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INTRODUCTION

You might have noticed, and could be wondering, why we
have specified that this elite literary journal has nothing to do
with the novels of Dashiell Hammett. This is because- while
R.H.W. Dillard’s living spirit haunts these pages- his undying
appreciation for novelist Dashiell Hammett does not. You
see, during a course on “The Novel” taught by Richard
himself, many of us grad students were consistently awe-
struck by Richard’s ability to make Hammett’s work relevant
to literally everything that has ever happened in the entire
world and beyond. So we felt it was important to note that
Hammett’s work is not relevant here. Although perhaps this
foreword undermines that statement since so far this entire
journal has essentially been about how it’s not about Dashiell
Hammett, therefore making this entire journal about Dashiell
Hammett. So maybe Richard was right. But our intended
purpose is to celebrate our earnest, lacking-in-self-
awareness, and void-of-all-inhibition juvenilia. This
journal is a tender, humorous treatment of youthful
musings. Our intention is to honor the integrity of those
early writerly attempts to add to the canon, those
fledgling reflections on life that had us bleeding our
formative little hearts out onto the page, unabashedly,
unapologetically, with an amount of audacity we might
all do well to find again.



PREFACE

as written by Richard “Dickie” Dillard himself

Not since the publication of Daisy Ashford’s The Young
Visitors in 1919, written when its author was all of nine years
old, has there been a book of such quality written by such a
young person (in this case, many young persons) as the
volume you now hold in your hands. Remarkable in the youth
of its authors, it is even more remarkable that each and every
one of them, years later, looks exactly the same as they did in
that not-so-all-that-very-long-ago. Their various talents may
have grown and been tested by time, but, by gum, as the
picture prove, they are precisely the same people. I'll swear to
it, if you insist, on any handy dictionary.

I offer to you here, with considerable fear and trepidation, an
early work of my own, the earliest I could find. I no longer
know exactly how old its young author was, but the poem
reveals his love of dogs (beloved Trixie, Oliver, Agnetha, and
numerous farm working dogs, hounds and collies), although
his awareness of the true nature of beer at the time was
limited to a single sip, urged on him in order for his generous
hosts to witness the look of total disgust that would soon
distort the little fellow’s face. Mnemosyne reports that it
tasted awful, and that great laughter ensued.

In any case, here is Dickie Dillard’s poem:

The dog is here,
Here for his beer.
The dog drinks beer?
He drinks it here.



The young poet’s accompanying photograph has no reference
to dogs, beer, or poetry. It preserves an early occasion when
he heard someone confuse the verbs /zy and /Ze.

Read on, dear reader, and I promise you literary delights
galore, a carnival of young genius, a treasure of pure gold.



Jamie Hudalla, MFA °22

The following excerpt comes from a deeply emotional “novel”
about a boy who gifts a girl twelve roses and claims he'll love her
until the last one dies. She assumes one of them is fake, then learns
they're all real after the boy dies of Cancer -- which the author
decided not to specify or research for aesthetic purposes. Ninety
percent of the plot was borrowed from Pinterest, ten percent from
Googling “life quotes.” Content warning: pre-feminist ideologies,
secondhand embarrassment.
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X CHAPTER 7
THE THOUGHT OF REVENGE IS SWEET BUT THE FEELING OF GETTING IT TO HAPPEN IS A COMPLETE
EMTINESS NO ONE CAN DESCRIBE.
May 11"

When | got out of bed this Moring my eyes were blurry and the
sides of my hair and face were still a little damp for the tears that had no right to
spill for Ollie. Well it would never happen again because | did my best to try and
avoid him. It wasn't easy though considering we had classes together. | sat alone
atlunch today | did not feel like talking to anyone. Lunch was one of the worst |
have had in my life. Not just the food either, Ollie was trying to dangle Libby
right in my face. Probably to make me jealous so | would come running back to
him right now. | now believe that he has had No experience with breaking up
with a girl. If he just lost a relationship with her because of another girl that was
supposedly not as special as her, YOu wouldn't go and take that girland be all
lovey dovey with her in front of the other girls face. It might be hard to fallow
written out but when it comes to thinking its just plain common sense. Tt
‘ him a tip and very well destroyed the last spark of the flame of ¢
-"Olls, obviously I'm not interested in getting you back so pretene




to like Libby in front of me is going to make me much more angry with you and
possibly even gag a little so let’s give up the charade, shall we?” | announced to
practically half the tables in the lunch rooms. | heard some people giggle; even
some yelled ‘burn!’ but | pretended not to her them. Ollie looked as if | punched
him in the gut.

