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Always they inquire.
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My answer and.yours,
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and floors,
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“Waiting” Artist: Barbara Mazon

Medium: Charcoal
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Byways Artist Prize Winner
15t Place

Valerie Jackson
“One Last Kiss”



“One Last Kiss”

Artist: Valerie Jackson

Medium: Photograph




“Birds Flying”

Artist:AndreaRackley
Medium: Photograph




Byways Literary Prize Winner
15t Place

Erin E. Fowler
“Remembering”
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The leaves, like
snowflakes, were all
very different —some
were small with leaves
that curved into oval
shapes; some were
long, but pointy; and
others were shaped
delicately, like cat’s
paws.




The tree roots extended through the

ground and stretched and scratched at
the surface until they appeared through
the grass halfway across the back yard.



There was an old, metal jungle gym
set up near the base of the tree for
us children to play on. The green
paint had flaked off

the handles and the rusted metal
showed through in patches, making
the jungle gym look like a Christmas
wreath decorated with a faded red
ribbon.




We would climb up onto the old
jungle gym, grab hold of a large,
protruding tree branch, and climb up
Into the ancient tree. One of the huge
limbs had curved over time to form a
small seat—the perfect spot to curl up
In with a colorful picture book.



We would spend hours up there, my
sister and |, talking, laughing, making
up wild adventures, and enjoying each
other’s company.



Sometimes, if we felt daring enough, we
would climb the other branches and
scoot out on a limb until we were
halfway from the safety of the trunk. We
would swing and dangle above the
ground, asking for trouble. Those were
our best days.



The seasons changed, but our
love for the tree only seemed to
blossom. Staring out at the world
through the spaces between the
green, or even red, orange, and
yellow leaves, our problems
disappeared, or seemed to.






Like all children, the
world finally caught

up to us. Eventually,

we moved away from
that back yard; from

our tree. We fought and
made up, as sisters do.
Our lives branched out,
like the limbs of our tree,
and our choices and
discoveries sent us down

the paths we travel today.




Still, sometimes, | look up from my
desk at work and the papers that litter
Its surface, and stare at the stonewall
of our office and think on those
childhood days. How | wish | could
step outside at break time and escape
from the pressures of adulthood. |
remember the serenity of those
branches, our laughter, our silly
adventures, and | have to smile.






Artist: Dinah Novey
Medium: Photograph



Happy Bacon

Artist: Audrey Carson
Medium: Black and White Photograph



Byways Literary Prize Winner
2nd Place

Floyd Spiller
“For Father”
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“Harbinger”

Artist: Matt English
Medium: Photograph



“Hoop Dreams”

Artist: Donna Strickland
Medium: Photograph



Daddy’s Girl
by Cassandra Phillips

It was the summer before third grade. |
stood with another boy in a small wood-
paneled bedroom with our pants and
underwear around our ankles at Sean'’s
order. Sean had locked the door and sat
before us on a single sized-bed. Itried to
accept what was happening for fear of
enraging him. Sean’s temper was
unpredictable and he often reacted

violently to other children.



The daycare was being run by Sean'’s
mother from their split-level home. She
stayed on the main level with the babies
and infants. The rest of us were not
allowed out of the basement. Sean
seemed to be in charge because he was
the oldest and his mother never checked
on us. If we didn’t do what Sean said, he
would lie to his mother and get us in
trouble. There was a laundry room, a
large play room, and a spare bedroom in
the basement. We were also not allowed
In the laundry room. The playroom had a
couple couches and a large screen
television that did not work.



There were times when Sean wasn’t
around the entire day. One afternoon |
heard the screech of the bus brakes In
front of the house bringing Sean home.
| knew he’'d come to find me, so |
strategically positioned myself between
five other children who were laying Iin
front of the twelve inch television set In
the spare bedroom. Sesame Street had
just begun but | could not concentrate
on the show. | stared at the television
but all my senses were tuned to the
stairs in suspense.



During my second day at
daycare the kids told me Sean
had pushed someone into the
television and broke it. Whoever
It was, they didn’t come to
daycare anymore.



My heart pounded and seemed to beat loudly,
peaking the moment | felt his presence in the
room. He stood in silence behind us for
awhile. No one acknowledged his presence.

| prayed he would be discouraged and go
away.

