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M
EET THE STAFF

Dr. KiMberly angle
Faculty aDVisor

I’m very excited about the positive impact that The Lamp Post 
has had on Montreat’s campus these past three years. More 
students are writing and submitting as well as attending Open 
Mic events. Dr. Juckett and I are continually impressed with 
the dedicated passion and commitment to excellence displayed 
by our Lamp Post editors.

Dr. elizabeth JucKett
co-Faculty aDVisor

Along with Dr. Kimberly Angle, Dr. Elizabeth 
Juckett serves as an advising professor to The 
Lamp Post 2021 team. She is delighted to be 
working for a third year with the talented editors, 
artists, and writers at Montreat College, who 
regularly inspire her.

christian young
eDitor-in-chieF, layout anD Design

Christian is a junior  and a Communications major 
with an emphasis in Public Relations at Montreat 
College. He’s honored to be returning to the Lamp 

Post staff as Editor-in-Chief of the 2021 edition, in 
addition to leading the layout and design team.

caprice coFFey
Fiction, poetry

Caprice is a junior and an English major with a 
concentration in Creative Writing. She is passionate 
about writing stories, especially fantasy, and hopes 
to turn that passion into a career. She also enjoys 
reading and drawing. She is very excited to be an 
editor of the 2021 edition of The Lamp Post.

zoe eVans
Visual art, poetry

Zoe is a sophomore English Major with a 
concentration in Professional Writing. She enjoys 

experimenting in different art mediums and working 
collaboratively with her two sisters on their novel. 

She is excited to join the Lamp Post staff of 2021 as 
a Poetry and Visual Arts editor.

benJaMin schMiDt
layout anD Design, prooFreaDing

Ben Schmidt is a communication major with a concentration 
in journalism. In my free time I enjoy the outdoors, running/
biking, hanging out with friends and playing video games.

anna raJagopal
Fiction, nonFiction

A fiction editor for the 2021 Lamp Post and a senior and an 
English major with a concentration in Creative Writing, Anna 

Rajagopal is inspired by her love of country, her Catholic 
faith, and World War II history. When she isn’t busy studying, 

she enjoys adding another installment to her series involving 
a German-Jewish dynasty living in America.

Morgan hooKs
photography, layout anD Design

Morgan Hooks is a senior communications major with a 
concentration in journalism. Hooks could gush for hours 
about alliteration, layouts, and landscapes—all elements that 
she is able to incorporate into this issue of The Lamp Post as 
one of the designers and through her position as Editor in 
Chief of the campus newspaper, The Whetstone.

charlie Frye
Fiction, nonFiction

In addition to being a fiction and creative nonfiction editor 
for The Lamp Post, Charlie Frye is an English and Creative 

Writing major graduating from Montreat in spring 21. Charlie 
is very passionate about writing but also enjoys reading a 

good book, drawing, or catching up on a TV show.

peter Farr
poetry, layout anD Design

Peter is an English and Bible major inspired by 
his love for words, poetry, and art. When he isn’t 
editing for The Lamp Post ,  he’s usually outside, 
painting, or reading.

eMily WilliaMs
poetry, layout anD Design

Emily Williams is finishing her senior year and Creative 
Writing degree with her third time working on The Lamp 

Post. She can often be found working on her creative 
writing projects and poetry, both of which she hopes to 

publish some day soon. 

ruKiya Wylie
nonFiction, Visual art

RuKiya is a junior majoring in Communications 
with a concentration in Journalism. Her favorite 
thing about working with The Lamp Post is getting 
the opportunity to read students and faculties 
beautiful work.
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eDitor’s preFace

Every edit ion of  The Lamp Post  str ives  for  two things :  The f ir st  is  to  be visual ly  and thematical ly 
dist inct  from past  edit ions,  and i t  is  safe  to  say that  the 2021 issue meets  that  cr i ter ia .  It  features 
more than s ixty creat ive submissions from Montreat  students,  a lumni ,  and faculty,  a l l  revolving 
around a  common theme—“reflect ions” .  Some of  the pieces  may provoke your curios ity,  and others 
your imaginat ion,  but  i t  is  my hope that  you wil l  en jo y  a l l  o f  them.

The second thing for  which we str ive is  to  be a  publ icat ion on par  with l i terary jour nals  across 
col lege and univers ity campuses nat ionwide,  in  order to  br ing cr it ical  accla im to both Montreat  Col lege 
and The Lamp Post  i tsel f ,  which would al low us to  broaden the s ize  and scope of  our publ icat ion.  The 
f ir st  step on this  path is  qual i ty,  which is  why I  must  thank the Lamp Post  editors  for  their  t ireless 
e f for ts  in  producing what  I  bel ieve to  be our f inest  edit ion yet .  Our staf f  this  year  is  the largest  and 
most  experienced in recent  history,  and this  issue would not  have been possible  without  them.  It  is  an 
unpaid (and usual ly  thankless)  posit ion,  and I ’d  l ike  them to get  the credit  they deser ve.

But without  fur ther  ado,  please—enjoy the 2021 edit ion of  The Lamp Post .

christian young
eDitor-in-chieF
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in inFinituM
by WalKer liles

 •
“Emptines s  which  i s  conce ptual l y  l iable  to  be 

mis taken for  sheer  nothingness  i s  in  fac t  the  re ser voir 
o f  in f ini t e  poss ib i l i t i e s. ”  –  D.T.  Suzuki

 
 [Check] Analysis  of  recovered loggings 

relayed from the Armstrong—first  manned space 
vessel  to  engage in eventspace travel .  Loggings 
recovered 08-05-2200:  one year,  one month, 
twelve days after  the ship ’s  depar ture.  Entries 
include the status repor ts  of  the Armstrong ’ s 
prog ress  and discoveries  in  an unknown region 
of  space,  fol lowing the relay s ignal  of  Test 
Shutt le  242.  Entries  logged by Captain Fel ix W. 
Norman,  beginning:

 
Log 1 :  Log date :  06-23-2199,  t ime:  06:15 ( in 

the mor ning) .  First  login of  Fel ix W. Norman, 
appointed Captain of  the Armstrong .  Today 
marks the day when mankind f inal ly  reaches 
the supposedly unfathomable  regions of  space 
beyond our solar  system.  Upon introduct ions 
and other interact ions with each of  my 
crewmembers,  the general  att i tude seems to be 
quel led excitement and curios ity as  to  what  we 
might discover in  this  unknown region of  space. 
Though I  disag ree with the logic  of  everyone’s 
enthusiasm,  i t  is…understandable.  At  least 
morale  is  high,  and that  should hopeful ly  ensure 
that  everyone is  at  his  sharpest  as  we analyze 
this  unknown region of  space for  whatever new 
discoveries  we might uncover,  a l though most  of  
the quadrantal  scans wil l  be  thanks to the highly 
advanced space-sur vei l lance technolog y instal led 
in the Armstrong ,  the  best-constructed ship for 
space travel  that  money could buy.  The Digital 
Interface  (DI)  wil l  l ikely be more useful  than the 
crewmembers ;  i ts  prog ramming is  as  superior  as 
the Armstrong ’ s  in  space- integ rity.  No doubt this 
ship wil l  be  most  e f f ic ient  for  this  miss ion,  but 
I  doubt i ts  e f f ic iency wil l  even surface  anything 
important .  But  I  suppose we wil l  know absolutely 
in  twelve hours and for ty-f ive  minutes ;  logging 
out .  [logging ends]

 
Log 2 :  Log date :  06-23-2199,  t ime:  15:30. 

Second login of  Fel ix W. Norman,  appointed 
Captain of  the Armstrong .  We are  three hours 
and thir ty minutes  away from launch;  we wil l  be 
the f ir st  people  in  history to traverse potential ly 
mil l ions of  l ightyears  of  space.  The real izat ion 
of  this  has  apparently increased the excitement 
of  my crew.  Personal ly,  whi le  I  suppose the 
behavior  is  understandable,  I  f ind the ant ic ipat ion 
to be quite  nonsensical .  Over the bi l l ions of  l ight 

years  we have obser ved and analyzed,  we have not 
once discovered a  habitable  planet  or  any s ign 
of  l i fe ;  even i f  there are  no calculat ions as  to 
how far  this  test  shutt le  has  traveled,  what  is  the 
l ikel ihood of  f inding anything di f ferent?  I  might 
just  be  a  naval  captain chosen from my peers  to 
keep this  crew in l ine,  to  make sure our prog ress 
is  logged,  and thereby conf irm the e f f ic iency of  
this  advanced ship,  but  I  majored in sc ience for 
a  reason,  and that ’s  to  af f irm what I  have always 
suspected:  for  a l l  the s igni f icance that  the l ives 
of  human beings,  including mysel f ,  are  bel ieved 
to possess,  in  the end we are  just  a  s ingle  cel l 
in  the miniscule  speck of  l i fe ,  that  evolved on 
this  pebble  of  a  planet  that  s i ts  somewhere in 
this  inf inite  ocean we cal l  our universe.  While 
we are  undoubtedly complex in our molecular 
makeup,  that  complexity seems quite  pointless  in 
comparison to this  vast ,  seemingly endless  void . 
More relevantly,  with al l  the facts  given,  the 
most  benef ic ia l  outcome is  that  we wil l  be  able  to 
conf irm this  truth of  our lonely existence in  the 
universe :  i t  wi l l  be  object ive and undeniable.  I f  
anything else,  we might f ind another planet  with 
traversable  condit ions l ike  that  of  Mars or  our 
moon,  so that  we might have an alter nat ive means 
of  mining resources.  Once we have completed 
our eventspace jump within the next  three hours, 
we wil l  deploy an appendant vessel  to  probe the 
nearest  planet ,  assuming there even is  a  planet 
near ;  logging out .  [logging ends]

 
Log 3 :  *stat ic* Log date…Log date !  06-

24-2199,  t ime:  01:03.  Third login of  Fel ix 
W. Norman,  captain of  the Armstrong .  I t  has 
been s ix hours and three minutes  s ince the 
eventspace launch,  and prog ress  has  been…
unexpectedly hect ic.  The eventspace jump was 
near- instantaneous,  but  once we exited,  we ran 
into some…turbulence :  an asteroid belt .  I t  was 
so unexpected and immediate  we almost  did not 
react  in  t ime.  The crew’s  evasive measures  were 
excel lent ,  and we escaped the belt  with no cr it ical 
damage—perhaps a  few scratches—but nothing 
drast ic !  …Two things real ly  perplex me about 
this  incident .  First  of  a l l :  our arr ival  should 
have been in the exact  coordinates  of  the test 
shutt le,  but  i f  that  is  true,  then how could the 
test  shutt le  have possibly evaded the asteroids 
wel l  enough to st i l l  be  intact  to  even send out 
a  s ignal?  It  could not  have had such rel iable 
evasion prog ramming:  i ts  pr imary systems were 
to  travel  in  eventspace and relay a  trace-s ignal 
of  i ts  coordinates.  Is  i t  possible  retracing the 
coordinates  was that  of f -point?  Was the test 
shutt le  that  lucky? No,  i t  could not  have been…
its  evasive systems.  . . .*s igh*.  Secondly :  the 
ship ’s  sensory systems were completely chaot ic ; 
I  suspect  they must  have received some damage 
during the evasion.  According to the sensors, 
organic  s ignatures  were skyrocket ing from every 
direct ion.  It  cannot be possible  for  there to  be 
any form of  l i fe  l iv ing out  in  those asteroids, 

FICTION i t  s imply cannot be.  Despite  these more l ikely 
reasons,  Mr.  Terrance,  head of  systems-
monitoring divis ion,  emphasizes  that  the organic 
s ignatures  showed up on the sensors  as  soon as 
we arr ived,  before we col l ided with anything. 
Regardless  of  his  record,  I  wi l l  not  encourage 
his  apparent  miscalculat ions and fur ther 
encourage the crew’s  fantasies.  So,  obviously I 
dismissed his  c la ims and ordered a  shutdown 
of  the sensory systems for  ful l  d iagnost ics.  It 
should be a  few hours unti l  they are  complete. 
In the meantime,  we have already deployed the 
Armstrong ’ s  appendant scout  shutt le  to  fol low 
the relay s ignal .  Apparently i t  is  currently in  the 
orbit  of  a  nearby gas giant .  I  wi l l  conf irm our 
prog ress  after  the diagnost ics  are  complete  and 
we have a  more thorough understanding of  what 
is  going on.  …There is  nothing out  here,  there 
cannot be…logging out !  [logging ends]

 
Log 4 :  *long stat ic* Log date… 06/…04/2199, 

t ime 7 AM—I mean—oh,  forget  i t !  This  is  the 
four th logging of  Fel ix W. Norman,  captain 
of  the Armstrong !  *heavy breathing eventual ly 
fol lowed by s igh* We…we got  a  response from the 
independent vessel .  The DI…it could not  …it  did 
not  transmit  any scans of  magnetic  frequencies 
from the planet ,  there were none being emitted, 
i t  could not  have,  there…was no planet .  We were 
eventual ly  able  to  pul l  up a  visual .  I t  zoomed 
in enough for  the view of  the planet  to  take up 
a  quar ter  of  the screen.  It  real ly  looked l ike  a 
regular  terrestr ia l  planet .  How irregular  could i t 
be…? It  was a  zoomed visual ,  at  our distance,  but 
the ship ’s  sensors  should have been able  to  pick 
up the planet  as  wel l .  But  i t  d idn’t .  …instead, 
another s ignature was picked up.  I—knew.  I 

don’t  know how but  I  somehow knew before Mr. 
Alber ts  conf irmed,  shuddering:  i t  was an organic 
s ignature.  Weak from our distance,  but  readings 
kept  r is ing.  It  was not  strong enough for  us  to 
make out  any shape,  no matter  how much the 
readings increased,  and nothing seemed to show 
up on the screen.  I  actual ly  looked around at  my 
crew,  l ike  I  was expect ing one of  them to have an 
answer.  I  could barely see  their  faces  from where 
I  was.  From what I  could see,  they were frozen 
on the screen,  enough to te l l  me they were al l 
e i ther  very confused or  very terr i f ied .

Why were they scared? Just  hours ago,  we-
they were brimming with excitement .  But  now 
they were al l  frozen,  l ike  they were wait ing to 
see  a  ghost  pop out .  It  fe l t  l ike  an eter nity that 
we watched.  “What the hel l  is  out  there? !”  I 
wanted to shout ,  not  at  my crew but  I  suppose at 
whatever l iv ing thing was somehow in view,  that 
we could not  see—could we have even guessed? ! 
And I  guess  i t  answered:  there was a  flux on the 
sensors.  Whatever was out  there was moving. 
All  of  us—and I  knew al l  of  us—were f ixed on 
the screen,  scanning thoroughly for  something 
to move,  for  something to vis ibly approach us.  It 
was only then that  I  not iced the other shutt le.  I 
s ighed after  having thought for  a  moment that  i t 
was the organic  s ignature.  But  then I  froze when 
I  real ized something was very wrong.  On the 
screen the shutt le  was just  a  l i t t le  larger than a 
speck,  but  according to the s ignals  relayed from 
the shutt le,  i t  should have been r ight  next  to  the 
planet…that  should not  have been possible.  At 
that  distance,  i t  should have been impossible  to 
dist inguish from either  the planet  or  empty space. 
Final ly,  we could al l  see  what  was moving…

At f ir st ,  I  thought i t  was blurr ing,  but  the 
gasps from some of  the other crewmen conf irmed 
I  was not  the only one seeing the black,  white-
dotted space just  upper- le ft  of  the planet… 
shi ft ,  a lmost  l ike  a  distor t ion.  But  this  distor t ion 
made a  serpentine trai l  that  looped over the 
planet ,  d istor t ing i t  as  wel l ,  and in the bottom 
right  i t  stemmed of f  l ike  a  ta i l .  The shutt le  was 
just  next  to  the f ir st  point  where the shi f t ing 
star ted,  and there…it  opened.  We were only 
seeing i t  on screen,  but  even then,  we could st i l l 
feel  the enormousness  of  what  we were looking 
at .  Something in this  distor t ion opened l ike  a 
blooming flower,  with long,  sharp petals,  and 
from within bled a  purpl ish l ight .  It  glowed l ike-
l ike  those videos that  show your hear t  beat ing 
from within your body,  a  v isual  to  make i t  look-
al ive.  At  the base of  these…petals  opened large 
spots  that  glowed the same l ight .  I  d idn’t  need 
to keep guessing…they were eyes.  And when the 
shutt le  was s lowly vacuumed,  relaying stat ic—I 
even thought for  a  second i t  was screaming at  i ts 
death—the…mouth…closed,  and our connect ion 
to the shutt le  was lost .  The serpentine body was 
st i l l  black,  but  when i t  let  down its  camouflage, 
i ts  planet  disguise  disappeared,  reveal ing the 
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gargantuan worm in i ts  terr i fy ing ent irety… 
[logging ends]

 
Final  Log:  …the crew has unanimously ag reed 

to retur n to their  quar ters  while  we…wait…
for our eventspace s ignal  to  be reached.  The…
li fe  form…has made no fur ther movements…
presumably i t  is  par t  of  the reason for  the test 
shutt le ’s  d isappearance,  but  how it  made i t 
through the aster-…

What else  is  there to  say? …I was wrong…I 
was so abject ly  wrong.  Ha…hahaha…of  course 
I  was !  In an inf inite  universe,  inf inite  in  t ime, 
inf inite  in  evolut ion!  …inf inite  in  possibi l i t ies…. 
What was I  thinking,  expect ing to f ind nothing 
out  here? Who on Ear th would know what is  out 
here,  in  inf initum?!  *s igh…*

Over t ime,  the scans provided us  an 
expansive visual  of  not  just…the worm, but  also 
what  we assumed was an asteroid belt  that  we 
f ir st  ventured through.  I  don’t  think I  need to 
conf irm those scans.  The belt  was only one very 
small  strand of  decaying material  from,  what 
looked l ike  from a g reat  distance to  be a  par t ia l 
r ib  cage…30 t imes the s ize  of  the worm. There 
being no calculat ion of  t ime in this  region of  
the universe,  i t ’ s  possible  some years…millennia 
passed after  the test  shutt le  was sent ,  long before 
this  other  ginormous organism died.  Further 
scans reveal  even more organic  s ignatures  from 
beyond the bones.  I  d id not  order to  br ing up a 
visual ,  I  don’t  think I  could have at  this  point .  I…
mysel f…have decided to remain in my quar ters, 
unt i l  something reaches us.  This  is  Captain Fel ix 
W. Norman,  log— …goodbye.

