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Dear reader, 
In times of difficulty and uncertainty, all of us from the 

editorial board wish each and every one of you well. There are 
times when we ponder the stability and security of the world. 
One moment, everything seems calm and welcoming, and we 
find ourselves at peace with ourselves and the world around us. 
The next moment, we are standing in the eye of the storm, 
waiting for it to pass. In this year’s edition, a collection of literary 
and artistic works represents the journey known as “The Calm 
Before the Storm.” 

Life is filled with precious memories that we cherish. We 
reminisce on sweet moments from our childhood, just as 
Shannon Claire Fagen’s poem, “Weighing a Fortune”, does. Jelly 
Beans by Bird Luker reminds us of sweet simplicity with pockets 
of bright colors.  

Chaos can sneak up on us at any given moment. “Big 
C’s Diner” by Trevor Slansky looks into this through a narrative 
that takes us on a ride to remember. Sometimes, we feel 
exhausted by how overwhelming our lives can become as 
Yasmine Yash’s “The Final Call” indicates. “Amos” by Katelyn 
“Scout” McComack-Morris speaks to experiences in times of 
struggle as we go through life. 

During difficult times, we seek comfort in ourselves and 
the world around us. “Are you your own friend?” by Bella Sada-
Nieto explores self-love and respecting ourselves, which is 
necessary no matter where we are in our respective journeys. 
Shannon Kristine Fischer’s inVULNERABLE shows us that 
strength and beauty are in our anatomy. A spot in our heart can 
be a home for love as The Birds by Jared Griffin teaches us. 

After a long day of hard work, you deserve some time to 
yourself. So please, dear reader, prepare yourself a warm drink 
and find a comfy place to read. We invite you to take in this 
collection of creative works and hope you can find exactly what 
you need. This edition of Suspension will take you on a journey 
unlike any other, and we hope you enjoy every moment of it. 

Sincerely, 
 

 

A Letter from the Editor 

Editor-in-chief of Suspension Literary Magazine, 2020  
 

Sonia Charales  
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Weighing a Fortune 

 
How much does a nickel weigh  
enclosed in a child’s sweaty fist  
at a carnival,  
standing at the front of the line  
for a purple-and-yellow striped tent  
to have his fortune read?  
  
How much time does it take  
for an adult to learn over  
how to giggle like a child  
and step through the morning grass  
to let it tickle his bare feet,  
and how to smile fondly over finding   
a heads-up nickel on the burning pavement  
because its weight reminds him  
of when he went to see the fortune-teller  
so many years ago?  
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Big C’s Diner 
Trevor Slansky 

 
It wasn’t the skull-splitting headache or the heart-

pounding adrenaline rush or even the car horn blaring on full 
blast that woke me up. No, it was the warm feeling of blood 
running down my face. It was surprisingly hot to the touch, like a 
boiling soup that had been left on its own for too long. Not 
unlike a certain college student, attending school on the other 
side of this ass-fucked state from his family to get away from the 
madness.  

I groaned as I wiped the blood away with a weak swipe 
of my hand and sat back to get the car horn to stop making my 
ears ring and I groaned even louder as I opened my eyes to see 
the state of my car. It was totaled. Wrecked. Done for. 
Completely fucked. The tree had nearly split the hood in half and 
if it had gone another couple of feet, I would have been dead. 
The windshield was all but gone, with only a few cracked and 
jagged pieces remaining while the rest of it had spread out like a 
shotgun blast. The air bag had been gutted and was bundled in a 
deflated pile on my lap. How I hadn’t been eviscerated was 
beyond me.   
 The door opened after my fourth or fifth weak push 
and I rolled out onto the ground with the grace of a newborn 
giraffe. After finally rising onto weak and shaky legs, I reached 
into my pocket to use my phone. Nope. It was even more 
battered and broken than I was. I had nothing in my pockets 
except a handful of bills and miscellaneous coins from the last 
state toll line I had crossed on my road trip. I had vague 
memories of a diner a few miles back, shining in the dark country 
night like a lighthouse promising rest and respite for weary 
travelers living in a worn-out dream.   

I threw up before I had gone the first mile, the shock of 
the near-death experience finally registering with my body. Holy 

Slansky 
 

Prose 
 



 
 

 
 12 

shit I had almost died holy shit I had almost died holy shit I had 
almost died. I purged the contents of my stomach along the side of 
the road for what seemed like an eternity. It felt like my soul was 
being ripped out of my body one convulsion at a time.   

By the third mile, I must have been delirious and 
hallucinating and kept seeing what I thought were people or 
things that were trying to look like people in the woods walking 
the same way I was like they were a procession line 
accompanying me on my journey to the diner. I sped up, as 
much as my hobbling pace could allow. Something deep inside 
me was telling me to get to the diner and get to it right away. 

Finally, I saw the bright and tacky glow of the diner’s 
lights and I stumbled across the road and onto the gravel parking 
lot and went to the door. There were a lot of people inside, 
though the lot seemed empty, but I assumed they might have 
been parked around the back. A small, hand painted sheet hung 
from a rusty chain on the door. Big C’s Diner.   

The candy-cane striped seats and tawny colored jukebox 
playing soft jazz looked haggard and worn with the strain of 
being in use for centuries or even more. The hostess, and 
seemingly sole employee, was an older woman with greying hair 
and crow’s feet around her eyes, and she silently gestured for me 
to seat myself in the last booth available. The other patrons were 
all dressed in jeans and jackets or hoodies with NRA or camo 
baseball caps stuck on rat-nest covered heads. Coffee was being 
drunk, and quiet conversation was being made. It looked like any 
typical slice of southern life to me.  

“Water, honey?” I jumped as the hostess appeared.   
“No thank you, just coffee. I need to-“  
A menu was placed into my hands. “We’re having a 

special on eggs right now, but we’re out of the bacon so you’ll 
have to take ham slices instead. Sorry ‘bout that.”   
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She poured me the icy water and I decided against 
asking about the coffee again before continuing.  

“I need to use a phone. I was in a wreck a few miles up 
the road.”  

She nodded slowly, like she heard the same damn thing 
every damn day. “I’m sure honey. I’m sure. Cell 
reception ain’t great out here so you’ll have to wait for Big C to 
get back. He can help you.”  

“How is he supposed to… Yes. Thank you.” I took 
another sip of the water to try to calm my nerves. The painful 
headache I had already seemed to be fading.  

