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Foreword

First Place

The opening sentence of last year's ~is: "I've got a penguin in my pocket."
What a gem of a sentence! To those of us who work daily with students, it is a
reminder of the scope of their originality, the richness of their imaginations.
The great Romantic poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge saw the imagination as ''the divine
spark in mankind." John Keats said he was "certain of nothing but the holiness of the
Heart's affections and the truth of Imagination."
Numbed by deadlines, weighed down by workloads, many students in our community
have little opportunity to fan their divine sparks. Our English Department is proud to
provide them with such an opportunity in our literary journal, The South Campys Script.
In its seventh year of publication, it has displayed the literary creations of hundreds of
students from TCJC and area high schools.
Here is our 1993 Script, our gift to our community and our tribute to the truth of
Imagination.
Dr. Violet M. O'Valle
Professor of English
Chair, English Department

Hillary S. McCoy
Callie Matthews
Erin Milam
Jason I. Moss
Hellena Newsome
Malcolm Norman
Dee Paslay
Julia Radaideh
Glen Stringer

David Blakeley
Fascination;
Deep wisdom of motherhood
Hidden sleepily wit,hin
Youth's ageless seam. Such
Focus and poet still. Rose
Reaching; well read.
Eager to plumb her heights.
To see beneath her skies
Dark heavens. Night is only
Day with diamonds. Only fear itself
Is dark.
Sad wings only now reach
To regain lost years. Phoenix
Awakens from her deathbed;
Rising not with a screech,
But a song.
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ODE TO THE MOTH

HISTORY

Denise Stenger

Lamoniv: rhompson

The moth, as soft as gray rain
carries silver dust within its feathery
wings, leads us to worlds of peaceful
quiet, flickering playfully with golden
light, calls to it tauntingly, from recesses
where it can not reach, living in a world
of quiet mystery, gray mists, an elusive
diaphanous vision, granted to us from a distant
world, melting like a spectre at the coming
of harsh light. Longingly we follow, searching
hopefully for a glimpse of its silken silver,
its phantom reality.

2

I am because of a proud people
A people sold like cattle
massacred like inhumans
martyred like saints
belittled like savages.
Therefore, I write for those who could not . ..
for those who wanted , but were not allowed.
I speak for those who were bullied and silenced.
I see for those who were quartered as livestock and only saw what was wanted of them.
And therefore I am because of those that were.

3

• l

Honorable Mention

First Place

NASCENCE
Zack E. Hunt
At times it seems our dreams will come to naught
as struggle loses to shadow out our joys.
Before us only battles yet unfought,
our faith's warmth fades as it with fear alloys.
We seek to reason true the point of life,
look deep within for love and joy and peace.
We've sought forever for a cure to strife
and wonder whether strife will ever cease.
Yet in the yearning, seeking, and the need
resides our only means to find an end.
For deep within each anguish there's a need
which nurtured with our tears will bloom and blend.
The re-composed bequeathal of the earth
with Jove's light bringing new-found hope to birth.
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Don't Call Me Daisy
by Ann Lindsey
Why, in this throw-away society, do I find it sacrilegious to discard an heirloom? Why
do sentimental little jewels of heritage stick to me like superglue from which I cannot
shake free without tearing the very skin of my bones? I think it all started with the
acquisition of my first real heirloom: a tander:n bike, also called a bicycle buih f?r two. .
Daisy (of song fame) was an intelligent woman, refusing to marry Henry on a brcycle burh
for two. Sacrilegious? Perhaps. But, she was also adept at preventing storage
problems, avoiding rude hoots from strangers, and asserting her feminine independence
without sacrificing dignity.
Actually, I am surprised my "Henry," who possesses a "less is more" philosophy of
ownership, fell for this pack rat's pushover. We have endless storage problems with
each heirloom, but especially with the cantankerous tandem. Who else would try to get a
tandem into an attic? After twenty-two years of marriage (another heirloom), we seldom
ride now, so the tandem spends its days engaged in its favorite pastimes: gathering
dust, tripping humans, and ripping pantyhose. It partakes of these indulgences while
lounging in our overcrowded garage. For some reason, "Henry" insists on using the
'~garage for its original purpose. I have discovered, however, there is enough room for
both tandem and car if I pull in until the front fender gently sandwiches the bike sideways
between it and the garage wall. Next, I press the door opener, then run around the car's
trunk to safety before the garage door crashes down. The alternative is to crawl through
the car exiting the passenger side, but I figure I've years of sprint left before I must resort
to that method.
Now, there was a time when we actually rode the bike. People hooted uncouth
witticisms out their car windows at courageous individualists brave enough to show their
faces in public while sitting astride a tandem. Most remarks were less civilized than, "Get
a horse, you d _ fools." Some sympathetic souls sprayed us with gravel stinging off the
whistling wheels of their current capital investments. Sharp blades of liquid laughter
sliced into the heavy clouds of caliche mixed with exhaust fumes. Our lungs did burst
with pride. How inspiring to commune so deeply with nature and neighbor on this lazy
Sunday afternoon. Why, it was positively spiritual.
Later, after a spat, I struck out on my own leaving grouchy "Henry" on foot. (What
could have happened to our moods?) Off I staggered aboard the tandem, abandoning
"Henry" to his fate. How could I be so heartless? I asserted my independence with the
majestic dignity of a crippled tortoise. Remember, a tandem is a bicycle buih for TWO.
Heart bursting and legs breaking (Or was it the other way around?) I "leg-pumped" over
the hell-hot hills. Then, thank heaven, I saw "Henry" coming like a savior to the rescue.
He sprinted past, shouting light-hear:tedly over his shoulder, "Get a horse, you d _ fool. "
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My hero. Eventually, having listened to enough smart-mouthed joggers and realizing
"Henry" had suffered enough, I limped home dragging my heirloom behind me.
We alrnos~ so~ the tandem o~e, but upon discovering the impending arrival of Henry
II.' we couldn t res1st the opportunity to bestow upon our unsuspecting child not only
VIntage parents, but the tandem as well. He is destined to be a famous dealer in
~ntiqu~s, li~e ~n a _hor:ne possessing endless s.torage space, and (because of his
1mposmg d1gn1ty) it will never cross anyone's mind to heckle him or shower him with
gravel.
Meanwhile, should we feel like creating a total spectacle, we can hitch Junior's antique
~a~n t~ our ta_nd~m . _In our cc:ur~geous and individualistic way we can lightheartedly
smg Da1sy, Da1sy wh1le pedaling mto the sunset amid hoots from well-wishers and
howl~ from Junior o~ our bicycle, now built for three. What's that you say? Get a what?
But, I d need an ant~que saddle for that. Oh, by the way, don't call me Daisy.

UNTITLED
LaNese Mcdowell
Two tiny rivers running
down ruddy banks.
Like the Brazos,
slightly salty
and carrying silt.
Death and loss
too much for the
speckled terrain
of your upturned
five-year-old face.
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Aunt ~aisy

.'

by Teresa Bonnette Seaman
Everyone has someone that could annoy him or her simply by being in the room, but
my Aunt Maisy has to be the icon of aggravation. If the full extent of her prodigious
powers in this field were known, I have no doubts her living room would be full of IRS
employees and mothers-in-law studying the ~ecrets of her act. Generally, Aunt Maisy is
a kind and loving person, but she seems to have specifically designed her habits to
imitate fingernails on a chalkboard.
One of Aunt Maisy' s most annoying habits is her diet. She's been on a diet since
approximately 1967. Unfortunately, this "weight loss" regime has been highly
unsuccessful. Most of the blame for this failure probably has to do with Aunt Maisy
eating off trays as opposed to regular plates. Lunch at her home usually consists of her
announcing the meal and then opening the refrigerator to "see what we have." She
begins to pull leftovers out of a refrigerator so crammed with small bowls and Ziploc
baggies it appears to be a solid wall . After reheating enough food to provision a platoon
of soldiers, she settles down to feed. During her entire meal she continually talks about
her current diet and how much she's lost lately. Perhaps, if you could see any true effort
'·on her part, her constant harping on weight loss would be bearable.
Aunt Maisy has also developed a small ceremony she insists on performing every time
I go to see her. She begins by giving me one of her patented 350-pound hugs. People
have been known to suffocate in this embrace. In the second stage, she comments on
how cute I look and how much I resemble my mother. Oddly enough, I resemble my
father, and I could arrive with my hair in dread locks, a tattoo of Elvis on each cheek, and
wrapped in cellophane without her changing her ritualistic phrase. Finally, she offers me
coffee (which she knows I'm allergic to) and drags me the rest of the way into her lair,
shutting my only avenue of escape firmly behind me.
Actually, Aunt Maisy's worst habit must be her opinions. She believes in giving her
firmly held opinions on any and all occasions. The range and scope of statements cover
everything without regard to personal knowledge. Indeed, she seems to feel it is her duty
to comment most extensively on the things she knows least about. During a
conversation, the topics on which she holds forth can vary from religious beliefs to
whether my grandmother should be allowed to plant a bed of irises in her front yard. To
top it all off, she's positive that everyone should subscribe to her opinions, no matter what
the subject or how ludicrous the opinion.
I imagine my Aunt Maisy could get a gold medal if the Olympics had an event for
irritating fellow human beings. Between the years of effort put into manufacturing the d iet
monologue to the split second of thought she puts into her opinions, it probably wouldn't
even be necessary for her to perform her greeting ceremony to achieve a perfect ten. Oh
well, true visionaries are never recognized during their lifet imes.
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Rain
by Shauna Furbush
The rain is angry tonight. She is like a woman in wild rage. She beats down on the
sidewalks and pastures and creeps slowly into the houses of unsuspecting people. You
can see her eyes glow in the lightning. You can hear her roars of agony in the thunder.
She is punishing us for not taking care of her delicate skies. She is hurt that no one
cares enough to listen. I can hear her tears of pain crashing down onto the impartial
rooftops. Her voice of thunder is like a shotgun blast soaring through the skies.
Tonight, the wind is her partner. He blows with all of his vigorous strength. Together,
they shout at the chaos we have created. She drowns the earth's creatures with her
furious raindrops while he blows everything in his path straight into the midst of her
storms. With their anger, tears and shouts of rage, they leave people trapped in their
houses and children trembling with fear.
I understand the rain tonight. She is not unlike a woman scorned. She weeps within
the velvet black of the night so that no one can see her face, yet still wanting to rock the
world with ~er anguish - to make them regret what they have done to her. I picture her
as a beautiful young woman with long raven black hair. She is barefoot and wearing a
white dress. She is drenched in her own tears. Her hair shrouds her face in which her
hands are buried. She cries in sadness, yet bursts of infuriation fly out of her soul making
the world quake.
I wish I could talk to her. I wish I could tell her that we did not know; that everything ~
going to be alright. Instead of goading her on , I wish the wind would embrace her and try
to stop her from hurting.
Even when she is gone, she leaves danger and turmoil in her wake. She leaves the
mark of her pain in the flooding rivers and the overflowing highways. Yet, further on,
when the earth has finally soaked up her tears, it is not an act of hatred that we see. Her
tears may _crash down tonight, but only her tears can make this earth so pure, lovely and
green agam. Her anger, and only her anger, can bring out the most beautiful elements of
nature. So you see, we should not be afraid, angry, or abusive. We should be thankful,
understanding, and perhaps, a little bit jealous.

Football On Television: Don't Lose Your
Husband To This Progressive Illness

: l

by John Langlet
My name is John, and I am a recovering footballaholic. Although it was a bad time in
my life, I have decided to help others understand the disease. Through many years of
observation and participation, I have discove.red that there are three types of men who
watch football on television. As a result of my in-depth studies, I have devised a category
for each of the types. They include the casual observer, the concrete homey, and the
pigskin monomaniac.
Casual Observer
No need to worry here. A casual observer is just that. He can function as a normal
human being while viewing any football game. However, a casual observer may drift into
the concrete homey stage. There are some telltale signs that you can watch for: he may
become trigger happy with the television remote control, switch back and forth between
two games; watch one game on television while listening to another game on the radio;
bring a television in from the bedroom so that he can watch two games at a time; or lose
his concentration while you are trying to carry on a conversation with him. One or two
~; sessions with a footballiologist should bring him back to the casual observer stage.
Concrete Homey
During this stage, the man does not move from his favorite chair (hence concrete)
while viewing his favorite football team (wherefore homey), except at commercial
interruptions. At this time, he may visit the lavatory or retrieve a cold beer (soda or chips
may be other options here) from the refrigerator. Bedpans are not necessary at this
stage. This man may appear to be a walking advertisement for his favorite team. He
may wear clothing signifying his team's colors or logos. The more team garments that he
wears, the more extreme his condition could be. When it gets down to his
undergarments, his case is rather serious and help is needed from a footballiologist. One
word of caution: notifying a concrete homey that his team is not worthy could be just
cause on his part for ending your relationship - in the case of a wife, divorce is
inevitable. However, there is still hope for his recovery at this stage.
Pigskin Monomaniac
Although the monomaniac is rare, there isn't a year that goes by without at least one
case being reported. If your husband has reached this stage, he is either a
nonfunctioning member of your family, or he is in a psychiatric hospital . . . . In any case,
you have my utmost sympathy. A pigskin monomaniac virtually lives and breathes
football, clinically known as "pigskin overdose maximas." The monomaniac will have a
~tellit~ hookup to feed his dozen or so television monitors. In an ordinary week, football
1s telev1sed from Thursday to Monday night. However, he will videotape games to fill in
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any "dead time." His week begins on every Tuesday. This is when he orders the
necessary equipment from his medical supply rental store. He will set up his equipment
Thursday afternoon for the game that night. These setups are always elaborate. They
will include I.V.'s to supply proper nutrients; stackable bedpans;_oxygen tanks Oust in
case a fantastic touchdown pass takes his breath away); and a pile of slippers to throw at
the family members that dare to walk between him and his football data-bank.
Remember, a monomaniac pushes things to the extreme. The earlier this stage is
treated, the higher the percentage of recovery.
Viewing football six to twelve hours a week is considered rational by most
footballiologists. They also suggest that any woman who expects her mate to give up
football completely is irrational and lacks compassion. She may require a visit to the
footballiologist. Studies have proved that men are born with a football-viewing gene. Any
neglect of this gene could cause serious mental illness. There is new research being
done on the possibility of women possessing this gene as well. Remember, football
viewing can be fun, but moderation is advised.

