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Roadhouse

The rain’s comin’ down again

And the river, she’s in a bad mood, too.
Inside, the air’s thick and hot,

Pullin’ the sweat from this old black skin.
The boss man’s a watchin’ from upstairs.
He don’t care *bout the music hisself.
With glass eyes he’s countin’ the faces
And tellin’ hisself he don’t feel their hurt.
A little fox is servin’ the drink

With a well felt wiggle.

“Gimme a cup a mud,” I says.
“And put a little nip in it.
Just a little bit mo’, honey.
My grips hangin’ heavy on my shoulder.
I ain’t no youngun’ anymo’.”

Now I gots to get up

And learn these folks some blues.

But I ain’t learnin’ them nothin’

They don’t already know.

These blues are stone cold from the grave.
And it pains me to play.

Lewis Hill



‘“Please Report to the Office”

I stood frozen by the classroom door, looking down the long hallway. Only
the sixth grade classrooms separated me from the outside if I would have chosen
to turn around and head the opposite direction of the office. I could hear the
students in Sister Alberta’s class across the hall moan and whine as she gave them
their assignment. I looked at the ceiling, the walls, and the ceiling again. The
longer I looked, the smaller I seemed to become. There was a glowing circle
of light on the freshly mopped floor, cast down from the flourescent lights. When
I finally moved forward a step, the light moved. The faster I walked, the faster
the light moved. I tried to catch it, then stopped and realized I was already next
to Mrs. Gabbert’s third grade class. With only the first, second, and kindergarten
classrooms to go, I could now feel the Madonna’s eyes meet mine. Her head
was tilted slightly and leaning toward me. We were the only two in the hall.
The background noises had become blurred and insignificant. Her hands were
open with palms up. Her outstretched arms made me want to run into them and
be saved from my nightmare. The light on the floor was an irritating reminder
of what I really had to do. It slowly guided me past the remaining classrooms
and stopped just past the office door. I put my hand on the doorknob, then stopped.
I felt my face warm and my hands become wet. I didn’t know whether to knock
or just open the door; both seemed awkward. I looked to the Madonna and prayed
that someone would happen to come out and solve my problem, but nothing
happened. Both the Madonna and the light seemed to be losing patience. I knew
the light wouldn’t go in with me, so I took a deep breath, grabbed the knob
and turned. ’

Susan Mills



A Rape in the Park

Pm being still — the devil has his laugh.
I’'m screaming, but my vocal cords are numb.
My eyes are focused on the flag, half-staff
Because someone has died. And still the drum.
His eyes are stone — I cannot see his face.
He takes my soul as he takes his pleasure.
I try to summon hate, but from the base
Of heart, I'm stoic. I try to measure
His height. I wonder if they’ll want my quote?
Or will I even tell? The melody
Of swings begins to grate my nerves. I note
My wedding band and think fidelity.
It all makes sense as I join his rhythm.
The devil’s here, and I’'m dancing with him.

Nikki McDaniel



The Brain in a Box

The famous mystery writer stares at the blank screen. His large office, furnished with blue and
burgundy leather furniture, is smoky and dark save for the brass desk lamp which casts a sharp
funnel of light downward with no apparent target. On oak paneled walls, matching blue leather
frames border prestigious book awards, diplomas, and several eight-by-ten autographed glossies
of him shaking hands with Sydney Sheldon, Stephen King, and Agatha Christie.

Coal gray eyes squint behind thick horn-rimmed glasses as smoke curls into them from a half-
smoked Sobranie Black Russian cigarette resting on the edge of the crystal ashtray at his elbow.
His pale face is shadowed by three days of growth. A blue, rumpled Christian Dior shirt ringed
with perspiration stains clings to him with a new flood of nervous wetness. He suffers from the
worst malady that can afflict a wordsmith: writer’s block.

He feigns a slasher, a poisoner, a hapless victim. No plot comes to mind. No character takes
form. Flashes of panic wash over him as he remembers his publisher’s words. “Deadline, Deadline.”

The IBM clone sits, and its amber-hued monitor stares back at him with one square eye. The
unmoving, menacing cursor blinks incessantly, mocking and reminding him of the sterility of his
unyielding mind.

Fiercely grinding the annoying cigarette out, the novelist quickly lights another. He exhales the
white-gray smoke into the stale air and picks up a mug imprinted with “Old Writers Never Die.
They Just Lose Their Tales.” The cup is empty. “Dammit!” he says, and slams the cup to his
desk.

His shaking yellow-stained fingers fall into place on the stark-gray keyboard, poised like a concert
pianist ready for the downbeat. No inspiration. Nothing ... Nothing ... Nothing. He throws his head
back, lifts his arms high above his head in supplication, and cries loudly, “Oh God, how long
must I exist in this vacuum?”

