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0There is a way to see inside by looking dir

-Joan Halifax
From the Editor
Dear Readers,
The Prairielnk | i t erary magazine began during Barton

40th anniversary year, 2010. Editors Jamie Abel and Teresa Johnson started the
magazine Oto provide a venue for experienced writ
writersoé to publ i sh t h-8ction, pdetrycdtama literary criticisan,t i ve non
and graphic narratives. Over the next thirteen years, Prairie Ink circulated the
creative works of countless authors including students from multiple campuses and
residents fr om -&antytkeducatiosal regon. e n
Stories have been passed on from generation to generation both orally and in
the written form. The art defines humanity. Stories speak to us because they offer a
gli mpse of anotherds inner world that we can rel a
because we are also human. Lasting stories stick with us because of the emotional
connections we make, forever connecting our minds
With immense pleasure, Barton Community College presents Prairie I nkos
fourteenth issue. This issue holds fifteen of the greatest submissions published by
the magazine. These submissions left an impression on the editors as we scanned the
previous issues searching for our own humanity. These works have touched our
souls in ways that cannot be properly described with words, and we hope you find

part of yourself in these pieces as well.

-Justin Brown, Editor

The opinions and ideas found in this edition of Prairie Ink represent the creative vision of its
contributors, and do not necessarily reflect the opinions or ideas of its editors or of Barton
Community College. Contributors maintain the rights to their submissions; however, Prairie
ink reserves the right to publish or re -publish those contributions.
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Beauty of Nothing
By Shannon Orth

ltds cold here in the shadow of the valley
your bones, making you feel heavy and cl umsy.
yet to reach the top of the barren ridge, bringing the warmth of the day into

this valley where | stand.

| can see the outlines of massive mounds of dirt, curved and distorted,
rising up from the floor of the valley like towers on the alien landscape. There
are no signs of plant or animal life visible in the early morning light. I tilt my
head back and gaze up at the sky streaked with grey clouds, blending with the
earth below. The gauzy blue of the night sky is tinged with pink, a sign of the

morning sun peeking out from behind the ridge.

| spot some crevices in the ridge, and head toward them. The dry earth
beneath my feet is cracked and broken, as if it had not rained for a long time.
Grey dust puffs up like ash with each step | take, quickly blown away by the
fierce, whipping wind. There are no colors visible, only the dull shades of grey.
| inhale the breeze, and the dry dust c¢clogs m

out of this valley.

| finally reach the crevice, and grabbing hold, put my feet in the crevices
begin to climb. The dried chunks of dirt are sharp like cement, cutting into my
hands, but | refuse to give up. Hand over hand, scrambling for footholds |

keep climbing determined.



| keep climbing, the color of the dirt gradually lightening the higher | go.
The wind is stronger now, whipping around me, blasting me with dirt. The sun
is rising higher now, and pausing for a moment, | look down into the valley
below. The ground is far below me, so far that | can no longer see the cracks
and ridges that | know line the bottom. The floor of the valley curves up, like a

bowl, melting into the ridges.

My hands finally reach the top, and finding no purchase, | drag myself
over the side, the rough dirt scraping my skin. I am blinded by the sunlight
reflecting from the tops of the other ridges around me. Looking around, there
are ridges as far as | can see, each sheltering their own hidden valley from the
sunds rays. Each ridge is different

united in the magnificent color scheme.

| stand on the lip of the ridge and take one last look over the edge, down
into the valley below. The sun has illuminated the valley, reaching in with
glowing fingers to illuminate what had been dim and grey, transforming it into
a beautiful swirl of oranges and reds, punctuated by the occasional wisps of

tan and gold carried on the spirited breeze.

| linger a moment longer, then turning around, | begin my descent. The
climb is over, and | am content. In looking back, | realize that nothing is ever
as bad as it seems, and someti mes,

results that much more satisfying.

yet

it os

t

t

h e

h e



To Fight a Dragon
By Lady Eilish nee Sale ile de Re - mka Lisa Holt

Original from:

0The Legend of Me & Biguno. by W. D. McC

Two knaves went forth from
the Forest of Dean,
Il n the prime of 023.
Bigun astride the black gearran,

Along on the mare was Me.