“What do you want?”  
“I’ll have two scrambled eggs and a slice of that ham you 

were talking about. And a piece of toast, if you don’t mind.”   
She scribbled something on a pad of onion-skin colored 

paper and walked down the row of tables to check in on the 
other patrons. I drank the water and then the second and then 
the third glass she poured. I ate my meal and still Big C did not 
show up. It seemed rude to be ungrateful, but I was impatient to 
get going again. I would have to call Beth or maybe Kayson to 
come pick me up, they were both always up late, and then I’d 
have to call the insurance company and…   

Forget about it. It was too late, or rather too early, for 
any of that. to happen. I’d have to find a place to sleep a few 
hours and call in the morning.  

The doorbell chimed and I turned back to look at the 
door that had been swallowed up by the massive figure entering. 
Big C was back. He wore a black hoodie and jeans and 
had smooth and hairless features. His skin was dark brown, and 
his round face seemed ageless and all seeing like the moon 
hanging high in the sky.   

“There’s a wreck a few miles up the road,” he 
announced to no one in particular. The hostess gestured to me 
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and he walked over with a cane in his hand and sat across from 
me, taking up the entire other side of the booth.   

“How is your night going, son?” The cross he wore 
around his neck clinked on the glass as he took a sip of the water 
the hostess brought.   

“Bad. I was in a wreck and barely managed to get here. 
Do you think I could borrow a phone to try and call a friend?”  

He smiled and gave me his flip phone with smudged 
numbers on the handle. I called Kayson and then Beth. Neither 
of them answered.   

“That’s alright, son. Its late and I’m sure they’re sleeping. 
Most decent folk are this time of day.” He ordered an omelette 
and ate the entire contents of his plate in silence. I wasn’t sure 
what to say to him, or why he didn’t just move to another table. 
When he was finished, he gave a contented sigh and ordered the 
check for us both.   

“I can pay,” I protested, reaching for my wallet.   
“No need to worry about that, son. You need to save 

those coins for something else anyway.”  
“Coins?”  
“Take ‘em out. I want to see them.”  
I reached into my pocket and pulled out a couple 

quarters and pennies. Big C gave the hostess a generous tip “as 
always, for delightful service” and then turned to face me again.   

“Are you ready to go on now?”  
“Go on?”  
“To the other side. The backstage. The view from up on 

high – or down low. You have the coins for it.” He gestured to 
my palm.   

“I need somewhere to stay for the night, I’m not going 
anywhere until tomorrow when I can call my friends,” I 
insisted.   

Big C smiled sadly and nodded.   
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“I understand. You can wait here then; I’ll check on the 
others.”  

And with that he stood up and moved to the next 
booth. After a short conversation, I saw the man and woman 
nod and hand him a pair of quarters. The three of them got up 
and left out the door, and a haggard looking old man 
entered before the door had even shut. The hostess seated him 
and poured him his water.  A flash of lightening illuminated the 
outside and I stared out at the endless dark and at the shadowy 
figures that were waiting. Waiting for me. Waiting for a seat in 
the diner to open up. Waiting for Big C.  
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Floor 1 
  
  
I see pay dirt  
I run away  
The defense is scary  
I don’t wanna risk  
permanent injury  
I already lost my spine  
Next  
I’ll break my   
pride   
into 173 pieces  
and get down  
and swallow every shard of  
pride  
In the end  
I can’t  
  
FIN      Life  
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Floor 665  
  
 
I stared into the abyss  
It patiently waited for me to 
jump—                                                         
I see the reward  
I see the risk  
I jump into it  
Headfirst.  
The first time  
I feared it  
But I jumped.  
It was cold   
It was lonely  
It was unforgiving—  
I’ve felt the ground before  
So,  
I’m no longer afraid of falling.  
                                                                                                     
                                          

Jared Griffin 
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Broken Vase, Ugly Flower                  Bird Luker 
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 Amos 
Katelyn “Scout” McComack-Morris 

 
Despite the snow on the ground and flurries in the air, 

Amos did not feel a thing. That’s not to say he wasn’t cold; he 
could feel the joints in his hands beginning to seize up. He could 
feel the snow seeping into the fabric of his faded jeans. The 
needles on the damned pines that towered around him were 
covered in frost, but Amos didn’t feel a thing. He couldn’t hear 
any animals skittering about in the underbrush—they’d all 
hunkered down weeks ago. Regardless, Amos was numb. He 
knew he should feel something, but he couldn’t force his brain to 
react. It was like trying to distinguish shapes in fog. There were 
blurred images, implications of form and sound, but nothing 
solid; nothing seemed real. The trees and their branches were 
immaterial, the snow below him and the stray log or rock that 
poked out of it were merely shapes. Everything was 
just… shapes. Part of his brain told Amos that he should be 
watching the trail so he could make it back to his cabin. The 
other part—the staticky part—told its counterpart to fuck off 
and went back to blankly staring at the carpet of white beneath 
their feet. He saw nothing, he heard nothing, he felt nothing.  

So Amos kept walking. The snow crunched. His brain 
buzzed. And Amos kept walking. Above him, hundreds and 
thousands of immaculate snowflakes fluttered down, only to be 
devoured by resting snow drifts. The sound of Amos’s heavy 
footfalls was smothered, silenced by the dense forest around 
him. The only sound that penetrated the silence was 
the thump thump, thump thump of his heart. The sound seemed 
deafening above the frozen silence. Before long, the trail turned 
to wind around the towering pines as it ascended a snowy hill. 
Through Amos’s glazed glass eyes, he could see that the trees 
parted to make way for a small clearing. At the center of the 
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clearing sat a squat cabin, its cedar-shingled roof bowing under 
the weight of the fallen snow. Some part of Amos’s mind drew 
attention the smoke curling from the chimney, but the thought 
was drowned out by the numb static in his head.   

Snow tumbled off Amos’s heavy boots as he dragged 
himself up the small set of stairs. With each step, the ancient 
boards of the small porch groaned in protest. Amos could feel 
the warmth emanating from the cabin before he even opened the 
door. Inside, the heat of the fire seeped into his numb 
extremities and seemed to clear some of the fog from his brain as 
well. As Amos retired his thick coat and boots, he noticed a 
similar, smaller set of winter gear hanging by the door. 
Puzzled, Amos brushed the leather of the small coat with his 
hands; it was dry and warm. He hadn’t expected anyone to be 
waiting for him when he returned. Behind him, a small sigh drew 
his gaze to fireplace. The figure that greeted him there made his 
heart leap into his throat. Evelyn. There she sat, reclining 
gracefully like a basking cat in his favorite—his only—armchair.   