Then he hears a low moan from the artificial brain in a box before him. A human sound?
Certainly not, he thinks. A figment of his imagination? No! There it is again, only louder. The
moan is joined by a choir of whirring, whizzing, and clicking. His fingers are not touching the
keypad, yet the keys begin rhythmically moving up and down, up and down.

He looks again at the blank screen. The lighted dash is now moving. Its luminescence spawns
letters — letters give birth to words — words beget sentences — sentences form paragraphs with
such blinding speed that the writer’s eyes cannot follow.

Page after page scrolls downward, faster and faster until the amber lines melt together in a
blur. The printer’s motor shudders alive, and its laser head launches its journey back and forth
across virgin bond. '

The author is spellbound as the endless tongue of perforated whiteness is drawn into the mouth
of a peripheral entity joined to the box’s motherboard by a gray, tangled umbilical cord. He
sits mesmerized; his unbelieving eyes slowly shift from the flashing screen to the growing stack
of pages which rhythmically fall and fold in accordion fashion to the floor.

He waits for a seemingly endless time for the frenzy to subside. Finally, it convulses to a stop.,
The ensuing silence hangs in the air like a supernatural presence. Even the usual low, droning
hum of the box is absent. He sniffs the air. There is an odor, an acrid smell. It’s not the imported
cigarettes he hates (but can’t give up), but rather a smell akin to smoldering rubber and burnt
wire.

With trembling fingers he slowly tears the paper at the end of the last printed page, retrieves
the heavy stack of paper from the floor, lights another Black Russian, and begins to read. “It
was a dark and stormy night...”

Joyce Thomas



From Afar

Dark tie man,
Superhuman eyes,

Teach me what you know.
Gust of wind,

Angel’s prayer

Don’t know where to begin,
Shameful grin,

Sweaty palm,

Eyes that can’t see light
Brought to life.

Helping hand,

Put away your knife.

Bradley Williams



True Friends

Some “Friends” are like snow.
They are dazzling and beautiful
From a distance

Yet when touched are very cold.
If held too tightly, they melt
Completely away, with only a
Messy puddle to remind you of
‘What once was.

“True Friends” are-like spring,
Refreshing to be around and
Uplifting as the March wind.

The closer you look, the more
Blossoms you may find, and a
Sweet aroma to remind you that
The freshness and constant budding
Of this friendship are from on high.

For “True Friends” are formed

From Him,

For He knows us best of all

Because He is the “Best Friend.”

He can harmonize “True Friends”

Which will last through the roughest of times.
For “True Friends” never say good-bye.
They just simply meet again in the sky.

You are this “True Friend” to me.

Karen D. Burnett



Loula A. Keener
July 8, 1862 - December 19, 1885

Who are you, Loula A. Keener, from all those years

ago? Your memory is eulogized upon this marble stone.

The grave you share is with your infant son.

Of them all, yours alone is surrounded by a fence.

Gothic spires heavenward and two serpent gatekeepers entwined in rust
look down upon the handle polished by your husband’s grief.

And I can read, “the da gh t r of _ & _ Be 1.” What grief

your parents endured. You lived only twenty-three years.

I think today you could have been saved to live and raise your son
instead of both your names etched in stone

before your time, and then he could have played inside another fence,
and together you could have watched the big oak leaves turn rust

for many seasons more. Rust

drops like tears down from each spire of the fence
that has guarded you and your son

for more than a hundred years.

I feel the sadness of your family’s grief

as I stand before your stone.

There are no flowers placed before your stone

except for one that blew between the fence,

once bright and reddish brown but now a faded rust,

its petals frayed and torn from weather’s grief.

A redbud tree grows near. It might have been the tree your son
would have played in for years and years.

And, Loula, did you have a daughter who through the years
might have eased her father’s grief

and helped his mind not turn to rust

from tears and idleness, neither let him build a fence

to keep the rest of life away nor let him turn his heart to stone?
Such pain I think he might have felt, for loss of wife and son.

He laid you with your son

and made your grave sublime. Around you are nameless stones
too weathered to read and others marked by native rocks of rust.
He took care that someday in the years

to come, someone would still know of his love ... and grief.

Of all these graves through all the years, yours has the only fence.

You and your son are safe from earthly moth and rust
while you sleep eternal years, remembered and protected by his fence.
And your stone encourages me, “Weep not the bitter tear of grief.”

Ann Honeyman



The Girl with Forever Eyes

I once met a girl

With forever eyes,

Eyes that made me dream
Past tomorrow.

As we danced,

I gave my heart away

To the girl with forever eyes.

When I gazed deep,

I thought I saw

Visions of home and children.
Somehow I thought

That she’d be mine

And our dance would go on
Forever.

Oh, this girl

With forever eyes,

Eyes that shine

With the future.

The dreams she dreams
Are all her own,

The girl with forever eyes.

Beware the girl

With forever eyes.

One man cannot hope
To hold her.

