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A Fly a nd an Old Fiddler
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by Aaron Roe
•'

Foreword

The sun is stepping down. A fl y
stands still, not caught up
in the slow motion of its own shado w,
as the odors of the day sink down
and those of the night smoke up
among an old man with a fiddle
trying to change the chained
and chain the cha nging twilight.

American poet Denise Levertov says that poetry has "a kinefic force, it sets in motion ...
elemen ts in the reader that would otherwise be stagnant." This statement is true of all good
writing, of course. A superb short story, a profound essay, even a sincere letter somehow stir
us, often bringing to the surface o f our consciousness thoughts and emotions of which we
were unaware.
Students from TCJC and area high schools have been keeping us stirred up via o ur South
Campus fu:.!:U21 for nine years now. Our newest edition contains a bit of humor, some whimsey,
some laughter and tears, and lots of excellence. It is bound to cause at least a mild commotion
in our souls.
As usual, we have many people to thank. Without the support of M itchell McEwing, our
Dean of Students, a nd Delores Simpson, our Humanities Division Chairperson, we could not
produce a si ngle edition. Our typist, Susan Wantland, has done her usual excellent job, and
the South Campus Art Department has provided us with glowing illustrations. Most of all,
we are indebted to Bill Holt, our general editor, and Helen Hogan, his assistant; Arthur Pritchard
and Loy Taylor, who supervise our high school contest; and the writers and professors who serve
as our judges.
The 1995 fu:.!:Ullis in many ways a commu nity project, utili zing tale nt from several Tarrant
County institutions. It is, therefore, your creation as well as ours, and we thank you for it.

Second Place
Repossession
by Holly Salas
r;

Dr. Viole t M. O' Valle
Professor of English
Chair, English Department
TCJC, South Campus
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an empty thought-house.
this carious air circulates naked key holes-not once loved these past seven years by some sturdy sliver of silver
cut precisely to fit the walls of its interior,
but faithful still, waiting for the 0 -Meant-For One.
only this murmur, this hum of yellowed paint, moves in
(the closest thing to daguerreotypes of the ancestry
that should be hanging).
it traverses these vein-halls more thickly, more nourishing
than the dead air i am shoulder-deep in-the absence of everything not felt here.
"fling open a door!" i say to myself. "come on--just do it!"
afraid of being everyone and no one at the exact same time
i stand before a window--not illuminated,
my sheath not blowing, looking outward.
i could die here, i could.
and were it not for Jesus i believe.
i already did.

First Place

Third Place
The Choice
by Diana Geller
I was lost,
Fighting my way through a maze of tall-bladed spring grass,
It was sharp,
And painting small, delicate strokes of blood on my arms and legs.
I could feel my sweat stinging me.
I stopped and closed my eyes.

Rehabilitating the Canine Criminal
by Kathleen Salam

I stood still fo~ a moment an~ reached ~ound to find I could not grasp anything,
I began to pamc and sucked m many qu1ck, tiny breaths.

1 opened my eyes again,
To find myself fl~ating next to a live brown reef beneath a body of gray-green water.
I scrabbled. and kicked up a cloud of white sand,
Remembenng to exhale as I ascended.
I could see rays of sunlight bouncing around me.
I slowed my ascent to watch them.
They began caressing my arms and I could feel tiny tugs at my hair
'
Like friendly fish.
My lungs began crushing and burning, '
So I cautiously inhaled,
And welcomed the feeling of cool water filling my lungs.
Lastly, I remember curling into a fetal position,
~ And seeing a large blue crab brush my right foot.
, ~

~

'

~

Honorable Mention
A Rose's Rule Is Brief
by Elizabeth Robinson
This is a poem about a red rose.
Roses are red, you see.
Roses are life and love and beauty,
But that's too mushy for me.
The last rose I had was red as the sun.
Its fragrance was soft and sweet.
But within a day's time, I noticed
It wither, harden, and fall at my feet.
Violets are blue, but so is the rose
When her queenly rule is over.
Sugar is sweet, but only before
The shriveled rose has lost her lover.
And so are you the violet blue,
And I the queenly flower.
Let us live and love in full.
For it will all be done in an hour.
2
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When I adopted an adult dog from the animal shelter last year, I never expected the task of
housebreaking to be so tough. At times, the chore reduced me to tears. Determined not to give
up on my new four-legged friend, I tried countless "foolproof' methods of breaking his bad habits. If you try these methods, you will probably meet with as little success as I had. But feel free
to try them anyway.
My first attempted failure of housebreaking the dog was based on advice given to me by socalled experts on the subject. It required confinement to a small area for a period of time. No,
not you, the dog. The idea here is based on a dog's denning instinct which resembles that of a
wolf. Supposedly, a dog will not soil his sleeping quarters. Confining him to his quarters while
he's inside the house will then prevent the undesirable behavior. Well, I have tried this method,
and I have two problems with it. One problem is that the dog I have tends to resemble people
more than wolves. In fact, my dog is more domesticated than some people I know. The other
problem I have with this method is that my dog still had accidents in the house when he was not
confined to his "den" in the kitchen. As a result, when no one is home, he spends 100% of his
time on a leash in the kitchen. At least he can see the T.V. from this area, as long as I leave the
remote control within his reach.
Since the confinement method didn't work, I needed more false hope. This brings me to my
second attempt which you are also welcome to try. No, it has nothing to do with returning the
dog to the shelter. If you are anything like me and you become attached to an animal ten seconds
after meeting one, you know that the shelter is not an option. So the next step I took was to play
amateur dog psychologist. Remember Pavlov's dog experiment with negative reinforcement?
Animal behaviorists say proper correction of a dog's negative behavior is the solution to breaking the bad habit. For instance, when you find evidence of the dog's crime on your carpet, point
it out to him and scold him. Immediately take the criminal outside and show him where you
want him to relieve himself. This theory makes sense, doesn't it? Hopefully, when you try it,
your dog won't suffer from an ailment in canines called submissive urination. This occurs when
a dog accidentally "leaks" when frightened or excited. My dog experienced this aggravating
condition, and I often had two messes to clean up for the price of one.
My last attempt at correcting my dog's problem was to ask the vet. Unfortunately, most vets
readily admit to having little expertise with behavioral issues concerning animals. The vet just
suggested the methods of housebreaking I had already tried unsuccessfully. I listened to the familiar advice with a cynical ear. I couldn't be fooled twice.
I seriously considered diapering the dog, but how would I explain it to company? Besides, diapers could get expensive. I had already spent a small fortune on books, housebreaking aids,
and carpet cleaning. The frustration 1 felt was, well, frustrating!
Eventually, the accidents my dog had became fewer and fewer. I still think there is a true
method for housebreaking that I just never found. If you are ever in need of advice on this sub
3

ject, you will find hope in the many products out there claiming to be the answer you are looking
for. Go ahead and give them a try. There's also some swampland in Florida you might be interested in buying!

tell them you have never fallen before. You just wanted to see what it was like. If no one is
around, crawl to the nearest stationary object and pull yourself back to your feet. Try again until
you get the feel of Rollerblading.
•1
Last, but not least, remember that practice makes perfect. In a short time, you will be skating
like a pro, stress-free and totally, radically cool.

Second Place
Cool Blades
by Carol Cooper
Rollerblading is cool! If you do not own a pair of K2 Extreme Flights or Rollerblade Microblades, you are lacking in the area of good, wholesome, cool fun. It is also a great stress reliever.
All your usual stress will be instantaneously replaced with the fear of severe bodily injury!
First, you must go to an expensive sporting goods store. Second, proceed to the Rollerblade
department. Choose a pair of blades with a cool name but way above your skill level. While
you are looking for your blades, carry on a conversation with the salesperson. Pretend, all the
while, that you understand every word.
Next, choose safety protection equipment. I recommend elbow pads, wrist protectors, and
knee pads. \Yhen you .don all this garb, yo.u will look ~diculous. However, you will likely return home wlth no bru1ses and no broken hmbs. Your msurance agent will appreciate this.
The ~ext step should never b.e skipped or compromised in any manner. Find a park with
FLAT Sidewalks. Sure, those h1lls look easy enough. They provide a great physical workout.
~nfortunately, they ha~e a down s.ide. You will recognize the down side, soon after you begin to
p1ck up speed. You w1ll soon real1ze you are on the brink of exceeding the legal speed limit in
37 states. Your life will begin to pass before your eyes in the most unpleasant way. I recommend you trust me on this point.
,
Consider going alone the first time you go to the park. At the very least, do not go with a
child. Chil~n willla_ugh, point, and ridicule you until your last trace of confidence deserts you.
After locatmg the nght park, you are ready for the next step. Be sure to park in an area that
~oes. not re9ui~e. crossing a street to reach the sidewalk. After you spend the flfSt half hour get!mg mto th1s nd1culous get-up, remove from your mind any idea that this is just like roller skatmg.
Next, hold on to your car, a telephone pole, or any other stationary object, as you move toward the sidewalk. Do not loosen your death grip or attempt to stand unsupported until you have
looked to be sure no potential witness is near. If someone is watching, continue to lean on the
pole or sign. Pretend to be resting after a long, vigorous skating workout. When you are sure
you are completely alone, attempt to stand unsupported. If you fall, crawl back to the pole or
sign and pull yourself back to your feet.
If you ar~ still on your feet after a minute or two, it is time to begin. CAUTION. Do not put
your. ha~ds ~~ your pockets to prevent them from comically flailing around your body. Your naturalmsunct 1s to use your arms for balance. If you quell this instinct by putting your hands in
your pockets, YOU WILL FALL.
Begin to propel yourself forward by pushing one skate outward. Raise it slightly off the sidewalk. The other skate should remain on the surface. Repeat, using the opposite skate. Alternate
these moves until your speed approaches "scary," then coast. While coasting, begin considering
stopping methods.
One method is to use the brake supplied with the skates. You will find it mounted on the
back of the right skate. This method is safe only for those who are coordinated. For the rest of
us, the second method works as well. It also saves unnecessary embarrassment. This method is
r~ferred to as aT-stop. Perform this ma~euve~ by placing the left skate immediately behind the
nght at a 90 degree angle. Slowly, drag 1t unul your speed slows and you come to a stop. If this
method appears to be failing, immediately move toward the grass. Gracefully step off the sidewalk onto the grass. There is a slight chance you will remain on your feet. If that seems unlikely, go ahead and fall. The safety gear will prevent most serious injury. If anyone sees your fall,
4

