
A Literary and Current 
Events Magazine

VOLUME 1  |  ISSUE 2

AN INTERVIEW 
WITH KATIE SPOTZ

Ambassador for H2O for Life and 
youngest person ever to row solo 

across the Atlantic Ocean

This month’s donations will 
benefit:



ABOUT

 Letter From the Editor 
Ryan Flynn

This Month’s Featured Charity

The Ins and Outs of Voice a Story

THE CHARITY

An Interview with 
Katie Spotz

THE ARTS

Photography

Poetry

Fiction

THE STORIES  

 The Kids are in School
Becky Straw

Currents
Three Leaf Clover

Music by Justina Shandler

01
 

02

03

  

05
 

 
 

14 | 41

24

30

   

20
 
36

47

CONTENTS
VOLUME 1  |  ISSUE 2



1

Ryan W  Flynn

Dear Friend,

Thanks to the support of the 

many who purchased Issue 01 of 

Voice A Story Magazine, we are 

proud to reveal this second issue 

of the magazine for all to see, 

especially you!

Voice A Story Magazine’s focus 

is a simple one, but it is still a bit 

more complex than your ordinary 

magazine. Our mission is… A) To 

give creatives a space to publish 

their content and to have the ability 

to shape what each issue’s theme 

is each time we publish an issue; 

B) To bring thoughtful, important 

stories to the eyes of society without 

the biased judgment on what is 

“important” by mass media; and 

C) To shine a light on the nonprofit 

and social good sector and all that 

they work to accomplish.

By purchasing this issue, you 

are affirming what we hold to be 

true: “social good sells”. Business 

shouldn’t be just about money. In 

our view, good, thoughtful business 

can help to alleviate the strain and 

ailments that society is facing at any 

given point. A business is supported 

by the people; why shouldn’t the 

business be in the process of 

giving back to the people? That is 

Letter from the

why we focus on social 

good and this idea of 

social entrepreneurship. 

That is why for every issue 

that is purchased, we donate 

$1 to an amazing nonprofit. 

That is why we focus on people 

and organizations that are actively 

trying to alleviate those ailments in 

society. We do it because without 

the people, we could not exist; and 

we wouldn’t want to.

With your purchase of this issue, 

we are donating $1 to the nonprofit 

H2O for Life, whose mission is to 

educate students in the United 

States about the lack of clean 

water elsewhere in the world. 

They focus on how to conserve 

water, as well as share water. Most 

importantly, they are teaching the 

next generation that although they 

were afforded clean water, not 

everybody is that lucky.

In this issue you will find stories of 

amazing people and organizations. 

You will find wondrous photography, 

creative fiction and poetry, and 

even a little bit of music. You will find 

an interview with the impressive 

Katie Spotz, the youngest person 

ever to row solo across the Atlantic 

Editor

Ocean. You 

will find out about nonprofits doing 

great work, as well as a few articles 

about what is “current” in the world.

We sincerely hope you enjoy your 

purchase and our hard work. It has 

been such an amazing experience 

being able to start this young 

magazine and we thank you for 

your investment in this project. We 

hope you will continue to support 

us into the future by purchasing 

future issues, because we couldn’t 

do this without your support. Plus, 

we have A LOT more to show you. 

The best is yet to come.

With love,

Ryan W. Flynn
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H2O for Life’s mission is to 

educate, engage, and inspire our 

nation’s youth to learn, take action, 

and become global citizens. They 

provide students with a unique 

learning experience and a variety 

of service projects focused on 

the global water crisis. They aim 

to raise awareness on water 

conservation, sanitation and 

hygiene, water scarcity, and other 

global water issues.

H2O for Life began in 2007 when 

the organization’s co-founder 

Patty Hall received a request from 

a small village in Kenya who were 

desperate to build a water project. 

She introduced the idea to her 

school in New Brighton, Minnesota 

to see if they could fundraise 

for the project. The school 

welcomed it with open arms and 

in the end, they donated $13,000 

to Kathungu Village (twice the 

amount requested for the project). 

Today, Kathungu Village has water 

available year round. Patty, with 

the help of parents and teacher 

volunteers established H2O for 

Life as a non-profit.

To date, H2O for Life schools have 

donated close to 2 million dollars 

for water projects around the world. 

They have worked with 282,000 

This issue’s featured

students in the United States, 

Canada, and the UK to complete 

over 800 service-learning projects, 

which helped to fund more than 

450 water projects in 21 different 

countries around the world.

Voice A Story is proud to have 

H2O for Life as our second issue’s 

nonprofit partner. We encourage 

you to visit their website and follow 

their social media for more updates 

on their amazing work.

Charity



3

The

of Voice A Story
Ins & Outs

Kate Tripp

Fiction Editor
Sara Haubrock

Nonfiction Editor

Janie Lunn

Communications

Manager 

Kai Pedersen

Political Analyst

Danielle McGorman

Social Media

Mollie Jackman

Operations Manager

Poetry Editor

Becca Grogan

Graphic Design

Web Manager

MEET 
OUR 
TEAM.

Ryan Flynn

Editor in Chief



4

PHOTOGRAPHY

No more than five photo 

submissions per issue

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Date/Location Taken

Short description of piece

NONFICTIONAL RESEARCH

10,000 word limit

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Short one-two sentence bio of 

yourself

ART/DESIGN

No more than five submissions per 

issue

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Medium used

Short description of piece

CONTACT 
VAS
All inquiries and 

submissions can be directed 

to our email address, 

voiceastorymag@gmail.com

Find us online at 

www.voiceastory.com

and on social media:

SUBMIT TO 
VOICE A STORY

Email all submissions to 

voiceastorymag@gmail.com 

with the subject title, 

“Submission - Your Name”. 

Please limit your submissions to 

the following categories:

CURRENT EVENTS COLUMNS

1,500 word limit

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Short one-two sentence bio of 

yourself

FICTION

2,000 word limit

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Short one-two sentence bio of 

yourself

POETRY

No more than five poem 

submissions per issue; must fit on 

an 8.5 x 11 inch page

Please include with submission:

Name of Piece

Your name

Short Cover Letter with Piece (2 

paragraphs)

Submission Formatting

For research, any citations need to 

be in AP (Associate Press) style.

1-12 pt. font; double spaced.

Word attachments preferred.

http://www.voiceastory.com
https://www.facebook.com/voiceastory
https://twitter.com/voiceastorymag
https://instagram.com/voiceastorymag/
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AN INTERVIEW 
WITH KATIE SPOTZ

 
Ambassador for H2O for Life 

and youngest person ever 
to row solo across the 

Atlantic Ocean
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VAS: So you just finished writing a 

book. How does that feel?

Katie: Well there’s only so much 

I can share on the blog and the 

speaking I do at the schools and 

different groups and organizations 

across the country, and I felt like 

there was so much I learned 

throughout that journey and it took 

time for that to process what all 

that meant. So it feels, I don’t know. 

It feels great. It feels awesome to 

finally be able to share more of the 

behind the scenes; what that really 

meant for me. 

VAS: So what was your motivation 

behind writing the book?

Katie: There were a few things. 

One, this book is a way to raise 

money for clean water projects. So I 

wanted to try to think of other ways 

that I could continue to support 

the work of H2O for Life beyond 

the speaking and adventure. So 

we launched our first project in the 

Dominican Republic and a school in 

need. Rowing the Atlantic was the 

biggest challenge imaginable, and 

in many ways it was the biggest 

gift and I feel blessed to have had 

the experience of doing something 

like that. So I feel like because I 

was able to have that experience, 

it almost feels like, I wouldn’t say 

my responsibility, but I feel like I 

want to give because I have been 

given so much for being able to 

do something like that. I don’t 

know if I could have been able to 

do that without a ton of support 

behind me, so I wanted to share 

the message that I felt like I would 

have wanted to hear when I was a 

kid. I wasn’t a star athlete. There 

wasn’t something in my upbringing 

that said I would be destined for 

ocean adventures. There was no 

boating, no rowing experience. 

And so there weren’t the qualities 

that you might expect someone 

who was going to row an ocean to 

have. Being a benchwarmer, I never 

imagined someone like me would 

do these things. So another part 

of it is that I do want other people 

to know that they’re more capable 

than they think. I mean even with 

the Ironman this past weekend, 

people say “oh, I could never do 

that.” I usually say, “I thought that 

at one time, too.” So yeah, giving 

Interview by Ryan Flynn
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people the inspiration or courage 

to try and there’s just so much to 

it! There’s this whole fear of failure 

and I carried that going into the 

row and I did have a pretty bad 

boat accident before the journey 

began, and people would ask, “You 

can’t row Lake Erie, how do you 

think you can row an ocean?” So, 

I feel like another part of it is not 

just chase your dreams, go after 

it, and it will all just happen. I want 

to share that there are bumps in 

the road, because there are things 

in your control and out of your 

control. You focus on what you can 

control. There’s just so much in that 

experience that I feel could apply to 

everyone. It sounds so ridiculously 

simple, but one of the big things I 

learned out there is like “ok, I felt 

like quitting. I didn’t want to row 

anymore.” I was very vulnerable. 

I cried. I was overwhelmed. And 

so in this moment of “hey, I really 

want to quit right now,” I learned 

you can feel like quitting and not 

quit. I don’t know how to describe 

it, which is probably why the book 

is formatted the best way possible. 

I just blossomed at a mission 

retreat before this journey began, 

so there’s definitely a spiritual 

component to the journey. On an 

ocean you experience everything 

and you can’t escape it. You can’t 

call your friends to fix this for you. 

You can’t figure it out by going on 

the internet. You face challenges 

where you have no other options, 

but to overcome, and in that 

situation you do find this part of 

yourself that I think we all have. 

