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FIRST PLACE 

 
St. Valentine’s Confessional 

 
by Cristian J. Mora 

 
I have been a priest for Immaculate Conception for 

about twenty years now and I still have a thrill for St. 
Valentine’s Feast! All these lovers experiencing mass 
together! Children feeling the love from Heaven above. I 
tuck my shirt in my pants and make sure that, after 
putting on my pink robes, my gray hair is in tack. What? 

I have to make sure my last few gray hairs stick with me 
as long as possible! We have confession for an hour 
before the mass so I prepare for a busy confessional. 

When I get to the confessional, it is oddly empty 
besides a single woman waiting. I notice her calm 
demeanor as she shakes my hand. I lead the blonde 
middle aged woman to the confessional and close the 
door behind her.  

Our confessional is not the stereotypical kind you 
find in movies. This was a singular room with two chairs. 
One, my own, is turned to the side so that I can’t see her 
but she can see me. Her chair is facing directly at me. 

“What’s your name, child?” 
“Julia Vanderville…” 
“Whenever you are ready.” 
Julia stared down at her lap and looks up sniffling. 

She must be crying, nothing unusual. That’s when she 
said, “I think I’m about to do something horrible, father.” 
I grip my hands and try not to lose this troubled soul.  

“Have no fear, my child, I am here to hear you. 
What troubles you?” 

Julia’s nails are clicking against her small hand 
bag but all I receive is silence. “Please child, have no 

fear.” 
 “Forgive me, father, for I want to sin.” Julia then 

gave her testimony, “I met Joe, my husband, at a party in 
college. He was your typical college kid. Loved college but 
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hate actually working on the college part. He was… my 
man. Or so what I have to make him believe. You see 
father, I confess that my child doesn’t belong to Joe. Joe 
would die hearing that Jr. isn’t his. Oh, this sounds 
wrong! I didn’t cheat on Joe. It’s just… Jr. is mine… I 
was so young and… Dear God, Holy God… I knew I was 
going to lose Joe so I had to make sure that never 
happened. Believe me, the attempt was intentional but 
after the first time of trying to fool him… I gave up on 
my attempt. It wasn’t until months later when my 
deepest desire became reality. I was pregnant. That’s 
when I made up my mind that Joe doesn’t get to claim 
Jr. I wanted Jr. and Jr. is mine. Jr is old enough to take 

care of himself now, it’s been years since he’s actually 
came home.” 

I interjected, “What about this makes you want to 
do something—as you said—horrible?” 

Her fingernails stopped clicking, “Joe has been 
cheating on me for ten months and fourteen days. I have 
known for ten months and a week. I have estimated and 
found the cost of what a divorce would cost, but I—as 
you can tell—am devoted to my faith. So a divorce is not 
an option. Joe didn’t like hearing that.” She became very 
quiet again. “So he brings her home. She has dinner in 
my dining room. Lays in my bed. And even uses my 
restroom. I know she’s in my house every day. I feel it. 
Every single day. I can even bet she looks a lot like me, 
well, just a little more tighten up. Joe always says that if 
I won’t give him a divorce then this is the way it’s going 
to be. If I’m not home then… she is.” 

“I can absolve the marriage if you truly do not 
feel—“ 

“But I love him? I want him to be mine forever. 
And Jr. would have a fit knowing that I would be alone. 
Jr. really does care for me so much. Joe doesn’t care 
about me. But I love Joe. I’ve always wondered that if 

love is cruel and God is loves… so does that mean that—
“ 

I interjected, “But what does this have to do—“ 
“God is cruel, father.” Julia then placed her hand 
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on her knees. “Here is the truth. Tomorrow is a long ways 
away. But forever can happen in a matter of seconds. 
Tonight, at my Valentine’s Day dinner, Joe agreed to 
share it alone with me. He said he wouldn’t stay the 
night. No, of course not. But he won’t make it to tonight. 
He will sip his wine or eat a bite of whatever I decide to 
make him and together… we get to spend the rest of 
eternity together. Forever and ever. I was thinking steak 
with yams and asparagus! He would love that.” 

“My God…” 
“Don’t swear father, we’re in a church!” That’s 

when Julia then stood up. “I love that somebody knows 
the truth but I hate that it’s you. I really like you. Forgive 
me for I have sinned. Julia Sanders isn’t my real name.”  