Third Place

Down the beach I run
by Cynthia McAlister

,,

My heart lives on the Texas barrier islands. There are the long, wind-swept, sandy beaches,
the omnipresent sea breeze, sticky with salt, and the miles and miles of white capped breakers
crashing in an ancient and unending ritual of depositing debris upon the beach and sweeping it
away again: and these call to my soul.
I am bathed in warm golden sunlight, wrapped in cooling Gulf breeze, as it blows through my
hair. Sand is under my feet and between my toes, and I can hear the splash of the ocean as it laps
upon the swash zone that is the place where the sea joins the land. Now I cannot keep myself
from engaging in that relaxing, meditative, self-hypnotic activity called beachcombing, and so I
haunt the beach, at sunrise and at sunset, searching always for sea-treasure, shells, an unusual
glass bottle, a piece of driftwood, or perhaps a piece of eight from a pirate ship lost at sea forever.
I stroll down the beach enveloped in her earthly sensuality. She is a temperamental, or fickle,
woman, yielding on some days, whole, or unusual shells, sometimes sand dollars, lettered olives,
an occasional purple jainthina, and maybe sea beans. Some days I must content myself with appreciation of the multitudinous coquinas, small multi-colored bivalves that live in the swash
zone, appearing briefly as the ocean sucks the waves back, before burying themselves in the wet
sand.
I knew most of the common shells by the time I was eight years old because I learned to love
beachcombing from my mom. Whatever other things Mama and I disagree on,-- she usually has
the upper hand in our relationship, telling me what to think and how to feel, seeming always to
be watching me to point out my next mistake-- we enter the same level when we beachcomb together. Our eyes sweep in unplanned and unspoken arcs across the sand, covering all the areas
around and in front of us, combing the beach for things. We delight when one of us makes a
good find, a fresh shell still shiny with life. The too familiar rivalry is conspicuously absent.
And for awhile we enjoy one another's company.
Night beachcombing is an enchanting experience. At night we are not combing for shells.
We walk in the swash zone, in the reflection of the moonlight, watching the sand for tiny luminescent pqints of light that are single-celled creatures called Noctiluca. They appear periodically, depending upon the time of year and phase of the moon, in the sand and in the surf. When
they are agitated, in the splash of the waves, or when I step on the wet sand, they light up my
foot print in blue sparkles. Down the beach I run, leaving a trail of blue stars behind.
If the sea sirens call, and you are inexplicably pulled to the coast, you can enter the magic
world of the beachcomber. You need only your desire and a way to get to the beach. You can
find a makeshift bucket in the sea debris. Add sunscreen and a hat and you are ready to spend a
few hours in quiet rapport with Mother Earth.
5
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The Plait
by LaNese M. Hagerich
"Here," she said, thrusting a very worn and ancient department store bag into my hand, "I
knew you would be the only one to want this." Internally pained, o .k. she was probably right,
but I always hated it when she was. "She is so weird, this is the kind of thing only she would
want," she continued, speaking over my head to my husband. "Did you know she was this weird
when you married her?" I didn't speak because the betrayal of pleasure was on my face, that
was clear by her delight. I had opened the bag and couldn't keep the pleasure from her any
more.
"Oh, Mom .. .l wondered what had happened to this... the last time I saw it was so long ago, .. .l
only really understand what it means now."
My great-grandmother died about ten years ago. When my family went to Kansas to 'take
care' of her belongings, I was not involved. Most of her things had been dispersed years ago
among the rest of us, and I had been given a few of her treasures then. My grandfather had
given me her pump style player piano and the ' wedding ring' quilt she had made for her trousseau, along with some old photos of her family. Her name was Flora.
Unlike a flower, she was tall and straight with dark skin, eyes, and when I knew her, smokey
gray hair. She was half Crow Indian, married to a white man, an engineer. He gave her twin
sons. My grandmother said she was mean, she could tell because her crochet stitches were so
tight. But I remember seeing her smile. I know she wasn't proud of her blood {the family kept it
a secret until we were adults) and that she spoke seldom and saw her life as a hard one. Her religion was strict, and the God she bowed her head to was proud and unbending like her.
I went to see her one time with my family, but the darkness in her house frightened me so,
that I never went back. I remember cheek was soft like a crumpled plum and smelled of roses.
Her hands were long and dark with pink palms and a lavender cameo ring on the right pinkie.
Her wedding ring was worn thin by years of work and her prayers.
She touched my hair and looked at my mother and said, "Such lustrous hair, she will be a
beauty." Her words rained on me like dew on parched ground.
"Beauty is as beauty does, she is like the girl with the curl on her forehead, 'when she is good
she is very good, but when she is bad... . We want her to be beautiful on the inside, not vain and
persnickety about her appearance ... ," blurted my mother.
"This child is beautiful," said my grandmother.
Oh, how she made me feel! So full of myself, I had something I could be, I already was. She
had given me part of myself, something I could never lose, something to be proud of...all mine.
She made me believe it was so.
My father snorted, "She's a tomboy! She has all the neighborhood boys cowed back home.
Beautiful! Haha!"
Only my grandmother looked at my eyes and saw how much I wanted to be, and she smiled.
In the 1920's when women began 'cropping' their hair and flapping their way to equal rights,
independence, freedom from enslavement from a white male-dominated society, the American
world was rising to great expectations and exuberant hope. Flora was almost thirty years old.
She was old enough to run a home, care for older family members, rear her sons to be young
men, and demand the right to vote and own property. She never learned to drive. She was forty
when her youngest twin was killed in an auto accident, and my grandfather said she was never
the same after that. She lived poor through the Depression and WWU, through the assassinations
of great men (whom she believed in) and the Vietnam debacle; she frowned upon McCarthyism
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and communism, and muttered her disbelief over each succeeding year of war and violence. She
became more silent when my great-grandfather died in 1962, and after that she lived alone.
"Do you know what it is?" my husband asks. Jumping, I realize I haven't spo~crn, and he
reaches for the bag. "Don't... " Too late, he sees the contents .
. "Yuck! ~hat is that thing!" Poor thing, his clever face all twisted up with repugnance, he
Withdraws h1s fingers swiftly, wiping them unconsciously on his shirt. He is quite shocked and
eerily amused.
.. M.om chimes in, "You see, I told you she was weird when you married her!" Triumphantly,
she IS the only person I know who would want something like that."
"Mot~er," I manage with poise, "if I didn't know better, I'd say you were almost proud of
ho~ 'weud' I am! But please, I am trying to have a blessed reverie, a sacred moment, remembenng her, and you guys are really bursting time's immemorial bubble."
"That is the grossest thing I've ever seen in a long time ... that is truly grisly," says my adoring
and loyal husband.
. At this point, my poise (an unstable entity) scrams in the face of my discomfiture. "Oh right!
Like those stuffed animals and heads with your chest full of little animal parts and freezer stuffed
with skins and bodies to be stuffed isn't disgusting, ....dear!"
"Children," carols mother in her unmusical voice, "don't quarrel, marriage is a system of..."
"No lectures on connubial bliss!" I'm screaming now.
"What's connubial?"
"Please!" Conciliation is in order, I think.
I reach my hand into the bag, "Here honey, feel it, it is like mine .. .I never knew where I got
this, I've always wondered only it is black, red-black and wavy."
"I am not going to touch it."
"Please, it is just like mine, oh it smells like cedar and moth balls ... "
"Well," Mom again, "I've got to run, your father is always anxious when I'm late."
"You are always late! Anyway, thank you so much for stirring up my happy home."
"My dear wife, there are things that even a strong man cannot endure."
"Geez you sound pompous! All I am asking is that you appreciate the story and history behind this artifact."
"That isn't an artifact, it is a relic and should have been buried with the woman, not left behind."
"No, no, she cut it off in the twenties, it was probably the first time it had ever been cut...it
meant so much to a woman back then. Look if I hold it to the nape of my neck, it drops all the
way to my calves."
"My dearest love, put that scalp thing away. I realize that she was an Indian, but that is no
reason to have such a trophy."
"No m?re jokes.. .l'm feeling tearful and misunderstood here... she saved it for many reasons,
one of wh1ch she was finally allowed to cut it, i.e. freedom. Another is that she knew it was
beautiful, and she never wanted to forget it" I put the hair back in the bag gently, folded it and
placed it in my hope chest... musty with all the momentos of thirty years and five generations.
Maybe my daughter will be weird like me.
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Second Place

Numbness
by Diana Geller
"Can you get pregnant the first time?'' she asked suddenly. They were in Donny's room.
Mom and Dad wouldn't be back until real late.
"Did you use a rubber?" How can he sit there so calm? she thought. Did he hear what I
said?
"No, but we--you know, he pulled out before--you know ... " She took a long drink of her beer
and picked at the gold label on the bottle's neck. It peeled off easily and she rolled the paper between her fingers.
"That doesn't work, believe me," he said. She believed him, but she didn't believe it would
happen to her. She knew what she was doing. She was smarter than that. "If you need some,
I've got a bunch," he offered. He reached above his head and pulled another beer from the six
pack on the headboard.
"Do you think I'm too young to be llaving sex?" she asked casually.
He looked at her for a moment. Finally he said, "I don't know. You're only a year younger
than my girlfriend. Fifteen's old enough to know what you want, I guess."
"I think I'm too young," she said. "None of my girlfriends have done it, except me." She had
always felt older in her mind than she was, though. She remembered being about 4 or 5 (she had
to have been about that age because they were living on Chartre street in Madison and she was
with her real family) and having thoughts like adults do. She felt as if she was about 18, then.
Maybe having such a chaotic childhood makes you grow up faster or something.
Angie never dreamed she'd be sitting in her brother's same room four months later staring unbelievingly at this stupid little plastic cup. Th~ cup was trying to tell her (with its round littl~
brown stain at the bottom) that she was most hkely pregnant. The closest she came to graspmg
the true meaning of this was that this might be the most serious trouble she had ever been in.
She had just been to the doctor last week for her tonsils again, so she needed to come up with
something good.
.
"I think I might be pregnant." She couldn't bring herself to look at Dr. Htll's face. Hot tears
started rol.ling quickly down her cheeks before she could even finish the sentence. She had told
Mom the doctor wanted a follow-up throat culture.
"Well, why don't we wait and see what the urine test says," he suggested. The rub?er gloves
each made a separate snapping sound as he put them on. One gloved hand ice-cold wtth K-Y
jelly entered her vagina and tried to (it seemed) grasp his other hand ~hich .was palming ~er abdomen. Angie imagined his two hands holding a baby beneath her skm. Hts fingers outlined
and held her hard uterus. She knew suddenly it was true. She wondered what her Catholic boyfriend was going to think of her next move. Dr. Hill confirmed it and assured her that he would
not tell her parents but would let her handle it.
When she told Kevin, he cried and quietly agreed to her plans for an abortion. She spent the
rest of the hot afternoon looking through the stacks of old newspapers on the patio for the article
she had seen about that clinic in Cincinnati.
The next five or six days were a complete blur in her memory. She felt numb and dissociated
from her feelings and thoughts. She felt physically removed from her body. Years later she
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would describe it as drifting in a thick fog, unable to see or hear or feel anything.
Her best friend, Jacqueline, took her to the clinic the first day. You were supposed to come
for counseling the first day and have the actual abortion the second day. In case y"du changed
your mind, Angie guessed. Jacqueline had already turned sixteen and was allowed to drive one
of the family's three pick-ups occasionally. Jacqueline was so upset that she barely spoke during
the 40-minute drive to the city. That was okay with Angie, though. She had a lump in her throat
so large she was having a hard time even exhaling without letting little whimpers escape her.
There were three other females in the waiting area: a young black woman with a small unruly
child, a large, unattractive middle-aged woman with inky-looking hair reading People, and a girl
about Angie's age sitting with a guy. The guy's eyes were red and his face appeared swollen
from crying. The girl had her head agains.t his chest and just stared toward the wall seemingly
not even blinking. Jacqueline had refused to come in with her.
"Pamela," came from the direction of the reception window. No one got up. Angie suddenly
realized they were wanting her. She had given a fake name when she made the appointment. It
was probably silly, but she really did not want any way for her mom to find out about this. Pamela was her oldest sister's name. She took the last name, Steiner, from a girl she had met at Junior Leader camp last summer. She had had to come up with an address and phone number, too.
She decided to be from Lawrenceburg.
"How are you doing?" the tall woman with the green sweater over her white nurse's uniform
asked as she led her into a small examining room with beige walls.
"Okay, I guess," Angie replied.
"My name is Beverly and I'm going to take some of your blood to be sure you are pregnant,
and then we'lllet you talk to one of our counselors to make sure you really want to terminate
your pregnancy. Okay?' Angie was hoping Beverly didn't really want her to answer the question, but she did nod her head just in case.
The rest of the two hours she spent at the clinic consisted of listening to a counselor explain
all the options she had: keep the baby, adoption, abortion, etc. They even talked about methods
of birth control to prevent subsequent pregnancies. They also filled a prescription for her for
some medication for a yeast infection. The last thing they did was to insert an organic root of
some kind into Angie's cervix to help her in dilating to make the D and C (this they slurred together like it was one word) easier. At this time they stressed how extremely important it was
for her to return the next day and have the abortion or at least to have the root removed.
Jacqueline gave Angie a weak smile as she climbed into the truck. You could tell she just
wanted her part in this to be over. You couldn't blame her. Nobody wants to have to deal with
this.
Jacqueline dropped her off at the bottom of the driveway, and she walked slowly up the hill
wondering what she should do with the pill bottle. She didn't carry a purse, and she was wearing
a pair of gym shorts without pockets and a skimpy little summer top. She knew her mom would
be awake by now and probably wondering where she was. She came around the end of the patio
through the carport and quickly tossed the pill bottle into the dog food bag (Sunshine Dog Food-Nutritionally Complete!), took a cautious breath and went into the house, banging the screen
door behind her.
"Where' have you been?" An immediate assault.
"I was with Jacqueline. We had to go to this girl's house in Lawrenceburg to work on our
project for Junior Leaders. I thought I told you."
"Now you know you didn't tell me any such thing." She had her lips pursed like she usually
did before she hauled off and hit you for smarting off or something.
"I'm sorry, I thought you knew."
"I don't like this sneaking around while I'm asleep. I want to know if you go anywhere with
anyone."
"Okaaay."
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She went upstairs and crept onto her bed suddenly exhausted. How was she going to get out
of the house again? She would just have to go and deal with th-. .
,
"Angela!" An actual scream. Angie couldn't mov~;
.
"What?" her voice rasped. She cleared her throat. What? Louder th1s Ume.
"Get down here!" Angie walked to the top of the stairs and looked arher mo~ s~andwg at the
bottom holding a prescription pill bottle in her right palm away from he_r body as 1f 1l wer~ ~orne
thing that might jump at her. "What is this?" she demanded. "Jason sa1d he saw you put 1t 1n the
dog food. What kind of crap are you trying to pull?"
That little shit! Why can't he mind his own business? God, I hate his guts! "'~hat's Pamela
Steiner's. She left it in Jacqueline's truck. I knew I would see her before Jacqueline would, so I
took it."
"Why did you hide it?" She sat down at the desk beneath the stairs and started thumbing
. .,
.
through her med_ical book to. see ~hat kind ~f drug it ~~s. .
"I don ' t know. I guess I JUSt d1dn 't feel hke explawwg 11. I think she sa~d 11 s for a bladder
infection or something."
"Well you're right. It's an antibiotic. I still don't like all this sneakiness. If you want to go
somewhe're, you need to wake me up and ask me. Do you hear me?"
"Yes, I hear you."
When they got back from Cincinnati Kevin dropped her off down t~.e road so her. mom .
wouldn't see them. "Everything's gonna be fine. Ill talk to you later. He was c_rywg and h1s
words bubbled from his mouth. She wasn't sure how she felt yet. She was very tired.
She started walking toward the house and knew that the anesthetic was beg~nning to ~ear off.
She could feel tiny little cramps begirtning to grip her abdomen. The huge s~mtary_n~pkw, already soaked with blood, felt grotesque between. her l~gs. All the way ba_ck ~~ K_evw scar s~e
kept seeing that long clear tube with blood an~ httle p1~ces ~f fetal matenal z1pp_1ng through 11.
She could feel the curettes scraping and scrapwg. She 1magwed the doctor holdmg a handful of
those long skinny butcher knives like Dad had in the kitchen drawer under the stove, and he was
.
jamming them up into her uterus and twisting them around in circles.
She glanced up at her parents' bedroom window on the secon~ floor. ~om ~oul~ certawly
be up by now. Angie decided she was lucky her mom was workmg the mght sh1ft th1s week.
She opened the back door, stepped through, and listened as the door snicked closed behind her.