It’s just a matter of whether or 

not we’ve had the opportunity 

to experience it, but to have an 

inner strength to push us to row 

an ocean, climb mountains, and 

visit other countries. I mean it’s 

really hard to feel and sense that 

unless you actually do it, but I don’t 

think I’m this superhero. I just had 

opportunities that enabled me to 

tap into what we all have. 

VAS: That’s awesome. 

Katie: Plus there’s meditation. 

That whole experience where 

you meditate for hours. You’re 

bored. You’re agitated. You’re this. 

You’re that. And you watch your 

emotions rise and fall, and what 

that does, especially for my rowing 

experience is to enable thoughts 

and feelings to arise, but not give 

them power, like “oh, I feel like 

quitting,” and then you quit. No, I 

feel like quitting, but that ability to 

let go and not have your feelings 

and thoughts of quitting overpower 

you is key. 

VAS: Yeah, definitely. So what did 

you learn from the writing process 

that maybe you could share for 

aspiring writers to help them 

prepare for that same process?

Katie: Well, I started by looking at 

my blog and I know this is a super 

silly way of going about things, but 

I am very much a brain dump, put 

it on paper person. So I actually 

started with roles of wrapping 

paper and I was jotting down all 

these ideas, and one idea would 

branch to another. I think it’s 

important to start from that place 

where it’s just letting all those ideas 

out there and taking time to do 

that. I mean that was kind of where 

I started. And I don’t know if you 

want to interview my co-author, but 

that was another part of this where 

I thought was really important. I 

spent a lot of my time, energy, and 

focus on the events and awareness 

for everything. I’m not going to 

Africa and building wells. I’m not an 

engineer. I trust other people; that’s 

their thing. So I’m definitely aware 
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that the potential for this book is so 

much greater because I had a co-

author. 

I mean all the ideas started and I 

wrote up my draft, and then we kind 

of broke things down. So advice to 

other people who are interested in 

writing; that is correct? 

VAS: Yep, that’s correct.

Katie: Well I can say I’m really 

glad we went the self-publishing 

route, because we’ll be able to 

do more for the charity and as 

an ambassador for H2O for Life, 

when I visit the schools they’re 

going to use the book as kind of a 

fundraising tool for their particular 

projects for their schools. So 

with H2O for life, every school 

partners with another school in the 

developing world that they’d like to 

help out. So if we were doing it as 

a not-self-published book, working 

with a publisher, I don’t think the 

impact with the kids we’re working 

with would be able to be made with 

the book. 

Another important thing for me in 

this whole process was time. So 

from a marketing standpoint, if I 

were to have walked off that boat 

and three months later had a book, 

yeah maybe there would have 

been more people that would read 

it. But I didn’t really want to throw 

just anything out there. I wanted 

something that had a little bit more 

depth and with time I felt like I would 

be able to do that with the book. 

VAS: Yeah, that makes a lot of 

sense. 

Katie: I mean I didn’t even know 

how to walk. Everything was just 

so off. I was so overstimulated. 

Even making decisions; like I 

didn’t make one decision, because 

you wouldn’t believe how many 

decisions you make in twenty-four 

hours. It just took me months to heal 

because when you have wounds 

on the ocean and you’re exposed 

to water, you never heal. I mean 

physically, mentally, emotionally 

you’re kind of starting from okay 

what do I do now to your life is just 

one big event. Once that’s over, I 

mean I couldn’t even think about 

life after the row, because the 

row required so much focus and 

attention. So yeah, I needed the 

time and with that time I feel like 

it’s better than it would have been.

VAS: So to talk a little bit more 

about your rowing across the 

Atlantic, what do you think was the 

most challenging part about it? I’m 

sure there were a lot of challenging 

parts. [laughing]

Katie: Well, getting there was 

actually a huge thing. And then 

actually doing it. They’re very 

different, but they’re both very 

challenging in their own right. 

But getting there was, I mean 

I’m a nineteen year old when I 

decided I wanted to row an ocean. 

Not only do I have no rowing or 

boating experience, but I don’t 

know anything about sponsorship 

proposals or press releases. I don’t 

know WordPress, or all the things 

that go into planning it or getting a 

boat. And because I didn’t have a 

follow boat, I didn’t have someone 

dropping supplies, that made it 

even, I don’t know. I get stressed 

whenever I’m going on a trip for a 

week and I have to figure out how 

to bring what I need. And here I 

am, if I don’t bring what I need it’s 

life or death. So there was a lot of 

planning that went into that. I went 

up to the West Coast and took an 

ocean rowing seminar and learned 

about navigation. There’s no ocean 

rowing for dummies book out there 
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either so you’re just learning bits 

and pieces from the people who 

are kind enough to share their 

experiences. I mean there’s a lot 

of people who’ve climbed Mount 

Everest, but finding them is difficult. 

Most of the ocean rowers are 

over in Europe; the UK. So yeah, 

that was definitely like starting a 

business in many ways. So that 

was challenging for me personally 

because of where I was. I was in 

college, had student loans. I think 

especially people who sail around 

the world, there is that assumption, 

and it is true, that a lot of young 

people sail around the world and 

their parents pay for it. And I’m by 

no means saying that is wrong, 

but I feel it was important to share 

that that wasn’t my situation. My 

parents had no connections and 

they didn’t even want me to do it. 

I mean they were trying to be as 

supportive as they could be, but 

they were parents first and that 

meant that they wanted to see me 

alive and not rowing the Atlantic. 

[laughing]

So the planning was difficult, 

because my network was very small 

compared to someone who might 

have a big network from working 

for twenty years or whatever. 

And then once I was out there, 

physically and mentally complete 

deprivation was brutal. I will say 

it like it was. It was brutal. I didn’t 

sleep for seventy days for more 

than two hours. I did bring Ambien, 

but it’s kind of a catch twenty-two. 

You take Ambien and there’s a 

chance you won’t wake up when 

the radar goes off to alert you there 

is a boat nearby. If you don’t take 

it you’re just not able to sleep. So 

as an athlete, we know that sleep is 

the time when your body recovers 

and it’s so important. Even as not 

an athlete, it’s very difficult to do 

much when you don’t have sleep. 

So that was the one thing that really 

took a toll on me and I reached 

points where like when your body 

doesn’t get sleep, I had insomnia. 

I was so tired that I couldn’t sleep. 

That definitely was not my favorite 

part of it. I mean I tried. I had 

safety belts to strap myself into 

bed, because there was constant 

rocking. I would wake up, because 

the flying fish would be hitting the 

boat, I’d wake up because it would 

be suffocatingly hot so I’d have to 

open up the hatch to let fresh air, 

and I would wake up a lot because 

of the movement. So yeah, I used 

the safety belts and it would almost 

be like latching myself into bed. 

And if there’s one thing I would 

have brought if I wanted to do this 

again, would be a beanie bag chair, 

to kind of latch myself in even more, 

because I think that would have 

minimized some of the movement. 

VAS: Yeah. Well it’s definitely just 

a crazy experience. I don’t even 

know how to relate to it. I couldn’t. 

Katie: Well it is like so different from 

everyday life that I mean a huge 

part of this book was just reliving 

it. I can tell you moments of the 

journey, but I can’t even wrap my 

head around it. It’s such a moment 

by moment; I mean anything that’s 

super big, super small, super 

challenging I lived it. One of the 

things I tell the kids when I’m 

speaking is that when I did want to 

quit at halfway, I decided I wasn’t 

going to row three thousand 

miles, but that I was going to row 

one mile three thousand times. 

And that’s very much the attitude 

and perspective I go through time 

and time again for these types of 

challenges. 
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VAS: So do you have a favorite part 

of the journey? Or any really cool 

moments?

Katie: I loved the wildlife. I was 

focused on the gear and getting 

everything in place that I really didn’t 

know what I would see. Everyday 

there was something cool like I’d 

see dolphins rounding my boat, sea 

turtles, man-o-wars, jellyfish, and at 

night I saw glowing plankton. It’s 

like this type of phosphorescence 

that glow with movement, so it 

would be like all around my boat. 

It would like sparkle in the water. 

I don’t know if you’ve ever seen, 

there’s a few places; Puerto Rico’s 

probably the closest I know that 

has the bioluminescence.

VAS: Yeah, they actually have that 

here in Florida as well. You can go 

kayaking to see it.

Katie: Oh cool!

VAS: I’m hopefully going to go this 

year. One of my goals.

Katie: Yeah, it’s a really magical thing. 

I didn’t even know it existed until 

then. I was even questioning whether 

I was hallucinating or whether it was 

real. But someone confirmed that 

yes that is really a thing. 
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VAS: So what caused you to want 

to do all these types of adventures? 

Like were there any role models in 

your life growing up that made you 

want to aspire to these types of 

goals?

Katie: Well I needed to take a gym 

class to graduate high school my 

senior year, and I picked a class 

that I figured I probably wouldn’t be 

the benchwarmer in and be picked 

last, and that was walking/running. 

[laughing] There’s no sides. There’s 

no last to be picked. So I was like, 

“Cool. I’ll do running/walking”. I 

think the first day I walked, and 

then I figured, “well, I’m already 

here. I might as well try to run.” 

So the first week I tried running 

one mile straight and I don’t think 

I ever did that. So I just remember 

being winded and everything, but 

I was still really excited about that, 

because it was something I never 

thought I could do. So every week 

I pushed it a little bit more. One 

mile turned into two and three and 

by the end of the semester I tried 

doing this ten mile run. I thought 

it’d be cool getting in the double 

digits. Once I did that and started 

learning more about running, I 

learned about the marathon. No 

one in my family had ever done 

anything like that. I didn’t have any 

friends who were into that. I didn’t 

know everyday people really did it. 

It was doing that first marathon that 

I found people I thought I could 

relate to that were more everyday 

people who might not look like 

they were the fittest people on the 

planet, but that’s where I saw there 

was something more to endurance. 