Evelyn looked to be asleep, the firelight casting a warm 
glow across her delicate face. Amos stood, petrified, for a 
moment. The last time he’d seen Evelyn… god, it had been 
winters now. They had not parted on good terms, yet somehow 
the sight of her made the numbness in his head fade, throwing 
the world into sharp resolution. All this time, he hadn’t allowed 
himself to think of her for fear that she would worm her way in 
again. Shaking the cold from his hands, Amos shambled over to 
the fire and squatted down to check the dutch oven that had 
been hung over the fire. If his nose was correct—and it usually 
was—a rabbit stew that was bubbling away. Looking over his 
shoulder to check the rack he kept stocked during the winter 
months, it seemed that the rabbit had disappeared. Replacing the 
lid on the dutch oven, Amos stoked the fire and warmed his 
hands next to the flames.
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Evelyn. He hadn’t seen her since he had headed West. 
She’d been a child then—so had he, really—, clinging to him as 
he’d left their home in Rocky Mount. She’d cried, begging him 
not to go. He’d turned his head so she wouldn’t see the tears in 
his eyes. They had already fought last night when he had caught 
her packing to go with him. It simply wasn’t an option. When the 
town runs you out, well… there wasn’t much to do about it. 
Their father watched from the door, a stern expression on his 
grim, sunken face. Amos had looked behind him for his mother, 
but he knew that seeing him go was simply too much for her to 
bear. Evelyn asked where he would go. He responded, clipped 
and quiet, that he would go West and see what he could see.  She 
asked if he’d write. “…Of course,” he responded, giving her one 
last hug. And Amos had written, for a while. But eventually the 
silence and the isolation wormed its way into his heart and he 
couldn’t bear to write another word.   

A small sniff from behind him caught Amos’ attention. 
Turning slowly from the fire, he was met with the small smile 
and bright green eyes that he had known since childhood. They 
both took a minute to just look at one another, evaluating how 
the years had treated the other. Amos could see purpling under 
Evelyn’s eyes, and noted that her cheeks were not as round and 
cheerful as he remembered. He couldn’t decide if the cause was 
simply the passing of time or if perhaps, she was affected 
somehow. As she had all through their childhood, Evelyn spoke 
first.   

“Hello, Amos.” Her voice was lower than he 
remembered, but still it was as comforting as ever.   

“Evelyn.” A silence fell over them as Amos rose, 
walking back over to his small table to retrieve bowls. By the 
time he turned back around, Evelyn had already removed the lid 
and was stirring the stew gently with the ladle. “Thank 
you,” Amos mumbled as she prepared the bowls.   

“I figured you probably hadn’t made an effort to cook 
for yourself recently—and judging on the amount of dried meat 
you have stocked up, I’d say I was right,” she sighed, accepting 
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his hand and walking lightly over to the table, “so I went ahead 
and made something we could eat for a while.”  

Amos paused dragging the armchair over to the 
table, “We?” he rumbled.  

Evelyn raised an eyebrow at him as she smoothed her 
skirt, “Yes, we. What, did you think I was just here for a nice 
visit? It took me weeks to get here, Amos. I don’t think I’m 
going back any time soon.”  

Amos dragged the chair the last few feet and dropped 
into it, sighing. “Evelyn you know you can’t stay with me; it’s not 
safe for you out here.” Ignoring him, Evelyn took a bite of stew 
and raised her eyebrows. “You must know that, Ev. And anyway, 
why did Pa even agree to let you come out this far?” The way 
Evelyn froze made Amos’ stomach drop. “Ev. Ev, what 
happened?”  

Evelyn swallowed, pushing away her stew. Folding her 
hands before her, she whispered, “A fire. I was outside, gathering 
vegetables from the garden. One minute everything was fine and 
then suddenly the whole house was ablaze. Oh, Amos, I should 
have gone in to help them but—I froze. I heard them, Amos; I 
heard them inside, and I couldn’t even move. Mama was 
screaming, God help me she was screaming and Pa—it was 
almost worse to hear him. It wasn’t until George Miller from 
down the way saw that anyone else knew.”  

Amos’ mouth felt like cotton. His head spun and her 
words ricocheted through his head like a Minié ball. The 
numbness from his walk began to seep back into the cracks in 
his consciousness, despite the fact that the cold was safely locked 
outside. “So, they’re—they’re dead?” The words lodged in his 
throat painfully. One look at Evelyn confirmed everything, and 
Amos lowered his head into his hands. Silence overtook them 
both as the grief settled in. Amos’ mind immediately began 
working overtime. How would this change both their lives, how 
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would he provide for them both if Evelyn stayed with him—Of 
course she’s staying with us, you dolt, she’s our responsibility—and what 
their options were. His breath quickened, his hands shook, and 
the numbness curled viselike around his brain. It wasn’t as 
though he’d missed his parents terribly when he’d left, or any 
time after. His father had always been a stiff, unaffected man, 
and his mother spent more time in town gathering gossip than 
taking care of her children. The part of his brain that was still 
functioning outside the grasp of the numbness commented it 
was just shock that was eliciting Amos’ reaction. It, too, was 
quickly overtaken by the vibrating, buzzing, void-like numbness. 
Breathing became more and more difficult as the seconds ticked 
by. He saw nothing, he heard nothing, he felt nothing.  

A pair of arms wrapped around his shoulders, and a 
comforting weight rested against his head. Outside the buzzing, 
oppressive numb, a familiar melody floated. The 
notes entwined around the numb—bright, glimmering strands 
around oozing black—and tightened around it, forcing it out the 
way it had come.   

Amos took a deep breath. 
The strands of melody brightened, shining into the dark 

crannies of Amos’ head and chasing the numb out.  
Amos felt himself stop shaking. 

Evelyn swayed back and forth, taking Amos with her. 
Her voice was like a blanket, wrapping him in warmth. He could 
recognize the melody now; it was one their mother had sang to 
them as small children.  

Amos sighed, returning the hug. 
As the last notes of Evelyn’s song diminuendoed into 

the warm silence of the cabin, Amos nodded, signaling that he 
was okay. Evelyn returned to her seat across from him and 
surveyed him with her eyes, her brows tucked in a concerned 
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slope.  “How long has it been since you’ve gotten the 
vapors?” she asked quietly.   

Amos swallowed, shaking his head, “It’s been years. It’s 
usually just the numb now.”  

Evelyn frowned, seemingly not satisfied by his 
answer. “How have you been getting through it?”   

“I just… wait it out, Ev. Not much else to do,” he 
sighed, leaning back in his armchair.   

Evelyn’s posture immediately changed. Her gaze burned 
into the table, her shoulders slumping out of their usually polite 
rigidity. “I should have come with you,” she sighed, reaching out 
across the table. Her small hand rested against the coarse grain 
of the table—an apology. She didn’t need to apologize. Amos 
never wanted her to have the kind of life he led. Evelyn had 
always been soft, certainly too soft and kind to brave the harsh 
wilds of Mississippi River Valley.   