•
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Third Place

Of All the Luck
by Denise LaRae
A woman answers her door to find two men there. One is dressed in flowing black robes
and the other is wearing an F.B.I. type business suit and glaringly polished shoes. "Hello?"
The man in robes says, "Hail thou goddess of lost causes. We pray your attendance."
"I beg your pardon?"
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The man in the suit breaks in: "Are you Jenna Prescott, social security number 555-12-3456?"

,,

•1
"Yes I am."
Robes: "Then you are our goddess and we crave your presence."
"You crave my what? Did John put you up to this? Well you had better tell him to stop it.
don't find this at all amusing and I don ' t want to hear from him again."
Suit: "Wait! Please don't go."
"Why not?"
"Because John did not send us. You really are our goddess of lost causes."
''I'm what?!?"
Robes: "You are the ultimate embodiment of hopeless hope."
"I am not!"
Suit: "We'll prove it ma'am. Who were you hoping would win this last superbowl?"
"Well, naturally I was hoping the Cowboys would win."
"And did they win?"
"Don't be smart."
"Have you been a Cowboy fan for long?"
"No, I used to be real into them but they kept losing and I lost interest."
"When did they start winning?"
"I don't know, I had lost track by then."
"We have reason to believe that they began to win again when you lost interest."
"What a rude thing to say!"
"Ok, we'lllook at something else. Politics for insta nce ... Now that the Republicans have
seized control of the House of Representatives in Washington, the state legislature, and the governorship of Texas, what would you say your political leanings are?"
"Well, urn, actually I admit I am very liberal--but that doesn't prove anything, lots of people
are Democrats."
"Ok, let's look at something personal and specific to you. Have you ever had a decent longlasting relationship?"
"Well, no. But that doesn't mean I've given up hope."
Robes: "No, of course not! That is your attribute. That is the essence of your power."
"What do you mean?''
Suit: "Back to your relationships. Particularly the last two. The relationship before your latest. .. you fell in love, right?"
"Yes."
"Did you have any hope of having that love returned?"
"Well, no. You see, we were both really honest with each other. I was in love and he wasn't
and didn't want to be."
"And what happened?"
"Well, he fell in love with me and we were both really miserable because he didn't want to
be in love with me, and I knew he didn't want to be in love with me. I found him in bed with another woman, he broke my heart, we broke up, and now I don't love him anymore, but he's decided that I'm the only one he'll ever love now and he wants me back."
"And what about your current relationship?"
"Well, we were really honest with each other about how we feel. I'm terribly in Jove, he's
not. And every time we're together he breaks out in a rash and itches."
"I see. Do you still want to be in the relationship?"
"Yes."
"Do you have any hope of a positive resolution to it?"
"Well...no."
"See, you are the ultimate symbol of lost causes. We've been looking for you for years."
"How did you find me?"
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"Voting records."
"Oh. If I am what you claim, then why on earth did you want to find me?"
"Your existence was theorized by a government panel, and we're with a special branch of
the government that was created to locate you."
"Why?"
"Well for one thing, we are supposed to make sure you don't start playing the stock market
Originally they t~o.ug~t if you just in yes ted in the f~reign market that we would be all right, bu;
computer analysis Indicates that any Interest from you at all would be likely to lead to the financial disintegration of all current world powers."
::oh my, god. You're ba~ically saying I'm a ~>ne-perso~ Armageddon."
N~ rna am, a~tually, ast~e from matters whtch can be mfluenced by public opinion you really ~~n tactually tnflu~nce thmg~ at all. But _o f course, m?st things c~n be influenced by public
optmon .. But what we d really !J~e to do--astde from paymg appropnate homage to you, of
course--IS to study you and your mfluence on those around you."
"Study me? How?"
::well for instance, you ?ad just bought tickets for a vacation in Kobe, Japan, right?"
Yes. ~h no! You d?n. t mean to tell me that I caused that horrible earthquake!"
. Robes: no, oh most _dtvme one; however, we believe that your interest would be a good pre~Ictor of suc_h natural dtsasters. By your very nature you are drawn to lost causes, hopeless situauons, and bhnd alleys."
"I'~ ~urprise~ that you don't want to have me destroyed."
Sun: No, ~a am. In fact when word of you gets around, we expect you to have a large and
grateful followmg."
"Why on Earth would you think that?"
"Because l?sers will know now thlH there is a divine force which--though it may not help--at
least sympathizes. You ~re the patron goddess of unlucky gamblers, lotto players, people who
get conned, the unlucky-m-love, and everyone else who has always felt alone in their misery
¥!~think you'll be a wonderful natural resource. But we have a request to make of a rather ~en
sttlve nature."
"What's that?"
"Robes: "We beseech thee, oh goddess, to renounce thy citizenship before thy followers be
overwhelmed and succumb to the nature of thy power."
"I beg your pardon?"
Suit: "What he means ma'am, is that it's a matter of national security. We can't afford to
haye you known as a citizen of the U.S."
"Why not?"
. "Because if you are known as a U.S. citizen we fear repercussions from foreign powers. Also
1f Y?U are a kn?wn ~.S. citiz~n, we're afraid public opinion will destroy the economy, foreign
policy, domesttc pohcy, and 1n short wreak general havoc with the state of the nation."
"Oh. Well, what are you going to do with me?"
:·we're not sure ~xa~tly. We had the computer working on it, but it seems to have contracted
a VIrus. We were thwkmg of entempling you on an abandoned and isolated island in the Pacific."
" You mean like a tropical island? Cool! When do I go?"
. "Well, arra~g~ments will have to be made of course. It will take a little while to provision the
Island and equ1p It properly, and of course it will all have to be kept top secret."
. "Well! I have lots of shopping to do... swimsuits, tanning oil, munchies. Can I take my boyfnend?"
"No ma'am. There will be no people on the island with you."
"Why not?"
"We can't afford to let you endanger the welfare of a private citizen like that. In fact we'll
need to find good homes for any pets you may have now."
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"You mean I can't ever get romantic again? And why can't I have my pets?"
"The S.P.C.A. would have our necks if it becomes known that you're subjecting
innocent and
l
helpless animals to your talents."
.
"Why?"
.
. .
"Ma'am, out of all of your relationships with people or animals, can you honestly say that
anyone ever benefited?"
"What do you mean?''
"Well, your first boyfriend, for instance. What happened to him?"
"Well he got into drugs and alcohol really bad. His personality sort of disintegrated, he became a lowlife and then he left me for an older woman."
"We happen to know that he contracted AIDS and gave it to several people (including the
older woman) before he died."
"Oh, how horrible!"
"Yes ma'am, and we believe it was a direct result of having lived under your aura for an extended period of time. Your male cats have all developed feline AIDS and spread that disease
around to the general population, with the exception of the cat that was neutered. He developed
a urinary obstruction and died. Your ex-husband was, at one time, a productive member of society. Then, when he married you, he was in an auto wreck (which was not his fault), he became
addicted to prescription pain medication, started filing nuisance law suits, and in short became an
unpleasant drain on society. Your last boyfriend was injured on the job and became such an obnoxious person that he was evicted from his apartments because they disliked him so much, his
lawyer fired him, and taxi drivers routinely kick him out of their cabs rather than be closed up in
a cab with him. All in all, due to existing data, we feel it will be better for you and society as a
whole if you forbear future relationships, be they personal or pet. We will supply you with any
mechanical aids necessary to ensure your comfort."
"What do you mean?"
"Vibrators, ma'am."
"Oh."
"Also, since it will be about a month until we can get you settled on your island, and you're
going to have to stay somewhere, I was wondering if you would do a favor for me."
"A favor?''
"Yes ma'am. You see I've just been through this really nasty divorce and my wife got everything. If you would consent to stay with her for the next month, not only would we have a
chance to study the effect of your proximity to another person on a short-term basis, but it would
personally make me feel much better."
"I couldn't do that!"
"I'll pay you!"
"No!"
"Please ... you've got to stay somewhere."
"From what you've told me, Alcatraz would be a good place for me."
"No ma'am, it was considered. It's too popular as a tourist attraction . Someone is going to
have to suffer--wouldn't you rather it be one person as opposed to a whole industry?"
"You know, you're absolutely right. If someone has to suffer, it should just be one person.
Are you a very patriotic person?"
"Yes~ I am. Why?"
"Just how much would you be willing to sacrifice for your country?"
"Wait a minute, ma'am. I'm a representative of your country and I'm here to help you, but I
don't like what I think you're thinking."
"You're a representative of the country that wants me to renounce my citizenship but is still
telling me where to live, what to do, and that I can't ever have a relationship with another person
or even pet again. But you want to study me, to protect your country from me, and to personally
use my 'abilities' to cause someone else pain. Just what lengths are you willing to go to in order
13
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to ensure my cooperation? I think we should spend a lot of 'quality' time discussing this matter.
If I'm a goddess and you're going to "pay appropriate homage to me" shouldn't I have a consort? And after all, as a representative of your government, you're not exactly considered a 'private citizen' are you?"
"Look, I'm not interested at all. I'm just here to do my job."
"I've always been attracted to the unattainable."
"You're kind of cute too. I don't think I could have picked a -more appropriate consort on my
own."
"But...but...I...no, I mean you can't..."
She turns to the man in black flowing robes. "What do you think? Is that too much of a sacrifice for your country?"
The man in robes smiles. "The goddess has chosen. May heaven have mercy on us all." He
bows, turns, and walks rapidly away, wishing (over his shoulder) a pleasant good night to them
both.

Honorable Mention
Moved, But Not Moving
by Bruce William~

'

If I had followed you
listened to you
turned and quietly changed
I would have seen
I would have known
I would have heard the white water
running across my body
holding me
' healing me
whispering to me its cold secrets
But you,
you and your hands
you would have slapped me
you would have hit, scratched and pulled
you would have beaten me with a violence
born of frightened frustration
I am deceived as I am deceiving
confused, as I am confusing
moved, but not moving
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Honorable Mention

Trees and Other Friends
by Michael Griffin
The animals are running scared and a friend of mine has been killed in the name of progress.
But acceptance is the key to happiness and I cannot afford to harbor bitterness anymore. My
love for trees and the small pockets of nature in our municipality is an unconditional love. It is
not a love that needs spiritual maintenance or religious study. It is just there as if inherited and
therefore involuntary.
Back in the day before the rust colored ring hovered on the horizon, there was a very special
tree at the comer of Lynda Ln. and Cooper St. in Arlington. I would speak to that tree every day.
Maybe not verbally, maybe not out loud, but there was always communication. Since the tree
couldn't respond, it was just understood tht it was just a very wise, very old, and a very experienced being. I had never known a grandfather, or for that matter, a decent father figure, so the
tree at that comer was my grandfather. He held me anytime I wanted to be held. He was strong
enough to hold me for hours, so I could watch the perpetual parade on the street below. He was
a majestic fellow.
One day construction started on that corner, and the grandfather tree was toppled onto its left
side. Its leaves were straining under the shock; its roots groped helplessly toward the sky for
nourishment. I was infuriated. I could tell some of the local squirrels weren't too happy either.
The only way I knew to retaliate was to use some slang sign language on the unsuspecting and
innocent construction workers. A few days later, a "Vicker's" sign appeared. Now all the good
people in the Cooper St. parade could admire the new sign. That night I climbed up on that sign.
I watched the revelers go by from twenty feet above and anesthetized the pain of my loss. The
world wasn't fai r. Vicker's went out of business.
The woods I played in as a child didn't survive the test of time either. Over the years one
small encroachment after another, like five yard penalties in a football game, rendered the woods
much less significant. And, of course, the rusty ring is all but permanent now, but I guess all the
newcomers are happy in their apartments and their newer, larger, and much improved church.
Recently I was out for a jog. I usually run a route that takes me by my favorite field. It is
huge, probably a square mile in area. It is as flat, and as golden, and as impressive as you would
ever want a field to be. On this particular day there was a coyote in the middle of the field. He
was standing facing away from me looking over his shoulder. I could just tell that he was confused. To the north, the field was bordered by I-20, to the west, highway 360, and to the east
was Great Southwest Prkwy. To the south, and probably his best bet for survival from humanity,
was my neighborhood. I understood exactly what he was feeling. I know what it feels like to
have to make a decision when there are too many directions to choose from. I decided to try to
persuade him to run south by jogging into the field towards him. He loped away from me a few
yards while still looking over his shoulder and stopped. I then decided to let him find his own
way because that's the way I would do it. The rest of my run wasn't the solitary meditation that
it usually is. It was more spiritual in quality. Everything was as it was supposed to be.
My beloved field is zoned commercial now and is up for sale. I guess it's just a matter of
time before a Wai-Mart or a Minyard's goes up. Next to them will be the seamstress, excited
about her new business, then the one-hour photo, and then, of course, comes the inevitable fast
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food race. All I can do, since I am not an activist, is hold my memories like those of childhood
or of children and cherish them. I will not let the vision of the coyote in the field slip away. I
will remember the field as a field before it was a zone and accept the progress. I hope the coyote
found a reasonable facsimile of a wilderness safely. As I have in the past, I will too.

have been a good half second, the car came to rest facing the wrong way in the road with both
driver side tires hitting the curb with a bump.
My. wife's recently done hair had been swept straight back, and her eyes were-racing back and
forth like the cartoon character whose eyes kept going round and round in his head after they had
stopped spinning..I'm sure I didn't l.ook much better with the blood drained out of my face.
Both of our breathing patterns were JUSt low enough to keep us from hyperventilating.
From the back seat came a childish voice saying, "What the hell."

