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Movie-maker Joseph Mankie.wicz say.s that "The difference
between life and the movies is that a script has to make sense and life
doesn' t. " It is the task of all writers , in fact, to bring order to confusion,
to uncover meaning where there seems to be none, to fmd the metaphor
in the mundane.

Anselm Kiefer's Icarus
by Andie Piehl

This year we celebrate the tenth anniversary of the publication of
this journal. Student writers from area educational communities, both
high school and college, have found our contest useful in learning their
craft, in perfecting the insight and organizational skills necessary to
become good authors . We are proud of them, and proud of us, too .
We owe much to ,those who have made this edition possible.
Mitchell McEwing, our Dean of Students, and Delores Simpson,
Humanities Division Chairperson, gave us both fmancial and emotional
support. Our English department secretary, Kathy Burks, and the South
Campus Art Department actually brought forth the fmished journal by
giving it form . We are indebted, most of all, to those faculty members
who gave their time as contest supervisors, readers, sorters, and editors:
Bill Holt, Helen Hogan, Arthur Pritchard, Jim Schrantz, and Loy Taylor.
Please take our little book. Use it, peruse it, enjoy it.
Dr. Violet M. O 'Valle
Professor of English
Chair, English Department
TCJC, South Campus
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Kiefer, do you imagine yourself Daedalus?
Can you once again make Icarus fly?
Watch carefully how you fashion his flight;
And mine, and your own;
Make haste slowly; spare us his previous plight.
Yes, I see how your Icarus flies again!
This time too low, too near
Scorched hate-darkened ovens;
Fury fueled furnaces forcing Icarus to fly near fear.
His wings wafting wax on cold ashes
Seals them forever in their places.
Ashes laced with his trickling ribbons
Now lie frozen amid echoes of horror etched faces.
No ladder, no trumpet, no wings lifting breeze,
No Gabriel to translate them
Into the succor of Abraham's bosom of ease.
I fear their eternity is but cold, wax laden ashes;
Their grave -- a concrete floor.
Not a single stone of remembrance.
Rachel still weeps for her children,
Those scoured from her womb
And left here, shackled by Icarus' leavings.
Shall we call Madame Tussaud to fashion their tomb?
Tell me, Kiefer, are you bound for Sicily?
Your Icarus is bound for decay!
His withering wings wielding wax
Sealing those deeds, oh, so grisly!
Even so, come Dies /rae.
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I'll Take Your Blood
by Keith Walker
In Africa
I wasn't there.
When strong, black men sliced through their dark skin with sharp blades
And they sang,
ilnd they danced
And their thick, pure blood flowed freely from their bodies
Into the pure African soil
I wasn't there.
So
I waited.
In America
I am at almost every corner
With my big cement mouth open wide. And I gobble up skateboards,
And garbage, and children's toys, and leaves.
And you,
When you drive along the streets with colored handkerchiefs on your head
I see you
And I wait.
ilnd when they come for you, with bigger guns than yours
And when their hot pieces of lead enter your body you will bleed.
ilnd your thick, pure blood will flow freely from your body
Onto the oil-streaked American streets
ilnd into my big cement mouth .
And I'll take your blood, and taste it, and let it stain my insides
Until the rain comes
ilnd your thick, pure blood will be washed away with the
Skateboards, and garbage, and children's toys , and leaves
And all other human waste.
-2-

3rd Place
Sharing Space
by Jeanette Gomez
Frisky, furry, fat friend;
Making muffled meows,
She slides slowly sideways.
Swishing softly, she snoozes.
Lazily languishing
On our ottoman;
Pretty purring pet.
Cat claws curled,
Cat eye closed.
Blinking open! .
Regal rascal -Inferring I intruded!
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My Unnamed Fear
by Colin Yarbrough

Honorable Mention

A hope was all my soul entreated
Warnings from the wise I heeded
As with aU my heart I pleaded
Begging not to let me go

..

Atheism
by Craig M. Bowes

There in a slight half-fear I waited
Anxiously I hesitated
Thinking now my need was sated
Still I lacked the will to know

What does it mean to se!! the light?
What does it mean to know?
Uncertainty in the atom,
freedom may be a mirage,
love is a disguise for sex,
immortality and death are One.
Truth, well truth you see,
THAT'S just another way of saying I can't stand not knowing.

