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The John MacDougall Award for Literary Excellence is awarded each
year to a student writer who is published in Squatter’s Rites. The award
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“ I Broke

The Fusion Art and Design award is awarded each year to a student
artist who is published in Squatter’s Rites who portrays excellent use of
the elements of art and design.
This year’s winner is Samantha Eubanks for her work, "Cloudy
Vision."
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Donuts

by Michael Clark

The first thing I can remember shaking my core was a realization that
occurred one Sunday morning when I was about 6 or 7 years old. It
was a typical Sunday. I awoke next to the window of the top bunk
above my little brother, the birds chirping and playing away in the
baths my loving grandparents had set out specifically for them. "It's
time to get ready for church!" my grandmother exclaims as she climbs
the steps to our room, each thud waking me further and further. I
leap from the top bunk and gather my Sunday best into a clump on the
floor. I shower, comb my hair, brush my teeth, and dress myself with
a happy demeanor. I was going to get donuts. We climb into the pale
green Ford hatchback, buckled ourselves in, and set off on our typical
Sunday morning. It was a pleasant drive to church, as it always had
been. We can see the steeple cutting through the skyline miles before
we arrive. As the family stumbles out of the vehicle, we greet each
Father and Mother and Brother and Sister. I awkwardly tap my finger
on the soaked sponge provided at the door, following my mother. Using
my damp finger, I motion a cross on my body and enter the double
doors. Staring down at the red carpet severing the rows of pews, I
watch my black Sunday shoes enter and exit my field of vision. We sit
down on the incredibly uncomfortable wooden benches all in a row,
my mother separating my brother and I so that we don't embarrass her
with our disinterest. The robed men conduct their duties at the altar
almost like actors on a stage. Fthis morning. I knew my answer by
the time I took my next bite. I only made those promises so that I
could devour delicious donuts afterwards. The reward for my good
behavior. At this realization, I discovered that that was why everyone
filled the uncomfortable pews every Sunday and stood and sat and knelt
and prayed. Maybe not for donuts, but for a reward to their suiting. I
didn't need eternal paradise. I had paradise in my tiny sticky hands.
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The one donned in green addresses the crowd, ordering them to stand
and sit and kneel and pray. I follow my grandfather closely as he stood
and sat and knelt and prayed. I close my eyes when they said to pray
as does my grandfather. They tell me to thank a man whose figure is
imposing on the whole room, looking down on us with a look of merciful
pity. If I did good deeds I could meet him, I was told. I could spend my
life after death in the Kingdom of Heaven. If I did things the right way
then I would be rewarded. Then I hear the bell chime signaling the
end of the standing and sitting and kneeling and praying. My mouth
starts to water. I anxiously wait for the pews to empty so we can hobble
out into the parking lot, say goodbye to each Father and Mother and
Brother and Sister, and head our way to the reason I woke with a smile.
We pile into the car, fasten our belts, and venture back the way we
came about two hours earlier. We pull into a white building with pink
and orange accents. As my mother opens the door, I rush to the front
counter. Enclosed in giant glass cases were rows and rows of perfect
circles covered in icing and sprinkles of every color and filled with tart
berries or decadent cream. "Pick whatever one you want!" my mother
tells me. I didn't fight with my brother in the car ride. I didn't complain
when my knees hurt when I knelt on the hardwood. I combed my hair
and brushed my teeth and dressed myself. As I bit into a chocolate cake
donut, I wondered why I went through with this morning. I knew my
answer by the time I took my next bite. I only made those promises
so that I could devour delicious donuts afterwards. The reward for
my good behavior. At this realization, I discovered that that was why
everyone filled the uncomfortable pews every Sunday and stood and sat
and knelt and prayed. Maybe not for donuts, but for a reward to their
suiting. I didn't need eternal paradise. I had paradise in my tiny sticky
hands.
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“Duck” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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“Cloudy Vision” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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Lately

by Amber DeeAnne Baker

There’s a ghost that lives in my skeleton.
Lately, I’ve felt her breathing in the night.
In my sleep, she tugs the skin back into me, toward her,
As if my body is a sweater with loose threads,
And she can unravel me back to 93 pounds.
Back to heart-stutter, back to light-headed mornings.
Back to this-is-your-home…
Back to this-is-all-you-have.
Lately, when I’m awake, I can hear her spinning circles.
She laughs and my head aches from the feel of it.
Lately, she spends her time giggling the poison out into my blood
stream.
“You will never hold happy between your fingers like wedding vows,”
She’s giddy, alive with the excitement of burning me inside out.
“You will suffocate beneath your sins, you will forget you have lungs!”
She is hysteria. She is the dark with no name.
She howls, calls for my response.
She softens, grins through my shadows.
“I have seen the way you stopped cringing at street-side carcasses,
Seen the way you cradle the impact wounds in your mind.
You have reached for me,
Darling, and I am here.
Let us make road-kill out of you.”
There is a ghost that lives in my skeleton.
Lately, I wonder if I love her.