'

THE WORM
A Haiku
by Patsy Cathey
The long slimy worm
Inched its way across the road.
Squish! No Vermiform!
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Hearts Torn Apart
by Melanie J. Miko
Janet stared at the lighted sign in the broker's window. Please let it be today, she
prayed, awaiting the day's market price. The cold November wind cut through her thin
dress. She tried to wrap her coat around her, but it lacked the material necessary to
shield her swollen body.
'Why don't you buy some decent clothes?" her mother had nagged . "They do make
clothes for people in your condition, you know."
'Why should I spend all that money for just a couple of months?" Janet reasoned. She
couldn't tell her mother the truth. She couldn't tell her why she had to hoard every penny.
Rnally, her voucher's price was displayed. Janet's prayers were answered . She
stepped through the automatic doors and headed straight for the registration line. As the
line slowly moved, Janet examined the advertisements displayed on the walls. A poster
featuring a single zebra read:
Don't put off to Tomorrow
What might become extinct today:
Visit the National Zoo
Another portrayed a mother, father, and two little girls. The girls screamed, "Mommy,
Daddy, we want a little brother!" Below the portrait in bold letters,
David & Myers
The Brokers who Help Families Grow
On the opposite wall was a montage of photographs. Across the top of the collection
was the promise:
The Grand Canyon
the Second Time Around
Beautiful
More
Janet smiled as she studied the photographs. She and Larry had spent their
honeymoon at the Grand Canyon. It was the most wondrous time she had ever had,
even though the majority of the park was closed for restoration . The smile faded from
Janet's face as she remembered Larry complaining , "We should have sold our vouchers
and gone to Vegas."
"Buying, selling or trading?" an electronic voice inquired, startling Janet.
"Buying," she answered, speaking into the registration panel.
A piece of synthetic paper dropped in the small bin at the bottom of the panel.
"Number 34, take a seat at the end of the hall," the voice instructed.
Janet found an empty seat in the waiting room and slowly lowered herself into it. She
was glad to be sitting down. She hadn't felt right all day. Janet rubbed her abdomen,
trying to ease the discomfort. It's probably just gas, she told herself.
The man seated across from her straightened the tie of his servant's uniform as he
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eyed Janet's bulging belly. "Bet I can guess what you're here for," he scoffed.
The old woman beside Janet placed her hand on Janet's stomach and gave it a pat,
"How far along are ya?"
"Eight months and two weeks," Janet announced proudly.
"Cutting it a little close, aren't we?" the servant asked with raised eyebrows.
"Leave her be," the old woman ordered. 'What she'sc ome for is expensive. The most
expensive one. It couldn't have been easy to come up with that kind of money."
'Well, maybe she should have held on to the two she was issued in the first place."
A young man entered the room and sat down beside the servant. "What number are
they on?"
"Twenty six," the old woman informed him.
Janet was thankful for the interruption. She knew that the servant was right. She still
couldn't believe that she had let Larry talk her into selling her vouchers.
"Come on, Baby," he had pleaded , "I'm doing this for our future."
"I don't know, Larry," Janet hesitated. "I have plans for our future, too. Don't you want
a family?"
"Of course I do. That's why we need to do this. Look, Baby, this time it's a sure thing."
"I've heard that before."
"Yeah, but this time I've got inside information. We'll score so big, I' ll bet you three, no
four, vouchers. Hell, you'll be able to have as many kids as you want."
"Really?"
"Really."
"You're certain this will go our way?"
"Can't lose."
Reluctantly, Janet handed him her vouchers.
"I love you, Baby," were the last words she ever heard from him. It was only a few
weeks later that she discovered that she was pregnant.
Janet breathed deeply. The discomfort in her abdomen had turned into a tightening
pain, but soon it passed.
The old woman grabbed her hand. "Are you all right, Dear?"
"Yes, I'm sure it's just the anxiety of waiting," Janet assured the woman and herself.
"What's this?" the old woman asked, running her fingers over the bump on Janet's
hand. "Why, it's shaped like a heart."
"It's a birthmark," Janet told her. "All the women on my mother's side have it."
'What's taking so long?" the young man demanded as he jumped to his feet and
feverishly began pacing back and forth.
Janet started to imagine Larry pacing outside the delivery room but stopped herself.
He's not coming back. It's foolish to think such things, she scolded herself.
"Why the big hurry?" the servant addressed the young man.
"Haven't you heard? The last panda has caught pneumonia and isn't expected to last
the week."
"Oh, that old ploy," the servant laughed. "Every couple of years the zoo claims that the
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last member of this or that species is about to expire. It's just their way of driving up the
market price."
A look of disgust filled the young man's face. "Vouchers, market prices, the w~91e
system stinks. The government is controlling pur lives."
"No," the servant corrected him, '1he government is controlling the population. The
government is preventing our national parks from being destroyed from overuse. Look,
everyone is issued the same number of vouchers. But if a person doesn't want to use a
particular voucher, he can go to a broker and sell it, enabling some other soul to use it. I,
for one, think it's a perfect system."
"Oh, yeah? Well , tell that to the poor who ~re forced to sell their vouchers to survive.
Tell that to the people like me whose parents sold their kids' vouchers on the black
market."
'The government can't be held responsible for a few corrupt parents," the servant
argued.
"So what you're saying is that the privileged few get to ..."
Janet tuned out the rest of their argument. The pains in her abdomen were stronger
and more frequent now. She began to panic. She couldn't be in labor, not yet. Not
without her voucher. What would she do? What if they, no, no, just calm down, she told
herself. She wasn't due for two more weeks. False labor. That's what it was. False
labor brought on by all the stress. Soon she'll have her voucher, and she won't have to
worry any more . She breathed deeply with the onset of another pain .
'> "Do you want me to call someone?" the old woman offered.
"No, no." Janet didn't realize that her pain was so obvious. "I think I just need to get
home and lie down."
'Well, you don't look very good. Here, switch numbers with me," the old woman
offered.
"Oh, thank you so much," Janet said as they made the swap. She looked at the
paper. Number twenty-nine. It won't be long now. Soon she would secure her future.
Janet rubbed the synthetic paper between her fingers. She regretted having to sell the
last of her wood paper books. They belonged to her great-grandmother, and she wanted
to pass them down to her unborn child. But time was running out, and she had no
choice.
"He said number twenty-nine," the servant was shouting at her.
"You sure you're all right?" the old woman asked.
Janet nodded and pushed herself out of the chair. She started for the office door at
the other end of the waiting room. Suddenly a gush of water rushed down her legs. She
doubled over from the pain in her abdomen. If I can just hold out for a little longer, she
told herself, collapsing to the floor. A circle of people fonned around her. "Someone call
an ambulance," was the last thing she heard before she passed out.
A young couple sat nervously in the receiving room of the hospital. The man drummed
his fingers on the table.
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'What's taking so long?"
"Now, Dear, patience is something you're going to have to learn very soon ," his wife
kidded him. The couple smiled at each other, trying to contain their excitement.
A clerk entered the room. "Your voucher seems to be in ord~r. Sorry it took so long,
but we have to be careful with the black market and all. Now, if I can just get your
signature on this release form, we'll be all done."
The couple eagerly signed the form. The door opened and a nurse entered carrying a
small bundle in her arms. The clerk took it from her and placed it in the wife's arms. He
handed the husband a large envelope.
"These are your baby's vouchers. Be sure to put them in a safe place. Especially the
birthing vouchers. I'm still amazed at how many women come in here without them."
The couple thanked him, and he left.
The man pulled back the soft pink blanket concealing the life his wife held. The couple
gazed at the child with pride and wonder.
"Isn't she the most beautiful baby you've ever seen in your life?" the woman asked her
husband.
"She's gorgeous," he confirmed.
The woman lifted the baby's hand with her finger. "What's this?"
"It looks like some kind of birthmark."
"And it's in the shape of a heart!" the woman exclaimed.
"You can't get more perfect than that," the man said as he led his family out the door to
take them home.

