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Our First Words

 Our world is becoming ever more crowded with voices. At the same time, 
those voices all start to sound the same. Anyone who varies from this collective 
shouting match that we have going on is silenced. What we hope to do at The Last 
Word Magazine is give voice to the otherwise silent and keep the conversation 
behind all the noise alive.
 Opportunity. That’s what I’m talking about. Despite the ability to speak 
freely, too many people won’t because they don’t have a platform to stand on or they 
simply don’t have the means to be heard. A thousand other voices are all screaming 
louder than we could ever hope to. But we all have a voice. We all have something 
to say, something to add. I have learned that when you give people the opportunity 
to speak out and to be heard, they will often surprise you with just how much they 
have to say.
 As the late, great and controversial publisher Barney Rosset stated, “there 
hasn’t been a word written or uttered that shouldn’t be published.” We hope to give 
a place to those written words otherwise lost to the silence; a room for the utteranc-
es that wouldn’t have been heard. We write because we are given the opportunity 
and we run with it. We write because we have voices and they must be used. We 
write in the hope that you will listen. And perhaps you’ll have some words of your 
own to add to the conversation.
 
 Let’s get to it.

                
                                                                                                 Robert Cocanougher
           Editor in Chief
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         A collection of college students are set-
ting off fireworks in my apartment complex’s 
parking lot, igniting bottle rockets from their 
hands, waving sparklers around like arsonist 
conductors, firing red-white-and-blue roman 
candles uncomfortably close to my car. On 
a normal Sunday night, blowing shit up in a 
residential area might be considered low-key 
terrorism. But on this very special weekend, 
we call it patriotism. 

Jamie 
Blackband

THE DAY AFTER 
INDEPENDENCE DAY
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         It was the fifth of July. Not the 
fourth, but the fifth. A perhaps under-
appreciated but nevertheless under-
whelming holiday, seeing as it isn’t one. 
These fireworks were not lit in the name 
of a historical milestone of post-coloni-
zation. They were being fired off because 
they were the leftovers from the night 
before, the ones that would be sitting 
around in the closet for a year other-
wise, so why not just light ‘em up now? 
Harder to appreciate that way.

         An Eastern-European family looks 
out on Ellis Island. The Statue of Lib-
erty emerges out of the fog. The father, 
stern behind a dark suit and moustache. 
The mother, veiled in a light headscarf, 
clasps her hands together. The young 
boy, in a tattered suit and oversized flat-
cap, pointing into the distance in awe. 
Through the clouds above, the parch-
ment fades through - “We the People” 
bannering the sky in swirling ink letters 
– Lady Liberty’s torch points straight at 
the overhanging Law of the Land …
         This is the front cover of the 
booklet I’m going over with Mom and 
Dad, sitting across the kitchen table. 
100 Civics Questions for the Natural-
ization Test. A pop quiz for the future 
citizens of Our Country, USA.
         A booklet of such pressing ques-
tions. “Who lived in America before the 
Europeans arrived?” I ask.
         Dad hasn’t answered any so far 
- he bites his fingernails, eyes on the 
table. Mom answers instead, in her low, 
calm voice – a British accent that hasn’t 
quite faded after 14 years surrounded by 
Floridian drawl.
         “Native Americans,” Mom says.
         According to the booklet, ‘Amer-
ican Indians’ is an acceptable answer as 
well.

         Moving on. “What group of 
people was taken to America and sold 
as slaves?”
         “Africans.”
         Or ‘people from Africa.’ Either 
works.
         Last question. “What is the ‘rule 
of law?’”
         Hard one. Mom shakes her head. 
Dad keeps chewin’ away.
         “‘No one is above the law.’”
         The young boy points to the hori-
zon. Lady Liberty stands tall.

~
         “This country used to be great,” 
I keep hearing. So it says in the history 
books. So it says in the GOP debates. 
We talk about the American Revolu-
tion as if it were yesterday. As if we all 
remembered it. “What a great time 
for our country. People who stood for 
principles! And justice!” 
         The same people that owned 
slaves. And didn’t allow suffrage for 
women. On land that they took from a 
native population.
         I don’t mean to decry the revo-
lutionaries as if the net worth of their 
thoughts and actions were not positive; 
they laid a framework for democracy in 
a time where it was very dangerous to 
do so, pushing against the oppressive 
colonial system of the world’s most 
powerful nation. But today, I challenge 
our active and vocal nostalgia for these 
times. It’s not noble, or even healthy, 
to romanticize the past. We face a new 
country with a new awareness of issues 
that were non-issues in their time. To 
desire the mindset of the Founding 
Fathers is to desire an ignorance towards 
the reality we face today.
         It’s easy to long for the past. 
It’s harder to face the present and the 
future. That’s what made the Founding 
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Fathers so great. Not because they were 
reminiscing over the highlights of the 
English monarchy – but because they 
were acknowledging the mistakes of the 
past and discovering the values of the 
future.

         We stand side-by-side in the 
Naturalization Office – Dad, Mom, my 
sister and I – and fifteen other soon-
to-be citizens, hands over our hearts, 
reciting the Pledge of Allegiance …
         “I pledge Allegiance, to the Flag 
…”
         A pledge we memorized, to prove 
our dedication to the purple mountains 
majesty …
 “… of the United States of 
America …” 
         A collection of fifty, a wide variety 
of ecosystems, from the California 
Redwoods to the Arizona deserts to the 
Florida Everglades, and a wide variety of 
demographics, a hodge-podge of global 
races, cultures, and political identities, 
collected together in a lump sum, U 
plus S plus A …
         “… and to the republic, for which 
it stands …”
         A flag that we all stand under, an 
emblem that represents us all, a figure 
that we pray to, a false idol we worship 
…
         “… one nation, under God …”
         They added that part in 1954, un-

der Dwight D. Eisenhower, in the hopes 
of reminding us that our government is 
backed by an everlasting, all-powerful 
deity, an eternal form of government …
         “… indivisible …”
         

The Civil War still on our shoulders. 
The Civil Rights Movement even 
closer to home. A two-party system, cut 
straight down the middle …
        “… with liberty and justice for all.”
         At least we hope so. 
         It’s that form of hope that we’re 
pledging allegiance to. Not to the past, 
the mistakes we remember all too well. 
Not to the present, the flaws of the 
world we stand in now. We’re pledging 
allegiance to the future. What we hope 
to achieve. Who we hope to become.
         After we’ve all removed our hands 
from our hearts, the facilitators of the 
ceremony hand out miniature flags for 
us all to keep – a red and white striped 
strip of polyester fabric, glued to a 
plastic stick.
         And then we were officially 
Americans.