She’ll pause a moment,
Then be gone,

The girl with forever lies.

Jeff Brasher



Touched

Every life has many sculptors,
Those who touch the clay:
Some who mold,

And some who smooth,

And some who give it sway.

My life was touched by you today,

A small ripple in my mind.

No one else can see it, this touch so deep inside,
But now I take a pen in hand,

To respond to you in kind.

The thoughts released by your gentle touch
May lie . . . or perhaps take wing.

But the place you touched released a song
That only I can sing.

Thank you, gentle sculptor,

For the touch of artist’s hand,

And as you leave, please know you left,
A new song in the land.

Kay Dishner



OfT the Beaten Path

My friends and family have always considered me a bit off-the-wall, and this is evident in
my choice of favorite spots from home, California’s central coast. Most people prefer the Carmel-
Monterey area on the Monterey Bay, famous for its celebrities and scenery. I prefer a tiny community
farther north along the bay called Moss Landing, which is known only by locals and a few frequent
visitors. The lack of tourists and the problems they bring are why I prefer Moss Landing.

To illustrate, tourists flock to Carmel-Monterey. Everywhere I go is crowded. Even public restrooms
have long lines. It can take an hour or more just to walk a few blocks because of all the gawkers,
and driving is almost impossible. Moss Landing, however, is extremely isolated. It’s rare to see
more than a few fishermen, and often there’s not another soul around for miles.

There is a vast difference between the local residents who frequent Carmel-Monterey and Moss
Landing. In Carmel-Monterey I find the very rich, those who wouldn’t dream of shopping anywhere
except the most expensive boutiques. There are also a number of middle class celebrity watchers,
waiting for a chance to add to their autograph collections. The locals at Moss Landing are mainly
fishermen, whose sole concern is the day’s catch. The few others are there because they truly
love the beach for its own sake and the quiet space to enjoy it.

Whereas the scenery is similar in many ways, it is also strikingly different. The white beaches,
rocky breakwaters, and roaring ocean are common to both places, as are the multitude of various-
sized, multi-colored ships in the harbor. They also share the pungent smell of fish and drying
seaweed. Yet the beaches along the Carmel-Monterey section of the bay are usually littered with
paper, empty aluminum cans, and broken glass, the remains of tourists who won’t be around
long enough to worry about cleaning up. The beaches are also dotted with seafood restaurants,
a few of them quite good, and all of them outrageously expensive. On the other hand, Moss
Landing’s beach stretches cleanly for miles, its visitors caring enough to take their trash with them
when they leave. There’s only one restaurant, which serves excellent seafood at modest prices.

Finally, my differing emotions between the two places are what I remember best. Carmel-Monterey
evokes feelings of excitement and frustrated urgency, and I often found it claustrophobic. Moss
Landing always filled me with feelings of freedom and a profound sense of serenity. There’s nothing
more soothing to my soul than a long walk along an isolated beach. The ocean’s constant movement
seems to wash all life’s troubles away, leaving me feeling at peace with myself and the world
around me. ‘ ,

It still amazes me how two places can be so close together, yet so surprisingly different. Moss
Landing’s residents have recently decided to try bringing in some of the tourist trade from Carmel-
Monterey, and I for one hope they fail. I'd hate to see the unspoiled beauty of Moss Landing
become another crowded garbage can like Carmel-Monterey. '

Patricia Westmoreland
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This Special Place

The peace . . .
The quiet.

She loved it.

It was hers,

Hers alone,

This special place.

The water

Ran clear here.
The great boulders
Formed dark caves
Filled with moss
And fine sand.

It was green . . .

And beautiful.

To know of this place
Was like knowing

A sort of heaven,
Secluded and private.

Someday . . .

Soon, she hoped,

She would bring
Someone special here,
To this special place.
Then, it would be theirs.

Alex Jameson
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Bowling Night

It was a comfortable spring night as they drove with the windows open along
the deserted stretch of road on their way home from the bowling alley. Light-
hearted, she was enjoying the ride in the back seat between two companions as
she joined in the chit-chat of the women.

“How many gutter balls do you suppose I had?”” Cheryl asked.

“Too many,” they retorted in unison laughing.

Country music played softly from the radio. “Turn up the radio. That’s George
Jones,” she said as she sang aloud, “I’m still the sameoleme ... ... ?

A loud explosion was heard then, and all conversation stopped. She looked
in the direction at what appeared to be an enormous, fiery gush of heat and smoke
which resembled an atomic bomb a quarter mile away. She could see two or
three cattle standing in the field only two hundred yards from the road. In a
fleeting moment she wondered if they would be safe there. They seemed to be
moving in slow motion now. The wind began blowing across the road, and she
could see what appeared to be waves of heat produced from the explosion. The
car tires began slipping on the heated asphalt as the rubber melted and an acrid
odor filled the air.

