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Dearest Readers, 
 
Welcome to FoxPrints, the literary magazine of Wayc ross 
College! This is our first edition to exist outside  of cyberspace, 
and I am incredibly glad that a copy of this public ation has made 
its way to you.  
 Inside this magazine, you will find the best work from our 
most gifted students and faculty members. We have e verything 
from drawings to paintings, from poetry to prose, a nd from 
essays to science fiction stories rolled up in one impressive 
package. 
 When we were initially working on this magazine, w e 
wanted the theme to officially be “Mind-Blowing,” m eaning 
works that present either views on uncommon subject s or 
uncommon views on everyday subjects. And I’ve got t o say that 
we delivered. We run the gamut in this issue, focus ing on 
subjects as diverse as prejudice, the struggle betw een good and 
evil, and coffee. But there are also sensitive port rayals of 
motherly love and odes to natural beauty in here as  well. Like I 
said, we have it all. 
 So please enjoy the fruit of all of our labor, thi s magazine, 
which we can all be proud of. 
 
Fondest Wishes, 
 

 
 
 
Brian Sweat 
Temporary Instructor of English 
Waycross College 
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“In Time” 
science fiction by John Miller 
 
I slowly stir awake on the air mattress in my perfe ctly controlled 
environmental chamber. It is time to go to work and  I do not 
want to get up. I am sure the economic police will accept that as 
an excuse to stay in the chamber. I give verbal com mands to the 
kitchen aide so that the no-fat and no-taste bacon and eggs will 
be waiting in the car for me as soon as I step out of the sonic 
shower and get dressed. 
  I hate those showers. One time in college I heard  a 
professor speculate that a thousand years ago the h uman race 
may have used water to clean themselves, then a vir us from a 
terrorist attack left all water on the planet usele ss for any 
purpose other than to grow food. Today the scientis ts from 
Halliburton make sure that we know how dangerous th e water 
remains. I think most of us have gotten past that, yet we know 
the penalty for not agreeing with Gov-Corp. Gov-Cor p is the 
name that Halliburton took after the Revolution of 2019. Gov-
Corp is now worldwide and controls everything from how many 
children we have to the color of our sheets in the sleep chamber. 
 After getting in my car and finding a slip in the traffic, I 
begin the commute to central Asia. I work in the sk y control 
department of Gov-Corp. With my mood today, I think  the North 
Pole will have gray skies with a forty percent chan ce of rain. 
There has been only controlled rain for the last 50 0 years. I think 
it is a shame actually. The temperature remains the  same 
regardless of what we want. But Gov-Corp knows best . 
 It is now lunchtime and I pull out the one thing f rom the 
past that we still have and pay for lunch. This is encouraged in 
this time. I think they enjoy us seeing the picture  of Earth’s 
greatest President. 
 President Cheney led the Halliburton war that star ted the 
Revolution of 2019. Cheney was the President that r efused to 
bow down to Congress and reveal his personal record s about 
the Wars of Liberation in the early 2000s. It was o f no concern to 
Congress that he was actually still in charge of Ha lliburton and it 
was that company that had received all of the gover nment bids 
to supply the troops and then to rebuild the areas after they 
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were liberated. He had Congress disband, and all it s members 
jailed and executed for treason. The Supreme Court then 
stamped his policies with their approval, and it wa s about that 
time that they shut down and retired without any su ccessors 
being named. Cheney was then able to pursue his war s without 
opposition. The most trying contest was the war to liberate 
Canada. It is a full photo of Cheney that adorns al l our money. 
 After lunch, I have to head down to the recreation  room 
where I have a class on health. I am given shots to  control my 
health. I don’t know what is in these shots, but th ey come out of 
the worldwide tax fund. Ironically, Gov-Corp provid es them to 
the human population. Thankfully, I only have to do  this once a 
week, but the rest of the week after lunch I have t o attend other 
classes on other aspects of my life. Tomorrow I hav e a class on 
what to believe and not to believe. Somewhere someo ne is 
trying to say it is okay to drink water and to choo se your own 
color for your sleep chamber. I find that absurd. W e need to be 
guided and directed on our lives, otherwise there w ill be chaos. 
 I am coming to the end of another long day of work , and 
after two hours of this, I am ready to head home. I  sure wish that 
they would let me have some company this week, but I don’t 
want to request company again. The last time I aske d for that, I 
received one hour with an imitation dog that bit me  three times. I 
suppose that was to teach me not to ask for things I don’t need. 
In another year, a bride will be chosen and we will  be able to 
start a family. One boy and one girl will be allowe d if we do the 
work that is required of us and do not ask question s. But all of 
that will come in time. 
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“The Rock” by Sara Ceran 
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“Ode to a Life that’s Past” 
by J.B. 

 
Oh! Sing praises to a life that is past 

It tarried too long, it wasted alas, 
The beauty in it cannot be dismayed, 

The remembrance of it gives courage today. 
 

This life that is over is not one to be grieved. 
It was lived by one who was wounded, in need. 