Suffer Little Children
by Holly· Salas
The soul is a glass-bottomed boat, sometimes sinking , and this being Christmas, was
the season of the soul. The air in the soul-season doesn't chill, it freezes- a thickness
to be scooped out and shaped into something to be remembered. Chris had a good
memory unless he'd been drinking. Then it b~ame cruel in its precision.
He kept his costume in his landlady's closet because his had no room. It was stuffed
with memorabilia - posters, programs, reviews- stacked in boxes so high only shirts
and jackets could be comfortably hung.
His small apartment was cluttered and had a musty smelling decor of formerly useful,
appropriate antiques now abused by a lack of appreciation. The wood was chipped and
peeling, the sofa cushions torn. Smoke-stained posters once framed with care and good
taste hung on a single wall unlighted and unadorned. These were advertisements of
plays, a few with his picture on them. There was Strindberg's Mjss Jylie, a photograph of
a man in a passionate embrace with his young heroine who lay swooping backwards in
his arms. At the bottom was the reprint of a critic's accolades:
"Sarah Bernhardt, Geraldine Page, and at 15, Susan Miller (the others are jealous) ."
'' and:
"Chris Steward's direction is graced with that strength and fragility that unite just once:
in perfection."
There were two others: Shaw's Arms and the Man, and the largest picture, a painting
of Chris, young and dashing, as the purposeful Hamlet. The glass was broken and a
portion of the paper that was Hamlet's head torn apart in almost ridiculous symbolism. It
would be reasonable to expect a mouse to dart about. Everything requires a friend even despair.
When she knocked, Chris came startled and clumsily from the restroom. Tying an old
silk gentleman's robe (an obvious theatrical relic) around his waist, he made his way
through the massive obstacle course that was his living room and opened the door.
There stood his landlady who tossed - rather shoved - his costume at him.
"Christopher," she said, speaking rapidly, hands on hips, "It smells bad in here. Like
cigarettes and booze. If you want suicide, that's your business, but I'm in no mood to
burn alive."
"I apologize, Miss Goodman."
"No smoking drunk in my building. Do you hear?"
"Yes, Miss Goodman," he said, boyishly kissing her forehead.
"Do you hear me? I'll draw the line, Christopher. I'll draw the line."
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"I hear you, Miss G_oodman. Now, g~night and Merry Christmas." He affectionately
nudged her out, shuttrng the door on her ftnal admonishment.
"If those kids knew the real you, they'd leave cookies and gin on Christmas Eve.
Santa! Hummphl"
Santa indeed. A somewhat unlikely typecast, he thought to _himself. And yet he
perform~ Santa perfectly~ even aft~r this night of binging- more so- his face tinged
green, hts nose red, and hts eyes with all the sadness the Christ child came to annihilate.
He waited for annihilation, but it never came.
It was Christmas Eve, and he had just two more jobs before finishing off the season.
This marked his fifteenth anniversary as Santa Claus, the seasonal portion of odd jobs he
managed throughout the year. He was only forty-six, but his wrinkles could already be
counted like the rings of an ancient tree one must cut apart to ascertain its age.
He put on his costume with the efficiency of an accomplished clown: ritualistic,
memorized, and purposeful. He slipped into his jacket and pants with a carelessness
t~at's ~haracteri~ic of wont -the comfort one feels with an old friend, not needing the
srx-pornt-three mtnutes reportedly necessary to feel at ease with an acquaintance. His
belt '!'as fastene~ with a slight bit of remorse, having added a new hole every few years.
Hts beard, whrch he purchased new each Christmas, was handled with the caress of a
new husband's hand on his first-ever breast. He appreciated its softness and the cream
white smoothness of youth. Its absence of scent allowed his imagination to create a
smell all its own. Imagination, when mingled with odors has a ubiquitous effect on the
memory.
The smell of_violets reminded him of the cheap, ten-cent perfume he bought his mother
when he was et~ht. It was a scented, waxy substance patted into a small square case.
The face of a mrlky cameo was painted on the lid. His mother kept it on top of her
dresser and dabbed (or ~imicked dabbing) some on each shoulder before leaving for
church on Sunday mornrng. When she'd caught him watching her through a cracked
door, she smiled at him the smile of a head angel pleased with her cherubic host. Then
as she passed _him, brushing his cheek with her fingertips, he could hear the gentle swish
of her netted sltp under the translucent blue dress that billowed and turned like the
stubborn spin of a fallen dime.
He had other similarly inspired recollections, such as the smells first escaping an
opened stage make-up box: a unique combination of grease paint, "clown white," and
latex. With each smell he associated various moments - perhaps the clang of a curtain
weight, the chatter of an impatient audience, or the stage manager's countdown to
curtain.
The phone rang, but he didn't answer it, was not even aware that it was the phone,
only that there was ringing. He rose, lighted a cigarette, and filled a tall glass with vodka.
Le~nin~ ~gainst the w~ll opposite the advertisements, he watched the Miss Julie poster
as if waitrng for a curtarn to open and the play to begin. He remembered the day she'd
asked him to zip up her costume. Even now, he could smell her back, hear the actual
"zip," and see the slivers of light that danced on her hair as she released it, letting the
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curls of maple fall and bounce onto her shoulders. She'd turned then- slowly, smiling.
The very pores of her skin seemed to house rapture, forgiveness, shelter, comfort,
••
softness, indulgence.
He felt suddenly nauseous and dizzy ~nd so poured another drink, the alcoholic's
tonic. Noticing the time, he put on his overcoat, set his round, wire-framed glasses atop
his Christmas-red nose, and left for his first assignment. As it was raining outside and
the traffic heavy, he arrived at the mall late, but quickly found his post. It was a
flamboyantly decorated gazebo -ambitious to an obvious fault - selling twenty dollar
videos of each beloved child with "his truly," a participation in which he was once
repulsed, but now felt simply compliant.
Kids came by the droves, occasionally alone, usually as a family. There were freckly
redheads; curly-locked, maybe-angels, shy but smily; others: Black, White, Hispanic,
Indian, Chinese. Even the twelve-year-old Jewish kid who declared: "I don't celebrate
Christmas, but equate Santa with an emancipation of human deficiency."
Their requests likewise varied: the tried but true storybook musts- dolls, trains, and
footballs; the unlikely- "baseball cards of Michael Jordan," and the downright
unattainable- "an astronaut to replace our dead maid."
His responses, like his enthusiasm, were brief and noncommital from, "I'll talk to the
elves about it," to "You've certainly been a good boy." Or sometimes he'd offer just a
smile with a reassuring nod, always enough to perpetuate hope but as little as was
,, required of him.
The next group, a man and a woman with two small boys, started up the platform
steps. The woman approached first, encouraging the older boy, about four, onto Chris'
lap. The little boy- dressed in cowboy hat and boots- resisted, squirmed, and then
began to wail. "No, Mommy, no!"
'Well, what's the matter, Honey?" the mother asked nervously. "It's Santa Claus. Tell
him what you want."
"No, Daddy. Not Santa. Please!"
The boy panicked. His father walked off with the toddler, waiting for the woman to
follow. She persisted.
"But Honey, we waited in line such a long time. We won't see Santa again. Just say,
'Merry Christmas."'
"No. No. No!"
"But why not, Baby?"
"Santa stinks, Mommy. Like Uncle John."
The mother, frozen on her knees, stared at the boy as if waiting for divine intervention.
The photographer laughed. The woman next in line gaped, flushed and anxious. The
mother grabbed the child's hand, eyed her husband, and quickly followed him through the
exit. Chris whispered toward the boy as he was leaving, "That's okay, son. A real
cowboy never trusts an Indian."
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There was just a handful left in line, and when the last child hopped off his lap, Chris
let out a sigh as if at the top of a mountain. Not because he looked out on his
accomplishment with pride in the climb, standing in awe of the view, but because it was
finally over and at least he could climb back down.
Stepping off the podium - a near-icon dismounting his taint~ shrine - he stumbled.
''Takin' a nip again, eh Saint Nick?" the company manager questioned.
"No, Sir," he mumbled quickly, eager to escape.
"Had another complaint. Seems a mom noticed your unusual cologne only she wasn't
askin' where she could buy it."
Managing a self-deprecating chuckle, he repeated , "No, Sir."
''This has gotta be your last warning, man. I just can't have it. Not in this situation."
"Yessir," he managed.
"I mean listen, Kringle. It's not as if you're doin' us some favor. I doubt there's a
company in town, heck, the state, that'll hire you with your reputation. You're lucky you
got a job, Bud. I just can't have it. No more. That's it."
"Yessir," he muttered at last, letting it spill out like the last trickles from a broken faucet;
precious and essential, the very last effort.
He had two hours before his last job, a Christmas party, so he decided to get a drink at
the mall bar which stayed open after hours. He went inside where a band was playing
Bruce Springsteen's "Santa Claus Is Coming to Town." As he moved to locate an
inconspicuous table, the band's singer stopped , and while the band kept playing, said,
"And so he has, folks. Imagine, our very own real, live Santa in the dregs of Maxwell's
Pub. Better watch the high fashion; everyone will be wearing one. Let's give Santa a
cheery 'Ho, ho ho!"
Declining what seemed the obvious response, a "ho, ho, ho" in return , a stand, and a
bow, he simply stared into the crowd which seemed mute and in slow motion. His face
was almost without expression except for a trace of unfocused disgust which had no
exact target and so floated, searching. He settled in a booth and lighted a cigarette. He
tqok off his hat and beard, wishing he'd done so in the first place. Even in its
ridiculousness, he was comforted by the conspicuous anonymity of his costume. For if
everyone noticed him, no one recognized him, and for that brevity he was a nonentity, but
deliberately.
His waitress finally came, a too-effervescent youth whose face and scent bore
familiarity. She put down a cocktail napkin and menu, and fidgeting in her apron said in
the college vernacular, "Oh, this is like too cool. What would you like for Christmas,
Santa?"
"I'm not sure you'll fit under my tree."
The girl blushed and laughed uncomfortably.
'Well, I guess I set myself up for that one."
For less than a moment they stared at each other. Her eyes were filled with
uncertainty, of either his intentions or the proper reaction. His eyes were filled with hopes
for both.
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"A vodka, please. Two. Doubles."
The girl snatched his menu and zoomed off.
In the wake of her parfume he began to drift. No longer grasping for rocks or b'ranches
to keep him afloat, he succumbed to the-relentless flood that was his memory .
The day the Miss Julie photograph was taken, he had wanted to kiss her. She had
flirted with him, using the most dangerous device, naivete. He was aware of the power
which young girls possess, tossing it about at random. They were unconcerned with
where it landed, what it became, or what it grew into. He was twenty-six then, and able
to discern intuitively what such girls think they so cleverly conceal. He wanted to hold her
like the actor in the picture. To smell her breath and taste her teeth.
He was getting lightheaded. He needed his drink. Exhausted, he wanted to return
these thoughts to the shelves where he'd stacked them, not as the boxes in his closet,
but as sheets of fine porcelain, touching just the edges, careful not to break them. He
wished he could enclose himself in one of those boxes where, so black he couldn't see,
he would feel out in the corners with his tongue. Then at least his life could be tasted if
not feh.
A man came and politely set down Chris's drinks. He understood why the girl hadn't
returned, and he felt ashamed. He wanted to apologize.
"Another," said Chris, who before he finished the word emptied the two glasses.
A crowd of people was being seated at the large table beside him. He recognized one
., of the older men from Hamlet, a bit actor whose name he couldn't remember or had
never known. After some sat down, a few still situating their belongings and taking off
their coats, one whispered to another who in turn informed everyone at the table. They
each turned to look at him, some less obviously than others. He heard clips of words and
phrases- his name, "best actor in the city," and "likes children." At this last accusation,
he began to shake.
"I was never charged," he said to himself.
"And she wasn't a child," he thought, fighting the tears. "She was Miss Julie."
The man returned with his drinks which Chris downed quickly. He put his hat and
beard in his pocket, some money on the table, and left, knowing their stares followed.
Outside, it was raining. The air felt moist and dreary, though it had not deterred the
earlier Christmas crowd. Its dampness hung on his icy face, clinging to his fingers which
lay refuged in the pockets of his trenchcoat. This morbid air stuck to him like a bad aura.
Its insidiousness lingered beneath his every step, floating with confidence in and out of
his very limbs. It squeezed its atoms between his toes and rolled up and down his arms
the way sin might on the body of a nude dancer.
The omniscient moon, just a chip through the mist, watched him with the authoritative
eye of judgment. It seemed amused and relentless. Its pious beam aimed, then landed,
highlighting his shame and decrepitude with simuhaneous exploitation.
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When he finally reached the humble clemency of his old Cutlass, he sat inside, still
staring ahead into the empty night . The deaf moon watched him mumble what looked
like a prayer. Then his head and shoulders began to tremble, and his whole body joined
in until he lay huddled on the steering wheel, weeping to the rhythms of the now torrential
rain. The worn-out radio in his car played faintly, "I wonder as I wander out under the
sky, why Jesus the Savior did come forth to dte for poor tonely people like you and like 1."
Then a heavy fog covered the sky and the ruthless moon, conquered by this soulseason in a moment of God's grace, slowly disappeared.

Third Place

Burning Love
by Jameson lewis Ill
Ernest Amoret had looked forward to this Halloween for months. He had begun to
wonder if the day would ever come. The plan had bounced aro und in his bald head like a
super-ball gone mad, driving him to distraction. The nearer the day came, the slower the
clock ticked , and the days seemed like years. Every waking (and sometimes sleeping)
moment was spent pondering each step, fine tuning and mentally rehearsing. He could
allow no room for error.
At long last, October 31 , 1992, arrived. Amoret sat in a secluded corner, hidden from
the world's eyes, behind the Stop-N-Go, nursing a quart of Old Milwaukee, picking his
nose and scraping something anonymous from his ragged coat sleeve. He had lived on
the street for longer than he could remember, neither sad nor happy. With no friends and
no desire for any, he remained invisible to the eyes of society by lurking in dark places
like a slinking rat. He plundered his meals from dumpsters during early morning forays.
Just that morning, during one such expedition, he found a five dollar bill which he spent at
the first opportunity on a pack of cigarettes and, later, on the quart of beer.
?
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***

***

***

The idea came to him one day during the preceding summer as he scurried among the
building of the Aardvark Apartments on his way from one hiding place to another. He
looked up from the ground and noticed the steam-covered bathroom window in a
downstairs apartment. He did not stop, but a wicked grin appeared on his lips, his eyes
glowed with evil, and a nasal Peter Lorre-like squeal of delight escaped from him. "I'm a
genius," he thought as he darted furtively along. "I'm a real genius."
That night he went back to the rear of the apartment building and , with extreme stealth,
built himself what he thought of as a people blind. Amidst a small cluster of trees he dug
a trench about two feet wide, maybe six inches deep and just long enough for him to lie
down on his stomach. Putting his chin on his hands, he lay covered by an old piece of
plywood, able to observe the back of the building unnoticed.
From that time one, at every opportunity, he watched and studied that window. He
memorized the times the window fogged up, when the lights went on and off in the
adjacent window (probably the bedroom, he thought) and, most exciting of all, he learned
with pure joy that, just as he'd hoped, a woman lived inside.
*** *** ***
One Tuesday, in a rare fit of bravado, he found himself at the front of her building. He
realized he was as conspicuous as an open-mouthed belch during a sermon, but
compulsion took over and he found himself peeping through the mini-blinds of her living
room. Though he did not actually k~ow her name, in his mind she had become Rosie,
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and there she sat - in a guilded frame on the mantle. For one exhilarating moment he
stood frozen, motionless and pop-eyed, while their gazes met, her happy smile beamed
at him and her sparkling green eyes looked directly back at him. He felt an unfamiliar
warmth fill his body, and his pores opened wide as he softly said hello to her.
He found himself thinking of his mama and his sister and the' little girl (what was her
name?) who lived across the street when he was still a young boy. How his world had
changed since then!
Though barely eight years old at the time, he knew that love had come into his life.
That pretty girl haunted his thoughts all of the time. He would stare out of his bedroom
window for hours on end, hoping to get a glimpse of her. Whenever he saw her, he
wanted to run over and give her a great big squeeze. He never thought about kissing,
though.
He began to have a recurring dream that they were grown up and married and had
their own little house. They had cozy fireplaces and candles burning throughout, like
some ancient castle that enveloped and caressed them. So happy, they laughed all of
the time and played and had fun. Nobody, in this dream, ever yelled at him to do this or
don't do that. He never had that hollow feeling in his guts after supper. Nobody ever
called him bad or stupid. Springtime lasted year-around with the birds singing and the
grasshoppers hopping.
They had a gigantic garden full of sweet-smelling rose bushes in their front yard.
Sometimes he would sit there in the dirt alone among the prickly plants and feel the firelike warmth of the sun on his face as he watched the bumble bees buzzing in and out and
around. Once in a while the little girl would sit in this secret place with him. They would
hold hands and watch and breathe, smelling the flowers and each other. She treated him
so nicely; whenever he would hurt himself, she would say nice things and put a band-aid
on the booboo. She never got angry at him when he cried, but would brush the hair back
from his forehead and say soothing words. She never laughed at him, even when he
made a dumb mistake. She made him feel like his heart would explode out of his chest
and fly all over the place.
Lately this dream had come back to him, and when he woke up, finding himself in a
weed patch somewhere, he would cry. The scalding tears flowed, just as they had in his
childhood, but the little girl didn't come and make him feel better. He felt like a scumbag,
just a foolish tramp with no brain and no hope.
Rosie made him think of that little girl and those times during his boyhood. He sighed
deeply, wishing that those days could somehow return. He didn't like his here and now;
too cold, too lonely, and meanness from everybody. He saw only loathing and disgust in
people's eyes; he felt hated.
His reverie snapped into reality when he heard a door open to his left and, in the grip
of panic, he bolted around the corner. From that time on, he never went to the front of
the building again, but maintained his surveillance from the rear.

shower right around five o'clock, six evenings a week when she arrived home from
wherever she worked, and she left her back door unlocked most of the time; even when
h I
not at home.
"Ah, Rosie," he thought, '1his hallowed evening I'll feel your warmth burning against my
face."
He finished his beer, took a leak in the corner against the building, and made up his
mind that the time had arrived to put his plan into action. Slithering like a venomous
reptile, he made his way back to the blind and secreted himself for one last session of
observation. He had to be sure that her schedule hadn't changed on this particular
Saturday; the Day of all days. With less thah fifteen minutes to go, he felt more tense
than a first-time bungee jumper, but he knew that in a few moments his life would
culminate in the most glorious of spectacles. The world would know Ernest Amoret whether it wanted to or not.
The sun had started to sear the horizon when the window began to fog. Ernest lowcrawled silently through the small, unfenced yard. He had pulled on a slimy, torn Richard
Nixon mask he had found the night before while foraging through some garbage; he felt it
to be an appropriate homage to the ghouls and goblins of Halloween. He looked neither
right nor left as he reached the building, wrapped his hand around Rosie's doorknob, and
turned it ever so slowly.
The door opened silently and the smell of shampoo invaded his nostrils as he crept in.
') He saw the light under the bathroom door and heard the shower running. He fantasized
her humming a happy tune while she scrubbed her exquisite armpits.
While tiptoeing through her neat little dining area on his way to the front room, he saw
a clock on the wall that showed 4:59. His breath stank inside the mask as he panted with
anticipation. Almost too good to be true, he thought, standing within inches of the woman
of his dreams. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a slender oblong can as
he furtively approached the mantle. There she sat - his Rosie. His filthy hand went up,
out, and grasped her wondrous face. For the fist time in his disgusting life, at this very
moment, Ernest Amoret knew what real grown-up love, burning in his heart, felt like.
Holding Rosie in his left hand, he opened the can and poured a noxious-smelling liquid
into her eyes, her nose, her mouth. He looked at her one last time, kissed her button
nose, told her good-bye, and replaced her carefully on the mantle. Taking one step back,
he lit a match, tossed it at her, and rushed out through the back door without looking
back. She would be coming out any second- the shower had stopped running.
He would always regret not having felt her burning warmth against his cheek.
That night, satisfied, he went to the freeway and hitchhiked to points unknown. He
never saw the four-line article in the police-runs section of the Sunday paper with the
heading "Photo of Woman Burned." He never felt the heat of passionate love again,
either.