“Vanderville. You said your last name was 
Vanderville.” 

“Did I? So what must I pray to absolve my sins?” 
I was speechless. I don’t remember what happened 

after that. I could see myself raising the host and 
consecrating the bread and wine into their holy entities. 
The Eucharist and Blood even tasted bitter in fear of 
poison. I would pretend—lie—to myself that Julia 
Vanderville never existed. But I knew that Julia, even 
though that’s not her name, will haunt us all forever. 
Tomorrow is a long ways away, but forever can happen in 
a matter of seconds.  

I watch, after mass, the crowd of people leaving 
the mass with their partners. All I could wonder was 
whether Julia was in that crowd. The glimmer of blonde 
hair and clicking of nails hidden in the confluence of the 
confessional and reality. I continue to shake hands and 
blessing people. Many replied, “Happy Valentine’s Day, 
father.” I will always hate that phrase. 
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SECOND PLACE 

Sonder 

by McKenzie Buchanan 

 

The thoughts of others permeate the mind, 

How they have souls and thoughts that are their     

     own. 

That all the people passing quickly by 

Have thoughts that are entirely unique. 

  

They have their own perspective on the world. 

A word that makes them laugh, and things that  

     make 

Them cry. A light and dark unto themselves. 

This Sonder that we have to share or hold. 

  

A cure to vapid cold indifference. 

The Introspective end of selfishness. 

Thus Sonder smites the insolence of self. 

Its name alone speaks to a higher cause. 

  

A word that has its own majestic depth. 

Such depth can be unearthed in naming words. 

It’s strange. But real. The soul and wonder fused 
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To make a beautiful cacophony. 

  

Such thought and wonder: Deafening the noise 

That speaks the voice of self above all else 

And makes in us a new and better man, 

With beautiful endeavors in the heart. 
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 THIRD PLACE 

To the Poe Toaster 

by Maryanne M. Wells 

 
Love’s never lost, so it’s been said, 
By those whose hearts believe 
But since you left, left me bereft, 
My best breath goes to grieve. 
 
Where are the roses we did share, 
One each for telltale hearts? 

You came to mourn, I came to breathe. 
Don’t you miss us playing our parts? 
 
When on our night, at midnight dreary, 
You’d raise your glass, toasting thus 
With Martell in hand and eyes misting: 
“To the buried reposed here, in us.” 
 
Why would you the best troth betray? 
Why would you our dream kill? 
In trembling wait for love and faith, 
This mystery binds me still. 
 
You and I, we always scorned 
common passions from pale world’s spring. 
Our mutual craving for eternal faith  
Fuels hope to which I cling. 
 
Our dream dead? No, tell me I ere. 
Tell me love’s not discarded, 
For to pull me from our dream of night 
Is to leave me broken hearted. 
 
Through red-litten windows I watch and wait. 
No sign of you do I see. 
Your dark figure cracking the lamplight’s glow 
Rests here, in my memory. 
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Abandoning windows, I rush to the grave. 
Sober stone, now it’s you I implore. 
Will he return to save our dying dream? 
Tattoos my heartbeats: “Nevermore.” 
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Life Goes On 
 

by Stephanie Milam 
 
I've seen you love drunk, 
Stumbling feet over your words, 
Trampling beer bottles with poems, 
Muttering synonyms of depression, 
As if her kiss translates to self-love. 
All hope forgotten, 
Confusing her touch for a savior's, 
But the blind should never lead the blind, 
Fingertips touching but never feeling, 
She can't save you from yourself, 
But you accept every pamphlet she's giving, 
You buy every box she's selling, 
Knowing most are empty, 
You carve out holes in your soul for her to burrow, 
Only to find out later, 
She wasn't the self-help book you thought she'd be-- 
Useful, but never free, 
A sorrowful distraught story 
Seems to be the key,  
That unlocks the door between two souls 
Who were never meant to be-- 
Don't mix up exceptions and excuses, 
When you're lying in bed, 
Staring at the darkness ahead, 
The two go hand in hand-- 
The excuses you supply dance 
Oh so wickedly with the exceptions you give, 
She's the only exception 
You make excuses for, 
Stirring up controversy in your heart, 
Distress in your chest, 
A sure sign your heart has stopped 
Pumping creativity to your hand, 
Your pen has become a long lost best friend, 
Your rhymes seem to get weaker every time, 
And yet, you try to keep spitting, 
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Because the mic was there consistently, 
But every word syncs rhythmically, 
With the fast paced beating you feel, 
Every time you get an email from her-- 
Avoiding fighting fire with fire,  
You wave your white flag, 
End up lower than before the war, 
Remember you had a life before her 
And you will have a life after her, 
Think of this pain as a reminder 
You're still breathing, 
Think of her memory as a lesson in leaving, 
Karma's a bitch, 