She felt like a tiger locked up in a rage, 
Pacing, discouraged, lost in the cage. 

 
Unable to see her way out, she screamed! 
Unseen, unheard, unloved, unredeemed. 

How did this life die, who cried or mourned? 
Only the girl wasted – forewarned. 

 
This life of addiction is tricky indeed! 

She cared not for herself; she did not see the need . 
The lessons to learn were too painful, too real, 

She had never to face the demons revealed. 
 

In time she awoke to a perilous place;  
like a precipice, a cliff, a leap of faith. 

Recovery waited, like gold to be found, 
Like the Atocha but deep underground. 

 
She took a deep breath, dove off a cliff! 

No longer hiding; no longer adrift! 
People awaited, they caught her, and then, 

Her old life had died, imploded within. 
 

As she stirred from a stupor, new life begins, 
Others who, like her, had begun from within. 

To do the hard work of revealing the self. 
This life that stirred was new, it felt . 
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Happy she became, now free of the past, 
She wondered if this joy, this feeling can last. 

A sad life had died, it was remembered, and then  
Appreciation gained from others trapped in. 

 
The cage it seems was made of her own, 
A Value. A History. No longer prolonged. 
This life of the past it gave experience, 

Wear other’s shoes, not live life’s pretense. 
 

So this life that died, forever repaid, 
The debt that was owed; now waylaid. 

Her future was new and a life was sealed. 
Addiction had died, and her face was revealed. 
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“Me” 
by Ashley Walker 
 
Please do not judge me, 
because you don’t know me. 
Please do not laugh at me 
by what I do. 
Just look at me a little closer 
and see me as me. 
I have a lot you can’t see,  
because I cover it up with  
what I have on me!  
The secrets, the cries, and  
mostly the unwanted feelings! 
Please come a little closer 
look at me as me! 
This girl you see 
Wants to make you proud 
so you will love her  
more everyday. 
So come closer a little bit 
now, and see me as me. 
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“Dance” by Sara Ceran 
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“Stimulant of Choice” 
by Ozlem Kezin 

 
 Are you a drinker? I am asking if you are one of t he 
millions who starts the day with a cup of coffee, o r looks forward 
to it after lunch or dinner. Whatever your habit of  drinking coffee 
is, you do not change the fact that you are giving yourself a 
stimulant each time you sip your freshly brewed or instant dark 
brown drink. Although coffee is not the only source  of this 
stimulant, it is the most common one. Before contin uing further 
with what happens in our bodies when we drink coffe e, let us 
look at how coffee took its place in our lives. 
 Around 575 A.D., an Ethiopian shepherd observes th at his 
sheep became extremely hyperactive after eating som e red 
beans. Then Arab traders, seeing the beans as an op portunity 
for their trade, begin to cultivate it around 1000 A.D., and they 
call it “Gahwa,” which means “the drink that preven ts sleep.” 
Later on, the world’s first coffee house is opened in 
Constantinople, today’s Istanbul in my home country  Turkey. 
They enact a law that allows a woman to divorce her  husband if 
he doesn’t provide her with three cups of coffee da ily. When 
Turks fail in their siege in Vienna, Franz Georg Ko lschitzky 
dicovers the beans and opens Europe’s first coffee house in 
1529. He adds milk and sugar and attracts more cust omers. 
Then around 1600, Pope Clement VII blesses the beve rage and 
makes it acceptable for Christians. It is finally b rought to the 
colonies in America by Captain John Smith in 1607. In 1688, 
coffee replaces beer as the number one morning beve rage in 
New York City. In 1886, the first coffee brand is i ntroduced: 
Maxwell House. 
      After this point I will leave it to you if yo u want to learn more. 
However, I‘d like to remind you about some facts ab out the 
effects caffeine has on our bodies. Caffeine, or 
trimethylxanthine, is a bitter-tasting powder in it s pure form, a 
stimulant which affects the nervous system much lik e 
amphetamines, cocaine, and heroin affect  the brain . In response 
to this stimulation, our bodies begin to produce th e hormone 
adrenalin, which causes a fight-or-flight response,  so your 
pupils dilate, your heart starts to beat faster, yo ur muscles tense 
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up, and blood vessels increase the blood supply to your 
muscles. 
    You may think that having a couple of cups of c offee in the 
morning is innocent enough not to interfere with yo ur sleep at 
night. Actually, it seems that caffeine has the cap acity to disrupt 
our sleeping patterns even though we may be careful  about the 
time at which we consume it. The chemical named ade nosine is 
the main cause of our sleepiness when it is time to  go to bed. 
When you send caffeine to your body, and ultimately  to your 
brain, nerves in your brain lose the ability to tak e in adenosine 
and you begin to turn and toss in your bed instead of going to 
sleep. 
      Caffeine also causes your body to produce dop amine, which 
stimulates the brain’s pleasure center, and may be one of the 
factors contributing to caffeine addictiveness, sci entists say. 
Moreover, even moderate caffeine (e.g. 250 mg) has been shown 
to interfere with fertility of both men and women. 
      Be aware that in addition to our everyday cup  of coffee, a 
number of common foods, drinks, and medications con tain 
caffeine too, such as chocolate, tea, diet pills, c old remedies, 
etc. According to CAA (Caffeine Awareness Alliance) , even 
lipstick may contain a dose of caffeine. I was so s urprised when 
I learned that Mountain Dew was loaded with a 55-mg  caffeine 
content in a 12-oz can, which is even more than the  caffeine 
content of Coca-Cola. One more thing --  don’t thin k that 
decaffeinated coffee is absolutely safe. In several  of the 
processes used to remove the caffeine, coffee beans  get quite 
intimate with dangerous carcinogens. So look for la bels that say 
“naturally decaffeinated” or “Swiss water processed ” while 
buying decaffeinated products. 
      As in everything we like to drink or eat, mod eration is the 
golden rule (I have to remind this to myself often about sweets). 
Coffee does not consist of only caffeine; it contai ns other 
substances like phenols too. And NBC reports that s ome studies 
have shown coffee associated with the reduction of colon 
cancer and bladder cancer because of the phenols.  
 So, let us enjoy the gift that God gave us in the form of 
dark brown beans, but responsibly.  
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Haikus 
by Karissa Kimbrell 

