. 
Centuries passed, many Dark Vessels were made, and many more 
new worlds were created in defense. With Indalskaber at its core, 
the central world, deemed by many as Terra Prime, was practically 
untouchable, despite its inhabitants warring with themselves. 
Architects of Worlds still arose, even without knowing their true 
purpose in life. Although, while worlds could live on without their 
creators, no new defenses could be created if Architects were to die. 
     In the year 2018, one Architect, legendary as he was creative, 
had to pass on. But in his doing so, the impenetrable barrier of 
Terra Prime began to show cracks, allowing leftover Dark Matter to 
seep in and cause the chaotic catalyst that would trigger the single 
greatest war since the Great Trinity War. And it would all start with 
the greatest mishap ever, months later...
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“Arise” by Paul Dennis Jr.

I never had a man to teach me how to use my wings,
So I ain’t never really wonder why the caged bird sings.
I try to shoot for the moon so I can land amongst the stars,
but look around and notice that I never once escaped the bars.
Step in my life, try to fly with the pressure of my community,
hunted by my country; living beyond the scrutiny.
People living life with a false sense of unity,
but nobody wants to talk about the gap in opportunities.
Some people don’t care because money equals immunity
then sit and act surprised like “oh wow that’s news to me”.

You’ll never find a bird that learned to fly without seeing it first.
I had to learn to turn to God when I’m feeling my worst;
they say you haven’t made progress if it doesn’t hurt,
then blow away your ashes if the pressure causes you to burst.
You ever seen a friend that you grew up with lay in a hearse
or lose someone you love (I swear that pain is something you can’t 
rehearse),
have everything go wrong to the point where you start to think 
you’re cursed or regret your birth — maybe even start to doubt 
your worth?

My momma never went to college.
She tells me to this day that her lack of education’s like a form of 
bondage;
she had a dream but she never got it.
That’s dangerous cause there are people who take lives just to be 
acknowledged.
... It’s 2020 and we got to pay for knowledge?
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I was the first of my family to ever make it here.
Some colleges cost like fifty or sixty thousand a year,
with price tags as if I could sell my blood and my tears;
asking for payment, I’m looking at the lady like “where?”
Instead of nightmares, I got empty pockets for fears.
Now when I graduate I’ll have Sallie Mae on my rear.

So I carry the honor of my mother to make sure I stay on track,
a bible just in case my faith in God begins to slack,
my books so I can distinguish the alternative facts,
and the words of all my doubters so I never forget that.
I carry my father’s absence and family’s debt up on my back,
and I carry a stigma — you know — because I’m black.
I carry my ancestors before me, you can attest to that, 
so watch your step if you see a rose go poking through the cracks.
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I do not like these,
Isometric poems.

“At least two stanzas?
Easy, just do couplets.”

So here you are, sir,
At least two stanzas.

Two lines, two times two.
Four stanzas, total.

“Doing the Least” by Cameron Becker
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“Night” by Rodan Field

 
We tread most softly,
legs stretched to the horizon,
fleeing from the sun.

We talk quietly, 
though we are the only ones 
who come here nightly.

Quiet waves ripple, 
shimmering in the moonlight 
through thick seas of fog.

The moon blooms silver,
filtering through flitting leaves.
The Night calls, howling.

Fickle, always vain,
staring at the sky's mirror,
seeing pale sunlight.

Underneath the moon, 
melting, moaning, mewling, young, 
coveting night's sun.

Wind wracks wooded hills 
creaking, calling in the night. 
Raving, we answer.

One more doomed comet, 
burning scarlet, emerald, mauve, 
glittering its last.

Birds, brands, blizzards blow,
wind sweeps powder as it goes,
icy waters flow.

From Midseason’s chill,
hungry things emerge, renewed,
spurred on by fresh blood.

Hooves beat in the dark, 
trailing wisps through tree and 
grass, 
marking out a path.

Wings sweep softly past,
the faintest breeze as they go,
followed by talons.

Between silent trees
yellow eyes faintly glitter,
waiting for a mark.

We pace, much the same,
ravenous in demeanor,
salivating still.

We ache, unrestrained,
blood running forever hot,
living every thrill.

We sate that stark thirst,
knowing what we are/are not,
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“Information Age” by Rodan Field

When Turing’s design set forward to break the Enigma code, the 
trajectory of human history entirely changed.  The German code 
machine, intended to keep messages secret, led Turing to develop 
the devices that evolved to create computers.  Today, the emergence 
of the modern microprocessor in conjunction with the radio has 
connected humanity in ways never before imaginable.  The hopes, 
dreams, and whims of the unfettered billions of earth flow freely 
from our planet’s surface and into space, where they are bounced 
off satellites and back to earth again, making the cohesive whole 
of the human experience available to us now as never before.  In 
many ways we are still the same as we were before: our cultures, 
languages, and borders remain, but now more than ever before we 
are connected.

