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Our sad silence  

By Joe Cronin  

 

Outrage, decline. My fury boils over 

the failures of people I trusted to do the simple things 

they claimed they were programmed to do. 

Then I realize: they lie, are lied to, and become silent. 

Sad days in Detroit watching the empty Renaissance towers. 

Sadder watching empty offices 

In my hallways, unfilled 

With people who no longer care to work. 

I wonder if this is the unseasoning of Kapital in my locos. 

I wonder if this is general dismay and macroeconomic 

quietude. I wonder if we have retreated into quiet conscious silence, deafness, 

and mute acceptance of an order that we know is wrong 

and dysfunctional on 1000 plateaus, most of which we see. 

I also know that what I feel is dysfunctional; I sense 

The emotional ripple of saying so 

To a pond of silence.  

Featured Artist Ardella Reliford was the first in her family to attend college at Indiana State College in 
Terre Haute majoring in Commercial Art and Art Education. She later attended Central State University 
in Wilberforce, Ohio majoring in Art Education. She has taught art for many years in both the Dayton 
Public and Charter Schools. Ms. Reliford is currently attending Antioch University Midwest Masters 
Program in Special Education.  For more information or to purchase a piece of her work, visit Face-
book.com/Ardella.Reliford.9 or email her at areliford@antioch.edu. All images pp. 6-20 are Ardella’s.    

Cover Art: “Contemplating” Acrylic Scratchboard 1992  
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A Note from the Editors… 

 Thanks for picking up a copy of the 

Antioch Voice. My name is Whitney Bell. I’m 

currently working through the Individualized 

Master of Arts program in Creative Writing 

here at AUM. We’re excited to reawaken this 

student publication after a few years of dor-

mancy. First, we’d like to thank Dr. Joe Cro-

nin, who started this crazy idea of a writing 

center, and the first few installments of the 

Antioch Voice.  

 Second, I’d like to thank my boss, con-

fidante and friend Denny Russell, Managing 

Editor and Coordinator of the Writing Center, 

for taking the time to help make this issue 

come to life. 

 Last and most importantly, we’d like to 

thank all of the writers, professors, and students 

who agreed to share their voices to make this 

issue possible. I’m really proud of the bravery 

and honesty of the writers in these pages: voices 

of unity, strength, and power.     

 Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. said, “Our 

lives begin to end the day we become silent 

about things that matter.” I hope you’ll see in the 

following work that AUM is a place where stu-

dents think, talk, and write about things that 

matter. Thanks for sharing your voices with us.   

        Whitney Bell 

 Literary Editor  
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On Campus...  

Coffee, Books and Conversation 
By Steve Shaw   
 
 For those of you who might not 
know, you have access to one of the liveliest 
spots on campus—The McGregor Library. 
Why the name McGregor? Douglas McGreg-
or was a pioneering management theorist 
who was the inspiration for the McGregor 
School, which eventually became Antioch 
University McGregor, which is now Antioch 
University Midwest. 
 Your Library is a philosophical and 
social center of student life on campus. As 
often as we have students studying or finish-
ing that final draft of a paper, we have stu-
dents queuing for the Dizney Writing Center, 
and engaging in lively discussions that have 
spilled over from classroom conversations 
regarding current events, literature, educa-
tional theory, sociology and art. 
 Far from static and cold, we have 
grown from and continue to seek out student 
involvement. Students have donated art-
work, plants, games, and most importantly, 
coffee. We always have coffee available, as 
well as hot water for tea. Our collection has 
grown as former students have donated their 
class readings to us—knowing that you will 
need the same books, they wanted to save 
some of you the expense of purchasing text-
books. That’s community! Drop in, grab a 
cup, find a book and see what all the fuss is  
 

The Antioch Writers’ Workshop        
By Whitney Bell  

 Have you always wanted to write, 
but you don’t know where to start?  Or are 
you an accomplished writer looking for more 
“tools” to add to your proverbial toolbox?  
The Antioch Writers’ Workshop 30th Annual 
Summer program will be held once again at 
AUM.   

 AWW offers morning workshops and 
afternoon seminars led by accomplished 
writers, as well as a variety of evening read-
ings. This year’s Keynote Speaker is the ac-
complished Nikki Giovanni who has pub-
lished 30 books and won numerous awards.  