d

Libby slapped him and shouted, “Pretending?” she got up off of his lap
and stoked off in her Minnie skirt and heels. “You mess with the bull you get the
horns, buddy.” | said cleverly. | half smiled and walked away. I'd like to say | told
him off and sound like a super hero except of one tiny thing made that not
happen. “Melody Cox is a Horror and is full of herself because | never liked her in
the first place.” He yelled at me and the by standers. By now the whole lunch
room was watching. “Really now Olls, because as | recall you said | was different
and you like me a lot. You even risked a detention to get me out of one.” | shot
back. Still sounding like a super hero huh? Wait till you get a load of this, |
accidently slipped on a banana peel stocking out of the cafeteria. And | only
though that happened in movies... like usual | was wrong. About Ollie, about
cheesy things in books, and mostly about the path | have been paving this year. |
realized | needed my mother more than ever and that scared me. She was
currently unavailable for my life in the making. I'm sure she’s watching my life

~ play out like a horrible movie.

| sat there crying in my room for the second night in a row. Wondering
why life even has a reason when everyone close to you is going to die someday,
including you. What do you have to live for? | know now that everyone one just
wants to be happy and feel good. And life is just about stringing along all the
little things. Such as your favorite team winning, or for favorite meal for dinner,
maybe even seeing a sappy love story that makes you cry tears of joy for
someone else rather than yourself. | let myself go to deep though, | refuse to go
deeper. In case of | might end up like my mom, and even though I'm not happy
with this lame ass world that’s killing our planet every second of the day | don't
want to be taken out of it. | want to know what happens when it goes too far,
good luck finding another planet to live on. Yeah Venus's hot lava surface
sounds pretty welcoming to me. I'd love to live on a planet that rhymes with
penis. Or maybe even Uranus'’s two hundred and twenty five degrees below
temperature, the tornado’s there sound like a blast. I'd love to live on a planet
when you say its name it sounds as if you're saying ‘your anis. These little things
bother the heck out of me; my dad always said I'd be a great lawyer. Probably
because | am very strongly opinionated and have never lost a fight. Anyways I
stayed up way to late forcing myself to laugh at the now repulsive, even i
Jokes that | once thought was funny on the *J Leno’ show. | guess once you




lived through some pretty crappy experiences you can look life in its face
‘and say ‘bite me”. Or as one of my favorite people would say ‘spite me oh mighty
spiter!” which is exactly what | will do tomorrow. | tear down all the pictures of
~me and Ollie taped to my walls. Threw away his number twenty five football
Jersey he gave my before home coming. Erased his number from my phone and
ipped the seventy two various cards he has made me sense we met. The
hardest thing to do was throw the drawing of us together in a heart he made
for me in his art class in the recycling bin. Ollie was quite talented at drawing,
but then again he was good at most things. Before | did | thought yeah, ‘never
like me Olls, keep telling yourself that'. | had a flash back to when we ran down
the aisles of Wal-Mart at twelve O Clock at night. Memories were painful life was
harder though and tonight | was going to let go for good.

I called some of the girl’s school | needed to have my plan set in action.
Mercedes because Ollie dumped her in public, Ladonna because Ollie did some
pretty risky things with her then never spoke to her again, and Saffron because
he stole her heart in kindergarten and forgot to give it back. | found this all out
after | trip to the bathroom at school when | actually read all the vandalism on
the stall's walls. Any ways they came over for a little while at about twelve thirty.
My dad was asleep on the couch snoring loudly so | left a note saying me and
some friends went to go get some coffee. When we got out the door Saffron
showed me all the ammo. There were tomatoes, eggs, toilet paper, silly sting,
and shaving cream. We snuck out across the road watching for car’s headlights
and stopped when we hit Ollie’s yard. | bet you could guess what we did that
night; and let me tell you, that house looked like it was hit up by some girls sweet
revenge.




Holly Rudolph, MFA ’23

Young Holly knew which animals were cool— cats and coyotes —
and Older Holly continues to agree, having also added wolves and
sharks to her writing over the years. Alas, Older Holly has not
added much to her drawing repertoire, though.
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Chanlee Luu, MFA ’23

Chanlee Luu has a love-hate relationship with most things, mostly
because of capitalism. Zoos are indeed great places for wonder and
conservation efforts but can also trap animals. Proof? The
massively underrated Madagascar franchise. Finally, Halloween is
consumerist hell, and while some people enjoy the vibes, she
personally never got the memo past childhood.