~
         Four years later, fireworks off in 
the parking lot, and I’m fast asleep.
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         It was another 
good year for almost all 
parties involved. The 
NCAA itself just barely 
missed breaking one 
billion dollars in revenue 
according to their num-
bers from the latest fiscal 
year. Coaching salaries 
are continuing to boom, 
with the highest paid 
- looking at you Nick 
Saban - commanding 
upwards of seven million 
dollars a year. This is also 
to say nothing of the 
sizable chunks of cash the 
schools themselves receive 
for postseason play, and 
bowl games. There seems 
to be more than enough 
slices of pie to go around, 

and the dish is only going 
to get bigger. With new 
College Football Playoff 
there will be even more 
money to throw around. 
Everyone is eating except 
for perhaps the most 
important group in the 
equation, the athletes 
themselves. 
         A lot needs to 
be discussed before an 
adequate “pay for play” 
system could be fairly 
implemented for student 
athletes. For starters the 
title, “student athlete,” 
would have to be exam-
ined. How much of one 
can a person be before the 
other begins to dissipate 
entirely? Historically, the 

student title has been 
their primary identifier. 
But with the massive 
paydays now available 
and the lackadaisical 
workload some athletes 
are put through to keep 
them eligible maybe we 
should dub them “athletic 
students”. 
         Exactly how much 
fair compensation is also 
needs to be asked. Look-
ing at football it becomes 
easy to think of college 
athletics as just this 
giant beast of a machine 
spewing out millions of 
dollars left and right, but 
in actuality this is not the 
case. For the most part, 
other sports aren’t going 

PAYING 
STUDENT 
ATHLETES

Calvin Brown
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to break even. Typically football, and 
basketball/baseball at a few other places 
of fervent interest are able to turn a nice 
revenue. How, then, would schools that 
aren’t making as much money off their 
sports pay their athletes? In short, they 
can’t and would be forced to get rid of 
their programs. In an effort to get com-
pensation for student athletes we would 
be destroying them. Ok fine, let’s think 
the NCAA bites the bullet and only 
compensates sports that turn a revenue. 
Get ready for the mother of all Title 
IX problems: there is no way paying 
boys basketball would fly when the girls 
aren’t getting paid, especially when both 
groups are to be considered students 
first and amateur athletes second. 
         All of the financial ramifications 
aside, the biggest thing that stands to be 
lost would be any sense of parity in the 
world of college sports. Think about the 
world of NCAA football, the game is 
already tilted towards your ‘blue blood’ 
programs. These are the programs with 
the historical significance, rabid fan 
bases, and revenues that are higher than 
the GDP of several small countries. 
Schools like Alabama and Texas. They 
typically get the highest ranked players 
and field the best teams for the reasons 
listed above. But every now and then a 
team with less means will rise to the top 
- think of Oregon (I’m sorry). If Blue 
Bloods are allowed to simply pay players 
to come to school then the rest of the 
programs can pretty much hang it up. 
It would be an arms race for recruits, a 
race in which other schools couln’t hope 
to keep up. 
         Perhaps the elephant in the room 
most often overlooked in this argument 
are the other vested parties. The NBA 
and the NFL both have rules regarding 
eligibility: one year at the college level 

for the NBA and three for the NFL, but 
let’s not pretend that both businesses 
are not enjoying the free farm system 
the NCAA has created for them. By the 
time your college superstars hit the next 
level they already bring with them fans 
and accolades, all of which will bring 
even more revenue to both the NFL and 
NBA. In essence they have an interest in 
seeing the NCAA stay exactly as it is. 
         The traditionalist in me longs for 
older less complicated days of college 
sports, but I know that to be an un-
sustainable model. There is something 
inspirational about someone who’s bal-
ancing school work and then goes out 
and lays it all on the line for their school 
just for the love of the game. My view 
is a bit biased, however. I’m not the one 
taking the hits or running the courts. 
The Student Athletes themselves are and  
will be the ones who ultimatelydecide 
the future of pay for play in college 
athletics.

How, then, would 
schools that aren’t 
making as much money 
oFf their sports paY 
their athletes?

In short, they can’t and 
would be forced to get 
 rid of their programs. 

“

”
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Diane
Diane is her name, it suits her well
Her eyes are diamonds and her laugh is a bell
I think her a goddess
I fall under her spell

...

Diane is dying, immortal she's not
She smiles less often, she looks more distraught
I wish I could help her
It'd all be for naught

...

Diane is leaving, she bids me goodbye
She turns away slowly and lets out a sigh
I'll meet her again
I say as I cry

...

Diane is dying no more. Diane is dead
Thinking of her now fills me with dread
I cannot help but wish
Death had courted me instead

...

Diane, dying Diane
Diane is dying.
Farewell, Diane.
Diane is dead.

The Night Watcher
         A lone sailor stood on the deck
Looking out into the night
The calm waves rocked the boat
Back and forth, left and right
While the salty breeze tugged his hairs
The moon and stars set all alight
In the distance, steady flashes
On a cliff, a tower shone beams of light
         He would be on the shore
Before morning birds took flight
He blinked and when his eyes opened
The sailor was given a fright
Before him stood in naked perfection
A beautiful water sprite
Her long hair was ocean blue
Her skin pure sea foam white
He found himself entranced
By green eyes that set ignite
A pleasurable fire in his blood
"Would you like a taste of my might?"
She asked in a voice so sweet
Hypnotized, he accepted the invite
         She slowly raised a hand and snapped
And out went every light:
The lighthouse and lanterns, the moon and stars
Everything was benight
He rubbed his eyes, disbelieving
Did the nymph take his sight
Or was the world plunged into darkness?
A laugh, equal parts delight
And contempt cut through the black
The sailor knew he could not fight
Never again would he see morning
Nor step on land, nor be alright
For he could not spot pale death approaching
Until he lost his plight
The sprite gave him a shove
And the sea bid him good night
And contempt cut through the black
The sailor knew he could not fight
         Never again would he see morning
Nor step on land, nor be alright
For he could not spot pale death approaching
Until he lost his plight
The sprite gave him a shove
And the sea bid him good night