Honorable Mention

cycles
Holly Salas
you
brought me home azaleas,
which grow then
bloom then
i.
die.
threw them out
before the bloom
odd.
that you wonder
why.

The Excursion
by Malcolm Norman
My son Michael was going on three years old, and just learning to talk in short sentences. He
would sit in his carseat that hung over the rear seat of our station wagon, and either chatter away
to himself, or just sit quietly and observe the world as it went rushing past his window. Sometimes he would actually speak out with a question or phrase that my wife and I could understand.
It was about this time that I realized that anything I said would almost always be repeated, and
working in industry with other men, the language would sometimes get worse than even I would
want to use.
I was constantly being reprimanded by my wife for using such specialized terminology.
"Don't you know Michael will start repeating what you say," she would tell me.
I tried my best to limit the foul language to a seldom used "Dammit," or "What the hell."
"What the hell" was usually used to express my surprise, as when I would come home from
work and find that my wife had started a minor project, such as building another room onto the
house and already having one of the walls tom out.
"Dam mit" was used for smaller incidents, such as going through every tool in the tool box,
yet not finding the one socket that would take the entire engine together, only to find out that my
wife had stored it in the third drawer in the kitchen. It seems that the various expletives were
often used around a motor vehicle.
. Cars and I have never gotten along very well, although I considered myself to be a fairly good
driv,e r, whereas my wife was simply an adequate driver. When we were driving somewhere, I
often"took along a book or magazine so I wouldn't have to watch what was happening on the
road ahead. I still couldn't help but look up at the occasional locking of brakes, or the violent
honking of the horn. My wife's driving has improved greatly, but I consider it miraculous that
none of us were ever hurt.
On one of our regular expeditions to wherever it was we had to go in those days, a summer
thunderstorm had left a thin layer of water on the pavement. My wife was driving, and I was
reading a copy of Field and Stream. Michael was in his carseat contemplating the passing of
trees and buildings. For some reason, I happened to look up as we were approaching an intersection with a signal light. A driver in a pickup had pushed the red light a little too far while making his left hand turn in front of us. Locking brakes and half worn tires did little to help the car's
performance on dry pavement, much less rain soaked asphalt. The station wagon started sliding
sideways, and eventually started turning end for end as my wife was turning the steering wheel
from one side to the other to try and control the motion. Hers was a hopeless cause.
I have heard other people say that in an accident event, everything seems to move in slow
motion. I can say from personal experience that this is not true. From the passenger seat, I saw
things moving past in what the television series, Star Trek, would have been warp eight. Good
old American engineering kept the dashboard from coming off in my hands. After what must
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A Reader's Response on "After Apple-Picking"
by Michelle S. Kelty

,,

After reading the poem "After Apple-Picking," by Robert Frost, I had a sense of calm come
over me. I felt that I had finally found a poem that discussed in full what I have endured this fall
se":Iester. It sa~s completely .the action~ I am going to take two days from now. From realizing
he IS finally fimshed, to wanting a relaxmg sleep, and yet, doubting his sense of rest, he lies
down for peace and quiet.
At t~e beginning of t~e poem~ the character has reached his goal of"apple-picking." I canalmost picture the express1on on h1s face of relief. As this semester comes to a close I too am
feeling the same sort of relief. He, as did I, wanted this goal so much, that nothing'el~e w~uld
give us the same satisfaction.
The task is over now, and a yearning for a total relaxing, uninterrupted sleep is there. A sleep
so deep, that all the muscles that were ever used for the previous tasks have completely become
f!1arshmallow and eventually numb. The most outstanding line in the entire poem: "I am overtired/Of the great harvest I myself desired," discusses the total exhaustion that both the character
and I have felt.
He picked an entire orchard; I worked full-time and went to school full-time. Never once did
I have a moment to myself. All my time was spent in textbooks. But I know, just as the character, of the great accomplishment that has been done.
The moment for sleep is here. And yet, he is unsure of the shape it will take. As he rests
"magnified apples appear and disappear," almost as if these images are going to haunt his rest.
The sounds of constant " .. .load on load of apples ... " continues. The constant sounds of "study
this ...:: "write this ... ," "test here ... ," "test there ... ," are rolling around in my head. The character
feels h1s sleep may be troubled, but I know mine will not be. He wonders if it will be like that of
!he woodchuck, " .. .like ~is/Lon,g sleep ... ," or if it will be " ...just some human sleep." I, myself,
mtend to be comatose w1th the 'thoughts of sugar-plums dancing in my head."
I very much enjoyed this poem "After Apple-Picking" by Robert Frost. I was able to reflect
personal experiences through the actions of this character. I would not have changed this semester for the world, but I definitely would not do it over again!
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Honorable Mention
The White Raven

by Patsy Cathey

by Aaron Roe

We're too Old For This!

On a canvas of bright blue
I painted a white raven
but the fragile vase fractured
the music slipped, hit a bad note
and the dancers disbanded, falling
from the thin cliff like embers into the dry grass.
-....:::

Should I question the embers
that burned away the cliilaiiiS?
Every lightswitch which fled to the dark
was found by a hand and exiled into light
and in the light the burning crackle of thought
falls on my shoulder, falls on the feathers
bringing the raven back painted black.

.,
Fingertips
by Stacey Nugent
I let my fingertips outline the contours
of your body
and wished that I could paint
what my fingers see.
Ev~ry curve reminiscent
of a sigha sharp intake of breath
exhaled slowly
and whispered across the night.
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I went into my son's room to wake him up. Wes is six feet two inches tall, and he looks like a
flagpole with a nose. All rolled up in his blanket, it is impossible to tell which end is his head.
Therefore, it is advisable to pull him by the foot, for fear of causing brain damage. When I woke
him up, I just bounced him in the.middle and called his name until he yelled, "Shut up, Mom !"
That let me know (1) he was awake, and (2) which end was the head. Eventually, Wes stuck his
pale, unfriendly face out from under the covers, mumbling something that I couldn't quite make
out about hating school.
The sigh of relief I breathed as he boarded the school bus an hour later was short Ii ved.
Upon arriving home that afternoon, he came dragging into the house with his usual lack of
grace, smacking on his never ending supply of bubble gum and said, "I gotta go to detention Saturday." His mouth was so packed full of gum, I was barely able to understand him.
"What did you do this time?" I asked, not really wanting to know.
. "I wasn't in my seat when the stupid tardy bell rang," came his disgusted reply as he dropped
h1s books on the kitchen table. He promptly stuck his head in the refrigerator.
"Where were you?" I asked, wishing that I could, just once, talk to the end he had in the refrigerator.
"I was looking out the window!" he replied, as he went down the hall toward his room with a
Coke and an undetennined amount of food.
After Wes had closed his bedroom door, his father, Wayne, who was sitting in his favorite
chair, looked at me and said, 'That seems like harsh punishment for just not being in his seat
since he was in the room."
I looked at my dear husband and said calmly, "We don't know exactly what it was that Wes
was doing at that exact time that prevented him from being able to sit down, do we? Was he
throwing spit-balls? Was he hanging out of the window yelling obscenities to passing girls?
Until we have all of the facts, let's not judge the school personnel too harshly."
"Call him back in here and let's find out what he was doing," came Wayne's indignant reply.
I looked at my poor, innocent husband and said, "Don't be absurd. He might tell us. Haven't
you ever heard the old cliche, 'Ignorance is bliss'?"
Deciding not to pursue the subject, I started washing the dishes while my husband went back
to watching television.
That evening, our oldest son, John, who has no children but frequently tells us that we are
raising his little brother wrong, dropped by to pick up his mail. He lives next door.
While he was looking through his mail, I said, "John, your father and I have put a clause in
our will to the effect that if something should happen to both of us at the same time before Wes
is through school, we want him to live with you. We know you would be a good influence on
him."
John wasn't quite as enthusiastic as I had hoped. He just stood there in an apparent state of
shock, speechless.
I hadn't been aware that Wes had walked into the kitchen until I heard him start screaming,
"NO! NO!" as he went running back to his room. Although I know Wes loves his big brother,
he considers John to be somewhat of a square.
John just looked at me, and quietly pleaded, "Please, Mom, stay out of drafts, take care of
yourself and try to hang on just a few more years." Obviously depressed, John left for home.
I guess that did seem like a mean thing to do to a son who has been as good as John, but when
parents are old enough to be their son's grandparents, things like this have to be considered.
From time to time, Wes reminds us, with a look of disapproval, that we are older than any of his
friends' parents. I'm not sure he comprehends the fact that had we thought that way seventeen
years ago, he would be the one who wasn' t born.
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That evening Wes left with one of his friends. He was supposed to be home by ten. One of the
most frightening experiences I have ever encountered in connection with motherhood was when
the phone rang and I heard his cute little voice on the other end, "Mom, I'm going to be late. I
love you!"
All I could think was, "Good grief! What is he up to?" Trying to be understanding, I reminded him that we both had to get up early.
When I am upset or nervous or at loose ends, I cle11n house. B;r the time Wes arrived home
that night, after eleven, my house was spotless and I was working on the laundry. Wayne had already gone to bed.
"Do you want to take your sheets off of your bed so I can wash then?" I asked him as he was
entering his room.
Looking matter-of-factly, he replied, "No! They don't stink yet. When I can smell 'em, I'll
let you wash 'em." It brought to mind the time, several years ago, when I read one of those advice columns where a mother was advised to let her son leave his room in a mess if that was the
way he liked it. The article said that making him clean his room against his will was invading
his privacy, or some such nonsense. Anyway,like an idiot, I took the advice. Wes was overjoyed. However, it didn't take long for his room to get so bad that he had to start sleeping on the
living room couch because his bed was buried. After reminding him that was not part of the
deal, I informed him that he was going to clean his room. Looking like he was going to cry, he
led me to his room. When I saw it, I think I did cry. Anyway, I could understand why he
wouldn't want to clean it by himself, so I told him I would help him. It seemed to take forever,
but then we finally found the bed. Living "smack-dab" in the middle of it was a family of mice.
They were living on Wes's bubble gum, and using the wrappers for nest material. Oh well, so
much for fond memories.
Deciding his having clean sheets wasn't that important at eleven o'clock at night, I decided to
just go to bed. I opened his door to say goodnight. Wes was sprawled out on his bed, and as I
glanced around the room, I though to myself that I know some people think Wes is spoiled just
because his room contains a color television, a VCR, a two-speaker stereo system, and a phone.
All of that was ·not intended to spoil Wes. It was intended to keep him in his room, at the other
end of the house, and to provide desperately needed peace and quiet for his rapidly aging parents.
As I lay in bed in the dark, too tired to sleep, I thought about the fact that Wes is going to be
taking driver's education soon. People tell me that it's when they start dating that parents feel as
if they lose control of a daughter. Having had no daughters, I wouldn't know. However, I know
from past experience with my two other sons that it's when a son starts driving. Wes's father
keeps insisting that Wes won't start driving until he is twenty-five years old. (I wonder if Wayne
also believes in the Easter Bunny.)
My middle son, Jimmy, is married. His wife, Moni, asked me to warn her when Wes started
driving lessons so she could stay off the road.
At least the thought of Wes running away from home is something we never worry about. He
couldn't take his bed, the refrigerator, the microwave, the television, the VCR, stereo and tapes,
and baseball and football cards with him, all of which are necessary to his survival.
As I felt myself dozing off, I remember thinking that instead of having Wes, maybe I should
have just bought a hamster. They don't eat much and they can be kept in a cage.
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Honorable Mention
by Wcs Cathey
Trial by Fire