 
The jacket is not 

Enough protection to block 
The rough, freezing wind. 

 
Fall is coming soon. 

The leaves are turning colors 
And falling off trees. 

 
Rain is heavily 

Pouring down. The spring flowers 
Will be beautiful. 

 
Colorful flowers 

Paint the gardener’s well-kept 
Yard in the warm spring. 

 
The white roses were 

So beautiful. The church looked 
So magnificent. 

 
The bright sun is hot 

Against my skin. I can’t wait 
To jump in the pool. 
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“The Legend of You” 
a sestina by Buddy Grace 
 
Bring out your faithful battleaxe 
And shun the demon away. 
Send him to a far-off land 
And cast him to a place aside 
Then swing the axe and slay it 
With the power of the Cleric’s angels. 
 
When the demon ascends to the angels,  
Showing the scars from your bloody battleaxe, 
The eyes of all closely watch it 
And cast its evil far away 
To the eternal darkness set aside, 
Known as Hell or the Death Land. 
 
For all eternity, he will stay in this forsaken lan d 
And sit just staring at the happy angels,  
Feeling regret for being tossed aside 
And touching his scabbing scars from the battleaxe.  
He hopes one day he can get away 
For he wants to go back in time and change it. 
 
He would take your axe and break it 
Then take you to a far-off land. 
Your soul will be freed and will fly away 
To meet with all the Lord’s angels. 
All that’s left is your battleaxe, 
And its pieces were thrown aside. 
 
But your soul won’t be cast aside. 
The Lord will look at your wound and heal it. 
He will regret you fought with your battleaxe  
And take you to his heavenly land. 
There you will meet the angels 
And never have to go away. 
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But the demon still lives far away, 
Hiding in the shadows laying aside 
And screaming at you and the other angels, 
Thinking about how you fought it 
And being sent to the far-off land 
After breaking that faithful battleaxe. 
 
Then down came the angels, to fix the broken battle axe, 
And you were there to fight it, to send it far away . 
You sent the evil demon aside, and banished it to t he forbidden 
land. 
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“Ecclesia Insecta” 
A fable by Dr. Theophilus 
 