Amos took her hand, offering a small smile through his 
ruddy beard. “I didn’t want you to. You didn’t deserve to share 
my punishment.” Evelyn opened her mouth, maybe to argue, but 
Amos shook his head. “You didn’t have an option. I’m not your 
responsibility,” he stated. They finished their stew in silence, in 
which Amos gently prodded the idea of what to do next. Evelyn 
couldn’t live with him, but she also couldn’t live alone. Amos 
refused to put her in that position; how would she provide for 
herself? He knew some people in Janesville who could look after 
her but if he was honest, he didn’t trust anyone in that settlement 
enough to entrust his sister to them.  

From across the table, Evelyn spoke. “You know Pa 
didn’t want to let you go, right?” she intoned, keeping her eyes 
on her bowl.  

Amos’ scoffed, “Like hell he didn’t.”  
“I mean it. He never wanted you to leave town. He 

wanted the whole family to pack up but—well we just didn’t 
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have the money, Amos,” Evelyn continued, mouth tightening 
into a line. “I heard him talking to Mama one night, after 
you… left.”   

“You say that like I had a choice,” Amos muttered, 
forcefully shoving around his stew.  

“You could have gone with the doctor—“  
“And get my brain scooped out through my nose, yes. 

Tempting.”  
“All I’m saying is that we missed you,” Evelyn barked. 

Sighing, she continued, softer than before. “We all did. Mama 
never stopped talking about you, never. And Pa kept you 
close… in his own way. He carried that little wooden cross you 
carved around everywhere.” Amos nodded, feeling his heart 
clench. “After you—well you know—, town was never the same. 
So many people wanted to bring you back. But you know how 
the Valentines are. They said you should pay for what you did to 
their boy.”   

Amos frowned, unsurprised at least by the last bit of 
news. The rest seemed to swirl around his head gently, floating 
between comforting and frustrating. He did not look back on his 
time in Rocky Mount with any amount of fondness—save for his 
childhood with Evelyn. Amos had always been different. He was 
quieter, with wild bouts of energy and exuberance before sinking 
back into a lethargic, melancholy shell. He preferred solitude 
over playing with the other boys in town, something that did not 
help his outcast status. Realizing that he had perhaps lingered in 
his thoughts for too long, Amos looked curiously across at his 
sister, “And now you’re here.”  

“And now, I’m here,” Evelyn smiled, softly; they both 
felt that it was bittersweet.   

“You’ll have to do something. Maybe live in town. You 
can’t just stay here while I’m out for weeks. Not with the Sioux 
scouts roaming the hills.” Collecting the bowls and spoons, 
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Amos set them aside to be washed. “I’ll take you in to town and 
see what’s what. I hear they’re in need of a teacher, if you’re 
interested.”  

Evelyn smiled broadly, a sight that made Amos feel as 
though things could get better, and replied brightly “That sounds 
wonderful.”  
 

Three Years Later  
  

Amos could hear the river rushing before he could see it. 
Picking his way through the dense underbrush, laden by the pelts 
piled high on his pack. This run had been a lucrative one. By his 
figures, the various pelts he had collected would bring in enough 
money to fix the window on Evelyn’s schoolhouse in town. The 
birds above him sang in syncopated rhythms, their melodies 
accompanying the rush of the river and the swishing of the trees. 
He followed the river as he came to it, heading upstream towards 
Janesville. He had been out three weeks this time—longer than 
usual by any account. Springtime was not usually the best time to 
gather pelts, but winter had lasted longer than anticipated this 
year and down still softened the coarse fur of Amos’ trophies. 
When he got back to town, he’d be sure to visit Evelyn and split 
his earnings with her. Having her near was a comfort to him. The 
numbness he had faced nearly every day in his solitude was now 
lessening—manageable, even. The vapors had not held him in its 
clutches for over a year now, and he would be lying if it was not 
due to his sister’s comforting presence. She too seemed to have 
acclimated to frontier life. Building her school had taken Amos 
and the village a few weeks, but as soon as it was finished it was 
the pride of the town. Evelyn was loved by all, which as it 
happens made it much easier to trade in town. As soon as he 
reached the post office, a chorus of “hello” would roll over him 
and the meaningless conversation would follow him until he had 
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once more returned to his cabin. You love it, don’t lie. Amos did, he 
supposed, enjoy the kindness the town showed him. 
He especially appreciated their incorporation of Evelyn into their 
community. She sang at the church, now, which had been a 
surprise to him. Their family had never been overtly religious; 
but he was happy if she was happy.  

After the sun had made its way a bit further over the 
horizon, Amos’ ears picked up a rusting in the brush ahead of 
him. Whatever it was sounded larger than any of the small game 
he would feel comfortable walking next to. Dropping to a 
crouch, he ducked quickly behind an ancient pine. The beating of 
his heart flooded his ears and he tried to quiet his breathing. Your 
knife, Amos, your knife. Sliding his hand slowly down to his belt, he 
grasped the handle of his Russell and lifted it from its sheath. 
Braving a look around the tree, Amos focused his eyes past the 
underbrush to see—damn it all to hell—what looked to be a Sioux 
man, judging by the style of dress. He too was breathing heavily, 
glancing around the area before darting off to the north. Amos 
waited a moment, allowing the Sioux man to put some distance 
between them before rising from his spot. That was a much 
closer encounter than he cared to hazard. Curious, Amos turned 
north and scanned the tree line. Well that’s certainly not 
concerning. No, he reasoned, it was not concerning to see a Sioux 
inside of their territory. But a small part of him doubted.   

Doubling his pace, Amos made his way towards 
Janesville. A single Sioux was nothing to worry about… unless it 
was. Shaking his head, Amos pushed on through the brush. The 
birdsong no longer seemed comforting; some tribes of Indian 
believed that the birds were signs from the gods, or nature, or 
whatever it was they worshipped. Their melodies now seemed 
portents of misfortune.    
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Amos could hear Janesville—or rather did not hear it—
before he saw it. Towns are loud; horses are neighing, people are 
talking and yelling and making commotion, the blacksmith is 
hammering away at some piece or another. Amos did not hear 
any of these things.   

His stomach was in knots by the time he reached the 
first body. Jeremiah something-or-other. He had a few children. 
His wife had Evelyn over for dinner once or twice, maybe. His 
intestines were pooled around him, glistening in the spring sun. 
Leaning down, Amos pressed a hand to Jeremiah’s neck. This 
was recent, then. Fear gripped Amos like a vice, twisting his insides 
into coils. Shakily, he stood and continued into town, where he 
was greeted by three more bodies. Two of the men were scalped, 
flies already accumulating around them. Amos could not tell how 
the third had died, but he was not prepared to find out. Find Ev, 
you have to find Evelyn. Keeping an eye on his surroundings, Amos 
made his way towards the school. Dread rose in him as he 
encountered more and more corpses—men and women, horses 
even—, in heaps on the ground. They didn’t even see it coming…   

Amos could feel the telltale buzzing creeping into his 
head as the schoolhouse came into sight. He had painted it, 
bright red, just for her. He could see Evelyn’s smile in his head as 
he ran towards the small building. She couldn’t. She can’t be—
. Bursting into the building, he scanned the room. The desks 
were in disarray, writing tablets and small books strewn about. 
Amos could feel his hands shaking as he made his way to the 
desk at the front of the room. His heart nearly stopped as he saw 
blood oozing across the coarse wood—timber he had felled and 
shaped to lay. Finally stepping around the desk, a choked sob 
pushed its way out from Amos’ core.   