They stared dumbly toward the explosion site. Everything in the car was getting
unbearably warm — then the heat became suffocatingly intense. Shock and fear
were expressed on everyone’s face. As she looked to the front seat, she saw the
driver’s face so still now begin to actually melt like a candle, and she screamed,
“My god, we’re going to diel”

Frantic now, she was trying to get enough air to breathe. Gasping like a fish
out of water, trying not to lose consciousness, she focused on the singer’s words:
“and when our days are through, I'll still be loving you; even death can’t keep
us apart.”

“It’s over,” she thought as she closed her eyes for the last time.

Mary Lou Hill
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The Wall

I never knew the wall before,

until I met it face to face;

as on life’s journey, [ strolled ahead,
to reach a goal and a better place.

Solid it was (that unmovable wall)
to me (the unstoppable force),
a serious opponent it proved to be,
determined to alter my course.

What was this wall and who put it there,
and why must it set me to the ground?
No matter, though, this trivial gab;

a way to success can always be found.

T'll approach the wall once again,
this time a more vigorous try.

I must move on; I have a mission
that no wall will deny.

But once again it knocked me down,
unyielding to my advance. ‘
This wall I now began to deplore
was denying me my chance.

I hit it again and again and again,
and each time it hit back,

My patience now, ever growing thin,
with each and less persistent attack.

- Though the wall itself would not blemish,
my spirit and drive began to crack.
If it doesn’t tumble with one final nudge,
Pl give up and be forced to turn back.

The wall held strong, withstanding my assault,
and proved to be a superior foe.

I gave in to frustration and despair,

and now “old shame” began to show.

I guess it was never meant to be,

my ascent beyond a certain space;
the wall was there to make that point
and keep my in my rightful place.

The story here is one that’s sad,

of dreams so soon put away,

A weak man’s will, too quick to falter
from some mere obstacle in his way.

Brad Ball
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The Garden

The old woman sits and watches from the squeaking porch swing
as the old man waters their garden.

The last ribbons of daylight trail away from the oncoming night.
She smiles at the fireflies

darting and diving around the old man in a blazing dance.
Sipping her tea she listens to the ciccada’s melody.

In her mind she hears another melody

that once made her sway and swing

into his arms, into the horizontal dance

of love, two young lovers in a summer garden
while stars winked down like fireflies
faraway, farawy on a long ago night.

Her old girlish eyes look out towards the night,

yearning for the melody

of youth to return and make her shine again like the fireflies,
freed from the skin holding her newpenny soul in the swing,
letting her bloom again like the flowers in the garden,

losing herself in the swelter of the dance.

She wonders if he remembers how they used to glide into the dance,
reaching for each other in the middle of the night,

his touch as tender as the petals of the flowers in the garden.

She would listen to his heart pound a strong, quick melody

in meter with her own. Her small feet guide the swing.

“Does he remember?” Her gaze questions the fireflies.

The old man puts away the garden hose, swatting at the fireflies
lilting and swaying in their light-blinking dance.

She sighs as he joins her on the swing,

puffing on his pipe, the smoke drifting into the night

like a spirit in search of a melody

once heard in an early garden.

Patting her knee, he rises, returning to the garden,

and picks a red rose, his eyes glowing like two fireflies.

With knotted hands he places the flower in her hair. The melody

of youth rises as he kisses her cheek. No longer yearning for the dance,
now only for the dancer, she takes his hand and welcomes the night

as they sit in the cradle of the gently rocking swing.

Together they watch the fireflies dip and swirl and dance,
as the swing creaks out a rhythm with chirping crickets in melody.
She nods securely at the night. Love still grows in their garden.

Pam Manckiy
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A New World Order

What

does it mean
to live

in a world

of might

that no longer
believes

in freedom,
just recites

the words,

the phrases,
never grasping
that the words
might

mean something,
something you
cannot recite,
but must feel
and embrace
and live?

Wade Landers
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The Drawing Process:

Things to Consider from Concept to Resolution

The word “draw” means to drag a pointed instrument such as a pen, pencil,
or brush over a smooth surface, leaving behind the marks of its passage. Drawing
as formal artistic creation might be defined as the primarily linear rendition of
objects in the visible world, as well as of concepts, thought, attitudes, emotions,
and fantasies given visual form of symbols and even of abstract forms.

Formally, drawing offers the widest possible scope for the expression of artistic
intentions. Bodies, space, depth, substantiality, and even motion can be made visible
through drawing. Furthermore, because of the immediacy of its statement, drawing
expresses the draftsman’s personality spontaneously in the flow of the line; it is,
in fact, the most personal of all artistic statements.

One of the things to consider in the drawing process is the function of the
drawing. In other words, what does the draftsman want to communicate to the
observer? Does he want to convey his personal style and feelings or is the drawing
a tool for other things such as blueprints or illustrations? Drawings can serve a
variety of purposes.