So, meek within myself I pondered
On and on I blindly wandered
To an unknown somewhere yonder
Safe from what I dared not hear
Now looking at my sad reflection
Scattered out in each direction
Bade me understand rejection
Names itself my biggest fear

God is our imaginary friend
(God is dead)
to keep us safe at night in mind
(God is dead)
From the murderer in our heart and dark
(God is dead)

This sudden, sad, uncertain feigning
Left a scar withal remaining
Frightened by a love disdaining
Yet not even knowing why
While then and there my heart's abounding
Echoed its indignant pounding
Like a distant trumpet sounding
Interrupting not a sigh
But all in aU iny mind was scorning
None but this inept adorning
Unto me one waking morning
As I lived with much regret
That though my love was deep and burning
Antiquated, yet discerning
It is she who's not returning
For we two have never met
-4-

Didn't they tell you?
Neurons firing in rapid succession causing muscular
contractions and the release of endorphins in the brain
is Love.
For orgasm is love and love is god.
The atom is sovereign and "God" is dead.
The night He died,
well, my friends ,
that was the night humanity never was.
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First Place
Juvenile Justice?

Honorable Mention

by Johnny Brock
The Tranquil Sea
by J. Walter McMurtray
As I approached, the sun was rising over the sea.
Her waves rose high, then fell; it was as if she were asleep.
The wind blew over her body as gentle as a single breath.
I saw her great beauty as her waves gently rolled.
I saw her calmness, a peaceful side of the sea, that I had never seen.
I turned and closed my eyes, to listen to her sounds.
I heard no birds, no people, just her.
I had never been alone by the sea.
It had only been at night, sharing her with others .
I always watched as her waves flowed and turned around all the others.
Wishing of the time when I could spend time, with just her.
I kept listening to her, just concentrating on the sounds of her waves.
Gently crashing against each other.
I could hear as the wind directed each wave as it flowed.
The wind hummed as it hit and blew around the rocks.
It sounded almost like a song, singing only to me.
I turned to walk with her, being careful never to touch her.
Just wanting to watch every single move she made, admiring her great beauty and grace.
Not wanting to take advantage of what the sea had to offer.
Like so many before me, they just wanted to swim with the sea.
Not knowing what her real beauty had to offer them.
That was the day I fell in love with the sea.
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In May 1994, at the age of fifteen, Courtney Dunkin was certified
to stand trial as an adult for capital murder. After spending seventeen
months in the Tarrant County Jail and only three weeks before her
seventeenth birthday, Courtney was convicted and sentenced to life in
prison for the shooting death of her grandmother. Courtney will remain
incarcerated for the next forty-five years in a state penal institution for her
crime before she is eligible for parole. Her sixteen year old accomplice
and co-conspirator Jamie Hatfield, also certified as an adult, remains in
jail at this time waiting to be tried on capital murder charges for her part
in the crime. This type of behavior can not be condoned any longer. We
must put an end to juvenile violence.
The number of juveniles being held locally by law enforcement
agencies is steadily increasing. In a recent interview, Classification
Officer Bobby Hicks of the Tarrant County Sheriff's Department stated
that eighteen juveniles now being held in the Fort Worth Jail are certified
to stand trial as adults for their violent criminal acts. Officer Hicks
reports, "These crimes range from capitol murder, conspiracy to commit
murder, rape, to assault with a deadly weapon." Officer Hicks pointed
out these numbers change daily and often not for the better. Teens not
housed in the Tarrant County Jail who have been charged with serious
crimes are held in the Lynn W. Ross Juvenile Detention Center. They
will be held there until a determination can be made as to whether they
will stand trial as adults or be turned over to the juvenile courts. Tarrant
County juvenile officials estimated that approximately 3, 188 youths had
walked through the center's doors at the end of 1995 and that tragically
the numbers will dramatically increase in 1996 (Ramirez A12).
Not only are the number of juveniles committing crimes
increasing, but the crimes are growing more violent. No longer do our
teens participate in petty offenses such as painting graffiti on walls or
stealing bicycles. They have graduated to violent acts of murder, rape,
and kidnapping. One such example is that of Mark Edmondson. Mark,
-7-
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a fifteen year old youth, waits to stand trial for the slaying of two
teenagers over a car stereo (Ramirez A12) . The Texas Department of
Public Safety statistics show that juvenile murders have increased
statewide from 92 in 1984 to 286 in 1994; rape likewise increased from
179 to 319 (Michaud Al3). In the past decade, arrestS' for violent crimes
are up 282 percent for youths ages 10 to 16 in Texas (Ramirez A12).
Working for the Tarrant County Sheriff's Department as a Sheriff's
Deputy, I am in contact with these young offenders every day. I am a
witness to their rage and violence. I see some of them withdraw into a
shell with very little verbal communication or thought as to what they
have done. They have no remorse or feelings for their victims. Others,
however, are still acting out their rage against society by being verbally