But she's owed nothing, 
All debts paid now-- 
You are free from the shackles, 
You can walk in the light again, 
But most importantly, 
You can love yourself again. 
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 Sisters 

 

by Kelly Louise Turk 

 

Two people never could contrast like us. 

Her world, a whim an impulse itching; thus, 

In constant flux. My world is pondered, weighed 

Until it seems to stagnate, stall, or fade. 

 

As distant limbs as we are now, quite doomed  

To grow apart, there was a time we bloomed 

Together from the same two gentle hearts. 

It’s from these people our lives start. 

 

The past is where such fondness must expire. 

For closeness only brings about new ire. 

Conflicting thoughts and ways in which we feel 

Ensured that such an outcome will be sealed. 

 

Detachment does allow veneer of grace, 

So long as we take note of time and place. 

All contact short and shallow lacking fire, 

A talent we unwitting did acquire. 
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Whatever may be left familial love, 

Preserved in amber used a envoy dove, 

Is little more then fond remembrance for 

A night or day when there is nothing more. 

 

Belated on a winters’ day I’ll see 

My sisters’ birth and wonder where she’ll be. 

Not spoken seen or heard for years, and grieve 

At loss of something never quite conceived. 
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The Best Choice 

by Megan K. Miller 

 

You moved away and started over new 

With no regrets, or so it seems with you. 

Alone I cried, and wept, and wished to hear 

The voice that once spoke softly in my ear. 

 

I missed my chance to tell you how I felt, 

Instead, my pain it grew, and there I dwelt. 

How stupid could I be to hold my tongue 

When every word you spoke in love you sung. 

 

Too scared to give my heart away and lose 

Control–that fabled thing I still abuse. 

And so I planned a means to get you back, 

To prove to you that I was way off track. 

 

So one last time you met with me to talk, 

The truth you bared, your words came at a shock. 

You told of the great love you left behind, 

But in New York, you found a heart as kind. 

 

She took you by surprise and breathed new life, 
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She cared for you and buried all your strife. 

Like me, she is, and much you do adore 

About this girl you truly do care for. 

 

Now she is near and I am far away, 

So stay and let your love grow everyday. 

I’ll let you go again because it’s best 

Remember all her love; forget the rest. 
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A Stunning Picture 
 

by KJ Matthews 
 
The amount of frustration, 
The anger and humiliation, 
The pain you continue to cause, 
Is unbelievable. 
You make life so hard. 
I imagine a hammer in your head 
Or a knife in your stomach, 
Twisting left, then right; 
Delivering only a taste 
Of what you do to my heart, 
As your blood runs down my arm, 
Dripping to the ground 
As I watch the lights go out. 
Your eyes go blank; 
The smile creeping to my face. 
My sweet love, you were so beautiful alive, 
But your death, 
Your cold, bloody body in my arms, 
Is the most stunning picture 
Ever imagined. 
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 Quite So 
 

by Mari 
 

A day that starts with love is quite a day, 
Electric whispers on my shivered skin, 
The condensation rolls down the windows, 
When serotonin comes in to me I-- 
 
Devouring yet consulting to appease, 
A clean floor corrupt by thoughts made in haste, 
The noises bound and screams ride sound waves too, 
This coaster gives longer rides in the morn. 
 
No admission price- you talk your way in, 
I ride for you but you make it 'bout me, 
Your day all full of love emptied on us, 
My day has just begun right as you leave. 

18 

 

Flesh 

by McKenzie Buchanan 

 

From bubbling blood of Kronos whence it came, 

That yearn for Aphrodite’s gentle flame. 

The sweet and bitter ambrosia of thine, 

The fruit forbidden of the sacred vine. 

No other feast more passionate than thus, 

No other thing will more a man discuss. 