Elina Katrin, MFA °22

Not wanting the anime Fairy Tail to
end, 12-year-old Elina discovered the
beauty of storytelling by imagining
her favorite characters falling in love
with one another on a steamy seaside
vacation. The submitted chapter has
everything we love to see in early
work driven by raging hormones: an
abundance of exclamation points,
generous shifts in pov, the author’s
remarks inserted right into the narrative, and an easy gU|de to
figuring out whether one is actually in love. | hope you have a
good laugh reading this skillfully translated piece of work that

solidified a passion for writing in teenage Elina.
OTpoxHeM, Tak otaoxHeM! unu Every day I'm shufflin!
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Fnasa 10. lnarHos siceH.

Necstan rnasa - 0bunenyuk)))))
POV Niocw.

Mb! C 9116307 3aLUNM NEPBYIO KOMHATY, KOTOpas pacnonaranack Ha Nepsom 3Taxe. Bonas BHYTPb, Mbl axHyn. Bce 6b1n0 Ha BbicweM
yposHe. [lse cseTno-6exeBble KpoBaTh. OAHA Y OKOLUKA, U3 KOTOPOro GbLIO0 BUAHO /IEC U PEYKyY, a BTOPas [ KPOBaTh ] HAX0AUNACk PAROM C
nepeon. Ha 6exesbix 060X, NOA TOH KPOBATAM, KPacOBa/NCh HECKO/IbKO KapTvH Ha IETHIOK TeMaTuky. bbino aAsa aybosbix Wkada v Asa
NUCbMEHHbIX CTONA C NaMnamu. Ha noTosike ApKo ropena niocTpa. B obuiem, Bce TONLKO PaaoBano rnas, Tak Kak HU A, HU DNb3a APKMX 1
BLI3LIBAIOWWMX PACLUBETOK He MOO6MM. BbiN BCEro 0AUH MUHYC - 3TO 0BLLAA BaHHAA U TyaneTHas KOMHaTa, Ho K 3ToOMy MOXHO Buino
NPUBbLIKHYTh, BEflb Ha HaLLEM 3TaXe XXNN TONLKO AEBYOHKU. Mbi C DNb30# Pa3NoXUIMCh 3a NnosYaca U CMAeNN Ha CBOMX KPOBaTAX.
PasymeeTcs, 5 Boib6pana KpOBaTKY Y OKOLIKa. XOTb U /I AOXKAL - Noroaa 6bina Ha yaueneHne Tersion. Yxe koHeu mas. OcTanack BCcero
Heaens [0 Havana neta. Hu4ero, s NOTEpNN0. BeAL PAAOM CO MHOW - MOU [IDY3bS...0HW MOS CeMbS...MON MbIC/IN NpepBan
AEMOHCTPATUBHLIA Kalenb Snb3bl.

- Y70 Takoe? - cnpocuna A.

- Jliock, yxe pecaTeb. [laBait NaXXeM cnaTk. - Ha NOHOM CepkE3e roBopusia anoBosocas, 3apbiBasck rmrnyﬁ)«e B ogesno.

- He-e 1111111 PaBUNbHO rOBOPUTH HE “y)ke NecsTb", a "elle AeCATL", - BO3pasuna 5. NPOCTO MHE CNaTh O4EHb HE XOTENoch. Ecamn
YeCTHO, A AyMana, 4TO OHa NOCMOTPUT Ha MeHs CBOUM CTPOrvMM B3rNIAAOM, U1K NPOCTO HaYHeT MeaNeHHo yGVIBaTb, a oHa - HeT,,.

- MacTep, 0AHOMY YenoBeKy Ha 0IHy KOMHaTY, CKa3an, 4To 3asTpak 8 10:00 yTpa v 40 11:00. Ml e BCTaHeM no-paHbLue. U aaxe He
CrpawmBai 3a4eM - 3aBTPa BCe 1 y3Haelb. 5§ Tebs pa3byxy rae-To & 8:00 yTpa. CroKORHON HOUM, JIOCK. - 3aKOHHYMNA OBBLACHATL 3Nb3a U
OTBEpHYyNack OT MEHS B APYryiO CTOPOHY.

- Hy nagHo... - HEOXOTHO COrNAcMNAch A, Tak Kak MeHs pacnupano nbonsbITCTBO, - CNOKOMHOW HOYM, Inb3a.
W Mbl BbIKNIOYMAM CBET.

KoHeu POV Jliocu,

KomnaTta N11. Bropo# 3Tax.

POV Hauy.

Hac nocennnu Ha BTOpoM 3Taxe, 3aiiAn TyAa, Mbl yBUAENN ABE KPOBATK. YK CNacnbo, 4TO HE 0AHY ABYXMECTHYIO! A TO He 04eHb ropr
XenaHue cnaTk BMecTe ¢ Mpeem...A BOT ¢ JliocK He 0TKa3anca Bul...eCc NPeACTaBUTL @6 U MeHS roNbIMU Ha OAHON KpoBaTy....TAK
APArHWN! CTOMN! CTOMN! CTOMN! B kakyio 3aaHuLy Tebs noHecno? Tak yCNOKOMCA...BAOX, BblA0X, BAOX, BbIAOX...Tak yxe nyywe...N Boobwe
noyemy meHsa 6ecnokont Jliocu? Ax aa, 8 x e€, 310, Nbnw...aa 100% nobno! Ho Mbl He 06 3ToM. Iae s Tam ocTaHoBuncA? A sce,
BCNOMHMUA...

