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Dear Patrons,

The third edition of Eagle’s Nest is a passionate collaboration between many creative students and faculty at
Eastern West Virginia Community and Technical College. These poems, photography, and short stories all
reflect the imaginative and diverse population of the Potomac Highlands. We would like to thank the students
and faculty for their creative efforts and willingness to publish their work in our diminutive literary magazine.

Sincerely,

Curtis IPakala
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“Eastern Gazebo View” by Katie Branson.
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It was at this point that Roger thought about the $223.58 in his bank account and wondered how in the
hell he’d ever manage to swim with the dolphins and rest in the hotel room comfortably. After all, they had kept
his card and he had only thirty-three dollars in his wallet. When she came back, she was brushing the bangs
from her face and had adorned a more serious expression; it was as if she'd been caught laughing at something
funny but nobody else got the punch line. Poised, she composed herself.

“Damn umbrellas,” he thought to himself.

“Oh baby, let’s go sailing!” She grabbed hold of the table and nearly sent it off its legs, crashing onto
the tile floor below.

“Listen now, calm down would ya? There will be plenty of time to do all that,” he said, with a reluctant
smile that forced his clinched teeth apart. “Check out time is at 11:30 tomorrow morning. There’s no way we’ll
be able to swim with the dolphins.”

He thought of taking her to the aquarium.

“Wouldn’t you like to see the sharks and the eels? Ooh and what about the giant manta rays? They have
that giant tank that you can walk through like a tunnel and they swim all around you! Wouldn’t that be lovely?
Don’t you want to see the sharks?”

The aquarium was a cheap date, but they both enjoyed themselves. The next day he managed to finagle
his credit card from the smirking smug gentleman at the front desk with his arms and legs intact, bankroll in-
cluded. The man had a tiny nibbling mouth with whiskers coming out both sides that resembled a field mouse
laboring and twitching over a hunk of cheese in a dank corner. He snickered uncontrollably.

“Now if we can just get the hell out of this sand-trap before she realizes I'm broke.” he thought to him-
self. He looked at the receipt the man had handed him; attached was a bill for $200.00 in phone calls to another
hotel on the beach—7he Flip-Flop. Underneath it read the words, “Thank you for your business. Sincerely, all
of us at The Sandpiper Inn”

He didn’t recall ever using the damn phone.







“Temporary Farewell” by RJ Wilson

As the tears flow free, I begin to smile.
You’re gone right now, but it’s just for a while.
We’ve said our goodbyes, and watched others
do the same. You can finally rest now.

It’s the end of the game.

Or is it the beginning? An adventure unknown!
The start of something new, that has yet to be shown.
I know that you’re happy, and no longer sick,

B but we miss you so much, and the words are so thick.

They hang in our throats and keep out the breath.
The sadness that comes only after a death.
It hurts to write this, but the emotion escapes.

I love you now like I loved you before.
Although you’re not here. They love you more.
It’s been so long since you’ve seen them,
those who have passed.

I"1l join you all someday, when my time has passed.
Goodbye for now is all I can say.
The tears are streaming,
but we’ll meet again someday.
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“The Park Bench” by Ryan D. Zirk

He sat on a park bench

d spli
And bounced his knee: These sharpened splinters

t i teri
T i Met the dingy exterior

! Of his hed tr
Covered in frost underneath, s Umeishd Insuens

Froze the backs of his legs, With half-cracked smiles

5 Andice i ir throats.
And chiseled away at them IR De Rens

With handfuls of the broken— He had worry in his heart;

1t fluttered atound = A ’

Jagged shards in piercing points ;

With a kind of spontaneity—

A trapped bird

in a room full of windows.

The night-air’s kiss

- R’ 2T i -

Jumped and hissed; Tt sauntered in

- With the westward winds,

1 And pulled up the collar on

He sighed.

His double-buttoned pea coat. His breath—in plumes

Rose high into the mountains

Built from the inside.

The stars hung lazily overhead|
Behind a faint cloud

That covered in contours.

The streets on both sides—|

Empty in their confines,
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“Ql' Red” by Nicole Yurcaba

I.

worn-out U-joints; broken-latch driver-side door;
mountain mud.

caking the floor boards,

an aluminum dogbox, where we stowed ITke, ratchet-strapped on the eight-
foot bed ... the priceless Ford pick-up of my early twenties.

II.

How many arctic December days did T waste away bouncing brain-
jarringly along ice-slicked logging roads

in that ol' Red Ford,

after having run breathlessly on leather-booted feet after Ike and the
hounds and the ol' black bear bruin
through winter-deadened briars, endlessly tangled laurel thickets;

riding shotgun beside The Ol' Bear Hunter who apprenticed me--his
youthful protégé--in his bear hunter's ways: to unnecessarily cuss when
the dogs sniffed the bear back from where he came instead of to where
he was going, to drink the five-dollar-and-thirty-nine-cent a bottle cheap
liquor when winter's cold nipped our bones, to turn a straining ear again'
the wind searching for the crossing hounds' cries?

“Trees and Stream™ by Dystiny Kern..















Special thanks to Curtis Hakala, Jessica
Markwood, Christopher Windley, and
Ryan Zirk for their contributions in
making this magazine happen.