and physically abusive against other inmates and officers. I have seen
them throw food trays and hot water, yell, curse, fight, scratch, kick,
bite, and spit on anyone who comes near them. The more abusive resort
to throwing urine and feces on the officers. Many times I have personally
helped restrain these kids to keep them from hurting themselves or
someone else. Is this the type of future adults we want to tum our
country over to?
As the crime rate increases, many of these juveniles still believe
that our laws and penal codes do not apply to them. They believe they
will be released back into society after having committed a crime. Their
young age will protect them. Courtney Dunkin believed this. She told
me, "I will never go to prison for my grandmother's death because I was
only fifteen years old at the time of the shooting. They will send me to
a detention center for counseling, and when I'm eighteen, I'll be
released." This type of thinking has to be stopped. These teens believe
they do not have to face the same penalties other offenders do. We must
put a stop to juvenile crime through stronger legislation and less tolerant
attitudes and penalties when it comes to these violent teens. We must
issue stronger sentences and not let our hearts rule our beads when we
serve on juries involving these young offenders. We must get tougher on
juvenile violence!
Works Cited
Hicks, Bobby. Personal interview. 23 Jan. 1996
Michaud, Stephen g. "Escalating Teen Brutality Permeates Young Lives."
Fort Worth Star Telegram 12 Nov. 1996, morning ed., sec. A 12.
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The Rising Tide of Juvenile Violence
by Nancy Houston
It w~s a hot, muggy Au&'llst evening. Two teenagers, Katy Nesbit,
16, and Michael McEachern, 17, had stopped at the Burger King on
Brentwood Stair Road in East Fort Worth. The two teens had been
friends for a long time and often spent their free time driving around in
Michael's car listening to music. Michael was proud of his car stereo
syste'?. He planned and saved the money to purchase the perfect setup
for his. car. Apparently, someone else thought it was the perfect setup
too. Eighteen-year-old Derrick Smith and 15-year-old Mark Edmondson
had been admiring McEachern's sound system. They would visit with
Katy and Michael often at the Burger King. Little did Michael realize that
the feigned friendliness was part of a well-planned plot to steal his car
stereo. That evening Smith and Edmondson shot and killed Katy and
Michael execution style. Edmondson is only one of 49 Tarrant County
teens certified to stand trial as an adult in 1995 (Michaud 1A). We must
end juvenile violence.
While attacks on adults are serious, juveniles seem bent on
destroying each other. According to the latest figures available from the
National Crime Victimization Survey, about half the victims of violent
juvenile crime are other juveniles. Moreover, the survey may seriously
un?erstate the child-on-child crime problem because no crimes against
children 12 and under are included (Michaud 13A). Stan DeGerolami,
assistant superintendent of the Texas Youth Commission's Giddings State
Home and School says, "kids are doing brutal things to each other"
(Michaud 1A). According to a Fort Worth Star-Telegram analysis of FBI
crime statistics, slayings of youths 17 and under by those ages 10 to 17
doubled to 590 victims, nationwide, between 1984 and 1993 (Michaud
1A).
-9-
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Moreover, juvenile crimes are becoming more serious and much
more violent than they once were. In the past decadet. arrests for violent
crimes are up 282 percent for youths ages 10_to 16 in Texas (Ramirez
12A). John A. Hunter, founder and head of the behavioral studies
program for young sex offenders at The Pines Treatment Center in
Portsmouth, Va. says, "Juveniles now commit three in 10 rapes in the
United States and are responsible for up to 60 percent of all child
molestations" (Michaud 13A). The Lynn W. Ross Juvenile Detention
Center in Fort Worth will handle more than 3, 100 Tarrant County youths
between the ages of 10 and 16 who have been accused in such brutal
crimes as aggravated assault and murder. The center opened in 1971 with
21 beds to house juvenile thieves and runaways . The center now has 56
beds and a shockingly different clientele. Many of the tenants have been
arrested a half-dozen times and have several criminal convictions. About
one-third of the tenants have been accused in some of the county's most
serious crimes (Ramirez 12A). Not one of these children has reached the
age of seventeen.
As attacks intensify, people are becoming more and more afraid of
juveniles.
After a murder committed by two teenagers in her
neighborhood, Kathy Foster is afraid for her children's safety and her
own. Daily the news media bombards us with gruesome stories like that
of Courtney Cox and Robert Vale. Courtney, 16, and a friend killed
Courtney's grandmother, so they could steal her car and run away.
Fourteen-year-old Robert Valle Jr, murdered retired insurance executive
Woodrow "Willard" Pratt as Pratt walked his dog (Michaud 13A). When
individuals must fear their grandchildren or even taking leisurely walks
with their dogs in their neighborhoods , our safety is seriously threatened.
My son Josh attended grade school with Katy Nesbit. He remembers her as intelligent, petite, and friendly. Juvenile violence ended
Katy's life prematurely.
The rise in juvenile violence is of crucial
concern. Americans must continue to voice our alarm to judges, legislatures, and correction officials that we expect them to keep violent
offenders off the streets. Juvenile violence must be stopped. Our safety
and liberty depend on it.