 The workshop begins Saturday, July 
11, 2015 and goes until Friday, July 17.  The 
website states, “Whether you’re a beginning, 
intermediate or advanced writer, Antioch 
Writers’ Workshop programs offer the tools 
and inspiration you need to take the steps on 
your writing path.”  For more information on 
registration, fees, and free events, visit 
www.antiochwritersworkshop.com. 

AUM students are igniting a passion for public speaking 

with a new AUM chapter of Toastmasters! We're having 

a special open session for all Midwest students with 

lunch provided, so we hope you'll attend. The event is 

February 21st from 12:30 to 1:30pm. For more infor-

mation, contact Amy Cotterman at (937) 361-1903 or 

email her at acotterman@antioch.edu. We hope you'll 

join us to improve your presentation skills, leadership 

qualities and add to your resumes.  

 
about. 
 The McGregor Library is located on 
the second floor of AUM, room C201.  Hours 
are Monday through Thursdays 10am to 
9pm., Fridays 10am to 5pm and Saturdays 
8am to 6pm.      

Learn Public Speaking Skills   

tel:%28937%29%20361-1903
mailto:acotterman@antioch.edu
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Cross-Disciplinary Symposium  

By Denny Russell   

Each year, the Dayton Literary 
Peace Prize Organization extends the reach 
of this important event to local schools and 
universities, asking them to host events 
that engage their students and the larger 
community in the spirit of the award. In 
the past, the Dizney Writing Center has 
sent out calls for writing submissions based 
on a theme of peace, culminating in an 
event called Writers for Peace. Many of those 
submissions have graced the pages of the 
Antioch Voice.  

However, considering the goals and 
aspirations of DLPP, we realized that Anti-
och University Midwest has more people 
than writers who focus on the promotion of 
peace through avenues of diversity, aware-
ness, and community outreach. Each of our 
programs of study asks students to reflect 
and engage with the world in ways that 
bring us together. So we thought that limit-
ing our event to writers was doing the larg-
er university an injustice.  

As a result, we’ve created a new 
tradition at Antioch University Midwest, a 
cross-disciplinary symposium that pro-
vides students a platform to discuss the 
research or activities they’re engaged in 
with the goal of peace. We had a well-
rounded group of presenters in 2014 repre-
senting many programs of study, including 
business management, sustainability, and 
creative writing.  

Whitney Bell read her research pa-
per from her Politics of Creative Writing 
class. She came from a small town commu-
nity in which she was exposed to stereo-
typical attitudes toward race. It wasn’t un-
til she attended university that she discov-
ered some of these same attitudes might 

have followed her. This realization started 
her on a journey of personal discovery and 
lifelong education with communities other 
than her own. Her graduate work in the 
Independent Master’s in Creative Writing 
Program will culminate in a novel explor-
ing historical race relations. For more of her 
writing, check out her blog at whitneybell-
writing.wordpress.com.  

Donna Peck conducted research for 
her senior project on mindfulness in youth 
populations. Having worked with local 
government agencies in the past, she un-
derstood that the goal was to reach kids 
before they wound up in juvenile court. 
According to her research, “For the cost of 
incarcerating one person for one year, we 
can provide treatment for between 3 and 13 
teens every year.” Her product was a 
mindfulness curriculum that engaged at-
risk youth, not only teaching them the val-
ue of mindfulness practice, but also how to 
generate that in their lives.  

April Milbry used her senior pro-
ject as a means of empowering the African 
American community, both spiritually and 
legislatively. Her research gathered the 
tools and processes currently in place for 
equality among the races, placing them in 
the hands of those most in need. She read 
for us a poem on the topic entitled “Human 
Rights Is a Religion” included on page 7 of 
this edition.  

Senya Oji-Njdeka shared his re-
search on the importance of urban agricul-
ture.  Necessary foods can be grown on un-
used or abandoned territory within busy 
communities, and once harvested, be dis-
tributed to the people within those same 
communities. This not only helps to feed 
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Symposium Cont...  

those in need, it also weans us from our de-
pendence on industrialized farming. Senya 
and his colleague implemented one such gar-
den in a neighborhood between Dayton View 
and Five Oaks, using the harvest to feed mem-
bers of that same community. Their work was 
supported by three members of the Youth-
Works Program.  