“Move Over,” he said to the three kids on my
left. They didn’t hesitate. Sean laid down on
his side next to me. He stared at me as |
continued to stare at the black and white
screen. His right hand began to wiggle its
way between the floor and my pelvis. My
mind ran, yet | remained perfectly still with
my eyes fixated on the screen.



He finally pulled his hand out and leaned
In close to my head. He spoke softly In
my ear, “Why don’t you ever try to touch
me?” | didn’t know what to say. What
wouldn’t make him mad? | quickly
shrugged my shoulders in response.
After a few more intense minutes he got
up and left the room. | put my head down
on the thin carpet, closed my eyes, and
rested. “Maybe my dad will take me out of
here,” | thought to myself.



| Aol L [ When my dad and | were In
400 W7 4 ;/sthe car going home | said,
L W8 f»“‘Dad Idontwant to go
yy % {there anymore.”
{" “Why not?” he asked.
\§ starred out the passenger
W) f window at the rows of Ohio
/8 ¥ corn whipping by and made
a8 no reply. He ignorantly
AR R " AN A continued, “Is someone
1 A being mean? Did you have




“No, No,” | answered. | didn’t know how to say
what | experienced. | lacked the vocabulary and
confidence to tell my father what was going on. |
needed him to ask the right questions, the ones
that he never did. | pondered what would happen
as aresult of my telling my dad. | knew he would
take me out of the daycare but what would
happen to the other kids? | felt terrible. I didn’t
want my friends to go through the same thing.
What if my dad didn’t believe me and sent me
back, saying something to Sean’s mother about
it?

“You're going to have to deal with a bully
sometime in your life,” he said. . | sensed he was
getting frustrated with me so | didn’t mention it
again. | continued to get through each day as if |
wasn’t changing.



On another occasion | found myself
again standing in the bedroom facing the
grungy bed next to the same little boy as
before. We were both waiting to get it
over with but strangely, Sean had left the
room and the door open. The little boy
and | heard Sean’s voice in the main

playroom.



His tone was sugary sweet and
pleading. A young girl’s voice replied
hesitantly and reluctantly. We heard
them move closer and turned our
heads to look as Jenny rounded the
corner. Our eyes met, and she
understood immediately. Just outside
the door Jenny took a step back in
retreat but Sean was right behind her
and pushed her into the bedroom.



With a bit of difficulty due to Jenny’s
physical protests to leave, Sean was able to
close the door and lock it, keeping himself
between her and the door.

“Let me out!” Jenny demanded, trying for
the door.

“You're not leaving, turn around” he said,
holding her back.

It was no use. Unable to get past him, Jenny
sidestepped along the wall keeping her front
side pressed against it. She began to cry
with her hands around her head like

deflectors on a horse.



Sean grabbed Jenny by her shoulders
forcing her to turn around but her thick,
long blonde hair which covered her back
and shoulders weakened his grip on her.
His hands slipped off but were
iImmediately searching for a new hold.



Stop!” Jenny yelled. Sean was
getting angry. As he tried harder
to turn her around she became
frantic and more resistant. Sean
muttered and Jenny continued to
sob and stammer, "1 don’t want
tol...NOl!...Let me out!” Her
untied hair became a swirl in the
struggle. Sometimes | could see
parts of it matted against her
wet, red, blotched face.



She kept her eyes pressed shut. |just stood
there not sure what | could do. There was no
help to find. Jenny said everything | knew |
should have said but was receiving the violence |
was afraid of. The situation was out of control
and my eyes began to fill with tears as | watched
them. | had never been more afraid in my life.
Hoping to neutralize the situation | said weakly,
“Look Jenny, | don’t mind.” | immediately
regretted what | said. Now | could never tell my
dad because Sean would say | was okay with it.
How ashamed my dad would be of me, and the
rest of my family too.



What if he didn’t want to see me during
the summers anymore? | hoped no one
had heard what | said. | really did mind.
| left the daycare at the end of summer
In preparation to return to my mother’s
house. The guilt | felt for leaving the
other kids behind ate away at me until |
finally told my dad some of what
happened.



According to my dad, Sean’s mother lost her
license to operate a daycare facility for
sometime and Sean was sent for
psychological help. That’s all he ever told
me. The next summer | went to a Family
YMCA nearby. | could’ve gone there to begin
with but my dad and step-mother didn’t want

to pack lunches for me.