Lauren McDaniel
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The Wartime 
Campfire Speech
It was wartime, and we were tired. 
Our souls were no less weary than our bones.
The leader of our contingent gave a speech to us soldier ants.
He gave it not because he believed the bullshit coming out of his mouth
But because he believed we needed bullshit hope to tie together the last strings
Of our humanity. Most of us lost the ability to care, to be happy, or to be fucking mad;
Mad that we were forced to participate into this piss poor excuse of "the greatest war yet."
As if the bigger the battle is, the better. We were so addicted to war we simply expected another.
We were going to die to satiate the bloodthirsty warmongers back home. Still, the commander spoke.
If we were going to die, we might as well fill our last days, hours, minutes with some light, he must've figured. 
What light? We were swallowed by darkness as he droned on. Shut up, Sir. Honestly, no one gave a shit.
I wish there had been a campfire. We didn't have one because it could have alerted the enemies.
Still, I really wish there had been a fire. Maybe then I could have pretend I was elsewhere, 
Not surrounded by death. It would have warmed me as I listened to a ghost story 
And laughter instead of a cowardly man's false words of confidence and glory.
If someone had asked me then if we were alive, I would have answered no.
We were soulless corpses following orders of bloody peace.
I half-payed attention to the speech go on and on.
Maybe I was reading too far into this.
It was possible that the speech
Was given for tradition's sake
Or to fill the silence with
Something other than
The buzz of bugs
And groaning
Of men.
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Allison Kridle
         If you travel to Tallahassee, you 
can get off exit 209 from I-10 and head 
west towards Apalachee Parkway. You 
will drive down Mahan Drive and pass 
by Tom Brown Park, Piney Z Lake-- 
maybe a suburban neighborhood or 
two. On Apalachee, streets become 
cookie cutter and congested. Big chain 
stores and restaurants like Target and 
Chili’s cover both sides of the busy 
road. Approaching the Capitol Build-
ing, you take a left on Monroe and then 
a right onto Gaines Street. You drive by 
the downtown office buildings and the 
courthouse, and as you travel east on 
Gaines Street, Tallahassee looks differ-
ent. To your left: the graffiti drenched 
building where Olde Fields Clothing 
Company and The Plant reside. To 
your right: local businesses like Phaze 
One Skate Shop located next to What’s 
The Point piercing studio and Eu-
phoria Tattoo. Serving as the meeting 
ground for artists of all kinds, Railroad 
Square Art Park rests 0.3 miles away 
down Railroad Avenue. Everything in 
between encompasses Tallahassee’s All 
Saints District.

         
 Many Tallahassee citizens may 
just see the All Saints District as a mere 
side of town, but the area means much 
more, especially to those who inhabit or 
who have grown alongside the eccentric 
space over the years. The district fosters 
an alternative lifestyle and a unique 
variety of interests, and is known as a 
safe place to be yourself, embrace your 
individuality and help others grow 
around you. 
         “The Gaines Street crowd [is] 
so full of life. Constantly creating art, 
being dangerous with fashion, serving 
and seeking ethical food sources and 
working to not only create safe spaces 
for marginalized folks, but also coming 
together to educate the community 
on why this all matters. It’s the most 
important place to me in Tallahassee,” 
said Gaines Street Fest co-creator Taylor 
Biro. 
         Every day, district patrons and 
residents engulf themselves in their 
unique culture. Whether volunteering 
or shopping at the grocery co-op Bread 
and Roses, attending a DIY music 
show, posting “Keep All Saints Odd” 
posters around, grabbing whiskey at 
Warhorse or studying at All Saints Cafe. 

ALL SAINTS DISTRICT
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         “[The] All Saints District is 
timeless. It bridges the gap for both 
students and adults, using creativity, 
art and kindred spirits. These local 
business owners channeled their passion 
for something better than a corporate 
world, and made it a successful and fun 
place to be. It is so important to have 
an original and unique area, we are so 
lucky to have such gifted and inspiring 
people in our community,” said Olde 
Fields’ Creative Director Abi 
Kingaby. 
         A prominent aspect of 
the district’s odd charm are the 
unique businesses and cultural 
happenings like First Friday 
at Railroad Square and the 
annual Gaines Street Fest that 
celebrates the neighborhood’s 
creative minds, local staples, 
diverse music scene, and much 
more-- none of which would 
exist without the love and care 
people have for the area. 
         “The All Saints District is my 
favorite neighborhood in Florida and 
it’s one of the places that made me feel 
most at home as soon as I got up here 
in 2007. Especially at All Saints [Cafe], 
it’s nice to have a place where you feel at 
home 24 hours a day in a college town,” 
said All Saints Cafe employee Evan 
McLaughlin. 
         For some, comfort is browsing 
the never-ending bookshelves at the 
Bookmine, walking down the vibrant 
streets and running into familiar faces, 
surrounding oneself around people with 
like-minds and values, admiring a cross-
walk’s metal pole covered with random 
stickers or gathering with neighbors for 
a community forum at The Plant. It is 
a place you know and where you can be 
yourself.  

         “The people are some of the 
friendliest and most down to earth 
people I have found. It’s a great place to 
find your niche, meet friends, and learn 
about the local arts,” said Florida State 
freshmen Vincent Iluiano.
         The district wouldn’t be the place 
of welcoming and oddities without the 
people that strive to make the area the 
best it can be. The community fights 
and pulls through together to protect 

the neighborhood from 
issues like gentrification, 
the emergence of large 
corporations-- anything that 
could potentially threaten 
or dismantle the cultivating 
center for local arts and 
nonconformists.  
         “No one started calling 
it “the All Saints District” 
until about 5 years ago. It’s 
always been Gaines Street 
to me. Sneaking out and 

running to the thunder dome to catch a 
punk show when I was maybe 13 or 14 
[means] safety to me. Comfort,” Biro 
said, “I came from a pretty unsupport-
ive family when it came to my beliefs 
and ways of expressing myself, but 
Gaines Street has always been a safe 
haven for the forward thinkers. A space 
that works to be inclusive for people of 
color, LGBT, and radical thinkers.”
         The All Saints District has his-
tory, character, and passionate people 
standing with it. Many local Tallahassee 
people consider the area home and ev-
eryone in it family, and the community 
wants to keep it that way. Without the 
Gaines Street and Railroad area, Talla-
hassee would be another town of little 
boxes designed by the same blueprint. 
The district wants to stay odd, just like 
it always has been. 
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         Beautiful, quirky, adventurous, 
quick witted, smart and cultured—
sound familiar? It’s like a fairy tale when 
a woman possesses all of these qualities 
in real life, but in the land of TV and 
movies, these women are all over the 
place. Better yet, we have even coined 
a term for them--say hello to the girl 
of your dreams: the manic pixie dream 
girl. 
         In 2005, the movie Elizabeth-
town, featuring Kirsten Dunst and 
Orlando Bloom, hit theaters. After 
watching the movie in 2007, pop 
culture writer Nathan Rabin, sat at his 
desk, wrote a review of the movie and 
evaluated and created the phrase “manic 
pixie dream girl” (MPDG). In his 
article, which focuses mostly on Dunst’s 
free-spirited and whimsical character, 
he defines the MPDG as someone who, 
“exists solely in the fevered imaginations 
of sensitive writer-directors to teach 
broodingly soulful young men to em-
brace life and its infinite mysteries and 
adventures.” As someone whose favorite 
movies include Elizabethtown, Garden 
State and Breakfast at Tiffany’s, I think 
Rabin hit the nail right on the head. 
         This mystical, fairy-esque charac-
ter is nothing new in entertainment. We 