 Lisa O’Hearn shared the different 
events held through her non-profit organiza-
tion called ICU… Inspire, Create, Unite. Ac-
cording to their website, the purpose of ICU is 
“to strengthen the community by engaging at-
risk youth through experiential learning situa-
tions that combine history, cultural awareness, 
and diverse mentoring opportunities.” Groups 
of at-risk youth have participated in restora-
tion projects for cemeteries, and have also 
been invited to field trips and community 
building activities such as meal preparations. 
Lisa regularly visits schools in order to discuss 
local history like the Underground Railroad, 
bringing with her visual aids such as slave 
shackles, pre-picked cotton, and a replica of a 
slave quilt meant to act as a roadmap for those 
slaves fleeing captivity. For more information 
on ICU, you can visit their website at http://
www.icudayton.org.  

Because of the success of this event, 
Antioch Midwest will hold future symposi-
ums each year during the month of Novem-
ber. If you are a student at Antioch and are 
currently engaged in research or activities that 
promote the advocacy or welfare of your com-
munity, we’d like to hear from you. The work 
you do toward these goals is important, so we 
want to provide you a platform to share it 
with like minds. Please contact the Dizney 
Writing Center at (937) 769-1657 or email writ-
ingcenter.aum@antioch.edu for future partici-
pation. 

Have an AUM News Story  

to tell?  Email a query to                    

writingcenter@antioch.edu  

We’re looking for news and views, arti-

cles and photos about students, off-

campus or on, by AUM students, staff, 

or alumni. Thanks in advance.  

“The Big Catch” Acrylic, 1988. Painted from a 

photo of Ardella's oldest nephew, Michael 

Wright, taken when he was five years old. Mi-

chael, now a successful attorney, is quoted by 

Ardella as, "always there to help his starving artist 

Aunt and her crazy artistic endeavors."  

http://www.icudayton.org
http://www.icudayton.org
mailto:writingcenter.aum@antioch.edu
mailto:writingcenter.aum@antioch.edu


 

      7 Spring 2015 

Symposium Poem... 

Human Rights is a Religion 

As presented at the 2014 Cross-Disciplinary Symposium  

By April Milbry   

 

 She wears the blackness of her robe long and flowing, possessing the Elixir in Holy of Holies, 
she is the Old One, rated as a pupil of Hermes, Thrice the Great, or perhaps even His daughter, as 
Above so Below, One must go down before they go up.  

 She is a teacher of Alchemy, the vessel of matter both Good and Evil transforming estate in ju-
risdictions and Order, a picture of something that was made Divine, yet, Youth is Her Nature, bringing 
a Peace that surpasses from glory to glory, the existence of a true love—One can’t deny.   

 She is the central image of Law, Justice, and World Order, just a representation of a few of Her 
characters in individual expressions; casting the fundamental constitution both body and scroll, for he-
roes and legends, and all others are told.   

 She is the shadows of her victims, the huntress of intruders, yet, a self- reflection of Rapturous 
Delight Duty; the Personal Master, Philosopher’s Angel, Initiator, and Tutor. She is the object and secret 
of ALL that there is, in Her True Beauty. 

 She is a Dual Energy that presides over Life, Exalted among the Heavens and Earth abound take 
flight; She carries the vibrations of True Life, where Liberation in Union of Intellect there find Supreme 
Mother, Cure-ALL; uniting and going apart.   

 Lady Liberty is Her name; as High Priest-
ess unveiling shame, she holds a sword in one 
hand to cut out injustice, then ministering balance 
in hearers and doers.   

 Social Justice is her interest fair-play, by 
social contract is given of oneself in regime. In the 
Halls of Justice, you find Her throne, where truth 
abounds only in discussion at Home.   

 The Goal here my friend, is a Form of light, 
a Volatile Spirit creative principle and manifesta-
tion of power, made in this image One can’t go 
wrong, for what might seem wrong is only true 
likeness in Absolute. 

 A Brotherly Love, which we call Life, as 
the aspect of soul in redemption infinity. The Per-
fect Nature I say, expression in Wisdom, handed 
down from generation to generation and self-
determination.   

 The fiery message is recycled again and 
again.   

