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The Spider and the
Beetle’'s Wish

James Coleman

“Last call!” the spider announced with a performed glee
in his voice. He raised all six of his arms before theatrically
slamming them on the bar counter.

Cheers, chirps, and chitters erupted from the various
patrons of the tavern. It had been a particularly rowdy night
as spring was still freshly upon the bugs of the village. The
rain showers continued and what felt like every bug in town
packed themselves in the bar to celebrate. It was a time of
new beginnings and everyone was excited. Valen, the spider,
did not share in that joy as he was already preparing another
round of Bloody Mayflies and Silverfish Sunrises. With a
smile and a sigh easily drowned out by the drunken singing, he
passed down the drinks to the numerous bees, beetles,
and ants.

“Wait, I asked for some apple juice please!” the
diminutive voice was just loud enough to not only be heard by
the spider, but the rest of the patrons.

A deafening silence shot through the tavern like a wave.
Valen looked down to see a cloaked figure with two large
mandibles protruding from the hood. She carried with her a
large pack filled with all sorts of trinkets and survival gear. A
chorus of laughter erupted from the delirious drunken bugs of
the tavern.
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“Oh, sorry about that ma’am” he said, puzzled and
completely off guard.

Someone asking for something not alcoholic felt like
a sin with the way this night has been so far. He took her
previous drink and immediately slid it down the counter not
caring which bug took it. Then he turned to pour the juice,
but suddenly the hairs on the spider’s arms tingled with the
vibration of heavy footsteps now behind him.

“HA, I knew it! It IS that crazy stag beetle lady!”

He turned back around to see a group of insects
crowding and laughing at the beetle. They pulled off her cloak
and were messing with her pack, poking at the trinkets.

One began to speak. “So, what is it this time? Magic
beans? Golden eggs? A cursed skull?”

“My name is Darla and it’s a wish granting clover!” she
admitted, while also wrestling for her pack with all four of her
arms. “It’s super rare, only growing at the beginning of spring.”

“The one from the children’s story?” a mantis shouted
from the back, followed by more laughter.

The beetle sighed. “Actually, do you mind if I take this
drink to go? I promise I'll return the cup.”

Valen shot her a judgmental glare. But when he did, he
saw the tears welling up in the corner of her eyes. There was
hesitation but he gave in. “Yeah sure.”

The beetle quickly yet politely grabbed the drink from
his hand and briskly left the tavern. He doubted he was
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getting that cup back. Later that night, Valen closed up. He
unsurprisingly had a lot of floor mopping to do. So now he was
more tired than he would’ve liked to be. His mind began to
work on autopilot. But the crack of thunder broke his already
loose concentration. He looked out of the open windows

and saw the rain pouring down harder. Then he looked at

the remaining mess of the tavern. All eight of his eyes slowly
blinked. And with not a thought more, Valen went home.

Darlarose from her bed with a yawn. She stretched her
upper arms as her lower arms pulled off the covers of her bed.
Ever since her estrangement from her family, this lonely little
apartment on the outskirts of town had been her home. Darla’s
parents were not fond of her carefree lifestyle, especially with
their upper-class reputation on the line. As soon as the beetle
was of age, her parents cast her out as a disappointment. The
memories of that night still brought tears to Darla’s eyes. After
swiftly changing into her usual gear, she opened the circular
cover to her window that everyone uses to block the rain. The
world was beautiful and adventure felt like it called around
every corner. She just wished she had someone to share
it with.

Darla shook the sad thoughts away and finished getting
ready. But before she set off, the beetle had a cup she needed
to return. Unfortunately, what should’ve been a quick pit stop
turned into disaster when Darla rounded the corner to see
the soggy rubble and remains of that spider’s tavern. It looked
like it was sunken into the ground and half of the roof caved
in. Valen was already there to open up but now he was knee
deep in the rubble, pulling pieces aside and sifting through it
frantically. The spider’s eyes were red from tears and the hairs
on his body were all standing up in a frustrated frenzy. Darla
tip-toed through the rubble and tapped him on the shoulder.
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“What are you doing here?” he said with equal part
annoyance and weariness.