That connection has spurred us on, presenting us with endless 
opportunities to collaborate and create.  We crowd source all kinds 
of things: games, movies, music, news, anything that we can dream 
of today can be found straight from the hearts and minds of the 
people who first hit “upload”.  The thingiverse is overflowing with 
designs and schematics for every manner of object, common or 
exotic, just waiting to be made into a tangible reality before your 
eyes.  If it can be bought or sold it can be kickstarted, gofunded, or 
backed through indiegogo, pateron, and others.

Democracy is a sort of crowdsourcing too; the progenitors of 
democratic civilization collaborated in the interests of the general 
welfare, levied taxes, and elected leaders who in turn wrote 
and administered the policies and laws that allowed nations to 
form, trade to flourish, and peace to be preserved.  More recent 
democracies feature representatives in the thousands, sometimes-
wide arrays of political parties, panels of the electorate, and 
caucuses where a coin toss may-or-may-not be involved.  While 
technologies have completely revolutionized the way we create, 
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their work into the way we govern ourselves has been troubled at 
best.

It was 2008 when I first heard the phrase “incidental discovery,” an 
idea that essentially means “if we’re spying accidentally, it might as 
well be legal”.  As a drone pilot serving during the first decade of 
total information warfare I felt like a twisted Santa Claus: watching 
people sleeping, knowing when they’re awake, and dropping coal 
down the chimney when they’ve been bad that year.  If the people 
you spy on are civilians, or citizens, that’s OK, as long as it’s “by 
accident”.

I’ve heard it said that those who are slowest to trust are the 
least trustworthy, because they’re secretly afraid everyone else 
is scheming, just like they are.  Watching other people go about 
their lives made me aware of all the little eyes and ears that were 
watching me; every camera was silently snapping pictures, and 
each microphone records every word and breath, all connected to 
the same massive network, pumping every intimate detail of each 
living moment like a heart beating out my deepest secrets to the 
world.

Between the time that I had left-for, and returned-from, “war” the 
balance of power had shifted.  Bradley Manning took classified 
information and released it through wikileaks, creating one of the 
largest and most far-reaching security breaches in history, partially 
because the system they took the information from was the largest 
and most far-reaching intelligence network ever built.  Information 
had become the battlefield, and Manning took the weapons of the 
world powers and passed them out, no strings attached, to anyone 
who cared to click “download” that day.
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The last century’s world-shattering weapon was the Atomic Bomb.  
In our new information age we are each promoted to world powers, 
wielding the internet as a massive double-edged sword, flailing it 
about like a three-year-old at a birthday party: hoping to hit the 
piñata and walk away with something good.  In the chaos and 
confusion of international scuffles we will get caught up in the 
furball from time-to-time, and it will swallow some of us up and 
spit others out, but we will all get a little chewed.  Before it ends, 
it might be hard to find the borders between our cultures and 
languages where they once seemed so clear and defined.
In a globalized world where knowledge is power, we each hold the 
keys to untold fortunes that are hoarded and spent in pixels on 
screens and through speakers on phones.  The secret lives of billions 
flow through our computers, and every day on facebook, twitter, 
gmail, skype, yahoo, and youtube we make our own deposits into 
the endless vault of information.  Like us, our governments trade in 
the power market, stealing a few dollars at a time and hiding them 
in the mattress for a “rainy day,” when they might need this or that 
tidbit for something big in the future.  Unlike times in the millennia 
now past, governments do not control the flow of this precious 
resource, we do.

With every phone call home, every text to our spouse, every email 
to our colleagues at work, we create a unique currency to spend 
or save as we choose.  Just like any other currency we must always 
remember to save it wisely, and spend it only when it can do the 
most good.  At best this new frugality will bring us closer together, 
and at worst we will learn the real value of a whisper, as opposed to 
a shout.
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“Lanier” by Paul Dennis Jr. 

At times I think the danger great
to place my heart back on the line.
Should I embrace or should I wait
before I let her take what’s mine?

Love is a lake; it’s water way
too murky to see in its depths,
and once you’re in, there’s no escape;
not even when you need a breath.

You see, I might just try to leave,
but you’re the weight that holds me down.
I pray that God leaves me bereaved
of love, or else I’ll likely drown...

Say I do not come up for air,
and just descend to lovers’ deep?
Say I do not come up for air,
and risk loveless eternal sleep?