Evelyn. Slumped awkwardly against the stained wood 
of her desk, there was no mistaking her stillness for sleep. A deep 
red stain seeped down through the fabric of her dress—fabric 
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he’d bought her for her last birthday—from the savage slashes at 
her throat. Her once lively green eyes were glassy and dark as 
Amos kneeled to cradle her head in his hands. He pulled her 
close to him, tucking her head beneath his chin as he stared up at 
the ceiling. She’d painted stars across the whole surface—
something about inspiring the children to look up. They seemed 
to mock him now as he rocked her back and forth, tears falling 
freely down his face.  I’m sorry. I’m so, so, sorry, Ev. The numbness 
was attacking in full force now, its oozing black tendrils creeping 
into his consciousness and pulling sensation from him. NO, I 
want to feel this. Let me feel this, remember this. Desperately, he began 
humming their mother’s song, the one that Evelyn had always 
sung to him when he was drowning in the sea of numbness and 
fear.   

“Byssan lull, koka kittelel full,  
Där kommer tre vandringsmän på vägen.  

Den ene, ack så halt,  
Den andre, o så blind,  

Den tredje säger alls ingenting,”   
he sang softly, choking on the ancient melody. But nothing could 
be done. He could feel the numb taking over now and he sank to 
the floor of the schoolhouse, his sister’s blood seeping into his 
clothes.   

Amos sat, cradling her, until the sun was getting low and 
the sky turned orange in preparation of the sun’s farewell. It was 
then he rose, laying Evelyn gently to the ground and brushing his 
hand over her eyes to close her unwilling eyelids. His glazed eyes 
rested on her a moment after he stood, remembering years of 
comfort and shared adventures. Evelyn had been his first, his 
only, friend. And now she was gone.   

Amos dug her grave next to the schoolhouse he built 
her. A simple wood cross marked the ground where he knelt 
until the sky was dark and the stars shone down on him, daring 
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him to look up. He didn’t. The buzzing hadn’t stopped, and it 
enveloped him further as he rose and turned away from her.   

  
He saw nothing, he heard nothing, he felt nothing.   
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The Insiders 
  
Camp has been  
long.  
My parents visit on my birthday  
but the smell brings them to tears and they  
leave.  
Don’t they know that it hurts when they  
ignore me?  
Why do they even come if they don’t want to  
love me?  
They leave my favorite foods and drinks, but I always feel  
hollow.  
Even the food   
won’t let me touch it.  
The other children here are always  
crying.  
We play all day, but a while ago, that became  
boring,  
which became  
tedious,  
which became  
dreadful.  
I’m scared of   
death,  
but I just want to  
die.  
My time at Mount Osore has been an  
eternity.                                                                                        
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I was born with my heart on my sleeve, and only I knew it. It’s so 
fulfilling, but so isolating. Why I like the quiet, even though I 

don’t yearn for it. 

inVULNERABLE                   Shannon Kristine Fischer   
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The Final Call 
  
You are sitting down. The lights are off, but you can still make 
out the hands of the clock, hanging on the wall.   
  
Six. You notice a piece of thread poking out of the armrest. It's 
old. Every year you tell yourself you'll replace it.   
You pick at it, but you can't quite get it, so you scratch harder 
until it comes loose. Ah.  
On the coffee table your wallet is barely holding it together…   

 
At least it tries.   

  
Seven. You are holding a glass of wine. The one Karen gave you 
that one time and you never opened because you knew it was 
cheap…  
You bring it to your lips. It floods your mouth and pools on your 
tongue,   
warmthsliding         down  your throat.  
The bitterness stays.   
  
Eight. You sneeze. You realize there's a layer of dust on the 
coffee table and one too many stains. You pick up the bottles 
and go get a rag.   
  
Nine. You set the razor down. Splash water on your face…   
Now you are wearing your best suit. It's too big on you but you 
pretend not to notice when you glance at the mirror.   
Most things are these days.   
 
Ten. It's time.   
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You are sitting down. You've turned on the corner lamp. The 
room is clean and bare, silent save for the ticking of the 
secondhand. It shouldn't be much trouble, you think.   
 

    You lean back and set the phone down.  
  

As you raise the barrel to your skin—you realize you forgot a 
towel for the mess  
and hesitate,   then remember you never liked the old 
chair anyway.   
  
Sirens.   
At last you can hear the wailing. With a sigh   
you pull the trigger.  
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Standing Ovation! 
An Interview with Hannah Barry 

Hannah Barry, a senior at Austin College, wrote and 
directed an original acapella musical titled “Seeking 

Grace.” The Austin College Theatre Department held the 
production in the Fall of 2019 in support of the student’s 

ambitions. A member of the literary magazine, Anna 
Rajagopal, interviewed Hannah about the process of 

writing and directing a musical. Photographs from the 
production were taken and provided by Toni Richardson. 

Rajagopal: Some of your play's main themes contain concepts 
having to do with sexuality and sexual identity. This seems to be 
a common approach to forms of theatre in recent years, such as 
in Kinky Boots or Fun Home. Why do you think theatre is such 
an effective form of media to convey these ideas, especially with 
regard to Seeking Grace?  

Barry: Theatre as an art form humanizes issues. When 
confronted with a character on the stage, they are no longer 
simply a statistic, but an individual whose thoughts, hopes, and 
dreams the audience get a unique insight into. Theatre asks us to 
participate in identifying with the people on stage but gives us 
the safety of being removed from the action and characters. By 
being distanced from the characters the audience has a chance to 
reflect on them in a way that doesn’t reflect on their personal life 
or have immediate consequences that they must deal with. As 
such, issues like sexuality, that for a long time were considered 
taboo, can be represented and discussed in a way that is 
humanized but also safe.  

Rajagopal: Who is your target audience? In other words, is it 
young people, older folks, college students, family, etc?  
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Barry: College students are definitely the target audience. While I 
hope that other demographics find value in the show, I wrote it 
for the people that I’ve met and grown to love throughout my 
time at Austin College. 

Rajagopal: Mental health is an issue that is highly stigmatized 
and is considered taboo (especially among young men). How do 
you feel your production works to break down that stigma or 
create a more open dialogue towards such topics?  