 The little church was hidden deep in the woods, fa r from 
the sharp eyes of wandering predators, such as God’ s winged 
creatures and those most depraved of beasts that wa lk on only 
two legs. The congregation was nestled in the stump  of an old 
oak tree.  In its younger years, the old tree stood  firm in the wind 
and rain that pummeled the wooded acreage of the hi storic 
Smithfield Farm. But even those valiant guardians o f the dark, 
damp, and moldy places, those sacred shrines so bel oved by 
the tiniest woodland creatures, even such stalwarts  can fall prey 
to nature’s terrible fury. Thus the old oak, stretc hing skyward on 
a stormy night, ended his life in a magnificent wal tz with 
lightning, falling in a blaze of glory befitting hi s stature. 
 The old giant’s sacrifice was not in vain, however , for in his 
death, he gave life to the little congregation of t he stump. Even 
now Brother Stag, the church sexton, was opening th e doors for 
tonight’s special meeting. Brother Stag was a huge beetle, with 
oversized mandibles, sometimes called horns, that h e often 
used to carry heavy loads, and, as necessary, remov e 
troublemakers and mendicants from the church. To te ll the truth, 
Brother Stag was not in the best humor this evening . When 
Brother and Sister Stinkbeetle called to have him o pen the 
church, he was in the middle of a long post-prandia l nap. He 
could still hear their high, whiny voices.   
 “Brother Stag, we simply must meet about you-know- who!”  
Sister Stinkbeetle said. Actually, Brother Stag had n’t the faintest 
idea about whom there was such urgency to necessita te a late-
night all-congregation meeting in the middle of the  week. But the 
Stinkbeetles were important members of the Church G rievance 
Committee, so he had to take them seriously. Though  he would 
never say so publicly, Brother Stag didn’t care muc h for the 
Stinkbeetles. There was always an odor of spoiled c heese about 
them, and it rather nauseated him. 
 As he was opening the sanctuary, Brother Stag saw a light 
in the Pastor’s study. “Good evening, Pastor Cricke t,” said 
Brother Stag as he was rounding the corner.  Pastor  Cricket 
jumped halfway across the room, chirruping wildly.  
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 “I’m sorry, Pastor. I didn’t mean to startle you,”  said 
Brother Stag, upon realizing that he had frightened  the poor 
cleric. 
 “It’s okay, Brother Stag; I’m just a little nervou s tonight,” 
Pastor Cricket explained. “I didn’t know anyone els e was here 
yet.” 
 “You see, Brother,” the Pastor continued. “I have been 
asked by the Mantids and the Stinkbeetles to come t o a meeting 
tonight regarding my continued tenure here, and I’m  upset about 
it.” 
 “Oh, I wouldn’t worry too much, Pastor. It probabl y isn’t 
anything serious. You know how some members are whe n they 
get together,” Brother Stag said comfortingly. “You  probably 
just haven’t been visiting them enough lately.” 
 “I’m afraid it’s much more serious than that, Brot her,” said 
Pastor Beetle. “I’m pretty sure that Brother Cockro ach is behind 
this meeting, and that means trouble. Besides, I th ink that a 
good many church members really are upset about my new 
ecumenical push. Even my wife has been getting a lo t of flack 
lately.” Pastor Cricket’s antennae drooped a little  as he made 
this confession, and Brother Stag felt sorry for th e overworked, 
underappreciated servant of God. 
 Brother Stag had, in fact, heard a great many comp laints 
lately about new church members. The big furor a fe w months 
ago was over the Black Widow joining the church. “A fter all,” 
Sister Earwig chided,  “she has just gone through h er sixth 
husband, and she isn’t one of us!” And Sister Manti d was one of 
her loudest cheerleaders! What a hypocrite! She was  already on 
her third husband herself! Things had quieted a bit  when the 
congregation found out how well Sister Black Widow could play 
a piano and conduct the choir. But in truth, some o f the smaller 
members were still uneasy around her. After all, sh e was a … 
spider!  
 Brother Stag’s thoughts were interrupted as he hea rd the 
congregation arriving in the sanctuary. As usual, t he ants were 
scurrying in as fast as they could, scrambling ever ywhere to get 
the best seats. They could be annoying, always comp laining 
about how slow the church went about everything, an d always 
getting underleg. But, in fact, the ants were the m ost industrious 
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workers in the congregation. Pastor Cricket himself  always said, 
“If you want something done…and done in a hurry…ask  the 
ants!” In point of fact, they did seem to have an e ndless supply 
of energy.   
 Most of the congregation had arrived by now. The p astor 
had taken a seat on the front pew with his wife and  three 
children.  Sister Mantis and Sister Earwig were sta ring at them 
and clicking at each other incessantly.   
 The church suddenly quieted as certain new members  
recently recruited by the pastor began moving down the aisles.  
In Brother Stag’s opinion, these rowdy new members were 
Pastor Cricket’s greatest ecumenical failure.  Most  of the 
millipedes were harmless enough, just indiscriminat e leafeaters 
keeping bad company.  But the centipedes, or pedes as they 
liked to call themselves, were nothing but a bunch of thugs.  
They were troublemakers, and, more than once, Broth er Stag 
had had to break up fights between them and other m embers. 
And there was some real danger involved, too. Thoug h most of 
them were carrion feeders, they did have a venomous  
reputation, and could kill if the opportunity arose .  More than 
once, Brother Stag had found visiting snails and sl ugs partially 
devoured in damp, dark corners where the pedes were  known to 
lurk. 
 The sanctuary was almost full now. The grasshopper s and 
some other crickets, mostly choir members, had arri ved. One 
particular old grasshopper was a favorite of all th e young 