Knights oF asheVillia
by Joshua holbrooK

•
CHAPTER 4 of  an unt i t l ed  manuscr ip t  I ’ve 

been  working on for  a  f ew y ears.  We f ind our  main 
charac ter,  JACK DARBY, convale sc ing af t er  an 
unfor tunate  run-in  whi l e  on  a  hik e  in  the  Linvi l l e 
Gorge.  He f inds  h imse l f  a pproached b y  the  o ld , 
g r izzled  Detec t ive  Dave. 

Jack managed to stave of f  unconsciousness 
for  the durat ion of  the quar ter-hour drive to  the 
hospital .  The g roup of  three twenty-somethings 
that  picked him up seemed concer ned about 
Jack ’s  wel lbeing,  but  not  par t icularly astounded 
by Jack ’s  story.  They’d been out  chasing 
salamanders  into the late  night  and by their  own 
account had come across  other,  just  as  strange 
scenarios  in  their  exploits.  Jack was dropped of f  
at  the hospital  in  Marion and fe l l  into blessed 
s leep as  soon as  he fe l l  into the bed—the hike, 
the ra in ,  the sprain ,  the bee st ings,  and the 
mental  anguish of  i t  a l l—conspired to drain his 
strength thoroughly.

When Jack awoke there was a  man s itt ing 
at  the end of  his  bed.  He was the skinny,  old , 

s inewy type with the leathery skin of  one raised 
outdoors in  the South.  He’d been star ing at  Jack 
with a  notepad in his  lap and rose to  shake his 
hand.

“Mr.  Darby,  I ’m Detect ive Dave O’Driscol l 
from the Marion P.D.  You can cal l  me Detect ive 
Dave.”

Jack nodded in recognit ion as  Detect ive Dave 
continued:

“They tel l  me you saw a murder.”
“Yes s ir, ”  Jack fumbled,  “Possibly.”
Detect ive Dave’s  v isage of  crotchety disdain 

for  the world in  general  sett led on Jack.
“Possibly,  Mr.  Darby?”
“Well  s ir,  I  passed out  before the murder was 

actual ly  committed.”
“You…passed out?”  Dave’s  incredul i ty  made 

Jack remarkably sel f -conscious.
Jack swallowed.  “Well ,  yes…”
Detect ive Dave exhaled.  “Mr.  Darby,  were 

you using any i l legal  narcot ics?”
“What?”  He was st i l l  trying to stave of f  the 

g rogginess  from the past  day.   “No!  No,  no,  no 
—you don’t  understand.  I  was stung by yel low 
jackets. ”

“Yel low jackets?
“Yes s ir. ”
There was a  moment of  s i lence as  Dave’s 

eyes  bore dumbly in Jack ’s  direct ion.
“You know what?”  sa id the detect ive as  he 

looked down at  his  notepad,  “I ’ve  gotten a  l i t t le 
ahead of  mysel f .  Why don’t  you tel l  me the whole 
story from the beginning?”

•   •   •
Detect ive Dave seemed distracted by his 

notepad,  b it ing his  lower l ip  and shaking his 
head near- impercept ibly.

“So…” he f inal ly  sa id ,  fol lowed by several 
seconds of  quiet  reflect ion.

“…If  I  may review your story:  you were 
hiking in the Linvi l le  Gorge when you came 
across  some wild fruit—”

“Mulberries. ”
“….Mulberries.  In your,  uh,  mulberry 

picking,  you disturbed a  hive of  yel low jackets, 
which you are  highly al lergic  to,  and proceeded 
to get  stung mult iple  t imes while  trying to run 
away.  While  you were running,  you sprained your 
ankle  and s l ipped into unconsciousness.  Am I  on 
point  so far,  Mr.  Darby?

“Yes s ir.  Although,  I  honest ly didn’t  know I 
was al lergic  t i l l  I  passed out .  But  then again ,  I ’ve 
never been stung by that  many before.”

“Okay.  And this  was approximately what 
t ime?”

“I ’m not  exactly sure—but probably middle 
after noon,  two or  three maybe?”

“Okay,  two or  three…you then woke up some 
undetermined t ime later—after  i t  was dark—only 
to see  a  g roup of  about–a–dozen naked hippies 
standing around a  bonf ire  and doing some sor t 
of  witchcraft  r i tual—a satanic  song-and-dance?”

“I….”  Jack knew this  would al l  sound 
r idiculous,  he  just  hadn’t  real ized how ridiculous. 
“I  don’t  know i f  i t  was witchcraft  per  say,  except 
that  they were praying to Gaia—the Greek Ear th 
goddess—”

“You’ re  famil iar  with Greek Ear th goddesses, 
Mr.  Darby?”

“Yes.  I  mean,  not  int imately.  I ’m a  professor. 
We teach Greek mytholog y as  a  par t  of  our 
humanit ies  curr iculum.”

“Okay…” began Detect ive Dave again .  “ . . .
so  they were performing this  r i tual  and the 
r ingleader star ts  te l l ing them that  one of  them 
is  a  tra itor,  and the next  thing you know,  the 
whole  g roup is  beat ing up on a  male  individual , 
who may or  may not  have died,  and by your own 
admission the whole  s i tuat ion could have been a 
hal lucinat ion from your bee st ings.  You woke up 
later  to  f ind the whole  naked pagan dance par ty 
gone,  with a  torrential  ra in heavy enough to wipe 
away any evidence of  them having been there.”

Si lence f i l led the room.
“Am I  miss ing anything,  Mr.  Darby?”
Jack exhaled in deep,  trying to wrack his  brain 

for  some forgotten par t  of  the story that  would 
make him sound more convincing.  Unfor tunately, 
that  did not  happen. 

“Yes—The Brown Mountain Lights ! ”
“The Brown Mountain…Lights?”
“Yes,”  sa id Jack,  “I  saw them – they saw them 

during their  r i tual . ”
Detect ive Dave put  his  notebook down on the 

small  table  to  his  s ide.
“Mr.  Darby,  are  you sure you weren’t  us ing 

any drugs?”
Jack ’s  legal ist ic  approach to Engl ish got  the 

better  of  him.  “Well ,  I  was smoking a  pipe.”
Another moment of  s i lence.
“What kind of  p ipe,  Mr.  Darby?”
“A churchwarden.”
“What?”
“You know,  one of  those long pipes.”
“No…I mean,  what  was in  the pipe,  Mr. 

Darby?”
“Just  tobacco,  s ir. ”
Dave rubbed his  temples  with his  le f t  hand, 

covering his  face  in  the process.
“Ok,  Mr.  Darby.  So—mulberries,  yel low 

jackets,  naked hippies,  Brown Mountain Lights,  a 
maybe-murder and a  tobacco pipe.  Am I  miss ing 
anything?”

“No,  s ir,  I  think that ’s  i t . ”
“Huh…” was al l  that  came out  of  Detect ive 

Dave’s  vacant  face  for  several  seconds.
“Ok,  Mr.  Darby.  You haven’t  real ly  given us 

much to go on,  but  we’ l l  be  in  touch i f  anything 
tur ns up.”

“Thank you,  s ir. ”
And with that ,  Detect ive Dave was gone, 

mumbling to himsel f  on the way out ,  asking 
himsel f  why i t  couldn’t  be  just  another 
respectable  meth lab explosion.

no gooD DeeD
by christian young

•
Charl ie  was a  lawyer.  It  had surprised his 

parents  when he said that  he wanted to go to 
law school  a fter  col lege and even more so when 
the now-prest igious Brown,  Fineman & Gregg 
had hired him,  even though they were only a 
small  regional  law f irm at  the t ime.  They were 
surprised not  because Charl ie ’s  personal i ty 
was incompatible  with his  chosen profess ion—
far from it ,  actual ly—but rather because of  his 
name.  When,  a fter  a  long night  in  the hospital , 
Carl  and Dena had sett led on “Charl ie”  as  the 
name of  their  f ir stbor n son,  they were imagining 
he ’d  g row up to be a  famous basebal l  shor tstop at 
best ,  though they would ’ve been happy with just 
about  anything.  “Charl ie”  just  didn’t  seem to be 
the name of  someone in a  ser ious career ;  i t  was 
too informal ,  too immature,  too kid-sounding.  His 
par tners  apparently ag reed,  s ince the given name 
on his  business  card was “Charles, ”  even though 
that  was not  his  actual  name;  as  a  pract i t ioner of  
proper ty law,  Charl ie  had to present  himsel f  as 
respectably as  possible  i f  he  wanted his  c l ients 
to  take him ser iously.

“I ’ve  got  another one for  you,  Chuck,”  his 
par tner sa id ,  gently dropping a  thick manila 
folder  onto Charl ie ’s  a lready-overflowing desk. 
“Class-act ion,  trespassing and proper ty damage. 
Right up your al ley.”

“Who’s  the defendant?”
“Some guy.  Claims he ’s  a  celebrity.  Goes by 
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‘Nick , ’  and only ‘Nick, ’  but  says he has  a  stage 
name that  you’d recognize.  Wouldn’t  te l l  anybody 
over the phone,  only his  attor ney.”

“What ,  l ike  Sia?”
“That ’s  the idea ,  yeah.”
“Fine.  I ’ l l  get  in  contact  with him after  the 

Smith case  wraps up.”
“Sorry,  Chuck,  but  you’d better  get  star ted on 

this  one r ight  away.  They weren’t  able  to  sett le, 
and i t  goes to  cour t  in  a  month.”

“So soon? Why is  he only gett ing in touch 
with us  now?”

His  par tner s ighed and sat  down;  Charl ie  had 
more quest ions than he thought .

“Well ,  he  init ia l ly  didn’t  want a  lawyer.  He 
truly did want to  sett le  with the pla int i f fs  out-
of-cour t ,  but  apparently they would have only 
been sat is f ied with a  massive amount of  money 
or  with him withdrawing from the publ ic  eye, 
and shutt ing down his  family business. ”

“And he didn’t  want to  pay them of f ?  That ’s 
a  new one.”

“He told them that  his  ent ire  business  is  a 
charity,  and that  he doesn’t  make any money of f  
of  i t  whatsoever.  He’s  a  real  man’s-man type, 
l ikes  l iv ing of f  the g rid in  the wilder ness  up 
nor th,  that  sor t  of  thing.  From what I  could 
gather,  the only way he interacts  with the outs ide 
world at  a l l  i s  through this  charity his  family ’s 
been running.”

“Then what  are  the pla int i f fs  hoping to get 
from the judge,  i f  the defendant doesn’t  have 
anything to give them?”

“I  think they’ re  going to force him to shut 
down his  charity,  but  we’ l l  see.  They haven’t 
exactly made their  intent ions c lear. ”

“And there ’s  been no discovery so far?”
“Poor guy didn’t  even know to ask .”
Discover y  i s  the process  by which the two 

par t ies  of  a  legal  proceeding share evidence 
with each other,  ostensibly to  promote a  fa ir 
tr ia l—making sure that  neither  s ide can hide 
evidence that  would help,  or  harm,  the other,  and 
so giving the other s ide t ime to plan for  i t—but 
which is  now more commonly used in pretr ia l 
sett lements.  After  a l l ,  why spend months of  
t ime and mountains of  money going to tr ia l 
when your opposit ion is  l ikely to  win? As with 
many elements  of  the legal  system,  however, 
i t  has  been transformed from a tool  or iginal ly 
designed to protect  the natural  r ights  of  man 
into a  machine of  product ivity.

Charl ie  set  up an appointment with “Nick” 
for  the fol lowing day;  they were going to need 
al l  the t ime in the world in  order to  gain some 
measure of  preparat ion for  the tr ia l .  There was 
evidence that  needed to be reviewed,  statements 
that  needed to be corroborated,  witnesses  that 
needed to be prepared for  cross-examinat ion…
the l i fe  of  a  lawyer was rarely lazy.  But  before 
any of  that ,  Charl ie  had to understand the basic 
facts  of  the case,  which required that  he meet 
with the defendant himsel f .

Nick was an elderly man,  though he didn’t 
act  l ike  one:  he was energet ic  in  his  movements, 
and Charl ie  noted with surprise  that  his  of fered 
handshake was retur ned with an uncharacter ist ic 
strength and vigor.

“That ’s  quite  the g rip you’ve got  there,  Mr. 
Nick,”  sa id Charl ie.  “Is  i t  a lr ight  i f  I  cal l  you 
Mr.  Nick?”

“Please,  just  Nick,”  he repl ied .  “And that ’s 
the product  of  seventy years ’  hard labor with my 
own two hands.  You won’t  f ind another handshake 
l ike  that  in  the whole  wide world !”

“I  don’t  doubt  that ’s  true,  Nick.  So,  I 
understand you’ re  being sued for  trespassing and 
proper ty damage?”

“Yes,  that ’s  correct . ”
“By whom?”  Charl ie  asked,  fl ipping through 

papers  in  his  manila  folder.  “I  don’t  have any 
speci f ic  names here,  or  even how they’ re  related 
to you.”

“Oh,  they’ re  just  people  who don’t  l ike  what 
I  do,”  he sa id .  “I  don’t  real ly  know  any of  them, 
but  I ’d  l ike  to  i f  I  ever  get  the chance.”

“No,  Nick,  I  don’t  think you would l ike  to 
know them.  They’ re  trying to get  your charity 
shut  down.”

“Well ,  yes,  there is  that ,  but  everyone 
occasional ly  does something that  they don’t 
real ly  mean to do.  It ’s  par t  of  being human,  a fter 
a l l . ”

“You’ re  giving them too much credit .  Can 
you tel l  me what  i t  is,  exactly,  that  your charity 
does? The arguments we can make vary g reatly, 
depending on the nature of  your work.”

“I  give gi f ts  to  kids  over the hol idays.  I  do my 
best  to  make sure that  every chi ld  has  something, 
no matter  who they are  or  where they l ive.”

“You leave presents  for  chi ldren? Like Santa 
Claus?”

“Ah,  yes !  I  see  you’ve heard of  me.”
“I  thought you said your name was just  ‘Nick. ’ 

No last  name?”
“It  is,  but  profess ional ly  I  go by Nicholas 

Klaus.”
“I f  I  might ask ,  Mr.  Claus—”
“No,  no,  Klaus  with a  K.  And,  please,  cal l  me 

Nick.”
“—Mr.  Klaus ,  why are  you,  of  a l l  people, 

being sued?”
“Well ,  my charity is  only act ive for  one 

day every year,  but  on that  day we work a  ful l 
twenty-four hours.  Me and my team fly  around 
the world synchronous with the rotat ion of  the 
Ear th so that  we only del iver  presents  at  night . 
As you can imagine,  i t ’ s  quite  a  lot  of  stress  on 
my reindeer,  s ince they don’t  have any breaks 
and have to switch out  every s ix hours to  eat .  I ’m 
pretty sure that  the people  in  the c lass-act ion 
suit  are  just  upset  that  my reindeer have a  habit 
of  leaving…present s…of  their  own.”

Charl ie,  who had been taking notes  on the 
back of  his  folder  as  Nick Klaus was talking, 
f in ished his  sentence with a  forceful  per iod and 

la id  the folder  on the table  in  front  of  him.
“You don’t  real ly  have a  strong case,  Mr. 

Klaus,”  he sa id .  “I ’d  highly advise  a  sett lement , 
as  you aren’t  l ikely to  win i f  this  case  goes to 
cour t . ”

“Why?”  the old man asked.  “I  haven’t  done 
anything wrong,  have I?”

“It ’s  not  a  matter  of  moral  ‘ r ight ’  and ‘wrong, ’ 
Mr.  Klaus,  i t ’ s  a  matter  of  permiss ion.  The charge 
against  you,  as  I  read here,  contains  two counts : 
wi l l ful  trespass  on behal f  of  a  domest icated 
animal  or  animals,  and minor proper ty damage 
caused by said animal .  You’ve just  admitted to 
me that  your re indeer act  l ike  every other pet , 
having a  need to consume and subsequently 
excrete  food,  which is  g rounds enough for  the 
proper ty damage charge.  No judge wil l  hold you 
to a  lesser  standard than any other pet  owner.”

“But my reindeer aren’t  my pets !  They’ re  my 
family !”