Barry: There are many ways that theatre can be used to address 
mental health and a variety of health issues: so first and 
foremost, I think that there needs to be more research on theatre 
as a public health tool and the ethics of using it as such. I do 
hope that through witnessing characters have both beneficial and 
detrimental reactions to and conversations about mental health 
will help give individuals a starting point to discuss how mental 
health affects their life.  

Rajagopal: How did your family respond to your production?  

Barry: Generally, they were very proud. My grandparents had a 
few thoughts on the amount of cursing that was written in, but 
other than that they were just really supportive and proud of all 
of the work I put into this.  

Rajagopal: Given these progressive themes, it only seems fair to 
take a more critical standpoint with this question: why do the 
heroes work together to save a princess? Your musical seems to 
contain messages of breaking social boundaries, stereotypes and 
narrow categorizations — thus, why play into the known 
gendered trope 
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of rescuing a woman, particularly given your own gender (the 
gender of the writer)? "What is the significance of rescuing the 
princess that you deemed necessary to telling the story?" 

Barry: An original concept of the fantasy world involved the 
idea that going on your first quest was like going off to college. 
This is the thing you do to get out into the real world, to get 
some experience, to learn things, to make connections, and to get 
a certificate indicating that you have a specific set of required 
skills. And what could be more of an intro quest, more of a C/I 
course, than the classic, everyone’s done it, go save the lost 
princess. But throughout the show the characters have to realize  
that things aren’t as black and white and stereotyped as they 
thought. The lost princess isn’t lost, she’s hiding, and she doesn’t 
need you to rescue her. The end goal that you thought would 
mean success in your life is just a steppingstone on the way to 
something more. And the way that you rescue someone isn’t by 

 Toni Richardson 
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fighting off their captors, it’s by letting them make a choice and 
respecting and supporting them when they do. They set out to 
rescue a princess, and that’s important because we know how 
that story is supposed to end. It’s important that the audience 
knows the story that’s supposed to be told, know how the story 
is supposed to end, so the audience can recognize when the 
characters choose to end it differently.  

Rajagopal: What’s your favorite musical and why?  

Barry: I adore Hadestown. I love the musical style, I love the 
story, and I love the incredibly creative staging involved. I also 
love all the actors involved, and after I was incredibly lucky 
enough to see Hadestown at the National Theatre in London on  
the 2019 London Theatre JanTerm, it was the first show I’ve 
ever seen where I immediately went home and read about all the  
designers, and the cast, and the crew and followed all of them on 
social media.   
 
Rajagopal: If you could pick any actor to play you in a musical, 
who would it be? And yes, Danny Devito is an option. 
 
Barry: That’s a hard one. There’s so many talented actors and 
actresses that I would be honored to see portraying myself. 
Honestly, I don’t think I can give you an answer, other than to 
say that it would be incredibly odd to hear my name said and 
myself portrayed on stage by any actor.  

Rajagopal: In your play, the fourth wall is broken and Austin 
College is mentioned. When you wrote this into your production, 
what purpose did you ascribe to it? How does Austin College 
affect your story, particularly with regards to the themes of 
individuality and identity?  
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Barry: Austin College has been very important to my personal 
and professional growth. The technical ability that allowed me to 
write and direct a musical, the personal growth that allowed me  
to feel comfortable and confident enough to attempt a project of 
this nature; they all developed in this place and with the people in 
this place. The people I’ve met at Austin College are the only 
reason I would attempt something as crazy as this show, and so 
it just makes sense to invite the Austin College audience into the 
show by writing them into it.  

Rajagopal: Acapella is a very specific format — you could have 
chosen from a variety of other theatrical genres. What allure did 
singing present to you? Why is singing important to you, 
personally?  

Barry: Singing is such a pure expression of emotion. Personally, 
nothing makes me happier or serves as a form of catharsis as 
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much as song. I approached composing this musical with the 
mindset that the actors would not be singing for the beauty of 
the music, but for the love of singing, and I think that a cappella 
serves that mind frame the best.  

Rajagopal: Do you consider musical theatre to be art or its own 
category of media?  

Barry: While musical theatre combines a variety of separate art 
forms, I would consider musical theatre art.  

Rajagopal: Much of the play is based on your own real 
experiences; did you ever feel embarrassed or nervous about 
having your life depicted on a stage, played by other actors? Was 
it ever awkward or difficult?  

Barry: There were aspects of the show based in my life 
experience, but through the writing process it became so much 
more than that. Each of the characters really became individuals 
in my mind, and while they may have had similarities to my 
mindset on certain things, or they may have faced issues similar 
to things I’ve faced, the show really reached a point of “okay, but 
how would they react to this thing? ” There were so many 
moments in directing this show when the actors did something 
or found something in a character that I never would have 
thought of without them. By the time that I was watching the 
show it was so much more than my life experience could have 
been, because it involved so many people. There were definitely  
moments where it was difficult to talk to the actors about their 
characters motivations and moments where I was nervous to see 
what the show would be, but not because it was related to my 
life.   
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Rajagopal: You have a variety of experiences within theatre. 
What are some unexpected differences and similarities between 
being the writer/director and being the actor in a play? Which 
did you prefer?  
 
Barry: The weirdest and hardest part wasn’t switching into a 
directorial role but switching into a directorial role with people I 
had acted with before. A lot of the cast are people that I have 
acted alongside in other productions, and while it wasn’t weird 
being a director, initially it was weird being their director because 
I was so used to just being their co-actor and friend. I love 
acting, I love stage management, I love writing, and I love 
directing. Honestly, as to which I prefer I think it’s whichever 
one I just did last. I can tell you that I will absolutely continuing 
writing and working for a chance to direct a show again.  

 Toni Richardson 
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Rajagopal:  What would you change about your production, if 
you had the choice now? Is there anything you would take out or 
fit in?  

Barry: I wouldn’t change anything about the production, 
because I’m so proud of the production we had. It was a 
culmination of the things I’ve learned, a culmination of my 
experience on this campus, and it taught me a lot. I am currently 
revising the script and the score, and there’s lots of little and big 
changes I’m making. However, if we didn’t get to have the 
production experience we had and I didn’t get to have the 
learning experience that I had, there’s no way I would have 
realized the changes I need to make.  

Rajagopal: What was the best part of creating the musical?  