It’s not about the physical. There’s a 

huge mental component to it. I saw 

passion and determination, and I 

saw things beyond the physical. 

And it was just a really cool thing that 

everyone was winning, because 

they were there. So I was inspired 

and I wanted to see what else was 

out there and it was searching 

online that I ran across the Bike 

Ride Across America, which is a 

three thousand-three hundred mile 

bike ride across the states through 

the American Lung Association. 

And my grandma had just passed 

away from lung disease, and it was 

the first person I’d ever lost. So 

I wanted to do something in her 

memory. It was kind of one of those 

moments, and I try to be this logical 

person with my pros and cons and 
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really trying to figure out what’s the 

right thing, but this was a situation 

where I didn’t need to write a list 

because I already knew. There was 

just no question about it. I had to 

do it. I didn’t even have a bike. I 

just knew I had to do it. So I signed 

up. That was the first adventure 

where I saw how you can tie this 

kind of greater good to endurance; 

you can make it purposeful. So 

again, the bike ride was another 

one of those reminders that we 

were everyday people who were 

just riding their bikes eighty-five 

miles every single day for forty 

days. But it was this experience 

that, although you say I couldn’t do 

this, I couldn’t do that, and when 

you actually prove yourself really 

wrong it makes you question all 

the other things you say you could 

never do, and maybe, just maybe 

I can. Because if I said I couldn’t 

do that and I actually did, then 

who knows. So every time one of 

those challenges was met, it gave 

me the courage and inspiration to 

try something more challenging 

and continue to evolve so that 

impact to help others became 

essential to the mission behind it. 

There are people who do these 

things that; I feel like there’s a huge 

difference between people who 

do it for something greater than 

themselves. I mean I don’t know 

if I would have pushed through all 

those moments on the row if I didn’t 

think there was something bigger 

behind it. And you do sometimes 

see that at least with ocean rowing 

that a lot of people are using it as a 

way to help get them through when 

others might quit it. 

VAS: That’s really cool. So I have 

just two more questions. What is 

one goal you hope to accomplish 

in the next year and why?

Katie: One goal I hope to accomplish 

in the next year? 

VAS: Yes.

Katie: Well I have been doing 

Ironman triathlons and this is my 

third year, and the more I do them, 

the more I enjoy doing them, and 

one of my goals this upcoming year 

is to do Ironman Texas in May. For 

every Ironman I do, I try to help at 

least one school get clean water. 

And there is another school in the 

Dominican Republic I’m going to try 

to help as part of the race. So doing 

Ironman Texas and placing top two 

in my age group, which if it happens 

I would qualify for Ironman World 

Championships in Hawaii.

VAS: Oh wow. Well that sounds 

awesome. Good luck!

Katie: Thank you!

VAS: For my final question, so one of 

the things Voice A Story Magazine 

focuses on is the concept of social 

good. So the question is what does 

that concept mean to you and how 

does it impact your life?

Katie: Social good? What does it 

mean and how does it impact my 

life?

VAS: Yeah, so what does it mean 

to you and how does it impact your 

life? Because you do a lot of the 

ambassador work for H2O for Life 

and stuff like that; all of these social 

good projects.

Katie: I need to think about this. 

Can you give me an example?

VAS: So for the magazine, what we 

do as far as social good is concerned 

is to bring some of these really 

important stories that are often 

overlooked in mainstream media 

and bringing those to an everyday 

reader. Like that’s the main goal. So 

that would be considered like doing 

some good for society. Getting the 

word out there. If that kind of helps 

a little bit.

Katie: Yeah. Well, the reason why 

there is this hesitation is because 
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what I want to hope or feel about 

social good has evolved and one 

of the things that I’m a firm believer 

in is that the greatness in us and 

our impact won’t come from a 

place of, maybe I need to explain 

this before I say it. [laughing] When 

I started to learn about the issues, 

the problems, I got overwhelmed, 

and there’s actually a chapter in the 

book about it. I got overwhelmed 

and there was a part of me that 

wanted to block it out, because it’s 

overwhelming sometimes. And so 

a big part of the work that I do with 

H2O for Life is not to make people 

feel guilty at all, you know? Maybe 

grateful; grateful’s fine, for having 

water. But there’s no need to feel 

that and that’s not a place where 

I’m trying to take people. It’s seeing 

the potential for good. Seeing the 

potential to make a huge impact by 

doing something little. Do you know 

what I mean? Where I’m going with 

this? I want others to feel included 

and I want people to know there’s 

no reason for them to feel guilty for 

having water. It’s not about that. It’s 

about being excited for what we 

can do, what possibilities exist, and 

if you don’t have money, you have 

time, you have talent. I mean every 

action spreads ripples. I started my 

journey with one mile in gym class 

and here I am, so I believe in that. I 

believe it’s okay to take small steps 

as long as you’re moving in the 

right direction. I hope that made 

sense.

VAS: Yeah. I mean the whole idea 

behind H2O for Life is to simply 

get people to the same standard 

of living. You know, we have this 

expectation here in the United 

States. It’s not about well I have 

this and this person doesn’t, but 

moreover this person doesn’t have 

that so how can we help them get 

that, because it’s a vital part of daily 

life. 

Katie: Yep, exactly.

VAS: I knew what you were going 

for. [laughing] Well that’s all I had.

Katie: Okay, cool. Cool.

VAS: Thank you for taking the time 

to chat with me today. 

Katie: Oh no, thank you.
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Rarely Drifting
September 19, 2015 / 

MacArthur State Park, FL

Caitlin Cantrell

 
“Beached driftwood on an early 

dawn.”
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Morning’s Glory
September 19, 2015 / 

MacArthur State Park, FL

Caitlin Cantrell

 

Pale Sunshine
September 19, 2015 / 

MacArthur State Park, FL

Caitlin Cantrell

“Beach Morning Glory - Ipomoea 

imperati. Smaller cousin to the 

Railroad vine, the beach morning 

glory is another native found along 

Atlantic coast dunes. The pale 

white and yellow flowers, shorter 

runners (20 ft.) and arrow-shaped 

foliage help distinguish the two 

varieties. Both species typically 

bloom during the summer and fall.”

“Railroad Vine - Ipomoea pes-caprae. Commonly found draped across 

Floridian beach dunes, the flowers of this native morning glory--also referred 

to as Railroad vine--bloom early and slowly wither throughout the day. Deep 

roots from long runners (75 ft.) aid in coastline stabilization, reducing erosion 

and allowing other plant species to claim beachfront property as well. ”
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Climb
August 6, 2013 / Grover Hot Springs, NV

Becca Grogan

“And the light burst through. Even through 

that which was perceived dead.”
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Meeting of Worlds
August 6, 2013 / Lake Tahoe, NV

Becca Grogan

“Water. Earth. Sky. These worlds 

were made for each other.”

In Lost, We Found
August 5, 2014 / Nevada

Becca Grogan

“The most incredible of discoveries 

are made when an adventurer’s 

destination is known only to the 

trees and stars.”
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Looking at Things from a 
New Perspective

July 10, 2015 / Indialantic, FL

Billy Dwyer

“Most people will go on the dock to 

take in a beautiful waterfront view, 

but sometimes, it pays to look at 

things from a different perspective. ”

Sittin’ On The Dock
July 14, 2015 / Indialantic, FL

Billy Dwyer

“ I love the way the dock comes 

out into this photo, coming with it 

is a bit of contrast that makes the 

sunset pop. ”



19

Lagerarrest
October 3, 2015 / Dachau, Germany

Stacie O’Brien

“A hallway of the infamous Lagerarrest, 

also known as the “special prisoners 

barracks” of Dachau concentration 

camp, where political prisoners were 

held and tortured for “crimes against 

the state”.  
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THE KIDS 
ARE IN SCHOOL.
 
Highlighting the work of The 
Adventure Project.

http://www.theadventureproject.org/
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“
Article adapted from The Adventure 

Project website. First published 

September 21, 2015 by Becky Straw.

“It was embarrassing,” Joyce said, 

recalling her childhood memory.

Squinting under the bright Kenyan 

sun, Joyce explained, “Sometimes 

it would be done during the 

assembly…you are called from 

the class and sent home and it 

was embarrassing because other 

children are seeing you sent home 

for lack of school fees.”

The strong woman who stood 

in front of me appeared to have 

shrunk a couple of inches in one 

statement. 

Eventually, Joyce dropped out 

of school at Class 5. Her parents 

could no longer afford it. She met 

her brother’s friend, Musili, and 

they married and moved to a small 

plot of land to farm.  

But as time went on and children 

grew, Joyce realized they couldn’t 

afford to send their own kids to 

school either.

“I used to feel bad. I would look at 

it as so embarrassing to me and to 

the children because I want them to 

have the best. But at that time, I had 

not had the capacity or the ability.”

Primary education is free in Kenya. 

But it’s not truly free. Uniforms, 

textbooks and registration fees 

plague poor families – especially 

poor farmers. In Sub Saharan 

Africa, over 80% of the poor work 

as rural farmers. Spending an extra 

$30 for each child is extremely 

difficult if you’re trying to survive on 

less than $2 per day.  

Joyce’s husband, Musili, used to 

spend most of his day watering his 

plants with an old bucket. It was 

backbreaking work and left him 

with no time to properly cultivate 

his land.

As his farm floundered, he worked 

as a day laborer to try and stay 

afloat. Often, the family would go a 

few days per month without meals. 

They could never grow enough, 

nor afford enough.  

The Adventure Project’s local 

partner, Kickstart, has spent the 

last few decades trying to uncover 
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the key to getting irrigation pumps 

to families like Musili and Joyce’s. 

Each pump has the potential to 

increase crop yields by 500% - 

moving an entire family out of 

poverty and into the middle class 

in only one harvest.

Evidence shows pumps are most 

effective when they are sold to 

farmers instead of given away. 