.I
J

As Joseph made his way through the halls of the state pen, he began looking around, hoping
to sec an exit. There was none, and this was no dream. He realized he couldn't just walk out of
his own free will.
"What time is it?" he mumbled to one of the guards.
"Time for feeding," the guard replied, pushing Joseph through the double doors and into the
cafeteria.
When Joseph entered the cafeteria he felt much like he did .on the eye_ning he visited .his mother in the hospital. He knew that once he entered, the more senous the InJUry, the more time he
would have to spend in that hospital room. In this case, his crime got him ten years with possible
parole in three. Joseph was the rookie, and he was inside with prisoners, some of whom had
been locked behind bars for thirty or forty years now.
As he walked up to the back of the line, he kept thinking about what he had done. The shivers rolling through his body seemed almost impossible to overcom~.
.
.
Tray in hand, he looked down at the meal of the day. It looked l!ke somethmg that m1~ht be
served in the military. He was between two huge muscle men. Netther of them looked like the
kindest man in the world.
"How'd ya' get in here?" one asked, staring down at Joseph.
"Armed robbery," Joseph replied shakily.
"Ya' alone at the scene?" the other man asked.
Joseph looked down at the bars in front of him and closed his eyes as if trying to snap out of a
coma.
"No! I was coming back from a party with my best friend Jim. There was this gas station or
something. Jim drove, swerving, toward the station. I guess the alcohol he drank was gettin' to
him. I was so drunk that I can't remember the complete details of that evening and I guess I
must have passed out because the next thing I remember was being escorted by police and lying
in the back seat of a police car with sirens going."
As Joseph walked out of the line to find a table he spotted one of the men that he had talked to
in line.
"Mind if I sit here?" Joseph asked reluctantly.
"It's open, so sit and see if I care," the husky man repl~ed. Joseph sat down and put his tray
down in front of him but he didn't have much of an appetite.
"Say fell a'," Joseph mumbled to the man sitting across from him at the table.
"What?" the man returned.
"What's the second day going to be like?"
.
"It'll be pure hell just like your fi~t day. or third day. They'~ all_the s~me .~nd you won't bke
getting used to it so if you're the praymg k!nd yo_u better start .domg 1t t~mght.
.
Joseph started thinking about what he d1d agam and how dtfferent thmgs would have been 1f
he had never gone out that night with Jim and got so drunk th~t he co_ulnd't control what was
going on around him. He got up and threw what was left on h1s tray 1_nto the.garbage. He
.
walked over to the comer to be by himself, but the guard told Joseph 1t was tlme to go back to h1s
cell.
..
He had all night to stare at the ceiling of his prison cell as thoughts of death and su1c1de ran
through his mind. He had never been in troublt: like this _before and he wishe~ th~t he hadn't
been out with Jim that night He began wondenng what 1t would have been hke !f h~ ha.d never
met Jim in the first place. Joseph hated Jim so much right th~n and wanted to qUI~ thtnktng about
him but at the same time he couldn't help feeling sorry for J1m, as well, and w1shmg he could
hav; been sober enough to help Jim when he needed it. Joseph knew it was too late. As he lay
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on his bed, staring at the ceiling, he closed his eyes so he couldn't see the hole that he had dug
for himself.
Joseph stood up by the bed and then knelt down in front of it. With knees on the floor and his
elbows on the side of the bed, he started praying aloud hoping that God would answer his plea.
"Dear Father, I am truly sorry for what I did. I realize I deserve my puntshment but maybe
you can watch over Jim for me, and make sure he stays away from _!rouble when he gets out of
that facility that they took him to. I still don't remember what was so bad that we did that got us
into so much trouble, but I guess that's what alcohol does to your mind. Well, I really don't have
much more to say except that I'm sorry for what I said about Jim earlier. It wasn't me talking. It
was my mind and I guess that's sorta like when I got drunk. I guess you know as well as I do
who was doing the talking that night I hope what I said got through up there and maybe you'll
find it in your heart to give me another chance and I know I won't screw it up. Amen."
Joseph got back on the bed. Lying on his back, he waited for his eyes to close. Maybe he
would be able to get a grip on himself and deal with what was happening to him in the morning.
He had been through so much and he really didn't know what to expect from the rest of his time
in prison. For a long time into the night, he lay there until he finally went to sleep, knowing that
this nightmare was real.

First Place
Faceless
by Alicia McGee, Haltom High School.
The doll-maker turns his lights out and goes to bed.
Faces are silent, no words to be said.
Sparkling eyes dim in the deep dark_ night;
Some dolls lie loosely, others hold ttght.
Through the window comes a whi~per of breeze;
A touch of soft light glimmers behmd the trees;
And in the gentle glow the maker's desk is shown,
A faceless porcelain doll sits in a dress neatly sewn.
Her golden hair is the sun, waiting for the dawn;
Velvet and lace and midnight dreams go on,
And though she is dressed as if she were ready to go,
Her face is not yet painted, nothing to show.
And while her maker sleeps in a fog of dreams,
Glittering eyes stare and wonder what faceless means.
Happy or sad with wide sparkling eyes,
Rosy cheeks and red lips that never tell lies.
And suddenly the calm night wildly storms and shakes,
Vicious wind casts the doll to the floor; she s~att~rs and ~reaks.
The doll-maker awakes and holds the porcelatn p1eces wllh tears.
A faceless dream shattered; lost hope found fear.
Faceless. For years she has waited for her final touch;
A face of her own; it meant so much.
Lost in a world of faces; what does it mean?
Hope, fear, and a faceless shattered dream.
Second Place
The Unlucky Substitute
by Matthew J. Self, Keller High School
The chair tilts one way,
Then another,
As his massive frame moves left and right.
His skin is flooded from the sweat,
Of nervousness and bright lights.
All eyes are upon him as he inhales,
And starts. to speak,
But he faits backwards, into the chalkboard.
His skull is cracked, he starts to bleed.
Becoming a human sprinkler.
The children stare in horror,
As their instructor spins around.
While running through the classroom,
The frightened children are watered,
By their substitute's blood,
And they grow and learn.
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and now I'm trapped in the darkness
without the rain to wash me clean.

Third Place
I Celebrate Her

I'm trapped,
inside,
these glass walls of mine,
won't you please take me away?
I can't find the strength-nottoday,nottoday ...

by Takiyah Ford, Trimble Tech High School
Her dark corporeal stretches to the sky, her hair sways low kissing the earth.
Her naked eyes disperse a naked marvelous light.
·
Her home abides on rich soils
and her foundation is established by righteousness.
From my beginning, when there was no depth to my time,
she loved me.
Through her divine teachings of life's labyrinths and interpretations,
I have grown mighty,
I have increased in sound wisdom, and
I have feasted on life's sweet meats.
When my dreams seemed diseased and cureless,
when all my hope was gone,
when I could gaze only in to the nightfall,
and when my broken spirit had dried my bones
and it seemed my heart would beat no longer:
her encouraging words were
overwhelming hands that reached down
down in the dark pit to save me.
'
Through her, my emboldener,
I take the wings of the fascinating morning
and dwell in the firmament.
_
So now, on this glorious new day
I celebrate her,
with unstintedjubilation
I celebrate her.
With soul deep gratitude
I thank her for nurturing me in her womb.
I am grateful for her faithful heart. I try and duplicate her strong spirit
that explodes into the world.
I applaud her lively hope.
I celebrate her,
my angelic mother, for all she is to me.

I sense a fire in your eyes
that cou1d melt this cage of mine,
can you see past the glare?
I know it hurts your eyes.

If you could teach me how to trust,
maybe I could break the glass,
but I know
it's an awfu l lot to ask.
I'm trapped,
inside,
this glass cage of mine,
won't you please take me away?
I don't have the strength-nottoday,nottoday ...

J

Honorable Mention
My Glass Walls
by Melissa Jones, Haltom High School
It started real simple,
build a wall to block the pain;
make it from glass
so I could have the sunshine,
but no rain.

But the rain would not leave
because it could not rain on me,
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Honorable Mention
Only a Transitory Moment
by Rebecca Davis, Haltom High School
What a shock it is when we realize mortality.
Indestructibility but a myth,
Drowned with the Titanic
And rocked as the buildings of Kobe crumbled.
Yet he takes a drink
And slides behind the wheel;
She undresses in passion,
Forgetting responsibility;
And still another pierces his arm
With any needle he can find.
In our youth we are blind to our own fragility.
Even as we age we deny the inevitable,
Inventing instead temporary band-aids.
If we but recognize our fleeting existence
And balance each day with vigor and caution,
Perhaps we will not be so surprised
To find we are but specks of dust,
Infinitely significant, yet able to be blown away
With a single breath.
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Honorable Mention
Helios
by Louis Perez II

.-j_

-'

When upon the cold and restless wind
twilight approaches
and the Greek god Helios
enters his slumber, the clouds exalt
him with various hues of the rainbow
that d ance in perfect rhythm
with beams of light reflecting
his armor of gold.
In his final minutes of glory,
he decrees his defeat
and silently fades
into the mountains of despair.
Softly darkness caresses
the heavens.

First Place
Wishing on Hay
by Re becca Davis, Haltom High School

mined to do. Each week I went to see her dreaming of a new career--astronaut, actress, lawyer,
writer--and she truly believed 1 could achieve any of these goals. Looking at what she had done
•1
with her life, how she overcame her misfortunes, 1 believed what she said.
I remember the day she told me she was going to die. I had come to spend the day with her.
She sat on her sofa, wringing and rubbing her hands as she always did to ease the pain in them.
"The cancer is back."
That was all she had to say. I held her tightly. I was afraid, but being so young, I didn't
know exactly what this news meant. At first I thought she was j ust sick; I was unable to realize
cancer can't be cured like a cold or pneumonia. All she could do was wipe away my tears and
sing to me hoarsely.
The night she died I was in a school talent show. While I was having fun with my friends at
school, my grandmother was struggling for her last breath, all alone. I had always promised to
visit her if she ever had to go to the hospital, to hold her hand and make her laugh. No one told
me how sick she was. Now I would give anything to have one last memory of my grandma--to
tell her goodbye. I don't even remember the last thing I said to her. I hope it was " I love you."
I received my senior portraits last week. As I looked through them, I saw my grandmother-the same blond hair, wide-set eyes, and high cheekbones. Each time I look at myself, I wish she
could see how I' ve grown and what I've become.
When she died I was a sixth grader, a girl only beginning to grow up. As I get older, I miss
her more often. I have so many things I want to ask her. When I graduate, marry, and have children, she will not be there. She will always be with me in my memory, though, and one day I
will tell my own children and grandchildren of her, her strength, and how she inspired me to
never let anything get the best of me. Still, each time I see a great ball of rolled hay in a field
along the highway or some country road, I will remember her words and think to myself:
" Bale of hay, bale of hay,
I wish you never had to go away."

"Bale of hay. bale of hay.
Make a wish and look away."
These we re my grandmother's words. I suppose she learned the m growing up in Oklahoma,
and she passed the rhyme to me when I was young.
My grandmother had a hard life, and o ften may have wished it to be different. When a bright,
playful girl of twelve, she broke her knee jumping from a porc h swing. In a rough and tumble
Oklahoma fa mily of six children, she the only girl, no complaints were allowed. So she made
herself walk, pai nfully and with a slight limp. Howe ver, her body was not so strong as her spirit.
Stepping off a curb, the knee snapped. She collapsed as the bone pushed upward through the
skin.
The doctors recomme nded amputation. She raised her fi nger to he r throat and with a slashing
gesture and said, " If you' re going to take my leg--start c utting here."
She kept her leg, and eventually learned to walk again.
" Can you crack an egg?" she asked me once.
" Sure," I replied as I brought the fragile object down upon the table with all the strength in
my five-year-old body.
I had plastered her kitchen with gooey, clear and yellow egg guts, but she didn 't mind--in
fact, she laughed . She laughed in disbelief at my determ ination. A little girl with he r own face
had her personality, too.
We shared many funny moments like this one. She allowed me to dress up in her o ld clothes
and wear rouge on my chee ks. When we went shopping 1 would ofte n ride in her lap on the electric wheelchair. I always had to honk the hom because she promised to run over anyone who got
in her way. There were always cookies and Cokes at her house, and she even gave me coffee
when we sat down together a t night to watch her fa vorite show, " Golden Girls." She believed it
was a grandm other's respo nsibility to spoil her grandchildren.
But she did far more than just spoil me. She taught me that I could do anything I was deter
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Second Place
Never Entirely Sure
by Jackie Olson, R ichland High School
It can't be all that unusual, now that I think about it. I can't be the only one who's never entirely sure what I think. Ideas in my mind battle each other in a war in which I usually take both
sides. For this reason, I' m not sure whether I'm open-minded or just indecisive. So instead of
using my mind, I sometimes feel forced to come to conclusions based on gut feelings, and, in the
e nd, my biggest fear stands with misunderstandings. Some choices jump out with simple answers. For the kids in Ethiopia, I devour everything on my plate. But why do I want to go to
college?
My sister abandoned T.C.J.C. after a measly two weeks because it interfered with poker night.
No one in my family has ever stri ved for higher education, and they keep trying to prove that I
don ' t need to either since they turned out all right. I hang out with a bunch of goobers who seem
oblivious to the fac t that they have a future for which to prepare. Will they finish high school at
a normal level? Will they ever hold a real job? Will they even wake up in the morning? They
don't care; they all think they're rock stars. I'm always singled out as the quiet, shy, philosophical one because I despise attention. But sometimes it does some good to simply sit back, watch
everyone, and not participate. I learn plenty about people and my own life by doing this.
These friends of mine are so into Jiving life to the fullest and revolving their lives around
music and friends. I must admit they snagged the right idea there. There's no greater feeling I
can recall than leaning against the wind, j iving in the rain, snoozing way past lunch, laughing
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with people who really let me act myse lf, or even driving my obsolete little Ghia and singing to
the cranked-up stereo. Little details make me happiest.
Yet, I couldn't feel the enlightenment or peace I desire from these situations if I couldn't hones tly say I 'd thrown my best effort into my work or if somewhere in the back of my mind I labeled myself a quitter. I could never collect happiness if I threw away my opportunities. Lately,
I've concluded that I'm the only one who honestly knows whereJ can go. I just have to put effort into what's best for myself, whether I'm misunderstood or not. And I guess that's not so unusual at all.
Third Place