“Intense” |
Artist: Andrea Cohen

Medium: Charcoal






Artist: Catherine Common

Medium: Sterling - Copper












“Dragon Mask”

Artist: Joy Simon
Medium: Clay













“Depression”

Artist: Joel Amory
Medium: Charcoal




Untitled Short Story

Jeremy Heenan

This morning after she dropped Timmy off at
daycare, she had gone to the sentencing, 7-10
was the verdict. Sharon put the key in the lock
turned it, and opened the door. She laid her

purse and coat on a nearby chair, and shut the
door. It was 12:30 now and she had just enough
time to take a nice, warm, soothing bath before

she had to pick up Timmy.



She put her hand on the banister and began
to ascend the stairs. Slowly she climbed the
stairs, letting her hand caress the railing on
the way up, tracing the length of it with her
fingertips. She paused when her hand
passed over a cleft in the wood. Feeling the
Indentation, she looked down at the railing to
Christmas three years ago.



There had been a fresh blanket of
snow on the ground when they
awoke. The morning had gone well,
everyone seemed happy with the
gifts. She kept Bill’s finest gift for
last. A beautiful set of custom golf

clubs.



Excusing herself from the gift exchange
for a moment she went and placed the
clubs at the bottom of the stairs.
Returning, she suggested they all get
dressed and go enjoy the fresh snow. Bill
was ecstatic when he saw them, but it
quickly faded when he pulled the first club
from the bag. The four-iron had barely
missed her head when it crashed into the
banister. She forgot to get graphite shafts.



He did not miss the second time when
he brought the blunt end of the club
across her face. It broke a tooth and
pierced her cheek. She quickly
grabbed her face and ran for the car,
leaving a bloody trail through the
freshly fallen snow. She pulled herself
from the memory and continued up the

stairs to draw her bath.



After starting her water she went to the
bedroom to get undressed. Pulling her
stockings off, she looked down at the
mark on her thigh. Bill had asked her
countless times to get a tattoo of his
name, but she had always managed to
get out of the conversation.



The year the patriots lost to the packers in
the super bowl, she had cooked and
waited on him and his friends for half of
the game. By the end of the third quarter
his friends had all left. By the end of the
super bowl he had drank nearly an entire
bottle of whisky.

His anger climaxed at the end of the game
when the announcer’s commentary
bashed the Patriot’s preparation for the
game. In his drunken state he tied her

down and tried to carve his name into her
leg.



She looked down at it, running her fingers

over the marred flesh; it had never looked
much like his name and had required thirty

stitches. She finished undressing and
walked to the closet.

Pulling out a flannel robe she put it around
her body and buried her thoughts in it. She
was eleven and at J.C penny’s picking out a

Father’s Day present. She walked around
for what seemed like hours until she saw the
perfect gift. A large mannequin, resembling

her father, wore a deep burgundy flannel

robe.



The clerk had taken it down for her at
her mom’s request. She did not want the

ones in the packages. She

nicked out

the wrapping paper and had

a difficult

time waiting until Father’s Day to give it

to him.

On that Sunday morning she sat
nervously as he opened it. She almost
burst when he had said he loved it and

put it on, scooping her up In

the same

motion. She looked up at him as he

smiled down at her.



His hair was beginning to gray at the temples,
but to her he was still the most handsome
man in the world. She hugged him and sighed
deeply. She could smell the old spice he
always wore. His facial hair tickled her face
as she hugged him. Standing in her room her
arms wrapped around herself, she could still
smell her Father on the robe.

She turned off the water and added some bath
beads. It had been years since she had felt
this at ease and she planned on taking full
advantage of it. She decided to treat herself
to a glass of wine.



She walked out of the bathroom and
glided down the stairs, she couldn’t
remember the last time she had felt this
safe; as safe as she had felt as a little girl
with her father, not fearing anything, as
she held his hand.

As she made her way into the kitchen
she noticed the bag she had put together

for the goodwill was open.



Timmy must have been playing around
with it this morning; he was still too
young to understand what was going on.
The nine months she had carried him had
been the best months of her recent life.

Bill was as nice as could be. He waited on
her hand and foot while she was pregnant.
She had hoped the pregnancy would change
things, and it did, for about nine months. He
had slapped her in the face in the hospital
room over a fight about the name. That was
the first time she realized he would never
change.