This is because there is an intrinsic 

motivation to make the most out 

of your purchase. Farmers who 

purchase pumps are three times 

more likely to start small enterprises 

than if they were given the pump 

as a handout. Supporters (like us) 

help to subsidize the cost to keep 

them affordable.

But how do you sell a pump to a 

family who truly cannot afford it? 

Thankfully, last year Kickstart 

launched a pilot using mobile 

technology to offer two financing 

models - a rent-to-own program 

and a layaway program for farmers. 

As farmers earn more income by 

using their irrigation pumps, they 

make payments on their mobile 

phones, at their own pace. The 

Adventure Project has focused our 

support on helping this pilot. And 

we’re glad we did. 

Early data has already shown 

enormous success in reaching 

the extreme poor. An unexpected 

benefit is that 66% of the 

participants are women. Most 

women living in poverty have a 

harder time gaining access to 

capital. Offering the ability to rent-

to-own or use layaway removes 

this barrier. And these farmers are 

thriving in the process. 

With irrigation, a farmer’s average 

income increases from $140 per 

year to $700 in profits. It is money 

people are investing in land, animals 

and, of course, their children.

Most farmers are able to send at 

least one of their kids to school for 

the first time. 

Musili and Joyce took advantage of 

the rent-to-own program, and sent 

them all. 
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Over the last year they’ve gone 

from owning two chickens to 40. 

They purchased two new cows and 

soon there will be another harvest 

of bushels of tomatoes. Oh, and 

most important to Joyce – all of 

her school-aged children are now 

excelling.

“Before we used to struggle and 

strain and they were even chased 

from school. We’re now able to 

buy them books for the children 

comfortably and to be able to give 

them the best - especially the best 

books,” Joyce proclaimed.

Joyce shared her story with me 

as we stood in between tidy little 

rows of sprouting plants. As she 

talked, she became more and 

more animated and joyful. It was 

if I felt her presence sprouting and 

growing, too. For the last 30 years, 

Musili and Joyce were struggling. 

Now, in one remarkable year, hope 

has arrived.

Joyce shared how quiet and shy 

she used to be, too ashamed to 

attend women’s village meetings. 

Now, she said, she’s a frequent 

attendee and women come to 

see her for support. Though, she 

admitted, they mainly seek her out 

for farming advice. 

“Now, I go to the market but not to 

buy, but to sell,” Joyce beamed.

“I’m now part of it.” 

...

Special thanks to our supporters 

who have helped lift 197 farmers, 

including Musili and Joyce, out of 

poverty.

“Before we used to struggle and strain 

and they were even chased from school. 

We’re now able to buy them books for 

the children comfortably and to be able 

to give them the best - especially the 

best books,” Joyce proclaimed.
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I Cry At Night
Anonia Gomer

I cry at night looking up at the stars.

I remember seeing something wonderfully frightening 

about them.

I realized that they are dead. 

Every last one.

Each star had burned so bright, that it burned out.

What we see is not the beauty of the star itself,

But the remnants of the beauty shown in its death

We only then see how beautiful the star was

When in all reality it isn’t even close to how beautiful it 

truly was.

We catch a glimpse, too late, to fully appreciate its 

beauty.

I cry when I look up at the night sky 

Because I realize that this too, is how we humans are.

First (A Love Poem)
Mollie Jackman

I paced the weed-ridden sidewalk cracks and

waited to hear myself respond 

to what you’d said.

You had moved out to the country and

your mom had bought you four wheelers and

I can picture you now,

in a trailer park a couple states away

describing a life you thought would make me happy

for you.

And you told me about your new Air Maxes while I 

wandered

on the phone, the way we do

inside my room,

and it was summer

so I ended up in the empty driveway,

bare feet under the basketball hoop.

You told me about everything and then

time stopped and you said 

I love you.

It didn’t need well-prepared delivery, 

it was matter-of-fact. 

The truest thing I’ve ever heard to this day

And I wonder where our worlds would be

if I’d had any idea what to say instead

of feeling concrete and stray blades

of grass beneath my feet.

I used to dream about you

all the time.
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if your heartbeats are irregular or your veins

start feeling thirsty? And you’ll let me know, 

I hope, if they spit on you the way they 

sometimes spit on me. I’ll show you –

-I’ve found – a place you can go. They are

offering flowers or books or cigarettes and

saying, it isn’t going to hurt forever. There

are going to be bright days and warmth.

There will be laughter. And to infinity, and

beyond, there will be better things.

They are getting out of bed. They are eating,

they are showering, they are putting on clothes.

Sometimes they are stepping out the door, even 

if they turn around and go back in again. They are 

going to the doctor and saying, I have made up 

my mind, and I want to keep on living.

Superheroes
Mary-Clare Newsham 

 

These days, superheroes rip their capes in two.

They are taking the bigger half and draping it

over their sleeping dogs. On the coldest days,

they are warming their cheeks with the steam

from a forty pence coffee, and still saying,

thanks anyway, have a great day.

They have tampons hidden inside their bras,

eyebrow pencils inside their afros, plasters

tucked inside their shoes. They are handing

them to each other in bathrooms, sharing 

tips on how to make the puffiness go away,

how to make things lighter.

They are standing in goal and letting him 

score, letting them all cheer and jump and

invite him out for pints. Letting them say

you’re a champion, lad, not like that nonce

in goal. They are never saying, ey, I let him

win you know. I did, I let him score.

They are extending their hands and saying

you have a home here, and people that

want to welcome you. Soon you will stop 

waking in the night hearing gunshots and

feeling like you are drowning. You are safe,

you are loved, and you are wanted.

They are holding their children to their chest

and saying, I am still trying to make this world

sweeter and softer for you. And I will give

my all, I will get on my knees at the borders

and beg, that you may have a place to call

home, a land and a people to love.

They are jumping on their skateboards, or

changing their heels for flats, so they can 

get across the city to their friends, who are

sitting on the side of the bathtub, begging

the earth and the gods to help them. So 

they can bring them mugs of

quelling tea and oil to soothe their fresh scars. 

They are saying, you’ll tell me, won’t you,

if you need help making it through the night,

Side Effects
Mollie Jackman 

We walked back to the car

in the rain.

Drops like pills from a bottle,

they fell, and I held out

my hand

just to see how much it could carry. 

They only rolled off

my skin like oil.

Slipped away like my fingers

through your hair.

Cracked windows,

humid air rushed through.

Here and gone in a moment.

The smell of rain lingers

like cologne on bedsheets.

Your name hangs heavy

in the air.
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Life Worth
Fatima Zia 

Another gunshot

Another scream

Another dead child face down on the ground

Yet guns continue to fire un-phased that there may be 

one

less doctor, one less teacher, one less child, who will 

never get to experience

the hardships of peer pressure, the pleasures 

of first love and the delights of

sneaking around in the late hours of dark.  

All because we cannot 

put our diversity aside. We think killing will 

make them understand that they are

wrong and we are right. We go on with our heads 

held high as we point 

a rifle in the face 

of a terrified woman. So how much is this life worth?

When we are dying over 

different points of view. 

Still I Rise (Inspired by Maya Angelou)
Fatima Zia 

 

You may see me as a desperate girl

with my kind words toward you. 

my constant texts, while 

you just look the other way 

  and toss me to the thorns.

But still I rise.

I yank the thorns out,

 watch the blood pour out.

 Scars created.

I believed together we could have been an ocean

 Beautiful and invincible.

when in reality we were never even a drop of water.

But still I rise.

Did you think you could break me?

that I would not be able to ride 

the waves of life without you.

Did you think my life was swallowed whole,

 When you left me in the current to drown

But still I rise.

I will always rise.

Through the Eyes 
of a Child
August 2015 / Florida Keys

Korrie Edwards

“This photograph was inspired 

by a child. I was walking down 

this path when I saw a small child 

pull himself up so he could see 

through the fence railing down to 

the ocean. I wanted to see things 

from his perspective so I took 

a picture through the fence. It 

reminded me when I was little and 

how almost everything I saw was 

new and exciting.”
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How Long is an Eternity?
Zach Omer 

[5:16]

Driving home from baseball practice,

Blaring “It’s a Long Way to the Top.”

I’ve got the house to myself for the weekend,

The longest my parents have ever left me alone.

The sun seemed brighter today.

Living life independently, it’s lighter that way.

I was excited to stay

when Mom and Dad left for Cozumel.

Home alone, so now I’m grown 

As far as I can tell.

Dunn Spring Road is notoriously winding.

No shoulder, the sides lined with large rocks,

snaking down the long, curvy hill.

All it takes is one tire to slip off the pavement…

[5:17]

Now I think things took a turn a for the worse-

My car is rolling like an injured worm in the dirt.

One flip, two flips, three flips,

I’ve lost count.

One slip, mood switch, please send

my God down.

Spare me from destruction that I brought upon myself,

I was negligent, distracted, thoughts were not upon 

my health.

Flashbacks to a childhood beach vacation-

The large waves crashing on my small, playful body,

tossing me like a rag doll under the swirling water.

A feeling of helplessness that seems much less 

exciting now

[Still 5:17]

Loose change is flying, 

face to face with George Washingtons-

tumbling through the air 

like sudsy clothes when the washer spins.

White knuckles, clenched fists

squeezing on the steering wheel,

fearing for my life, 

this nightmare is now appearing real.

[5:18]

I open my eyes to see the windshield inches from my 

face.

Splintered, a light tap away from breaking into deadly 

pieces.

I’m upside down in the middle of the road; where is 

the traffic?

I need to crawl out before a car comes flying around 

the corner.

It all happened in the blink of eye.

For once in my life, wasn’t thinking of time.

No obligations, no schedule, 

nothing mattered for a moment.

Just grateful I’m alive, 

glass shattered, wasn’t broken.