crickets and hoppers. He was a motley, if one might  be allowed 
an abominable misuse of the nominative, sort of fel low, hued 
with bright reds, greens, yellows, and black, and h e had the jolly 
disposition to match his coloration. Naturally, it was he who 
played Father Christmas at the children’s favorite church drama 
each year. Dear Brother Grasshopper’s only fault, a nd one, it 
might be mentioned, that he could not help, was an incessant 
brown drool that dripped from his constantly-moving  mandibles. 
But even the most disagreeable of the children seem ed to 
tolerate this one shortcoming. 
 Most of the congregation were in their seats, but their 
heads all turned in the direction of the entrance a s Brother 
Cockroach made his appearance.  Made indeed!  Brother Stag 
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almost said out loud. He was so big he almost had t o enlarge the 
entrance. And that horrible hissing! Hiss, hiss, hi ss, hiss, 
hissssss!  Like some sort of slithering reptile. Hi s own imagery 
made Brother Stag shudder. 
 As chair of the Church Grievance Committee and Chi ef 
Elder, Brother Cockroach had called the special mee ting.  
Tonight, as usual, he was overdressed, in his typic al, pompous, 
formal attire that was antiquated by at least a hal f century. He 
moved his bulk to the front of the church, accompan ied by a 
slightly audible hiss, until he stopped at the pew where Pastor 
Cricket and his family were sitting. 
 “My dear, Mr. Cricket,” said Brother Cockroach. “I  think 
you must know why we have called this meeting tonig ht. 
Hissssss!” 
 The Pastor was silent. “Come, now, Brother Cricket ,” said 
Brother Cockroach.  “You certainly had enough to sa y last 
Sunday about opening our doors to everyone. And, I might add, 
about my particular objections! Why are you so quie t now?” 
 The Pastor said quietly, “Brother Cockroach. I don ’t really 
know why you have called this meeting. You know my views, 
and so does the rest of the congregation.  I only h ave the best 
interests of our church at heart. I just want God’s  church to be 
open to everyone, that’s all.  I’m asking you to ac cept my 
leadership in this matter.” 
 The room suddenly brightened as light flooded from  one 
corner of the sanctuary.  “That’s right! You tell h im, Pastor 
Cricket! The church belongs to everyone!” echoed th e cheers 
from the fireflies.  
 “Hissssss! That’s what I mean, Preacher! You let i n the 
likes of them,” he said, raising a slimy leg to poi nt at the fireflies. 
“They’re not like us! They’re always getting emotio nal and 
lighting up the sanctuary at the worst possible tim es, getting all 
spiritual about it.  If there’s one thing we don’t need in our 
church, it’s more spirit!” 
 “Yeah! Brother Cockroach is right,” Sister Earwig and 
Sister Mantid said in unison. Then they looked at t he black 
widow sitting alone in one corner of the sanctuary.  “And what 
about her?” said Sister Earwig, “She’s nothing but a murderess! 
None of us is really safe around her, Pastor. Even your wife 
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keeps a close eye on her children when the Black Wi dow is 
around!”  These last remarks were meant to hurt, an d Mrs. 
Cricket was visibly shaken. But she had to admit, S ister Earwig 
was right about her concern. 
 “And the spider’s ugly, too!” said Sister Stinkbee tle before 
her husband could stop her. 
 The black widow turned in their direction and move d fast, 
much too quickly for Brother Stag to intervene in t ime. She 
already had her fangs poised above poor Brother Sti nkbeetle, 
ready to prove in a moment of classic irony that he r critics were 
right. 
 “Please stop, Sister!” said Pastor Cricket. “That’ s enough! 
Please.” He looked at his wife and children, with d esperation in 
his eyes.  
 Sister Black Widow, seemingly at a loss as she rea lized 
that her instincts and anger had taken control, put  Brother 
Stinkbeetle down and backed off. In the back row, a  new family 
of roly-polys had quickly curled up in their carapa ces when 
Sister Black Widow had lunged at Brother Stinkbeetl e. Now they 
peeked warily outside their shells. 
 “Hissssss!” 
 “Hissssss!” 
 “Hissssss!” 
 The church grew silent as the hissing continued. F inally, 
when he had everybody’s attention, Brother Cockroac h 
proceeded! 
 “Mr. Cricket! I think your time here is up. We don ’t even 
need a vote. We are tired of your changes. It’s our  church, not 
yours!” 
 Pastor Cricket’s wife spoke up for the first time.  Her tiny 
voice seemed to fill the sanctuary with its pain. “ That’s funny, 
Brother Cockroach,” she said. “I always thought the  church 
belonged to God.” 
 But Sister Cricket’s poignant words never reached the 
hardened heart of her bloated adversary.  Brother C ockroach 
hissed sarcastically, “Not as long as I’m paying mo st of the bills, 
Sister Cricket!”  
 “But…nobody owns a church….” She started to say mo re, 
but she was interrupted by her husband. 
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 “It’s okay, dear,” Pastor Cricket said, as his eye s looked 
around the sanctuary. “Maybe it would be best for u s to leave. 
Maybe our work here is finished” he said. “We’ve do ne about all 
we can,” he said with resignation. 
 In their pew, the three elderly Ladybug sisters we re crying. 
Pastor Cricket looked around the sanctuary, waiting  for some 
sign of support, any support. There was a dead sile nce. He 
looked at Brother Stag, and smiled a pathetic half- smile. 
 Brother Stag shook his head. “Perhaps it’s better this way, 
Pastor Cricket.  Things may just need to go back to  the way they 
were. I’m sorry.”  
 Outside the rain began to fall on the church of th e hollow 
stump in the woods of Smithfield Farm.  
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“Death on a Cliff” by Brian Sweat 
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“If the World Were Blind” 
by Darlene Sykes 
 