Stacker or Tosser?
by Dorothy W. Chan, Richland High School
Bread
Butter
Pork Chops

Lettuce
Bananas
Apples

Milk
Apple Pie
Ice Cream

Did you know that groceries are great storyte llers? You can predict someone's personality
before you've even met simply by studying his/her grocery basket. Grocery store customers
come in two main categories: Stackers and Tossers.
Stackers are generally loners who want to get the job done quickly and painlessly. They almost always have a list, and exhibit the peculiar trait of painstakingly organizing their groceries
in the basket: fruits and vegetables in the little child seat, cereal boxes and cookies behind them,
cans after the boxes, and then meat in little plastic baggies at the far end of the basket. And, of
course, we can't forget the case of soda and inexhaustibly enormous bag of dog food on the bottom of the cart.
Though .I have worked at the grocery store for quite some time (Let's just forget how long,
okay?), I s nll haven ' t been able to determine the reason for the strange organizational behavior
of Stackers. They certainly can't be trying to make the employees' jobs any easier, and if they
had any common sense, they'd know that their groceries won't stay organized. Once at the
checkout, all evidence of their efforts is erased by the cashier. If the customer is lucky, his/her
sa~ker might have half a brain a.nd try to keep the groceries in some kind of order. If not, upon
arnv~l at home, the customer will face the garga ntuan task of extracting eggs, apples, milk, and a
seem1ngly infinite number of cans and boxes thrown helter-skelter into every nook and cranny of
the trunk. He/She will grumble about the poor service, carefully rearrange the groceries and almost religiously s tore them in their special places, vow never to shop there again, and promptly
show up at his/her usual time the next week.
Stackers are mostly old people with glasses, canes, and orthopedic footwear; quiet businessmen in pinstriped suits, ties, and meticulously polished shoes; or childless housewives in T shirts, blue jeans, and worn-out sneakers. Occasionally, the young college student Stacker pops
up, but those are rare.
Stackers are patient, organized, and well-mannered. They rarely overstep the boundaries of
their lists, and always go shopping in vehicles equipped with ample trunks. Stackers are always
prepared, the kind of people you wouldn ' t mind being stuck on a deserted island with, because
they 'd undoubtedly have food, soap, and playing cards.
Tossers are a completely different s tory. Hardly ever alone, most Tossers are accompanied
by a spouse and/or child(ren). Their baskets look as though they've survived a blizzard, tornado,
and earthquake simultaneously. Everything is carelessly tossed in with absolutely no regard to
organization of any kind. At times, I have even found detergent next to grapes, cans on top of
chips, and freshly baked French bread underneath everything. Tosser's baskets are always filled
to the brim, sometimes even towering into the stratosphere. I have yet to uncover the secret of
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how those Tossers train their groceries to maintain equilibrium in such gravity-defying, yet portable, arrangements.
!ossers ~sually have no preference between paper and plastic and never complain about how
therr grocene.s ar~ sacked. But they have an annoying tendency to buy twice as much as they
came for, wh1ch ts bound to take up much more room than they have in their cars. Before I bec~me a sacker, I thought sacking was a job with no room for creativity. I quickly learned otherWISe. When a Tosser has four rowdy kids, three jam-packed carts, a two-door Honda Civic and
can't even fi nd the key, creativity is the only hope.
'
Tossers are mostly unruly teenagers, under-budgeted college kids, frazzled mothers with little
~erds ? f offspring, or youn~, a~bi tiou.s couples. They are wil? ~ouls with unique, unbelievably
mvenuve methods of orgamzauon wh1ch would wreak havoc 1f Introduced into a Stacker's
household. Tossers are inc~edibly spontaneous, never plan ahead, and live from day to day. Just
ho~ you ar~ never caught 10 an emergency with a Tosser, because it will undoubtedly be a traumatic expenence.
Stacke;s and Tossers, the extremes of the shopper spectrum, together make the grocery store
wo~ld go round. They are the ones who propel the real world, too. The Stackers maintain order
wh1le the Tossers make things happen. Imagine life without either group. It's hard, isn't it?
That's because we need all the help we can get. After all, life is like a basket of groceries: you
always end up with more than you bargained for.

Honorable Mention
Miracle or Rea lity
by Je nnifer Wells, Richland High School
"Here, take these." muttered Kent in angry undertones as he threw me two barely binhed kittens; "~'ve got to go ~e.lp Dr. ~'Gorm~." I snapped out of my surprise quickly to the shocked
real1zat10n of two add111onal k1ttens, lymg on the frozen hardness of the surgical table with not a
soul to ho ld the m. "How could he?" I thought. "These lives are not his to fling around as he
pleases!"
Gath~ring them all ~pin towels, I began taking out my anger at Kent by furiously rubbing the
wet bab1es all over, trymg to make them breathe all at once. But I couldn't handle four kittens at
the same time--if they were to live I would need help or simply to go at them one at a time. So I
placed th.e .t wo th.at had gasped once on the table in downy, white towels and started massaging
~he remammg pa1r. Kent reappeared th.en , and when he saw me struggling with forcing the air
mto so many lungs he came over to reheve me of a part of my burden by taking one of the
breathers. ~ith roug~ han?s he flung the kitty around and remarked, oh so calmly, " I hate these
people. Thts woman IS an m breeder and all she will do with these kittens is mate them to their
sibli~g~. I should just let them die--t.hey'll be better off that way." Kent laughed softly and flung
the kttues on the cold steel table, the1r heads rolling loosely back. One stopped breathing.
Shocked and devastated to hear something so cruel from someone that I loved and respected, I
snatched the breathi ng ones up, away from his prejudice. I did not understand how he could say
that. We witnessed and ~ssisted so many children in their deaths (all animals are children in my
eyes)~ and, of these. multttu~es, for many we alone were the source of their deaths. The gentle,
pleadmg eyes, closmg so sull, so final, killed a part of me. I was tired of dying.
Th~ living two ?f ~ent's armful I flew with to the incubator, where I told their owner (whom
I admit ~at I too dtshked fo r her lack of knowledge about the animals she bred), "Make sure
they contmue to ?reathe but lea~e the door shut so that the heat stays in." She promptly disobeyed me, opemng the door with a d umbfounded look on her face and began rolling the kittens
about. "Great!" I thought. Back in the surgery room, I found that Kent had actually bothered to
get.an~ther to breathe: Yet then we came upon the fourth kitty--the runt. Delicate, the pink and
while httle body lay hmply strung o ut on the table. "That one won't make it Jenn--1 wouldn't
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even bother with it. "No!'' flashed through my mind. "No, Kent, you monster, this cat will live,
and I'll prove it to you if I can." Holding the miniature lifeless baby in my hands, I offered up
my prayers as I pleaded over and over, "Live kitty, live, come on, just one breath, that's right
you can do it, come on, live please live--just one breath ... " Crying, I stopped finally and simply
stared at it, while the odors of the blood and disinfectant stung my nose CUJd eyes, irritating my
slowly-dropping tears.
A gentle "meww?" brought all of my senses crashing back to1ife. It breathed! Just that one
tiny gasp made me cry out joyously and, as I continued to massage it, working the air into the
tiny lungs, I felt each breath like one of my own. I wish I could say that Kent saw this, loved
this, knew how good it felt to bring such a perfect joy back into this world, but he would not look
at me and busied himself with his cleaning, paying no mind to the small miracle before him. So
I turned around and left him there to his ignorance and dirty floors, presenting the newest and
last arrival to a very gleeful Mr. and Mrs. McMillan, who expressed profound gratitude and happiness over the life of that littlest kitten. Maybe, just maybe, a star was born on that beautiful
night. I hope that in my future, I will bring billions of stars into this world, lighting even the
ends of the heavens. Alii can do is try.

Honorable Mention
Slurpee Machines and Human Character
by Renee Hsia, Lamar High School
While facing a Slurpee machine in a 7-11 store the other day, frustrated that my favorite flavor,lime, was out of order, I experienced a revelation.
Think of the implications of a Slur-pee machine. Rather, think of the implications that the
Slurpee machine suggests about human character. Have you noticed that even when a person's
favorite flavor is not working, they settle for another flavor--say, Coke, which is always working--instead of going down the street to the next 7-11 to find it? Most people are like this because they think it is not worth it to go to the extra trouble to find what they want. Likewise,
many times people just accept the leftovers of life instead of taking the initiative to find something that truly electrifies their existence. Most people have a basic idea of what this is, but if
what they want isn't at the first place they go, are they willing to take that extra step to go to the
Stop 'n' Go? Had the person actually gone to another store and found his favorite flavor, I'm almost sure that the tiny inconvenience of simply walking to another store would have been forgotten in that first moment of exhilaration as that tangy, ice-cold refreshment seeped onto the
screaming:taste buds of his parched tongue.
And have you noticed how most people always buy the biggest size possible, even though
they know that they will never be able to drink it all? They reason: "Oh, it's only twenty cents
more--it's more economical." BUT TI-lEY NEVER DRINK IT! They always end up offering it
to someone else or throwing it away. They don't make the most out of what they have, and instead, they waste it. That's another thing about life--every part of it is precious.
And do you know that you are supposed to put the little dome thing on the Slurpee BEFORE
you put the Slurpee stuff in, so you can get more of the Slurpee to conform to the cup? It says
that on the directions on the side of the Slurpee machine. Yes, there are directions! Would the
Slurpee machine manufacturers even dream of constructing such an intricate and sophisticated
machine without directions, thus forsaking the awestruck masses? Nay, I think not. Yet people
never read the directions; they think they are just too smart for the Slurpee machine! Consequently, the public misses out on the precious ounces of Slurpee that they could have had if the
dome had been put on prior to the dispensing of Slurpee. If you dare to explore the meaning of
this idea even further, you might come to the conclusion that nobody is too smart for life [the
Slurpee machine), and that if you refuse to listen to others [the directions on the Slurpee machine) because you think you know more, you will end up cheating yourself out of life (the actual Slurpee).

Who would have ever known that the Slurpee machines of7-ll contained the'secrets to the
unlocking of the human soul?
.
.
So while pondering these thoughts, I filled up 32oz. stze cup wtth the Coke flavor and then
put the dome on top.

Honorable Mention
Making the Grade
by Philip P.owell, Haltom High School
I remember many things in my short life. Some I wish I did not, others drive me forward and
keep me succeeding in school and outs.ide school. I have worked extremely hard mentally and
physically to achieve my goal, graduation.
.
. .
.
My elementary years were not a good time for me, for that matter, neuher was JUnior htgh. I
never did my work, and I do not know how I made it. Altho_ugh I did not do my work, people
told me I was intelligent; it was confusing. In first grade I did all of my ~ork and. my teacher
still gave me more a so called "gifted program." I have no real recollection of th1s year, but my
grades were extre~ely bad. I found out later my teacher did_not like me, and to this day I do not
understand why. This was very painful beca~se I love~ her 1~~~ a mother. In ~econd rd~ I_
began not turning in my work, and I was aga1n placed m the g~fted program. Why. Th1s IS the
year I had to do one-hundred multiplication problems in five mmute~. The class ha_d to take the
test three times and make no lower than an "A." l sat impatiently w1th my dad hopmg for so~~
kind of "revelation." We studied for about two hours a night for three days to learn my ~uluph
cation tables. When it came time to take the test I made two-l~)'s a~d a 99. I do not thtnk that I
have felt that way since then; I was "on top of the world." I beheve It to~ one of my grea~est
achievements. Fourth grade was the turning point. I tr~nsf~rred from pubhc school to a pnvate
Christian school. I hardly did any work. I learned ~oth1ng 1mp~mant that year. Neverthe~ess, .
the following year I decided to do all o_f my w?rk without faltenng. I followed through with thiS
promise to myself. If I had not kept th1s prom1se, I do not know where I would be today._ My
sixth grade year I went back to public school. I did_ w~ll in.school that year, but I was ~01~g
through "changes," if you know what I mean. My JUnior h1gh years 1 ~ent bac~ to Chnsuan
school and learned very little, again making "so-so" grades,_b~cause I s1mply dtd not try. HIG~
SCHOOL was upon me. I continued going to the same Chnst1an school for two ye_ars and agam
transferred to public school in my junior year. My grades have yet to be below a mnety ..M~
high school years have been a time that I have enjoyed, and I have ch~nged my way of tht~kmg
thanks to Mrs. Joan Leonard, my junior English teacher. I began reading ~ks be~ore whtch I
had not thought of reading, books such as The Great Gatsby and The Cntctble. Thmgs began_occurring to me which had not before. Through these experiences I have matured and now reahze
that life has great potential.
,
My senior year has begun and graduation is "just around the corner. I an:' pr~md of all my
hard work and hope my parents feel the same because I could not have done II without them. I
am looking forward to seeing what life has for me.
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Second Place