Back to reality, it’s sadder that way.

And my car is destroyed,

what will Mom and Dad say?

Growing Up
Zach Omer 

I was once superlative.

Potential wasn’t permanent.

From impressive 

to pessimistic-

Pondering my life’s purposes.

I’d like to profit as a prophet

But without proficient prophesies;

Or Pops to give me props

for solving problematic properties.

The perks of being perfect

Produced a perturbed person.

Now it’s probably important

that I prove against aspersion. 

Productivity in portions.

My poor thoughts are porous.

Perhaps if I’d apply myself,

My past 

won’t be my best performance.
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Reflections
Adam Barrientos 

Darkness.

I’m surrounded.

I see…

figures,

shapes,

a sliver of light

irregularly hits them.

Still unable to discern.

To move around,

I rely on sense of touch.

Careful steps

feel the ground before me,

my arms outstretched

waving around,

as though treading water.

My fingers brush

unknown objects.

I hear

snickers,

whimpers,

snarls,

a distant wailing.

Each sound

producing new emotions,

a wave of chills,

my movements

stiffened.

Though my movements are hesitant,

I can still make my way around.

Eyes squinting

trying to take in the environment.

Just when I feel confident,

I trip,

fall.

A thud echoes,

reminding me that I am alone.

Okay,

back on my feet.

One step,

next step,

quicker,

stronger,

better!

Shit!

I fell again.

The sneering gets louder,

The sound of moving bodies surrounds me,

voices deafen my own thoughts.

Maybe,

just maybe

if I just stay here

on the floor,

everything will cease.

Time passes

endlessly.

How long have I been here?

Maybe it’s time I get up.

I lift my arms and push against the ground,

my body aches,

my joints creak with every movement.

The rise up

took hours,

tireless effort,

just to stand on my feet again.

I look around.

Everything is lit.

The morphed shapes

revealed to be mirrors.

Monsters,

demons,

other me’s

encased within.

The coated silver

a boundary trapping them.

A variety of creatures surround me:
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A red slender figure,

curved hips and a thin waist.

Her face thin,

sullen,

with yellow almond shaped eyes peering into mine,

challenging them.

Her luxurious black hair

running down the length of her body,

landing in a pool of hair on the floor.

She stood there

with her hand on her hip,

un-phased by my stare,

almost… prideful.

A boy,

cloaked in a hood,

his right hand

clutching at his chest.

His face turned away from my own,

I can see him bite down on his bottom lip

concealing a sob.

It’s raining

his clothes drenched,

his shoulders quiver ever so slightly.

I noticed something else:

there’s cracks on the surface.

Did he try to break out of confinement?

Instinctively,

my hand reached out and touched the surface

it making the rain stop.

“There, that’s better.”

There were many more,

a furry creature who’s shouts of joy sent warmth 

through my chest,

a baby who could barely stand up and walk,

a young bird who kept flapping it’s wings in an 

attempt to fly,

a young man dressed in spandex hopping up and 

down, breathing heavily.

Lastly,

a grand mirror with a gold,

intricate frame:

golden vines,

leaves,

branches,

surround the reflective surface.

Emitting a golden light onto my own features.

A red velvet curtain lies beyond it,

completing its regal appearance.

As I approach it

I notice there’s nothing in it.

This one is actually a mirror.

There’s only me:

nothing more.

At the mirror’s crown

a single word:

Adam.

Written in thick royal letters.

Lions holding it on either end.

My eyes fall on my reflection,

my figure’s glowing lightly.

I am King of myself,

These demons,

Creatures,

other me’s:

My subjects.

Welcome to inhabit my home,

my lands,

my kingdom.

But never will I be afraid.

So to them I say:

“Come, take a seat.

How do you like your tea?”
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The Flagpole Sitter
Ken Haubrock 

The salesman didn’t expect to be walking the hot streets 

of Phoenix early that morning, but he’d been stirred 

from his sleep by a single thought:  Not enough money. 

He’d been over his money the day before. He didn’t 

need money problems while he was on the road, 

so on the train he’d counted his money three times. 

Twice by hand, once in his head. Everything was fine. 

But now, hours later, he was awakened in the middle 

of the night, strangely concerned there might not be 

enough. Three hundred and ten dollars in his wallet. 

That should get him to San Francisco, keep him there a 

day or two, then up to Sacto, and back home to Omaha. 

Plenty for hotels and food and the train. A little extra 

for souvenirs for his two children, maybe something 

for the wife, a handkerchief or some knick-knack. More 

than adequate. But his subconscious dredged up the 

worry and he awoke with it tromping through his mind.

On top of that, when consciousness first came, he 

wasn’t sure where he was. There was a lost feeling, 

as if he’d suddenly been dropped into a strange town. 

Why did the bed feel wrong? Where was his wife? What 

day was it? That feeling flip-flopped with the money-

worry until he finally recalled Phoenix, Arizona. But the 

money-worry kept on, and soon it was too late, he was 

wide awake.

As he came fully alert, he felt the heat again. Yesterday 

had been ridiculously hot. In one two hour period, he’d 

used three handkerchiefs to mop the sweat off his 

face. He couldn’t wait to get out of his suit. He’d hoped 

the hotel room would provide some comfort, but he’d 
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ended up lying on top of the bed in his underwear. 

Some of the newer, more expensive hotels had air-

conditioning, but not this one. No breeze came through 

the open window. He’d laid a wet handkerchief on his 

head and waited to see if the evening would cool down.

Now, through the single window, the hot air still drifted 

in from outside. It was the middle of the night, but 

somewhere nearby a mammoth furnace door must be 

wide open. A pale light from outside bathed his room 

and he could see the small chest of drawers, a pitcher 

and a basin, the single chair, the white sheets of his 

bed, the bland painting of flowers hanging on one wall. 

Nothing fancy; it was a place to sleep for a one-night 

stopover. He’d come to Phoenix so he could spend 

some time with a customer. Big sales with the company 

in the past, but no word from them in months. As soon 

as he’d arrived, he’d gone straight to the company and 

spent an hour chatting with the president, talking about 

this and that, telling a few jokes, having a good laugh. 

No sales orders, but it was a good thing to touch bases. 

Tomorrow he would move on.

The heat pressed on him. Late October, for cryin’ out 

loud. Sweat began to form tiny puddles on his chest 

and stomach. Frost has already come to Omaha, for 

cryin’ out loud. The sheet under him was wet.

“Geez it’s hot.” He spoke out loud, but his voice fell flat 

in the small room. “For cryin’ out loud!”

He gave up, got off the bed, and splashed some of 

the basin’s warm water on his face and the back of his 
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neck. It helped a little. He lit a cigarette, sucked in the 

smoke, and blew it out. That was a little better also.

The salesman went to the open window. Below, a 

shadowed street, a few streetlights spaced far apart, 

and mostly dark stores and offices. No breeze at all. 

The air smelled musty. Everything was drained of color; 

the stars were pale. He heard someone indistinctly 

shout something. A woman cried out, either in pleasure 

or pain, and then the night was quiet again.

He pulled the chain on the room’s overhead bulb and 

blinked against the brightness. The room appeared 

emptier in the light. There was a small mirror attached 

to the chest of drawers. He stared at his reflection, 

surprised at how tired he looked; he was feeling his 

fifty-six years. He considered the bed again, but knew 

he could not fall asleep. There was nowhere to go until 

his train left in the morning. He decided to take a walk, 

wander the downtown area; maybe that would make 

him tired. After, he would return to the hotel and get 

a couple hours of sleep before he had to leave. He 

checked his pocket watch. Three in the morning. He 

pulled on his pants, a shirt, and shoes and socks. He 

did not put on a tie. Who would care in the middle of 

the night? But he did put on his hat - he would feel 

funny without it.

The hallway was quiet; no one was stirring.  Who 

would want to in this heat? The lobby was empty also, 

except for the night clerk. He was a young man, around 

nineteen or twenty. His face sagged, from either being 

hot or tired or both. When the salesman came down 

the stairs, the clerk looked up and nodded once. 

“Too hot to sleep,” the clerk said.

It was a statement, not a question. He’d probably said 

it a million times to a million guests.

Slow Down
May 28, 2015 / Indialantic, FL

Billy Dwyer

“A view like this is one that can 

remind you to slow down, which 

is not always easy in our world. 

However, if you can be aware 

enough to take a minute to slow 

down, you might be rewarded with 

a sunset like this.”
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“Too hot to do anything. Think I’ll take a walk. Get some 

air.”

“It’ll be hot air. Always is.”

The salesman paused at the front desk. The clerk had 

a newspaper spread in front of him. A record spun on a 

record player on a desk behind him, the volume turned 

down. The salesman listened to the faint tune and 

thought he recognized the lyrics.

I’ll have to see my broker

Find out what he can do.

‘Cause I’m in the market for you.

There won’t be any joker,

With margin I’m all through.

‘Cause I want you outright it’s true.

“Anything more about the market?” the salesman 

asked.

Clerk thumped the paper with a finger. “This is 

Saturday’s paper.” He pointed at the date: October 26, 

1929. “I’m just looking through it to pass time.”

“Heck of a Thursday last week, wasn’t it?” He wondered 

if the young man understood what had happened. “I 

was home in Omaha when I first heard about it. Got the 

news early in the afternoon. Friday I read in the paper 

almost 13 million shares changed hands.”

The clerk wiped at the sweat on his face. He was 

staring hard at the salesman and had a slight frown on 

his face.

“A new record,” the salesman explained. “Heck, before 

that, four million shares was a busy day. But last 

Thursday - thirteen million. Sure was something.”

We’ll count the hugs and kisses,

When dividends are due,

‘Cause I’m in the market for you.

“Great ride for a lot of folks,” the clerk said. “Everyone 

getting rich.” 