can date the persona back to the leading 
lady Holly Golightly (Audrey Hepburn) 
in the classic film, Breakfast at Tiffany’s 
(1961). Golightly is a complicated and 
carefree women living in New York City 
who doesn’t seem to stay in one place 
for very long. She is flighty, sociable 
and charismatic--the ideal heroine and 
romantic love interest. In the movie, 
Golightly becomes acquainted with her 
handsome neighbor and writer, Paul 
Varjak. Varjak is exposed to Golightly’s 
stirring and unconventional life as a 
social climber and gold digger. Unsur-
prising spoiler alert: he ends up falling 
for her, but how could he not? She is a 
MPDG, after all. Golightly’s MPDG 
status becomes more apparent in the 
scene where she and Varjak spend a 
whole day doing things they’ve never 
done before. They venture into a knick 
knack store and steal animal masks, 
and then run out of the shop with the 
masks on, hand in hand. She teaches a 
“broodingly soulful young men to em-
brace life and its infinite mysteries and 
adventures.” Hmmm. Varjak’s love for 
Golightly causes him to end a relation-
ship with a wealthy married woman, 
write more and escape from his writer’s 
block. However, there are moments 

DREAM  

MANIC      
PIXIE 
   DREAM      
GIRL  Allison Kridle
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in the film where you can’t help but 
wonder if Varjak is saving the hopeless 
MPDG more than she is saving him. 
         Acting as a man’s rescuer and 
worldly enlightenment is a significant 
aspect of the MPDG trope. It is most 
obvious in Elizabethtown that Dunst’s 
character, Claire, saves Drew Baylor 
(Bloom) from his thoughts of commit-
ting suicide. After he learns his father 
passed away, he travels to pick up his 
father’s remains and meets Claire along 
the way. Naturally, Claire is an outgo-
ing, restless flight attendant who sends 
Baylor on a road trip. She leaves him 
fully equipped with a soulful music 
selection and a map. The point is, 
Claire’s character is used to point Baylor 
in the right direction that guides him 
to finding himself (and coincidentally 
to herself ) by the end of the movie. The 
audience is left to assume that Claire 
replaced Baylor’s harmful thoughts and 
hardships, but we are left wondering 
more about the man’s helpful accessory. 
What exactly is the MPDG’s purpose 
and does she have her own story?
         As mysterious as the MPDG is, 
we learn more about the archetype 
in the independent film written and 
directed by Zach Braff, Garden State. 
In the film we meet the self-loathing 
and extremely depressed actor, Andrew 
Largeman (Braff) who flies home to 
New Jersey (you guessed it) to attend 
his disabled mother’s funeral. While he 
is in the doctor’s office for his anxiety, 
he meets Sam (Natalie Portman). The 
childlike girl is sporting a hoodie, faded 
jeans and a large set of headphones 
placed on her short, pulled-back curly 
head of hair. Seconds later, she is placing 
her headphones on Largeman’s head, 
swearing that the indie band, The Shins, 
will change his life. As it turns out, Sam 

changed it. Through Sam’s quirky and 
unusual tendencies and antics, he learns 
more about the person he wants to be, 
and faces the unfortunate events from 
his past. Sam helps him get to the place 
of acceptance and openness to what life 
has to offer, including love. 
         Similar to the leading male roles, 
not many audiences can fully resist the 
adorableness of the MPDG. By the end 
of the movie, women find themselves 
wanting to be the MPDG and men 
strive to find a woman who can show 
them a good adventure or two and solve 
any problems they face internally. How-
ever, like any box people tend to put 
women in, the MPDG has its critics. 
Many argue that the common charac-
ter is solely there to develop the male’s 
character. Some see her journey as 
nonexistent, or one that revolves around 
her love interest. There is some truth to 
that statement. Besides Breakfast at Tif-
fany’s, the audience isn’t really exposed 
to the MPDG’s own story. Everything is 
centered on the male. Perhaps it is just 
the plot of the film or a coincidence, 
but the trend is hard to ignore. 
         While critics may look down 
upon the MPDG category and pray that 
it disappears from Hollywood, we can 
still learn something from the character. 
Although viewers may find her weird 
and not a possible entity in real life, she 
is independent and individualistic. She 
embraces who she is and everyone that 
crosses her path. She is compassionate 
and sees that she has something to offer 
the hopeless character (the leading 
man). Their relationship tends to go 
both ways, and they build and grow 
together and help one another in the 
process. If that is not a real life relation-
ship scenario, then I don’t know what is.      



17SPRING 2016

         Recently there has been a huge 
debate about whether or not college  
athletes should be paid, but what about 
the controversy of how much college 
coaches are paid? In 2015, Alabama 
head coach Nick Saban received a salary 
of over seven million dollars, the highest 
paid head coach in college sports. This 
payout is meant to compete with NFL 
coaching salaries which are often over 
six million dollars, the highest paid 
NFL coach being Bill Belichick of 
the New England Patriots. However, 
universities that spend so much money 
on coaches make it seem as though the 
number one priority of  
an institution of higher education is,  
in fact, athletics.
         Based on reports from the Wash-
ington Post, in 2013 the average college 
level professor made $126,981 - not 

even half the salary of one of the lowest 
paid coaches, Louisiana-Monroe’s 
Todd Berry, a division two coach for a 
program with an overall record of 2-11. 
What’s more, president of the Universi-
ty of Alabama president Kellie Reinhart 
made $535,000 or one-thirteenth the 
salary of the head football coach. So 
what makes coaches of major university 
sports teams deserve ten-fold the pay of 
those who actually run the university 
and educate the students?
         Studies by Jaren Pope, assistant 
professor of agricultural and applied 
economics at Virginia Tech, showed 
that when a men’s football or basketball 
team wins a national championship 
applications to the university increase by 
at least 7% for the next year. Based on 
this estimate, the University of Alabama 
with 22,136 applicants for the 2015-

ARE COLLEGE COACHES 
WORTH THE SALARY?