Ara...soT Tenepb f N y OT 0 ¥ MEH$ MOCeNNNN NMEHHO B 3Ty KOMHaTy. YacTe e€ Bbina orHeHo-KpacHow, noa
uBeT Moeit Marun. Tam HaxoAnNUCh KPOBaTb Y OKHA, C BUOM Ha Mope, WwKad (a 3a4eM OH MHE?) N NUCbMEHHDIA CTON (K HEMY y MeHs
TaKoii ke Bonpoc). MoToM, No cepeanHe KOMHaTLI bbia NpoBeaeHa HeBMANMAA rPpaHuLLa. HeT, s He CNATUA, NPOCTO A CAenan Takon
BbIBOA, TaK Kak 3a Heli Bce 6b1n0 B CBETN0-roNybbiX M TEMHO-CMHMX TOHax, Nog useT marum Mpes. Tam ToYHO Takxe GbLK U KpoBaTh,
TO/LKO Tenepk He OKOJI0 OKHa, @ OKOJI0 ABEPU, U LKA, ¥ CTON. Mbl 3aLUAU W NONOXKUAM HeMOAaHbl Ha Nos. § ele CTOR rAe-To NATL
MUHYT ¥ 8Ce ocMaTpuBan. peit 3T0 3aMeTUN U AepP3KUM TOHOM CPOCUN:

- 31, ronoséwka! Y€ cTonws pasnHys poT?! Pa3bupai YemoaaHs!!

- 1 u 6e3 Teba 3HaI, 4TO AeNaTb, OTMOPOXKEHHLIN! - OTBETUA A W BbILLEN U3 TPaHCa.

Yepes nonyaca Mbi CUAENN Ha CBOMX KpPoBaTsAX. fl NpekpacHo nomuun obewaime navHoe MHow B asTobyce.(Mpum.ABT.:Hauy-T0 NOMHUT,
a BOT YUTaTeNnu HaBepHsKa NoA3abeinu!Mo3ToMy pebATKN Ha HECKONIbKO CeKYHA BEPHUTECH K 8-0it rnase u boipeHbko nposnuTante POV
Hally,4To6bl BCe BCMOMHUTL!Bee, A yxoxy :P) $l BCe-Taku pelunnca npepsaTh TULLMHY 1 MOroBopuTL ¢ ®ynbacTepom.

- Fpef... - Havan A,

- Yero Tebe? - S3BMTE/IbHO, HO BCE Xe C KaKkuM-TO MHTepecoMm B rosoce, cnpocun 6p|oue'r.

- fl BCe xoTen y Teba yTO4YHUTS... - HayaAnBaeHue pobko NpofosXun 1, - Hy...soobuem...Tebe Jliocu HpasuTca?

[loroBopuB B UTOre NPeanoXeHue, 1 3aKMHYN pyKy 3a ronosy u ynsibHyncs so sce 32 3ybuka. [la-a-a, BMAUMO Takoro sonpoca pei He
0XXnAan, TaK Kak NoAaBn/ICs COKOM, KOTOPbIA N, 1 BbINNIIOHY ero. B uTore, BCA ero kposaTh 6bina B ManeHbKuUx Kanenbkax A6n04Horo
HanNWUTKa. 1 AyMaio, OH MbICNIEHHO MEHA NPOKNMHAN, MOTOMY YTO Ha ero MecTe 5 Gbl Aenan Toxe camoe. Ho OH TOXe He NpoMax, U pewun
MHE HanpAMyio He OTBEYaTh M COBCEM HyTOYKY NOM3AeBaTbCA, 33/1aB IOMUYHbIA, HO ANA MEHS HEMHOIO NIULLHNIA BONPOC:

- XMMMM....A C 4ero BAPYr TaKoi BONPOC? - C KAKUM-TO CapKa3MOM CMPOCHS OH.

- Hy...npocTo B aBTo6yCe oHa Ha Tebe cnana, a Tbl 06HUMan eé... - NpobyBHUA A, NpAYa rnasa nNof Yenkon...

- W 47107 Ef NpOCTO 6bIN0 XONOAHO...[13, ¥ K TOMY Xe, Mbl C HEl NPOCTO APY3bS. - U OH TOXE LWMPOKO YNbIBHYCS. - A Tebe? HpaButca
Tocu?