There are problems that the draftsman tries to deal with in a drawing, for example,
drawing space as a tangible. Other things the draftsman must consider are techniques
and media. Some of the different techniques are long lines, short choppy lines,
perspective, and foreshortening. Drawing media can be broadly divided into two
categories: dry and wet. In the dry media the drawing instrument itself carries
its own pigment, leaving its own mark. In the wet media the various inks and
washes are applied with a separate implement, usually pen or brush.

The style of a drawing is the product of the function of the drawing, the draftman’s
personality, and his general style. The style depends upon the response of the
medium to the movements and pressures of the guiding hand; in turn, the hand
of the practiced draftsman is aware of the peculiar nature of the medium.
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After the draftsman has considered the function of the drawing, technique, media,
etc., he begins the actual process of drawing. He should choose shapes that solve
or help resolve the problems he is trying to deal with. Next, he should study
and observe the things to be drawn. This is very important because as Nicolaides
said, “The first function of an art student is to observe, to study nature.” With
practice the draftsman learns how to see correctly. After studying the form, he
must then come to an exact conclusion as to its shape and position in space.

The draftsman now should start to make general marks on the surface with
concern for the whole picture plane. He should also consider the organization
of the drawing with concern toward design. The draftsman needs to force everything
into its simplest form. To do this, he should think in mass. Now the draftsman
should study the drawing and correct the measurements, proportions, and placement
of the shapes in relation to each other. Once the drawing has reached this stage,
it is a good time for the draftsman to ask himself, “How can I improve the drawing?
Are the formal elements such as line, shape, and value being used properly?”
After coming to a conclusion, the draftsman should make the needed improvements.

Now, comes the time to refine the large mass areas and define the smaller
ones. Again, the draftsman should ask himself, “How can I improve this drawing?”
After making the needed improvements, the draftsman can start asking himself
if the drawing resolves the problem for which it was drawn. Once the drawing
resolves the problem, the draftsman can decide where to end the drawing.

The most important thing to remember in the drawing process is to practice.
The beginner and even accomplished artists must practice the basic drawing
fundamentals. It is the act of drawing that really counts!

Although drawings differ in quality, they have a common purpose — to give
visible form to an idea and the draftsman’s feeling about it. As an art form, drawing
is the translation of the idea and the emotion into a form that can be seen and
felt by others. Drawing, in short, is the end product of a successive effort applied
directly to the carrier and is unique by its very nature.

Curtis Champion
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Happiness

The Fruit Loops are getting soggy in the milk.
That’s not supposed to happen.

Bobbing faces all scream “Mommy!”
They shouldn’t all bellow at once.

His day off. The trash waits.
“Later, hon.”—Of course.

The clanging gadget on the wall,
Someone else should answer for a change.

Just let it ring, I don’t care.
I refuse to pick up...“Hello.”

Above the din and disorder,
My mind takes a familiar path.

Why do I stay and endure this?
Happiness.

Paula Breshears |
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Life

Life is too difficult, some may say,
to put forth a sustained effort day after day.

It is often said to be uninteresting or unfulfilling, too long
or too hard,
but seldom is the game of life persisted with a draw beyond
the first hapless card.

At first glimpse of struggle most quickly flee,
never allowing themselves to realize what good they can be,
to continue to strive for what lies deeply in the heart,
even when certain adversity threatens to break it apart.

This, this is the deciding reality we each must face, no matter
what incredulous dream or desire we chase.

For what satisfaction lies in claiming the easily attained
and undeserved?

Is there not more delight, more peace to be enjoyed in
struggling for what is earned and not reserved?

Besides, what is pondered over and then pursued is always more
rewarding,

Even if others, including your friends, are not with you
according.

Indeed, peace of mind and of heart flows freely from only
one source,
which is belief in yourself, your Creator, and His discerning
Force.

Brad Lelemsis
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Results of an Attitude

Attending college as a full time student has brought about many conflicting
changes in my life. I have gained a sense of freedom and self-controlled direction
in my own future. The challenge of higher learning and overcoming what I thought
was unattainable has boosted my self-esteem and given me a sense of equality
and unity with society. However, my family’s unity has been a bit shaken at times.
The long hours of study, along with working at a gas station on weekends, cause
friction with my wife, for I have little time left for her or our two sons. And
since I had to quit my full-time job to go to school, our budget doesn’t allow
for eating out or family entertainment. Although these things seem to be a real
problem, they do not outweigh the reasons I decided to go to college in the first
place.