GARRETT EICHER

In 2015, Alabama head coach Nick Saban received 
a salary of over $7 million

in 2013 the average college level professor 
made $126,981

president of the University of Alabama made 
$535,000, one-thirteenth the salary of 
the head football coach
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2016 school year should receive about 
1,500 more applicants for the 2016-
2017 school year. This recruiting tactic 
can yield higher quality students, often 
helping universities climb in rankings in 
individual programs and eventually help 
the school’s general rankings as well. 
While there is a correlation, well-es-
tablished public schools like Georgia 
or Clemson (who have less national 
championships than Alabama) still 
consistently rank high in Forbes and 
other magazines. The boost in revenue a 
school could gain from application fees 
could average anywhere from $60,000-
$100,000, almost insignificant com-
pared to how much it costs just to keep 
the doors to a university open.
         Another thing to consider is the 
revenue that college sports – particularly 
football – bring in and spend. Revenue 
is based on factors of ticket sales, ap-
parel, and concessions. Of all Football 
Bowl Subdivision schools (that is, 
those associated with a conference), 
only 24 athletic programs produce 

more money than it costs to run each 
year. As this budget is paying for coach-
es, infrastructure and several other costs 
along the way. Yet, the highest paid 
position at most colleges is the head 
coach of the football team, with the 
only exceptions being Ivy League caliber 
schools such as Harvard and MIT. Jim-
bo Fischer is the fifth highest paid coach 
in the NCAA, but Florida State farms 
millions of dollars every year from the 
university, instead of the autonomously 
operating athletic department, in which 
the only team to make a positive margin 
is football.
         Despite being responsible for 
bringing in money, eventually there 
could be a trickle-down effect taking 
money from the university, and who 
could eventually pay? Do we risk run-
ning the course to let tuition spike even 
higher than it is now? Or do universi-
ties pay coaches as they are? That is: a 
fun accessory to the shining education 
students go to college for.
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My Body Is  
Not My Own
My body is not my own –
it is an imprint of the lives around me:
my mother’s anxiety and my father’s
hearty consumption.
My brother’s Hustlers stashed between
his mattress and box springs
highlight the stretch marks in my thighs;
I grow inward, ever outward,
and the marks become angry.

Stitched lips and crossed legs –
life in a Barbie Doll box;
painted nails and lotioned palms
rest against the plastic barrier.
Date night:
I put on make-up in the mirror;
Cleopatra’s dolled-up face
masks her emotive Marc Antony.
Women don’t need the swords they lack;
they have no-thing but need nothing
but their voice, voices.

Young girls like blue birds:
sing sweetly, don’t let the wax
melt off your blemished wings.
Fly! But, not too far.
We picture corsets like cages,
but camera lenses do the same.

My mother placed lilies on the microwave.
My father, a beer on the T.V.
There’s a damp ring now on the console –
the flowers died – my mother scrubs the console endlessly.
I click away at cameras;
the room is fat and I’m behind the screen, my weight’s a barren vacancy.

My body is not my own –
it’s still trapped like Shakespeare’s sister
(it’s still it and not she);
it’s my nose being ripped from books,
it’s my freckles and wild hair hidden from Facebook screens,
it’s being told to clean and wax and melt
even if unintentionally.

I Miss The Sun
I Miss the Sun
I’ve met the Sun
And heard him speak in whispers.
He is beautiful.

But the night drowns so slowly;
All the honey dripping from the sky
Splatters on down-feathers, on open wings,
Causes wax to melt and children to fall.
The moon’s menace of midnight,
And everything that howls in pleasure
Swarm like angry bees.

Someday the day will rise again,
Predawn will draw its sword.
I will rub my weary eyes,
Let the light kiss my skin,
Tear my defenses down
And somehow not get bit… stung.

For the Sun is beautiful,
Truly, oh so lovely…
And I miss him, I do.
But I rest with the moon for company,
With memories that bid me not to leave,
With wounds that ache for reprieve.

Emily
Scott
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WHEN DID 
POLITICS 

GET SO 
PERSONAL?
Catherine buckler
         I believe I have really good GOP-
dar. That is to say, I cannot see myself 
ever dating a Republican chap. Ever.
         Of course, it’s generally good 
practice to avoid absolutes. Typically, 
only mathematicians and Siths deal in 
absolutes, while the rest of us operate 
on an organic sliding meter of commit-
ment to any one thing at a given time. 
Even those moments when we are really 
pressed to make a decision, DVR can 
usually solve the problem. 
         So, about the Republican thing...
         How do I actually know that Mr. 
Right, won’t be Mr. Right-wing? First is 
the birds of a feather theory, aka, lack of 
diversity. I definitely do not believe in 
any form of segregation, but regardless 
of whether it’s a conscious or subcon-
scious decision, the fact is all of my 
friends align fairly closely with my own 
political perspective. That’s just how 
we roll. It not necessarily homogenous 
though. There’s no overarching societal 
divisiveness that bonds us; the usual 
black/white, gay/straight, Christian/
Jew, vegan/Arby’s distinctions usually 
go without comment. Instead, I tend to 
believe it is a matter of practicality. Take 
for example, 

“This ‘our way or no   
way’ party mentality 
has resulted in the 
stifled government 
the past seven years.”
those pictures of the Serengeti. The lions 
are lounging in an Acacia tree while wil-
debeests graze off in the distance. All’s 
good. But the dynamic takes a definite 
turn if they end up right next to each 
other. Same with Republicans. 
         Sure a Clippers fan will chat it up 
with a Warriors fan. A ‘Nole will even 
converse with a Gator-if only to talk 
smack about Alabama. But if I see a 
cutie in the crowd and he turns around 
with a “#Trump2016” t-shirt and it’s 
game over. Why do I care so much 
about someone’s politics? Well, it’s the 
way things are nowadays. In the New 
York Times OP-ED “How Did Politics 
Get So Personal?” Thomas B. Edsall 
touches on this modern phenomena. 
         Edsall cites a study, “Affect, Not 
Ideology.” The study used extreme po-
larized political stances as the opposing 
ends of a spectrum, a “thermometer 
rating”—very liberal Democrat to very 
conservative Republican—when asking 
party members how he/she felt about 
the other party. The scale had a numer-
ical component, that ranged from one 
(being that they felt very “cold” towards 
the group) to one hundred degrees (be-
ing that they felt very “warm” towards 
the group). One of the findings through 
this rating system is that “in 2008 that 
Democrat and Republican ratings of the 
opposition party had dropped to just 
below 32 degrees.” That’s right, freezing. 
         But wait, there’s more. This exper-
iment had collected information from as 
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far back as the 60’s. In the 50 year time 
span from 1960 to 2010, the rating of 
both Democrats and Republicans who 
felt that members of their own respec-
tive party are smarter than members of 
the opposing party shot up noticeably 
from 6% to 48%. In the same time-
frame, the instance that members of 
each party found the opposition party 
to be “selfish.” Those numbers? 21% 
became 47%. The conclusion drawn 
from the study was that, since people of 
a party don’t seem to interact with those 
of the opposing party (i.e. democratic 
ladies don’t date guys in Marco Rubio 
hoodies), they are more likely to believe 
these characterizations and stereotypes 
of the opposing party and its members.
         Here’s another study. The Pew 
Research Center, a panel survey that 
takes its information from the same rep-
resentative group of randomly selected 
American adults various times during a 
campaign, took a poll during the 2014 
elections, sectioning voter ideology into 
different groups (consistently liberal, 
mostly liberal, mixed, mostly conserva-
tive, consistently conservative). What 