  

“Maasi Warrior” Acrylic 2005  
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Black and White in Ferguson  

By Augustine Wetta  

A Sermon to the Saint Louis Priory School on December 10, 2015  

 

 No monk should ever defend another in the monastery. Nor should he take sides in an argument. Such 

conduct should never occur in the monastery under any circumstances because it causes very grave scandal. 

   --CHAPTER 69: Presuming to Defend a Brother 

 

 We decree that no one should be permitted to ostracize or to strike any one of his brothers; and if any 

monk should break this rule, let him be publicly reprimanded, that the others may learn from his mistake.  

      --CHAPTER 70: Presuming to Strike a Brother 

 In these two consecutive passages from The Rule, Saint Benedict outlines how a monk should 

respond when he encounters discord in his community. He doesn’t lash out, even if he feels justi-

fied. And doesn’t choose a side, even though he may think he knows all the facts. Instead, he listens—as 

he is compelled to do by the opening words of the Rule itself: he “inclines the ear of his 

heart” (Prologue, 1.1). 

 

 Like most people in North America right now, I’ve 

been thinking about Ferguson. Or rather, I’ve been wondering what I should 

do about it. But I live in a monastery in a suburb of Saint Louis that was recently ranked #12 of the 

twenty-five most affluent neighborhoods in the North America. What do I know about urban poverty or 

racism? 

Literature...  

“The Grandfather” Oil, 1988 
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     So last week I asked permission to drive out to a prayer service in Ferguson, and I caught a ride 

with my friend Dennis who works here in town. Dennis is black, and Dennis lives in Ferguson, so I 

asked him in the car as we were driving out to the service what he thought of the protests. Of course, he 

smiled and avoided the question. “I don’t want any part of that. I’m just trying to get on with my 

life. Those people are making trouble. They aren’t even from the neighborhood. They come all the way 

over to Ferguson because they like to bust things up.” 

    “But they aren’t the only ones making a scene,” I said. I wanted to press him for a real answer 

because how else is a white guy like me from West County going to understand this situation if I’m not 

willing ask some awkward questions? “Are the cops racist?” I asked. “How come black people keep 

getting shot up? And why is everyone so angry?” 

     “The police have always been like that,” he said. “This is the way things have always 

been. They aren’t going to change.” 

     Of course I noticed that his second answer was a good bit different from the first, right? And I 

figured if I asked a third time, maybe I’d get a real explanation. I said maybe things should change. I 

said clearly something was wrong or this many people wouldn’t be this angry. I asked him why so 

many black people seem to think the police are racist. 

            “There are good police and bad police,” he said. “But I’ll tell you 

this much: I’ve been pulled over three times in your neighborhood. I don’t 

know why they’ve got to be pulling me over that many times except that they see a black man on this 

side of town and assume he must be up to something.” 

     Three times. My friend Dennis has been working here for eight years, and he has been pulled 

over three times. I’ve lived here for eighteen years and I’ve been pulled over once: for doing 45 in a 30, 

and the cop let me off with a warning. So I pushed Dennis a little more. I asked more questions. 

     And he continued: “A few weeks back, my car broke down and I had to walk the rest of the 

way to work,” he said. “A guy sitting on his front porch called the police on me. Just for walking down 

his street at eight in the morning. I know he did because I watched him do it as I walked by. Sure 

enough, two patrol cars showed up. Look here, I’m just trying to make money, you know? Trying to get 

by.  I don’t need that crap.” 

     There was the anger. It took some time for me to weasel it out of him, but sure enough, it was 

there. And here’s the thing: my friend Dennis is a family man—a married man with three children and 

two jobs who pays his taxes and pays his rent on time and goes to church on Sunday and educates his 

kids just like the rest of us.   

     While I was thinking about this, Dennis started to back off a little. Maybe he felt self-

conscious. Maybe he felt like this kind of talk wasn’t something I needed to hear. Or maybe he was 

afraid I’d judge him for it. “But you know, that’s just how things are,” he said, “I don’t have time to be 

angry about it.” 