“How you def ine your relat ionship with your 
domest icated animals  does not  change the fact 
that  you are  responsible  for  c leaning up after 
them;  or,  a l ter nat ively,  ensuring that  they do not 
cause a  mess on other people ’s  proper ty in the 
f ir st  place.  Which brings me back to the f ir st 
point ,  as  the fact  that  your re indeer defecated 
on private  proper ty is  evidence of  trespassing 
under the e lement of  unauthorized entry:  have 
you ever entered a  contract  with any legal  ent ity 
request ing ser vices  rendered?”

“ . . . I ’m sorry?”  Nicholas  Klaus ’s  energet ic 
demeanor was beginning to look less  so.

“Well ,  unless  you have some form of  
expressly-given permiss ion—written or  verbal , 
though written general ly  holds up better  in 
cour t , ”  Charl ie  continued,  “any sor t  of  entry, 
whether by you or  by your pets,  counts  as  an 
unauthorized entry onto private  proper ty.  The 
way I  see  i t ,  there ’s  no way I  can skew this  in 
order to  present  you as  being the bearer  of  
lawful ly-given permiss ion to enter,  and even i f  
we could somehow win this  case  as  i t ’ s  being 
presented,  there ’s  a  high chance that  you would 
be faced with cr iminal  charges as  a  result . ”

“Criminal  charges? For what? Bringing peace 
and happiness  to  the world?”

“Bringing peace and happiness  to  the 
world without  a  permit ,  yes, ”  repl ied Charl ie. 
“You’ l l  most  l ikely be detained on charges of  
trespassing on mult iple  counts  as  a  result  of  
this,  not  including operat ion of  an inter nat ional 
undocumented import-export  business  that ’s 
d isguised as  a  ‘charity ’ ;  f rankly,  I ’m surprised 
you haven’t  been arrested already,  as  you’ re 
probably the most  successful  smuggler  in  al l  o f  
h istory.”

“You’ve got  to  be kidding me!”  sa id Nick, 
frustratedly s lamming his  hands on the table  as 
Charl ie  leaned back in his  chair.  “I  go through al l 
this  trouble  to  make chi ldren happy—children!—
and you’ re  saying that  I  could go to ja i l  for  i t?”

“And that ’s  probably the best-case  scenario,” 

sa id Charl ie  the lawyer.  “In the worst-case 
scenario,  your act ions could amount to a  medium-
scale  inter nat ional  incident ,  as  various countries 
f ight  over your extradit ion r ights  in  order to  try 
you by their  own laws.”

“Why would they do that?”  Nick sat  with his 
head in his  hands,  too consumed by despair  at  his 
current  unintentional  predicament to  be able  to 
process  al l  o f  this  information.

“You’ re  joking,  r ight?”  Charl ie  let  out  a  small 
chuckle  before re ining in his  desire  to  laugh. 
“You i l legal ly  entered every country on Ear th. 
Not only wil l  they al l  want to  f ind out  exactly 
how you evaded their  border security measures, 
but  the more mil i tant  and nat ional ist ic  ones 
wil l  want to  know exactly what  you did while 
you were in  their  country.  Ever heard of  North 
Korea? China? Russia?  For al l  they know,  you 
could be giving their  chi ldren ant i-Communist 
propaganda.  Actual l y…”

“Please,  you’ve got  to  help me.  I  don’t  know 
what I ’m going to do.”

“ . . . I  may have an idea that  could get  you out 
of  the c lass-act ion suit  without  a  sett lement ,  but 
you’d also most  l ikely have to stop del iver ing 
presents  to  chi ldren on Christmas Eve.  It  could 
save your l i fe ,  however.  Do you want to  hear  i t?”

“Yes,  please !  I ’ l l  do anything to make sure 
this  doesn’t  become an inter nat ional  incident .”

“Also,  before I  proceed,  I  should mention 
that  you wil l  be  bi l led for  my t ime.  Our current 
rate  is  two hundred per  hour,  so  please  see  the 
recept ionist  on your way out  to  set  up a  payment 
plan,  s ince I  understand you probably can’t  pay 
the whole  amount up front….”

Charl ie  was t ired on his  way back to his 
apar tment that  day,  and s ince he and his  wife 
rarely talked about their  jobs when they were at 
home,  he didn’t  think about Nick ’s  case  unti l  i t 
made the headl ines  in  the Times  a  couple  weeks 
later.

“I  guess  I  should thank you,”  his  wife  sa id 
during dinner,  pass ing him the tablet  with the 
ar t ic le  pul led up.  “You wouldn’t  bel ieve how 
much work I ’ve  received s ince this  a ired.”

Charl ie  examined the sensat ional ist  headl ine : 
“Santa Seeks Asylum After  Assass inat ion 
Threats, ”  and let  out  a  small  “hmm” in response.

“I  a lmost  need therapy mysel f ,  except  I  never 
real ly  bel ieved in Santa to  begin with ,”  she sa id , 
watching Charl ie  enjoy his  Chinese takeout .  “I ’m 
glad to see  he ’s  l ived up to my expectat ions.”

“You ever wonder why we can’t  have nice 
things?”  asked Charl ie,  glancing up from the 
heavi ly-exaggerated but  not  untrue ar t ic le 
beneath that  t i t le.

“Because of  lawyers  l ike  you?”
“No,  because people  l ike  him don’t  think 

about what  they’ re  doing.”
“I  think i t ’ s  because of  lawyers  l ike  you.”
“Fair  enough.”
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sure as the WooDthrush sings
by zoe eVans

•
I  wil l  miss  this  l i t t le  town.  It ’s  hard to 

bel ieve that  in  a  shor t  few months,  we’ l l  be  wel l 
on our way to somewhere dry,  flat ,  and dusty. 
I ’m not  sure I ’m ready.  “Libby!”  hol lers  Ma from 
the washroom. I  hear  her  shoes hit  that  one 
loose floorboard as  she leans over to  carry her 
voice  far ther.  “Can you take Louisa  and go to 
Lawrence ’s?  I  need a  l i t t le  more flour.  Hal f  a 
pound’ l l  do.”  I  s igh.  Louisa  is  only three.  I  am 
f i f teen.  I  try not  to  get  shor t  with her.  I  know 
she ’s  doing as  best  as  any l i t t le  one can.  Jacob 
is  much better  at  keeping his  temper when she 
runs around wild .  He’s  only thir teen,  but  he ’s 
as  calm and as  wise  as  Pa.  Same g reen eyes,  too. 
The color  of  dr ied rosemary leaves with flecks 
of  red-brown.

 I  help Louisa  ease  on her  shoes,  and we star t 
down the wooded path that  leads from behind the 
farmhouse to the town proper.  Under our feet 
crunch the layer  of  p ine needles  and oak leaves 
that  hushes other noise.  I  l ike  pine needles  for 
that  reason.  You can hear  the animals  better 
when there ’s  not  so much racket  from the twigs 
and sweet  gumballs  being crushed beneath heavy 
feet . 

I  feel  Louisa ’s  l i t t le  hand g rip my thumb 
t ight  as  she bumbles  next  to  me.  “Sissy,”  she says 
after  having been quiet  for  quite  some t ime. 

“You hear that?  What ’s  his  name?”  She means 
the birds rust l ing in the pine branches,  the 
loudest  of  them a c lear  note  patter n.  Recently, 
she ’s  been fasc inated by watching sparrows and 

mour ning doves bobble  around eat ing the bits  of  
cor n we leave out  after  shucking.  She reminds me 
of  a  l i t t le  chickadee,  hyperact ive and determined 
despite  her  s ize. 

“Oh,  him? Listen close,  Lou,  that ’s  one of  the 
prett iest  b irds  you ever did hear.  His  name’s  Mr. 
Woodthrush,”  I  say,  stopping to kneel  down to 
her  level .  I  watch her  c lear  blue eyes  reflect  the 
overcast  summer sky as  they fl i t  back and for th , 
obser ving the treetops for  the fabled bird .  The 
woodthrush is  chirruping somewhere in  the deep 
jade g reen.  It ’s  a  l i t t le  melody.  Chee-do-bee-dee. . .
thrush .

I t ’ s  l ike  somewhere he ’s  got  his  hands shoved 
in his  pockets  and he ’s  strol l ing barefoot  on the 
g rass,  hoping for  a  pretty young gir l  to  happen 
to be around to hear  him.  I  feel  a  pul l  at  my 
hear t ,  knowing there wil l  be  no song as  beauti ful 
as  the woodthrush on the road. 

“I  l ike  him,”  Louisa  rasps.  She hasn’t  quite 
f igured out  how to whisper  yet .  I  laugh. 

“Lou,  did you lear n how to whisper  in  a 
sawmil l?  Hush up now,  you’ l l  scare  him!”  She 
laughs at  me though she does not  understand my 
joke.  We are almost  at  the c lear ing. 

Lawrence ’s  is  an old general  store.  It  has 
been here for  as  long as  I  can remember,  and from 
what I ’ve  heard,  from when anyone remembers. 
The planks of  the outs ide are  sta ined with years 
of  sun,  smoke,  and rain .  It  leans a  l i t t le.  The 
owner,  Mr.  Lawrence,  is  a  widowed old man with 
many a  story to te l l .  Louisa  complains of  d ir t  in 
her  sock,  and we have to stop only a  shor t  way 
of f .  She digs her  stubby f ingers  into the dar ning 
I  just  f in ished,  and I  wince.  I  hope that  God can 
g rant  me pat ience with my s ister  as  we take the 
long jour ney west .  She wil l  only get  wiggl ier  in 
a  stuf fy  old wagon.

When we get  up to the steps,  Louisa  g rabs 
my f ingers  t ighter  and g rips  her  skir ts  near  to 
her  chest  as  she hops up,  up,  up to the top.  I 
smile.  Suddenly,  I  am struck by the memory of  
doing the very same when I  was her  age.  Those 
steps seemed insurmountable,  near  as  high as  my 
waist l ine at  three.  “Good job,  Lou!”  I  say,  to  let 
her  know I  recognize the importance of  her  feat . 

I  push the warped,  noisy door open to 
Lawrence ’s.  Louisa ’s  and my shoes c lunk 
heavi ly  on the floor that  I  know is  hol lowed out 
under neath for  rest ing the sweet  potatoes.  The 
deep smell  of  cof fee  beans,  oak,  and sawdust  is 
comfor t ing.  I f  scents  could have color,  this  one 
would be somewhere between red clay and fresh 
cof fee  g rounds.  

From the back porch,  I  hear  a  s l ight  creaking 
and I  know Mr.  Lawrence has  gotten up from his 
rocking chair.  He shuf fles  in  and Louisa ’s  face 
l ights  up.  “Mr.   Lawrence !”  she cr ies,  and rushes 
to  g rab his  knees,  the only par t  her  shor t  stature 
can reach.  Mr.  Lawrence chuckles  with a  raspy 
dryness  that  shows his  age. 

“Well l l l , ”  he  drawls.  “I f  i t  a in ’ t  l i t t le  Lou. 
How are you,  junebug?”  His  tal l ,  bent  stature 

straightens s l ightly for  his  faded blue eyes  to 
meet  mine.  “And how are you,  Miss  Libby? Doin’ 
a lr ight?”  I  smile.  Mr.  Lawrence loves chi ldren, 
and has known each of  us  for  our whole  l ives.  In 
a  way,  he is  l ike  my g randfather. 

“I ’m doing just  f ine,  Mr.  Lawrence,  thank 
you.  I  hope you’ re  doing wel l . ” 

He makes a  dismiss ive sound and swats  his 
spotted hand.  “Ah,  Miss  Libby,  when you’ re  as 
old as  me,  doin ’  wel l  has  a  di f ferent  meanin ’ . ” 

I  smile,  but  only to be pol i te.  I  don’t  l ike  to 
think of  his  age. 

“Can I  get  you ladies  somethin ’?  I  know you 
al l ’ s  preparin for  that  big tr ip  of  yours,”  Mr. 
Lawrence says,  shuf fl ing behind the wooden 
register. 

“Yes,”  I  reply.  “Ma needs a  hal f  pound of  
flour.” 

Louisa  pipes  up from her squatt ing posit ion 
on the floor where she has  been inspect ing a 
dead ant .  “Ma says she ’s  gonna make us  biscuits 
to  take !  I  get  to  wrap ‘em in the c loth.  She 
promised.”  Mr.  Lawrence smiles. 

“That  r ight? You make sure to  wrap them 
biscuits  t ight  now,  Lou.  Don’t  want ‘em to go 
ratt l in ’  a l l  round that  wagon.  You might have to 
go eat in ’  your supper bouncin ’  around,  a l l  shook 
up.”  Mr.  Lawrence wobbles  and crosses  his  eyes. 
“Whoa-oh-oh!  My butter  peas !  Whoa now,  pass 
me that  plate ! ”  Louisa  giggles  uncontrol lably,  and 
Mr.  Lawrence nearly glows,  seeing her  response. 
His  leathery cheeks cr inkle  in  more ways than 
I  thought possible,  and his  laugh sounds l ike 
ancient  music. 

As Mr.  Lawrence f i l ls  the paper bag with 
the flour,  I  am reminded of  a l l  the t imes he has 
done the same.  I  even remember when I  was 
f ir st  a l lowed to come to the store alone.  The 
memory makes my throat  c lose  with sadness.  I 
push i t  away,  but  the e f for t  requires  me to pinch 
the skin between my thumb and foref inger so 
I  have a  l i t t le  spark of  pain to think about .  I 
shake my head.  “Mr.  Lawrence,”  I  begin,  rest ing 
my elbows on the register.  “Do you remember 
when my parents  were my age?”  Even though his 
face  is  hal f -tur ned to me,  I  can see  his  eyes  c lose 
s l ightly in  a  smile. 

“Why,  Miss  Libby,  of  course !  I  remember 
when they’s  bor n,  too.”  Lousia ’s  attent ion is 
p iqued.  She can’t  reach to where I  am,  so I  p ick 
her  l i t t le  frame up and place her  on top of  the 
counter.  We both know we are  in  for  a  story. 

Mr.  Lawrence pats  the bag a  few t imes on the 
counter top,  and begins.  “See,  your ma and  pa I 
knowed for  a  long,  long t ime.  Saw ‘em bor n,  saw 
em runnin’  around not  bigger ’n a  g rasshopper 
and with twice the strength.  Now you gir ls  know 
that  I  sel l  helpful  things,  foodstuf fs  and the l ike.  
But  I  a lso have this  b ig round barrel .  Got i t  f i l led 
with l icorice  pieces. ”  Louisa  interrupts. 

“Mr.  Lawrence,  can I  have some l icorice?”  I 
swat  her  arm l ightly. 

“Don’t  be  rude,  Lou.  After,  maybe.  Mr. 

Lawrence is  speaking.” 
He makes the same dismiss ive g runt .  “Ah,  she 

a in ’ t  hur t in ’  nothin , ’  Miss  Libby.  When your ma 
and pa ’s  her  age they’d do the same.  When they’s 
l i t t le,  Maria  and Abe would come ‘round,  faces 
a l l  flush cause they’d been runnin ’  out  in  al l  that 
heat  with the chi ldren.  Couldn’t  get  one without 
the other,  no s ir.  They was inseparable.  They’d 
come in ,  pennies  pinched in their  l i t t le  f ingers 
and they’d ask me for  some of  that  l icorice. 
Course,  I  a lways gave ‘em a l i t t le  extra .  Never 
hur t . ”  Mr.  Lawrence winked at  me.  “I  saw ‘em get 
older,  get  a l l  gangly-l ike,  get  them goggly-eyes 
for  each other,  and get  sweet  on each other.  Made 
me smile  every week in ser vice.  Preacher ’d  be 
talkin ’  and talkin ’  and talkin , ’  neither  one of  ‘em 
paid any mind.  They’s  too busy lookin ’  ‘ cross  the 
church at  each other.  Real  sweet .  I  remember bein ’ 
that  young,  bein ’  sweet  on my wife. ”  Something 
about his  face  changed,  and I  fe l t  the same pang 
in my hear t  that  I  had on the trai l . 

“Their  weddin ’  was real  nice,  wi ldflowers 
everywhere on this  b ig long table  in  the bar n. 
There was them l i tt le  Benjamin buttons,  bluer ’n 
October sky.  They got  some of  them money plants 
for  good luck and even yel la  mums.  She looked 
l ike  a  r ight  angel  in  her  dress,  posit ively glowin’ . 
I  heard she made i t  hersel f .  Abe pract ical ly  spl i t 
h is  face  in  two with that  g rin .Weren’t  long after 
they got  married that  they had their  f ir st  l i t t le 
gir l .  Bright  young thing,  hated bein ’  p icked up 
and loved her  parents  more than the world i tsel f . 
That ,”  Mr.  Lawrence reaches under the cabinet 
and pul ls  out  a  l i t t le  bag,  “and l icorice  pieces. ” 

Louisa  c laps her  hands and receives  her  piece 
with glee.  Mr.  Lawrence ’s  weathered hands close 
over mine,  and I  rol l  the candy in the divot  of  my 
palm.  I  don’t  eat  i t  yet .  I  can’t .  My throat  bur ns 
and i t  feels  as  though a  tomato stake has  been 
driven under my r ibcage.  My soul  aches.  “Mr. 
Lawrence,”  I  say,  and my voice  tremors despite 
my best  e f for ts.  The l icorice  rol ls  around faster, 
and I  can’t  br ing mysel f  to  l i f t  my eyes.  “Thank 
you for  taking care  of  us.  I ’m going to miss  this 
place,  but  I ’ l l  miss  you most  of  a l l . ” 

“Oh,  Miss  L ibby, ”  h i s  tone  i s  so  qu iet ,  so 
f i l l ed  with  joy  and sor row.  His  f inger s  brush 
my ha ir  back  f rom my face .  I  have  to  look .  His 
blue  eyes,  seemingly  made  o f  t ime  i t se l f ,  take 
me in  and f i l l  wi th  tear s.  Mine  gush  in  response. 
I  pul l  Louisa  to  the  other  s ide  o f  the  counter 
and together  we  embrace  the  man who makes 
our  town fee l  l ike  home.  “Gir ls, ”  he  says,  vo ice 
muf fled  by  my shoulder,  “ I  love  you ,  sure  as  the 
woodthrush  s ings. ”
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your reFlection
by leyna goulD

•
“You are  my ver y  most  favori t e  Le yna Kee l y  Gould 
in  the  whole  wide  world .”  