Barry: The absolute best part of creating the musical was getting 
to work with so many wonderful people in realizing it. One of 
the reasons that I love theatre is that it’s collaborative. When you 
watch a show, you aren’t just watching the imagination, life, 
hopes, and dreams of the playwright. You aren’t just watching 
the playwright’s story. You’re also witnessing the  
lives of the actors and the designers and the crew as they bring 
them to this project. Every person involved brings new life to a 
show, so by the time a show goes on it’s a million stories being 
told at once and it’s so much more than the story that one 
person could ever tell. The best part of working on this musical 
was watching that happen. I got to be there as incredibly talented 
people poured their lives into this show, and what started as my 
show no longer belonged to me, because the story that got told 
was all of their lives and so much more than my story could ever 
tell.  
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Venomous Invidiousness 
 
Invidious--  
incurring anger in others,  
discriminating unjustly.  
  
Scaled belly sssslithers softly  
across a patch of dappled grass  
under the blackberry bush,  
tongue and teeth harmlessss.  
  
Invidious  
sounds like venomous,  
poisonous, insidious.  
  
Seeking a patch of shade   
to sssleep,  
sun strikes pattern of diamonds,  
boot strikes ground nearby  
Invidious--  
incurs wrath, resentment,  
unfair discrimination.  
Is-that-a-rattlesnake-quick-kill-it!  
  
Gloved hands grip shovel,  
stab downwards--  
head sslides away from body.  
  
Invidious:  
“Oh, it’s just a bull snake--  
see, the pattern--  
oh, well.”  
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Life-force ssslithers away on grass  
in a stream of slime and blood,  
finding a final rest   
from life invidious.  

 
Shannon Claire Fagen 
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Primrose (Flower Language): I Can't Live Without You 

Meaning nothing to the world doesn't matter. When the world 
means nothing to you, when you mean nothing to yourself... 

that's when you're truly defeated. 
 
 

 

 

Symbiotic Parasite                Shannon Kristine Fischer 
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December 
 
 

soft rain falling, sliding down the glass window 
the damp cold numbing, seeping through your jacket 
the heartbreak only a child would know 
to have never felt the impact of such pain. 
there is a calm feeling in laughter, 
the faint giggle of a smile, 
however very few know that there is rarely truth in happily ever 
after. 
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Dream of Blackberries 
I dream  
Of whip cream clouds  
Floating in a capri colored sky  
A simmer of trees  
A sweet summer breeze  
As I sit on the porch  
With a bowl of blackberries  
 
Lush and ripe  
A gentle tug  
Off their prickly stem  
Dew drops rest on  
Glossy purple clots  
 
Sticky stains swirl  
Thick tangy tartness  
Worthwhile when waiting  
For fruit flourishing  
 
I dream of blackberries  
Ripe and sweet  
Only in my dreams  
Such serenity surrounds me 
 In a life of simplicity  

My eyes open  
To the burnt orange sky 

 The hazy heat waves  
Pierce through my skin  

Melt the whip cream clouds  
The breeze withers away  

To leave nothing but stagnant sun  
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Robins ravage blackberries from the bush  

Massacred and macerated  
Glossy purple remnants  

Swarms of wasps  
Attack and abandon  

Only the bumps of swollen skin  
To remember them by  

 
 

A dream  
For a life of simplicity  

My hope grows  
Like blackberries on the bush  

Only to be  
Massacred and macerated 

 
 
 

The seeds of my hope  
Scattered through the garden ground  
To grow again  
Into luscious blackberries  
For the cycle to repeat  
My hope grown among thorns  
 
So much for serenity in summer  
Dream of blackberries  
A life of simplicity  
I can only pray  
 
 

                 Sonia Charales 
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The Birds 
  

A nest  
A place to call home  
Within someone else  

Nestling  
A warmth that either  

Ignites me into a phoenix in the stratosphere  
or  

Allows me to rest  
My concerns emanate from our embrace  

The only one left standing  
Is how can we be closer  

More skin-more sin  
And she is certainly the devil’s advocate  

Me   
I’m used to being in my own coop  

or  
Flying from henhouse to henhouse  
Never again do seek to soar alone  

The transcendent/melancholy solo act  
All I want is to   

Scrape the heavens  
or  

Rest is our cotton nest  
Most penguins are flightless   

So  
Her ability to do triple axels in   

My heart  
Leaving her name in contrails  

JG+AY 
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Bhuel, Níor Oibrigh 
Logan Taylor 

 

“I would like to say that my love is not fanatical. It is not 
obsessive or legendary, and you will not find it mentioned in any 
romance novels. My love is practical. It is quiet. It understands 
that humans are fallible. It recognizes a good person and wishes 
to become acquainted. My love will not overstep, it is rarely 
grand or spontaneous. My love is one of weddings, not 
elopements. It is doing different things in the same space and 
stretches of silence that are still comfortable because there is no 
need to fill them. It is one doing laundry for two and delivering 
snacks and encouragement when needed. It is talks, in mature 
even tones and tired murmurs and weepy understanding. It is 
putting flowers in your hair because it is finally spring and crepe 
myrtles remind you of childhood and darling, whimsy should not 
be lost in such a lonely world. It is a fireplace crackling and 
warm. It is thoughtful and wishes only to be kind. It knows that 
it is its own and no one else’s, and it may only be as freely taken 
as it is given, and it should only begiven as freely as it will be 
taken. And while I am from a culture that reserves forever for 
gods and funerals and shies quite away from covenants, I can say 
that if you will accept my love, you will find my entire self within 
it, and I shall be by your side for as long as I may." 
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Doing something without purpose possesses the exact dull 

sameness as moving through time never being able to choose. 
Two sides of a coin, they’re the same agonizing force, just with 

two faces. 
 
 
 

 
 

Liminal                         Shannon Kristine Fischer 
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Are you your own friend? 

Bella Sada-Nieto 
 

Your best friend comes and tells you about the worst day of their 
life. Your initial reaction is, what? Do you listen? Do you tell 
them it’ll be okay? Do you give them advice? If you listen, give 
advice and comfort the person, you’re a good friend.  
 
Let me ask you this…  
 
When you have a bad day, what are the things you tell yourself? 
Most teenagers I’ve met, including myself at times, tell 
themselves things like “I’m just going to give up,” or “end me 
now,” or “I’m not good enough for all of this…”  
 
But what happened to the good advice you’re used to giving? 
Why is it so hard to be nice to yourself? 
 
In life, we make expectations for ourselves. Of course, we want 
to be the best at everything, sometimes the most involved and 
the most recognized. We want to be everyone’s friend; we want 
to be told nice things and we want the world to see us as being 
perfect --- but who is?  
 
Of course, with the expectation of being perfect, it’s easy to fall 
into a doom and gloom phase, we want more for ourselves. 
There’s no harm in wanting what’s best for you.  
 