••• ••• •••

He learned information crucial to his strategy during these stake-outs: she took a
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Honorable Mention

Through a Child's Eye
by Laurie D. Retzer
I stood looking across the street from an old second-floor hotel window praying it was
my time to die.
The cold air brushed against the right side of my face as I opened the hotel lobby door.
I put on my old army jacket. What a laugh. I was worried about catching cold?
I stood outside and stared across the street. My vision was blurred from the liquor I'd
just finished. I could hardly see the words of the blinking sign, Clancey's.
The winter chill of Chicago was unbearable , but somehow I managed to limp across
the street. I placed my hand on the bar door of Clancey's. I was ready to open the door,
but then I stopped and noticed that my overall appearance needed rearranging. I tucked
in my soiled t-shirt and tied back my hair. The last thing I needed was a confrontation
about how I looked to someone.
Once inside the bar, I could barely see anything through a blanket of thick tobacco
smoke and not to mention my own drunkenness. There were four people in the bar, not
including the bartender. At the f.._r end of the bar sat two old men in their seventies.
From the sporadic laughter between them, I assumed they were exchanging old war
stories on how life would have been simpler if the government had bombed Tokyo, or
some nonsense like that. Seated at the middle of the bar was an older woman . She had
one of those faces that you could tell she was pretty when she was young, but years left
their mark. Off in the distance of the bar sat a man by the jukebox. He appeared, from
what I could see, to have a mysterious quality about him. I'm not exactly sure what
mysterious quality.
I am not even sure why I came in here. Maybe I wanted company in my final hour.
Maybe.
'What'll it be?" the bartender asked.
"Give me a beer. No, make it a double bourbon," I said.
I sat alone by the door. I didn't want anyone near me, just by me.
"Here you are, Son, a double. Are you celebrating something special , or did your
girlfriend ditch ya?" the bartender said with a smile.
"Neither. Just keep the booze coming until I tell you to stop," I said in a low tone. I
was not in a joking mood.
I reached into my top right jacket pocket and pulled out an old pocket watch my father
gave me before he died back when I was eight. I opened up the watch, and through
fogged eyes I could barely see the time, around six-thirty p.m. Good! Only five and a half
hours to go, I thought.
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed the old man by the jukebox. He stood up and
slowly walked toward the machine. The room was so still you could hear a pin drop.
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Then the noise of the button he had pushed, the mechanics of the record dropping onto
the turntable, and the sound of the needle barely touching the record were enough to
send chills through my weathered soul.
The music began to play. I was amazed by the old man's selection. The song he
chose was totally out of character for hi~ age. "Time Has Come Today" was from an old
Chambers Brothers album. There was something strange about the musical selection.
The music played , and I continued to drink. Suddenly, as if a force guided me, I set my
glass on the counter. The music's beat, like a giant clock, tick-tock, tick-tock, grew
slower with each measure. I drew deeper into my glass. My final hour of hope was
fading. My memories of youth gone by became clearer, as if I had never left.
Life was simple in the spring of '62. My eleventh birthday was nearing. "One year
closer to manhood," my pop would say.
School was OK, I guess. I was bored most of the time except when I teased Lisa
Hikell, "Hiccup" for short. I figured it was my job to tease her since she was dumb
enough to sit in front of me. For me, the best time of all was after school. Most of m_y
friends lived on the same street I did, so we all walked home together. There were five of
us in the group: Larry Mole, Groundhog for short; Chris Appleton, Priss because he
always whined; Becky Foster, Bucky; Barry Barnes, BB after BB King; and me.
We accepted life on life's terms. Time was limitless, and our adventures endless. In
one afternoon we could travel all over the world.
BB was the only Black friend I had. I was closer to him than to anyone else, probably
, because he was the only one I knew that owned a pocket knife with all the attachments. I
' remember the last day of elementary school. We all decided to hike into the hills behind
our house. We were on a commando mission to rescue an American scientist captured
and taken behind enemy lines. Becky wanted to be the nurse, of course. All along the
trail to the enemy camp, Priss complained about ants getting into his Keds.
"Next time, wear boots," I said.
Groundhog occasionally stopped along the trail and broke a tip of a branch off in case
we became lost. He was a good trailblazer. And BB, well , he was just plain crazy. He
was always the guy out in front of our group bra.ving the unknown.
Suddenly, not paying attention, I tripped and fell. I yelled all the way down the steep
hill. I tried to grab on to anything I could snag. Finally, a thin ledge broke my fall, and a
juniper vine wrapped around me. "Help! Is anybody up there?" I yelled.
I looked up and saw my gang peer over the edge of the hill. "Are you OK?" called
Priss.
"No. I'm not OK. Do something!"
"I'm a nurse. Do you need a nurse?" Becky offered.
"Not now, Bucky," I hollered angrily.
Groundhog somehow thought my fall hilarious. 'What an idiot," he said.
BB told Groundhog to shut up. "Hey, don't worry, Man. We'll pull you up. If you could
have done better, you would have," BB said.
The gang managed to haul me up, and I managed to hang onto my pride. In a few
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years, all of us finished high school. The Vietnam War was underway. Chris went
directly from high school to college, thinking that a better option than Canada. Becky
ended up getting pregnant and married the joker who got her that way. In fact, she got
pregnant three more times after the first kid. Oh, well, she alway_s liked taking care of
people. Here was her big chance. Groundhog moved to Texas with his dad. He ended
up working in the oil fields digging holes. Somehow his nickname still fit.
BB and I? We got drafted. We even landed in the same infantry unit. Both of us
found ourselves right in the middle of the jungles of South Vietnam. BB was the leader of
our unit. He seemed to enjoy his role just the way he enjoyed playing leader when we
were kids. Me? Every night I lay awake thinking about how many guys didn't come back
to camp, and all the pain I'd seen.
Our unit was scheduled for early patrol in the morning. As I lay down, I turned over on
my right side and looked into the face of my best friend BB. He looked back at me.
''You know what, Man, you are my best friend. I can always count on you," I said to
BB.
"I love you too, Brother," BB said to me with a tear in his eye.
As we started on patrol, I became extremely anxious and uncomfortable for some
reason. There was uneasiness in the air I could not explain. It was too quiet.
Suddenly, we were surrounded by snipers. Bullets came from every direction. I saw
BB in front of me. I was so scare~. I couldn't move.
BB fired several rounds at the enemy.
''Take this, you SOB's," he screamed.
Then he jumped up and started walking right toward the heaviest gunfire.
"BB, get down! Get down!" I screamed. I crawled as fast as I could toward him, but I
was too late. BB was dead.
I lost consciousness.
I woke in an army hospital ten days later with part of my leg missing.
One of the nurses came in to check on me.
~'Happy Birthday, soldier," she said.
The minute she said it, I could hear my dad's "One year closer to manhood, Son."
Somehow, I didn't feel like a man anymore.
Nearly three hours had passed in my drunken state of mind. My focus was returning to
my shot glass. The words to the same song were just ending. I slowly raised my head
and noticed wet tears on my face. I brushed them away before anyone noticed them. I
looked around the bar and squinted several times in disbelief. All the patrons I'd seen
earlier looked different. They looked like my old gang from when we were children.
There were Priss and BB smiling and waving at me from the opposite end of the bar,
and Bucky sitting at the middle of the bar. I saw her lean over toward me and ask, "Are
you OK?"
I couldn't understand what was going on. Alii could do was sit and watch. I began to
feel a familiar warmth and a longing for a time past. The old man standing by the jukebox
now walked toward the front door. He stopped short of the door and strode over to me. I
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could feel the strength as well as a quiet gentleness of his hand as he placed it on my
shoulder, as though it were the hand of an old friend .
. ,
In the middle of the smoke, the guilt, and longing for my hfe s end, I felt the st1anger
lean down to me and whisper, "If you could have done better, you would have."
With those mysterious, but reverent words, the stranger ~pened th~ bar door and
walked away. Somehow I abandoned all prior plans of end1ng my gwlt and shame. I left
the bar, returned to my rented room, and thanked the Lord for memories of good friends
and youth revisited through a child's eye.

CONCERNING ALL MY DEAD BRAINCELLS
Zack E. Hurt
The things I do to ease the pain
may dull the mind and kill the brain.
But if those things I didn't do
I'd not be here to write for you.
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Honorable Mention

Deke
by Malcolm Norman
Late one fall, often considering myself to be somewhal of a back-to-the-lander, I
decided that we would move to the country. All the articles and books had been read,
and dreams were created of the country life through the tales of pleasure so wonderfully
told by the good people who already live there. So we moved, leaving the big city and all
its worries behind.
Moving from the suburbs to a rural setting was a shock that I could not prepare for,
regardless of my reading. The quiet, the dark, the neighbors that can't stand not to know
what you are doing, and the first of the many unexpected problems that arose - how to
keep the grass and weeds from taking over my new estate of almost three acres (I was
told by the seller that anything over half an acre is considered an estate).
Mowing the yard in the city is easy. That thirty by sixty foot piece of ground where
every Saturday in warm weather one of the great American pastimes of recent history
comes into its glory -the mowing of the grass. How naive city people are when they
complain about having to spend all of an hour to tend this little piece of hallowed ground.
Throughout the week, nearly everyone in the suburbs feeds and sprays their lawns with
insecticides and fertilizers; so on the weekend, instead of spending the so-called quality
time with the family, they can go outside and decapitate their lawns with fine tuned four
cycle machines with spinning, razor sharp metal blades, setting right all of the unruly
blades of grass that dare to reach out toward the life-giving sun.
Mowing the grass in the country is different from in the city. Most rural dwellers really
don't care what their lawns look like as long as they can keep the majority of the weeds
from around the front porch. Indeed, most of the people in the country do not have
lawns; their land is referred to only as the "Place," and they only refer to the term "lawn
m<>wer' out of convention. Most of the country folk refer to lawn mowers as "Brush Hogs"
or "shredders,K which are not lawn mowers at all, but greasy, oily, noisy, gigantic dustthrowing apparatus that are dragged behind the largest tractor that a farmer can float a
loan for.
Coming from the city, I had a totally different attitude about mowing the grass. When
we had the property improved, we received a complementary mowing from the man who
sold it to us. He used his shredder and took off all the high places in the five foot high
grass, making it all an even two foot high.
When finished, he pulled his tractor out on the road and headed to his Place, not even
looking back to admire the work he had just performed. This act would be considered a
serious breach of etiquette by the Committee. I gave thought to report him, but was sure
that it was merely an oversight on his part.
After we settled into our new house, there was time to look at the Place. Now, what
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kind of lawn mower would we need to mow this, I thought. A push mower would be too
small . This was known to be a fact because the smaller portion Out Front (Cit~ people
would call it their front yard; country people ~~II it Out Front or Out Back depending on
which one of their many front doors is closest to the road.) of the Place had already been
mowed with the push mower that we brought with us from the suburbs. And I knew that I
really didn't have the extra eight to ten days a month it would take to mow it, nor d id the
entire family have the endurance for the job.
Something had to be done, and here were my options. Hire the man with the tractor to
come in once a month to chop the tops off tre weeds with his Brush Hog - which would
not make for a very good looking lawn. Spend every free minute with the push mowercertainly not a very pleasing thought. Or have the ultimate for every cultivator of the lawn
-the riding lawn mower. That was it! It had to be a riding mower.
After a trip to the mower mart, the discount stores, the tractor dealer, and after many
local and long distance calls (including out of state), I decided that a riding mower was
out of the question. Not only did these sellers want the entire assets of my checking and
savings accounts, but also the lower section of my left arm and my first born son. It
would not have come as a surprise to find out that the state had assessed them as a
luxury item and taxed them accordingly.
Faced with a lawn that was inching ever nearer the eaves of the roof, I set out to beat
back the vile green monster with a trusty Yoyo- a tool with a wooden handle set at a
" ninety degree angel to a double edged metal blade that, combined with muscle, is
effective at chopping down high grass, weeds, and the occasional small tree. It is also
quite useful for separating the human toe from the rest of the anatomy. Anyone that has
never used a Yoyo would do well to remember that this is the instrument that the
prisoners used to work with on the road gangs to clear the overgrowth out of the ditches
along the highway. This says something about the pleasure that can be derived from the
use of this tool.
Setting out one bright and cheerful Saturday morning , I began my offensive. After an
hour of constant hacking, with arms that felt two inches longer than they had before and
four new stitches in my big toe, I returned to the tractor dealer to talk terms.
The deal had been set; all that had to be done was to make a sizable down payment,
get credit approval, and await the shining new riding lawn mower that would be delivered
to the front door or as near as possible depending on the height of the grass. Alas, it
was not to be. During the anxious vigil, it was found that the tractor dealer had been
dipping in the till and was now living in some unnamed South American country. At least
this is what the Federal Agent said, along with the standard statement that the down
payment money would probably never be seen again. I considered it fortunate that I
hadn't used the "First Born Son" option.
Outside of a few hack marks and a small blood stain (undoubtedly done by someone
with a Yoyo) , here I was surrounded by an unrelenting forest of Johnson grass and wild
sunflowers; where only the roof and the driveway could be seen - though mostly from
aerial photography. Lawn mower depression set in.
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So to my dilemma; I was faced with the onslaught of the monsoon season, and still no
viable alternative that could be used to fight back against the growing monstrosity . I
agonized over it for days, dreamed about it at night, and sometimes when the wind blew,
heard subtle green laughter.
Luck suddenly shone. A distant cousin, me.t only onca at a family reunion fifteen years
before, was moving from the country into a city apartment. And he had to get rid of all
the things that he had needed to take care of his Place, and he happened to have - a
riding lawn mower.
The plan was set, and the phone call hastily made; I was ready to call upon the old
cliche of blood being thicker than water and a newly created proverb that a family's lawn
mower is an inherent right. If this failed, begging supported with subdued sobbing in the
background made my contingency plan.
Plan A failed miserably, but the begging worked. The newest addition to our family
had to be christened D. K. Ill, after a very close cousin, Daniel Kemp, Jr., because of
something to do with the transfer of title and luxury taxes. Around the Place, this
champion of lawn justice is just called DEKE.

