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As the global health community and world came
together this past year to face the CO¥YD
pandemic, LSCPA stayed strong as well. As ed
of Expressions, | wanted to reach out and let o
supporters know that through each step of the
magazine process we remained committed to

staff, and broader community first. The pandemi
affected our number of entries, and as you may
notice the categories are fewer than other years
Even with less entries to choose from, our judge
were able to pick a wonderful selection of pieces
this year. We are grateful for each other, and
Lamar State College Port Arthur continues to
stand together as a family through these difficul
times.

Our hearts go out to all those who have been
touched by the pandemic.

God bless the frontline workers during this global
risis.
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Short Story

First Place

Planet Numah

Richard Seth Koppie

Part I:
Planet Numah

| woke to the smell of metallic oxygen in the air. The faint
hum of the LS3 engine slightly echoing through the metal poles in
my bed. The ofputting iron smell in the air told me that old man
Waters was buying oxygen from the Ridians ovetlBr@&gain. |
hate it when we buy their stoc
baby about it, but | swear it makes my head hurt. Slowly but surely,
| unlatched my restraints and began floating from my bed. Before |
could even reach the tooth brush on my roof Gnash burst through
my door. Gnash was a shorter fellow, but he always looked ready
to fight. Never in my life had | seen him without his blorb ball hat
or with a cleashaven face. He had kind eyes though and the kind
of personality that made it not a total chore to live with him. He
told me that the mission was a go in twenty minutes flat and left the
room without another word.

| lurched my way around my tiny capsule until | was spiffy
enough to go talk to my crew. | used to not worry about how |
looked. That was until Zariel joined our squad. When it used to
just be Gnash and ol d man Wat e
meetings still in my bed. Zariel was confident though. She was al-
most as tall as me and she knew she was beautiful. | mean so did |
but thatodéds not the point. The
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morning meetings because of her. | typed thedmitrmaster key

into my touch pad as it lit up. The door slid open with a mechani-
cal hiss. The corridor connecting my pod and the meeting room
was cramped and narrow. Hunched over, | meticulously made my
way to the other end of the hall. The touch pad was sticky. That
meant Gnash had pancakes and d
open and | was greeted with two smiles and a grimace. The gri-
mace was old man Waters of course but that was regular for him.
Gnash was licking syrup off his fingers and Zariel gave me her sig-
nature mock salute, something she did often when | came in late. |
gave her a smile and turned on my boots ready for the stomach
rush that came with experiencing gravity again.

The meeting room was small but it was the biggest commu-
nal room we had here on the Artemis. The room was well lit and
circular. All the walls were barren except a panel of-coldtied
buttons on the back wall that | never wanted nor had the pleasure
of touching. Old man Waters pressed a green button on the wall
and our table descended from the ceiling with a loud groan. Wa-
ters cut his eyes at me knowing he told me to check the belt to see
what was making that noise. | gave my best innocent shrug and it
seemed to be enough to avoid a scolding for now. Without a word,
Waters pressed another button and my vision was filled with the
blue tint of my holescreen. | poured over the images in front of
me . Il saw a tribal civilizatio
that a dog?

My thoughts were interrupted by the bass in old man Wa-
ters voice. He explained that this pooch had somehow stored him-
self away in cargo and was left by accident. The only problem was
that the planet he was on was inhabited by a civilization only in its
tribal stages. People only generally went there to be tourist of sorts.
They generally awe at what our species came from and how we be-
gan while staying hidden in the shadows. Apparently, the owner of
the dog was some big shot oxygen farmer who put a large undis-
closed sum of Universal Curren
Gnash said what | assume we were all thinking, and that was some
thing along the lines of why would we risk our lives for a dog. This
seemed to strike the old man i
the dog as helpless and the owner as powerless in ensuring his saf
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return and that he would have taken the job for free. | guess realiz-
ing we were all lucky to be getting paid, we bit our tongues and lis-
tened as he explained the mission. In the last part of the meeting
my holoscreen changed to a stagnant image of what was labeled
oPl anet Numah. o

Part II:
Battle For Gnash

Our mission was on a barren planet just outside the juris-
diction of the Galactic Coalition. The planet was a relatively small
rock that went by the name of SereBy We decided to land on
the dark side of the planet to avoid muggers and space junkies that
were known to hang around outside the jurisdiction. It was impos-
sible to make out anything on the desolate planet during our de-
scent. Though once we were set
mi ss much. The entire planetds
no foliage. While | laid in the dirt that night, | enjoyed the peace
and quiet of an unfamiliar world as | drifted into darkness.