A writ ing dedicated to the most  important 
woman in my l i fe .

You carr ied me through your best  and worst 
days.  Even when I  made you s ick to  your stomach 
you could not  wait  to  meet  me.  Final ly  came the 
day.  March 9th,  2002,  Kirkland,  Washington in 
Everg reen Medical  center.  The f ir st  t ime you 
held me.  Do you remember that  moment? Was 
I  everything you expected? I  might not  have 
real ized i t  then,  but  from that  moment on I  knew 
you were my protector  forever.  I  am g rowing 
older  and older  now,  but  I  am st i l l  your l i t t le  gir l . 
You have these character ist ics  that  no one can 
compare to,  not  even the l i t t le  gir l  you created. 

Your smile  i l luminates  the room, 
your personal i ty  makes everyone 
happy,  your humor comes out  of  
nowhere,  and in the best  ways 
i f  I  might add!  You are  the 
independent woman that  I  aspire 
to  be.  I  try to  reflect  you.  Through 
thick and thin you never give up 
on anyone.  When relat ionships 
get  bumpy,  you f ix  them.  You have 
one of  the biggest  hear ts  that 
I  have ever  known.  You are  my 
rock;  anytime I  need an ear,  or  a 
shoulder  to  cry on you are  there. 
I  am in col lege now.  I  made i t .  I 
am l iv ing my dream of  playing 
softbal l  in  col lege.  You were 
r ight ,  of  course,  that  a l l  I  had 
to do was pray and wait ,  and my 
opportunity is  f inal ly  here.  Being 
two and a  hal f  hours  away does 
not  stop you from being the best . 
You write  letters  to  me because 
you know I  l ike  “the olden days” 
when people  interacted with each 
other through personal  letters  or 
face  to  face,  even though we have 
phones.  You work your ta i l  o f f  
with two jobs for  me to achieve 
my goal  here at  col lege.  You 
have always been my number one 
supporter,  but  you already knew 
that  I  was in  your thoughts  at  age 
seventeen.  Isn ’t  that  r ight? I  hope 
I  am everything you dreamed of  
and prayed for.  You are  one of  the 
most  important  people  for  me to 
impress.

 I  want to  be a  reflect ion of  
you.  You are  the most  sel fless 
person I  know.  You have sacr i f iced 
everything to make sure my l i t t le 

brother and I  have everything we need.  You have 
provided me with a  loving branch of  family that 
I  can always count on.  I  know i f  I  ever  fa l l  you 
wil l  be  there to  pick me r ight  back up.  Now that  I 
am g rowing older,  I  am respect ing you even more 
day by day.  You inspire  people,  you inspire  me. 
My favorite  par t  about  our relat ionship is  the 
fact  that  we can be ser ious,  goofy,  and frustrated 
at  each other,  but  I  wi l l  a lways know you love me 
the same.  My favorite  par t  about  you is  your love 
for  others,  even the polar  bears !  When you love 
someone,  you show them just  how much.

 •   •   •
I  want to  be a  reflect ion of  you.  Do you 

remember my f ir st  bul ly? I  do.  I  remember 
days and nights  ful l  o f  crying because I  did 
not  look l ike  the “normal”  athlete.  I  remember 
how sel f -deg rading I  was towards mysel f  
because I  thought I  was not  good enough.  I 
remember the night  that  I  got  cal led fat  by a 
teammate written on a  napkin during a  team 
dinner.  A few years  later  I  remember a  g rown 
man tel l ing his  players  that  they were never 
going to get  around me because of  how big I 
am.  A l i t t le  fur ther  down the l ine I  remember 
a  D1 col lege softbal l  coach tel l ing me I  am a 
good bal l  player,  but  I  need to lose  weight .  Now 
in col lege,  freshmen boys judged me based on 
c irculated words throughout a  team.  During 
these di f f icult  t imes I  bel ieved them.  I  bel ieved 
I  was not  good enough.  I  remember wanting 
to give up on everything,  but  you would not 
let  me.  Through those tough t imes you would 
be on the other s ide of  the phone or  hugging 
me t ightly te l l ing me not  to  bel ieve them.  You 
would tel l  me how unique I  am.  You would 
reassure me on my talent  as  a  softbal l  player. 
You would s i t  me down and tel l  me al l  these 
upl i f t ing words.  You made me bel ieve that  I 
am a smart ,  k ind,  beaut i ful  woman.  You remind 
me of  that  on the c lock twenty-four seven. 
The best  advice  you ever gave was to,  “ki l l 
them with kindness.”  Thanks to you I  am a 
col legiate  athlete.  Thanks to you,  I  am lear ning 
to love mysel f  for  who I  am.  Thanks to you I 
am g rowing my conf idence day by day.  Thanks 
to you,  I  bel ieve that  I  am a talented,  smart , 
independent ,  and beauti ful  woman.  You raised 
me to be that  woman.  The most  recent  thing 
you do that  I  love about  you is  the devotions 
you send me over text .  You remind me every day 
to worship the Lord and remember and respect 
his  creat ion.  The devotions inspire  me as  much 
as  you do.  Because of  you I  am l iv ing the best 
l i fe  possible.

I  want to  be a  reflect ion of  you.  I  want to  be 
this  powerful  woman,  that  can f ight  l ike  crazy 
and love just  as  hard.  I  want to  bui ld  a  family 
as  strong as  you.  I  want to  show to the world 
the amazing woman you are.  I  want to  show the 
world this  woman that  has  fought for  me by my 
s ide and wil l  a lways be my protector.  Thanks NO
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to you,  I  know my place in  this  world .  Thanks 
to you,  I  have a  sense of  what  a  kind,  smart , 
beaut i ful ,  courageous,  ta lented mother I  should 
be to  my kids  one day.  The best  par t  about  you 
is  that  I  have the opportunity to  be just  l ike 
you.  You have taught me so many lessons in l i fe , 
even when I  thought you were just  mad at  me. 
You have taught me to never give up on mysel f . 
Lucki ly,  I  got  your looks too!  You have and 
continue to make such an impact  on my l i fe ,  and 
I  cannot thank you enough for  being the woman 
you are.  Mom, you are  my very most  favorite 
momma in the whole  wide world .

I  love you,
Leyna

a Valentine to Montreat
by stephanie petit

•
In the middle  of  nature,  surrounded by 

woods,  a  small  and cozy place became my new 
Valent ine.  Fi f teen miles  east  of  Ashevi l le, 
deep in the mountains near  Black Mountain , 
a  beaut i ful ,  secluded vi l lage with around 800 
res idents,  Montreat  can be found.  Just  l ike  when 
you fa l l  in  love with someone,  just  the sound of  
his  voice  wil l  make you smile  for  no reason.  The 
same happens to me when I  open my eyes and 
view the lovely landscape.

Of  course,  the f ir st  dates  were rather 
awkward and cold .  Arriving from a lush and g reen 
country,  I ’d  never been to a  place  with shor t , 
freezing days and s l ippery s lopes ful l  of  snow.  I 
needed to lear n how to deal  with my Valent ine ’s 
days :  some soft ,  cotton clothes,  gloves,  hats,  and 
wool  socks were the key to star t  becoming closer 
and feel  comfor table  when gett ing together. 
Therefore,  when the wind’s  gusts  hugged me,  I 
was more prepared to receive the embrace.  Now 
I ’m lear ning to dress  l ike  an onion,  adding layer 

upon layer  so that  I  can enjoy the long,  starry, 
dark nights  that  resemble a  Picasso paint ing.

As the days went by and our love g rew,  l ike  a 
couple  lear ning more about  each other,  this  area 
changed i ts  palette  l ike  a  chameleon changes 
color.  Like the chameleon,  the four seasons 
changed,  from the dark-brown woods during 
winter,  to  the snow-white  covered trees  and 
rooftops,  to  the l ight  blue warmth of  sunny days. 
I ’m so excited to spend t ime with my Valent ine, 
much l ike  a  kid running to open his  favorite  gi f t . 
As I  go out  of  my door,  my hands warmed by 
a  thermos of  cof fee,  I  begin walking s lowly,  so 
my t ime outs ide wil l  last .  This  pass ion makes me 
feel  a l ive  and thankful ,  having the opportunity 
to  develop my l i fe  in  a  space ful l  of  everg reens, 
where s i lence re igns.  This  sweet  par tner gives 
me energ y and motivates  me to work hard and 
bui ld my future rock by rock l ike  the bui ldings 
on campus.

In Argentina ,  Valent ine ’s  Day is  a  day for 
lovers  to  express  their  a f fect ion with g reet ings, 
Valent ine ’s  cards f i l led with hear ts,  roses,  swans 
and doves and special  d inner dates.  So,  this  year 
I  am wil l ing to spend the whole  day with my 
new Valent ine ;  I  wi l l  star t  the day f i l l ing my 
backpack with sandwiches,  fruits,  and drinks to 
be ready for  a  hike.

The dawned cool  and sunny,  so I  headed 
out ,  enjoying the soothing power of  nature and 
escaping from the dai ly  g rind unti l  I  arr ived 
at  Lake Susan where the wooden bench was 
wait ing for  me.  While  rest ing my legs,  I  eat 
my sandwich—crispy chicken with caramel ized 
onion and a  bit  of  strawberry flavor for  a  burst 
of  sweetness  in  my mouth.  With my eyes lost 
in  the beauty of  the lake covered with leaves, 
I  d iscover almost-hidden reflect ion of  the sun 
and movement of  the breeze on the face  of  the 
waters—the binding of  two powerful  e lements 
recreat ing diamonds that  sparkle  on the lake 
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r ipples.  As i f  they knew about San Valent ine ’s 
day and the charm of  love,  three t iny duckl ings 
peek out  from the reeds.  My Valent ine,  your 
sunny face  today was a  pleas ing s ight !

Our farewell  is  arr iving,  the sunset  wil l  begin 
to appear,  the sun wil l  h ide below the horizon 
and the sky wil l  tur n red,  the last  gasp of  beauty 
before the death of  the day.  As lovers  do when 
they are  together,  I  wi l l  hope that  this  pass ion 
wil l  last  forever.  But ,  as  in  al l  re lat ionships, 
I  know there wil l  be  mar velous days in  which 
I  think only of  you as  wel l  as  gloomy days in 
which I  let  my sel f ishness  and “busy-ness”  rob 
me of  your presence.  But ,  today,  at  the last  of  
the sunset ,  I  celebrate  knowing that  whatever 
storms may come,  we wil l  be  together—sweet 
Montreat—for these precious years.

reconciling
by carson yates

•
There wil l  be  joy in the nights  and soreness 

in  the mor nings.  I  have seen smiles  become blank 
in the real i ty  of  unful f i l led expectat ions.  This 
wil l  be  the proving g round for  how true you can 
be,  how clear  you can see.  You’ l l  never know 
yoursel f  ent irely unti l  l i fe  explains  i t  to  you in 
four letter  words or  through the lonely nights  in 
retrospect .  You may never have the r ight  words 
t i l l  you want to  take them back.  This  wil l  be 
your t ime.  I  lear ned from invest ing in the wrong 
people,  only to  see  the r ight  ones st i l l  asking 
me to come home.  Hard as  i t  may be,  we were 
bui l t  for  this.  We were bui l t  to  feel  the pain of  
re ject ion,  to  know the disappointment of  an “I 
love you”  become an “I  hate  you.”  Furthermore, 
we are  prog rammed to bui ld  from g round zero, 
to  g row out  of  ashes l ike  wildflowers after  forest 
f ires.  You are  more than your downfal ls,  and you 
wil l  be  remembered for  your windfal ls.  This  wil l 
be  your t ime,  for  you al l  wi l l  stand tal ler  than 
your shor tcomings.

Montreat Vignettes
by anna raJagopal

•
I  sat  on the trunk of  a  fa l len tree  near  the 

path up to Lookout Mountain and worried about 
my Philosophy exam that  was fast  approaching. 
I  had held of f  studying for  my phi losophy class 
in  the interests  of  t ime,  and now real ized that 
I  had made a  s igni f icant  mistake.  I  could not 
concentrate  on the st i l lness  of  nature around 
me,  and even less  on writ ing about i t .  I  glanced 
down in my distress—and saw a fuzzy yel low 
caterpi l lar  crawling along the top of  the trunk 
towards me as  i f  enter ing my story.  I  had never 
seen an insect  of  i ts  appearance before.  The 
tufts  of  yel low fur  covering i ts  body caused i t 
to  resemble a  t iny ferret  wheel  brush,  and the 
tan patter n down its  back reminded me of  a 

ratt lesnake ’s  ta i l .  White  and brown tassels  of  
hair,  as  smooth as  horsehair  or  my Shelt ie ’s  coat , 
stuck out  from its  head and rear,  with two brown 
whiskers  extending over i ts  shiny black,  bead-
l ike  head,  so that  i t  looked l ike  an Indian with a 
headdress  or  a  miniature male  deer.

I  thought I  would set  my pen in front  of  i t , 
to  see  how it  would react  to  the intrusion of  
this  man-made novelty into i ts  organic  world . 
Instead,  I  ended up hitt ing the caterpi l lar  on i ts 
head with my pen.  It  immediately tur ned into 
i tsel f ,  l ike  a  human fl inching from a blow,  and 
lay perfect ly  st i l l .  I  was f i l led with chag rin and 
reg ret .  I  hadn’t  meant to  hur t  i t .  I  was deeply 
aware of  the injust ice  in  the real i ty  of  a  creature 
happi ly  l iv ing i ts  l i fe  and then unexpectedly 
injured and maybe even ki l led by something 
that  didn’t  need to happen.  A col lege student 
is  supposed to be curious,  but  curios ity can 
sometimes have dangerous consequences.  I  jotted 
down the incident  as  another mistake I  had made 
at  Montreat  Col lege.

But as  soon as  I  f inished writ ing,  the caterpi l lar 
seemed to come back to l i fe .  I t  straightened i ts 
head out ,  a l l  i ts  whiskers  quivering,  then tur ned 
surpris ingly g raceful ly  and began crawling in 
the direct ion i t  had come.  Before i t  had passed 
me completely,  however,  i t  ra ised i ts  front  hal f  
towards me as  though sni f f ing,  trying to f igure 
out  what  I  was,  curious.

Later  I  lear ned that  i t  was just  as  wel l  the 
caterpi l lar  behaved as  i t  d id ,  when I  read an 
ar t ic le  by Michigan State  Univers ity about  the 
Banded Tussock moth,  which I  had labeled my 
brie f  companion.  According to the ar t ic le,  the 
tassels  and fur  on the Banded Tussock caterpi l lar 
are  f i l led with venom, a  defense mechanism.

Friday,  I  scored a  100 on the exam.

The mountains behind Howerton Hall  r ise 
soft ly  before me with the rol l ing gentleness 
of  Tennessee as  I  s i t  on the bench in front  of  
Gaither  Hall .  I t  is  late  September,  but  the hi l ls 
st i l l  only show spots  of  rose and yel low and tan 
in their  overal l  swath of  g reen,  l ike  the f ir st 
attempts of  a  novice  painter.  In fact ,  with the 
flecks of  p ink and yel low on the mountainside, 
the view looks more l ike  spring than fa l l .  The 
sky is  a  c lear  l ight  blue,  not  the s ignature dark 
blue of  an “October sky.”  A plane fly ing above 
the highest  s lope resembles  a  t iny fly ing f ish 
swimming through a  c lear  blue ocean.  I  watch 
as  i t  d isappears  behind the r idge.  The mountains 
appear adolescent  and innocent  in  their  e f for ts, 
as  i f  they are  trying to be mature.  Like me.

Even though I  am a Junior  in  col lege,  I  feel 
as  though I  am only making fa int  e f for ts  to  be 
mature.  I  am young and naïve.  I  year n for  ful l 
flourishing and color.  Maybe I  have to bel ieve 
that  i t  wi l l  come,  that  the mountains wil l ,  by 
late  October,  be  a  sea of  deep red and gold and 
orange.  They are  doing their  best .  And I  am 
doing my best .  That ’s  a l l  anyone can do,  as  Ruby 

Mae tel ls  Christy in  one of  my favorite  movie 
ser ies,  about  a  gir l  who leaves her  pr ivi leged 
home in Ashevi l le  to  teach in the mountains 
of  Tennessee.  In one of  the episodes,  the fa l l 
colors  didn’t  come to “the cove”  because,  l ike 
us,  the mountain folks  had late  ra ins  that  kept 
everything g reen.