“I came to stop by and give you your cup back,” she
timidly passed it over. “How did this happen?”

Valen gave out an exasperated shrug with his upper
arms as his lower ones kept busy with the sifting.

Resigning herself, Darla continued. “Oh, well for what
it’s worth, I'm sorry. Here I'll get out of your hair now.”

“Wait. You're looking for that stupid clover from the
story, right?”

“I mean I wouldn’t say stupid, and it’s not just a story.
Butyes.”

Valen looked down at all that remained. A broken frame
laid atop the rubble. He picked it up and saw the image of a
spider holding her child. They stood in front of the tavern with
big smiles on their faces. Tears began to swell up once more
and the grief made it all but inevitable what he said next.

“Wait, take me with you,” he desperately pleaded.

Thus began their journey to Clover Meadows, with the
sun now high overhead. The pair started their trek with a
steep hike down the hill where their village was located. Valen
brought with him a small pouch as he never packed for a big
trip before. His entire adult life consisted of three locations:
home, the tavern, and sometimes the market. Now they were
under the clear blue sky in midst of nature. The breeze flew
gently through his hair and the sun felt like a warm hug on his
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skin. He missed this feeling from his youth. And although he
had been rather occupied with grief, the spider was surprised
and took note of the beetle’s resilience and knowledge. When
they had to cross a treacherous stream, she had a staff tucked
away to make sure they didn’t get swept away in the water.
When Valen’s pouch quickly ran out of food, she kindly gave
him some of hers. Even as they hiked through the thick grass
of the field, she marched on with determination. Not bad for
the crazy beetle lady. And as he thought to himself, Valen
locked deep eye contact with Darla. But just as he was about to
apologize, she began to speak.

“Sorry for staring at you. I just still can’t get over having
another person with me on adventure.”

Valen tried his best not to sound surprised. “You’ve been
alone this whole time?”

Darla paused for amoment and looked away again as
she continued. “Well, yes, actually. Ever since I got kicked out
from my parent’s place it’s just been me. It’s okay though I'm
used to it,” She looked back with what he knew was a
forced smile.

“Oh. Ohhhh wait a minute. Isn’t that really sa-?”

Darla outstretched her arms in front of Valen, stopping
the both of them, her jovial demeanor now gone in an instant.
She placed a finger over his mandibles to quiet him as she
scanned the skies overhead. The silence was chilling and
the air was completely still, save that for the feint rhythmic
vibrations he felt throughout the hair on his body. The sudden
tension unnerved the spider like he wouldn’t believe.
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“What is that?” He had to ask atlast.

Darla shushed him before speaking as softly as she could
manage. “Look up, it’s a damn kestrel!”

The predatory bird hovered in the sky like a malevolent
god. Its features were silhouetted by the fading light of the
sky so it appeared as a sinister blot ruining the majesty of the
sunset. The only thing they could make out was the twinkle
of its eye gazing straight down upon them. They were now
spotted. Valen’s heart sank to his stomach. His mind now a
flurry of anxiety and memories, so much so he began to shiver.
The willpower was draining from his body and fatigue was
seeping in to take its place.

“Hey hey, look on the bright side. We’re nearly at Clover
Meadows. But we got to now, look!” Darla screamed while

pointing skyward.

In an instant the kestrel’s wings retracted, beginning its
transformation into aliving torpedo. Its spotted feathers were
afiery glow casted by the sunlight that only grew more intense
as its divebomb began to pick up speed towards the two bugs.
Darla grabbed Valen’s hands and together they made a mad
dash deeper into the field. Blades of grass, one-by-one, turned
into clovers as they continued their sprint. But there was no
time marvel at it. The kestrel cast a shadow on its prey and
its shriek was now ear-splitting. The gap had been closed and
time was up.

But just as abruptly, the chase ended when the two
bugs tripped and tumbled down a ledge in the ground. With
apowerful boom, the kestrel crashed into the ground and
tumbled forward over the ledge where the bugs now hid. It
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continued to careen ahead with the momentum, thrashing all
the while until it got enough control to ascend back into
the sky.