- Hy i €WE He NOHSAN A0 KOHUA... - fl PELUNA AN HEro HEMHOrO NO COMHEBAaTLCA.
- Tak yx u 6biTb, 5 Tebe nomory! - exuaHo ckasan Mpei.
- Ala cpanace MHe TBOA NOMOWL! CaM Kak-HMBYAb CNPaBoCh! - A pa3apaXKeHHO NPUKPUKHY U OTBEPHYNCS OT "NoYTH apyra‘“.
- Mon4w v cnywait! He 3a6biBait ewé Ha MOM BONPOCH! 0TBEYaTb! - OH TOXKE NOBLICUA TOH. BOT Takoro MpeA 5 y3Haio. A OH NPOAC/XKaN...
- Korna Tel pAaaoMm c Hen, cepaue 6eleHo cTyuuT B rpyan?
- Da.
14/73



- Bcé n BCce, KpoMe Heé 1 Tebsi nepecTaloT CyLecTsoBaTs, KOrAa Bbl BMecTe?
- da.
- MW nocnepaHui Bonpoc: YyBcTBOBaN X Thl aAcKyio 600k B cepaue, Koraa Buaen MeHs ¢ Heit B obHUMKY B asTobyce?

- Aa.

-XOpOLUO... - 33aKOHYMAN CBOW ONnpoc ®ynbacTep U Ha4an AEMOHCTPATUBHO YTO-TO NUCaTL B 6710KHOTE. MPOCUACE TaK AONMNX NATh MUHYT 5
He BbliepXan u 3akpuyan:

- fla, 4TO MaTb TBOI Thbl TaM CTPOLNLWL?! MoMoub BooGLLe-TO obelwan! - B MOeM rosoce SBHO NPUCYTCTBOBANIO pa3apaXkeHne.

- Hy Bce ¢ Bamu sicHo, MucTep Apartun. Bel no yww snwobneHsl B Mucc JliocbeHy XapTdgenuio!- BbiABWI HaKoHeL, CBOM ANarHo3 JA0KTOp-
camoyuka

ECnvn 4eCTHO, TO NO ero BonpocaM N MoUM OTBETaM, A U CaM BCe 3TO NOHSAA. MPOCTO XOTeN yCnbiWwaTh OT MOCTOPOHHEro YenoBeKka.

- Cnacunbo...cnacubo 6onblioe! - nckpeHHe nobnarogapun apyra s.

- Bcerja noxanyicra! - oTBETUA TOT , 1 Ao6aBuUA- yxxe No 0AWHHAALATOro, a B 10:00 yTpa 3aBTpak, Tak 4To AaBait cnaTs!

-KoHeyHo!- ckasan s, Ho He 3abbin nocTaenTs By annbHUK Ha 6:00 yTpa. MpocTo MHe Hago ByaeT caenatb HeYTO OYeHb BaxHoe. U s
YKPbIICA O1€ANIOM C FOJIOBOW, @ B MOWX HOTax y>Ke Kak 4ac, MUpHO cnan Xannw...

A vacation we deserve! or Every day I’m shuffling!
Fandom: Fairy Tail
Orientation: Het
Rating: R
Upvotes: 409
Comments: 345
Length: 123 pages, 31 chapters
Genres: Hurt/Comfort, Romance, Fantasy, Action, Humor
Warnings: Swearing, OFC
Description: All of a sudden, Makarov decides that the whole guild
should go on a vacation at sea. Everyone will remember this trip for a
long time, because so much has happened, and with everyone...
Dedication: To all, all, all :))))
Notes: This is my first fanfic :) [ hope you’ll like it, but I accept all
criticism :)

Chapter 10. The diagnosis is clear.
June 14 2012, 21:38
Tenth chapter — that’s an anniversary :)))))

POV Lucy.

Elsa and | went the first room, which was located on the first floor. When
we went inside, we gasped. Everything was top notch. Two light beige
beds. One by the window, from which the forest and the river were
visible, and the second [ bed ] was next to the first. Beige wallpaper,
matching the tone of the beds, featured several summer-themed
paintings. There were two oak cabinets and two desks with lamps. A
chandelier shined brightly on the ceiling. All in all, everything was just
pleasing to the eye, since neither I nor Elsa like bright and defiant colors.

15/7.



There was only one minus - a shared bathroom and toilet room. But one
could get used to this, because only girls lived on our floor. Elsa and |
unpacked in half an hour and sat on our beds. Of course, | chose the crib
by the window. Although it was raining, the weather was surprisingly
warm. It’s already the end of May. There’s only a week left before
summer starts. It’s okay, I'll wait. after all, my friends are with me...they
are my family ... Elsa’s demonstrative cough interrupted my thoughts.