The touch of another, who can deny? 

If said not you wanted it, you would lie. 

For flesh can speak softly, just a small breath, 

Or scream like a Banshee, lamenting its death. 

The call of flesh can cripple mighty minds,  

And leave them full of regret that reminds. 

A king it murders, a fool it enthrones, 

It cuts so deeply, even to the bones. 

The pull of desire, of wanting a taste, 

Can bury minds in impetuous haste. 

When two become one, a portrait is born. 

A work of art that leaves temple veils torn. 

For none can question the beauty of life, 

Yet wandering Eves break life thus with strife. 

So whether for love, or for carnal pleasure, 
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Let it be known, it is the full measure. 

But life is from it not for it you know, 

So handle with caution what fields you sow. 
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Embrace 

by Shanice Cameron 

 

If walls, could talk, they’d have so much to say 

they’d speak of pain, heartbreak and solitude 

inner thoughts that cloud the mind and the heart 

unleash suppressed emotions from the blue. 

 

Long nights, big moons, strong winds and rain so cold. 

Describes the life I’ve lived, my world so bleak. 

My love has come and gone, her soul I miss 

I travel now, without you in my arms. 

 

The false tale I have told, has since caught up 

My love to you, I now need to profess. 

For when were here I did not embrace. 

Embrace, embrace, my love just come back; please. 

 

Our music, started out so fast and sweet 

Your light blinded me as I tired to look 

Your laugh and smile, my life revolved around 

We talked and played, sweet love we shared; endless 

 

My body sluggish and plagued with old age. 
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The time has come, I now must go away 

Death not I fear but embrace with both hands. 

My love I come, loneliness you wont know. 
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Giving Up Your Heart 
 

by Stephanie Milam 
 

We were never taught what giving up our hearts feels like, 
What slicing up our chest, 
Cranking open our rib cage, 
Hand in, pulling out veins 
like earplugs under water-- 
What the pressure feels like, 
 
Swallowing "I love you's" to alleviate the pain, 
Telling ourselves "love" is something you do, 

Not just something you say, 
In eighth grade 
We were given a reality check, 
And after, I remember wondering what reality even was-- 
 
Girls and guys separated 
like public restrooms, 
Guys are told to watch out-- 
Crabs are everywhere and they jump like pole vaulters 
but us girls are given a softer approach 
toilet seat covers of information-- 
 
An older woman, 
(Who was contraception herself) told us, 
our purity was a candy bar 
we can only share once, 
And NO ONE wants a half-eaten candy bar 
so oral counts, 
 
Well excuse me if I'm just a wrapper by now 
I found out the hard way guys are really into sharing, 
Taking bites before passing me along 
I'm empty now 
sweet confections are hardly enough for reality conces-
sions-- 
I'm not buying it lady, 
 
When a girl is told she is beautiful one of two things will 
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happen; 
Either she will embrace it, 
She will feel the beauty, 
Like the satin of rose petals tickling her skin, 
The words will dance with her body 
before his skin touches 
 
Or concentrated carefulness will consume her, 
She will over analyze; dissect his tongue, 
Decipher whether or not his taste buds are working-- 
The flavor of my name hits every one. 
Salty then bitter, 
Sour then sweet, 

 
Sour Patch Kids marching down his throat, 
The last of the candy I'm giving, 
They didn't warn me I'd stay up late wondering, 
If I ever slip into his mind, 
Surrendering the most vulnerable parts of myself, 
They didn't tell me to ask how many candy bars he al-
ready had, 
 
A sweet tooth will stop at nothing-- 
Needs must be satisfied, 
They also forgot to mention the irony snickers bring-- 
 
Hushed giggles and whispers in the hallway 
when a girl gives her heart away. 
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I Can’t Go Where You Go 
 

by Nessa Locke 
 

Don’t you remember when you and I were just two 
kids sitting on the curb, tossing rocks into the street, 
talking about the future and where it would take us? Or 
the time we perched ourselves on top of the rusty railroad 
car, wondering if we stayed right there, where would we 
go? (I knew back then I would follow you anywhere.) 

On Halloween we terrorized our little town by 
shooting your shaving gel on the windshield of every 
parked car. It turned cold and windy that night, so we 
cuddled on your porch swing and shared your jacket. 