First Place

Alone on a Wide Sea
by Denise Cummo, Haltom High School

Life Story
by Heather L. Thomas, Richland High School
Contrary to the title, this st?ry is not ~bout life. It is about the occurrences after life and how
the absence o~ the essence wh1ch both b1nds us to this earth and enhances our capabilities spiritually a~d phys1cally affects us as we rise like seraphim to our eternal abode--the universe and surrou~ding areas. Fo~ those of ~ou lacking poetic capabilities, this story is about death and the afterlife and what I think about tt.
Let',s start wi_th life. You live, you channel-surf if you're suburban, you root through Donald
Trump s trash b1n for a cha~nel surfer to sel_l if ~ou 're poor, and if you happen to .m._ Donald
Trump, ~ou channel surf wuh a space satellite d1sh attached. Then you die. Death is the one aspect of.!.!&. that everyone has .to deal with eventually. It's not like the other sure thing--taxes.
You can evade those for awh1le; maybe your whole life if you defect to Switzerland.
,So now you're dead. You see a bright light at the end of a long tunnel (which is either Heaven ~glow or the fire from Hell depending ~m how good you've been) and you go towards it.
Let s say you go to H~av~n. You meet~aint Pe ter, go through the paperwork, and finally gain
access to what you think IS eternal happmess. You look around and decide you like what you see
so you go to meet the Big Boss and tell him so.
"Ss> YO~ 'RE GOD ... " you say to the Almighty Creator in your teensy-tiny, insignificant,
gnat-hk~.vo1ce. God ~a~s, "Why, yes _I am you teensy-tiny, insignificant, gnat-like creature. 1
am God. ~t l~ast, th1s IS what you th1nk the Creator says because you're so nervous. What He
really says •.s. So you.finally made it back here. Well, now that you've looked around a bit,
what ar~ going to do wuh ~our death?" And you say to God, "Well Sir, I thought I'd hang
around m He~ven for etem1ty. Isn't that what I'm entitled to?" God replies, "Sure it is. But Jet
me warn you m advance, et~rnal happin~ss isn't all its's cracked up to be." "Right," you
haru,mph, and say a few Hall Marys for It because you forgot it was impolite to harumph in
God s presence.
So no~ you're in Heav~n. Everything is perfect. There's no poverty, no sickness, and no
hun~er enher. You. co~ldn t be more content. You stay here for a few millennia, but then you
~ea!•ze that everythmg IS too perfect. You decide to take a vacation and see the planets, but that
tsn t _much_fu~ bec~~se you've seen the~ all befo~e. ~o no~ you decide, "Hey, maybe eternal
ha~p~~ess 1sn t all11 s cra~ked up to be. Upon thinking th1s, you hear a universal, "I told you
Yeah, yeah. Sorry.' you reply.
so.
"SO WHAT DO I DO NOW, GOD?"
God say~, "Well, .~hat do you want to do?" to whi_ch you stare at him blankly. God begins to
regret creaung you. Why do you want to do someth1ng different than what it is you're doing
n~w?", God asks you. "Because I'm bored." you reply. "Heaven's a nice place and all, but I
thmk I d rather be somewhere less perfect. Things are more interesting when you don't have
every problem solved for you."
So 5Jod says, "Well, why don't you go back to Earth for a lifetime or two?" To which you
reply, Hey, that's not a bad idea."
And here you are.
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The nurse comes in to administer my shots when I wake up in the morning, after lunch, and
then again around nine o'clock. When the reaction is good, I cannot feel anything. I am at
peace, and I reiJlember when I was young. Usually the memories are pleasant ones and I enjoy
them, but when I awaken, the medici ne is just wearing off. The pain engulfs my body like
snakes, squeezing the life out of me. But no matter how hard they grip, they never actually kill
me. Instead, they taunt me, gripping me harder and harder, biting at me, their poison sinking
deeper and deeper into my skin.
Today when the nurse administered the medicine, the snakes pulled away from me, but I
could feel them hovering near, hissing threateningly.
My thoughts drifted back to my youth ..... l928 ..... my senior prom. My graduating class of 114
was busily getting ready for the famous evening we had heard about for years.
My mother, a constantly energetic woman on regular days, was especially excited about tonight. I was her only daughter, and the fact that I had been nominated for prom queen only inten sified her excitement. She bustled through the house like a firecracker, drizzling sparks of
light.
"Betty Jean O'Connor, you come in here this minute and try on your dress. We've got to
make all of the final adjustments. Do you want to trip on the dress on your way up to be
crowned?"
Of course I did not want to trip, but it was probable that I wouldn't even win, and we had
been making final adjustments all day. I was steadily growing tired of the whole event, and it
was only two o'clock in the afternoon. I reluctantly climbed the stairs, dreading the preparations
soon to come.
At the top of the stairs, my mother stood with one hand on her hip. In the other hand, she
held my dress, long and flowing with ruffles of pink lace and satin covering it like lava erupting
from a volcano. The dress was atrocious, but my mother had made it, and she was so proud I
could not bear to tell her I hated it.
"Come on, Betty Jean, quit wasting time and get yourself in this dress."
Once again I tried on the dress and, of course, it did not need to be hemmed. It had been the
right length the past three times I had tried it on.
After I removed the dress, and was back in my regular clothing, my mother announced it was
time to style my hair. I plopped down in the chair that had been placed in front of my mirror and
sat patiently as my mother transformed me into a prom queen.
"You are so beautiful, Betty Jean," she said sighing. "But remember, beauty does fade."
I looked up at her, her lips pursed, deep in concentration as she tugged and twisted my hair on
top of my head. She was still beautiful, even though her hair was beginning to gray a bit and
wrinkles were gathering at the corners of her eyes.
" I will never grow old, mother," I retorted kiddingly.
She chuckled to herself, the wrinkles growing ever more prominent as she smiled.
"Ah, you think that now because you are young and you don'tlook into the future. Your day
will come, my dear. Someday you'll see. Your shiny, golden hair will gray and you will round
out a bit and get some wrinkles." She was laughing harder now, the relentless teasing growing
more and more amusing to her. A less serious side of her was exposed to me, a side I rarely saw
from such a no-nonsen se busybody.
"You know what happens, Betty Jean, everything goes south and not just for the winter.
Someday you will be a little o ld lady with many grandchildren, and you will tell them stories of
this day, May 28, 1928, the day their fat, old grandma, Grammy Betty Jean, was crowned prom
queen."
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. I was smiling now, for I knew she w~s right. But as I looked into the mirror, I saw my reflection, my s!"Tiall ~rame, my long, blond ha1r and my mother standing behind me laughing, and I
could not 1magme growmg up, much less growing old.
"Maybe .... someday," I said softly.
I have never forgotten that conversation. My mother was right on two counts. I was crowned
Prom Queen and I did indeed grow old, very old. My hair is no longer golden blond. It has recently fallen out, one of the many bonuses of chemotherapy. I did get quite round, too, but recently lost a lot of weight, another plus.
I do ha_v~ grandchil_dren thou~h. four of them, actually. I see them on Sundays when they
come to VISit me here~~ the White Pal~ce. I ~all it the White Palace because of the plain, white
walls, the squeaky, while floors, the stiff, whJte sheets, and the nurses and doctors' snow white
uniforms.
I have _been here at the White Palace for eighteen months, and the snakes are growing in numbers, commg out from under the bed and slipping through the door each time the nurse walks in.
The doctors stopped th~ chemo three months ago. When the chemo stopped, I knew there no
longer any hope. My hfe has been reduced to three daily dosages of medicine. That is all that I
look forward to, all I live for. To escape from the pain for a few, brief hours.
'_fhe snakes have completely engulfed _me now. It is predicted that they are heading for my
bram. I am old. I have no reason to conunue fighting. The snakes are winning.
Soon ~he doctors will place me on life support--a life jacket for my swim in the ocean--an aid
to my ex1stence. But I don't want to swim any longer. In my lifetime, I have sailed the seven
seas and seen all I could ever want to.
I wou_Id like to float ~ow, with no flotation device. "Alone on a wide, wide sea, with no one
to t~e. pity o~ my ~oul m ag?ny." A!l, I ~ft furth~r out, the whipping waves in their rippling
repetitiOns w1U begm to subs1de, and all wtll be qu1et and still. I will be free--free from the pain
and memory of the mindless mass I will become. Out ihere, between the ocean and the sky I
will slowly .... happily die.
'
Third Place
Now I Know What He Meant
by Renee Yuen-Jan Hsia, Lamar High School
I stopped o~ my way b~ck from the g~ocery store to look at the children in the playground. I
saw sev~ral chtldren_ bullytng ~nother c_h1ld. T~ey had formed a little circle around him, taunting
and makmg fun of h1m. The httle boy m the m1ddle was frightened to death and was in tears.
The scene reminded me of my childhood, and the memories came rushing back.
. My dad had been an extremely wealthy banker, and we had lived in a big house in a rich
neighborhood. We w~re the only black family in the neighborhood. My dad had worked very
hard to get us, the famtly, there. My dad was my hero. He was, in my mind, the smartest man in
the wo~ld, and_ it really hurt me when I saw people treat him badly. But most of the time, people
were mce to htm because he was nice to them.
~ack then, I thought my biggest problem was getting the snobs in the neighborhood to pay attention to me. I especially remember the time Melissa invited me over to her house and asked
~e to play ~ith her. I w~s ecstatic! Here was the richest white girl in the neighborhood asking a
httle black gtrl to play with her! I wore my best dress and went into her house. I saw her two
best friends, Stephanie and Tiffany there, too. I was extremely nervous, but when they suggested
that we play house, I enthusiastically agreed.
I~ the _beginning, I didn't really _think anything was wrong. They said that we should pretend
w~ hved m the S?uth fr~m a long time ago. That was fine. But then they kept asking me to do
thmgs for them, hke bratd their hair and bring them tea. I didn't realize it at first. But then when
they started laughing at me, it all made sense. I was shocked. They were treating me like a
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slave! I didn ' t understand why they would be so mean. I ran home in tears, and when my mother asked me wha t was wrong, I refu sed to tell her. I was so ashamed--ashamed of falling for
,1
their little trick and most ashamed of being me.
Now it is all clear to me--little children can be unbelie vably cruel to one another. But then
again, adults can as well, just in a different way.
As I grew older, my dad and I became close friends. I told him about all the prejudice I had
experienced, and he would tell me some of his own stories.
At the bank where he worked, there was a man named Joe. He was working in the same position as my father, but he always tried to make him feel inferior to the others. There was one time
one of my dad's clients came in for consulting because of a financial problem. Joe took my
dad's clients aside and told them that my father was not capable of handling such a difficult situation because he was not as educated as the rest of the employees at the bank were. And there
were times when Joe would brazenly ridicule my father in public in front of the customers. My
father said he never said a word.
I was about fourteen when my dad told me that story. And then, I was so mad at Joe I think I
could have killed him. I was mad at my father, too. How could he not say something back to
Joe? Why couldn't he have said something to the boss? Why didn't he just punch Joe in the
face?
My dad looked at me and told me that it never solved anything. He said if people had prejudices against him, nothing could really change their thinking except for them selves. What surprised me the most was that my dad said he wasn't even angry at Joe, because Joe had grown up
with these prejudices and could not help it.
I never understood what he meant then, but I do now.
My father was murdered by a gang of skinheads when I was sixteen. It was the hardest time
in my life. It was then that my family had to move into the ghetto, where murders and shootings
occurred almost every night outside my window.
I vividly remember the time I was sitting up at night, thinking about my father. Then I heard
some yelling and screaming. I saw a group of black teenage boys beating a white man in the
middle of the street. I recognized the white man. He was the one who had forbidden black people to go into his shop because he thought they were all shoplifters. One time a little black toddler had wandered into his store, and the man shot him in the leg. He said it was to teach us all a
lesson, that he was serious. I remember the entire neighborhood, furiou s, had protested at the police station because no one had done anything to the man. But back then, the police were full of
prejudice, too, and they didn't even care.
So when I saw the group of boys pour gasoline on the white shop owner and light him up with
flames, I didn't know what to think. My heart was cold in one aspect because that man had done
us a terrible wrong, and he almost deserved his punishment. I shuddered as I saw the body of
fire run around in the streets, chasing the boys. It was horribly frightening to see someone who
was burning to death but still alive. Then I heard the words of my father in my mind.
And it all came together. I remember the day my father told me he had found out his hero
Martin Luther King, Jr., had been shot and killed. Robert F. Kennedy had been speaking to a
crowd on the death of Martin Luther King, Jr., saying:
What we need in the United States is not division; what we need in the United
States is not hatred; what we need in the United States is not violence or lawlessness, but love and wisdom, and compassion toward one another, and a
feeling of jus tice towards those who still s uffer within our country, whether
they be white or black.
As I saw the little children in the playground, my heart grew heavy as I thought of how cruel
humans can be toward each other, even as little children. I wis hed that they would understand
what my father had told me while he was alive.
I turned and slowly wa lked home, my arms full of groceries and heart full of sadness.
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Honorable Mention
Visions
by Kellie Jean Watson, Richland High School

The image was so clear and I could picture the open prairie rolling in wind. I glan'c ed back to
thank her but she was no longer there.
In the morning when I woke up I vaguely remembered all that had gone on the night before.
Going to the empty house, the lighted room, the letter, and--her. I was sure I had heard of Willa
Cather before but I didn't know when or where. All I knew was that she shared a powerful vision of the environment.