I’ve found myself saying things like: “If I don’t achieve this, I’ll 
just sit, cry and stop trying…” 
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What we don’t realize is that by doing that, we’re only giving our 
brains an all or nothing mentality. What does that do to us? It 
limits us from seeing the potential opportunities that could be 
out there beyond the only one you’ve set your mind on.  
So, let’s just pretend, I apply for this scholarship. Immediately, 
my brain makes conclusions before even being notified of any 
news. If I get the scholarship, then I will be able to use it towards 
a new laptop, which will then save my family some money. If I 
don’t get a scholarship, I will have to take out some loans, be in 
debt forever, and then end up homeless and in jail because I 
won’t be able to pay off my debts or my current bills…  
 
Now, this may sound extreme, but our brain tends to catastrophize 
situations that will more than likely not happen. When we 
catastrophize our lives, we then tend to be harder on ourselves 
for the given catastrophes.  
 
Forgive yourself for the things you have not accomplished, the 
same way you would forgive a friend. 
 
 “Hey, I know it must be hard to not have accomplished as much 
as you wanted, but you should be proud of yourself for learning 
the things you did and putting in the effort that you did.”  
 
That’s something you’d tell your friends, I hope. Try and use the 
same amount of love, forgiveness and understanding with 
yourself. Acknowledge what you have accomplished and 
continue trying.  
 
Sometimes when confronted with anxiety about life, we must 
take a step back, what is real and what isn’t. Once you have your 
list, out of the real things, narrow it down. What are the things 
you can control, what are the things that are out of your control? 
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Focus on what you can control. This is a hard exercise, but hopefully, 
this will clear things up.  
 
If you’re anything like me, you enjoy driving. The reason for it is 
because I control my destination, speed, route, and distance from 
the cars around me. I also control the music I listen to and the 
volume at which I do so. Although there is much to control 
about driving, I can’t control other drivers out there. As much as 
I wish I could keep drunk drivers, road rage drivers, and 
impatient people off the streets, I can’t. But just because I want 
to stay safe, does not mean I should never drive… it just means I 
should focus on what I can control.  
 
With this being said, when I drive, I keep a distance from the 
cars in front of me if I can. I leave a little earlier than I need to 
when I can. I make sure to listen to music that isn’t too 
distracting and I do my best to stay off of my phone. So, if there 
is a speedy driver, I just let them pass me, I am in no rush. If 
there is traffic, I am in no rush. I am alert because I value safety 
and timeliness.  
 
Being prepared and doing things to keep you from giving in to 
what isn’t helpful to you will benefit you in the long run. 
 
 So, again with the question… why is it so hard to be nice to yourself?  
 
It’s hard to be nice when you feel out of control. You as a person 
feel like maybe you should be in more control…  
 
I may have gotten an A on the paper if I would’ve put in two 
more hours. I could’ve lost the weight if I would’ve snacked less. 
I could’ve gotten the scholarship had I taken a second to review 
my spelling…  
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Sadly, we do not yet have the ability to go back in time and 
change our present.  
 
We can take control of now.  
 
When motivating someone, you’ll typically say, “you can do 
this,” “you have what it takes,” and “don’t give up quite yet.” 
 
 When seeking the same motivation, you have to say these things 
to yourself. You must remind yourself of these things…  
 
Now, remember that when you’re trying to achieve something, it 
DOESN’T HAPPEN OVERNIGHT. So, be patient with 
yourself, don’t give up, and celebrate the little victories...  
 
Remember, practice doesn’t make perfect, it makes progress. 
Like everything else, things take time. Not everything happens as 
planned… the worst thing you can do is turn against yourself.  
 
Don’t let your inner critic make you feel down and demotivated, 
you are bigger than everything else. Stay in control. Celebrate the 
little celebrations and take moments to reflect…  
 
Good luck!  
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A Dream in Flower Ponds 

In dreams our world becomes 
painted by Monet in dabbed brush strokes 
flowers and bridges in blues and greens, 
fiery reflection across sunset water 
 
beds of purple flowers 
inviting travelers to lay down and 
die in a bed of fragrance and beauty, 
a timeless grave interred in canvas 
sleep creates the best museum 
removes crowds of people mourning 
life, an empty lane dappled in shadow 
bordered by white picket fences 
 
of our restless imagination 
as we shift and roll over, transitioning 
from dream to dream, 
painting to painting 
 
ruing the dawn as it breaks 
over our mind’s flower ponds 
closes the museum, covers the canvases, 
until the next night. 

 

 

 

Shannon Claire Fagen 

 

Fagen 
 

Poetry 
 



 
 

 
 57 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Thank you! 

 
If you are interested in being featured or to learn more 

about the publication, please contact us at 
suspension@austincollege.edu  

for more information. 
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Jennah Blair is an eclectic freshman studying Sports and Business 
Management and Education. She is also passionate about the arts 
and hopes others can feel empathy in her work. 

Published works in this edition: December on p. 46 
 
 
Sonia Charales is an ambitious student who studies science and 
literature. As a creative writer at Austin College, she hopes to 
encourage others to express themselves through creativity.  

Published works in this edition: Dream of Blackberries on p. 47  
Member of the Alpha Psi Lambda chapter of Sigma Tau Delta 

 
 
Shannon Claire Fagen is a psychology major and creative writing 
minor from Carson City, Nevada.  

Published work in this edition: Weighing a Fortune on p. 9,  
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declared an East Asian Studies Major and Art Minor.  She 
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Symbiotic Parasite on p. 45, and Liminal on p. 51  
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Holly M. Kapp is a current senior majoring in English with 
minors in Education and Spanish. She plans to teach 8th grade 
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Teacher Program. 

Published works in this edition: Co-Education on p. 7 
Suspension Literary Contest: 2nd Place Winner 

Member of the Alpha Psi Lambda chapter of Sigma Tau Delta 
 
 

Bird Luker is a freshman at Austin College who will be double 
majoring in physics and computer science. She has been making 
art since freshman year of high school. 

Published works in this edition: Private School Bridge on p. 8,  
Jelly Beans on p. 10, and Broken Vase, Ugly Flower on p. 18 

 
 
Katelyn “Scout” McComack-Morris is a communication major 
who writes in their free time. In her natural habitat, a North 
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book. 

Published works in this edition: Amos on p. 19 
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Anna Rajagopal is a Learner, a Lover, and a Lady in the least 
Victorian sense. Anna believes in the power of words to change 
the world. 
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Toni Richardson is a Music Major and member of the class of 
2020. In the fall, she will be pursuing her Masters of Music in 
Vocal Pedagogy at Belmont University.  
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Bella Sada-Nieto '23, is double majoring in Latin American 
Studies and History with a minor in Spanish. Bella's passions 
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Logan Taylor is a mushy-hearted síofra whose pastimes include 
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barefoot through pastures to apprehend runaway calves. 

Published works in this edition: Bhuel, Níor Oibrigh on p. 50 
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art. She enjoys expression through creation, and believes 
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