Darla chuckled in disbelief. “Well, that was lucky. But
now we need a plan because otherwise we are doomed. Are
you okay though?”

Valen was now full-on hyperventilating. “That bird.
That’s the one that killed my mother,” the memories were now
fully vivid. “It was not long after she opened the tavern and we
went out to celebrate. She set up a picnic in the field and there
that monster was. In the blink of an eye, she and it were gone.”

“Oh wow, I am so sorry Valen,” the beetle kneeled down
and placed her hands on his shoulders. “Listen, I'll distract the
bird so you can get the Wishing Clover and get out of here. Go
wish for your tavern back.”

“Wait, how did you-?”

Darla stood up with a smile and pulled out the staff she
kept in her pack. “C’'mon man. It was obvious.”

The kestrel announced its return with another shriek,
but this time the beetle responded with her own battle cry
as they locked eyes. Once again it prepared to divebomb.
The spider darted away deeper into the patch. Darla said the
Wishing Clover had four leaves but right now every clover was
a blur of green as he kept on running. The sounds of combat
were growing ever more intense. In his panic, he tripped and
his pouch exploded onto the ground, spilling out all of its
contents. Valen looked down at all that remained, and amidst
the supplies his gaze laid upon the photo of the two smiling
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spiders. He tearfully smiled, placing it back into his pouch. It
was all but inevitable what he did next.

Darla dashed around to the side of the kestrel, deflecting
afew of its pecks with her staff. She made a lunge for its
wings but the beast rose into the air and knocked her back
with a gust of wind. Then it made a lunge of its own towards
the beetle. Darla pulled out her staff, readying herself for one
last adventure. But then suddenly the kestrel was struck in
the side of the head. It bellowed a cry as there stood Valen,
offering a hand down towards her, to which she promptly took.

“You came back? But what about the clover?”

“Darla, right now my only wish is for us to get through
this. Together.”

The kestrel rose back to its feet, shaking off the surprise
attack, but the pair of bugs already were set. The spider
dashed straightforward while the beetle flanked around the
side. The beast opened its maw but Valen wrapped all six of
his arms around its beak, keeping it shut. There was a thread
of web kept in his pouch so he began to wrap it around the
beast’s mouth. It thrashed about, but this time Darla kept
firmly planted to the ground, waiting for it to turn its back
to her.

Once the opportunity presented itself, she leaped
forward onto the beast. In a panic, the kestrel once more
swiftly took off in the air. The sudden winds of the sky made
Valen lose his grip on the beast. Darla outstretched her upper
two arms while her bottom two remained firmly held on. With
all her strength and what was left of her luck, she caught him
and pulled him back on.
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“You're going to want to hold on for what’s next!”
she shouted.

Darla crawled up forward towards the top of the beast’s
back. There, she wrapped her staff around the front of his
neck and with her two large mandibles, she squeezed into
the kestrel’s throat. The bird’s flapping grew faster and more
frenzied until finally, it gave out. Like a meteor, their fast
descent began. The beetle had barely anytime to react before
BOOM. The ground.

Darla woke up. Once more in bed. She jolted up, forgoing
her morning stretch. But soon a rush of soreness all over her
body brought her down to her knees. But as she fell, six arms
appeared and caught her, sitting her back down on the bed.

“Relax. You've been out for a week. You need to eat,”
Valen used a spare arm to pass her a bowl of soup.

“What’s in this?”

“Kestrel meat,” The spider smiled. “Yeah, after we
crashed, I had to drag you back to town.”

She shook her head “Wait! What about the Wishing
Clover and your tavern?”

“Yeah, that was the least of my concern. Besides I just
got my wish.”

The two gazed into each other’s eyes, longingly, both

seeing the future and a world of possibilities within them. But
then Valen continued.
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You know, I have been wondering though. What were
you even going to wish for?”

With a smile she placed her hand on his. “It doesn’t
matter because I think I just got mine as well.”

The two embraced and a day later, Darla recovered.
Together, they set off on new adventures.
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The Despair of Masking, Victoria McCreary
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Zany Brainy
Zane D. King

TtisI

aware of self who differs brain power.