they found only added to the increas-
ing presence and phenomena of the 
political polarization in the American 
public. For example, electorates - or 
voters - who are more likely to fulfill 
their civic duty and follow politics, are 
usually more ideologically oriented. 
That being stated, it was also found that 
negative feelings toward the other party, 
a “key marker of polarization,” drive 
party members to vote. It was found 
to have a strong, directly proportional 
relationship; the higher the negative 
feeling towards the opposing party, the 
higher the chance of voter turnout. 
This was especially true for Republicans 
Although this might sound obvious, the 
hostility between the two main political 
parties has increased dramatically in 
the last 20 years. It almost goes hand 
in hand to say that another finding in 
this 2014 election study was that split 
tickets are incredibly rare—about eight 
in ten voters will be submitting straight 
ballots. 
         Historically, Democrats and 
Republicans have always been at odds, 
however, it is generally accepted that 
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the present animosity we are experi-
encing started with Republican Newt 
Gingrich’s “Contract with America” 
manifesto (re: The U.S. Senate: from 
Deliberation to Dysfunction) about 
20 years ago. This ‘our way or no way’ 
party mentality has resulted in the 
stifled government the past seven years.  
Pew Research has delved in the mechan-
ics of this phenomena, called Political 
Polarization. Going back to 1994, the 
study identifies a clear 
progression in political, 
let’s call it steadfastness. 
In 1994, Ace of Base 
was topping the charts 
and 16% of Democrats 
viewed Republicans un-
favorably. Today, Justin 
Bieber has two songs 
in the top ten and that 
number has increased 
to 57% (there may be some correlation 
there as well). In the same time period, 
Republican attitudes against Democrats 
has gone from 17% to 68%. 
         Back to why I won’t be canoodling 
with the Dark Side. Thing is, it seems 
as though it is not just me. A similar 
negative sentiment runs in the family, 
literally, everyone’s families.  In 1960, 
4% of Democrats and 5% of Republi-
cans said they would be “displeased” if a 
member of their family married outside 
the party. In 1960, people used the 
word ‘displeased.’ In 2008, the displea-
sure over the thought of a bipartisan 
marriage had risen to 20% (D) and 
27% (R). Only a couple years later in 
2010, the numbers were 33% and 48% 
respectively. And we can assume they 
were not using the word ‘displeased’ any 
longer. 
         

         It’s not me, it’s you. Recently, 
Professor Jonathan Haidt of New York 
University’s Stern School of Business 
and Social Psychologist Thomas Talhelm 
of the University of Virginia, collabo-
rated on a paper titled “Liberals Think 
More Analytically Than Conservatives”. 
Tell me more. Apparently, it is not just 
that conservatives and liberals hold 
differing opinions, it’s that they alto-
gether think differently. Liberals “have 

a stronger preference for deep 
thought and a rejection of 
simple solutions. Liberals are 
more tolerant of ambiguity 
and uncertainty, and they 
have less of a need for order, 
structure and closure.” “The 
analytic thinking typical of 
liberals is “more conscious, 
more focused on the rules of 
logic.”  Do tell.

         Conservatives, on the other hand, 
are typically holistic thinkers. Conser-
vatives perceive “scenes as a whole and 
seeing people as a product of situa-
tions.” Talhelm considers this style of 
thinking as “more automatic, caught up 
in emotions, and in some ways less ad-
herent to the rules of logic”. In the most 
simplistic terms, liberals see the forest 
for the trees, whereas conservatives see 
the forest. Liberal individualism versus 
conservative collectivism. 
         Given, all the current economical 
and societal forces that continue to fos-
ter this strict partisan loyalty that makes 
compromise and tolerance the words 
of failure, I do not see the likelihood of 
any Alex P. Keatons serenading me and 
that’s probably not good for any of us.

 
 

 
 

 

liberals see 
the forest 
for the trees, 
whereas 
conservatives 
see the forest.
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I watched as my friends struggled “discovering”
    who they are as people, rather than creating
    an identity in themselves,
watched as they fought against the pressure
    of success, successfully failing at
    the balancing act of all forces demanding
    their attention,
watched them try so hard to be a singularity
    they accepted their voice is small and
    silent and irrelevant in the world and
    accepted they will make no impact,
watched disputes that built walls as arguments
    over whether or not she was right for him
    or just using him to get back at the last guy
    with an unnecessary casualty in a war
    this soldier didn’t sign up for,
watched them conform against conformity as
    their independent voices became one of
    thousands which were quickly swayed
    to three different topics at once,
watched the world pull strings on the undecided:
    a generation of unsure, unmotivated, untapped
    minds moving in sixty directions at once,
watched as they were drawn so thin the page
    could not register their presence even if
    they never stopped drawing,
watched the world take young minds for
    a military to create an ocean so vast
    a splash made by my friends would not
    cause a ripple in one percent of it,
 

watched cats distract us from the starvation
    of millions who never gained the rights
    we never cared about in the first place,
watched fights break out over nothing
    seeming like they were all important
    with statements about her being
    able to save him from himself,
watched as he jumped out the window,
    regret-filled heart pulling his legs forward,
    landing chest first onto the concrete,
watched tears stream down her face,
    roaring through the crowd with no words,
    silenced by fear and guilt,
watched them stumble and fall, out of control
    with no idea what they were saying, doing,
    polluting the air with vomit and fucks,
    spray-painting the wall with urine,
watched police take my friends away violently
    for being disorderly and disobedient,
    illustrating the dysfunction of present times,
I watched my friends slowly dissent into madness
    pressured by society to do good with their lives
    when they weren’t even doing well emotionally,
    as getting out of bed to eat became a hassle
    but burying their anger was a habit,
they told me every day they needed help,
    looked at me with bloodshot eyes,
    the smell of coping on their breath,
    never doing anything but the wrong thing
    and I just watched.
 

A Cry 
Garrett Eicher
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         Florida State has an innovative 
and successful resource in FSU Craig-
slist. Used as an easy way to get rid of 
clutter or an old couch, free and for sale 
posts reach directly to the target audi-
ence of fellow students while making 
some quick bucks for things you don’t 
need. But along with dresses and TVs, 
you find lost cats, puppies needing 
homes and animals spotted without 
their owners. Unfortunately, these 
posts are anything but uncommon, and 
the rise in adverts on animals for sale 
mimics the rise in Tallahassee’s animal 
overpopulation rates.
         With information gathered from 
the Tallahassee-Leon Community Ani-
mal Service Center, in January and Feb-
ruary of this year alone, the facility has 
had 764 animals (ranging from kittens, 
cats, puppies, dogs, and other exotic 
pets) stay in their facility. Of these 764, 
only 404 have been adopted in that 
time, with a 52% overall adoption rate.
 