I have spent the last sixteen years at jobs where employers benefited from my
youthful strength and abilities, while I received only a meager living for my family
from minimum wages too small to ever achieve any raise in standard. For about
two years we had to walk everywhere we went because we couldn’t afford a
car. And my hope was often teased by opportunities that never came about. I
was promised at one time to be trained as a butcher while working at the Hinon
Red Bud. After two and a half years of hard work in the grocery store, I was
never allowed to cut one slice of meat. I was also promised by one employer
to have first opportunity to buy his Otasco store upon his retirement; I found
out later by his father that he intended to leave it to his two children. A little
over a year ago, I worked as a furniture delivery driver for a short, disgruntled
old man, who sometimes walked about with a small handgun protruding from
his pants’ pocket. He was very hot tempered and opinionated. If I didn’t agree
with his concepts, which I rarely did, he would completely ignore me and make
me stay in the store dusting furniture eight hours a day for two weeks straight.
After about a year he saw that his godhead was not honored by me, so he cut
me down to working twenty-four hours a week. Therefore, I would have to quit
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and wouldn’t be able to draw any unemployment. So again I left a job with
no better training, no money, and no respect.

The future for my family was constantly looking worse with no hope in sight.
Our youthful dreams were slowly fading with time as retirement and owning a
place we could call home seemed out of reach. We hoped that our children would
have life much better than we did and that they would go to college and have
good careers. However, just as 1 adopted low selfesteem from my parents, so my
children were beginning to follow suit as they had no objectives in life at all.

With such a depressing future ahead, I began to question a lot of my reasonings
and concepts of life. I know that no one is really any better than anyone else,
yet there are people who are successful in life and things seem to come so easily
to them. Surely there is a significant difference in those that are successful and
those that aren’t. As I started to observe the more seemingly advantaged people,
and especially those that went to college, I noticed one thing that stood out very
clearly! They believed in themselves, and their speech reflected their outlook. Failure
was not in their vocabulary, and if complications arose, they simply readjusted
their plans according to their unaltered goals. And they never gave up. In comparison,
I realized that I only spoke of the difficulties and reasons why I couldn’t succeed.
Whenever 1 encountered difficulties in plans, I took them to mean that it wasn’t
meant for me to finish, so I would quit. I then began to see that I followed
this pattern throughout my life, and my present state of failure was a resuit.

As I think about the severities I endured with my past employment, I see now
it wasn’t all in vain. The hardships forced me to take a good look at my life
and do something about them. And with the proper attitude, I can achieve whatever
I set my mind to if I don’t give up. So with these newfound ideas, I decided
to go to college and become a computer technologist. For the first time since
I’'ve been married, I feel good about myself as a husband and father. Now I can
own my own business and at the same time set a good example for my children
and provide a happier and more secure future for my family.

Dale Morris
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The Soldier

I looked at him and saw

the lines—the intensity of his face:

in his eyes, the love of service;

in his expression, the desire to serve mankind.
His stature, so straight and tall,

his fearlessness left me in awe.

His hands, his feet, so quick, so strong,
always prepared to right the wrongs.

His beliefs, his honor, on such a man,

he fights for the things on which he stands.
Always ready to fight for the cause,

even if at death, he must pause!

He is the “rebel,” the strange one,

as so often he is called.

He stands out for his beliefs

in these modern days... in his

fearlessness of taking on the causes,
while striving to find all the cures, he pauses
to stand by the rights of the few,

willing to help those who are due,
wanting to right all the world’s wrongs,
constantly singing the peace songs—

his goal to make the world a better place,
for every child of every race.

Does this man exist? No,

he is just a twist of the imagination!

No man today, in all his splendbr,

would dare to stand up and render

such a willingness to help others.

Today in most men’s eyes there are no others;
they help themselves, no matter what the cost;
the thought of giving is now truly lost.

Reflecting on this man of mine,

one can’t help but think that

he knows of his day and time...

It was long ago, I can’t remember when,
But I do hope that his time will come again.

Liz Garcia
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Just Another Day

As the alarm screamed in her ear, Sally rolled over and pushed the snooze
button one more time. She knew she had to get up, but she was having such
a wonderful dream and she still had an hour before she had to catch the bus,
She tossed and turned trying to bring back the image of the waves on the beach.
Too late now, it was gone. She got up and turned off the alarm. As she was
getting dressed, she felt good about the day ahead. The sun was shining, and
there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. Today she wouldn’t have to worry about finding
an umbrella.

She fixed a small breakfast and ate while she read the newspaper. It was the
same old news she read every day. A convenience store was robbed downtown,
some actor went to jail, and the economy was improving. “Oh well, I'm late
anyway,” she thought. She cleared away her dishes and left. She had so much
to do today. She checked her list as she walked to the bus stop. Groceries, shoes,
and a present for Jane. That would take all day.

The bus had just pulled up as Sally reached the corner. She walked up the
steps of the bus and told the driver she had lost her pass. He let her ride without
it. She sat down next to a college student and smiled. He just turned away. It
didn’t matter; her stop was coming up soon anyway.