Fixating; corresponding to an assembly line

and all I daily keep on inside out.

Chatters whimsically o’ noiselessly of thy’ attract
directly, and off I go to act

out of the limited cavern of imagination:

La’ figure I see of woman out the cavern, clothed flesh
amidst outlined ladies thus fresh

done and do earth-like or out of this world.

Insist to observe and favor fantasies at its finest!
Exceeds by art; the stiffest

S0, said.

Brainy

yet too angst to record feminine names of the imagined.
Stuttering; neural mash of words constantly randomized.
Heavens o’ mighty, bore it daily and fixating other trivial tastes
that bothers my nerves and refrains my true, creative
activities

o’ that deficit complementing in vain!
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Zany

no matter, I do so visibly best to speak

the human standard peak.

Fervor of endless dreams

fun to nostalgia that gleams out there on me.

For where I stand in 1a’ continuum, is advantageous to

open up

the noiseless entrance, out to present my cerebral distinction:

I am Zany...am Brainy.

Shines like rose quartz in the cavern

valuable in that spectrum.

Sparkles best thy’ progress pursuing skills of intellect
that attains the visible self in me to all.

Zany Brainy
the unique and imaginative cavern I thus relate amongst thee.
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The Library

Kualeena Gonzalez

Thelibrary is not

as quiet as most believe.
The moment she steps in
the busy scents of

cleaning supplies, paper,
sweat, and perfume hits her.

The sun, though silent, shines
bright in her eyes to greet her.
She sits in a cold chair

with fake leather that sticks
against her legs, and she listens.

A child is crying.

His mother shushes him.

Two teenagers chat

while they shuffle through pages.
Car and house keys click together,
and patrons clack at their keyboards.

A dad and his toddler

crash two wooden cars.

The toddler shrieks with laughter.
Somewhere, a constant woosh
from some machine

fills the air.

The child is crying again.

The mother keeps shushing.
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Even the books

are loud in their own way.
A rainbow of covers
begging to be read.
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Infection

Taylor Tanner

Exterminating pests
is a common practice.
We kill them at their roots,

ajob well done.

We're so proud to stop parasites

that may spread.

Invasive species and plagues prevented,
but who’s to say humans aren’t a virus?

Society sneers at invasions,

destroying them before the takeover. They claim everything
around

until it is only infection that remains.

We seek to control the spread -

“cures” created every year.

Yet when Mother Nature sends havoc our way,
who’s to say she’s not doing the same?

We spread like a virus

contagious to everything in our path.
Innovation and colonization
infecting our earth.
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Humans are an invasive species
taking over the earth.

Who’s to say Mother Nature
won’t exterminate us herself?

Fall 2024
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Flowering Bee

Micheal (Cole) York

Among the fields of clover,
Alone daffodil is crushed,
Spotted with a broken stem.

The caring bee pollinates—
Her smile,

Her laughter,

Her touch,

Her care.

Life returns to the flower,
But the bee cannot stay.
The broken flower watches
As it flutters away.

Repaired stem,
Broken heart, the flower wilts all the same.
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Day Sail
Catherine Tilley

The mainsail popped as the wind picked up. Whitecaps
broke atop the rolling swells on the Chesapeake Bay and we
knew the hull speed had quickened to at least Force 6. The
sailboat heeled deeply raising a tightness in my chest. Sailing
is a constant negotiation. The captain is never completely
master.

We have always been water people. My brother, Walt,
and I spent many summers on the island of Newfoundland
where my mother immersed us in the culture, music
and outport life of her beloved island. Now I live on the
Chesapeake Bay where gulls roll in the air overhead and
Ospreys build their nest in the top of the channel markers.
Among lines of pilings and boats tied deftly into slips, the
wharfs’ gray weathered boards lay stacked with crab traps and
strewn with lines and tackle. My sailboat jumps at its cleats,
always ready for the wind. It is hard to conceive of any life
away from a shoreline.