- What's up? - | asked.

- Lucy, it’s already ten. Let’s go to sleep. - the scarlet-haired said in full
seriousness, burrowing deeper into the blanket.

- [ objected. I just didn’t feel like sleeping. To be honest, I thought that
she would look at me with her stern look, or would just start to Kill me
slowly, but - she didn’t...

- The master said to one person in each room that breakfast is from 10:00
am and until 11:00 am. But we’ll get up earlier. And do not even ask
why - tomorrow you will know everything. I’ll wake you up at about
8:00 in the morning. Good night, Lucy. - Elsa finished explaining and
turned away from me in the other direction.

- Well, okay ... - | reluctantly agreed, as | was bursting with curiosity,
- Good night, Elsa.

And we turned off the lights.

End of Lucy's POV.
Room N11. Second floor.
POV Natsu.

We were assigned a room on the second floor. When we entered, we saw
two beds. Thank god there were two, and not one King bed! Because |
don’t really want to sleep with Gray... But [ wouldn’t say no to Lucy...
Just imagining her and me naked on the same bed....OKAY,
DRAGNEEL! STOP! STOP! STOP! What ass got you into? You need to
calm down...inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale...That’s better... Why am |
even thinking about Lucy anyway? Oh yes, I guess, I love her...yes |
love her 100%! But we're not talking about that. Where did | left off?
That’s right, I remember...

Yeah...now | understand why Frostbite and | were assigned this
particular room. One part of it was fiery red, the color of my magic.
There was a bed by the window, overlooking the sea, a wardrobe (why
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do I need one?) and a desk (same question). Then, in the middle of the
room, an invisible border was drawn. No, I'm not crazy, | just came to
this conclusion, since everything behind it was in light blue and dark
blue tones, the color of Gray's magic. There were also a bed there, only
now not near the window, but near the door, and a wardrobe, and a table.
We went in and put our suitcases on the floor. | still stood somewhere for
five minutes and examined everything. Gray noticed that and asked in a
bold tone:

- Hey firebrand! What are you standing there with a mouth wide open?!
Unpack the suitcases!

- | know what to do without you, Frostbite! - | answered and came out of
the trance.

After an hour and a half we were sitting on our beds. | perfectly
remembered the promise that I gave on the bus. (Author’s note: Natsu
remembers, but the readers probably forgot!That’s why everyone go
back to chapter 8 and skim through Natsu’s POV to remember
everything! Okay, I'm leaving :P) I finally decided to break the silence
and talk to Fullbuster.

- Gray... - | began.

- What do you want? - harshly, but still with some interest in his voice,
asked the brunette.

- | wanted to clear the air with you... - | continued surprisingly timidly, -
well...allinall...do you like Lucy? Finally finishing the sentence, I threw
my hand behind my head and smiled with all 32 teeth. Yea-a-ah,
apparently Gray didn’t expect such a question, as he choked on the juice
he was drinking, and spat it out. In the end, his whole bed was covered in
small drops of apple drink. | think he mentally cursed me, because in his
place I would have done the same. But he wasn’t a fool, and decided not
to answer me directly and to torture me a little by asking a logical, but
for me an unnecessary question:

- Hmmmm....Why such a question all of a sudden? - asked he with
somewhat a sarcasm.

- Well...she just slept on you on the bus, and you were hugging her... - |
muttered, hiding my eyes under bangs...

- So what? She was just cold...Yeah, and besides, we're just friends. - and
he also smiled wide. - And you? You like Lucy?
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- Well, I have not yet fully figured it out... - | decided to doubt a little for
him.

- So be it, I'll help you! - Gray said maliciously.

- As if | need your help! I'll manage somehow! - | yelled irritably and
turned away from “almost a friend.”

- Shut up and listen! Also don't forget to answer my questions! - he also
raised his tone. That's the Gray | recognize. And he continued...

- When you are next to her, does your heart beat wildly in your chest?

- Yes.

- Everyone and everything except her and you cease to exist when you
are together?

- Yes.

- And the last question: Did you feel a hell of a pain in your heart when
you saw me hugging her on the bus?

- Yes.

- Good... - Fullbuster finished his survey and began defiantly writing
something in a notebook. After sitting like this for five long minutes, |
could not stand it any longer and shouted:

- What the hell, are you scribbling there?! You actually promised to help!
- there was a obvious annoyance in my voice.

- Well, everything is clear with you, Mr. Dragneel. You are head over
heels in love with Miss Lucien Heartfilia! - the self-taught doctor finally
revealed his diagnosis.