She searched the cupboards for a glass for
the wine. Most of their dishes had been lost
to Bill’s fits of anger. After a few minutes she
managed to pull out one of the wineglasses
from a set they had received on their
honeymoon, compliments of the hotel.

She filled the glass and took a sip, she
brought the glass down and starred into the
dark liquid. Deep into the liquid at the hotel
sink, as she spit the blood from her mouth. .



Bill welcomed her early into his style
of husbandry. She looked down at
the tooth, as it lay in a puddle of
blood in the sink.

She took another drink rolling
her tongue around in her mouth and
feeling the artificial tooth it had been
replaced with. Sharon leaned her
head back and rolled it around as the
wine started to relax her muscles.
Breathing deep to help them relax, a
familiar smell caressed her nose, the
kind of smell that stands in the woods
at the edge of your memory taunting

you to come and find it.




She took a few more deep breaths as
she searched the forest. Wandering
through her deeply under-brushed mind
she stumbled over the bag for the
goodwill. She was almost sure Timmy
hadn’t been playing with it.

She kept searching, remembering her
entire day. She slowed as she came to a
clearing in her thoughts. She used her
key to get in the house but she didn’t
remember hearing that familiar click as

she turned the key.



She quickly opened her eyes as the smell
jumped from the woods into the clearing with
her. Bill had worn the same $5 Stetson the
entire time she had known him.

She turned on her heels quickly running for
the front door. As she turned the corner out
of the kitchen into the living room, she ran
headlong into a flannel-covered chest. She
fell back hard on her backside. She didn't

have to look up. She knew who it was.



That red flannel was on the top of the
bag she had put together to send to
the goodwill. She slowly raised her
head, her amber locks falling in her
face. She stared up at him through
tear filled eyes. She started to sob
thinking of Timmy at school all alone,
and no one being there to pick him

up.



“Punch”

Artist: Lyla Agnas
Medium: Charcoal




























Slowly, | start to walk away,
Lurning my back on Gad's dispilay.
Newly 'clensed, my heart rejoices.
Tomorrow, | will make new choices.

| leave behind my childish fears;
Dry my unrequited tears;

Walk on to face the.world anew.

No longer sad, no longer blue,

Just dampened by the summer rain-
A brief escape from all my pain.



“Cameo Pin”

Artist:Jennilea Bowers

Medium: BrassSilver




“Tiger Brilliance”

Artist: Remo Mayo

Medium: Brass Silver










Byways Artist Prize Winner
2nd Place

Cassandra Phillips
“Three Dimensional”



“Three Dimensional”

Artist: Cassandra Phillips
Medium: Mixed Media



Byways Artist Prize Winner
3rd Place

Rhea Brown
“Watercolor”
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“Pebbles”

Artist: Dinah Novy

Medium: Clay









“Nature At It’s Best”

Artist: Ursula McDonald
Medium: Acrylic on Canvas













“Puffed — Up”

Artist: Justin Cameron
Medium: Charcoal



Blague Man

Eugene Alexander

Blague Man Study Your Culture/Before Youglalk
Down On Me/You My BrotherBut You \Want To

Beef/Live in The Street Of Wilc
Out/And.-See/Blague Man/You

erness/Then Come
—oo0l/Choose

Wilderness/Instead Of School/

nstead of Faith in

The Almighty/You Pick UpsA Tool/\Which leads to
more violence/Youwant Peace O Mmd/Live
Silent/Travel Among The Wind/Through The Life Of
Sin/Definition Of Kin/You Are Not/You
Forgot/Beauty lies within The Skin/Of _The

Beholder/
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“*Something Wicked this way Swims”

Artist: Jane Zimmer
Medium: Photograph
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Byways Literary Prize Winner
3rd Place

Jeremy Heenan

“When | was Born”















“Condo”

Artist: Susan Ledesma
Medium:Clay




“Vassel”

Artist:Jamay Fatzinger

Medium: Clay









“Frog Face”

Artist: Joy Simon
Medium: Clay































“The Hand”

Artist: Dinah Novy
Medium:Clay




“ Daisy” Artist: Jane Zimmer
Medium: Photograph









“Twilight Universe”

Artist: Shawn Ellington
Medium: Acrylic on Canvas
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