..
TWILIGHT BOUND
by Teresa Bo.nnette Seaman

?
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We stand,
our eyes listening
to years echoing
bouncing distortions of memory
away
Bound by twilight
we search - to find
only dream
No day shines on this existence
the night can not hide
But dusk
But dawn
Where illusion becomes
touchable
we wait
to hold each other
in a brief moment
One soul blending
within Another
in hope
to love without guilt
Bringing Dusk
and Dawn
Into Night
Into Day
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Unattainable

J

J

by Dawna Champeon
. . . the closest you can come to
catching q rainbow is to
grasp a prism and
gaze
inward...

PROSPERO'S BALLOON
by LaNese Macdowell
Swellings,
Groanings,
Achings,
Meanings.
Balloor'ling imperceptibly, yet visibly.
Swollen, tender
stirrings, visions of miniscule
nimbus that grows.
From a lima bean to an angel
Halcyon memories of beginning.

SUMMER ROMANCE
-Incomplete
by Joti Chakraborty

J

An unexecuted plan .. .
An unattended event .. .
An unopened present . . .
An unreturned phone call ...
An incomplete climax ...
An unexpected emotion ...
An unwanted pain ...
An unfinished poem . ..

1
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UNTITLED
now the sun-weary day
rests her scorched hands on her hips,
her head shaking,
she will gaze, analyze, reflect,
her dusty halo retires to oblivion,

THE CATCH
• 1

Tamera-J. Bounds
The field
like a stroll
through the park, in June.
Fresh cut grass
and dry dir1 float
thick in the 'air.

kept company by the angels
who call our names in song:
"placido e il mar"
We hear them calling
(they're not calling me)
we'll sit on the porch, our rockers
in time with the night-music
which scours the lawninsects piled beneath the blades, thick,
lonely (as most herds).

Cheers

effortlesslyfleeting as the flutter of a turning pageas this day's transformation into gooey indigo,
we'll recall our moments toQether in blocks;
good, bad, interspersed with contentment.

A breeze

from crowds
like roaring waves
beat against helpless rocks
in the stillness of midnight.

so cool
brushes against sweat
like icy lemonade soothing
parched lips
from midsummer's heat.

if I lack substance,
if rrrt heart is drenched in emptiness,

The crack!
A shooting star spins
through the air
plucked out
and fired back
aimed for bull's-eye.

these minutes of metronomic rocking
(and this minute, which reaches out)
hold hands with the next ones, all equal.
before sifting through sheets of musicscores- looking for our names,
we may just stop and listen,
smile, dance a little, and embrace,
(without squeezing).

Victory
like a Fourth-of-July spectacular
bursting against
blackest of skies!
Sweetness engulfs taste buds
as if cotton candy satisfied a desire.

then the sun-seeking day will emerge,
hands outstretched, yawning.
she will gaze, analyze, reflect.
inspired by her repose with the angels
who call our names in song:
"placido e il mar"
i hear them.
i hear them calling.
i hear them calling me.
... and i run to them.

Feeling
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by Holly Salas

on top of the highest mountain
looking down at challengewell met.
Blood rushing,
head swimming
with intoxicated senses
at reality of taking the game!
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ROSES

FISH OUT OF WATER
Melanie J. Miko
We herd them into schools
to master the art
of follow the leader.
Against the currents,
and against the odds,
minnows weave through muddled mazes
of twisted coral
and tangled seaweed.
The slower fishes
struggle to keep up.
Unable to (ll<lintain the pace
they are abandoned,
defenseless shark snacks.
The ones that prevail,
the majority,
eager to meet their destiny,
ascend toward the light to shallow waters.
The journey over,
they thrust their bodies
from salty sea to sandy beach
into sweet fresh air
and glistening sun.
And yet to our surprise,
our well-schooled children,
flip-flop and gasp for air.
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Dawn a Cham peon
So enticing
delighting
your fingers
they dance
upon my skin
Unfolding
beholding
my feelings
within
No insistence
absolutely no
resistance
In silence
I surrender
but you never
begin.

C-SECTION
Kathy Larsen
Cold white walls
Scents of bleach and blood
Pain
Child wants free
I fail at birth
The knife comes out
A cry is heard
In my arms my babe

37

• I

First Place

Second Place

SIMPLE WONDERS
Holly Terrell
I wonder at the simplest things . ..
Like how a second-story building
Doesn't cave in without magic force fields
Or how the straight line was invented,
Because nature surely didn't do it.
Does the refrigerator light really go off
When you close the door?
How does the television know
How to translate t.v. waves into pictures?
What exactly is styrofoam anyway,
And did th'ey get an elf to puff the pieces up?
Why Columbus thought the world was round,
When it was really flat .
Does a tree falling make a sound
If no one is around to hear it?
Why can't they invent a mitten that stays dry,
When you scoop up some snow for a snowball?
How do non-stick pans unstick,
Why do certain things glow in the dark,
How come a butler doesn't buttle,
And what is advanced calculus for?
War, poverty, crime and hunger
And problems of a grandiose scale.
My problem today, however,
Is how does an eraser erase?
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A -STUDY
Jonathan Sir Hendry
The dam of reason had just burst my bitter anger, calm at first
Welled up like thoms from roses' stalks,
fueled by dark and brooding thoughts.
None had answered cries of pain
and thirsting mind, quick to gain
The power of knowledge, life's great breathinstead, the silence clung like death
To my strong heart and bid me wait
for Nature to come and shape my fate.
"The secret must come to me now!"
I shouted with a scowling brow,
then with a cry of soft despair,
I ran to meet my fate, prepared:
I gazed across the distant plain
to find my fate in cold, hard rain That scours the soil and pounds the flesh
and forces life to come up afresh.
"Help me live!" I cursed the air,
daring the gods to cross their lair
And see the young, brash boy in pain
stand tall in the midst of cold, hard rain.
The clouds grew dark, the lightning white
as if Nature, out of pure fright
Now wished me gone away from here
where answers hid from probing leer.
But now, today they would be mine
or else I would surely die.
Above the roiling clash or drops,
beyond the crystal mountain tops,
past where the realm of heaven stops My voice, a tortured, writhing sound.
"I dare you!" shrieked my anger now,
"Release this weight upon my brow!
Reveal all to my hungering soul

39

to stop this madness, burning low!"
Thunder clapped against the stars,
and lightning flowed in molten bars.
The crystal mountains glowed in silence disclosing nothing. In God's compliance.
Along the streams of cold, hard rain - And tears of anger fell to meet _
the ground in black and satin sheets.

Third Place
• l

FREEFALL
Rane Pollock
Falling.
Face down in the street,
Catch me.
Tire tracks on my back,
Freefall.
Pieces scattered in the road,
Faster.
How long until I come back to life,
Wind.
Holding onto life,
Bu llet.
Sirens in my ears,
Target.
Broken bones and shattered skin,
Wild eyes.
Psychotic jigsaw puzzle,
Ripcord.
Chaotic flight for life,
Nothing.
Pride in a sad state,
Closer.
Losing the battle,
Closer.
Hell is grasping,
Rock Bottom.
Hot hands and cold feet.
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BROKEN

TAKEN FOR GRANTED

Amber Kelly

Densha Jennings

The sidewalk that I walk each day
Has now begun to crack,
And every time I step on ~
I break my mother's back.
Each day since, this crack has grown The crevice seems to spread.
Now I walk my sidewalk
W~h an undertone of dread.
I wish it could be whole again,
I wish ~ could be new
Like fixing shattered memories
W~h a l~le M of glue.
My sidewalk's beauty is forsaken,
Another'wonder must take ~s place.
Someday a hidden beauty
Will fill this empty space.
My crack will never mend ~self
I must adm~ ~·s trueSo now the day I'm waiting for
Is the day the grass grows through.

I reach for the doorknob and realize,
Without that knob I could
Not enter what I so desire.
Without my ha'nd I could not turn the knob.
My father searches for the remote,
I am reminded at one time
We didn't have a t.v.
Without my hand I could not push the buttons.
I step on my plastic tape case,
I am reminded at one time
Music was played w~h family Jove
Without my hand I could not string a gu~ar.

I look at letters on a piece of paper
(and try to make sense of it all)
I am reminded of some people
Never understand- completely.

Without my hand I could not write this.
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An lnspirjog Source

THE DOUBLE-EDGED DREAM

by Chad A. Skinner

Misty S. Risenhoove,:.
My motivation is unknown.
I do not know their names yet.
But once they enter my classroom,
Their names I will never forget.
What if I do forget
their names?
For they will be my first class,
They are my dream, my future.
To these kids I commit my all,
So they might gain more treasure.
What if I never even
become a
teacher?
I want them to reach new heights,
Climb higher than ever before,
For I want their dreams to wait for them
With ever open door.
What if I direct
them the
wrong way?
For this they need great wisdom,
That can only come from mentors.
I pledge to be that counselor.
My goal: to be a contributor.

During the year of 1986, I was an eleven-year-old boy who had just suffered two great
losses. Just the year before, my parents had gotten a divorce, and I was all too young to
understand. Then in late 1986, my grandfather had passed away. He was a man whom
I loved so much and a man I now aspire to be like. Paw-Paw was a constant, flowing
stream of inspiration. I overcame my parents' divorce through counseling, but the
heritage of my grandfather will always carry me. I will always cherish and continue to
grow in love in my grandfather's ways.
From my Paw-Paw's funeral onward, I have evaluated certain aspects of his life in
relation to me in order to better obtain my educational and career objectives. To put in
words how such a wonderful human being can truly touch a young person and guide him
in all areas of expectation is intricate. Goal setting, comprehension, and understanding
were all part of the process. I began trying to treat every individual with d ignity, with
respect, and with warmth like my grandfather had. Certain teachers I looked up to,
education I looked forward to, and life I wanted to conquer.
The educational goals were the single most important teaching of Paw-Paw. For me,
education was the basis of all the other triumphs and essential to the success of my
adventure. Beginning in my early high school years, I started taking honors courses and,
as the years progressed, became more active and commenced to unleash my potential
as I emulated my grandfather. This beginning surely led to prosperous times in school
but also evoked my religious beliefs and love for people in general.
There seemed to be one particular goal I wanted out of my "teachings" and following of
my grandfather: the reward of inner peace with myself and others. Dreams were
shattered with my parents' separation. But my grandfather hung in there long enough to
pull me through educational barriers and propel me into a world of opportunity and
accomplishments.