Behind me,  I  hear  the happy voices  of  chi ldren 
on the same playg round my mom used to bring 
me to when she paid vis i ts  to  my dad,  who was a 
professor at  Montreat  Col lege.  I  never thought 
then that  I  would one day be a  student here. 
Granted,  the last  thing on a  four-year-old ’s  mind 
is  col lege.  (Even though chi ld  psychologists  say 
that  death,  which is  an even later  event ,  is. )  I 
wonder how I  can st i l l  feel  so young,  not  even 
that  much older.

I  gaze back at  the mountains in  their  neophyte 
colors,  so  ful l  of  promise and hope.  I  smile  as  I 
remember a  fr iend,  who read the book,  te l l ing me 
that  Christy attended Montreat .

Black iron bars.  Through them,  I  can see  the 
lake,  wide and blue and free,  yet  never theless 
capturing in i ts  shining face  the yel low and 
aubur n of  the fa l l  trees,  as  wel l  as  the chateau-
l ike  stone and wood structure on the opposite 
bank,  on the s ide of  freedom. The potted red 
flowers hanging from its  generous porches 
remind me of  Switzerland,  where,  i f  I  were a 
twelve-year-old boy named David escaping from 
a concentrat ion camp in Easter n Europe,  I  would 
know I  was safe.  In the place  where I  am,  I  don’t 
feel  very safe.  S igns af f ixed to the bars  around 
me war n “No Ha m m o c k i N g i N t H e ga z e b o”  and 
“No Fi s H i N g alo N g t H e Da m . ”  This  is  the place 
of  rules  and conf inement .  Hammocking and 
f ishing are  le isure act ivit ies,  done in l iber ty. 
Of  course they wouldn’t  be  al lowed in this 
enclosure.  The bars  themselves  are  f ixed sol idly 
into the stone wal ls  and look unmovable.  I  feel 
c losed in .  Should a  col lege student feel  l ike  a 
pr isoner? Sometimes,  a fter  an exam that  tur ned 
out  not  to  be so fr ightening as  I  had expected, 
or  a  good g rade on a  paper,  i t ’ s  as  i f  I  am flying. 
But  I  am a bird on a  very shor t  str ing,  and I  am 

always quickly jerked back down.  My str ing is 
weighted down by a  pi le  of  books and projects, 
and I  wonder i f  I  wi l l  ever  escape them—if ,  in 
fact ,  I  am supposed to escape them.

The water  on the surface  of  the lake c ircles 
outward l ike  the eter nal  r ipples  caused by 
the toss ing of  a  stone.  I  ponder the fact  that 
everything that  is  happening to me is  par t  of  
those r ipples  in  my l i fe  that  wil l  end in eter nity. 
God threw the stone,  and His  reasons must 
be good ones,  s ince,  unl ike us,  He doesn’t  act 
thoughtlessly.  The metal  door in  one of  the stone 
legs of  the chateau,  near  where the boats  are 
kept ,  gleams in the sunl ight ,  l ike  the g reen l ight 
at  the end of  Daisy ’s  dock.  In this  moment ,  i t 
winks at  me:  a  reassurance of  hope.  I  can escape.

All  I  have to do is  walk out  of  this  gazebo 
and around to the other s ide of  the lake.

that tiMe i becaMe aWare i Was a 
White Man

by nathan King

•
Here I  am again .  One Master ’s  deg ree 

later.  W hy are  you doing th i s  to  yourse l f  again? 
Well—I love interact ing with students,  giving 
instruct ion,  and my BA is  l i terature based. 
Your BA i s  in  Creat ive  Writ ing .  Well—yes, 
however,  I  studied the c lass ics.  They made us 
take those l i terature courses.  You know—the 
Epic  of  Gilgamesh,  The Odyssey and such, 
Beowulf ,  Chaucer,  Shakespeare,  Donne,  Blake, 
Wordsworth,  Coler idge,  Keats,  Dickinson.  You 
know after  a l l  that  I  got  real  interested in the 
Beat  poets  and such.  In terms of  American 
l i terature,  you know—Hawthor ne,  Emerson, 
Whitman—then straight  to  the Beats—Kerouac, 
Ginsberg,  and Ferl inghett i .  Those Beats  were 
on to something there.  You mean the y  were  on 
drugs?  Well… yes—they were often using drugs. 
However,  their  ideas  about  spontaneous poetry 
and prose were quite  revolut ionary.  You know—
being spontaneous is  very interest ing.  Kerouac 
c la imed he wrote the ent ire  On the  Road  scrol l 
manuscript  in  one week.  That  is  seven days !  You 
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know that  nove l  was  heavi l y  edi t ed .  Also ,  Kerouac 
was  pre t ty  much taking the  equivalent  o f  speed  when 
he  wrote  that  nove l .  Well—yes.  However,  I  do not 
understand why you wish to remind me of  such 
things.  You are  in  another  Master ’s  prog ram .  Ah. 
Yes.  I  am.  MA in Engl ish here I  come!

See,  I  have completed the introductory 
course,  Afr ican Literature,  Native American 
Literature,  and the World Literature course.  That 
World Literature course is  REQUIRED. Your 
concentrat ion i s  in  Mult i cu l tural  and Transnat ional 
Li terature. . .  o f  course  i t  i s .  Well… gosh dar n 
i t ,  why must  you be so obvious.  You are  the  one 
who dec ided to  go  back  to  g raduate  s chool—to g e t 
a  2nd Master ’s  deg ree .  I  a lready told you why I 
am doing this.  I  love teaching.  Being a  l ibrar ian 
is  g reat .  I  lear ned a  lot  gett ing that  Library 
Science deg ree.  You know,  how ser ving people  is 
inherent  to  my cal l ing in l i fe .  Very relatable  to 
my Christ ian fa i th .  I  just  want to  teach… Seeing 
people  improve in their  writ ing is  very rewarding. 
Also,  Cohen was just  bor n.  Doesn’t  i t  make 
sense? …Oh,  I  see.  For some reason,  this  does 
not  make sense to  you.  You are  s tar ing at  an emai l 
f rom Dr.  Bardi l l .  She  sa ys  your  choice  o f  Thomas 
Mannarino  for  the  author/nove l  re search  pro jec t  i s 
inadequate.  You were  ques t ioning why you are  doing 
th i s.  Remember?  Yes.  The email  is  quite  c lear.  Dr. 
Bardi l l  states,  “Your choice  for  the author/novel 
research project  is  not  acceptable.  This  c lass  is 
about  intersect ions of  identity.  I  have asked that 
you choose an author/novel  whose intersect ions 
of  identity are  di f ferent  than yours.  Please reach 
out  to  me i f  you have quest ions.”  You are  s t i l l 
s tar ing at  the  emai l .

I  should send an email .  Yes ,  you  should .  Ok. 
Here we go:

Dr.  Bardi l l ,
Thank you so much for  your emai l .  I 

thought my select ion of  Thomas Mannarino was 
acceptable  because he wrote an unpubl ished novel 
in  2nd person about being a  non-heterosexual 
Christ ian.  I ’ve  expressed my desire  to  study 
Christ ian authors  in  these ass ignments  where we 
can choose the author.  Can you please  explain 
why my choice  is  unacceptable?

Thank you!
Me
Fantas t i c  emai l .  Are you being sarcast ic?  You 

jus t  s ent  that .  What is  wrong with i t?  Dr.  Bardi l l 
wi l l  have  to  explain .  Wow. That  was fast .  She 
already responded.  She’s  k een .  She does use that 
word a  lot .  Onl y  k een  people  use  the  word k een .  Yes. 
I  ag ree.  Do you even know what  that  word means? 
Of  course I  do.  You are  s tar ing at  her  emai l  again . 
I  st i l l  do not  understand what  the issue is.  Tr y 
reading the  emai l  One.  More.  Time .  Al l  i t  says is 
that  “we should meet  vir tual ly  to  discuss  the 
ass ignment .  I  want to  make sure you understand. 
Are you avai lable  on Tuesday at  1 :30 pm?”  Are 
you avai lable?  Well ,  yes… I am avai lable,  but  i t 
wi l l  be  awkward speaking to her  at  work.  You are 
avai lable.

I t  i s  1 :25 pm on Tuesday.  Yes.  Don’t  you see 
what  I ’ve  had to deal  with today? Cohen has been 
fussy al l  day.  Li ly  hasn’t  s lept .  She keeps text ing 
me about how anxious she is  while  I ’m at  work. 
How many people  have needed me to reset  the 
printer  for  them? I  haven’t  even gotten to what 
my boss  actual ly  asked me to do.  You know what 
i t ’ s  l ike.  I t  i s  1 :26 pm on Tuesday.  Yes.  Dr.  Bardi l l . 
You should  connec t  earl y.  Fine.  Ok.  Open Skype. 
You have  to  put  in  your  password .  Fine.  What is 
the password for  this  account? You are  the  one 
who made  i t .  Bet t er  c l i ck  “Forgot  Password.”  Wait , 
I  think I  remember i t  now.  Ah.  Yes.  Ok.  Wait .  She 
is  a lready cal l ing me.

“Hello,  Dr.  Bardi l l .  Thank you for  speaking 
with me.”

“Hi  Nate,  of  course.  I  wanted to make sure 
you understood the ass ignment .”

“Yes,  I  think I  am having some trouble  with 
that . ”

“I ’m also concer ned you are  miss ing the point 
of  the ass ignment and some of  the things we 
lear ned about in  Native American Literature. 
These concepts  are  essential  to  understanding 
Mult icultural  and Transnat ional  Literature.”  She 
i s  smi l ing at  you .  Why is  she smil ing i f  she is 
concer ned? Dr.  Bardi l l  i s  n i ce .  Well ,  she does not 
seem to l ike  much of  what  I  have submitted.  She 
jus t  to ld  you she  be l i eves  you do  not  unders tand the 
as s ignment  or  what  you are  s tudying.

“Dr.  Bardi l l ,  I  apologize.  I  feel  a  l i t t le  in-
over-my-head here.”

“Nate,  let ’s  focus on this  ass ignment .  I ’ve 
asked that  you choose a  writer  and novel  that 
do not  have any s imilar it ies  to  your own 
intersect ions of  identity.  You chose a  white  male 
writer.  Do you see  what  I  am taking issue with?” 
You are  not  sa y ing an ything.  I  think I  see  what  she 
is  saying.

“So,  I  need to choose someone who is  not  a 
white  male?”

Dr.  Bardi l l  smiles,  “Yes,  Nate.”
“Oh… ok.  That  makes sense.”  You s t i l l  don’t 

know what  she  i s  g e t t ing at .
Dr.  Bardi l l  curls  her  brow,  “Are you sure i t 

makes sense? When I  f ir st  star ted pushing back 
against  your discussion board posts  where you 
were applying Wester n concepts  of  beauty and 
gender to  indigenous peoples,  I  thought you were 
becoming keen to what  issues  I  was taking with 
in your posts.  Now,  I ’m not  so cer tain .”

“To be honest… I ’m having a  hard t ime 
understanding where and what  conversat ions I 
can contr ibute  to.”  You ser ious l y  jus t  sa id  that? 
Yes,  I  sa id i t .

“Nate… please te l l  me what  you have lear ned 
in the prog ram so far. ”  She ser ious l y  jus t  ask ed  you 
that .  She did .  She asked me.

“Well—I have lear ned that  European 
colonizat ion of  the world has  had a  ser ious 
e f fect  on Mult icultural  and Transnat ional 
Literatures.  I ’ve  lear ned that  the colonizers—
while  oppress ing indigenous people—in tur n 

—oppressed themselves,  becoming uncivi l ized 
in their  pursuit  of  c iv i l izat ion often under the 
auspices  of  Divine Inter vention.  I ’ve  lear ned 
that  Wester n culture has  had ser ious detr imental 
impacts  to  indigenous people  across  the globe. 
While  these methods of  colonizat ion di f fered 
from each other in  that  the Brit ish ,  French,  and 
Spanish et  cetera each had special ized methods 
of  colonizat ion—the results  are  often the 
same.  Both the colonized and colonizer  become 
brutal ized.  America used i ts  own set  of  methods 
to colonize the indigenous people  of  America . 
I ’ve  also lear ned I ’m the only white  male  in  the 
prog ram.”

Dr.  Bardi l l  remains s i lent  for  a  moment .  Then 
she says,  “Yes,  you are  a  white  male.”

“I  am.”
“What does that  say about  your identity?” 

Dr.  Bardi l l  asks.  I  feel  my skin crawling.  Your 
sk in  i s  crawling.

“Whether I  l ike  i t  or  not… I represent 
colonizat ion and oppress ion to other people?”  I 
say as  i f  asking a  quest ion.

“Yes.”
“Dr.  Bardi l l ,  what  does that  mean?”
“It  means you must  be aware of  what  your 

identity represents  to  other people.  Especial ly 
those who do not  look l ike  or  bel ieve l ike  you 
do.”

I  do not  know how to respond.  You are  a  whi te 
man .  I  am.  White  man.  “But I  haven’t  oppressed 
anyone.  I  truly do my best  to  love everyone,”  I 
manage to say.

“This  is  about  who you are  very much.  As a 
white  male,  you represent  the highest  point  of  
white  pr ivi lege.  How you deal  with that  is  your 
prerogat ive.  It  is  not  enough to s imply attempt 
to love everyone.  You must  understand what  i t 
means to be a  white  male.  I  think you do,”  Dr. 
Bardi l l  paused.  “However,  I  think you are  having 
a  hard t ime accept ing what  i t  means.”  You are 
to ta l l y  having a  hard t ime.

“Dr.  Bardi l l ,  wi l l  you please  ass ign me an 
author and novel  for  this  ass ignment?”

“I  can do that—but are  you understanding my 
point?”

“My identity…as a  white  male…is par t  of  
the problem?”  I  say g rasping for  her  point .

“To a  deg ree.  As far  as  I  know,  you aren’t 
act ively oppress ing people.  However,  as  a  white 
male  you act ively represent  oppress ion to many 
people.  Is  what  I  am saying making sense?”

I  think i t  is,  “Yes.”
“Thank you,  Nate.  I  think you should do 

some research on Paul i  Murray as  they were 
non-binary and were very act ive in  the Episcopal 
Church.  I  know those intersect ions of  identity 
are  interest ing to you.”

“Thank you,  Dr.  Bardi l l .  I  wi l l  star t  doing 
research.”  My hands and forehead perspire.

“Do you better  understand the ass ignment?”
“Yes,  thank you.”
“Let  me know i f  you have any quest ions.”

Here I  am again .  On the precipice  of  my 
future.  You are  a  whi te  man .  Yes.  Your sk in  i s 
crawling .  White  men are  a  big problem.  I  am par t 
of  the problem.  You re present  the  problem .  You do 
not  have  to  be  the  problem .  I  do not  have to be the 
problem.  It  wi l l  take me the rest  of  my l i fe  to 
real ly  understand this.  Yes .  I  should write  a  poem 
about this.  Perha ps  you should .

I ,  white  man.
A pathet ic  attempt at  a  poem by Nathan King
©2016
I—

white  man…
It is  I ;
F lesh of  a  pale  moonl ight ,
Dust  and r ib  of  Adam,
Womb of  Eve,
It  is  I ;
Who symbol ize
Distrust ,  hatred,  d isgusts—
The worst kind of  oppression,  marginalization;

My white  male  skin
Fraught with minor freckles
Gains me a  condit ion regarding
Basic  understanding of  my naive and 

privi leged
Posit ion.
This  racial  proposit ion
Establ ished by those a  feared
Of  cultural  integ rat ion
Makes an ass  out  of  you and me…

Isn’t  i t  t ime
That ,  I—
Fumbling and bamboozled white  man
Take into considerat ion
That pigmentat ion is  God’s  intent ion,
That  oppress ion and marginal izat ion…
White man’s  conflag rat ion upon
Humanity,  nature,  and now machinat ions
Is  real ly
A colonial  representat ion
That is  now capital izat ion?

science, truth, anD Deeper Magic
by Joshua holbrooK

•
A cha pter  from a book  I ’ve  been  working on , 

Christ  Among Robots,  or,  Going to the Lions 
( for  the Right Reasons) ,  a  book  direc t ed  at  non-
Chris t ians  (but  you a l l  can read i t  too! )  to  ta lk  about 
Chri s t iani ty.  The  common plea  throughout  the  book 
i s  “Hate  Chri s t iani ty  i f  you  wish ,  but  p l ease ,  hate 
i t  for  what  i t  ac tual l y  i s  and not  what  you perce ive 
i t  to  be  (nor  for  the  foo l i sh  th ings  that  Chri s t ians 
might  do/say. )”

Sugges t ed  Lis t ening :  “That  was  a  crazy  game of  
poker,”  O.A.R.
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One of  the big points  of  contention,  we 
are  told ,  between Christ ianity and the non-
Christ ian world is  i ts  relat ionship with sc ience. 
For many,  sc ience is  seen as  the realm of  cold 
hard facts,  re l igion—and Christ ianity as  the 
dominant rel igion in the west—is seen as 
the realm of  feel ings and speculat ion about 
imaginary things.  In this  narrat ive,  sc ient ists 
are  the col lected and wise  sages,  the Christ ians 
are  the fool ish old kooks who took their 
chi ldhood fa iry tales  a  l i t t le  too ser iously [1].         
       