10

2014

“Thorn Eater” Amber DeeAnne Baker Watercolor/Colored Pencil
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I Am Not Me
(After Window Sitting)
by Samantha Frogge

Soft whispers of the wind
Float through the glass.
The leaves wish to fall,
Die in peace,
But are held by forces strong.
Be who I want you to be,
Ignore what you see.
I am who others see and hear.
I feel what I feel, and express that too few.
Tennessee, Georgia, Iowa,
Nebraska, Texas, California.
I am different to you all,
But always just the same.
I am my father’s daughter,
My mother’s tyrant,
And my brothers’ weak little sister.
I am Chance’s fiancé,
And Teresa’s youngest step-child.
I know not who I am,
For I have no reason to be anyone
But who others want.
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“Forest” Crista Johnson Painting
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Muse

by Samantha Eubanks

He likes to
lick the dust
from her mouth
and when
he whistles,
beautiful cobwebs
are spun into
thin air.
The spiders
thank him,
He kisses
his lover’s
lips again.
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“Forever Love” Jiayao Chen Photography
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A Sun’s Son
by Michael Clark

I.
The sun will die and so will I.
It’s slightly comforting, this truth.
The breeder of creation also brings its own destruction.
I’ll burn out just as the sun.
II.
Expend my energy and condense my potential into a dark, matterhungry speck suffocating any suns unfortunate enough to breach my
event horizon. Break down the brightest parts and strain and tear
them into the pith of my being.
or
Expand my boundaries and singe them with passion too fiery to
contain in any sense of measure. Reach out just to discover how much
it takes to stretch my burning arms until I dissipate into the space I
kept to myself.
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"Moonlight" Crista Johnson Painting
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Hooked
by Brittney Mace

How dare you.
How dare you.
How dare you.
How dare me,
For seeing sparks,
When you ignite them with toxic fuel.
How dare you ruin my happy plans,
My fantasies,
Insisting that we are only friends.
How dare you make me find,
False feelings and love,
Through the chaos of your mind.
How dare you say you're gone,
Make me forget you,
And make me finally move on.
How dare you bait me another time, reeling me back in again,
With a harsh, final tug on the line.
It never fails, each time it's the same,
Im hooked on your indifference,
And addicted to the game.
How dare you.
How dare you.
How dare you.
How dare me,
I forgive you.
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“Bae” Amber DeeAnne Baker Oil Painting
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“Sherlock” Kathleen Long Photography
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A Child of Seventeen
(alone before bed)
by Ann Roberts

The chill on your neck
And the thump of your heart
The fear at your heels
As you race down the hall
Afraid to stop and
Discover your fate.
Reluctant to dawdle
Outside of the covers
Creeping in the nightlight
you might be too late.
The blur in the dark that
you pray is air on curtain
Or the urgency to turn the
Light on when entering (a room).
You don't want to see
The mirror while the
Shadows distort and
your mind’s running wild.
These are just the silly
Fears of a child
Nonetheless they unsettle
No matter how mild.
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“Stationary Time” Jiayao Chen Photography
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What?

by Kathleen Long

Time is passing,
And you're still there.
Stuck in the same place Going nowhere.
I'm moving forward,
But I can still see
I am parallel to you,
And you are parallel to me.
As I go faster,
You slow down.
Yet we're still face to face,
It's like we're going around and around.
We are in completely different places,
But how can this be?
I'm right next to you...
And you're right next to me.
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“Window” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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Salt

by Samantha Eubanks

Mermaids on land.
How quickly we
lose our fins.
I give my seashells
to my daughters.
I say goodbye to
my lover, the water,
their father.
The raindrops tease
my salty skin.
How will
you remember
me?
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"The Sea" Crista Johnson Painting
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Squirrel and Wolf
by Didumo Onak Olok

This is a story that some won’t believe. But if you do believe, then this
may show you that friends can be friends, no matter who they are.
In a wood, where summer had just left and winter had fallen asleep in
a blanket of softest, coldest white, there was a den deep in the ground
where an animal had made its home. This animal slept deep in the
den, warm and safe from the cold fingers of the outside.
This animal was happy, but outside the den, walking with shaking
steps and trembly paws in the cold, was a small form. This animal,
with his bushy tail dragging behind, small paws becomes cold like ice
and eyes barely seeing the white world ahead, was a very cold and very
lonely squirrel.
His paw-prints were swept away behind him by the trialing wind and
he could barely step forward for the sleepiness whispering to him.
He had to find warmth in the cold. But he was hungry and tired and
he wanted his mama. But mama made him sad and thinking of her
made his eyes and heart hurt, and his tears fall.
Crying now, the little squirrel was about to lie down and sleep. Then,
he tripped on a twig and fell into a big hole! He rolled for a long time,
but what he hit in the end was warm and soft and not cold like the
snow.
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The squirrel, tired from the cold and sadness, was now warm and
sleepy in the den. He closed his little eyes and curled up in sleep. He was
happy in the den.
In the den, the big animal felt something small beside him. He opened
one big eye, and saw the squirrel. One beat passed, two went, and three
left before he closed his eye again.
The wolf huffed out a breath and went to sleep with the little squirrel
beside him.
In a cold, white winter, a big wolf first met and slept next to a little
squirrel. Eventually, they would be the best of friends.
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“Time” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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“Oh Gee”
by A.E. Roberts