What if they never
learn anything
from me?
They'll need some specialized care,
Some love, some time, some courage.
I want to be that someone And to know The Teacher's Privilege.
What if I am not the
one they need?
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Second Place

Stupid Stuff
by Benjamin Martin
You know, as I look around this wonderful, blue and green planet of ours, I tend to see
and hear a lot of stupid things. For instance, there's a large island, the largest in the
world in fact, just to the northeast of Canada, that is almost totally covered with ice and
snow. What is it called you ask? Greenland. A few hundred miles to the east of it there
is a smaller island with plants, animals, and yes, even people. What is its name, inquiring
minds want to know? Iceland. Need I say more?
Well, moving right along. Let's try a subject a little closer to home. Do you know what
that big slab of concrete in front of the garage is called? A driveway, of course. And
what does one do on a driveway? One parks one's car on it. Well, OK, then what does
one do on a parkway? I'll give you three guesses, and the first two don't count.
All right, so you want something besides a simple mix-up in word choice. I can handle
that. What about the needless overabundance of redundant words in the English
language? Here's an example. Suppose that you know this guy who likes to collect
stamps. What would you call him._. besides his name? A stamp collector, right? Wrong.
Nope. Sorry. He's known as a philatelist. Didn't you hear? How about your chum, the
bullfighter? Well, he's known as one who practices tauromachy. Look it up! It's in the
dictionary! (An unabridged version, that is.)
OK, last paragraph, I promise. I figure you're ready for some things that don't involve
words. Besides, after sitting through my first three paragraphs, you deserve it. Anyway,
say you're sitting at home some night, watching reruns of the "Brady Bunch" when you
feel a little hunger twinge. Your stomach finally twinges enough that it stirs you to action.
So, you dash to your room, put on your green velour sweat suit and your penny loafers,
grap your keys and wallet, and burst out the door. You slide into your brown 1976 Ford
Granada and bebop on down to the local Piggly Wiggly. You hurriedly park your car and
bolt up to the store, almost losing one of your loafers in the process. You dash on in
through the automatic doors, past the gum machines and the steam cleaner rental, and
stand before a plethora of scrumptious food items. Your stomach pushes you in the
direction of the meat freezer, and you follow along willingly. Upon arrival at the freezer
case, you gasp at the magnificent display of processed pork products. Breathing heavily
and drooling slightly, you lean over and select the only package of hot dogs without the
labels announcing low cholesterol, low fat, and low sodium. (Since everybody you know
is on some sort of health kick, you feel the need to make up for them in the "don't-eat-itit's-bad-for-you" category.) Wieners in hand, you saunter over to the bread aisle for
some buns. You carelessly choose a sack off the shelf, but out of the corner of your eye,
you notice the label. "Eight Hot Dog Buns." You then hold up the package of dogs and
examine its label. "Ten Hot Dogs." Confused, you do some quick math in your head and
realize that you're getting shafted. Obviously, the bun and wiener companies are

46

involved in a conspiracy to swindle the entire world because they know that in order to
have an equal amount of both buns and wieners, one must buy five packages of buns
and four packages of wieners. How the bun company managed to get the upp~r hand
will remain a mystery.
.
Sorry, I know I said that the previous paragraph was supposed to be my last, but I
figured I needed a concluding paragraph. You may think that I have just been babbling
on and on about meaningless topics for the last 600 or so words, when actually ... well .. . I
guess I have been. Oh well, it's nothing new to me. I just felt the burning desire to point
out some goofy stuff that I see from day to day.

Third Place

Revelations
by Kimberly Vaughn
The automatic doors opened and a rush of cool air, tinted with a medicinal smell,
engulfed her. She came to the elevator and waited for it to take her to the second floor.
Excitement overwhelmed her as she changed clothes in the locker room. Once in her
scrubs, she put on a pair of blue shoe covers and a bouffant cap and signed in at the
nurses' station. There they greeted her with smiling "Hellos."
From down the hall, a doctor poked his head out of a patient's room and shouted to the
nurses' station, "Get OR2 ready! We have to take it!" Everyone scattered. Sterile
surgical packs were opened and arranged; nurses went to the sinks to scrub up; and a
crying woman on a stretcher was wheeled into the room. The doctor told her, "We're
going to put you out now. Don't worry, we'll take good care of you." Her husband stood
near the wall, his face ashen.
After finishing her scrub, the girl went to him and put a hand on his shoulder and said,
"Don't worry. Your wife is in good hands." A nurse cleansed the patient's abdomen with
betadine solution, and the doctor began his work. He made an incision along the
woman's bikini line. The doctor cut through layers of fat and flesh in an attempt to find
the root of the complications. He found the source of the problem, and it was removed.
A beautiful eight pound baby boy was wrapped in a blanket and placed in his fathers
arms. The doctor stitched the mother's abdomen up, quick and neat; then a courier
transported her to the recovery room.
Changing back into her street clothes, the girl left the hospital thinking to herself, "This
is what I'm going to do some day .... "
''This is what I'm going to do some day," I told myself as I left North Hills Medical
Center that warm April day. I was in a stupor. Those two hours at the hospital changed
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my life. The miracle of a child's first breath astounded me. I h~d seen illness, de~th , and
recovery, but never once in all the six months I had spent rotat1.ng th~ough the vanous
hospital departments with my school's Clinical Rotation class d1d I witness t~e start of a
whole new life. A brand new person began his life in front of my eyes, and 1t left ~e
awestruck. This is my reason for striving to better myself both mentally and physically. It
fuels my burning passion to become an obstetrician. ''This is what I'm going to do
someday."

Honorable Mention

An End and a Beginning
by Lindel Eakman
October 29 1991 marked the end of a terrible experience for me and the rest of my
family. The p;ecedi~g six months were a blur of images and memories all mix~ together
representing my life since the day in May when my father, Glen Eakman, was d1agnosed
with cancer. Unfortunately, the cancer had already spread throughout his body , and he
began treatment for it. The next tf'lree months, the summer of 1991, m~ fath:r ~as
somewhat the same man, without hair and with much less energy. Dunng th1s t1me, I
began to assume many responsibilities I had always shied away from before . .As I
watched my father live a comparatively normal lifestyle, I began to hope that h1s cancer
would go into remission. Sadly, this was not to be.
The chemotherapy treatment wore down my father' s health, and he was weakened so
that he was unable to get out of bed . During the last part of his illness, I had to help my
mother take care of him because it was just too much for one person to face. My father
ha~ always been my idol and had always taken c~re of me a~d helped ~e through
everything in my life and now I, in turn, had to begm to h~lp h~m, fe~ h1m, and even to
help change the sheets. The most vivid memory of that t1me 1s of h1s request that I come
and lift him into the wheelchair and then help him to use the bathroom. I was the only
one he trusted enough to help him, and that was probably the hardest thing I'll ever have
to do in my life. He reached the critical stage in his illness ~nee, and my ~other had to
.
call the school asking me to leave and come help her take h1~ to the ho~p1t~l
d1d
that
med1cat1on
on
h1m
t
pu.
doctors
The
downhill.
all
was
it
that,
After
immediately.
not allow him to make any kind of sense, if and when, he d1d try to talk to us.
When my father died late in the afternoon on Octobe~ 29, it was an en~ to an or~eal for
him and us, his family. Those six months changed my hfe and mad~ me gro~ up. I no
longer have the role model and financial security that my father prov1ded. I w1ll always
remember this period in my life as the time when I was forced to become an adu~ so that
I could face life on my own.
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The Journey to Success

• I

by Christina Guzman
Live your life each day as you would climb a mountain. An occasional
glance toward the summit keeps the goal in mind, but any beautiful
scenes are to be observed from each new vantage point. Climb slowly,
steadily. enjoying each passing moment, and the view from the summit
will serve as a fitting climax for the journey.
-Harold V. Melchert
White, shaped leather held together by shoe strings form a state of perfection - one
pair of white leather K-Swiss tennis shoes. I have owned this pair of shoes since my
junior year in school. From the first day of purchase, I knew the wearing away of hard
leather would take a long amount of time in order to achieve comfort. W ith that thought in
mind, I began my senior year in shoe gear. It would be the only year of my high school
career to make decisions that would u~imately affect my life. My shoes were to be my
only sense of freedom. They have literally taken me to places I never knew existed. The
supreme comfort of worn-out leather which I have finally achieved has been my guide
through the journey to reach success. The lace-up shoe strings bring a sense of security
that has held me and my shoes together.
There was a time, however, that we journeyed to New Mexico for one week. The
average teenager is reluctant to spend a week of his or her summer vacation, especially
before their senior year, at a legislative camp. In this particular case, I reacted in a
similar manner. After constant persistence from my parents, I began the journey of a
thousand miles. It started with a single step as I arrived in Albuquerque for a youth
legislative session sponsored by the National Hispanic Institute. Never before had I ever
seen a young , intellectual group of Hispanics come together to accomplish the goal of
success. Coming from a school that is predominately white in race, I had never been
exposed to such a great amount of young Hispanics adults my age. I realized at that
moment that we were the young, future leaders of our race, the race that will be the
majority, not the minority, by the year 2000. That week in New Mexico made me proud of
my Hispanic race, especially the achievements that the members and I accomplished in
our lives. When my shoes and I gave that unforgettable speech in front of 173 members,
the feeling of pride uplifted my soul {and soles). At that moment, it didn't matter if I was
heard or if I had won. What mattered was the experience that I shared with others. It
was an experience that became and defined me. I was my experience and my
experiences were me.
Those of us who had the opportunity to encounter the adventure are deeply grateful.
We now know the difference between wanting to be successful and being successful. It
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is all a matter of will and attitude. As the founder of the Institute once told me, "You may
not have been responsible for your heritage, but you are responsible for your future."
My shoes and I have taken steps to climb that mountain of success. As the final steps
come closer and closer, my soul hopes a little more to get a glance of the future that lies
ahead. That pair of K-Swiss tennis shoes has taken me on an uniJllaginable journey that
will remain locked up in my mind forever. Even though my shoes will eventually lose their
durability, they will be a part of me. I feel that I have succeeded, for my shoes kept me in
the right direction of my goal for success. One day in my tennis shoes, I will take the last
steps up that mountain. By trying and following where my steps have led, I will achieve
my long awaited goal of success from the journey. Only then will dreams become reality.

Humor aside, what I did was ill advised and not thought through. My careless act
this
could have had consequences which might have altered or ended my life. From
• I
lapse of judgment, I have learned that prac!i9al or physical jokes can affect lives for more
than just the duration of the prank, and that no matter how light-hearted it is to you, it may
be the demise of your being .

First Place

The Fight
Honorable Mention

by Angie Jeffrey

At the End of My Rope
by Daniel J. Keating
In my life experiences to this point, I have none so humorous as the one when I was
twelve. It was a hot day at our gymnastics club, and workout had just begun. This day
was a special day because we had a coach in from Brazil to help us work out.
Consequently, most of the guys were excited and looking forward to showing off for this
new face. We started workout on the floor-exercise.
I could tell from the start of floor that it was going to be a good day. I was tumbling
better than I had in a long time. (I think, probably, that it had something to do with the
Brazilian being in the gym.) After floor, we moved on to the horizontal bar. I can't
possibly describe the feeling that I got after my first turn. I was having the best day of my
life to this point! It was probably the best day of my career! I was standing next to the
deep foam pit, in between rotations, when my coach, Skip, said, "Hey! Carlo and I are
going to get a drink, so you guys just hang out here for a minute." I thought I would do
something funny. Since I had been showing off all day anyway, I figured, "What could it
hurt?"
Next to the pit was a rope that tied the rings off to the side of the pit so that we could
tumble into the pit without hitting the rings. Well, I grabbed this rope, which was
suspended by the rings over the pit, and wrapped it around my neck. I said, "Hey, Skip,
I'm hangin' out." Suddenly, somehow, I fell into the pit. I hung there for about two
seconds before I was pulled out by the same Brazilian coach that I was showing off for.
had a bum all the way around my neck; but save for some embarrassment, I was okay.
When I look back now, I find that to be one of the most humorous experiences I've had .

Norman Browski and I stood in the hall, a mob of kids forming a circle around us. The
only thing that I could think about was how I had come to be in this situation, but Norman
already had his hands in tightly clenched fists and was ready to fight. I, on the other
hand, was not. I could feel the sweat beading up on the back of my neck. I was shaking
so hard that I could hardly stand up. I couldn't let him know that I felt this way. I had to
look confident, like I knew what I was doing. If he knew how I really felt, he would surely
beat me to a pulp. So, I tried to be friendly and start a conversation.
'Where did you go to school before you came here to . . . ?" I guess he didn't want to
talk about it because he wouldn't even let me finish the question before he hit me. This
would be my first black eye. I didn't know whether to be excited that I had my first black
eye or scared that he would soon give me my second. He hit me again . However, this
time he hit me in the stomach, and I knew not to be excited. As I lay on the floor, I felt as
if someone had driven nails into my inner organs. It was at that time that I realized just
how much trouble I was in. I stood up only to be met by his fist across my face. This
time I tried to fight back. I took a swing at his face; he ducked. I swung again and hit him
in the nose. I pulled my hand close to my stomach. It felt like it had been hit with a
hammer. After a few brief moments, I opened my eyes and noticed that Norman had not
moved. He hadn't even flinched. As my life flashed before my eyes, I realized that it
would soon be over. Tears ran down my face as I began to bawl like a helpless baby. I
sat down on the floor, crying, waiting for him to finish the job. Nothing happened. I was
about to get up and tell him that if he was going to kill me, he should hurry it up a bit.
However, before I could get to my feet, I heard a faint whimpering sound. I looked up.
Norman Browski was crying. I couldn't believe it. Then he sat down beside me in the
floor, the crowd still watching, and we cried together.
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Second Place

What a Wonderful Life
by Thu Lam
"Children, come in! Mary, John, it's time for lunch," the tady said. Her voice was like a
sort of a croak now and no longer contained the musical ring it used to have when she
was young. She stood outside waiting for an answer but heard nothing.
"Maybe they' re feeding the pigs," she said quietly to herself.
Slowly, she started to walk towards the trough where the pigs were fed . She could
hear them in the distance already. The fluffy, little chicks were following her as she
walked. She could feel the heat of the sun on the back of her neck, and her clothes
sticking to her skin. As she got closer to the pig pen, the laughter of the children grew
louder.
"Children , go in the house and eat your lunch . I've already eaten. I'm going to go into
town today to buy some more supplies. I'll be home before dark," the woman said as she
brushed the silver tendrils off her face.
''Yes ma'am ," they answered.
As the children skipped off to lunch, the old woman began to head for the stable.
Suddenly, she felt a sharp pain in her chest that felt as if a hand had grabbed her heart
and squeezed it. She grabbed on to a nearby railing to steady herself and took some
deep breaths. The pain went away, and she continued to walk to the stable.
After the children were finished with their lunch, it was still half-past noon. Restless
and hot, they decided to go wading in the creek behind the stable.
"Last one there is a rotten egg," Mary said as she dashed off towards the creek
through the tall grass, leaving John behind. Almost to the stable, Mary let out a scream
as she tripped and fell over Grandma.
About five seconds later, John caught up and found Mary hysterical.
"Mary, I'm going to town to try to get help."
"But you don't even know how to ride Sable."
''Yeah I do. I've ridden her a few times. I'll be back as soon as I can."
After watching Grandma saddle the horse so many times, he remembered what to do,
got on top of Sable, and headed for town. Taking the shortcut to town, he encountered a
fallen tree in the middle of the road. Sable tried to jump over it, but stumbled, and threw
John on the ground. He got back up, but the second he put pressure on his left leg, he
felt a sharp shock shoot up his leg. He fell back on the ground and cried when he
realized that his leg was broken and that people rarely traveled on this road.
At the farm, Mary didn't know what to do, so she decided to stay there with Grandma in
the field until John came home. With the heat beating on her head and the smell of
Grandma's dead body under the scorching sun, Mary imagined herself swarmed with
butterflies and pretty flowers.