To be honest, from his questions and my answers, | myself understood
all this. Just wanted to hear from an outsider.

- Thank you...thank you very much! - | sincerely thanked my friend.

- You're always welcome! - he answered, and added- it's already half past
ten, and breakfast is at 10:00 in the morning, so let's sleep!

- Of course!- | said, but I did not forget to set the alarm for 6:00 in the
morning. | just need to do something very important. And | covered
myself with a blanket up to my head, and at my feet for the past hour,
Happy was sleeping peacefully...
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Marin Harrington, MFA °23
“Eighth Grade Feminist Proverb” is an
entry from my middle school diary. It
was written in response to a morally
dubious romance I found myself swept
| up in. I was the other woman in a love

= triangle involving my best-friend-who-
was-a-boy and hIS girlfriend who modeled in local fashion shows.
After confessing our feelings to each other, he promised me that he
was gomg to break up with his glrlfrlend for me, but then he
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“The Midday Castle Invasion” is one of my very first attempts at
the classic “literary essay.” I wrote this piece for my high school
creative writing class when | was 15. | can now see that the
extended metaphor is not nearly as smart as | initially thought it
was. Like the best essays, though, it remains timeless, as my
bladder is still, nearly a decade later, quite weak. | most recently
peed my pants at my 21% birthday party after getting drunk off
Watermelon Schnapps and making myself laugh when | observed
that “If hippos showed up on campus, then it would be a
hippocampus.”

The Midday Castle Invasion

The jarring need to suddenly pee is such a buzzkill. It's a
paralyzing moment when your bladder becomes a castle and that
rapidly rising fluid the townspeople complete with torches and
pitchforks who have one goal--destruction.

Take seven-year-old me, hunched over first grade level
math problems. | am the damsel who has yet to learn she is in
distress. Wrapped in the cottony comfort of billowing tights that
bunched at my ankles, I thought my legs were safe. The first signs
of rebellion were unsettling. Straightening into hyperdrive, |
geared myself up to stride over to my teacher with a purpose and
ask, “May | please use the restroom?”

Luck jabbed me harshly in the ribs just as | was to make
my grand proclamation. My teacher sauntered out the door to have
one of those Hallway Discussions with another teacher. This would
typically be something that would prompt a hushed eagerness to
fall over the classroom in an attempt to divulge the juicy gossip of
grade school-dom. I was a polite child, which, unfortunately,
during my pre-adolescent years, often coincided with brown-
nosing. | don't know why | waited, but | was convinced that
allowing my bladder to expand like a balloon while my teacher
yakked about hellion children was the right thing to do.

Looking back, it wasn't. The livid townspeople's rebellion
had shaken the castle wall's foundation until the drawbridge flung
open, flooding chaos all over the village. At that point, | was gone.
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Forget permission, | needed to take cover. Lying to myself, | said
that all children's bladders slacked off sometimes, it was only as
embarrassing as | made it, but let's face it: you all remember the
kids that leaked urine onto their thighs in grade school.

| wasn't naive enough to think I could trudge through the
rest of the day in a jJumper hardening with liquid, but I tried with
all my might to fool the secretary. Citing it as an “incident” that
prompted a change of clothes, her brows arched too roundly and
her head nodded too slowly as she offered me the phone to call my
mother. Each shrill ring was like a pound on my skull as |
scrambled for words to say. My out-of-turn urination was
something that brewed denial. | left a squeaky-voiced message on
our answering machine, again ambiguously labeling my escapade
as an “incident” and sweetly asked for the deliverance of new
clothes, underwear essential.

Slouched in the nurse's office on a couch that reeked of
estate sales and looked like regurgitated carrots, | waited. Thirty
minutes later, my mother's stretched breaths and voice that flowed
sweetly and slowly, like honey, greeted me with an, “Oh, sweetie.”
Springing my head up, | reached for my clothes with too-rigid
fingers, and we reached an agreement. The events of the day never
became a story.

Until now. Lately it has become a cassette tape | replay in
my mind. Every Sunday, sitting with my mom and her two sisters
over breakfasts of steamy mugs of caffeine and Girl Scout cookies,
| see my future, and it's one riddled with bladder deficiencies. As
they recount scandalous tales of the street where they grew up,
with hiccupping laughter and crossed legs, one of them always
sticks her arms out to fervently to announce, “STOP! I'M
DRIBBLING!” One day, in between bouts of senile memories and
excessive amounts of Old Lady Profanity in front of my
grandchildren, I may become acquainted with diapers, and | aspire
to not be hostile about it. | hope that, for a split-second, I'll
reminisce about seven-year-old me and all her pants-wetting
shame, and I'll laugh, maybe so hard that my bladder squeezes out
just a few drops of pee.
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Brian Ellis, MFA °22 One of my

favorite books in high school was Edgar

Lee Masters’ Spoon River Anthology, a

collection of poems narrated by

deceased former citizens of a small

town. Mr. Naylor, my wonderful

English teacher junior year, assigned us

to write our own entry into this world.