(That bridge we used to walk across isn't there an-
ymore. They tore it down and put up something less 
frightening further down the way.) 

That last night the world had frozen over. A thin 
sheet of ice covered everything from the wooden bridge 
planks under our feet to the heart barely beating in your 
chest. We watched the icicles fall one by one. They shat-
tered on the frozen stream below and echoed against the 
rocky walls of the ravine. 

You swung your legs over the railing, turned to 
face me from the other side and dared me to push you. I 
told you to piss off and quit playing around. You were 
trying to scare me and it worked. You said if I didn't push 
you, you'd jump anyway. I tried to act nonchalant. I 
shrugged my shoulder and said whatever.  

(I knew you were just crazy enough to do it.) 
You laughed and called me a wuss, and I tried to 

distract you with a kiss. You were so cold, but the kiss 
was so warm I lost all focus and melted into it. I didn't 
notice you were pulling me with you until it was too late. 

I tried to hold on, I swear I did. I spread my wings 
to fly, but I wasn't strong enough to carry you. FLY, 

damn you! I screamed.  
But you wouldn't spread your wings. 
When you hit the ice below, there was no echo 
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against the rocks, no scream of regret, no blackbird's 
lonely call. There was nothing but the empty, dull thud of 
hopelessness hitting bottom. 
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Hollow Thunder 
 

by Delinda King 
 

It was Spring and it was glorious. The 1200 cc 
Custom Harley was eating up miles of pavement like a 
ravenous lion on a downed antelope, its singular thunder 
proclaiming blacktop jungle supremacy. Olivia leaned 
back, enjoying the vibration beneath her and the wind 
flicking tendrils of hair around her face. 

Twelve hundred miles and she had savored every 
moment of the ride. Jack was a most considerate travel-
ing companion.  Her every wish had been fulfilled. Take 

me down the road least traveled. Done. Feed me. Done. 
Buy me something. Done. He often knew what she want-
ed before she recognized her own desire. Olivia thought if 
she could love, she would love Jack. But she couldn’t. 
And she didn’t. And anyway he had a few flaws. 

Closing her eyes, Olivia remembered the sights 
from the roads they had traveled. In Oklahoma, there 
were fields of clustered grass blown over by the wind until 
they resembled acres of Donald Trump’s hair. A tree in 
Colorado, straight and tall except for two limbs that stuck 
out like skinny bent legs. In her imagination, Olivia saw 
an old man in the tree, bent over with his head and trunk 
stuck in a knothole forever.  It was funny.  But her favor-
ite sites were the dead people places.  The dried up small 
towns and abandoned gas stations that housed only 
ghosts and memories. 

Jack reached back and ran his hand up her leg.  
Combined with the roar of the motor and the excitement 
of the open road, the touch was thrilling. She massaged 
his shoulders with an unspoken promise of later pleas-
ure. Sensing her meaning, Jack leaned his head back and 
belly-laughed into the wind.  That’s when it happened. 
The other driver, not paying attention, was suddenly in 
their lane. For Olivia, time stopped, but her body kept 
moving through the air, over the other vehicle, landing 
with a bone-crushing thud a hundred feet from the acci-
dent.  
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Time commenced again some time later, bringing 
Olivia to her painful senses.  She knew that her right arm 
was broken and turning her head sent white hot pain to 
every limb. She closed her eyes again, straining to gain 
control of the agonizing fire that was her body. The world 
around her was as quiet as a snow laden morning. Where 
is Jack? Turning her head slightly, she could see him, 
motionless, in a ditch twenty feet away. She could also see 
the bike; the once beautiful and powerful machine 
crushed and subjugated by a larger beast. One deep 
breath and suddenly she felt able to move.  