         Granted, when working together 
with the Tallahassee Humane Society, 
they have not needed to euthanize any 
animals due to space issues, which the 
center defines as “an animal that was 
available for adoption but space was no 
longer available or an animal that had a 
major health or behavioral issue that is 
treatable.” However, this issue has lead 
to the euthanizing of 784 animals since 
2013.
         None of these statistics include 
the multitude of animals being sold or 
adopted through the FSU Craigslist and 
Tallahassee Free and For Sale Facebook 
pages. With reasons ranging from 
unknown allergies to pet-free apartment 
complexes to profiting off of a litter, 
the casual act of selling used clothes 
and TVs is paired with the live trade of 
animals.
         Despite this issue, at its core, 
being about every animal deserving a 
home, the simplest solution to a prob-
lem of this magnitude is making sure 

Homeless Pets
Alexander Keel
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these animals don’t end up in adop-
tion centers in the first place. Per the 
Humane Society: if you are looking for 
an animal, “consider all the responsibil-
ities and consequences of pet ownership 
before deciding to get a pet” and “Al-
ways adopt your pets from a legitimate 
shelter or non-profit rescue group.” If 
you already have a pet, make sure it is 
always wearing its collar with tags, and 
also microchip the animal. First and 
foremost, “spay or neuter” your animals. 
The Tallahassee Humane Society, for 
one, makes sure their animals are fixed 
before leaving their facilities.
         Of these animals in the pound, an 
unspecified number are not just home-
less pets but lost pets that already have 
homes. The reclaim rate of previously 
homed animals is 13%, meaning that 
less than one in every seven of these an-
imals are being returned or sought out 
by their owners - assuming that every 
animal in the shelter had a previous 
owner. Even if a majority of these pets 
are strays without previous homes, the 
percentage of retrieved pets that do not 
get picked up by their owners is ridicu-
lously high.
         A recent post on actual craigslist 
made by the Tallahassee Animal Services 
Center showcased ten dogs and cats 
that had some form of identification 
showing that they were pets, with the 
address they are located at and means of 
retrieving them. The addendum on the 
post read, “Please note, animals are only 
held for six calendar days from the date 

of impound and this is only a few of the 
animals that arrive daily”.
         One effort to curb the exponential 
rise in homeless animals is the Humane 
Society’s foster program where students 
or homes willing to house an animal 
may do so before the animal is adopted 
or euthanized. Madison Campbell, an 
FSU student who has fostered seven 
dogs for the program, feels that “people 
need to be conscious of their decisions. 
It’s a fad right now to have an animal, 
but if you don’t have the time or money 
to have one then don’t. Fostering is a 
fabulous alternative if you want the 
company but not the bills. You just 
need to give them love and a tempo-
rary home”.  She believes that college 
lifestyle has its affects on the animals as 
well, adding “not all pets are ok with 
the college atmosphere so they have a 
higher chance of running away.”
         When asked what the best way 
to make sure the number of homeless 
animals goes down is, Campbell replied, 
“simple, get your dog microchipped!” 
Microchipping animals results in an 
over doubling of return rates. The Talla-
hassee Animal Service Center supports 
and offers microchipping for a discount-
ed ten dollars during the first week of 
every month as well as five dollar rabies 
vaccines. It is important to bring down 
the rates of animal overpopulation, 
especially when the animal in a kennel 
could be your own.
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SKIPPING TOWN 
Mallorie Lesher

 The sun had disappeared when Shawn left town, and now 
artificial light was making his eyes water. He had been driving on 
the highway for about two hundred miles. His gas gauge bobbed 
up and down every so often, but he estimated he could get another 
sixty miles or so behind him before he was stranded. And after 
that, he figured he could bare his thumb to the moon. Anything to 
find someplace interesting.
 A grating, repetitive song came on the radio, and Shawn 
punched the dial to shut it off. That song would sound amazing 
if I was high. He reached into the pocket of his jeans and fingered 
the joint there. A state trooper rolled up on Shawn’s left, pausing 
to inspect him beneath the passing street lights. The cop accelerat-
ed away. Shawn decided to save the joint. It was his last one from 
home, anyway.
 The cup holder flashed with light as he received a text 
message. I bet it’s Jeff. It was a game to him, guessing which friend 
or family member had thought about him. Lauren had stopped 
messaging him an hour ago. He considered sending her something 
cryptic and maybe a little foreboding, just to reinterest her. She 
was too simple-minded to call the police over a suggested suicide 
note. But damn, her reactions were always so desperate.
 The cop was long gone, and there weren’t many cars on 
his neck of the highway, so Shawn put his knees up against the 
steering wheel to keep the car steady while he checked his phone. 
It was his dad, not his best friend, Jeff. 
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 Come home for dinner.