            Dennis doesn’t have time for the anger. He doesn’t want the anger. He’d rather live his life with-

out the anger. And that was pretty much all I was going to get out of him. He didn’t want to talk about 

it any more. I don’t blame him. He doesn’t want to be lumped in with the looters, the bottle-throwers 

and arsonists. He has smaller fish to fry—like making a living. Like taking care of his kids. Like getting 

to work on time (provided he doesn’t get pulled over on his way here). 
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     Well then, I have this other friend named Charles Lutz. He’s a policeman from around here, and 

he helps with security on campus at the school when he’s off-duty. So I told him about Dennis and how 

he’d been pulled over three times, and how when his car broke down, someone called the cops on him. 

     “I hate that,” said Officer Lutz. “I really, really hate it.  Honestly.” 

     Hate what? 

     “I hate that some old racist with nothing better to do has to call the cops just because he sees a 

black man walking down his street. It embarrasses me. It is a waste of my time. Plus, I’m the one who 

ends up looking like a jerk. And the worst part of it is, a peaceful citizen gets harassed by the police.” 

     “You don’t have to harass him,” I said. 

     “Look here,” he said. “Yesterday, we get a call from a jewelry store owner here in town because 

there are two black men in his store ‘acting suspicious.’ Is it a crime to be black in a jewelry store 

now? Of course not. Do I want to drive over there and get in the middle of that? Of course not. And how 

do I even walk into the store without making those guys feel like dirt? But what happens if I ignore the 

call? What happens if I decide not to drop by and, God forbid, those two guys do end up robbing the 

place? Then who gets blamed for that? I’m caught in the middle. And I hate it.” 

 

     So here’s the situation the way I see it: on the one hand, you’ve got white cops all across the 

country who are angry and embarrassed and don’t want to be in the middle of this ugliness. On the oth-

er hand, you’ve got black men all across the country who are angry and embarrassed and just want to 

be left alone. There’s righteous anger on both sides. And that means they’re trapped. Both sides are be-

ing squeezed into a conflict that neither asked for—and by forces way beyond their control. 

     These forces, however, are not, I believe, beyond our control. I believe 

we can disarm this trap (or defuse it or unwind it) if we stop focusing on the riots and the protests and 

even the shootings themselves. I think we can begin to restore peace to our city if, instead of lashing out 

or taking sides, we simply stop to listen. And maybe if we listen patiently to this anger—if we ask the 

awkward questions and really listen to the answers—practical solutions will emerge. 

 

     There is an eighth-grader here at our school named Max. A couple of weeks ago, he and his old-

er brother asked their mom if they could drive down to Ferguson to help with the cleanup. She said ab-

solutely not. [And I don’t blame her. No sane mother is going to give her kid permission to hang out at a 

riot.] Still, Max and his brother felt they needed to do something, so they went online and looked up a 

list of the businesses that had been damaged, and they found the name of one of the owners and called 

her on the telephone. She hung up on them. So they drove out to her house and knocked on her 

door. For three and half hours, they sat in her living room and listened to her anger. And it turned out 

that unless they had $20,000, there wasn’t much they could do. Well, that was the answer, wasn’t 

it? They went home, started an online petition, and eight days later, they had raised $20,608. And Maria 

Flores rebuilt her business. 

     When Max and his brother saw injustice, they didn’t lash out in anger. They didn’t choose a 

side. They listened carefully. They reached out with their hearts, and the answer spoke itself. So let’s 

start praying alright? If Max can do it, so can we. Let’s start really listening. And if one of you hears an 

answer, I want you to let me know.   

 

 In the Name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.  
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189 N. Marengo Street, Apt 206 

By Andrea Auten  

 

Serenity comes in the size of a studio apartment 

Overlooking the second building to the right 

Down just beyond the 210 freeway 

 With subtle scents like free coffee in the lobby 

A clean and quiet hallway freshly painted in hipster olive-tan 

Old wood floors and a new Ikea kitchen 

Windows that barely move up and down with ancient sashes 

Like home. 

 

Winter spritzes rain 

stopping SoCal traffic, though my Samsung Phone— 

when double tapped— 

reads the temperature of the Midwest: 

snow-cast warning. 

 

The cat seems equally serene. 

It fits her to be in this small walled, high ceiling brief history of the 1920’s 

tall and skinny building where she can look out beyond 

Imagining 

The previous cat-owners, their dappled days of refined Charleston 

Gramophone tin-can street songs 

from simpler times. Sitting 

on the window sill, stately staking her claim. 