In my experience, the more
I love someone, the more it hurts...
when you can’t prove or reassure
me that you’re mine, it makes it worse.

Maybe it’s time that I admit
sometimes I ponder whether you
are serious; you’re hesitant...
...unless you fear the water too?
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what if we never got inside;
cowered behind our fear of hurt?
Say we gave up just to stay dry?
Well maybe then we’d die of thirst...

Say I did not come up for air,
and just embraced true love’s descent.
Say we did not come up for air...
maybe our love would never end.
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The Tempest tactfully begins,
Building, blowing, bending stems,
Sweeping, breaking branch and limb,
Spinning the churn of cautionless winds.

The waters come and oceans swell,
The buoys clang out drowning bells,
The stars that you’d once trust to sail,
Are swallowed by the clouds.

Before, we knew it would appear,
The smell of stormfronts wafted here,
And as the gaping maw drew near
We lingered; we were proud.

We had our gods, we gave our trust
That no matter how deep we were thrust,
We’d endure until the screaming gusts
Had left us no more bowed.

We had our hopes, we faced our fears,
Drowned in the salt of a trillion tears,
Left with broken bones and deafened ears,
The storm we weathered, weathered us.

“Tempest” by Rodan Field
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The glistening tears of the lonely moon’s moonlight 
Shine ever so eerily half past midnight,
But it’s always dim enough to where I can’t see.

The thick fog layered in a vast dark clearing
Distracts me from the screams of sorrow I’ve been hearing,
But there are times when it’s thick enough to where I can’t breathe.

The deafening “panging” of a late night’s rain
Drains me of my focus and reminds me of the pain
Of that period of time when I begged you not to leave.

Now I wear pale smiles accompanied by empty grins
In an oft successful attempt to hide the pain within –
My pride is telling me that I cannot let you know I grieve.

Then the following morning I devote myself to prayer
“Heal me of these wounds lord, help me to forget her,”
But to be honest, when I think of you, I question my belief.

I once considered love to be a wonderful emotion,
Now my own are so charred and scarred I wouldn’t dare approach 
them.
And yet my heart still feels the urge to give you a prime reprieve.

“My Present State” by Paul Dennis Jr.
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“Moody Mitchell” by Cameron Becker

  
I choose to ignore
Problems and hide them,
Like a girl forced in the tallest tower.

But I can’t forget
They’re still hanging there,
Like a yoke that is stuck around my neck.

But is it so bad
To want peace of mind?
Like the tranquility of one’s garden.

But my troubles prove
To be persistent,
As a river that surely has to end.

But I could stop them
Easy as they came
Like how easy a dagger stabs a heart.

Yet still I ignore
Problems ‘til I can’t,
Like paper wasps in the eaves of the house.
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“Omen: Crow” by Haley Farthing

Crows sat outside my neighbor’s 
House. Everyone knew what they 
Meant; death. The crows were hated; 
But was it because of a 
Superstition or was it  
Because they were always right? 
 
The crows were never wrong when  
They covered someone’s home, but 
They never frightened me. I 
Knew the omen was not real. 
It had to be purely a 
Coincidence. I chose to 
Believe that until one day. 
 
The crows covered my house and 
Yard. I have to admit, it 
Frightened me a little. Some  
People commented that they  
Had never seen so many 
Before. I saw more coming. 
 
The next morning I watched 
As strangers covered me with  
A white sheet. I had died in 
My sleep. The crows had been right. 
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The sky stretches,
A silky tablecloth.

 
Down home,

The mountains loom,
A cradle of giants.

 
Down home,
The air kisses
At your skin.

 
Down home,

The fields illuminate
A vista of gold.

 
Down home,

The creaks meander,
With no end in sight.

Down home,
The floral scents endless,
Paired with nature’s choir. 

Down home,
The birds sing,
Joyous songs.

Down home,
The beauty 

Is abundant.

“Down Home” by BK Stancil



30

“All’s Well in Suburbia” by Cameron Becker

 
A sword and shield cast onto the rug,
Fantasies of a great dragon left behind,
Stories untold and never to replay;
The brave, young knight must feast and rest his mind;

The knight goes to his concrete stadium
Where he is the champion baseballer,
The Babe Ruth of his time; ‘til he’s halted 
by raindrops on the back of his collar.

The champ then becomes a ninja master, 
Nigh invisible to the untrained eye;
He is forced to lurk though his own dojo,
Avoiding his foes as they pass him by;

Yet through all of his perils and triumphs,
This young world traveler had always known,
His adventures would end, for he must rest,
But the new day would find a new milestone.
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“Every child is an 
artist. The problem 
is how to remain an 
artist once we grow 

up.”

-Picasso