If the world were blind, 
The world would be more loving and kind. 
 
People wouldn’t worry about what to wear, 
Because no one would be able to see them and wouldn ’t care. 
 
There wouldn’t be racial, social, or economic discr iminations, 
Because everyone would have the same advantages and  
limitations. 
 
People wouldn’t know if you were black, white, fat,  or thin, 
And would judge you by your abilities and things wi thin. 
 
There wouldn’t be a lot of fighting, arguing, or vi cious crime, 
Because we all would have to depend on each other a ll the time. 
 
If the world were blind,  
All of our problems would not miraculously disappea r, 
But there would be a whole lot less hatred and thin gs to fear. 
 
So, I guess what I am trying to say, 
Is that there is no one solution for the problems o f today. 
 
But, if the world were blind, 
True love, contentment, and kindness we would find.  
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Hey! Would you like to check your knowledge about t he world’s 
second largest religion?  
 
Here are some interesting facts . . . 
 

1. The Holy Qur’an calls the Jews and Christians “t he people 
of the book” because they received Torah and Gospel  from 
God.  

                                                                                                               
2. The Holy Qur’an has a whole chapter named “Mary”  

(Jesus’ mother, peace be upon them both). 
  
3. The word that Arabic-speaking Christians and Jew s use to 

refer to God is “Allah.” 
  
4. Islam is the only non-Christian religion that ma kes 

believing in Jesus and all other prophets that God sent the 
article of faith.  

  
5. Islam is the only religion other than Christiani ty that 

teaches its followers that Jesus will come back nea r the 
Day of Judgment. 

  
6. Islam gave women the right to vote, own property , run 

businesses, choose husbands, and get divorced 1400 
years ago. 

  
7. Islam holds both Adam and Eve responsible for or iginal sin 

(not just Eve). 
  
8. When Mongols invaded the large portion of the Mi ddle 

Eastern lands in the 13 th century, they adopted Islam 
instead of ruining it. (This was a unique occurrenc e in 
history: conquerors adopting the religion of the 
conquered.) 
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9. Followers of Islam ruled Spain for 800 years. Du ring this      
 time, Jews and Christians flourished in Spain. (Je ws even  
 called this period of time “The Golden Age.”) 
  
10. Michael H. Hart, in his book The 100: A Ranking  Of The  
 Most Influential Persons In History  (New York, 1978), 
 chose Muhammad (peace be upon him) as the most 
 influential person in history. 

  
 
With peace. 
Ozlem Kezin 
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“I Walked This Day with You” 
by Ed Flowers 
for his wife Betty on their 34th anniversary, Sept.  18, 2005. 
 
At twilight momentarily the sun stills the sky 
Allowing me restful reflections on this eventful 
Day. 
How far we’ve traveled since our vows dawned 
Walking this winding way our hearts joined. 
We suffered storms, climbed crests, forded floods 
Overcoming the obstinate obstacles tearing us 
Apart. 
Through these obstructions, our limbs and love  
Intensified 
As we journeyed this afternoon of life as man and  
Wife. 
Soon bid we farewell to daylight and greet the dark   
Night. 
Yet even as we face the inevitable approach of the 
Eventide, 
I shall laud God for you my love traveling at my 
Side. 
And eternally rejoice with angelic hosts 
I walked this day with you. 
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“The Treasure”  
by Marie Davis 
 
 As I walk down the darkened hallway, my eyes are d rawn 
into the room. I stop and listen. Tucked away inside is my 
sewing machine. It seems to be calling out to me. I  walk toward 
it and stop just short of bumping into the old, wor n-out 
contraption. The desire to sew something, anything,  rises from 
within me. 
 “Let’s see what I have on hand,” I tell myself qui ckly. Oh, 
the treasures I find! I have a little of this, a lo t of that, a smidgen 
of black cotton fabric, some calico print, red yarn , embroidery 
thread, red- and-white striped fabric, drab muslin,  and some 
snow white cloth. I am excited! I know just what I can assemble 
with this find. 
 First, I gather all the supplies needed to put tog ether my 
project: scissors, thread, pins, tape measure, patt erns, and 
such. Next, with a few snips here and a few snips t here, I am 
ready to begin. I diligently work for hours at my o ld beloved 
sewing machine. I am lost in the hypnotic purring o f the motor 
and the steady click-clack of the needle going up a nd down, up 
and down. Finally, the machinery part of my project  is finished. It 
is beautiful! Now I must put the finishing touches on my artwork. 
With needle in hand and red yarn in my lap, I haste n to finish my 
task. 
 Satisfied, I sit back and view my handiwork with a we.  
Sitting in my lap is the most beautiful Raggedy Ann  doll. She 
has red yarn hair and a sweet embroidered face. Her  black shiny 
eyes are outlined with black zig-zag eyebrows. Her red mouth 
arches slightly into a whimsical smile. Upon her ch est is a red 
embroidered heart emblazoned with the words “I Love  You.” She 
has a soft body of muslin, red-and-white striped st ockings, and 
ebony shoes. Her calico dress is topped with a snow  white 
pinafore and matching pantaloons. 
 My afternoon project of love is complete. I wonder  which 
child will be the lucky recipient of this  one. Will she hug it to her 
body with affection? Will she treasure it always? M y vision is 
one of a sweet little girl dragging Raggedy Ann eve rywhere she 
goes. I see the rag doll tucked away into a trunk s omewhere as 
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the little girl grows into womanhood. Then, as the young woman 
becomes a mother herself, I see the worn and loved Raggedy 
Ann taken from the trunk and handed down for anothe r little girl 
to love. 
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“Lisabeth’s Well” 
by Johnna Lee 
 