 

My man will come home in the dark 

Weary from too much discipline meted out to wearier kids 

Beaten down by poverty and inequality losing 

one more chink of their Dignity 

in this city that polarizes the line between those in ‘the bizz’ and the rest of us 

The City of Angels, and discord, and too much, and tired, and dusty, and grand— 

My man will eat dinner with me 

And pet our cat, awaiting his man lap. 
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Keep Me Pristine and Alive 

By  J. E. Cook  

 

I have this feeling 

 That I will be damaged goods~forever. 

My threadbare scars will never entirely mend  

 and fuse my discolored skin… 

Into one unit of less complex nervous causeways. 

  

  The need to be clean of you, 

and feel safe and protected again is fierce  

 inside my gut. 

My happiness is the upmost value, 

 my retaining wall must remain 

high above all and lost in the vapors of many dust molts 

carrying away the fragments of your being, 

 along with the untwined stagnant corpus luteum. 

May my peace be renewed in the cobalt pools  

 surrounding my pulsing liquid red compassion, 

As joy flutters in accompanied with surges of prosperity, 

 Keeping my inner light burning from a minuet flicker  

to a full raging combusting furnace.  

  

“Maasi Moran” Acrylic, 2005 
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Teaching 

By Lisa Geichman Prosek  

 

“Thirty seven.”  

 That’s how many brain tumors my brother says lie in our little sister’s head.  

 A tumor for each year Beth had lived when diagnosed with carcinoid cancer nine years ago, 
plus two tumors for good measure. 

 I can’t believe the words coming out of my cell phone as I pace in the hall at Antioch University 
Midwest on Saturday, ten minutes before I’m to teach Expository Writing.  

 Mike tells me Beth starts heavy doses of chemotherapy next week for the tumors in her liver, 
but that treatment can’t pass the blood-brain barrier. She’ll need heavy doses of radiation--as much as 
they can give without killing her--to destroy the brain tumors.  

 The odds aren’t good, but always-optimistic Beth remains hopeful.  

 I’m pessimistic, or maybe just a realist. The longer Mike talks the more afraid I grow that Beth 
won’t make it. 

 My mind races as we end the call. I can hardly breathe, and my cheeks radiate fire. Somehow I 
am now supposed to go into class and act like everything’s okay.  

 Expository Writing focuses on applying the various rhetorical modes in academic essays. Today 
the students and I discuss division or analysis, which involves taking an overarching idea, dividing it 
into parts, and analyzing them. Later this week, the students will write an essay exploring three aspects 
of their lives.   

 I have stood at the front of the classroom teaching this course during eleven previous quarters 
and know the material inside out. While my mouth goes on automatic all through this two-hour class, 
my brain focuses on Beth, then moves to how I would feel while watching her die a little more every 
day. I reflect on what I am and am not, on what I may need to become in the coming months. If I’m 
ready and capable to take on such a task. If I can keep my head together enough to continue to teach.  

 Taking an overarching idea, dividing it into parts, analyzing. 

 Over the years my students have helped me learn that teaching consists of leading, not preach-
ing. It’s about making information available, then facilitating student learning by asking questions to 
help them discover what they know so they can come to their own conclusions. It’s about subverting 
my need to express myself and instead helping others by listening to them and attending to their needs.  

 But until hearing Mike’s voice this morning, I’d thought that teaching was about helping others 
live fuller, more enriched lives through critical thinking.  

 During today’s class I wonder if teaching might become targeted toward helping my sister ease 
into death with confidence and courage. It would require the same process: Asking the right questions 
when Beth was ready to understand and accept. How do you feel you’re getting along? What does the doctor 
say? You look a bit more tired today. Are you? And later: What do you need to accomplish so that you can die 
peacefully?  
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 Just like in the classroom, I’d have to let student progress dictate the process. I’d need to watch, 
listen, and go methodically through each step.   

 But I don’t know as much about dying as I do about writing, and the 

prospect of having to learn about it terrifies me and makes my heart ache. Images of Beth as a baby in-
vade my dreams each night. 