. "Oh, the pretty butterflies and the pretty flowers. I want some flowers," she said as she
p1cked up a handful of dead grass.
She slowly rose, sat behind Grandma's f1e.ad and began braiding the "flowersl' into
Grandma's hair.
·

Third Place

Mrs. Jacob's Pansies
by Be lnthavong
Outside, the air was blowing gently against the yellow pansies in Mrs. Jacob's yard.
And the sun rose just in time as the orange-bellied robins began to sing their morning
songs.
"Sam, wake-up, it's 7:30. You're going to be late for school again," said Bobby.
"OK, I'm awake, just give me a couple more minutes," I responded. Bobby is like my
alarm clock, except you can't turn him off whenever you want. He's an all right little
brother to have; I mean, he reminds me of important phone calls and gets me Dr. Pepper
when I'm eating during the "I Love Lucy Comedy Hour."
"And, oh Sam, don't lock the door if you go anywhere after school," said Bobby.
"All right, all right." He had been reminding me not to lock the door since he had heard
the words: "Don't-lock-the-door." Everyone in the family had their own key to the house,
except for Bobby because he always forgot to take it with him.
School was school as usual. I was late for first period, late for second, hated third,
bored in fourth, loved fifth, and enjoyed sixth.
Today, I got to leave school ten minutes early because Mr. Kinelope had a meeting to
attend. When I got to my car, I saw brown and black ducks headed south for the winter.
As I watched, I realized three brown ones straggled slowly behind. The migration
seemed odd because one duck was flying about thirty feet ahead leading the way, but
the rest. flew as though they didn't really care where they were going.
I got 1n my car and drove home, hoping to catch my mom before she left for work so 1
could borrow five dollars for the football game. Luckily, when I pulled in the driveway, her
car was there.
''Yes, there is a God," I thought. I stormed out of my car and into the house; then 1 saw
my grandmother on the sofa crying.
'What's wrong, Grandma?" I asked.
"It's your mother," she said as she tried to stop crying long enough to get a breath.
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'What about my mom?" I asked. The blood in my body began to slowly freeze. My
stomach felt like it had barbed wire running through my intestines. And the porcelain
vase on the coffee table began to look like a gigantic egg.
"She's not here," she said.
'What do you mean, 'She's not here'? Her car is parked outsrde," I said . I wanted her
to answer me , but at the same time I didn't want to know-:- What if she had been put in jail
or killed? I hate these roller coaster feelings. Maybe this is why every time Mrs. Walter
called out our six weeks grade, I told her to write it down on paper and hand it to me after
class. Not that I'm embarrassed; I'm afraid to know.
"Your mom left this afternoon with Bobby for Vermont. Your parents are getting a
divorce," she said.
By now I couldn't feel anything in my body; my heart stopped beating and my face
turned white. My parents have been in fights before, but I didn't know my mom would
blow her top. I mean, sometimes Dad would come home drunk after Mom had been
sitting by the phone waiting for him to call. When he walked in, Mom would start yelling.
Dad would yell back; then he'd slap her across the face, and Mom would end up with a
black eye the next day. But I never thought my parents would be so selfish to not even
think about my feelings. Who's going to sit in that audience during the graduation
ceremony when I receive my diploma? Who's going to wish me luck in college when I
move out? Who am I going to give Mother's Day gifts to?
"She took Bobby with her. Said he needed a change of atmosphere anyway. His
teacher called and said he was failing math, science, and social studies. But he'll be all
right. He's got his mom," my grandmother said. "She left you here with your father
because you're old enough to take care of yourself."
"I don't understand. I need my mom, too. And why did she have to move so far
away?" I said. A picture of the United States came into my mind, and I thought of the
number of miles she needed to get away and be happy.
"She just wanted to get away," she said.
· ~went to my room and locked myself in. I stared out the window, thinking about what
was happening to our family. What about our family trip to California next year, Bobby's
first football game, and the Mercedes Dad and Mom wanted when they retire? I felt like
the Berlin Wall, denying everything that happened - blocking all that was around.
I continued to gaze outside at Mrs. Jacob's yellow pansies. Each petal was perfectly
colored with the splash of black just the way it's supposed to be. Beautiful and unique,
even with a dark patch. And if it were to snow, rain, or ice, her pansies would stay alive,
through any harsh weather, because they're tolerant of cold times.
Perhaps, we will, too.
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Honorable Mention

The Horizon
by Kevin Arceneaux
My brakes were locking up. I did alii could to miss the curb that lay ahead, but by
swerving to the left I dodged into the other lane of traffic, almost hit a diesel head-on, and
then swerved back into my lane.
"You dumb ass, what in hell do you think ¥OU're doing."
"I'm driving, Kate."
'Well, it doesn't look like it to me. I mean the idea is to stay on the damn road, not play
chicken with 18-wheelers."
"Sorry. It's just that, that ... um, I ...."
"Yeah, you what? What, huh? You weren't thinking about driving, that's what. It's fine
to daydream, but don't do it in the car, for God's sake."
"No, that's not it. Not it at all. I just, just ... hit a bump and it startled me, so- I
overreacted- that's all."
"Yeah, right."
Kate was right. I was daydreaming, but I couldn't brin myself to tell her something that
seemed so silly, even though she realized it. t any rate, I had to keep my eyeso n t~
'road although I still could not help worrying about what I was going to tell Kate. How
could I possibly tell someone, especially someone I loved, that I saw her mother cheating
on her father. It was an impossible task, and I wasn't sure how to do it.
I was beginning to ~h I wasn't at work last night, or for that matter, I wish I didn't
eve n work at the Worthington Diner. But I can't change that, nor can I change the fact
Mrs. Reynolds decided to show up with another man. I thought sh·e knew I worked there.
I would think she would use a little more discretion in choosing where to have an
adulterous tryst. How I wanted to walk over to her table as she clung tightly to that
stranger. How I wanted to snatch her from his arm and rush her from that restaurant to a
safer place. But I did none of those. I couldn't even bring myself to walk casually by and
glance at her, as if to say, "You've got some explaining to do." No, I could not bring
myself to do those things. Instead, I stood behind the huge pillar of the entrance to the
private dining room, watching the stranger stroke Mrs. Reynolds' knee as she ran her
fingers through his hair.
"What are you doing? You just passed the entrance into the school parking lot," Kate
screamed.
"Sorry, Precious. It was a mistake . I'll turn around up here."
"I don't know what's wrong with you this morning. You're day-dreaming a little more
than usual. I mean, you almost hit an 18-wheeler and a curb, and now you miss the
entrance into a parking lot that you turn into 160 days a year. What's up?"
"Nothin', Kate. I'm just tired."
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I turned into the parking lot and parked.
'Why do you always park in a different place?" Kate asked. "That drives me nuts."
"I don't know," I answered back as I stepped out of the car, pushed the seat forward,
picked up my book bag, and shut my door.
"And that's another thing," she said as she closed her door. 'Why do you always keep
your seat forward? It looks so strange . Why don't you Rut it back into its original position
like I do?"
"I don't know, Baby. But I love you more than anything in the world."
'Well, that's nice. Urn, same to you."
The morning sun blinded me as we walked up to the school. I really needed to tell
Kate, but I didn't know how. If only I could take Kate back in time and show her. 1
couldn't do that, but I had to do something.
"Kate . . ." I blurted out quickly, then paused. I was going to tell her, but I couldn't. I
just couldn't. Besides, it would be much better to tell her in private, not on the way up to
school.
'What?" she said hastily.
"Huh?"
"You said my name. Usually when people say other people's names, it's because they
want their attention."
"Oh. Well, well , I need to talk !o you today ... in private."
'Well, okay. What's wrong?"
'What makes you think something is wrong? I just need to talk to you. Nothing's
wrong."
"Tommy, I know when something is wrong. You arch your eyebrows and stutter more
than usual."
'Well, we'll talk about it in privacy. Okay?"
"Okay, but it'll have to be right after school because I'm going with my mother to the
courthouse. I'm going to get to watch her litigate. I think that's so exciting .... One of
th~se days I'm going to be just like her."
"That's wonderful, Kate."
"Yeah, it is. Especially if I get in to Purdue."
She was happy now. I like to see her happy. I looked at her beautiful long, blond hair
as the sun's rays illuminated it. She was so beautiful. Her face, her lips, her tiny little
nose. It was all so beautiful. How could I tell this beautiful creature what I had to say?
How could I crush her admiration for a mother who was paramount to anything else. I
love her. I love her too much to kill her. But it had to be done. I was only hurting her
more by not telling her.
"Come over right after school and tell me whatever it is you want."
"Okay, Kate. I love you," I said softly as I bent over and kissed her softly.
"Love you, too," she said while she walked into the main doors of the school. I would
have walked her to class, but I was running late today and coach becomes irate if I'm late
to soccer.

56

The day dragged. I played so poorly in the soccer scrimmage that coach sent me in to
take an early shower. Mrs. Bridgehead sent me out into the hall for not paying attention,
and I had no appetite at lunch. I couldn't stop worrying about how I was going tO tell Kate
the news. I couldn't wait until 2 :35 rolled around, so I could get this over with. Then I
hoped it would never get here. I vacillated over how I should tell her. Should I directly
come out and tell her; should I break it to her gently; or maybe, I could just not tell her at
all. Oh, what a rub I was in. Every thought vexed my mind to the point of insanity.
"Hurry here 2:35," I thought. Never have I ever felt so desperate and trapped. I was a
pariah of my own mind. If only this great task hadn't been put onto my shoulders.
Ring . . . Ring .. . Ring ... There was the dismissal bell. 2:35 has never come so
slowly and quickly. Kate met me at my car as she did every day, and we drove towards
her house.
"How was your day?" Kate broke the nervous silence.
"It was fine ... fine. What about you?"
"Fine."
That concluded the conversation, for then. I thought I was going to explode just about
the time I reached her house. It took an eternity to get out of my car, into her house, and
then into her room where we could talk.
'What is it that was so important?" Kate asked as she shut the door to her room.
"Well, it's kinda hard to say, Kate."
"Then, just say it. That's what I do."
I don't really see how Kate can say practically anything that needs to be said. She is
so strong, so - self-sustained.
I don't understand Kate sometimes. It seems that she could live with herself and only
herself, where I always need someone. The only problem with all this is Kate derived all
these wonderful traits from her mother. Her dear, beloved, adulterous mother.
"I don't know, Kate. it's really hard to say."
"Tommy, that's the problem with you. You can never say anything," she said as she
flung herself on the bed.
"Kate ...." I couldn't say it; it just wouldn't come out.
"You mean you're going to waste my time by telling me you needed to talk to me in
private, but once we get in private, you can't say a damned thing?"
"Look, Kate, I saw your mother with another man at work the other night."
THERE. I said it.
She squinted her eyes and let out a gasp, "So, my mom takes lots of clients out to
dinner - Clients."
"Yeah, but Kate, she was all over him. Stroking his leg, blowing in his ear."
At this point, she put both hands on her temples and said with a disgusted smirk, "Get
out. I can't believe you would allege that my mother, one of the best lawyers in the
country, is having an affair. I thought I knew you, Tommy. Do you realize the
consequences of besmirching my mother's name? You insipid bastard -Get out!"
"But, Kate, it's true. I know what I saw."
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"Get out. You maniacal goop. Get the hell out!" Kate screamed as she threw
something at me.
1took the hint and left. Why couldn't she believe me? Life can be so strange at times.
1mean, since I was young, I was always taught to be honest - always honest. It
.
seemed to work. I should have known she would take it this way. I should have realized
there are certain things you don't say. There are certain 6ituations where you stand back
and look at everything, then act. There was another way to handle this. If only I would
have been objective, but instead I had to carry out my "code of honor." Don't g~t m~
wrong. People should be honest, and people should be honorable; but e~ery situation
has a different way to be handled. No situation is black and white; there IS .a great deal of
gray area between the two. I realized this too late, and now I must pay for it. Who knows
if I did the right thing? Only time will tell.
As 1drive closer and closer to the horizon, I fully understand that time will never stop
-just as the horizon - and for some reason, lessons aren't learned until we want to
learn them.
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Honorable Mention