“Who wouldn’t, son, when you can go to a broker 

and buy stocks on margin. What a concept. Instead 

of buying stocks with any money you might have, you 

buy it with cash down and the rest on credit. When the 

stock goes up, you sell, pay off what you owe, and the 

rest is profit. Half-dozen of my friends made plenty that 

way.”

“You invest any?” 

“Of course I invested. Short time ago, I got smart and 

withdrew some savings to buy. I’d been watching 

the rest of the country doing it. I finally figured, why 

shouldn’t I?” He laughed. “Even let my wife choose 

one stock and she chose a dandy: Montgomery-Wards. 

The little woman knows her stuff. I picked three good 

companies. We’ve been watching it go up and waiting 

for our time to cash in and get rich.”

You’re going up, up, up in my estimation.

I want a thousand shares of your caresses too.

“Ha!” The salesman pointed at the record player. 

“That’s it exactly. Up, up, up.” 

The clerk nodded and smiled. 

“But I’ll tell you something, son, something about last 

Thursday. I read about it and it was like when you take 

too big of a bite of a sandwich and it won’t go down 

easy. Stuck in my craw.”

“Paper said it was in the morning hours they had 

the most panic.” The clerk looked proud that he’d 

remembered that fact.

“I don’t know if I’d call it a panic. It was something 

though. Ticker tape machines fell behind by an hour 

and a half. Investors scrambled to sell without knowing 

prices. Crowds outside the New York Stock Exchange 

couldn’t get a clear word on what was happening 

inside. The Chicago and Buffalo Exchanges closed.”

“Must’ve been something.”

“But cooler heads prevailed as always. Recovery came. 

Whitney - that’s the New York Stock Exchange’s vice-

president - he walked onto the floor and made orders 

for a dozen stocks. Five banks,” he held up five fingers 

to emphasize the number, “put up twenty million 
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dollars each to buy stock. Naturally, investors noticed 

and starting thinking maybe they were going to miss 

out on the next climb. By Thursday evening, the market 

had rallied some and closed at 299. What a day.”

“Were you worried at all?”

“I’ll tell you, I hadn’t been sure what to do at first. You 

get news like that, comes in piecemeal, not clear, you 

have to wonder what to do. Thursday afternoon I’d 

seen on the ticker tape that Wards opened at 83 in 

the morning and quickly dropped to 50. But I stayed 

tough and was patient. I ignored the chaos and let it 

all ride. My wife worried me some, saying we should 

sell, but I stuck to my decision. Wards bounced back to 

74 by the close. Said to the little woman: I told you so.” 

The salesman winked at the clerk. “Folks took a deep 

breath. Friday, the market was a bit higher and closed 

at 301. Things settled. I read the market was down a bit 

on Saturday. Was on the train by then. But it all appears 

to have been a fluke.”

The salesman pulled out his handkerchief and wiped 

at his forehead. 

“Think it’ll drop again?” the clerk asked. “I didn’t think 

it would ever drop that fast and hard. Thought it would 

always stay up. Think it might again?”

“Who knows why these things happen. Some rich guy 

in New York hiccups or Rockefeller has indigestion and 

everything goes bottoms up for awhile. My bet is within 

a month or two, the market will gain all it lost. Maybe 

more.”

Outside, the street was quiet. Phoenix was not a big city 

- not far beyond the downtown area there was sand and 

cactus and coyotes and rattlesnakes - but it also wasn’t 

These are the 
Golden Moments
June 26, 2015 / Atlantic Ocean

Billy Dwyer

“There’s almost nothing that 

compares to watching the 

sunrise over the Atlantic. It may 

require you to be up earlier than 

usual, but the serenity you will 

experience will be worth it. Plus, 

there’s nothing a good cup of 

coffee can’t fix.”
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a small town anymore. The salesman expected it to be 

quiet - three in the morning on a Monday, people still 

in a Sunday mood - but not like this. Tourists weren’t 

uncommon here. The railroad brought those who felt 

the heat was good, brought them to the dude ranches 

and spas. But he saw no one in front of the hotel or on 

the street. There were a few lights on in second-story 

windows, but that was it. If he didn’t know better, he 

would’ve thought it was a ghost town. 

He turned a corner and started down another street. 

Just as dark and deserted. Midway, he stopped and lit 

another cigarette. He pushed his hat back on his head. 

Did a cool wind ever blow in Phoenix? Did people like 

breathing in this hot dust? Why would anyone want to 

live here? He looked down the street to his left, to his 

right. Too hot to move, too hot to lie down, too hot to 

do anything. Everything baked to a standstill. He took 

a deep draw on his cigarette and tilted his head back 

to blow out the smoke.

High above, he saw a man sitting on top of a pole.

The pole was on top of the roof of a two-story movie 

theater. The salesman glanced at the front of the 

theater. The unlit marquee had a large name running the 

vertical length of the building: The Palace. How many 

theaters across America were called The Palace? Must 

be a million. But on top of this particular The Palace, 

there was a pole. It looked like a regular flagpole, about 

twenty or thirty feet tall. He could barely make out in 

the dark that four guide wires anchored it to the roof. 

On top of the pole, a man sat, slouched over. Must be 

sixty feet high. A single spotlight was also on the roof 

- the sitter was lit from below. He was bright against 

the black sky. The light spilled off the roof’s edge and 

painted shadows on nearby buildings. The salesman 

saw a large sign hanging off the roof, resting against 

the theater. He squinted to read it. 16 in giant black 

numbers, and also the word Days. A big clock hung 

next to the sign. It showed 3:29.

He’d read about flagpole sitters and had seen pictures 

in magazines, but this was the first one he’d actually 

set eyes on. He looked at the empty street in front of 

the theater. Shouldn’t there be people here watching 

this? Didn’t crowds follow these daredevils wherever 

they went? Was sixteen days not enough to cause 

interest? He wiped some sweat from his face, dropped 

his cigarette to the ground, stepped on it, and looked 

at the sitter. What a crazy thing to do. The salesman 

studied the dark theater marquee. He could see a 

man’s name displayed in place of the usual movie title: 

Jimmy Allred. Must be the screwball on top of the pole.

The salesman wondered what made a guy do such 

a thing. Was there good money in it? Who would pay 

someone to sit on a pole in Phoenix, Arizona? If the guy 

set some sort of a record, could he get rich off it? Did 

he come down more popular? Was the sitter looking 

for attention? Did women offer themselves? Was he 

looking for thrills? Did guys like that want to feel the 

fear that must come from teetering sixty feet in the air? 

Did the guy do other feats: wing-walking on biplanes? 

going over Niagara Falls in a barrel? When did he first 

decide I think I will climb a flagpole and sit there for 

as long as I can stand it? Did Jimmy Allred have a wife 

and children? Did Jimmy Allred’s mother know what 

her son was doing? The salesman shook his head. 

What a foolhardy stunt.

The salesman turned at the sound of shoes slapping 

against the pavement. He saw a man walking slowly 

on the opposite side of the street, his gaze also fixed 

on the sitter. The bareheaded newcomer had on dark 

pants, a white shirt, and a stained, dirty-white apron. 

Must be someone coming home from a late night at 

work, or maybe going to work early. Looked like a 

cook. The man stopped, glanced at the salesman, and 

looked up again.

The salesman turned his attention back to the sitter. 

How do you eat up there? What if you get sleepy? How 

do you overcome the boredom? How do you go to the 

bathroom?

There was a noise from across the street. The salesman 

looked at the cook. He was lighting a cigarette. The 

match’s flame lit a dark face with a growth of scruffy 

beard. The cook concentrated for a moment on 

his cigarette, then glanced up at the sitter. The man 

dropped his cigarette, pointed, and shouted something.

The salesman looked up in time to see the sitter 

slump over too far, then suddenly jerk upright, grab 

for something not there, let out a surprised cry, lose 
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his balance, and fall. He landed on one of the pole’s 

guide wires, his body bending hard against it. There 

was enough tension in the wire to bounce the sitter 

farther out. The wire snapped and gave off a sharp 

whistling sound as it whipped around the pole. The 

sitter fell to the roof’s edge, hitting it with a loud thud, 

and slipped over. He cart-wheeled down the theater’s 

side and smacked onto the sidewalk, sounding like a 

watermelon cracking open.

Stunned, the salesman turned to see what the cook 

was doing. The man was already halfway down the 

empty street, running away as fast as he could. 

A loud gasp from above made the salesman look up. 

At the edge of the theater’s roof, a man stood, looking 

down at the body on the street. The salesman could 

see the man’s horrified expression.

“What happened?” The man on the roof shouted at 

the salesman. “I fell asleep! What happened? I gotta 

get the police.” The man on the roof disappeared from 

view.

The salesman looked at the sitter crumpled on the 

sidewalk. The body had strange angles to it. Under the 

sitter’s head, a large dark pool of blood was spreading. 

Sweat dripped off the salesman’s face.

Fifteen minutes later, the police had arrived, covered 

the body with a sheet, and called an ambulance. The 

man from the roof now sat against the theater, his 

legs in front of him, his head slumped onto his chest. 

The salesman, on his eighth cigarette, was across the 

street, watching. A block away, a small crowd stood in 

a cluster. One of the policemen asked the salesman his 

name, his business, where he was staying, and what he 

had seen. There was not much to say. The policeman 

said sitting on a pole was a nutty thing for the dead guy 

to do, particularly if he was sleepy.

“I’ve never seen a fall like that,” the salesman said. 

“Never seen someone drop so fast and so hard.”

The policeman nodded. He was busy writing in a small 

notepad.

“I’ve never seen such a fall,” the salesman said. “One 

moment he was up there and the next moment - there 

he was. Such a hard fall.” The salesman pursed his lips 

together in thought. “Tough way to make a living.”

He went back to the hotel, but couldn’t fall asleep. 