  

 The week after Thanksgiving Beth becomes unable to walk because new tumors invade her 
spine. I start driving from my home in 
Columbus to her house in West Carroll-
ton twice weekly in addition to seeing 
her Saturdays after school. I bring Beth’s 
choice of lunch--Olive Garden, Wendy’s, 
KFC--but sometimes she just picks at the 
food. Still optimistic, Beth allows us to 
talk only of happy things, like how she’ll 
style her blonde hair when it grows back 
in. She treats the frequent visits of 
friends and family and the every-
weekday trips to the hospital for treat-
ment like an ongoing party. She insists 
she’s going to get well. 

 In mid January, when doctors 
tell Beth they have to stop her treat-
ments because they’re ineffective and 
eroding what’s left of her body’s ability 
to function, and that there are no other 
treatments available, l gently begin my 
line of instructive questions. The hospice 
social worker and family members help. 

 Beth spends the third week in 
February in the hospice center to get 
transferred from morphine to metha-
done for pain management. She’s almost 
all skin and bones and has made enough 
progress that I can ask her what she 
needs to do to be ready to die. She’s pre-
pared for this step. With only a thoughtful 
pause, no stammering or tears, she answers, and we start working on those goals.  

 I fill an iPod shuffle with dreamy spa music in early March to help Beth have something to fo-
cus on as she drifts more often into deeper sleep.  

 Finally, when I visit her on Saint Patrick’s Day, a teaching Saturday, when my fingernails are 
painted Irish green, Beth raises her bony hand and motions me over to the hospital bed that has re-
placed her living room sofa. Her golden brown eyes look straight into my dark browns. She takes my 
hands in hers and says, “I’m ready to go.”  

 I lean over the bedrail, kiss Beth’s forehead, and understand that my student’s work is almost 
done. 

“The Vigil” Oil, 2004 
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Of peace, I think in poems and stories, 

the images framed in words to color in the spaces. 

Hot Oklahoma days, I sat outside drawing peace signs 

with thick rainbows of chalk on the concrete driveway 

outside what my parents called Our First New House, 

an echoing brick with a courtyard and bare plaster 

because my father didn’t want holes in the walls. 

At three o’clock, my mother would come outside 

and make me wash off the peace signs 

so my father wouldn’t yell when he got home from work, 

his regulation-blue Air Force shirt unwrinkled, 

like my mother had just ironed it in her Sunday routine, 

his shiny black shoes unsmudged, midnight mirrors, 

the bars and stars and leaves and pins on his shirt aligned. 

I never asked if my father would be mad about the peace signs 

or about the chalk that might mar the new concrete. 

I just got the hose and washed away the circles and lines, 

watching the colors of my peace swirl and meld, 

and flow down the driveway, into the storm drains, far away from me. 

When my father’s station wagon pulled up at night, 

I tried to guess if he was in a good mood or bad 

by the way he parked the car. 

Of Peace, I Think in Poems and Stories  

By Michelle Whitley Turner  
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After supper, my mother and father watched the news, 

drinking the last of their iced tea, the ice cubes melting, 

their paper napkins clinging to the condensation on the glasses. 

In that uneasy hour in the family room, I held my breath for peace. 

If some other country were at war or threatening it, 

my father, a man who had seen it at a distance, 

would throw down his napkin and say, 

“They just can’t stand to get along; they just like to fight.” 

In those days of banana-seat bikes, I wandered and wondered 

why battles came so easily in a new house and an old world. 

To keep the peace, I quit drawing peace signs on the driveway, 

brokering harmony with fresh ice and light words in dark pauses. 

I learned to change the channel when the news came on. 

When my mother left my father twenty years later, 

taking the cat and the baby pictures 

and leaving the Halloween decorations behind, 

she sent me a framed watercolor, 

Blessed are the Peacemakers. 

My father keeps the Halloween decorations up still, 

not, he says, because he wants my mother to come back 

after all these years of their separate peace but because, 

he says, this way, he doesn’t have to decorate in October. 

“Dad,” I say, “you and Mom both deserve to be happy.” 

My father looks at me, shakes his head, and says, 

“You never could stand for people to fight.” 
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In the quiet of my father’s kitchen, 

high above the pool he won’t use 

below the third-story gables he shouldn’t climb, 

I think of peace and war: 

my father, who doesn’t park his car 

that angry way anymore; 

my mother, who loves big houses 

but found her dream home in two bedrooms; 

my sister, who designs bombers and believes 

conflict is peace; 

my brother, who negotiates globally at warp intensity 

but won’t let anyone in his house argue. 