I once was called an ‘OG’ and
I’ve lived up to that name
If it means what I understand
It might not be the same…
Is OG an ‘Old Grandma’? For
I crochet scarves and hats
I love chairs that rock back and forth
My house is full of cats.
Does OG stand for ‘Odd (young) Gal’?
For I have been called weird
For singing shanties, scaring pals
And envying men’s beards.
And finally my friends told me
The meaning of the phrase ‘OG’…
You’ll never see me smoke cigars
Or wear big pimpin’ suits
Or rolling up in fancy cars
Or hire henchmen brutes.
I don’t know why I’m called ‘OG’
I am not a prankster
Though I am called quite sillily
‘Original Gangster’.
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“Fall” Crista Johnson Painting
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Bargaining
by Samantha Eubanks

Suspended
from arms,
limbs
like meat hooks
pierce the skin,
too sugar coated
to see that bones
are rotting.
Decay.
Fallen
like cocaine
all over the floor,
a soul sprinkled
within the carpet.
Leave when it is
time to go,
smile greeting
the sky at its
darkest.
Young,
eyes wide.
Blue lights flash,
skin changing with
the television, only
wanted innocent,
curious just like this.
Passive.
small words out
the mouth, searching
for common ground
that feels like a garden.
Dreams of planting
flowers and seeds.
The bargain only brings
a rose that begs for
pardon with every breeze.
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“Broken” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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Inklings
by Michael Clark

As the ink drains from my pen,
the notsoblankanymore blank page
cries for substance.
Leers in disgust of your wasted potential
and your achyrottenbitter attitude
and your guilt trips
and your unchecked to do lists.
I can feel my pen seeping,
staining page after page of nothing and everything
all at once with a pale blue dot of hesitance and uncertainty.
The bright white glaring through the depths of your abyss
hookingandlatching to the nooksandcrannies
of your condition.
Thrive or thrash
in
dissonance and dissociatives.
Antisocial tendencies are remedies
simultaneously delaying
my readibility,
my sensibility,
my virility.
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Hollow Holsters and Potent Promise
by Amber DeAnne Baker

I wish I could tell you my soul.
Pour it onto paper and read it to you
Like a bedtime story when your
Heart shakes and makes it hard
To get to sleep at night.
This has been a long fight,
And I know that going off of what’s right,
You should be long gone and so should I,
God, how many times have we cried?
How many times have I been close to death,
To peace, to rest, to something, anything,
That would give me a small black pill to swallow.
How many times have we been scared?
Scared, and unprepared to tell you the truth,
We’ve always been shaking, we’ve always been trembling,
Even when we grabbed each other by the shoulders,
Found that our holsters were emptier than our strength,
We tried to shake together and we were the most
Beautiful earthquake, darling, but where does it get still?
Is it here, in this quiet place?
Things have been so shrill for so long,
Something always off key in our voices when
We made conversation,
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When we turned in our demons at each other’s doorsteps,
When we let go of our bets and just held on for dear life,
There was always an edge on the tip of our tongues like,
Who made the last run? Who’s turn is it to come home?
I’ve been taking so long to get here, but I’m here now.
I’m here now with you.
So I’ll sit by your bed and hold your hand,
Because I don’t know how else to make you understand,
My soul is yours even when we shiver,
Quivering in the dark, I will be there with my fingers
Winding around yours,
Because, my baby boy, I don’t want to be a destruction.
I am a collage of sick pieces,
But you’re brighter than my dark.
Your light never ceases to keep me from
Falling apart when my glue is sticking my jaws shut,
And my soul congeals in the bottom of the glass,
The paper is blank, but my love is filled with the
Formless words of a future.
Let me hold you while you quake at night.
This soul bond, this is worth our fight,
And I'll trust you to be my sight,
When the shadows create blotches in my eyes,
Because I love you.
And I will always love you.
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Gross, It’s Summer
by A. E. Roberts

The Garden thrives in heat like this
Who’re we the frigid winter miss?
The colors of the world are back.
Humidity’s lingering kiss…
The sun and sweat are summer’s gift.
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Submission Guidelines
Volunteer State Community College students interested in submitting to the 2016 edition of Squatter’s Rites should submit poetry,
fiction and artwork to vsccsquattersrites@gmail.com by Friday,
April 15, 2016.
All entries should include: the writer or artist’s name, contact
information and titles for the works submitted.
All submissions are automatically considered for the John MacDougall Award for Literary Excellence or the Fusion Art and
Design Award.
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Colophone
Squatter's Rites uses Adobe InDesign. The 2015 edition features
Baskerville and Rockwell fonts.

Volunteer State Community College, a Tennessee Board of Regents institution,
is an AA/EEO employer and does not discriminate on the basis of race, color,
national origin, sex, disability, age, religion, sexual orientation, or veteran status
in its programs and activities. The following person has been designated to
handle inquiries regarding the nondiscrimination policies: the Director of Human
Resources, Affirmative Action Officer, Title IX Coordinator, 1480 Nashville,
Pike, Gallatin, TN 37066, 615-230-3592.