We braved Snowdoniads mighty heights
Then at the Kingds behest,
Joined with Sir Lancelot and his knights

And asked to join his quest.

oTéwould I, Kind Sirs,o0 Milord said
olf knowledge I had of ye?0

Bigun replied, o0They call me Bigun.
|l quietly said, o0Just Me. O

o0Just Me and Bigun! Well met, good si

Can you, a dragon slay?
You see we seek the demon beast.
Only the worthy may stay.
Bigun stroked his mighty ax and said,

OWhen Beula | eaves my si de,
Lord, sheds always flown so true, so
Them Dragons | ose their hides. o



oWhen ax has flown, to the sword tur
And charge the dragonds | air.
At times, milord, the dragons expire

When they see me standing therel!od

o0Brave, Lorddé said |, o0Something shoulc
About Old Bigun here.
Being dropped on his head as a stripling lad

Has made his thinking queer. o

Lancelot, he did laugh and say,
oLads, you come along!o
So, while I toiled to set up camp,

Bigun broke into song.

oWadéll, they aintd nod hard on a bill
And thatds why itds so shiiii=neeeé¢€
But Ahd knows whardo they is some har

On thdé girl Aho |l efd behind mel! ...

From Hadriands Wall we rode abreast
The dragons did we seek.
Through Arthurds Seat to Loch Lomond

We nary saw a peek.

Onto the Isle of Skye, we traversed
Of a dragonds | air wedd heard.
And when we found that mighty beast

From Bigun came one word,



OArgh! !t 16 It was the word we heard
As Bigun fled the place.
His horse and ax were all he left.

Away on foot he did race.

For Sir Bigun was full of bluster and dream
Nare a dragon had he met,
Until that day upon that craggy cliff,

Dark and drear and wet.

After a time, return did he.
Helm in beefy hand.
ol went back to retrieve my trusty

Come, | ad, |l et ds make a stand! o6

We did breach the Dragonds | air,
Sir Lancelot at the fore.
oJust Me, thou stand upon my right,

Bigun, thee, guard the door.

As knights, we bravely battled our foe.
One by one did fall.
Then the dragon turned its mighty head,

Upon Sir Lancelotds call.

OFl ame me you scaled and horny beast
Towould face you eye to eyeld
We feared the end of our Lord was near,

When an ax, did fly by.



Between the Dragons lizard eyes
Did sprout an odd shaped horn.
Beulah, she had struck her mark,

And stuck there like a thorn

From the door, where Bigun watch,
He spied the grizzly fight.
To spare his Lord from the dragondos w
Beulah, did he send in flight.

Bigunds courage had won the day!
The beast was well and dead!

But when we praised our hero and friend,

He blushed and bowed his head.

0Give not the praise and glory to m
But to our Lord, foreswear.

|l stood aback at a cowardods pace
And just threw Beulah in the air.

To Arthurodés Table we did return,
To show our liege Lord King,
A dragondés head with ax still struc

And Lancel otds praise did sing.

Two knights returned to the Forest of Dean,
Astride their brave, true steeds.

When asked about their quest,

They told of otherod6s deeds.



Painting by Phil Jacobson
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Kill Her with Kindness

By Witthey Hammeke

With every stroke of my brush, the anger inside of me spread like a
firework lighting up a black sky. My studio was supposed to be a sanctuary.
My safe place. Cramped full of boxes and half -finished projects, the organized
chaos felt like a blanket sheltering me from everything outside of its clay
splattered walls. As | glazed the mug in my hands, I tried to take a few deep
breaths. |1 couldndot | et this happen. She has

life; | cannot let her ruin this one too.

| have never been great with anger management, but the rage that had
ignited was a different kind of fire. It was untamable, so hot and wild that all
of my attempts to extinguish it only resulted in failure. My mom had always
told me the best way to move past a problem | have with someone is to Kkill
them with kindness. Her sunny disposition made her the kind of mother that
broken children would dream about while drowning out the inconsistencies in
their own homes. Kill them with kindness, she would repeat. Kill them with

kindness.

Day after day | returned to the studio, an
my anger. | pushed my skills to the limit creating projects that grew more
challenging with every passing hour. | stared at my most recent creation, a
two -foot vase the color of a robin's egg. It had taken hours of concentration

and had turned out exactly how | had envisioned. | should have been proud of

11



myself, but alll | could feel was that rage te
took one last glance at the vase before gently nudging it off the edge of the

table. |1 didn6ét hear it shatter, the sound of
thought about my motherds words. | tried out
myself down; | was running out of options. Setting my trimming tool over to

the side, | grabbed my pencil and a piece of scratch paper to begin planning a

mug. This piece had to be perfect.