I think of a woman who wants peace in her house and heart 

but who swears in made-up languages 

when there’s no hot water again 

and who hears the echoes of those long-ago afternoons 

washing away a rainbow canvas of chalk peace signs. 

I see it now if not as clearly before: 

The fear of war and the truth of war itself 

are not just of bullets and fire and hurt 

but of what we, participants and witnesses, become. 

Of peace, I think in poems and stories, 

the images framed in words that color in the spaces. 

As my friend notes on her Facebook page 

to summarize her life’s mix of husband-boyfriend-lover-friend, 

it’s complicated. 
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Society 

By Eric Jones  

 

               Thank-you for giving a name 

               to 

despair. 

              How I despise your 

confidence, 

             to boast, 

             cross the line, 

without the wool. 

             I am aware that you are 

immune 

            to my 

grimace 

            and I to yours. 

 

 

 

“Riding the Bus” Pastel, 1981 
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Andrea Auten is an interdisciplinary aesthetic artist. Coordinator of inner city arts programs in 

Los Angeles and Ventura County, Andrea has been a visual art teacher and theatre program director in 
Yellow Springs, OH.  Her acting resume includes performing original shows as well as featured roles in 
ensemble performances for Cincinnati Playhouse In The Park, Ohio Lyric Theatre of Springfield, The 
Dayton Opera, The Dayton Playhouse, Musica, and more. She has shown art as well as curated student 
art shows. A caring teacher and a strong character, Andrea codifies these different art forms through 
writing and community outreach. 
 

Josie (Jeanette) Cook’s poetry and writing can be found at josiecook48.wordpress.com and 

writerscafe.org/josiecook/writing. You can also connect with her on Facebook. “I’m a country girl at 
heart—enjoying nature, and what is has to offer my spirit. Poetry is my favorite genre; however, I enjoy 
any other areas of writing and reading. Some of my favorite past times include visiting used bookstores 
looking for lost treasures, creating original artistic works, generating fresh material, and capturing life in 
digital formats. Studying creative writing at AUM is always inspiring to me, and it drives me to create 
new projects and finished products.”   
 

Dr. Joeseph Cronin is the founder and former director of Antioch University Midwest’s Writing 

Center. He holds a bachelor’s degree in Philosophy and Education from Teachers College, Columbia 
University, and  PhD in Philosophy from the University of Cincinnati, serves on the board of Antioch 
Writers’ Workshop, and currently works as Faculty Coordinator for Antioch University Connected.  He 
has published two books: Foucault’s Antihumanist Historiography and Returning Questions: A Dialogical 
Introduction to Philosophy. 
 

Eric Jones, 34, is a subversive environmental activist, studying Sustainability at AUM. He’s a medi-

ocre trivia partner and, when he’s not knitting, whale watching, or agitating for change, he can be found 
on campus, engaged in lively (and sometimes surly) debates, swilling bad coffee, and stirring the pot 
(always for a cause). 
 

Since 2008, Lisa Geichman Prosek has taught academic and creative writing and literature for 

Antioch University, where she earned a master's in Victorian literature and another in creative writing. 
She focuses her writing on memoir and screenplays.   
 

Michelle Whitley Turner is a writer, professor, and department chair for Western Internation-

al University. She earned her B.A. in English and her M.A. in English/Professional and Technical Writ-
ing from Wright State, and she’s working on a Ph.D. in education with an emphasis on student success 
at Walden University. Although Michelle wants to move to Yellow Springs, which always has seemed 
like home to her, she lives, for now, in St. Paris, Ohio, with her children, incorrigible English bulldog, 
and other rescued pets.   
 

Augustine Wetta is a Benedictine monk from Saint Louis, Missouri. Last summer, he was award-

ed the Judson Jerome Poetry Scholarship and the Bill Baker Award for fiction at the Antioch Writers’ 
Workshop. His blog, BenedicTEEN is a weekly commentary for kids on the Rule of Saint Benedict.   
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Writers, artists and  

photographers wanted. 

For guidelines, visit  

theantiochvoice.wordpress.com    

An American Gothic 1988 This painting was from a 

photo by Gordon Parks Jr. taken in 1947. This is an 

African-American version of Grant Wood's American 

Gothic. 