She got off the bus and said “thank you” to the driver, He ignored her. It
took her six hours to do her shopping, and she was really tired, but the new
bus driver wouldn’t let her ride without a pass. She had to walk the two miles
home. ‘

She finally got home at 7 p.m. and put away her groceries. Jane was nowhere
to be found. “Foolish cat,” she thought. “She must have gotten lost.” As she dressed
for bed she heard thunder and thought, “Great, rain again.” She got out the tarp
she had found yesterday and stretched it from the dumpster to the chair. She
picked up the neatly stacked cans and boxes and put them under the tarp.

She lay down on the hard ground and covered up with the blanket she got
from the Salvation Army. Her pillow had been stolen last week, so she rolled
up her coat and used it. She picked up the battered alarm clock and set it for
6 am. As she drifted off to sleep, she said a prayer of thanks for the “roof”
over her head.

Lisa Grosvold
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Ages

Why must old age always arrive with pain,
With endless bottles of bitter pills?

Is this just by chance or is it preordained,

All those faceless doctors and their costly bills?

And what about hair that’s turning gray

And begs for -young perioxide color?

I always thought death would precede decay.
Is this my reward for years of valor?

Doesn’t it all seem somewhat backward
The way our lifetimes tend to progress?
Young people waste good health with no regard

To those coming years of toil and distress.

Oh, what a grand and sane world it would be
If we could be born at ninety and die at three.

Carolyn Campbell
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The One Left Behind

When you commit suicide, how much do you really think about the person who’s left behind?

Jack never seemed to think too much as it was, but this time he really blew it. 'm the one
who’s left behind, and this is how I see it.

It was weird today. Jack seemed intense, like he wasn’t all there. His eyes were jerking around,
and his moods were changing faster than our teachers were erasing their chalkboards. He seemed
stressed out, and I couldn’t understand all of the words coming out of his mouth. Jack was distracted,
and nothing could snap him out of it.

While we were eating lunch, I asked him what was wrong. His answer threw me for quite
a loop. “What do you do when the pressure’s too much?” he asked. It wasn’t the easiest question,
but he’d asked and I had to give him an answer.

I told him to rest, to try to relax. The only way to blow it is to give up. He was my best
friend, and that’s all I could think of to tell him.

He still seemed distracted, so I said with all the joking voice I had, “If all else fails, you can
try suicide.”

We'd talked about suicide once or twice before when someone at school died or got hurt,
but today I'm standing at the foot of my best friend’s bed, as well as his feet. He’s hanging about
three feet off the ground. I’ve already vomited and found a note. It reads:

My friends, My family:
Look at me now I'm at rest.

My friends, My family:
Look, the pressure’s gone.

My friend, not My family:
At last, all else failed.

After I read this, I called softly to his mother. At first, I wasn’t sure I'd said anything. Then
came the scream. Then I thought I wanted to join him; now I know I can’t. '

I'm still mad, and I can’t help but feel a little selfish. If nothing else, he could have not done
it for me. I was his best friend. Now, he’s gone.

People look at me funny now. It’s like they expect me to follow him out. I couldn’t do that
now. I could never make someone the one who’s left behind.

Matthew Barrie
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For Nestor

What can be said about a donkey with drastically long ears,
except that he’s served as an inspiration to me for years.

His name is Nestor, and on Christmas his tale is told;
I’ve carried his message since I was six years old.

How the other animals laughed and excluded him in their fun.
They shouted, “Dumb old Nestor—he isn’t fit to play with anyone!”

Tears would swell in the little burro’s eyes
which should have caused him to resent and despise.

Instead, however, he listened to what his mother would say.
He obeyed her words close even after she passed away.

“My Nestor,” she’d say, “you shall always be
more precious than all others for their vanity.

You have a gift to see people from inside
and not for their exterior in which they hide.”

These words allowed Nestor
to ignore all the ridicule

from the camels and sheep
and an occasional mule.

Then one night he met up with a stranger.
Her name was Mary, and Nestor carried her to a manger.

A precious babe was born in the stable that night
which made Nestor a hero in everyone’s sight.

Jennifer Fullbright
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1991
(Dedicated to my Children’s Children)

By the time you read these yellowed pages
I will be gone,
and my children will be gone.

Life will have ceased to exist as we know it
and for YOUR sake,
I hope that it is better.

I hope that in your world
a man’s handshake or his word
will once again be “good enough.”

That the skies are clear and blue,
and the water,
once again magical enough to renew
one’s spirit.

I hope that your world keeps it promises,
and that you are blind only to a man’s color,
and NOT to the individual.

I hope that the trees and meadows are plentiful,
the grass is green,
and the unicorn and the buffalo
graze freely.

I hope that YOUR improvements respect your gods and
Nature,
and that SERENITY,
is easily had by all.