Olivia scanned the scene around her.  Jack never 
moved.  Walking toward him, she glanced at the rolled 
SUV, noticing the pretty young woman inside was also 
still, held upright by an inflated airbag, her head thrown 
back. Deciding the woman was dead, she scanned the 
horizon in all directions, hoping for help.  The road was 
long, and hot, and empty in both directions. As she 
reached Jack’s side, she knew he also was no longer with 
her. On his back, with his neck at an impossible angle, he 
was now only a discarded mass of mangled flesh.  His 
startling blue eyes stared into the warm spring sun as if 
he wanted one last look, once last whiff, of the budding 
world around him. The rugged face, that sported a week 
old beard, relaxed in peaceful acceptance of his fate.  Oliv-
ia bent down and slipped the skull ring with its diamond 
eyes from his finger. She closed her eyes to picture the 
moment he bought it.  They were so happy that day. He 
laughed and joked and spent loads of money, pretending 
he was as loaded as a Rothschild, or maybe Bill Gates. 
Reaching in the pocket of his torn and blood-stained jeans 
she groped for the wad of bills.  Finally freeing it, she 
counted out over a thousand dollars in cash.  Considering 
only for a moment, she shoved the money in her pocket. 

“His widow will have insurance,” she said. 
Olivia sunk to the ground beside Jack’s chilling 

body.  She picked bits of grass from her dark, waist length 
braid, and bits of gravel from her cheek.  Suddenly she 
heard the familiar deep-as-death thunder of an approach-
ing motorcycle. Grabbing a bunch of grass, she wiped 
Jack’s blood from her boots, marveling that she no longer 
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hurt.  
As she reached the edge of the road, the rider 

stopped in front of her. A chill ran down Olivia’s spine as 
she gazed into the vacant black eyes. For some reason 
she couldn’t resist the urge to obey the irresistibly hand-
some and horrifying being. 

“Get on doll,” the hollow voice ordered, “you are 
going for the ride to end all rides.” 

Olivia mounted the bike and the couple moved 
smoothly out onto an endless highway. 

Cavernous night enveloped the pair. Frantic and 
frightened, Olivia cried out hopefully, 

“It’s spring and it is glorious!”   
-The End- 
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Heartstrings 
 

by Moriah Buchanan 
 

A string is joining hearts, both yours and mine- 
I feel this connection more sound than twine. 
Instead this string is made of something strong: 
It’s made of gold that holds and lasts so long. 
Not fragile, dear, this love I have for you; 
My string will never break, I know it true. 
Our golden string is solid, never far. 
It’s likely true our love will leave a scar. 
I dread the day our cord may snap in two, 
Our heartstrings last for only ‘til they’re due. 
And surely everyone has numbered days, 
But we refuse to live them in a haze. 
Despite our fear and doubt we have our string, 
To hold onto the hope each other bring. 
The hope that love and mercy fill our life. 
We work our hearts for freedom, begone, strife! 
A two-strand cord is stronger than a one. 
Although this line is true, I tend to run. 
When one refuses fear, it brings such peace; 
Refuse to run, and you will know release. 
I wish you know our hearts are not in chains: 
We bind our hearts for how could one refrain? 
Indeed, our strings feel heavier with time, 
I pray that we will live to face the climb. 

30 

 

 

LEGACY SPONSORS 

Our thanks and appreciation to our sponsors. 

Dr. Jessica Mallard, Dean 

Sybil B. Harrington College of Fine Arts and Humanities 

and 

Dr. Stephen Severn, Department Head 

English, Philosophy, and Modern Languages 

 

 

 

LEGACY STAFF 

Managing Editor—Erin Webster 

Staff Editor—Ashley Carlisle-Herrera 

Staff Editor — Delinda King 

Staff Editor—Nessa Locke 

Staff Editor—Alex Martinez 

Faculty Advisor—Dr. Pat Tyrer 
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LEGACY T-SHIRT 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Order your Legacy T-Shirt for $10 

by sending: 

Your Name, Phone Number, and Size to: 

legacy@wtamu.edu 

 

Available Sizes: S, M, L, XL, XXL 

One of our editors will contact you to con-

firm your order and arrange for payment. 

Advance payment required. 
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The Legacy is seeking submissions for its Spring Edition. 

The deadline is March 18, 2016 

 

 

 

Submission Guidelines 

The Legacy accepts submissions from current WTAMU 

undergraduate and graduate students, alumni, faculty 

and staff members of the University community.  

All written submissions should be sent as a .doc; .docx 

or .rtf attachment to legacy@wtamu.edu with the fol-

lowing information given in the body of the email:    

 Your full name. 

 Your name as you wish it published. 

 Your major and class standing (Freshman, Sopho-

more, Graduate student, etc.) if a student, or year of 

graduation if Alumni. 

 Your department if faculty or staff. 

 Contact Information: email and phone number 