As Iworked to reefthe mainsail I shouted to Walt “pull
the jib down.” He passed me alook as he reached for the winch
handle. Walt liked to sail without pushing the limits and felt
that the bay was not a place to prove anything. I raised myself
out of my seat while holding tightly on the wheel, scanning
for debris or other boats. Suddenly, the wind changed coming
around a point and moved to what had been the leeward side
of the mainsail. The boom instantly swung hard across center.
“Jibe!” shouted Walt. It hit me hard on the right hip and
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when the boom’s energy transferred to my body I was lifted
instantly into the air.

I seemed to hang in the air for an unnaturally long time.
The wild waves and whitecaps were raw and beautiful from
that perspective. I pondered the best way to enter the water
— shallow dive, hands over my face, Superman style with one
mighty fist forward — and also wondered whether the Bull
Shark spotted recently at the mouth of the bay could have
traveled northward. Then I plunged into the water.

I kicked while my arms pulled my body through the
green expanse. It seemed like an endless climb until I finally
broke the surface and began treading water fiercely as I rose
and fell on the rolling swells. I recognized my grave errors —
I had not put on a flotation jacket nor clipped on when the
conditions changed. Praying that Walt’s rescue skills were
still honed, I suddenly remembered my first rescue.

At every level in our sailing classes, we spent the
last hour performing crew overboard drills. Each student
would take the role of captain as a bright orange float we had
named Bob was thrown overboard. The float represented the
unfortunate overboard victim. The appointed captain would
take command of the rescue: he would designate a spotter,
bring the boat to a beam reach and maneuver through both
the figure-eight method and then the broad reach-close reach
methods. Bob would be pulled from the water during both
exercises. On the first day of this exercise, I fumbled and lost
the float, then watched it slip away in the waves. I had to turn
to the instructor and crew and confess, “I killed Bob.” My
reputation was sealed in that moment.

I could not see the sailboat as I dropped into the deep
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alternating troughs of the waves. Cold panic spread over

my mind laying images of a dark outcome. The sudden hard
smack of alife ring landing on the surface close to my shoulder
startled me to action. I quickly guided an arm through it and
held on tight. Walt tied off the ring and pulled me over to the
boat’s leeward side. As the hull rolled hard in the swells, he
wrangled aladder over and helped me climb back on deck. I
was cold and my legs were shaking uncontrollably. Walt sat
down and ran his hand over his face slowly as he exhaled in
relief, then he looked up at me. His faced softened, “Welcome
aboard, Bob.”
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Kaisergebirge, Mona Weber
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Passing Days
Larrissa Wolford

Morning:

Golden sunshine lays

her hand on my sleeping face,
I arise with warmth

Evening:

Gentle whispers urge

me to bloom in the sun winds,
but I wilt moon graves

Night:

Crystal stars guide me

through frozen moonflowers where
my peaceful dreams die.
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wintering in

Randolph Bridgeman

this morning, winter is falling everywhere
gathering, softening lines
blurring rooftops

it has come to the coast

to the chesapeake bay where it clings
to what it can

sand

rock

scarred wooden pylons that know
the waters resolve

spreading ice beneath the docks

the collective force of the undercurrents
buckling

cracking

folding in on itself

leaving marks below the surface

a damage uncovered in the low tides

of summer

ice has white-knuckled the edges of the bay
and mirrored this graying eternity

that drifts through barren limbs

looping itselfin the branches

like cursive chalked

on faded slate

in these woods my morning walks write
the existence of something human
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upon this landscape

igounnoticed in this universe
where the tracks of some poor creature
is heading for the tree line

or the muffled howl of something hungry
is heard there in the underbrush

or the screeching of a timber hawk
returning with something half-alive in its
talons make me look up at the tops

of the forest bowing in the direction of
apersistent wind

vines through a rock wall reach toward
awinter sunlight and my thoughts turn
toward the sermon in these woods

the theology in the seasons fading one
into another

arenewal

aresurrection

a salvation of sorts beneath the snow
as the tops of trees push into

low white clouds like poles

against the canvas of that revival tent
last August where the feet of the saved
trampled this very meadow beneath it
out on the highway snow has covered
the two lanes