My first attempt landed some laughs

from classmates over the final line, a

joke about the character wetting

himself. Mr. Naylor said he liked

everything in the poem except the last

line. | decided that | would show him I could be serious, that |
could rise above all-too-common trappings of urine-based humor.
And so | wrote this poem in response. Enjoy.




Maggie Dillow, MFA °23
The following poems were
written in a 101 Dalmatians
journal circa 1999. In it I kept
my deepest speculations about
the world which was, from my
11-year-old vantage point,
exceedingly tumultuous after
my best friend (a boy) told me
we couldn t play together anymore because I was a girl, the
emotional fallout of which is evident in the evocative free verse
poem “Anyone But Me.” The first poem, “Again,” is a celebration
of the changing seasons via a free verse vessel entirely reliant on
unnecessary lyrical decadence, an impulse that started at such a
young age it’s impossible to root out now. Also evident in this first
poem is my burgeoning love affair with the em dash.
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David Heinen, MFA °23

The website for Creative Communication's "Young Poets Contest”
says that the top 45% of submissions get published, so ten-year-old
David's accomplishment feels middling in hindsight. Nevertheless,
twenty-seven-year-old David can't shake the suspicion that when
Mrs. Larson handed him that slim green hardcover booklet - when
he stood in that white-tiled fifth-grade classroom and found words
he had written, extant, in print, it must have sparked within him the
desire to find his name in other books. So thanks a lot, Mrs.

Larson.
God

I can almost feel Him,

I know that He is there,

It’s almost like He is the wind,
Blowing through my hair,

I know that He is here with me,
Although I see Him not,

I can feel he’s by my side,

I talk to him a lot,

He gives me courage every day,
The courage that I lack,

He helps me when I’'m feeling down,
He sets me back on track,

He’ll never leave me, no He won’t,
That I know is true,

He’ll never even think of leaving,
As sure as the sky is blue,

I know for sure the day is near,
When face to face I’ll stand,

With Jesus Christ my Savior,
Finally hand in hand,

While on earth I'll praise Him,
All the days of my life,

His words have really pierced me,
As though they were a knife.
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Meghana Mysore, MFA °22 Pictured
here is the poem cube my mother made
with my poetic "creations™ uttered
when | was two years old. That weirdo
thought she was deep and
misunderstood! Perhaps I thought | was
the ladybug in question. Or the mashed
potatoes. Definitely not the girl with
curls. That's too obvious, and these
poems are works of the imagination,
ripe with self-effacing!

-still a weirdo
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Anna Crumpecker, MFA °22

First of all, I just want to say | am tremendously grateful for this
incredible recognition. I’d like to thank my parents, my teachers
and God for recognizing and encouraging my youthful budding
heart!!! You never discouraged me or made me feel like there
wasn't enough Jesus in my writing. I’d also like to thank my cat
Lassie, may she Rest In Peace. Oh...right...and thanks to the Hollin
Kritick. Second of all, I'd like to note that my true genius reveals
itself in that dark turn towards the end of a litany of events: "Now
for my feelings." What incredible insight! To write about one's
feelings! -Anna the Crumbpecker
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Laura Schmitt, MFA °22 “Laura Schmitt" was written in the
second grade under the guidance of Sister Leannette, a nun who
was quite scary and smelled of Carmex lip balm. While the rhyme
scheme is rather uninspired and predictable (“cat" and "fat",
please), | admire young Laura’s decision to push creative
boundaries and use multicolored lines for no discernible
reason.“Visualize It" was written sometime in middle school
during my Twin Phase. Most of my teen writing featured twins or
triplets because my two older sisters, who are two years apart,
share the same birthday, and I felt left out. I'm over it now. I think.
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Laura Schmitt

There once was a little girl named Laura Schmitt
She would play tag and always be it
Then she quit and had a fit
So she played with her cat
Who was rather fat
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Garth Robinson, MFA °23

I wrote this poem while wearing athletic shorts, a “Give Peace a
Chance” t-shirt, a blue Billabong sweatshirt (I would compulsively
chew on the sleeves of this sweatshirt), a duct tape anklet, and

orange Crocs.

" On Christmas Eve,
We go to the steeple,

Among the people,
We listen to the priest
Then we go and eat the beast. |
The next day,
We wake with glee,
Then we see,
Upon the tree,
A shining star,
The very star,
That guided Jesuﬁs Christ.
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