The root  of  this  confl ict ,  as  I  am able  to 
see  i t ,  i s  a  problem of  def init ions,  as  i t  often 
is.  Christ ianity is  labeled as  a  “ fa i th”  and the 
people  who subscribe to  i t  are  sa id to  “have 
fa i th .”  I  wi l l  not  dispute the fact  that  fa i th is  a 
central  par t  of  the Christ ian message;  but  the 
fa i th of  the Bible  is  not  the same warm,  fuzzy, 
ignorantly hopeful  sensat ion that  many think i t 
is.  I t  is  a  fa i th based on history,  based on merit . 
Again and again ,  the authors  of  the Bible  give 
us  the reason why we are  to  trust  in  Christ :  he 
c la imed to be God and as  proof  he performed 
miracles  publ ic ly  in  an ancient  metropol is, 
he  died and rose from the dead appearing to 
hundreds of  eyewitnesses [2].  We are  to  have 
fa i th in  Him because he has  given us  a  reason to 
have fa i th .

Of  course,  the Bible  is  a  confusing book,  so 
misunderstandings are  bound to happen.  One 
bibl ical  writer  comments :  “Now fa ith is  the 
assurance of  things hoped for,  the convict ion 
of  things not  seen (note :  Hebrews 11:1) . ”  This, 
at  f ir st  glance,  seems to be an admiss ion of  
the wil l ful  ignorance of  Christ ianity—we tel l 
adherents  that  they must  have fa i th and bel ieve 
in  something which is  without  evidence to 
pad our pockets  and subjugate  the masses [3]. 
The problem is,  saying something is  unseen is 
not  the same as  saying i t  is  bel ieved without 
evidence.  There are  plenty of  unseen things 
wel l  known to sc ience that  are  st i l l  legit imate 
and,  more importantly,  real .  In some cases 
you need special  equipment to  obser ve them: 
microbial  l i fe ,  for  instance.  In other cases,  you 
only have fa i th in  their  existence by the e f fect 
they have on things exter nal  to  themsel f :  the 
g ravitat ional  pul l  of  a  hypothesized planet , 
the mathematical  proof  of  a  physical  law,  the 
ent ire  concept  of  energ y.  The Christ ian fa i th 
c la ims that  one must  have special  equipment [4] 

and must  also af f irm their  own fa ith by things 
exter nal  to  themselves [5].  Even in everyday 
l i fe ,  we are  heavi ly  influenced by things unseen 
and even immaterial :  love determines and binds 
many of  our associat ions,  but  few except  str ict 
material ists  would chalk the whole  concept  of  
love up to ‘ just  chemicals. ’

 The relat ionship between sc ience and 
Christ ianity hasn’t  a lways been a  troubled one. 
In fact ,  i t  i s  out  of  Christ ianity that  sc ience 
emerged – Christ ians,  under the assumption 

that  the universe  was ult imately reasonable.  To 
the fool ish mental i ty  that  says that  Christ ianity 
is  bad for  sc ience,  Newton [6],  Pasteur [7], 
Kepler [8],  Kelvin [9] and Coll ins [10] give a  uni f ied 
test imony:  i t ’ s  s imply not  true.

 
Unders tanding s c i ence ’s  p lace

Again,  as  with many things,  much of  the 
confl ict  between sc ience and Christ ianity 
comes from the realm of  nebulous def init ions. 
Science is  seen by many ( legions of  sc ient ists 
included)  as  a  competing rel igion—complete 
with i ts  own or thodox doctr ines  and rel igious 
zealots.  And when i t ’ s  put  in  those terms, 
who wouldn’t  want to  be par t  of  the Rel igion 
of  Science? Its  benef i ts  to  our everyday l i fe 
are  manifold and apparent .  But  the problem 
is,  sc ience isn ’t  a  rel igion [11]—it  is  a  method. 
Science is  a  way to systematical ly  f igure out 
truth—and even in this  realm,  i t  is  incapable 
of  te l l ing us  everything about truth.  In real i ty, 
the only truth on which sc ience is  able  to  lay 
c la im are those truths which are  obser vable  and 
quanti f iable,  that  is,  things we can detect ,  count 
and measure.

It  was with this  knowledge in mind that 
Stephen Gould proposed the model  of  Non-
Overlapping Magister ia ,  or  NOMA [12].  This  is 
a  model  that  states  that  rel igion and sc ience 
have di f ferent  realms,  d i f ferent  c ircles  of  
influence,  and these realms do not  overlap with 
one another.  So what  Gould terms a  rel igious 
truth (God is  love)  and a  sc ient i f ic  truth (water 
is  polar)  can both be true but  never interact 
with one another in  a  meaningful  way.  This, 
according to Gould,  is  because each has i ts  own 
magister ium,  i t ’ s  own realm of  influence or 
teaching authority.

There are,  indeed,  d i f ferent  realms of  
truth—science is  the domain of  obser vable, 
repeatable  truth;  but  one could also look at 
history—the realm of  truth that  includes 
the past .  One could add mathematical  truth, 
psychological  truth and moral/spir i tual  truth 
to this  mix,  among others.  Each of  these realms 
is  d iscrete  from one another.  For instance,  one 
could take a  f igure that  l ies  f irmly in the realm 
of  historical  truth:  say,  King Henry VIII .  It 
is  outs ide of  the sc ient i f ic  realm of  truth to 
be able  to  say much about his  existence -  i t  i s 
neither  obser vable,  because he is  dead;  nor is 
i t  repeatable. [13] Despite  being sc ient i f ical ly 
untestable,  though,  few would discount the 
truth of  Henry’s  existence.

This  is  how NOMA is  typical ly  explained, 
but  my primary contention is  that  these 
di f ferent  magester ia  are  not  non-overlapping 
—there always is  some overlap between the 
realms of  truth.  In our previous example,  for 
instance,  you cannot sc ient i f ical ly  prove [14] 
King Henry’s  existence,  but  you may be able 
to  analyze historical  ar t i facts  from his  re ign 
or  perhaps get  a  sample of  his  DNA—and i f  

we are  to  bel ieve the historians,  he  le ft  plenty 
of  DNA, fathering a  number of  legit imate and 
i l legit imate chi ldren.

Or we could examine the overlap between 
the magister ia  of  sc ient i f ic  and moral/spir i tual 
truth:  one important  area of  overlap would be 
doing sc ience ethical ly.  There are  many things 
we can do using the sc ient i f ic  method—but 
only by encroachment of  moral  truth can we 
determine i f  we should do them.  Scient i f ic  truth 
unfettered from moral  truth gives  us  the stuf f  
of  Mengele,  MK-Ultra ,  mustard gas and atom 
bombs.

 So,  there is  some overlap between the 
magister ia—perhaps an Olympic Rings-
l ike  Venn diag ram where each area of  truth 
approaches,  and even overlaps a  bit  with 
each other area .  NOMA is  incomplete,  so  I 
subscribe to  a  more robust  model—marginal ly 
overlapping magister ia  (MOM).

All  this  to  say:  sc ience is  not  the only way 
to derive truth,  but  instead is  the way to derive 
quant i f iable—obser vable,  repeatable—truth.  I f  
this  is  true then sc ience is  a  poor method to 
assess  other truths,  for  instance the miraculous 
c la ims of  the Bible.  These c la ims are  mostly 
out  of  sc ience ’s  realm and f irmly in the realm 
of  historical  and spir i tual  truth.  It  is  when 
we real ize  that  sc ience does not  possess  a 
stranglehold on al l  truth—that  is,  when we 
reject  the rel igion of  sc ience—that  we are  able 
to  acknowledge other areas  as  no less  true.  I  am 
a sc ient ist ,  and I  bel ieve in  the resurrect ion,  I 
bel ieve that  God can and does instantaneously 
heal  the s ick ,  and I  bel ieve in  any one of  the 
hundreds of  other  miracles  in  the Bible.  This  is 
not  a  contradict ion of  truth,  and neither  is  i t 
a  contradict ion of  sc ience s ince the miraculous 
fa l ls,  mostly,  outs ide i ts  realm.

I  say mostly,  but  there is  overlap :  i t  i s 
conceivable  ( indeed i t  has  happened)  that  one 
could conduct  a  sc ient i f ic  study of  those who 
cla im to have undergone miraculous heal ings. 
But  even here,  the overlap is  only s l ight :  i f  
miraculous heal ings are  real ly  carr ied out  by 
super natural  beings (God,  angels,  demons, 
etc. )  then their  wil l (s )  d ictate  the repeatabi l i ty 
of  the experiment .  So the results  could be 
obser vable,  but  not  repeatable  in  the sc ient i f ic 
sense.  In the words of  C.  S .  Lewis,  God “ . . . i s 
not  a  tame l ion….”

To acknowledge that  God and other 
less-powerful  super natural  beings cannot 
be manipulated is  in  contrast  to  pr imit ive 
rel igions that  were in  actual i ty  much closer 
to  the Rel igion of  Science than they are  to 
Christ ianity.  In many ancient  rel igions,  gett ing 
what  you desired from the gods was only 
a  matter  of  f inding out  how to manipulate 
them in the same way sc ient ists  manipulate 
the natural  world .  Instead of  an experiment , 
you might do this  through an incantat ion, 
an invocat ion of  the deity ’s  name,  or  eye of  

newt and toe of  toad.  Or,  you might drink 
wine in hopes of  a  good har vest  and par take 
in temple prost i tutes  to  pet i t ion the gods 
for  fer t i l i ty—which perhaps explains  why 
paganism was so popular  in  ancient  t imes. 
To the pagan rel igions,  the super natural  was 
an extension of  the natural  world and you 
could manipulate  i t  with the r ight  tools.  It 
was obser vable  and repeatable.  Christ ianity 
f irmly repudiates  this  by tel l ing of  a  God 
whose wil l  cannot be bent  to  our own.  A God 
who,  when asked for  his  name (maybe for 
use in  a  manipulat ive invocat ion) ,  gives  an 
ostensibly unpronounceable  jumble of  near-
vowels [15]—we’ re  st i l l  unsure today i f  the name 
of  the God of  the Bible  is  correct ly  given as 
‘ Jehovah, ’  ‘Yahweh, ’  a  pronunciat ion of  each 
of  the Hebrew letters  (YHWH),  or  some other 
e locut ion.

He is  not  obser vable,  unless  he wants  to 
be ;  His  act ions are  not  repeatable  without  Him 
wil l ing i t—it  is  He that  rules  over al l  o f  the 
magister ia  of  truth.  In Christ ,  a  Truth g reater 
than history,  moral i ty,  and even sc ience in  al l 
her  glory,  has  arr ived.  In the MOM model ,  each 
magister ium is  set  f irmly into an overarching 
medium,  a  substrate  that  is  the bedrock of  
truth.  Christ ians bel ieve this  bedrock has a 
name:  Jesus Christ .

Although the di f ferent  magister ia  do, 
indeed,  overlap ;  they do not  col l ide.  We could 
consider  them as  nat ional  pol i t ical  boundaries 
( the magister ia)  on hard geog raphy (truth 
i tsel f )—two nat ions may share or  dispute a 
border region,  but  that  border region cannot 
have both mountains and beaches in  the same 
place at  the same t ime.  In l ike  manner,  each 
magister ium of  truth cannot contradict  the 
others,  because they are  al l  truth.  Therefore, 
i f  there is  an apparent  confl ict  between the 
two -  as  occasional ly  apparently happens 
between sc ience and Christ ianity -  we must 
assume that  the proponents  of  one (or  possibly 
both)  are  mistaken.  Often,  f iguring out 
which magister ium is  untrue depends on an 
individual ’s  convict ions -  they may say “Science 
and Christ ianity disag ree here,  and Christ ianity 
must  be wrong because sc ience is  the domain 
of  facts,  and Christ ianity is  the domain of  
juveni le  fantasies. ”  Conversely,  a  Christ ian 
may say “Christ ianity is  r ight  because al l  those 
sc ient ists  are  a  bunch of  l iars. ”  In both cases 
this  is  a  poor way to tackle  the problem -  i f  the 
MOM model  is  correct ,  then any contradict ion 
between sc ience and Christ ianity should only be 
superf ic ia l  and not  bedrock truth.

 
The God through the  ga ps

Christ ianity and sc ience do overlap,  and 
a  good many Christ ians are  also sc ient ists ; 
but  there are  a  number of  unfor tunate  pit fa l ls 
that  Christ ians stumble into when making 
supposedly sc ience-based appeals  for  the 
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Christ ian fa i th .  One of  these is  the bel ie f  
that  i f  something cannot be eas i ly  explained 
by moder n sc ient i f ic  means,  i t  must  therefore 
be miraculous in  nature.  This  case  has  been 
termed the God of  the Gaps argument .  The 
biggest  problem with this  argument ,  common 
as  i t  is  among well-meaning Christ ians, 
is  that  i f  the reasoning is  fol lowed to i ts 
logical  conclusion then God shrinks with our 
g rowing understanding.  As the gaps in  our 
understanding g row ever smaller,  so  does God.

This  is,  o f  course,  untrue.  Our increase 
in  understanding of  the physical  processes 
of  the universe,  the laws of  nature,  does  not 
shrink God’s  s ize  or  power.  He does not  need 
our sc ience,  the suns in a  tr i l l ion star  systems 
are  His.  But  i t  is  a lso untrue that  we should 
assume that  everything we cannot explain must 
be an elaborate  and expl ic i t  miracle.  Make no 
mistake :  I  bel ieve the whole  universe  we see 
was the result  of  some miraculous interference, 
and I  bel ieve that  miraculous events  above and 
beyond the scope of  nature happened in the 
past  and continue to happen into the present . 
But  I  a lso don’t  bel ieve i t  is  helpful  to  assume 
a  miraculous inter vention to everything that 
cannot yet  be explained.

So,  instead of  a  s impl ist ic  God of  the Gaps, 
I  bel ieve that  God often works through the laws 
of  nature to  accomplish His  purposes.  I f  this 
is  true,  then we would expect  to  see  a  universe 
that  may be mechanist ical ly  explained by the 
laws of  nature,  but  these laws alone would be 
woeful ly  unsat is fying [16].  Put  this  another way: 
suppose I  were to  publ ish a  book that  purpor ted 
to explain exac t l y  how Shakespeare wrote his 
most  br i l l iant  works.  A book wherein the reader 
could lear n and,  in  no t ime at  a l l ,  be  writ ing 
works of  equal  br i l l iance to  Hamlet  or  MacBeth . 
So,  you buy this  book and begin reading.  You 
read a  wonderful ly  written synopsis  -  page after 
page detai l ing the whole  process :

 
Mult ipo lar  neurons  f i re  in  the  brain

 
Ef ferent  neurons  car r y  s ignal s  to  the 
neuromuscular  junc t ions  o f  the  muscl e s  o f  
Bi l l y ’s  hands
 

Muscl e  myof ibr i l s  contrac t ,  caus ing the  hand to 
move  around the  pen
 
The  pen  wri t e s ,  “There  are  more  th ings  in 
heaven and on ear th ,  Horat io ,  than are  dreamt 
o f  in  your  phi losophy…”
 
Needless  to  say,  the reader would be 

r ightful ly  unsat is f ied with such an answer. 
We want to  know the creat ivity and intent ion 
that  infused Shakespeare ’s  muscle  movement 
and neural  act ivity.  But  this  is  exactly what 
happens when someone is  sat iated with the mere 
mechanist ic  answer given to us  by sc ience.  It ’s 

an answer,  yes,  and in i ts  way a  correct  one.  But 
i t ’ s  not  complete—the most  important  thing is 
le f t  out ,  even i f  the most  important  thing seems 
a  tr i fle  from science ’s  perspect ive.  There is  no 
ever-shrinking ‘God of  the Gaps, ’  but  i f  you 
look closely you wil l  see  the God through the 
Gaps—and even in the explanat ions ! [17]

 

Weeding out  di s trac t ions
To many of  my readers  al l  o f  this  wil l  seem 

just  a  distract ion from the main point :  why are 
so many Christ ians so glar ingly ant isc ience? 
To propose that  Christ ianity is  theoret ical ly 
compatible  with sc ience means l i t t le  i f  
Christ ianity pract ical ly  breeds ant isc ience 
progeny.  I  think I  have already wel l  establ ished 
that  many Christ ians do accept  sc ience as  a 
val id  means of  der iving truth,  and in fact  are 
often at  the head of  their  f ie ld ,  but  what  of  
the other ones? They do exist :  Christ ians who 
deny basic  sc ient i f ic  facts.  But  i t  is  a lways best 
to  avoid deal ing in general i t ies,  so  the quest ion 
is  how,  speci f ical ly,  are  Christ ians seen as 
ant isc ience? I  have found that  most  headbutt ing 
in the early 21st  century between Christ ians 
and sc ience comes with two issues :  evolut ion 
and cl imate change.