one toward the city and the other
running away

telephone poles are set about
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like druid stones

those blue rocks of Wales on that icy plain

the light is aligning inner circles

of electrical wires laden with ice

the low

dull hum

of civilization

in its transformers

my tracks have gone missing

traceless in the snows drifting

no distinctions between earth and sky

field or highway

my voice going unheard within these

insulated woods

except by some rodent clearing the door to its den
or a gray tipped owl enduring

or the outstretched wings of something circling

winter subdues my mind
it’s an estranged light that profiles my soul

in transition

my aimless depression as i track home
this wintry mix
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Contributors

MOYOSORE ADESANYA Mo, as she is fondly called, is

an international student from Lagos, Nigeria, and a mother
of two adorable kids. She is currently taking prerequisite
courses at CSM to enable her to enroll in the associate degree
in nursing program. Adesanya has a degree in business
administration. She believes it’s never too late to start over
again.

PATRICK ALLEN isretired and is a College of Southern
Maryland professor emeritus.

LILY BENNEAR is a sophomore at the College of Southern
Maryland.

RANDOLPH BRIDGEMAN holds a B.A. and M.A. in English
and creative writing. He is the recipient of the prestigious
Edward T. Lewis Poetry Prize. His poems have been published
in numerous poetry reviews and anthologies. He has five
books of poems, “South of Everywhere” (2005), “Mechanic

on Duty” (2008), “The Odd Testament” (2013), and “The Poet
Laureate of Cracker Town” (2015). His fifth book, “The Not So
Happy Hour Poems,” was published in the summer of 2024.

MORGAN CARDER is a second-year student at CSM.
Carder is majoring in English, and is grateful to be able to
share pieces of herself through her writing to anyone who will
read it. She shares herself best through poetry and prose.

ANGELIA CARSON

continued on next page
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HEATHER CHRISTIAN is a CSM alumna who received
abachelor’s in graphic communications last December.
For as long as she can remember, she has had a passion for
photography, poetry, and the arts.

JAMES COLEMAN is 20 years old and from Waldorf,
Maryland. His fascination with the world around him and
his passion for storytelling is what guides him. He says even
though he is just a novice writer taking his first steps, he is
trying to go the distance and hopefully have a career

in writing.

JALYNN COZZENS is in her first year at CSM. She plans to
transfer after this year to a four-year institution so she may
earn a Bachelor of Science in Nursing. In her free time, she
likes to spend time with her family, read, and go to

country concerts.

KATHRYN DOLAN is a second-year student at CSM.

AMANDA FEBRES says her name means “beloved.” That’s
how she feels; she is blessed to have many people in her life
who love and care for her. She says she is not a writer but God
does his work. She loves being back in college after many
years and loves all of her professors who really take time with
her. It is beautiful. Every morning brings its blessings through
you. I live by the river and I love nature, especially the sunrise
and the early morning.

GURNEET GILL is a nursing student at CSM from

Leonardtown, Maryland, who loves art and is working on
making more time to be creative!
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KALEENA GONZALEZ is a CSM graduate. She’s currently
studying psychology at St. Mary’s College of Maryland.
Writing and reading have been her favorite pastimes since she
was little.

MARY JOHNSON is a native of Southern Maryland and has
been writing for 18 years. Thank you to everyone encouraging
creativity in all forms.

ROBIN KARIS lives in Maryland and enjoys writing,
photography, music, and genealogy. She is convinced that
somewhere in the family tree is a relative who owns a castle.
Karis was first published in “Connections Magazine” in 1996,
after attending Professor Dwyer’s creative writing course. She
has had photos, poems, and a short story published.

ZANE D.KING is 20 years old, is autistic, and is a student at
CSM who explores the world with a creative outlook. King has
digitally illustrated original characters and written personal
screenplays and other forms of literature. He has also written
apersonal script called “The Convulsive Investigation and the
Frantic Congregation,” which was featured in a high school
event based on literature called PAXpression. In 2024, he
participated in an art exhibit at CSM, in which he displayed
his works, “Stopping in Motion” and “Gouache Garden.”