If you could see what I see ....a cyclops eye burning with an amber glow and slowly fading
into violet hues that cascade into nothing. My senses awakened to the pungent aroma of cucumbers and squash growing in mother's garden. I love this place and this time, and I love lying out
in this secret paradise of innocent beauty.
Have you ever heard the saying, "April showers will bring May flowers?" Well, this year
Mother Nature must have gotten lazy and forgot to shower Cherokee county in April. We sure
have gotten a doozy of a washin' this May. Every morning I get up to the sound of raindrops tiptoeing across my window sill. It beats a quiet and rhythmic pattern that stirs my soul and opens
my eyes.
Tonight, since it stopped raining yesterday, Mother's letting me camp out in the back yard. I
have to make sure that I have all the necessary supplies--Berry-Berry Kooi-Aid, Teddy Grahams,
peanut butter and banana sandwiches, a flashlight and my sleeping bag. Oh! How could I forget?! Pouncer the Wondercat.
Dad helped me set up the old pea-green tent that is missing the side zipper this evening. My
parents insisted on setting it up under their window, so they could keep an eye on me. I don't
mind, I feel like jumping to the moon because I don't have to be stuck in the house any longer.
It's so exhilarating to be outside and breathe in the fresh air. I guess it's time to get some shut
eye since Mom and Dad's light just flickered off, but there is so much running through my mind.
The crickets are singing their night lullllbies and the fireflies blink on and off like Christmas
lights.
Just as I was about to nod off, out of the corner of my eye I saw a light coming from the old
Thompson house. Since that house hasn't been occupied for three years now, my curiosity
began running wild. "Maybe it might be Chris or Bobby from down the street just checking
things out," I thought to myself.
Unable to sit still, I decided to go check things out for myself.
As I tiptoed across the lawn, the grass felt like a carpet made out of fine threads. I crouched
low, just to be on the safe side, and made my way to the back porch. There my flashlight led the
way to the back door, which had been left cracked half-way open ...
I couldn't decide whether to make that first step through the door. Times like this boggle me
because I know that my sense of adventure always overcomes my fears. So why do I spend time
worrying? As I stepped in I was startled by a gust of wind coming from upstairs. I reached the
foot of the stairs and began my perilous journey upward.
With every advancing step I took, my insides were violently churning. Then, the faint sound
of keys clicking on a typewriter could be heard. I had reached the top of the staircase and a
spray of light fell from under a closed door. Quietly I made my way over to the door and with a
steady motion of my hand I turned the doorknob ....
I stood dumbly, blinded by the light, in the opening of the room. Instead of seeing Chris or
Bobby, there was a woman leaning over a typewriter, her furrowed brow revealing her concentration. My presence didn't distract her and she continued typing. I crept closer to perhaps find
something that would reveal her identity.
She looked up at that moment and her glance went past me towards some unseen object.
Then she returned to her typewriter. Putting a fresh sheet of paper into the typewriter she began
typing once more. She finished quickly and carefully took the sheet out. She made a motion for
me to take it.
I took it hesitantly and began to read:
...and the land rolled, a little like buffalo running ...
--Willa Cather

"It was the best of times, it was the worst of times" (Dickens). For my parents, it was the best
of times to start the difficult journey to freedom. For me, it was a nightmare. This significant
childhood experience started on August 16, 1984 when I was only eight years old.
After school my housekeeper came and picked up my sister and me as usual. She took us to a
strange cottage where we met our parents. I was expecting to leave that place soon, but when I
realized the time, it was cold and windy. Since we could not find any blankets or jackets, we
were all freezing. My family and I lay down and cuddled up in a corner with only a thin sheet to
protect us from the cold. If not for the darkness, we probably would have seen the family we
stayed with also freezing, but I could sense that they were as cold as we were. Then my father
and mother started telling us of their plan of migrating to the United States. We were to leave
before dawn to Thailand so that nobody could see us except the family that we stayed with. The
two men were to help paddle us across the Mekong River.
Recently an unfortunate family drowned in the middle of the Mekong River. They were sabotaged by the people that they paid to help them cross inconspicuously. This incident startled
me and I felt pain in my stomach. The idea of crossing the river itself made me sick because I
was not only hydrophobic and nyctophobic but also afraid of getting caught. If we got caught by
the authorities, we could be put in jail for several months.
I could not sleep much, and the night seemed to last forever. The two men we stayed with
woke us up at around 4:00a.m. Even though I was conscious, the fear of water, darkness, and
cold kept me from opening my eyes. Then we followed the two men surreptitiously to the river.
My heart was beating so fast that I felt as if it would pop out any moment. We were all silent, so
I did not know how the others felt. The two men got the boat out from its hidden place and we
started out. The muddy, small boat looked as if it would soon leak. While the two men paddled
us across the Mekong River, I held tightly to my mom and feared that something might happen.
These thoughts came to me, and I wondered quietly to myself, "What if the boat leaks or tips
over? Nobody in our family knows how to swim." "What if we get caught?" Suddenly, in the
middle of my praying and fear of what may happen, we were next to land. As we got out of the
boat, I stil) wished that I had not been through that experience, but I saw that a little smile came
out from my parents' faces which meant that they were happy that we had crossed the river safely, and freedom would soon be accomplished.
Every time I go to bed, that fearful night I experienced keeps coming back to me. I have conquered that fearful experience, and it compels me to strive harder for each and every one of the
goals I have, to live the fullest of life, and to be a leader. The experience also taught me to handle my responsibilities as an adult with pride and dignity, as my parents do.
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Honorable Mention

Dark Escape
by Khamla Phanekham, Haltom High School

Honorable Mention

The Ghost Story
by Jaimilyn Dawn Davis, Richland High School
Turning sixteen was an experience, but unfortunately I had to wait four months before I felt
my si ~teenth year was as significant as it was hyped up to be. For my birthday, as nearly every
new SIXteen year old does, I hoped for my brand new, shiny dream car. I had visions of that deep
royal blue Toyota MR2 hugged tightly by a colossal red bow waiting impatiently for me to take
it for .a.one on o~e, just me and my car, cruise. There was one major doubt, though, that blurred
my v1s1ons, maktng my dream just a dream, far from reality. A haunting voice I heard more frequently as my birthday drew nearer kept me skeptical. " Jaime, that car out yonder in the garage
is just for you. I've been saving it since you were born."
. This v?ice, ?elonging to my grandma, often brought my dreams abruptly to a halt, transformto~ them 1nto mght~ares. Inst~ad of my blue MR2, a white 1974 Ventura sat in its place. Des~ue my doubts, I sull had a ghmmer of hope. That glimmer of hope was the magical sixteenth
bmhday that always looked so wonderful in movies.
The morning I turned sixteen I hurriedly dressed myself and went to the kitchen table where
Mom always leaves a card and mayb~ a little present for me on my birthday. I controlled my impulse to run and walked slowly to the kitchen with anxious anticipation. Lying on the table was
a card and a small wrapped box. I ripped the paper off, opened the box and as I had hoped,
~ound ~sea turt.le key chain looped throug.h one, l?nely key. The kind of car the key went to was
tmposs1ble to d1scern because a blue plasuc covenng concealed the top of the key. Without hesitating, I ran to the driveway hoping to find my dream but at the same time prepari ng myself for
th~ n~ghtmare. ~oth!ng, neither the dream nor the,nightmare was there--just my basketball goal
with Its net blowmg m the October breeze. I hadn t prepared myself for absolutely nothing. I
was in a disappointed shock for no more than a few seconds. Then, I figured my parents were
playing a trick on me. Since they had given me a key, they must have a car for me somewhere. I
hoped they were planning on taking me to the dealership to drive the car back myself. That
would be better anyway,
I thought, because I'd be the first to drive it. I went back in the house •
,
back to my parents bedroom. "Psss. Mom, Dad--are y'all awake?"
"Yes, sweetie, we heard you open and close the back door. Were you trying out your new
key?" Mom asked.
"Trying it out on what?"
"Well, I'd been meaning to get you a house key of your own in case the one hidden on the
porch ever gets lost."
"A house key? ... Mom!"
"What dear?" Mom asked, unable to keep from smiling.
"You know what," I said kiddingly, half laughing and half crying from my foolishness and
disappointment.
Mom gave me a hug and I felt like a sixteen-year-old baby. I apologized for crying and told
her it wasn't because I didn't get a car, but because of the circumstances. She apologized too
and ever since then we've laughed about it.
About four months later, after ridi ng home with one of the older girls on my basketball team,
I found the white Pontiac sitting by itself in our driveway. "I haven' t seen that car here before.
Whose is it?" Terri asked.
"Well, let me put it this way. You might not have to take me home anymore," I said
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"Oh, so you're the lucky one," she said with a smile.
She dropped me off, and for the first time I took a good look at the old car. l)le white color
was ~ot the color I would h~ve chosen, but for an eighteen year old car it looked all right. There
wasn t a dent anywhere, wh1ch was a plus, and the ten foot antenna on the back added a nice
touch: The interior, I allowed myself to admit, looked as if no one had ever driven it. Through
~he wtnd~w I could see the number of miles ~ere just at approximately 9,000, which was surprisIng for a 74 car. The dashboard seemed untainted and all the buttons and switches were intact.
I was glad to see it had an air conditioner even though the switches to tum it on were unlike any
oth.e rs I had ever seen in mode~ car~ .. All the buttons seemed a mystery to me, and I couldn't
wall to find out what they all d1d. Htdtng under the dashboard was a CB which explained the
o':ersized antenna. My eyes then wandered to the seats and I knew then that they were the best
thtng the poor, old car had to offer. I hadn't even noticed before in the darkness of Grandma' s
garage, o~ maybe I just hadn't looked, but the seats were red, black and white plaid without a tear
or a flaw 1.n them. I had never seen any seats like these and I knew even my nice-car-friends
would be Jealous of them. The more I examined the car through the window the more I wanted
'
to jump inside and drive it.
That night I t?Ok ~y fam.ily for a test drive. Dad showed me how to tum on the lights, the
heater and the wt~dshteld wtpers. As we rounded my first corner in that car, I realized I had
taken power steenng for ~nted. I almost didn't make the turn, and my parents were in agreement that I needed .to pracu.ce turns in my car before I could drive it anywhere. The powerless
brakes took some ume getung used to, too, not to mention the A.M. radio.
Since that first drive, I've learned a lot about my car, and we've grown attached. For instanc~. one day. on my way to a basketball game, I picked up a teammate, Emeka, and for the
~rst ume the httle orange gas needle pointed to the big E. As I drove into the gas station, I realIzed I .had never looked to see which side the gas tank was on. I pulled in, got out, and looked on
both s1des of my car. The gas tank wasn't on either side. I circled again to be sure and I still
didn't see it. I opened the door and told Emeka the problem. She laughed at me, b~t I finally
persuaded her to get out and look for herself. She couldn't find it either and we must have
l<>?~ed like idiots going around and around my car. When I had given u'p and was about to humlhate myself by asking someone inside if they knew where a '74 Pontiac Ventura's gas tank
was, Emeka yelled, "I found ~t!" T.he tank was hidden b~hind the license plate. How was I supposed to know that old cars h1d the1r gas tanks? Somethtng else I learned after driving my car
for a few months was. how to tum on my bright ligh.ts. My friends still think it's funny which I
tum them on by pushmg a button near the pedals w1th my foot, unlike most cars they've seen.
I still don't feel like turning corners when I'm sore from lifting weights or playing basketball.
It always takes extra effort to hold the car still at lights by pressing as hard as I can on the brakes
after a tough game. However, with just a couple of minor improvements, my car and I have gotten along well. Replacing the A.M. radio with an F.M. radio and tape player has helped our
relationship along the way. ~!so, up until last summer the car wobbled or swayed more than
most cars. I never really nouced because I grew accustomed to it, but every time Mom rode with
me sh.e 'd complain about how sick she felt from the swaying and how unsafe it made her feel,
~spec1ally on narrow, bumpy roads. Dad finally took the car to a tire place and found out that the
ttres were out of round because they were as old as the car was. He was shocked that the tires
had never ?een changed, and I'd been driving on twenty year old tires for a year and a half.
After the tues were replaced, wet streets weren't nearly as exciting, but my mom felt better about
my safety. The last change my car has undergone is the shedding of its antenna. It never looked
the same after it went through a couple of car washes, so Dad just took it off.
My friends on my basketball team call my car "The Ghost" and give me a hard time about its
age, but I think they like it nearly as much as I do. Thanks to my grandma, The Ghost has been a
s.ig.n!ficant part o~ my life because it's helped me to be more independent, gets me to all my acuvtues, but most Importantly has helped me to be an off the court leader of my basketball team.
The Ghost has enabled me to get to know the young ones on my team by allowing me to give
39

them rides home and to games. I believe they feel more a part of the team when the juniors and
seniors take an interest in them and take care of them. The Ghost is not the MR2 I still wouldn't
mind having, but I have learned to appreciate its significance in my life. I've realized that an old
unique "classic" can be just as special to me as a new, sporty car. The Ghost has enabled me to
remain the busy person that I am without relying on my parents and to do the things that the upperclassmen did for me when I was a carless freshman and sophomore;.
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