 The light of the screen spotted his vision so that it was 
difficult to see the dark highway, but that only added to Shawn’s 
excitement. Danger was just another desirable aspect of the open 
road.
 He squinted at the gas gauge again, focusing on different 
points until he found a sweet spot between the black splotches in 
his vision. There was no way he’d be able to turn back now. And 
anyway, he knew his mom had made his dad send that text. There 
was no mistaking the useless bastard’s voice in the empty com-
mand.
 The reserve tank would be empty soon and Shawn didn’t 
really want to be stranded on the highway. The next exit was a few 
hundred feet away, and old, peeling billboards begged him to look 
at their advertisements for a nearby strip mall. He took the exit. 
It immediately gave way to a gravel road, where street lights were 
scattered and a run-down building sprung up before him.
 As the parking lot of the strip mall approached, the car 
hiccupped and made sputtering sounds. It shut up after a few 
shaky moments, when the sounds of the AC and the motor cut 
off. The car coasted until it gave up, then Shawn got out to push 
it into the lot. It didn’t really make it, though. Since he wasn’t 
steering, the car veered left. The upper left wheel got stuck in a 
small ditch on the shoulder of the road.
 He knew he’d run out of gas eventually. He was lucky to 
have had gas at all, really. After he’d spent his allowance on pot, 
as usual, his dad had found out and cut him off. Meaning: no gas 
money. So he’d decided to leave after his mom had filled the tank 
on her way home from work. He’d jumped in the car and sped 
away while his parents pretended to like each other in the living 
room, talking about how work sucked, how wonderful his sister’s 
grades were, and what would they do about their ambitionless 
son?
 Shawn knitted his brow and grabbed a lighter from 
the glovebox. But did he really want to waste his last high just 
thinking about family shit? He decided to look around the market 
instead. Part of a hobo’s daily life was to figure out how to enter-
tain himself, right?
 As he walked the perimeter, he saw a few cars parked 
around the corner of the building. The headlights were on, but 
they weren’t shining towards him. The drivers wouldn’t see him 
if he snuck up from behind. He could steal their gas money—or 
even a car, but Shawn wanted to keep his crimes petty—and they 
wouldn’t know what hit them. He was planning his attack when a 
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large, muscly guy got out of one of the cars.
 Fuck. He wandered back to his car, kicking empty soda 
cans. One of them went flying, making a weird thunk when it 
landed. Shawn squinted in the darkness, trying to see what it had 
hit. It was a body, but the sound wasn’t right. The frame was just 
a big shadow against a corner. Then he noticed two rising mounds 
below the shoulders—a chick! 
 He walked over, but a glint made him pause. Maybe she 
was oiled up, so that was good. He waved to her while he was still 
a few meters away, hoping she wouldn’t cost too much. Maybe 
she’d have sex with him for the price of sharing his joint. Now 
that would be exciting.
 She didn’t wave back or say anything, even as he closed 
the distance between them.
 “Hey…” He started to speak to her before he realized 
that she was completely naked, glimmering, and entirely made of 
plastic.
 But she was in good shape. She was tall and slender. Her 
faux hair was short and molded to her head, and her face stared 
at him. Her eyes gazed in determination.  Her smile was parted 
slightly, urging him to buy her products. He stared at her for a 
while, acknowledging that she’d be as free as he could get, but his 
anticipation was flattened and his heart was thudding. He could 
hear the other cars revving their engines in the distance, and it 
sounded like they were leaving the area. When silence came back 
to the market, an idea clung to him.
 Shawn grabbed the mannequin and mirrored her pushy 
smile. He threw her over his shoulder, gripping her ass—because 
he could do that. You’re not as fat as Lauren. He easily carried her 
to his car and opened the driver’s door, setting her up inside. Take 
a step back, you’re missing something…
 He opened his trunk and looked through the backpack 
that he’d brought with him. He found two shirts—one white, one 
red. He pulled the red shirt over her and placed one of her hands 
on the steering wheel. He rolled down the window and shut the 
door, pulling her left arm out, elbow bent, to rest on the window-
sill. Then he took the white shirt and tied it to his car’s antenna.
 He retreated to a bush, where he waited. From his 
position, he could see the mannequin, but he was sure only the 
side of her arm could be seen from the road. And the red shirt was 
long-sleeved, so that reduced her shine a bit. His phone buzzed a 
few times while he hid, but he didn’t want to shine the light in the 
darkness, so he didn’t check the messages. He guessed that one or 
two might be from his little sister, and another could be from Lau-
ren, if she suddenly regretted leaving him alone for a few hours.
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 The thought of playing with Lauren was tempting, so 
he pulled out his phone. But two dots of light appeared in the 
distance before he could open the lock screen, so he pocketed the 
device. The car seemed to take forever to get close, but it did slow 
to a stop to inspect Shawn’s broken-down vehicle. Please don’t be 
buff, please don’t be buff…
 A couple of white girls in jean shorts and tank tops got 
out of the car and walked over. He hoped they’d left the keys in 
the ignition.
 “We shouldn’t be out here, Lexi,” one of them said. “The 
guys are supposed to be up ahead. We should just go get them to 
help.”
 “We can handle this. What if this person needs help 
right now, not in twenty minutes?” Lexi was bustier than the 
other girl, Shawn noticed. He liked how soft they both looked, 
compared to the mannequin. He knew their asses would definite-
ly be nicer. Maybe splitting a joint three ways wouldn’t be so bad.
 “Kat…”
 “What, Lexi?”
 Lexi didn’t answer straightaway. She probably noticed 
that something was wrong. But something about their interaction 
with the mannequin kept him from seizing the opportunity to 
jump them while they were distracted.
 “I think we should go get the guys.” Lexi’s voice was 
hushed, but it carried through the bushes. Shawn could see a 
light in her hand. Despite her trepidation, she continued to step 
towards Shawn’s car, and the moment she got close enough to see 
that the driver was a mannequin, she began to scream.
 Shawn sprung out of the bushes and grabbed Lexi be-
fore the girls realized he was behind them. He wrapped his arms 
around her stomach, feeling her fast, shallow breathing. Kat froze, 
staring at them struggle.
 “Thanks for stopping to help, Lexi,” Shawn said. He 
pinned her arms down to her sides and forced the phone out 
of her hand, onto the ground. With all the fire and life that the 
mannequin could not have, Lexi twisted her head around to glare 
at him wildly. She wasn’t like Lauren, who would just let him be 
rough with her. “Kat, listen—I’ve got this fun idea,” he said.
 Kat looked like she was about to cry. Shawn smiled 
reassuringly. He wondered how she would feel in his arms.
 “Don’t worry. In my pocket—”
 The phone on the ground started to ring, interrupt-
ing Shawn. The ringtone startled Kat out of her stupor. Shawn 
watched dumbly as she snatched up the phone and threw it 
straight at his nose. Pain spread out as he stumbled backwards. 
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Lexi freed an arm and elbowed him in the side, then darted off. 
He doubled over as his face throbbed.
 He stared as the girls sprinted to their car and accelerated 
down the road, scattering dirt and gravel, creating a cloud of dust. 
A few rocks hit Shawn, but he didn’t mind so much. His nose 
hurt more than the stones against his skin.
 Shawn opened the backseat door and used the seat as 
a step so he could climb up onto the roof of his car. He lay back 
on the roof, looking up at the stars. He pulled out his phone and 
scrolled through the text messages he’d waited to read.

Dude, you should crash at my place in-
stead.

 That one was from Jeff.

Are you really gone?

 That one was his sister.

Hey…please be okay. I love you. Call me.

 Fucking Lauren. He laughed at her desperation. If only 
she knew he’d tried to have sex with three different girls. But she’d 
probably stick around anyway.

              Babe, I can’t keep going. I’m in the 
middle of nowhere. Go on without me.
  
         He knew it was melodramatic, but she would eat it up. He 
wished he could mess with his parents in the same way, but his 
dad would definitely report a suicide attempt if he tried that shit 
with them. He vaguely hoped that Lexi and Kat wouldn’t call 
the police or their muscly friends. Even if they did, he probably 
wouldn’t be around anyway. He’d be fucking with some other 
passerby, or bumming something off someone. No way he’d get 
caught for any of it, either. So as his phone received message after 
message—probably from Lauren—he pulled out his last joint, 
finally got high, and jerked off—for good measure.
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