After pursuing his education goals, King aims to become a
screenplay writer and director for animated films.

VICTORIA MCCREARY A phenomenon quite common

in the neurodivergent community is to mask in public. The
term means to hide your true personality and adopt the traits
of others to fit in. “It’s a struggle that often leaves people,

like me, feeling extremely drained and empty as we try to do
everything expected of us to fit in.”

continued on next page
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BRENNA MCLAREN is a student at the College of
Southern Maryland.

DIANE PAYNE is a fulltime marketing specialist for the
Marketing Department at CSM.

LIAM REEB

MADISON SCOTT is an Indigenous junior at Maurice J.
McDonough High School. She finds escape through writing
and reading, and she plans to study theoretical physics in
the future.

DONNA SPERRY This is her 26th year at CSM teaching
mathematics and her 49th year enjoying the whimsy life
sends our way.

SUE STRICKLAND was a mathematics professor at CSM
from 2001 until her retirement in 2019. Now that she is
retired, she enjoys walking every day and traveling, always on
the lookout for interesting shots along the way.

STEPHANIE SWEENEY

GEORGES TADONKTI is a geographer and humanitarian.
He has travelled extensively to discover and serve the

most vulnerable communities on earth. However, he often
encounters humanity in its simplest form, through people,
especially women and children. He uses photography as a
universal visual language.

TAYLOR TANNER is a first semester CSM student who
graduated from Patuxent High School.
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RICHARD TAYLOR has retired from Mail, Shipping, and
Receiving for Operations and Planning at CSM.

CATHERINE TILLEY has been going to college “since

God was a private,” as an old flame of hers used to say. Having
finished an Associate of Arts in English this summer at CSM,
she has applied to the University of Maryland as an English
major with a focus on creative writing. She will know if they’ll
endure aboomer in classes by the end of the year. Ageism is
an ever-present monster. Retired, Tilley shares her life with
two brilliant cats, Katy and Rosy, and a skinny stray tomcat
recently sent to her by the universe’s cat distribution system.
She will know what his name is when she gets to know him a
bit better. “I don’t want to get to the end of my life and find that
Ilived just the length of it. I want to have lived the width of it
as well.” — Diane Ackerman

MONA WEBER feels that one should never stop taking a
moment to look at nature to appreciate and enjoy its beauty.

LARRISSA WOLFORD is a student at CSM. She has a
passion for writing and after she graduates in May with an
associate degree in English, she will go to a university to get
her bachelor’s in creative writing. Her dream is to become an
author and share her stories with the world.

MICHEAL (COLE) YORK is majoring in electrical
engineering at CSM. He has always been an artistic person,
but unfortunately, he never seemed to grasp the arts that he
tried, whether it was drawing, painting, violin, or singing.
While all beautiful expressions of art, none seemed to be the
right fit for him, and after time, he started to think that he was

continued on next page
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born with two left hands (instead of two left feet for dancing)
but that changed since starting his fall semester at CSM.
Since starting this semester, he has pushed himself'to be more
trying and social by joining clubs, attending events, and going
to concerts, and from doing these things, he has met alot of
great people he is happy to call friends.
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SUPPORT
Connections Literary Series

For two decades, the Connections Literary Series has
featured writers such as National Book Award winners Tim
O’Brien and Robert Stone; Pulitzer Prize-winning poets
Yusef Komunyakaa and Henry Taylor; and Poets Laureate
Lucille Clifton, Michael Glaser, and Kay Ryan.

Connections readings offer the Southern Maryland
community a chance to hear and meet established and
emerging local writers.

The Connections Literary Magazine is a regional literary
journal published twice a year that features poems, stories,
artwork, and photography of Southern Maryland. Also
featured, from time to time, is material from visiting writers.

With your support, the Connections Literary Series will
continue to provide Southern Maryland with opportunities
to enjoy featured authors, poets, and the creative works
of community members and students at the College of
Southern Maryland.

To make your donation today, visit
csmd.edu/foundation

(direct your funds to the Connections Literary Series)

Thank you for your support!
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