L. K. Pierce

“Poems That Will Live Forever”
Time Capsule—World of Poetry
To be opened October 1, 2091.
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I Would Have Killed Him, Too

The days went by slowly, each one dragging the next behind it like an unwilling child. We
were worn to the bone from constantly jumping at every little squeak and thump the house produced
and staring out of the windows, wondering if Damon would live and almost hoping he wouldn’t.
Rob wanted him dead, and as soon as possible, but not until we found out who we were dealing
with. Until then, all we could do was sit around the house and wait, which didn’t suit any of
us. Fortunately, we didn’t have to wait very long.

Three days after I had found Damon bleeding to death in Rob’s flower bed, Rob and I were
sitting in our darkened bedroom wondering if we were going to see the sun again when we heard
a groan issue from the room across the hall. He jumped up and padded out the door, me not
a step behind him. The nightlight was dim, outlining Damon’s tense form on the bed. He had
tried to get a drink of water and knocked the pitcher over on the night table, the only other
piece of furniture in the room. The water was still rushing off the edge and splattering on the
floor when we came in. Seeing the unholy joy on Rob’s face, it was clear to me that he thought
he was finally going to get to kill Damon for all the little taunts and innuendos we had had
to put up with since he had started living with us. Damon could see it as well and squirmed
uncomfortably.

“Smells kinda musty in here, don’t it?” he remarked in a voice guttural from sleep, a weak
smile trying to hide his apprehension.

“No,” Rob replied pleasantly, “it smells more like . . . oh, what’s it called? . . . Oh, yes! A traitor!
It smells like you.” His smile disappeared and he began to move menacingly towards the bed.
Hoping to forestall a brutal murder, I grabbed his arm, which was as cold as ice. I looked up
into his eyes, a darker brown than usual, and found no warmth in him at all. A sound from
the door unfroze the scene and, turning as one, we saw Ken and Glenn standing expectantly
in the doorway.

“Don’t mind us,” Ken crooned, coming to stand next to me and grip my shoulders. “Go ahead
and kill him,” he continued, “then come downstairs and see why.” Glenn came in then and they
both propelled me, struggling and pleading, out the door. I heard knuckles crack and a viscious
snarl as Ken closed the door behind us. Muted voices followed us down the stairs, one begging
and the other low and angry, almost animal. I flopped down on the leather couch in the living
room and noticed the picture on the usually snowy screen of the television. My jaw dropped.
An agonized yelp drifted down to us and Rob followed it, looking oddly pleased, and stared
at the T.V. with the rest of us. I went to him and he put his arm around me, now as warm
and loving as he ever was, and we looked at the screen again.

“Well,” I sighed, pointing at the television, “if I had known about this, I would’ve killed him,
too.” Ken and Glenn agreed and we all went into the kitchen to fix our dinner. We would rid
ourselves of the body after the sun came up.

Heather Lee
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Steamboat’s a’ Comin’

Some early summer mornings are heavy with the scent
Of honeysuckle and the sound of a piccolo

On the river. “Steamboat’s at the dock with ladies and a gent
Callin’ himself Colonel Tom — Nothin’ but a gigolo!”
I run to the dock to view the “Queen of Natchez.”
Deck hands unload English tea and Chinese silk.

I can see the workmen but hear only snatches

Of their dialogue. Strange words from the four
Corners of the earth. “Just gibberish,”

Mother exclaims, but music haunting and nomadic
Never sounded sweeter to me. Their work is feverish,
Their dark eyes, haunting and hypnotic.

Where had they been? Where would they go?

What had they seen? What secrets did they know?

Phyllis Brown
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My Christmas Metaphor

Quietly and carefully I crawl through Christmas

Like a green tobacco worm.

Emotional eggs cling precariously to my brother’s memory
Until a crocheted snowflake

Or his favorite lemon cheesecake

Rubs up against me and knocks them off.

They’re tough-shelled eggs and seldom break from the fall
But wait for a more suitable time to hatch their tears.

Brenda Shores
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Rescue Me

The man and the woman lie silently in the bed. Moonlight through the slanted
blinds glows horizontally across their bodies. No notice is given to the ticking
alarm clock beside the bed. ‘

The man leans against the headboard and holds the woman in his arms. He
smells her long blonde hair that drifts in waves down her back like a nver, spilling
across his stomach, collecting in pools around them on the bed.

He pulls his fingers through her hair, lifting his arm until the last strand falls
to the bed. He watches intently, smelling the clean and enjoying the silence. The
woman doesn’t move. He listens to her breathe and watches her breasts rise and
fall beneath the white sheets,

The man repeats the process, diving deeper and deeper into the waves, his hand
each time returning with a treasure of hair. Perhaps she is asleep.

“Tell me your dreams,” he whispers. “Am I in them?”

The man uses both hands and gathers her hair together, twisting it into a rope.
He tries to remember her name.

“What are you afraid of?” he asks aloud. The woman’s hair pulls tightly against
her head. Her eyes open. She screams. The man whips her hair around her neck
and pulls until she is silent again.

David Alexander
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