The ringing in my ears began to fade as | looked around at
the tattered orange shreds that were once my tent. The painful ring
was replaced with the blood curdling scream of my partner, Gnash.
He was writhing on the floor gripping a stump, where his arm
should have been. The blood from the wound was beginning to
seep between his fingers and soak into the foreign soil below. I ig-
nored the putrid smelling dirt smeared on my face and began rip-
ping through what was left of our camp. The medical bag, just like
everything else, was either stolen or annihilated in the blast. With-
out thinking | began to rip the bohrium fabric from my outer layer
to make a makeshift tourniquet. The adrenaline was flowing
through me so aggressively | h
silent. It wasndot wuntil I was
realized the millioimile stare in his eyes. In that moment every-
thing became vividly clear. Suddenly | could feel the pain from the
dirt in my eyes, smell the iro
blood in the dirt. The scene was disheartening and | knew | was
going to lose my best friend.
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The light flooded into my eyes as | strained to see what was
around me in the white room. A burning sensation in my arm
turned into an unpleasant tugging when | realized | was connected
to multiple tubes. I noticed | was strapped to a hospital bed imply-
ing | was back safe on the Artemis. I rising feeling of hope filled
my chest, and was immediately expunged, and replaced with grief
when | recalled why | was here. My eyes fully came into focus, and
sitting alone in the corner wa
gling because she came to my side to calm me down, and undo my
gravity restraints. Now that | was finally able to move my body |
realized just how injured | actually was, but only one thing was on
my mind. Gnash. Zarields face
know. My heart crumbled into itself. The pain was almost to much
to handle. Lost in my own grief | jumped when | heard the me-
chani cal hiss of the shipds me
excess steam the door released was a smile. A smile that was at-
tached to a man with only one arm, and maybe even a few less
teeth. That man was my best friend. Gnash.
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Short Story

Second Place

Mixed Emotions

Britkne Gallagher

Every mother dreams about what it feels like to hold their
newborn bundle for the first time. Will it be euphoric? Terrifying?
Maybe both? For myself, it was a delayed process full of dread and
apprehension. Having suffered four unspeakable miscarriages pre-
vious to this pregnancy, | was left with a constant state of melan-
choly and never ending, inescapable grief. | was like a ship lost at
sea, waiting to hear affirmation from some vast space in the dis-
tance echoing from across the
would consistently tell myself, for | knew | was not alone in this
voyage.

Delivery day is here. A global pandemic is also here. | am
steering this ship with no compass, no North Star, treading cau-
tiously through uncharted territory. My heart was apt to jump
straight out of my aching chest as | felt the combination of pure joy
and relentless anxiety mixing together like sand and sea foam,
pumping adrenaline through my motionless body. The monitors
stationed arbitrarily around the obnoxiously white room continued
to screech treacherous sounds of unforgiving doom. | tried to im-
agine the white caps of waves as | laid there straight as a board on
the stiff hospital table in a pale blue gown that kept me as warm as
the inside of an igloo. Any patience | might have had before was
now lost in the building anticipation to hold my miracle baby for
the first time. My doctor and his unexpectedly somber nurses were
chattering about as i1 f | hadno
All I could do was lie there pondering my current situation is des-
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pair whilst trying feverishly to ignore the agonizing pain shooting
tiny pellets of shark teeth up and down my right arm. It took two
hours for me to see my son for the first time after my surgery. Two
hours of laying cold and stiff with nothing but my own dreadful
thoughts tormenting me while the doctors sewed me up like a torn
sail from resentful winds.

In recovery, we were reunited for good. | cautiously stared
into that brilliantly round face of his and began to weep uncontrol-
lably. I had carried sedeprecating feelings of shame, guilt and un-
certainty for nine agonizing months. It became the only way | knew
how to feel until the moment | gazed at perfection in the closed
eyes of this tiny boy with no name. | held him closely in my arms
as if he were a perfectly crafted seashell that could shatter at any
given moment.

Oliver. That is what | will call you, for finally | felt peace.
Oliver signifies fruitfulness, beauty and dignity; but most important-
ly the name symbolizes peace. Peace that | have been aching for
since | set sail on my motherhood journey many years before and
many hardships later. | had successfully brought a new life into this
world, at last. | was far from being comfortably anchored, but |
braved this ocean and together we would nurse each other into this
brand new world.



General Art A Second Place

Yoselan Mendoza Becerra
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