The Case of the Lost Will
by Michael Day
As I sat at my desk writing about our last adventure, I could hear Holmes in the next
room playing his violin. The soothing music had lulled me into a near hypnotic state.
Abruptly, the music stopped and I heard, 'Watson, please answer the door," followed by
the door chime. As I started for the door, I could see through the glass that it was Chief
Detective Addams from Scotland Yard. I in~ited him in, and over tea, provided by our
landlady, Mrs. Hudson, he asked for our help in a very peculiar case. He explained that a
fairly wealthy, but eccentric, aristocrat by the name of Mr. John O'Reilly died a few weeks
prior, and was found by a butler with the following note clutched in his hand: "I know you
killed me, but you'll never find my will. I always win!"
"When we interviewed the family members, they a ll said basically the same thing.
O'Reilly left all of his money to one person, but he never told them which one it was.
Moreover, they have no idea where the will is. The castle is full of secret corridors,
rooms and closets, but most are so cleverly hidden even the family members don't know
where they are. Only the unfortunate Mr. O'Reilly knew where all of the secret passages
are. He lived there with his family and servants. That's most of what we know so far.
Will you help us with this, Holmes?"
"Mr. Addams, the game is afoot!"
And with that, he rose and began gathering his usual tools for mystery solving:
magnifying lens, fingerprint dust, notebook, and an odd assortment of other items.
The detective handed me a map and showed himself out. Presently, Holmes was
calling for me from the den, "Watson, I am leaving for the castle immediately. If you
would, please go to the apothecary and retrieve these chemicals." He handed me a list
of chemicals, most of which I had not heard of. We parted as Holmes caught a dogcart
and I walked to the apothecary. Though I had frequented this place several times before,
I never quite got used to it. It was a vile place. I won't devote too much space to the
description of this 'establishment' except to say that its owner was rumored to be a witch.
As I approached the castle, I could see a figure circling it, staring up into the windows.
As I grew closer, I found that it was my companion, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. I paid the
driver and approached Holmes -who seemed to be deep in thought. "Watson, this is a
very interesting case indeed. I have proceeded to interview the family members and staff
and have narrowed the list to three prime murder suspects. O'Reilly's wife, Mrs. Martha
Jane O'Reilly, was a charming woman. She seemed troubled, which is natural after the
loss of a husband, but her problems seemed deeper than that. I found her to be
extremely obsessive and materialistic. She also seemed to be very close to O'Reilly's
best friend, Mr. Carter Robinson, who also lived in the castle. He is my second suspect.
This man was somewhat jealous of the deceased. He seemed to live off of his friend,
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being paid as a 'financial advisor.' O'Reilly's son, Robert, was about twenty-seven and
seemed particularly preoccupied. He was quite nervous as I interviewed him. 1found
him to be greedy and selfish. From my interviews with the staff, it is my opinion that the
only reason any of them stayed was for the money. That is the core of what I got out of
my interviews."
"By the by, did you happen to bring my chemicals?" _
"Of course, Holmes," was my reply as I handed them over.
"I have a few tests to run. Why don't you explore around the castle, and I'll meet you
back here in half an hour." I nodded in the affirmative and set about exploring the vast
expanses of the castle. My eye was not as trained as Mr. Holmes's, but I had picked up
a few things in my travels with him. I first noticed that this was the castle of a lesser lord
not nearly as large as one of royahy. It probably served as a meeting place for a small '
province as well. It was divided into five main stories and had four turrets. There was
once a moat and drawbridge, but the moat had long since dried up; and the bridge had
been replaced with large doors and a portcullis. As I explored the interior of the castle, 1
marveled at the beautiful tapestries, exquisite oil paintings, and fascinating suits of
amour. Before I had searched more than a tenth of the castle, I heard the clocks chiming
-telling me that my time was up.
I met Holmes back where I had left him. As I approached, I saw that he was going
over every stone in the exterior wall with his magnifying glass. "So far, Watson , 1have
found three secret compartments the family members did not tell me about and have
discovered the modus operandi of the killer. Mr. O'Reilly was slowly poisoned over a
period of three days using extremely small doses of cyanide. Presently, 1am attempting
to ascertain whether or not there is a secret entryway from outside the castle. So far, 1
have been unsuc ...." And at that moment, we heard a "click" as he pushed on one of
the stones in the wall. "Watson, I believe I have found my fourth secret compartment."
We looked behind a bush we had thoroughly searched not two minutes before and found
a doorway leading into the darkness.
·The doorway was just barely large enough for us to fit through; indeed, I had to shed
my overcoat. Inside, we could hardly see until Holmes lit a lamp fastened to the wall.
We then witnessed a strange scene: We were in a corridor approximately ten meters in
length with three doors, two on one side and one on the other. I also saw small "peep"
holes no larger than a hay penny placed sporadically along the walls. I can only assume
that these were used to spy on guests and family members. Presently, Holmes was busy
making notes and drawing maps. As I glanced at his map, I could see that the doors
opened_into the kitchen, dining hall, and a lower floor bedroom. We exited into the dining
hall, bemg careful to check to make sure no one was watching. As we resumed
searching, Mrs. O'Reilly entered the room and invited us to stay the evening . Holmes
accepted and sent for our personals. As we entered our rooms, Holmes found a note
attached to the wall with a dagger: "Leave now before it's too late! If you stay, 1 will kill
you, too!"
'Watson!" I heard from the next room, "I believe it is time for us to leave." 1was, of
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course, stupefied. Sherlock Holmes had never, to my knowledge, been scared off a case
because of a threat. Still, I did not question him. I began gathering my belongings and
met him downstairs. as Det~tive Addams arrived to check on our progress. HQ~mes had
summoned the famrly and rnformed them of_ the recent event and of his decision to leave.
He requested that the family sign his bill of services and wished them well in solving the
case. They w~re all surprised to hear this. Detective Addams was speechless. As they
returned the btll, Holmes turned to the detective and said, "Sir, I suggest that you place
Mrs. O'Reilly under arrest immediately and take her into your custody." As he said this,
she turned and started to run, but Holmes was prepared and quickly apprehended her. "I
don't understand Holmes," stammered the 9etective. The rest of us expressed our
agreement; Holmes began to explain. "The fact that Mr. O'Reilly left a note saying that
he knew who killed him led me to believe that he had been slowly poisoned. 1asked
Watson to bring some chemicals, so I could do some tests. I found a glass Mr. O'Reilly
had been using on the desk of his study and found minute traces of cyanide. There
wasn't nearly enough to kill him instantly, but over a few days it was obviously fatal."
"My second clue was the threat on my life. If you look closely, it has a slight slant to
the left, meaning a left-handed writer. Comparing the handwriting on the note with the
handwriting on this bill, I found that it was a match."
''The final clue which pulls it all together is a journal and small bottle of cyanide 1found
in a secret clos~t which contained several personal items belonging to Mrs. O'Reilly. It
appears that thrs passage was added on sometime after the castle was buih; therefore,
Mr. O'Reilly had no knowledge of it. The last few entries in the journal said that he
detested how his family was using him for his weahh and that he had summoned his
l~wyer to rewrite his will, giving all of his money to charity. Unfortunately for Mr. O'Reilly,
hrs lawyer was out of town and isn't due to arrive until tomorrow. He, as well as I,
s~spected his wife of cheating on him with Mr. Robinson, and his son of stealing from
hrm. I found a coded message in his journal telling the whereabouts of his will· but under
'
the circumstance, I think we should follow his wishes and leave it hidden."
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Honorable Mention

Running
by Paula Rouse
In two days- if nothing went wrong- Do(ninic would be in the country. He winced
from the heat as the hot sun bounced off the concrete, from the angry shouts, from the
noise and the dirt, and from the taste of dust. It would be different in the country ... he
hoped.
He had been on the run for too long, almost six weeks now, always just barely one
step ahead of the law. Now, as he traveled through this God-forsaken ghost town looking
for a place to hide himself for the night, he indulged in a little self- pity and a lot of
memories. He thought about the woman he had loved. His last happy memory of her
standing in the doorway of their two-bedroom shack of a house, her long black hair
blowing back from her face as the breeze caught it and teased it and shifted her light,
flowered dress around her ankles. Her laugh, the sound of a thousand tinkling bells,
echoed after him from parted rose lips. He himself chuckled as he relived the memory,
then immediately set his face again in determination. He would never see her again, and
he forced himself to block her image from his mind. Instead, he concentrated on the long
dirt road ahead of him. He figured he was somewhere close to Red Creek, and then just
a few more days and he'd be in the one-horse town of Willow Bend.
"Damn it," he muttered as he caught a glimpse of his socked toe peeping out of the
growing hole in his shoe. He stopped and stooped to finger the hole of his shoe, then
raised his eyes up to the glowing sky and wondered when this would end. "Why?" he
whispered. 'Why, God, is my life so screwed up now? It wasn't my fault. They've got to
know that." He crouched there in the dust for a while longer, the angry shouts of the
construction crew just a few yards away, the glaring reflection of the sunshine off of the
newly laid concrete almost blinding him. After awhile, he stood up and resumed walking.
"Hey, Bill, any news on that guy, Rushing?"
'We've started a manhunt, but haven't gotten any real leads yet . He just seemed to
vanish into thin air."
'Well, he's not going to get far."
All heads in the bustling little police station turned at the boom of the man's voice who
had just entered.
'What do you mean, Sheriff? Have you found something?"
The man took a quick swig of stale coffee before replying, "About four miles west of
here, we found a car matching that lady's description of the car used by Rushing. It was
abandoned in a ditch and neatly covered by some shrubs ... ran out of gas. He
shouldn't be too far away on foot. My guess is he's headin' toward that dinky little Willow
Bend. We'll try and track him."
'What if he just denies the charges like he did last time, Sheriff? He wouldn't budge on
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his story."
"Don't worry, Bill. I'll take care of him." With that, the sheriff turned to stare out of the
window. "I'll take care of him," he whispered to himself.
~•
Night finally fell on Dominic, and he crawled into the loft of an abandoned farmhouse in
relief. His feet throbbed; he was soaked with sweat and covered with dust. He lay down
on his back in the corner and stared up at the ceiling with his hands behind his head,
letting his tense body relax. Sheer exhaustion overtook him then: the running, the
hiding, the emotional strain. Tears filled his eyes and escaped down the sides of his
face. He began to sob quietly, and then sleep overtook him - a sleep that should have
relieved his strain, calmed him, given him hope in the early light of the morning. Instead,
it tortured him further. Like a home movie, his dreams replayed the scenes of that
horrible day, each detail perfect and crystal clear. He saw Nicole all over again, dancing
and swirling upstairs in front of the bannister, oblivious to everything but the music
pulsating out from the bedroom He saw himself bounding up the stairs to talk to her,
grabbing her arms to turn her around toward him, a swirl of black hair hitting the side of
his face.
'Who was that guy you were with today, Nicole?" he heard himself ask. "Tell me! I
saw you."
Her flashing, indignant eyes bore into him as she replied through gritted teeth, "Just a
friend, nothing more. Why don't you trust me? Why can't you stop being so jealous?"
The music beat faster, its loud melody almost covering their shouts. Then Nicole
jerked free from his grip; and when he tried to reach for her again, she twisted and threw
herself back against the bannister. He saw it all over again ... broken wood, her slender
body falling backward to the ground below. In his dream it seemed to all be in slow
motion. He turned and stared down in horror as her body crashed through the glass
coffee table directly below, and he heard her scream still echoing in his mind even after
she fell. Then the ambulance, the neighbors, the police, the accusations, all pointing the
finger at him, saying he did it, "You're going away for a long time for this, Rushing ," the
sheriff had told him.
Dominic awoke with a start, the sun just barely peeping over the horizon. He was still
breathing hard from the shocking reality of his dream. He shook his head, trying to clear
it of the horrifying images. He quickly pulled his shoes back on and slipped down the loft
ladder and out of the barn - another day on the run.
Dominic was making good time today. At this rate, he could hope to be in Willow Bend
by nightfall. A new name, a little shack out in the woods, and he could start fresh. For
the first time in weeks since this nightmare had begun, Dominic felt hopeful. He began to
whistle as he continued down the lonely dirt road toward his future.
"Sheriff! Oh, Sheriff, you're gonna love this! Our posse has talked to several people,
and some construction workers say they saw a man matching Rushing's description!
And you were right, Sheriff! He's headin' toward Willow Bend!"
The large man mulled this new information over. "Good work, Bill. Get your posse
reassembled. We're gonna be waiting' for Mr. Rushing when he saunters into Willow
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Bend. We'll get that God-damned slime ball and put him away for good!"
An unnerving gleam crept into the sheriffs eye, and a look of hatred replaced his
usually jolly countenance. He would catch him, all right. There wasn't anything he hated
worse than a woman-killer. Rushing didn't stand a chance.
Dominic sensed something a little strange as he got closer to Willow Bend . Things just
didn't seem right. The hair on his arms stood up, and a creepy feeling ran up his neck.
"Qu~ being stupid," he thought. "You're just imaginin' things."
When night fell, though, and he entered the sleepy, dark town, his bad feeling only got
more intense. He stepped off the main road a l~tle ways and continued walking through
the field. "It's too quiet here," he thought, ''too dark."
As if on cue, somebody boomed, "All right fellas, hit the floods!"
Instantaneously, Dominic was bathed in light, and suddenly~ was all clear: the police
cars, the lights ... this was an ambush! Dominic froze as Sheriff Butler shouted him his
rights over a megaphone, and two armed policemen approached him with handcuffs.
Too stunned to move, too drained to fight, just wanting this nightmare to end, Dominic let
the officers cuff him. When Butler had finished reading him his rights, he concluded,
"You're going away for a long time for this, Rushing."
As Dominic was shoved into the back of the wa~ing squad car, all he could whisper
into the darkness was, "I didn't do it. Dear God , you have to believe I didn't do~ -"
Then the posse cut the lights and disassembled. Dominic stared disbelievingly out the
window as the squad car peeled out of town in a blaze of flickering red and blue lights,
leaving only a cloud of dust behind in the night.
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