He spent the rest of the morning waiting to leave for 

the train station, sitting at the window, watching the 

downtown streets slowly come to life. He checked the 

small calendar he kept in his briefcase. October 28. He 

hoped today would be better. A bit more normal.

The End
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CURRENTS
NONFICTION

Last month I had the incredible 

honor and privilege of attending 

International Justice Mission’s 

Advocacy Summit in Washington, 

DC. Approximately 250 people 

from 40 states gathered to learn, to 

be inspired, and most of all, to lobby 

our Congressional representatives, 

requesting that they co-sponsor 

the End Modern Slavery Initiative 

Act (EMSI). If passed, this act would 

be a unique and monumental 

opportunity to dramatically reduce 

the prevalence of slavery and 

human trafficking throughout the 

world. It is the most significant 

piece of anti-trafficking legislation 

to be introduced in 15 years.

Introduced by Senator Bob Corker 

of Tennessee, the EMSI would 

Learning about the 
End Modern Slavery 
Initiative Act
 
By Sara Haubrock

authorize the U.S. government to 

take the lead in creating a grant-

making nonprofit organization, 

which would provide resources to 

organizations such as International 

Justice Mission and similar groups 

to aid them in the fight against 

slavery in communities all over the 

globe. 

Of course, the first question 

everyone has is:  how much will this 

cost? 

The second is:  where will this 

money come from?

The EMSI Act calls for $1.5 billion 

in total contributions over seven 

years. One of the wonderfully 

innovative things about the EMSI 

is that the U.S. government would 

only be contributing a relatively 

small portion of the funding. The 

bill requires U.S. contributions to 

be matched at a 3:1 ratio by other 

donor governments and the private 

sector, creating a unique public-

private partnership and allowing 

the U.S. to leverage its funds to 

galvanize a truly global response to 

this crime. The U.S. portion would 

total $250 million over the seven 

years, coming out to only a measly 

$36 million per year - a remarkably 

tiny fraction of the U.S. foreign aid 

budget, and roughly a tenth of 1% 

of the total U.S. federal budget.

This number is really put into 

perspective when you understand 

that it equals only $1 per person 

held in slavery per year. That’s 

right, The Global Slavery 

Index estimates that there are 

approximately 36 million men, 

women, and children currently 

trapped in slavery throughout 

the world, more than at any other 

time in human history. Human 

trafficking is the fastest growing 

criminal industry in the world, 

generating approximately $150 

billion in illicit profits for the 

traffickers and slaveholders. 
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The good news is that there are 

proven models for combating 

slavery, and the EMSI would require 

data gathering and a measurable 

reduction in the prevalence of 

slavery, ensuring that the money 

only goes toward projects that 

prove to be effective. 

“The Global Slavery Index estimates that 

there are approximately 36 million men, 

women, and children currently trapped 

in slavery throughout the world, more 

than at any other time in human history.”

The EMSI Act is an important and 

urgently needed step toward 

eradicating this growing atrocity. If 

you would like to help ensure that 

this bill passes into law, sign the 

petition at http://freedomcommons.

ijm.org/ and then contact the 

offices of your Congressional 

representatives directly to let them 

know you would like them to sign 

on as a cosponsor to the End 

Modern Slavery Initiative Act. More 

detailed information on the Act can 

be found here.

Trusted anti-human trafficking 

nonprofits:

International Justice Mission

Polaris Project

Shared Hope International

Human Trafficking Hotline: 

888-3737-888 

(call if you see a situation that you 

think is suspicious!)

https://www.ijm.org/
http://www.polarisproject.org/
http://sharedhope.org/
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Why I Stopped 
Shampooing My Hair 
And Started Putting Mud 
in it Instead

 
By Becca Grogan

Disclaimer: I am by no means an 

expert on the topic of organic 

products. I’m a beginner and am 

continuously learning and changing 

my routine accordingly.

Ever since I took a Global 

Environmental Issues class my 

sophomore year at Virginia Tech, 

the idea of “going green” has sat 

patiently in the back of my mind, 

waiting for me to give it the attention 

it deserves. Let me give you a brief 

background. I’ve always loved 

animals and the outdoors and I may 

or may not give my houseplants 

names. But this course changed 

who I am at the very core of my 

being, and has influenced how I act 

and how I see the world.

This story begins the summer after 

that class, when I almost took a job 

at a business called Terressentials, 

which makes and sells organic body 

care products. Although I didn’t 

end up taking the job, the seed 

of using organic body care had 

been planted in my mind. I started 

researching different organic 

body care products immediately, 

landing me on the home page of Dr. 

Bronner’s Magic Soap. While their 

branding and personality is a little… 

unconventional… their message 

is always a positive one! When I 

discovered that their magic castile 

soap had 18 DIFFERENT USES, I 

was sold. What could possibly be 

better than using only one product 

to wash my body, wash my hair, 

brush my teeth AND do my dishes? 

Nothing, that’s what. I eagerly 

purchased the citrus liquid castile 

soap and shikakai hair rinse so that 

I could give it a try.

Everyone knows the term “squeaky 

clean”, but have you ever literally 

felt squeaky after a shower? I did 

after using Dr. Bronner’s soap as a 

body wash. Not to mention the soap 

smells AMAZING. I was also very 

eager to try the soap out on my hair. 

In my eco-frenzy, I had learned that 

shampoo is actually quite damaging 

to your hair. It strips your hair of its 

natural oils using chemicals that 

end up leaving the hair very weak; 

your shampoo just hides it. I quickly 

found out that while my eagerness 

was well intentioned, the reality 

was not nearly as glamorous. I 

couldn’t even run a brush through 

my hair (think Princess Diaries) 

after washing with the soap and 

shikakai rinse. It was a nightmare. 

I knew many people had a bit of 

a transition period when moving 

to alternative methods of cleaning 

hair, but I was not prepared for this. 

I was however, determined.

After weeks of forcing myself 

through this regimen and hiding my 

hair in ponytails and hats, I started 

to notice my hair was not so awful 

as it was with the first washing. It 

was somewhat brushable, looked 

thick and shiny, but was still getting 

oily. After finishing the bottle, I was 

hesitant to buy more rinse because 

I still wasn’t happy the results. With 

more research, I found that some 

people preferred using apple cider 

vinegar (ACV) to rinse their hair and 

bring its pH back to normal levels 

of 4.5-5. (castile soap in general 

has a pH of about 9). I decided to 

try out the apple cider vinegar and 

lo and behold! I could put a brush 

through my hair! I was absolutely 

glowing. The people I hung out 

with, however, felt differently. My 

hair smelled. Bad. While everyone 

dealt with my weird hippie 

experiment until this point with 

moderate support, stinky hair was 

the bottom line. It didn’t matter that 

I wasn’t pouring chemicals down 

the drain into the oceans anymore. 

It didn’t matter that my hair was 

more natural and getting stronger 

by the day. It didn’t matter that it 

was what I wanted so passionately 

to do. It became about them. And 

I won’t lie, that hurt. The last thing 

I needed when I was already self-

conscious over the look of my hair 

was to be put down and told to quit. 

This near breaking point was just 

the beginning. Since then, I tried 

using lemon juice as a rinse instead 

of ACV. I learned that putting 
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your hair through such a dramatic 

change in pH was actually bad for 

it (UGH!). I started using the milder 

Terressentials hair wash, which 

is made mostly of aloe vera juice 

and bentonite clay. I went through 

a hugely long detox process with 

the Terressentials wash. I had 

a breakdown and used regular 

shampoo and conditioner before an 

evening out… big mistake. I started 

the detox process over. I dealt with 

“sticky” hair for weeks. I tried baking 

soda as cleanser. I started using 

ACV and lemon juice rinse again. 

Over weeks and months, I refined 

my hair treatment, but I’m still 

learning what is best for my hair. 

It is still a little oilier than I would 

like it to be. It isn’t 110% soft, silky, 

and brushable like the hair in those 

shampoo commercials. But it is 

healthy, it is strong, and it is natural. 

I didn’t come into this process 

wanting to use organic shampoos 

to improve my hair. I knew that it 

would be better for me, but my true 

purpose, and the one that kept me 

trying through all my downfalls and 

criticism, was to do better for the 

Earth that I call my home. To stop 

poisoning the water from which I 

bathe and drink and play. To keep 

clean the water from which some 

animals live. I cannot take on that 

kind of pressure, that accountability. 

I am not better than the land from 

which I eat and drink, the land from 

which I make my home. I have no 

right to destroy it.

So if you are considering taking 

the plunge into organic body care 

or the no-poo method, I have a few 

things to say. Do it because you 

want to, for whatever reason you 

want to. No one can tell you that it 

is unjustified. Have conviction, and 

courage. You will face hardships 

and you will likely face resistance. 

There is no tried and true method 

that works for everyone. Everyone 

has different hair, so naturally all 

hair will have different needs. Mine 

is thick, straight, long, and tends on 

the oily side. Yours may be curly, 

thin, or dyed. There will always 

be someone looking for the same 

answers as you, so don’t be afraid 

to reach out. And if you’re like 

me, and you care about this on an 

environmental level, take a lesson 

from my friend Jason Russell and 

“Speak out, show up, do something.” 

This is only the beginning.

Three Least Talked-
About Reasons to Raise 
the Minimum Wage
 
By Kai Pederson

Of the domestic policy issues that 

currently dominate our national 

political discourse, perhaps the 

most trendy is whether or not to 

raise the minimum wage.  This is 

an issue that is being debated at 

the federal— albeit with little to no 

traction in the current congress— 

as well as the state and local levels, 

with much more success.  The 

Federal Minimum wage currently 

rests at $7.25 an hour.  There are 

currently 29 states with a higher 

minimum wage, with Washington 

having the highest state minimum 

wage at $9.47 an hour.  There are 

also several localities—cities with 

higher minimum wages than their 

state minimums.  Seattle and San 

Francisco are the two most notable 

cities, both having recently passed 

legislation for $15 an hour citywide 

minimum wages.  San Francisco’s 

goes into effect fully by 2018, and 

Seattle’s by 2021.  The resurgence 

of the minimum wage issue has 

been driven by particularly high 

levels of wealth disparity between 

the top 20% of income earners and 

the bottom 80%, which are at levels 

we have not seen since before the 

Great Depression.

