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DEAR READER,

     This edition of the JubJub includes a collection of flash 
fiction pieces. As writers, sometimes we need a nudge in 
the direction of inspiration and oftentimes we turn to the 
media we love for guidance. This edition has allowed us to 
choose our favorite song as our muse. When reading this 
edition, allow the language of music to connect us all and 
encourage us to embrace our love of storytelling. As you 
read, if you feel particularly moved, we urge you to listen 
to the song that fed the inspiration for the piece so you 
can feel the same artistry the writer did. 
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Though the cathedral’s old stone walls had become cracked and covered in vines, they still stood 
proudly to provide shelter to vagabonds and all those seeking spiritual liberation. Every morning at six 
a.m. sharp, just as the tower bell began to ring, the doors would unlock and the central lobby would 
be flooded by dozens of pilgrims scrambling to the mess table where the nuns had orderly laid out 
the pastries they had baked only a few hours earlier. The smell of flour, sugar, and butter would linger 
in the old building for the rest of the day. In this way, all mornings would begin at the abbey, where 
prophets gathered, lived, died and lived again.
 Sister Azalea watched over this ritual every morning as she sweeped the halls outside the lobby. 
She always found it odd, but as a nun it was her duty to never question these things, especially since 
they were in the name of charity. She simply continued on with her work, meticulously collecting dust 
and keeping the building as clean as her spirit was, supposedly.
 Her thoughts were entirely retracted into herself when a loud banging noise suddenly brought 
her back. As she flinched and dropped her broom, she snapped her head to look towards the source of 
the sound.
Hardly standing up straight in the cathedrawl’s doorway was an intimidating looking figure. She 
watched the wanderer stumble his way over to the offering table, where he grabbed a handful of pas-
tries and, through a half full mouth, began to spit out words the poor sister could not understand.
She slowly approached the man, noticing the drops of golden dew trapped in his thick stubble. He con-
stantly swayed back and forth, but his eyes lit up when he noticed the nun. Through coughs, this mes-
siah began to preach his sermon. The sister took a step back, but found herself drawn into his slurred 
speech. His throat, coated in alcohol, gave his words that same intoxicating property as they traveled 
up through his body. With gracefully weaved nonsense, the prophet could inflict an enlightened state 
that only wavered if you took the time to think about it. Azalea chose not to.
And as simple as that, the prophet found himself with a new follower.
The drunk stumbled his way out of the abbey with a swath of disciples behind him on their way to 
communion.
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