But in  address ing these issues  individual ly, 
I ’m going to go against  my own advice  and deal 
with some general i t ies  with Christ ians and 
sc ience.  As the reader is  wel l  aware,  in  any one 
g roup there wil l  be  a  spectrum of  mental  abi l i ty 
—there wil l  be  some that  are  extraordinari ly 
intel l igent  and insightful  on one end of  the 
spectrum, and those that  are  extraordinari ly 
s imple  minded on the other,  then most  of  the 
populat ion wil l  be  somewhere in  the middle. 
This  is  what  we cal l  a  ‘normal  distr ibut ion’ 
with a  hump in the middle,  tapering of f  to 
e i ther  s ide.  This  distr ibut ion exists  among 
Christ ians,  among secular ists,  among Musl ims—
anyone.  Among Christ ians,  the lower end of  
the distr ibut ion wil l  mostly be expected to tow 
the par ty l ine in  regard to any sc ient i f ic  issue 
that  is  over  their  head.  So,  i f  a  s imple  Christ ian 
hears  his  pastor  tot ing cl imate denial  or  flat 
ear thism or whatever the case  may be ;  chances 
are  they wil l  bel ieve and tout  that  opinion 
on the authority of  the pastor.  On the other 
hand,  i f  a  secular  humanist  of  below-average 
intel l igence is  unable  to  g rasp a  given sc ient i f ic 
concept  (and honestly,  most  individuals  don’t 
g rasp cl imate change or  evolut ion) ,  they wil l 
a lso tow the par ty l ine,  bel ieving and espousing 
whatever their  teacher or  the news told them. 
So in the end,  both g roups have s imple  folk [18], 
but  only the Christ ian s impletons stand out 
l ike  a  sore thumb to the rest  of  the world . 
Both g roups bel ieve on authority,  not  cr i t ical 
thinking;  the di f ference is  that  a  camera crew 
wil l  f ind the Christ ian and put  them behind a 
microphone.  All  this  to  say,  you don’t  know how 

many s impletons are  on your own s ide because 
of  the s imple,  bl inding fact  that  they ag ree 
with you.

Even st i l l ,  o f  course,  there is  an ant isc ience 
e lement in  Christ ianity,  and I  don’t  bel ieve such 
a  posit ion is  helpful  to  the goals  of  Christ ianity 
(making disc iples  of  a l l  nat ions) ,  or  to  moder n 
society as  a  whole.  That ’s  where I  need your 
help,  dear  reader.  Don’t  write  Christ ians of f  
for  unscient i f ic  bel ie fs.  Many Christ ians are 
ant isc ience solely because they see  sc ience as 
par t  of  a  larger batt le.  They don’t  hold sc ience 
dear  (or  don’t  think they do) ,  so  they have 
no problem sacri f ic ing the whole  pursuit  for 
amorphous concepts  l ike  ‘ the moral  majority ’ 
or  the defeat  of  l iberal ism.   This  is  fool ishness, 
through and through,  but  you can help by 
extract ing the rel igion,  pol i t ics  and moral i ty 
of  ‘Sc ience ’  from science as  i t  actual ly  is :  a 
method of  arr iving at  truths about  the physical 
universe.  It  takes  a  good and wise  person to 
disentangle  sc ient i f ic  truth from the thor ny 
branches of  pol i t ics  and phi losophy.

Unfor tunately,  many Christ ians are 
interested in nothing more than ‘scoring points ’ 
for  their  s ide.  It  is  wrong,  but  i t ’ s  typical 
tr ibal ism.  We al l  do i t :  I  know l i tt le  about  cars, 
but  I ’ l l  st i l l  st ick up for  Toyotas  as  the best 
car  there is  because i t ’ s  a l l  I ’ve  ever  driven.  I 
encourage  Christ ians and non-christ ians al ike 
to  be open minded and res ist  tr ibal ism at  the 
expense of  truth.  Does that  sound strange 
coming from a Christ ian? Open-mindedness 
is  not  a  tra it  typical ly  appl ied to Christ ians 
in  popular  culture.  Being open-minded means 
being wil l ing to actual ly  l isten to an opposing 
viewpoint  -  and even accept ing that  viewpoint 
i f  we f ind i t  to  be true.  Being open minded does 
not  mean to accept  the viewpoints  of  others 
uncrit ical ly.  I  have heard lots  of  opinions, 
some of  them more convincing that  others,  but 
ult imately I  f ind the Christ ianity of  the Bible 
to  be the most  hol ist ical ly  sat is fying,  spir i tual ly 
and intel lectual ly.  It  was,  a f ter  a l l ,  Christ  who 
instructed us  that  the Truth wil l  set  us  free.

But  on to the two big speci f ics.  First ,  we 
come to evolut ionary theory.  This  issue is  more 
di f f icult  to  tackle  than cl imate change because 
evolut ion of fers  what  many see as  an alter nate 
view of  the events  that  are  chronicled in the 
Bible.  Because of  this,  I  cannot condemn or 
cr it ic ise  any Christ ian who sees  the Bible  as 
advocat ing for  a  direct ,  special  creat ion of  a l l 
the universe  and l i fe  in  i t .  But  then,  of  course, 
as  a  sc ient ist  I  know that  evolut ionary theory is 
embedded as  deep as  bedrock into nearly every 
f ie ld  of  moder n biological  sc ience.  Evolut ionary 
theory is  a  model  that  is  extremely useful  in 
making sense of  the data  we are  given from the 
physical  universe,  so  from a sc ient i f ic  v iewpoint 
I  cannot condemn this  model .  So,  we are  le ft 
with a  temporary apparent  contradict ion 
between the two that  wil l  not  be resolved 

in the pages of  this  book;  but  whatever the 
answer I  know it  wi l l  be  neither  ant isc ience 
nor ant ichrist .  There are  a  variety of  posit ions 
permiss ible  from a Christ ian point  of  v iew—
from Young Earth Creat ionism to Theist ic 
Evolut ion,  and to whoever takes  any given 
posit ion,  I  only hope i t  is  wel l  reasoned and 
honest  from al l  magister ia  of  truth.

Final ly,  we come to c l imate change.  This, 
to  me,  is  an odd one.  Many Christ ians do not 
bel ieve in  c l imate change,  but  as  far  as  I ’ve 
ever  heard this  is  not  an issue of  Christ ian 
doctr ine but  instead the unholy matrimony of  
Christ ianity with power—or as  we cal l  i t  in  our 
day,  pol i t ics.  To many (mistaken)  Christ ians, 
to  be a  Christ ian is  to  be a  republ ican.  To be 
a  republ ican is  to  be pro-business.  To be pro-
business  is  (ostensibly)  to  plug up one ’s  ears  to 
sc ience [19].  So,  through convoluted pathways, 
many Christ ians are  also c l imate change 
deniers—but,  again ,  this  is  not  something 
that ’s  necessari ly  Christ ian.  The idea of  global 
warming is,  truthful ly,  very much in l ine with 
what  I  would expect  from Scripture :  over  and 
over again in the Bible  God uses  the weather 
and cl imate to  get  his  point  across.  A drought 
may be a  wake-up cal l  to  his  people  to  get 
r ight  with Him (1 Kings 17) .  A storm may be a 
manifestat ion of  his  presence (Job 38) .  We now 
l ive  in  a  big,  connected global  economy where 
regional  droughts  or  floods s imply do not  br ing 
God’s  people  to  their  knees.  Cl imate change 
might .  So,  c l imate change deniers  may be more 
common among Christ ians than among the 
general  populace—I again ask my readers  for 
help in  educat ing my brethren on this  matter 
without  condescending to them.  I  ask that  as  we 
work for  peace on our s ide,  the non-Christ ian 
reader might work for  peace on their  own s ide.

 

Fo o t N o t e s :

[1]  I  am under the suspic ion that  we should,  in 
fact ,  take chi ldhood fa iry tales  a  l i t t le  more 
ser iously,  but  that ’s  another matter  ent irely.

[2] 1  Corinthians 15
[3] I f  that  is  the point ,  I  am doing a  terr ible  job 

at  Christ ianity.
[4]  A common refrain in  the Bible  states  “he who 

has an ear,  let  him hear,”
[5] Matthew 7:15-20,  “you wil l  recognize them by 

their  fruits. . . ”
[6] Regarded by some as  the father  of  moder n 

sc ience.  You know him for  g ravity and 
calculus,  and I ’m sure he ’s  sorry about the 
latter.  He was also a  very devout Christ ian.

[7] The father  of  the f ie ld  of  microbiolog y and 
the reason your milk doesn’t  k i l l  you.  Also a 
devout Christ ian.

[8] An astronomer and the discoverer  of  the Laws 
of  Planetary Motion.  Also a  devout Christ ian.

[9] One of  the fathers  of  moder n physics, 
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he f igured out  the coldest  temperature 
possible  in  the universe  and had a  temperature 
measurement system named after  him.  Also a 
devout Christ ian.

[10] The head of  the human genome project ,  the 
project  to  completely map out  human DNA. A 
devout buddhist .  Just  k idding,  he ’s  a  Christ ian 
too.

[11] Although there is  a  rel igion that  bears  the 
same name

[12] Gould,  S .  J.  1999.  Rocks of  Ages :  Science and 
Rel igion and the Fullness  of  Li fe

[13] Unti l  someone comes up with a  decent  t ime 
machine.  I ’m looking at  you Toyota . . .

[14] I f  you want to  go far ther  down the rabbit  hole 
of  sc ience phi losophy,  you can’t  actual ly  prove 
anything with sc ience—you can only fa i l  to 
disprove.

[15] Exodus 3 :13-15
[16] I  real ize  that  with this  whole  sect ion,  i t  i s 

d i f f icult  to  not  come across  as  a  Deist  -  one who 
bel ieves  in  God as  a  watchmaker who can then 
let  i t  continue on i ts  own forever.  That  is  not 
my posit ion,  but  instead i t  is  that  we should not 
be so quick to assume the miraculous because 
of  our ignorance on the facts  of  the case.

[17] Ult imately,  though,   I  bel ieve that  there 
are  indeed some real  gaps in  our sc ient i f ic 
knowledge that  wil l  never be bridged.  They are 
Marianas Trenches—even more,  bottomless 
pits,  wherein God acts  much more expl ic i t ly 
than the laws of  nature He often uses.  Even 
i f  the distance across  these gaps shrinks—
and indeed,  even i f  some of  them are c losed 
completely by sc ience,  this  only means that  I  (or 
others)  have e ither  misjudged the locat ion of  
these bottomless  pits,  or  there is  a  synergist ic 
super natural-and-natural  e f fect  occurring 
(see,  for  example,  human consciousness,  which 
seems obvious to  me i  s  a  hybrid of  a  spir i tual 
being through the f i l ter  of  a  physical  brain . )

[18] I  hope the use of  the term ‘s imple ’  here  is 
non-of fensive,  as  I  don’t  think i t ’ s  negat ive, 
cer tainly not  moral ly  at  least ,  to  be s imple 
or  uneducated;  a lthough I  bel ieve we should 
al l  take the opportunity to  be educated when 
we are  given the chance for  the sake of  the 
common good.

[19] Of  course,  I  don’t  bel ieve this  is  the case. 
Ris ing sea levels  and warming temperatures 
are  ult imately bad for  most  businesses,  in  the 
long run.
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“Gri t”  b y  Zoe  Evans
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“Bridge  To Tomorrow”  b y  Hannah Thompson
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anarcho-capitalist creeD
JereMiah bryan 

•
That land is  your land,
This  land is  my land.
You stay on your land,
I ’ l l  stay on my land.
Do not  cross  here
Without permiss ion.
This  land is  pr ivate  proper ty !

blacK Mountain suite
prologue by Don King

•
Oak fronds, 
Del icate  golden bracelets  of  spring,
Decorate  the forest  floor,
As I  pass  among the trees.

I  hear  a  wind harp
Playing in my mind;
Its  sounds aren’t  sharp,
Its  str ings I  can’t  f ind.

I  hear  i ts  music  at  every tur n
As I  hike the rocky path;
Its  a iry tune dri f ts  my way,
Quiet ing the outer  world ’s  wrath.

The song i t  plays quickens my soul ,
Reminding me of  past  del ight ;
I  glance to  f ind i t ,  le f t  and r ight ,
But  see  mine ’s  a  fut i le  toi l .

Just  as  I  think i t  out  of  reach,
I ’m transported beyond the breach---

I  stand with the poet  and wonder i f  i t ’ s  heaven 
or  hel l—

I stand with the poet  and remember the Wye—
I stand with the poet  and hear  the Aeol ian 

lyre—
I stand with the poet  and feel  the west  wind 

rush by—
I stand with the poet  and fly  up with the 

nightingale—
I stand with the poet  and sai l  again with 

Ulysses— 

bone anD blooD
charlie Frye

•
In the darkness  of  the mind,
A s ingle  thought is  there to  f ind. 
Darkness,  darkness,  so  dul l ,  so  deep,
So here i t  lays  me down to s leep.
The shards are  scattered everywhere,
Bone and blood,  layer  upon layer.
And yet  i t  echoes,  through woods so dark,
It  speaks in  red to make i ts  mark.
So l isten closely,  i ts  words are  true :
Pay no mind to blood le ft  behind you. 

Fairy girls
 alexaya McKelVey

 •
your dress  is  made of  whispers,
flowers given and taken from the backyard.
an endless  supply of  l ip-gloss  and secrets,
a  fa iry tal ler  than a  sunflower.
sorrow seeps from your f inger t ips  when you 

play,
play the cel lo,  the piano,  the Beatles  Rock Band 

Guitar.
sad gir l  plus  sad gir l  equals  happiness  when 

gl i tter  is  involved.
you made autumn quiver  with your beauty, 

dancing under the Big Dipper
with bare feet  and elegant hands.
quiet  now,  and I  can st i l l  hear  the t icking of  the 

c lock in your l iv ing room,
star ing at  the ce i l ing that  shi f ted under the 

weight  of  magic  and melancholy.
we made pot ions,  witches of  the mor ning sun
bending the world to our wil l ,
at  least  while  we sat  in  your hammock.
the dead and the lost  couldn’t  f ind us  there,
swinging and wildly laughing while  the hinges 

creaked dangerously.
let ’s  name the trees  again ,  draw on each other ’s 

skin 
the words that  made us  warm in the numbness 

of  hear tbreak.
l i t t le  gir ls  g rown up now,  but  my sadness
always seems to bring me back to your
ethereal  house,  your caramel  cheeks,  your 

sparkles  and twirl ing dresses.

FloWers in her hair
eMily aDair

•
you picked me a  flower
and told me I  was beauti ful
you tucked i t  behind my ear
and another behind yours.
 
I  kept  that  flower
pressed between the pages of  a  book
about love and
being honest  with ourselves
 
i t  stayed on the bottom
of  my stack
condensing
drying
becoming a  memory
 
unti l  a l l  I  had of  you
were some memories
of  the t ime you kissed me
after  putt ing a  flower
in my hair.

great blue yonDer
Morgan hooKs

•
My hear t  year ns i tsel f
for  a  spl i t  second of  serenity.
I  daydream of  the vast ,  open pastures
with the calves  g razing above the wildflowers.
 
I  see  mysel f  with the windows down,
my Sharpie-sta ined converse dangl ing outs ide 

of  the car,
as  we drive into a  horizon of  blue hues
and cor n stalks  glowing golden. 
 
I  see  mysel f  tr ipping over rocks and twigs,
winding through the makeshi ft  paths of  brush.
I  arr ive as  the two of  them splash into the 

water,
wagging their  ta i ls  against  the creek bed with 

content .
 
I  see  mysel f  under the stars,
nest led in the bed of  Dad’s  rusted pickup truck.
You s it  with a  mason jar  t ight  in  your g rasp,
wait ing for  the next  f ire fly  to  ignite.
 
I  see  Mom working through the garden,
the brim of  her  hat  poking above the sunflower 

stems.
Our cat  waltzes  down the rows,
helping in her  own way.
 
My hear t  year ns i tsel f
for  homemade cor nbread,
games of  catch out  behind the bar n,
and how your hug was always the warmest .
 

I  see  mysel f  and,  for  a  moment , 
I ’m home in the g reat  blue yonder.

 

haiKu
anna raJagopal

•
The swift  brown water
flows onward eter nal ly
made pure by the rocks

One tree  on the lawn
A junior,  s lender g reen beech
Looks toward “Keep Off  Ice”

Outside my window
A red rose is  dying wel l
As i t  fades  upright

Dark,  st inging water
My father  swoops me under
Again and again

hoMe.
Morgan hooKs

•
I .
“I f  home isn ’t  a  place, 
What is  i t  to  you?”
It ’s  two eyes 
And the thump thump thump of  a  hear tbeat  . . .
“Of  whose?”
My own.
 
a  ser ies  of  love letters  to  mysel f
 
—
 

POETRY
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II .
Sel f  love feels  foreign,  something intangible, 

unable  to  own.
It ’s  a  feel ing deep down,  but  a  feel ing that  I 

can’t  place.
I  don’t  wish to spend my days as  someone whose
envy is  d irected at  another ’s  reflect ion,  at  you.
A jealousy so r igid ,  a  shaking hear tbeat ,
that  i t  wel ls  tears  in  my eyes.
III .
The bird chirp s ignals  a  new day and I  open my 

eyes,
seeing the sun shine through the window panes 

on my own.
In the st i l lness,  I  am made aware of  my own 

hear tbeat .
I  feel  g rounded in my bed,  in  the safety of  my 

own place,
and I  remember that  I  am capable  of  sur viving 

today,  as  much as  you.
 