 Once upon a time, there was a girl named Lisabeth.  
Lisabeth lived with her mother in a small house in the middle of 
the forest. Despite the fact that they were very po or, they were a 
happy little family. It was Lisabeth’s job to gathe r two pails of 
water from the well every day. The nearest well was  located in a 
tiny village two miles from Lisabeth’s home. Howeve r, because 
of the winding path that she had to follow, Lisabet h’s journey to 
the village (round trip) took her nearly three hour s! 
 One day, Lisabeth woke up at the crack of dawn so she 
could make her trip to gather the water and still h ave a chance to 
play before lunchtime. She put on her bonnet and he r apron and 
quietly made her way out of her bedroom. She picked  up the 
water buckets that were sitting by the back door, a nd then she 
stood still to listen for a moment. Her mother had always warned 
her not to leave to retrieve the water until exactl y 8am. Before 
this time, her mother said, the mischievous creatur es of the 
night still lurked about the forest. When Lisabeth was positive 
that her mother was still asleep, she opened the do or as softly 
as she could and slipped outside. 
 The morning air was cool and damp. There was a mer e 
sliver of light, for the sun had decided to hide it self behind 
layers of cloud and fog. Carrying her water buckets , Lisabeth 
made her way to the path that would take her to the  well. Oh, 
how she hated to make that long journey. And her mo ther was 
silly to think that the mischievous creatures still  lurked about. 
Lisabeth no longer believed in the mischievous crea tures. So, 
disregarding all her mother’s concerns, Lisabeth co ntinued to 
make her way down the path. When she had traveled a bout an 
eighth of her journey, Lisabeth noticed something s he never had 
seen before. There was a narrow trail entrance lead ing away 
from the main path. She stopped and pondered the sm all trail for 
a moment. “This trail looks like it might be a shor tcut to the 
village,” she thought, “Perhaps if I take it, I wil l cut hours off my 
journey.” Suddenly, Lisabeth remembered something. Her 
mother had always warned her not to take any trails  leading 
away from the main path. But, as before, Lisabeth d isregarded 
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her mother’s advice. She turned and made her way do wn the 
narrow trail. 
 After a short five-minute walk, Lisabeth came upon  a small 
well, right in the middle of the forest. She was so  excited! Now 
that she had made this discovery, she could gather water in a 
quick thirty minutes. Lisabeth was lowering her buc kets into the 
well when she heard a sound. She looked down and sa w a small 
leprechaun standing deep inside the well. She stare d at him, for 
she had never seen a leprechaun before. He spoke up  to her. 
“Hello, little girl! I am the Great Leprechaun of t he Well! I guard 
this well from anyone who wishes to draw water!” Li sabeth 
replied, “Please, sir, may I draw two buckets from your beautiful 
well? It usually takes me three hours to get my wat er.” And the 
leprechaun answered, “Okay, you may do this once. A nd 
because you are so pretty, I will give you four mag ic stones. 
They will grant you four wishes.” So Lisabeth drew her water 
and took the stones. She thanked the leprechaun and  began her 
journey back home. 
 When Lisabeth had deposited the water with her mot her, 
she went off to make her wishes. The leprechaun had  told her to 
make a wish while burying each stone in the dirt. L isabeth went 
to the yard and dug a hole. She placed a stone in t he hole and 
wished for a new dress for herself and one for her mother. After 
a few minutes, nothing happened, and she tried agai n with a new 
stone. This time she wished for a new doll. Again, nothing 
happened. She dug a third hole and tried a third wi sh. Nothing 
happened, and Lisabeth was beginning to cry. Then s he heard a 
pop. The magic leprechaun appeared. “None of my wis hes came 
true!” Lisabeth cried. The leprechaun just laughed a 
mischievous little laugh and said, “I tricked you! You only get 
one wish! Only the fourth stone was magical!” And w ith another 
little laugh, the leprechaun disappeared. Lisabeth was very 
angry, but now she knew she still had one good wish  left. She 
dug one final hole, placed the stone inside of it, and made her 
wish. This time, Lisabeth made a sensible wish: “I wish we had a 
well of our own right here in our yard.” When she l ooked up, a 
small well sat right in front of her! 
 Now that they had a well close by, Lisabeth had a new job. 
Every morning, her mother sent her to another tiny village 
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located two miles from their home. Lisabeth was to buy two 
loaves of bread for their evening meals. She had be en doing her 
new job for about two weeks, and now she always fol lowed her 
mother’s advice. She never left home until after 8a m, and so far 
she had not even looked for a trail leading away fr om the main 
path. After her run-in with the leprechaun, Lisabet h decided that 
she did believe in the mischievous creatures, and s he would 
have to be careful not to meet any more of them. Ho wever, after 
a while, Lisabeth became tired of making the long w alk every 
day. One day, after she had made a small portion of  her journey, 
she saw a narrow trail leading away from the path. She paused 
only for a moment. The path seemed to be beckoning to her. 
Then, completely forgetting that she had decided to  follow her 
mother’s advice, Lisabeth turned and started down t he narrow 
trail. 
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“Jackie Chan” by Brian Sweat 
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“The Cat Who Levitated” 
by Carol McNeary 
 