After countless nights of planning, | had created a flawless design. | had
decided on a yellow and red glaze separating the top and bottom with a waltz
swirling brilliant orange in the middle, a fire equivalent to the one roaring
inside of me. The mug itself would be slightly larger than the average coffee
mug with a curvature that was wide at the bottom, and grew gradually
narrower towards the lip. It was not hard to get this design perfected while
throwing on the wheel, the form itself so simple a beginner could do it easily.
After letting it dry, | began the trimming process. Taking multiple deep
breaths to still my shaking hands, | took off as much excess clay as possible.
One of the best ways to tell if a mug is crafted well is to see how heavy it is.
My mug was like a feather. After firing my creation, |

added the glaze mixture and fired it again. Nothing can

be done once the mug is in the glaze firing except

crossing fingers and praying

envisioned. Reaching into the kiln to retrieve the finished piece, the

fire inside of me flared. It was perfect.

12



The mug burned my hands. Maybe this was a bad idea. For the first
time in a long time, | made myself sit down and think about these past few
weeks. One moment my life was moving steadily along before she grabbed it
and wrung it out like a towel after a long day at the beach. It was time that |
let my world start spinning again. | had to do this. | knew that | had to deliver
it now, or | never would. She wouldnod6t mind i
couldnot. Grabbing my keys, |l rushed to the d
yet | knew the way like the back of my hand. Driving through the empty
streets, the realization hit that | have been in my studio all day and into the
gui et hours of night. I f this didndt work, if
emotions eating me from the inside out, I di d

blurred as angry, hot tears began racing down my face.

Parking haphazardly, | hopped out of my car. The gravel bit at my bare

toes. Autopilot took over as | began rushing
bones screamed. oO0Turn around. 6 O0Turn around! o
standing in front of her. | coul dndét help as

that spread across my vision. She left me. My rock, my mentor, my person. My

mother.

My anger continued, strong as ever. This w
slipped out of my hands, shattering as it made contact with the spotless
gravestone at my feet. A sob pried my mouth open as | sank to the ground.
The trees shook with laughter, the surrounding ghosts watched unblinkingly.

You cannot kill someone with kindness if they are already dead.
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A Letter to My Dear Oold The three months before,
Friend

The day that you slipped away,
By Walter Helms

The pain, slowly swallowing me,
| write this to you, my Dear Old

Friend. Something | was forced to ignore.

As | am gazing up at the moon. The waters of time, are floating me

astray,
With colors and leaves dancing all

around me, And the waves of frailty, crash into

me
orange and yellow,

swallow my moments, drown them,
Beautifully mixed with slight green

in the meadow. And wash them away.

A hint of spice and pumpkin invades | remember seeing you for the first

my senses from the distance, time,

And parallel to a lifetime, departs in So long ago,

an instant. You in a blue dress,

Others have asked me why | seem so While me in my Sunday best.

blue, Seemed like out of a movie,

When they already know, With you, my lead role,

I am wondering and pqgagfdolt Sincd éhhrhing,

the day | see you.
Uniting our souls.

It seems like only yesterday

14



| gave you one look,

Then you stole my heart perfectly,
Replacing it with yours,

Filling my hole.

We danced together,

| showed you a thing or two,

|l think

t hat 0s

waité.

Unfortunately, the reminisce must be

cut short,
For my own body betrays me,

Like a Thief in the night,

Taking my tales.

And leaving me in his trail of greed,
| no longer can put up a fight.

| am speechless and confused,
Anxiety boxes me in,

oWho are

you?o

Seems to be the expression,

how

15

Replacing an affection,

| once knew.

Maybe this is how you felt,

Before you were stolen.

The blank stares that you gave me,

Like all our stars had just fallen,

L remgroberdaking care of you,

Writing notes on our bed,

Begging the remedy would prove

sufficient

to guide you ahead.

A remedy all too well known,

To a soul so alone.

Or maybe you also remember too,

Hopefully heaven has done that for

you.

| only pray that you look down,

And protect me as | enter a new

dawn,



And hopefully ask God to guide me, I love you and forever | do.

As the Thief forces me to move on. And now as | stand above your

So, | am writing this letter to you, resting place,

My Dear OId Friend, Watching the birth my new world,

Before darkness envelopes my new My own predestined fate,

world, | say thank you, thank you for the

And new moments impatiently come world | once knew.

to an end,

|l want to say 104l never forget you,

Painting by Gregory Arth
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