IV.
Sometimes I  try to  put  mysel f  in  the shoes of  

someone whose
perspect ive of  me includes the dimples  in  my 

smile  and the twinkle  in  my eyes.
Despite  a l l  the flaws and cracks that  we see  in 

our skin ,  you
never know who sees  you as  a  work of  ar t  a l l 

i ts  own.
So next  t ime I  feel  as  I  am float ing,  out  of  

place,
I  wi l l  remember that  there is  beauty in me, 

down to my hear tbeat .
V.
I ’m wearing that  new denim skir t ,  and 

something shi f ts.  Is  i t  my hear tbeat?
As I  pass  the aux cord to my fr iend in the 

backseat ,  whose
music  taste  a lways transports  the beat  down car 

to  another era ,  another place, 
I  feel  empowered to take on the world in  front 

of  my eyes.
Not yet  capable  of  running into the horizon on 

my own,
but  I  feel  stronger than ever in  the front  seat 

with you.
VI .
I  don’t  know what to  te l l  you,
other than that  I  d idn’t  wake up one day,  with 

one skip of  my hear tbeat ,
and decide to  accept  mysel f  as  I  am,  to  feel 

comfor table  as  a  person al l  my own.
When I  my f ir st  thought when I  glanced in the 

mirror,  wasn’t  whose
outf i t  was styl ish or  whose makeup was 

spotless,  but  that  my eyes
were gl immering,  my smile  was big,  and my 

conf idence f i l led the place.
 
I  remember those wise  words that  you said - 

that  home isn ’t  a  place.
It ’s  two eyes and the thump thump thump of  a 

hear tbeat .
And when I  asked whose,  you said “your own.” 

And I  bel ieved i t .

hoW to Write poetry
KiMberly angle

•
To tel l  the truth,  there is  no tel l ing,
except ,  at  f ir st ,  I  think i t ’ s  more 
about  doing nothing wel l
and al lowing blank spaces
than having anything to say.

Try throwing away your watches and clocks
and pick ful l  hours  instead.  All  the while 
take note  of  the t ime kept
in the cur ve of  waning moons and
the fl i t ter ings of  things with wings.

I  suspect  poetry ’s  got  mostly to  do
with the moment you wake at  4  am
to f ind the world has  surrendered i tsel f
to  unexpected snow
and you step out  into a  December newly 

unknown
unti l  the taste  of  cold and star-sparked 

darkness
is  declared on your tongue.

Cer tainly study other languages,  memorize
the alphabet  of  January trees,  especial ly
the equivalent  to  y  and al l  the formulas
for  fract ions and long divis ion necessary 
in reaching for  the sun.  Find the sum 
of  our common or,  the now of  nouns,  and how
the French word for  bird is  more f i t t ing
than your own.

Become acquainted with both g rie f  and joy.
Make mystery,  your story.
Remark how quest ion marks are  f i t ted exactly
to the cur ve of  your ear.  Notice  the cor ner 
of  your eye where the fa l l ing leaf  l ingers 
just  beyond the l ist  of  things to do.  Lear n how 

we can’t 
hold more than 7 thoughts  in  our minds at  once 

and, 
yet ,  every 7 years,  the headl ine states,
a l l  the cel ls  in  our body have g rown anew.

Lie  down in g reen pastures  and peer
through a  dolphin ’s  eye just  above the r im
unti l  you can read the runes on beetles ’  backs
and decipher rosy odes crying inside rounded 

stones
and f inal ly  understand how worms have more to 

do 
with waxing moons and our bones with 

butterfly  wings
than we can fathom. 

Then s imply open the inkwell  of  a  midnight sky 

and procla im to the spreading page of  a  new 
day’s  dawn

how you,  at  last ,  are  ready to begin.

in the tall green grass
lilly Queen

•
Eight years  old ,  he  lay in  the tal l  g reen g rass
And by and by a  gir l  walked past
She twirled and danced and did not  see
The l i t t le  boy laying ‘neath the tree
He gazed at  her  and smiled at  her  laugh
Then propped himsel f  up with his  walking staf f
“Don’t  leave yet ,  pray,  what ’s  your name?”  he 

cr ied
“Rosal ind Moore.”  Came airy her  reply
The two became fr iends and that  was just  that
But seven years  later,  Rosal ind wore a  new 

feather hat
Fi fteen years  old ,  he  lay in  the tal l  g reen g rass
And by and by Rosal ind Moore floated past
All  done up in a  fancy new kind of  way
No longer was she the l i t t le  gir l  who loved to 

play
She knew that  he was watching now you see
So,  she assumed an a ir  of  r idged propriety
“Don’t  leave yet ,  pray,  what ’s  your name?”  cr ied 

he
“Don’t  you know me,  old fr iend?”  she asked 

prett i ly
“How can I  know you when you have changed 

so?”
So,  the two became strangers,  hardly nodding 

hel lo
Twenty-three years  old ,  he  lay in  the tal l  g reen 

g rass
And by and by a  lovely woman floated past
Her laugh he knew as  wel l  as  his  own and her 

smile
Seemed now to say,  “I  think,  perhaps,  I  wi l l  s i t 

a  while. ”
He was no longer disgusted by her  lace  and her 

pearls
And she ’d g rown out  of  wearing pink bows in 

her  curls
“Don’t  leave yet ,  pray,  te l l  me your name.”  He 

said
“You know my name.”  Rosal ind repl ied shaking 

her  head
“I  know of  your old one,  but  won’t  you now 

take mine instead?”

it is not For Me…
luKe leVonius

•
It  is  not  for  me,  though
I ,  in  desperat ion,  reach up to g rasp i t
I  breathe i t  in  br ie fly,  only
To exhale  i t  with so many useless  par t ic les
It  is  not  for  me to be,  even
As others  seem to be,  i t

Is  not  for  them,  though
They with i l lusory faces  te l l  me otherwise
But by the g race of  God,  I  am what I  am
Is that  not  enough?

lies
gabriela arias

• 
The more I  look into the mirror,  the less  I  see.
“You have beauti ful  eyes”
Lies
“You have such a  lovely smile”
Lies
“You look gorgeous in this  outf i t”
Lies
 
With each l ie  I  hear,  the more I  begin to 

disappear into the mirror.
Each day I  f ind mysel f  drowning as  I  gaze into 

eyes  that  are  s imilar  to  mine.
 
My reflect ion is  now more of  a  ghost .  A horrid 

apparit ion that  haunts  me from every 
reflect ive surface.

She mocks me during those moments I  bel ieve 
the l ies.

Lies
Lies
Lies. . .
Why does she say that  they’ re  l ies?
Surely i f  more than one person is  saying i t , 

then i t  must  be the truth.
“Even large g roups of  people  can bel ieve in  the 

same l ie. ”
Truth. . .
 
I  long to see  what  others  c la im to see.
Where is  this  beaut i ful  gir l  you say you know?
Why does she hide her  face  in  the mirror?
Why is  i t  a l l  that  I  see  are  stretch marks,  scars, 

acne,  blemishes,  and tears?
 
Wil l  I  one day be al lowed to meet  her?
Will  my mirror be exorcised,  freed from that 

ghost  who haunts  me?
 
Lies
Lies
Lies
Lies
 
Wil l  I  see  the truth that  hides  beneath the l ies 

that  she te l ls  me?
Will  her  voice  be s i lenced so that  I  may f inal ly 

appreciate  my beauty?
 
Or l ike  a  s iren s inging to the fool ish sai lors 

who l isten to her  song,  wil l  she lure  me to 
my demise?

 
Lies.
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oDe to the toasteD cheese 
cracKers

caprice coFFey

•
A sunny day of  play
Has le ft  my stomach rumbling
It ’s  wel l  past  lunch
But not  quite  dinner
We ask for  snacks
Papaw knows just  what  to  do
Out of  the cabinet ,
A box of  s imple  salt ines
Out of  the fr idge,
A marigold glow of  cheddar cheese
A kni fe  too sharp for  chi ldren
Creates  s l ices  l ike  heavenly s idewalk
Careful ly  placed on
Salty squares
Into the oven!
We watch the cheese
Bubble  and melt
Over the s ides  in  an uneven fashion
Ding!
Goes the t imer
And out  of  the oven
The perfect  savory snack
Made with love
From Papaw

rats
luKe leVonius

 •
I  have always feared rats ;
Those disease-r idden pests.
They scurry and hide in  darkened places,
Peering from tunnels  with flea-bitten faces.
The rat  takes  fl ight  at  man’s  protest ;
Avoiding too the c laws of  cats.
 
I  spend my worst  days locked away;
I  eat  my meals  on my own t ime.
I  real ly  want to  be alone;
Or only talk to  others  though a  phone.
I  am the vict im of  my own cr ime;
Fear sends me into disarray
 
I  wonder i f  the rat  would choose to  be
As reser ved i f  we did not  hate  him so.
Would he come out  into the l ight?
Or would he st i l l  h ide out  of  fr ight?
Does he l ike  his  l i fe?  I  don’t  know
Who feared f ir st :  the rat  or  me?

shell-shocK
luKe leVonius

•
When I  look into those eyes  I  see
The tor tured l i fe .  Agony in the flash of  whites
Dread in a  crooked smile.  That  hal f -uncer tain
Gaze reads boredom. Empty of  thoughts.
Desperate  draws from a c lenched Briar  pipe

Rations of  tobacco,  whisky,  rum.
Balm for  the soul ,  calm for  the mind.
Distract ion from that  din .  Cacophony
Of  mortar  blast  and Maxim’s  bite
Retreat ,  testudo,  into that
Shel l  you wear,  pan
On your head,  blood in your hair
Over the top? No more.  At least ,
Not today.  One foot  in  the trench,
The other in  the g rave.

the poet’s laMent
eMily WilliaMs

•
Has anyone ever  written poetry about  you,  my 

dear?
You are  the most  poet ic  thing to have ever
Taken a  breath of  the eter nal ly  last ing a ir,
To have g raced the inf inite  darkness
With your divine luster,
To have been touched by the sun
Since God said “ let  there be l ight . ”
So why is  every poem not  t i t led with your 

name?
Why is  every stanza not  about  your porcela in 

skin
And the cur vature of  your spine,
A f igure at  which Solomon would have 

stammered
And at  which I  would write  ten thousand songs?
Why does every l ine not  praise
Your velvety tongue and cardamom voice
Which the wind carr ies  through the boughs 
Of  the trees  to  make them blossom?
Why is  every rhyme not  hal f  as  smooth as  the 

t ight  curls
Which fa l l  against  your neck
Or your rosy l ips  behind drunk on love 

murmurs
Which cascade down my throat  l ike  dark red 

wine? 
Where are  al l  the poems about you,  my dear,
Or wil l  I  have to write  them al l  mysel f ? 
Ten thousand songs is  not  so many
If  they are  al l  about  you. 

to a DeaD solDier oF 
the Korean War

anna raJagopal 
•

I  st i l l  don’t  know how I  lost  you.
My mentor told me you were l ike 
a  wounded hawk,  a  mockingbird 
I  had to let  fly  free,  sometime.

But st i l l  I  wonder//
we were young lovers  then
and didn’t  know what a  tol l
the patr iot ism of  two could take,
you leaving and me lett ing you go.
We didn’t  know it  that  day
on the beach when you found 
a  piece  of  dr i f twood//
we put  i t  in  the sa i lboat , 
a  symbol  of  l i fe  and death. 

Sometimes I  wonder 
what  l i fe  would be l ike
i f  fate  had played us  otherwise.
Maybe I  wouldn’t  be  as  I  am now,
st i l l  wondering why I  ever  let  you go. 

to KnoW a heart
christian young

•
Oh, tur n your head to look at  me,  a  treat
as  ever  eyes  did meet—and meet ing,  f ind
another glance in  kind,  before they par t
to tear  a  beat ing hear t  from chest  forsook.
Hide not  your face  in  books,  their  pleasure fleet ,
nor boredom ever g reet  with sel f -made binds
that  enter tain ,  but  bl ind your worthy hear t
to ev ’ ry of  mine ar t ,  those evi l  crooks.
Forego the mask that  took your smile  sweet ,
that  longing gaze defeat ’d  and le ft  behind
in ashes of  your mind to me impart ’d ;
I  wish I  never star t ’d ,  nor hear t  mistook.
     But  i f  your love be shook and so incl ined
     to  meet  in  whole  my hear t ,  be  not  unkind.

Where i aM FroM
or

liFting FroM george ella lyon
anna raJagopal

•
I  am from fabric  in  three colors :
red,  white,  and blue,
from the Pledge of  Allegiance my mother 

recited at  a  t ime when i t  wasn’t  the thing,
from the g reen card my father  used to come to 

America ,  leaving behind him the land of  the 
Taj  Mahal  and Hollywood spel led with a  B.

I  am from polo ponies  and cr icket  bats,  besan 
halwa and Tandoori  chicken,  and a  phone 
l ine in  my g randfather ’s  of f ice  that  my 
father  sa id was a  hotl ine to  the president .

I  am from chestnuts  strewn across  the quiet 

floor of  a  Bavarian woods,  r ich enough to 
go into a  Black Forest  cake,  the te leg ram, 
swast ika-branded,  giving four gir ls  and a 
boy huddled on a  ship reason to hope.

I  am from feldg rau and mil i tary g reen,  cousins 
across  two continents  who never stopped 
f ight ing for  what  they bel ieved in

(and I  wonder why I  want to  stop f ight ing now),
l ike  the American pi lot  ly ing dead on his 

parents ’  Munich lawn.
I  am from stained-glass  windows in Bamberg am 

Main,  in  Ulm,  and in Cincinnat i ,  Ohio.
I  am from aching blue mountains covered by 

mist ,  stone wal ls  and white  swans,  and the 
g reen turf  of f  o f  Lake Bombazine,  where I 
played in a  St  Joan of  Arc haircut  beside a 
Lassie  a l l  my own.

I  am from Introibo ad altare  Dei  with gold-
edged vestments  and clouds of  incense, 
St  Anthony above the altar,  a  honey-sweet 
host ,  and a  chi ld ’s  hear t  thumping in a  dark 
confess ional  box,  about  to  be st i l led .

I  am from Mt Mitchel l  and Bi ltmore and Gone 
with the Wind.

And I  am from the heavy prison doors  I  tr ied to 
open in North Korea ,  too late.

I  am par t  of  a l l  that  came before me,  but  so 
much more is  now a par t  of  me.

And I  need to go back to the Pledge. 

Where is eVeryboDy?
by luKe leVonius

•
Where is  everybody?
Empty streets,  empty skies.
Ful l  homes,  ful l  heads.
Full  of  l ies  told
By letter  17.  Death in the
Streets.  Breathless  death
Beneath boots.
Where is  everybody?
There you are !  Faceless,
Fearful ,  masked mass-media
In the store I  see  eyes,  no mouth
Left  to  smile.  No mouth
To scream.  This  is  l i fe  now.
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email  with the ar t ist ’s  contact  information present .

selection criteria
The  Lamp Post  considers  submissions of  ar t ist ic  merit  in  any publ ishable  form.  After 

review,  submissions wil l  fa l l  into one of  three categories :  Accept ion Without Revis ion, 
Accept ion Pending Revis ion,  or  Decl ine to  Accept .  The Edit ior ial  Board of  The Lamp 
Post  reser ves the r ight  to  summari ly  decl ine works that  unnecessari ly  glori fy  violence, 
promote any variant  of  prejudice,  contain i l l ic i t  content ,  or  do not  represent  the academic 
standards of  Montreat  Col lege.

Opinions  presented  here in  are  those  o f  the  s tudent  authors  and edi tors ,  and do  not  nece s sar i l y 
re present  or  re fl e c t  the  v iews  o f  the  Montreat  Col l eg e  adminis trat ion ,  facul ty ,  or  s ta f f .

to the reaDers oF the lAmp post:

At this  same t ime,  one year  ago,  the world was beginning to adjust  to  a  brand new 
set  of  c ircumstances.  Amidst  some confusion,  we managed to get  the 2020 edit ion out  on 
t ime,  and the theme of  “unmasked”  proved to be ironical ly,  and somberly,  prescient  of  
our new real i ty.  This  year ’s  theme of  “reflect ions”  was inspired by the many months of  
social  isolat ion we endured prior  to  our retur n to Montreat  in  the fa l l  o f  2020,  and our 
many talented contr ibutors  cer tainly rose to  the occasion.  Without the many Montreat 
students,  a lumni ,  and faculty who submitted creat ive works,  l i terary magazines  l ike  The 
Lamp Post  would never be possible—and,  with this  in  mind,  the editorial  staf f  o f  The 
Lamp Post  would l ike  to  extend their  g rat i tude and appreciat ion towards the writers, 
photog raphers,  painters,  and poets  who helped make this  edit ion a  real i ty.  We have been 
blessed to work with them,  and we hope we have done their  works just ice.

Even in these uncer tain t imes,  The Lamp Post  continues to  pursue i ts  goal  of  providing 
a  showcase for  the creat ive abi l i t ies  of  Montreat  Col lege students,  a lumni ,  and faculty, 
and only after  we received as  wide a  range of  submissions as  we did can we say for 
cer tain that  this  goal  was met .  Unfor tunately,  we couldn’t  accept  every work of  ar t  which 
was submitted,  but  the fact  that  we received so many is  a  testament to  the creat ivity of  
the Montreat  community.

Many thanks must  also be given to our faculty advisors—Dr.  Kimberly Angle and 
Dr.  El izabeth Juckett ,  without  whom The Lamp Post  would not  exist  at  a l l ,  and whose 
guidance has  proven to be invaluable  once again . 

The editorial  staf f  i s  proud to present  this  issue as  our f inest  yet ,  and i t  is  our 
continued goal  that  this  can be sa id of  every new edit ion of  The Lamp Post ;  and,  with the 
help of  our creat ively talented Montreat  community,  we’ re  posit ive  that  we wil l  be  able 
to  meet  this  goal  again next  year.  Thank you for  reflect ing with us,  and we hope that  we 
were able  to  provide you with a  reason to vis i t  us  again sometime.

With prayers  for  a  future worth the wait ,

the lAmp post edItorIAl stAff