It is quite true that raising the 

minimum wage at any level and 

to any amount is and will be 

controversial.  There is sound 

economic theory grounded in at 

least some good data on both 

sides of this heavily theoretical 

argument.  Regardless of how 

you might feel about raising the 

minimum wage however, income 

disparity and an American median 

household income that continues 

to stagnate are extremely real 

problems negatively impacting 

tens of millions of Americans.  

Raising the minimum wage is, 

if nothing else, one of the most 
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direct policy options we are seeing 

today to attempt to address these 

problems.  I would, therefore, like 

to proceed with this article under an 

assumption: that assumption is that 

raising the federal minimum wage 

to $10.10 an hour would have a net 

beneficial effect on the American 

economy and American workers.  If 

you, reader, are of a persuasion that 

disagrees with this, I understand, 

and I respect that.  I am however, 

asking you to momentarily suspend 

your disagreement for the purpose 

of examining the issue a little more 

closely.

The debate over whether or 

not to raise the minimum wage 

usually centers around two 

predominant questions.  Does 

raising the minimum wage lead to 

higher unemployment (layoffs, or 

reductions in hiring, if you will), and 

does raising the minimum wage 

lead to significant rises in inflation?  

These are the two points of the 

debate that I’d wager most people 

are most familiar with.  I, however, 

would like to bring to light three 

reasons to raise the minimum 

wage (again, we are here assuming 

that that is something we want to 

do) that are perhaps the least 

discussed.

 

1. A Majority of Small Businesses 

Support Raising the Minimum Wage

 

In April of 2013, Small Business 

Majority conducted a national 

survey on minimum wage support 

among small business owners.  

Perhaps surprisingly, they found 

that 67%, a solid two thirds of 

small business owners actually 

support raising the minimum wage 

to something that more closely 

reflects the costs of living. ($10.10 

at the federal level does that to 

an approximation).  Why is this 

so significant?  Because small 

businesses are the demographic of 

the economy that are continuously 

said to be the most vulnerable to 

negative impacts of minimum wage 

increases.  Despite this, seemingly, 

most small businesses support 

raising the minimum wage.

 

2. Raising the Minimum Wage Could 

Save the Federal Government Near 

$7.6 Billion Per Year

 

The think tank Economic Policy 

Institute released an analysis 

of minimum wage earners and 

their use of public assistance 

programs like food stamps.  EPI 

demonstrated that if we were to 

raise the federal Minimum Wage 

to $10.10 an hour it would reduce 

the federal budget deficit by $7.6 

Billion annually from Americans 

who are currently working jobs that 

pay less than $10.10 an hour as well 

as receiving aid from those public 

assistance programs.  This reflects 

a status quo in which American tax 

payers are, in effect, subsidizing 

corporate America’s ability to pay 

their employees poverty wages.  

Though our $474 billion annual 

budget deficit projected for fiscal 

year 2016 (contributing to a total 

U.S. debt of over $18 trillion) is the 

lowest it’s been since 2009, we 

need to do more to save taxpayer 

money, and find ways back to the 

days of budget surpluses.

 

3. Raising the Minimum Wage Has 

Been Shown to Reduce Poverty

 

A more thorough way of 

measuring minimum wage policy 

is measuring its effect on poverty 

rates.  Does it reduce poverty by 

giving more people raises?  Or, 

does it increase poverty rates by 

increasing layoffs and reducing 

employment?  Economist Erin Dube 

of the University of Massachusetts 

Amherst has published a significant 

new paper titled “Minimum Wage 

and the Distribution of Family 

Incomes” that researched in great 

depth this very question.  His 

findings demonstrate that raising 

the minimum wage 10% (from $7.25 

to about $8.00) would reduce 

poverty by a corresponding 2.4%.  

Based on Census Bureau data that 

nearly 50 million Americans live 

in poverty, raising the minimum 

wage steadily by a little less than 

40% to $10.10 could lift millions of 

Americans out of poverty.

 

The economic merits of raising the 

minimum wage have been under 

intense academic and political 

scrutiny since the minimum wage 

was first instituted in 1938 in the 

Fair Labor Standards Act.  That 

scrutiny will not abate regardless of 

what we decide to do as a nation 

regarding our federal minimum 

wage of $7.25 an hour.  I do 

hope, however, that in this age of 

information we can begin to look 

at complex economic issues such 

as this with a little more depth, and 

a little more appreciation of less 

publicized facets of the debate.

 
http://www.smallbusinessmajority.

org/small-business-research/

downloads/042413-minimum-wage-

poll-report.pdf

 

http://www.epi.org/publication/safety-

net-savings-from-raising-minimum-

wage/

 

https://dl.dropboxusercontent.

com/u/15038936/Dube_

MinimumWagesFamilyIncomes.pdf
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PHOTOGRAPHY
THE ARTS

Lake Martin Swamp
April 20, 2012 / Lake Martin, LA

Gerard Plauche
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Lake Martin Heron
April 20, 2012 / Lake Martin, LA

Gerard Plauche

Grist Mill
October 14, 2015 / Babcock State 

Park, WV

Gerard Plauche
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Fall Leaves
October 15, 2015 / 

Wintergreen, VA

Gerard Plauche
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Here One Second, 
Gone the Next 
July 29, 2015 / 

Brevard County Zoo 

Billy Dwyer

“I am particularly fond of this 

shot. To capture such a delicate 

creature and freeze their beauty 

requires patience, and a bit of 

good luck.”

Riversurfing
October 3, 2015 / 

Munich, Germany

Stacie O’Brien

“On the Eisbach river, in the 

middle of Munich, Germany, 

locals can riversurf in the middle 

of the city, along side the 

famous Englischer Garten.”
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Stiftskirche 
October 8, 2015 / 

Stuttgart, Germany

Stacie O’Brien

“Stiftskirche, an Evangelical 

church in Stuttgart, Germany, 

which dates back to the 11th 

century.”
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Necker
September 21, 2015 / 

Heidelberg, Germany

Stacie O’Brien

“A peaceful morning view of 

the Necker River in Heidelberg, 

Germany. ”
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THREE LEAF 
CLOVER
 
New music by 
singer-songwriter 
Justina Shandler
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Justina Shandler is a singer-

songwriter and composer for 

media, originally from Roanoke, VA. 

Her songs have been described as 

the music baby of Regina Spektor 

and Billy Joel. Justina’s songs 

have been lauded in international 

competitions and by leading 

industry professionals. In 2014, 

she was a co-winner of Carnegie 

Hall’s Songwriting Contest. Most 

recently, Justina was selected as 

one of ten songwriter finalists to 

perform on the main stage at the 

Rocky Mountain Folks Festival in 

Lyons, CO.

Justina has performed her original 

songs at Lincoln Center and 

Rockwood Music Hall in New York 

(with members of Sara Bareilles’ 

band), at the Bluebird Cafe in 

Nashville, TN, and at various 

comedy clubs in Los Angeles. 

She regularly performs at local 

south Florida venues and has a 

permanent monthly gig in Coconut 

Grove. Justina is currently pursuing 

her Masters degree in Media 

Writing and Production, and is a 

teaching assistant at the University 

of Miami’s Frost School of Music.

Justina’s new 9-track EP, Three 

Leaf Clover, was released in June 

2015 and can be purchased on 

iTunes and streamed on Spotify. 

Why do you write the type of 

music you do?

The easy answer to this is because 

songwriting is the only thing I feel 

I’m really good at. It’s my favorite 

form of communication. Sometimes 

there are no words to express what 

we feel. When there are no words, 

music steps in. On the other hand, 

sometimes music by itself isn’t 

sufficient. That’s why I write songs. 

The marriage of music and lyrics 

can be quite magical when both 

elements exist to support each 

other and express a feeling. I write 

songs because I am a storyteller. 

I write songs because I feel pain, 

and want others with pain to feel 

they are not 

alone. I also write songs to 

entertain. But mainly, I write songs 

because I feel a strong sense of 

urgency to do so. 

How has music impacted your life?

Music has impacted my life so 

immensely that I find it impossible 

to imagine a world without 

it. Starting from my earliest 

memories...I attribute learning the 

alphabet because of the catchy 

melody of the ABC song. I fell 

asleep so easily as a child because 

of soothing lullabies. I celebrated 

birthdays with the Happy Birthday 

song, celebrated my country with 

the Star Spangled Banner, and 

the list goes on and on. I learned 

that hearing a song can trigger 

and unleash all sorts of memories 

from my past. I learned to cope 

with heartbreak, hardship, and 

loss by listening to songs written 

by people who have been through 

similar experiences. I learned how 

to connect with people by sharing 

my music, which has been the most 

valuable and transformative impact 

music has had on my life.

Shackles
Three Leaf Clover

The Mailman
Three Leaf Clover

Song Sampler
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Thank you!

AVoice Story

Thank you for purchasing our very first issue 
of Voice a Story Magazine! We are so excited 
to have you on this journey with us and we 
are so thankful for all the friends, family, and 
strangers that have supported us through 
this process thus far. We couldn’t have done 
it without you! 

With love, 

Voice a Story Magazine

voiceastorymag@gmail.com | @voiceastorymag | #voiceastory | voiceastory.com

https://www.facebook.com/voiceastory
https://twitter.com/voiceastorymag
https://instagram.com/voiceastorymag/
https://instagram.com/voiceastorymag/