 I don’t call myself an epileptic because I think i t sounds 
better to say I have a seizure disorder. Whenever I  tell people 
(which is not often), they almost always ask two qu estions: what 
should you do if you have a seizure?; and, what’s i t like? The 
answer to the first question is simply rest. My ans wer to the last 
question takes the form of a memory.  
 Some years ago when I still lived in New England, I was 
making soup in the kitchen one a dim winter afterno on, when 
suddenly the lights went out. The phone rang, and o ur upstairs 
tenant reported that she too was without power.  Be cause we 
needed money and the large Victorian house was way too big for 
just my husband and me, we had rented the second fl oor to a 
family with four sweet kids, the oldest in second g rade and the 
youngest just beginning to crawl.  I had no landlor d skills but 
figured I should search for the fuse box, which I f inally did locate 
in the cavernous cellar.  Indeed, one fuse had been  tripped, and I 
was just able to make out a label that read second floor kitchen .  
 All of the little four children swirled around the ir mother in 
the dusky kitchen, as she and I decided that we nee ded to find 
what might have blown out the lights.   After looki ng around the 
room ineffectually, I peered in the corner by the r efrigerator.  
There was the problem. Fused into the outlet was a melted fork. 
No one said a word. 
 Thirty years later I began to experience my own my sterious 
meltdowns.  True, as a teenager when it was way too  hot in the 
church balcony, I would occasionally get swoopy woo zy and 
sometimes faint, but as far as my dad was concerned , I still had 
to sit through the sermon. However, with the advent  of air 
conditioning, the fainting stopped. 
  I had no idea what happened that quiet morning in  1998. As 
usual, my dog Teddy was pulling me around by the le ash on our 
walk.  We hadn’t gone far at all when I just had to  lie down 
because I could not walk another step.  For a good while I lay, 
unable or unwilling to move, in a grassy ditch with  my head half 
in the culvert pipe.  Normally Teddy would have bee n long gone, 
but this time he simply lay down beside me and wait ed.  When I 
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finally stood up and walked home on wobbly legs, Te ddy trailed 
along dragging his leash behind him.    
 Not long afterward, while in graduate school at Ge orgia 
State, I was sitting in a meeting next to my best f riend Louise, 
but I had no idea what to call her. I had to ask he r name a couple 
of times since first time she thought I was joking.  Afterwards my 
hands shook for hours, and when I spoke I sounded j ust like 
Johnny Cash.  At my husband’s urging, the next day I saw a 
doctor who told me that women my age often became n ervous, 
and he recommended I take a tranquilizer.  
 It was not until I came to Waycross and met the do ctor I 
like to call my neurologist, that he diagnosed me as having 
generalized myoclonic seizures. Oh all right, so I am an 
epileptic. Dr. F__ told me that although he couldn’ t explain the 
reason, my brain had probably always been wired in a peculiar 
way, and my recent stint as a sleepless student had  just brought 
a problem that had always been there to the fore.  So the 
weirdness the first showed up as teenage fainting, then swoons 
in the ditch and a Johnny Cash voice could be trace d to faulty 
wiring.  Or in other words, if a fork gets stuck in  the socket, 
there’s an electrical overload and suddenly the lig hts go out.  
 Unlike many people with seizures, I don’t experien ce auras, 
but I have learned from experience that too much of  anything 
can mean trouble: too much heat, too much cold, too  much 
hunger, too much staying up late, too much drama, o r too much 
pain.  It was too much pain from waking up with an excruciating 
cramp in my leg that lead to the levitation.  A lou d yelp of pain 
woke my husband John, and he saw me crumple to the floor as 
my arms began to jerk. My cat Gracie ran into the b edroom and 
came right up to my head, but she did not watch qui etly. Her 
neck stiffened, her head shook back and forth, and then she 
began to turn over and over, sometimes on the floor , sometimes 
rising up in the air with the force of her convulsi ons. Greater 
love hath no cat. Gracie levitated as I twitched.     
  