Third Place

Safe and Not Sorry
by James Ethridge
As I stepped off the plane, the nervousness kept building and
winding inside as though at any given minute I would explode. My heart
raced with anxiety. My stomach could feel the overwhelming stress, and
I prayed that I wouldn't lose all that wonderful airline food I had eaten an
hour or two ago. My heart beat so abruptly that it felt as though it was
slamming into the back of my sternum. I just knew for certain that I was
probably going to be one of the youngest guys in medical history to have
a heart attack. That would spell certain doom for the fate of this trip and
let such a nerve wrecking adventure go to waste. After all, not only had
I traveled two thousand miles to meet someone I never had met, but this
was a milestone in my life where I could prove something to myself about
grabbing a chance that was too important to let go.
I looked around the airport through the small crowd of people for
any sign of her. All the while, my heart kept beating so rapidly that I
seriously considered fmding some medical attention. I glanced and
glanced but still no sign of this mysterious girl. "Oh great," I thought.
It occurred to me next that maybe she gave me someone else's picture or
perhaps something even worse. I kept hoping more along the lines that
she was just late. So, I stood there a moment feeling sorry for myself and
feared the worst. That is when she walked up . Ironically, her brother
recognized me first. She was different from the few pictures she had sent
me through the occasional letters we exchanged. The girl in front of me
was far prettier and so wonderfully tall. "Hello," she said. "Ummm .. .
hi," was all I could manage. She was so beautiful that I felt as though I
could stare at her for hours . Her colorful, radiant eyes staring back at me
kept me from accomplishing that deed and left me feeling intimidated. I
did have a problem with constantly and nervously smiling though. I
seemed to do that far too often. Everything was like a dream.
-11-
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The dream lasted for several days. I was shown the ropes as we
toured northern Oregon and parts of Washington. W ~ talked about how
our meeting was odd, and it seemed ~s to be b.ecoming more and more
fashionable. Our parents, friends, and relatives told us it was crazy and
absurd, but still I went. They thought that traveling across the country to
see someone you had come to know on a computer was insane. I was
certain that this was something I must conquer. I had come across many
complications in my life like this one and somehow or another I slowly
blew them off or talked myself out of them. So, I was bound and
determined this time to do something out of the ordinary and actually live
life. Possibly, I would meet that single person that I had been waiting for
and never have to face the regret.
Well, as time folded out its little plan, we became very attached to
one another. She eventually came and returned the visit by traveling to
Texas a few weeks later. yve had a wonderful time then, too, and grew
even closer together. Then, a month later she packed her things and
headed south to make a new life in West Ft. Worth. I could not have
asked for anything more in a person or companion and falling in love with
her was probably the easiest thing I have ever done. I had proved
something to myself that some people might not understand, and I have
concluded that some risks are definitely worth taking.

Want Betrays Me
by Doug Pike
Want betrays me.
Such vile opposition,
tiresome arrows inflict.
To die, the tree of Christmas past.
To live the cold grip of winter's bane.
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Honorable Mention
The Narration of a Memory
by Zack Hurt
Like the moment when the sun dips below the horizon, memories for me
are a hazy dream world. A glirripse of something wonderful yet never fully
attained but with no true memory of what made it worth attaining . They carry
with them lessons, and happiness, and pain, or some of each, and a fading
feeling of regret, or joy. Memories are a contradiction, a reflection of how you
wish you had reacted , or felt , yet never would, or could. All of this applies to
so much of life, and yet for me, never stronger than with memories of childhood.
The grandeur of the image, the almost alien perception of our world, and its
contents.

One of my greatest memories is that of my grandparents' house in a
small west Texas town. It was huge. At least, at my age at the time it was
huge. It was like a castle looming on the plains. The front porch was
surrounded by a brick wall, and its brick columns were like parapets to be
scaled. My cousins and I would stand upon them, and shout out onto the
vastness, doing little more than agitate the aunts . But to us, they were war cries,
and songs, and the yearning for adventure. We would dream the hot summer
day away, using the great green water hose to spray down the slick concrete, and
sliding across, all to the great dismay of our mothers. And the trees, vast and
old, were mountains to be climbed, ladders into distant kingdoms, and fortresses
to be conquered. This was just the outside. The house itself was , as I described,
a castle to us. The great hall's ceiling, arched high above us, sunlight dancing
in its corners. The stairs to our room, an ascent into the unknown, and the
huge windows at its top which peered out onto the plain. The rooms'
themselves, with their many closets, were mysteries to be solved. Who
had lived here? What had they looked like? Had children like us roamed the
halls , imagining the very same things? And then one would wander into the
-13-

Needs
by 1eanette Gomez
study, or the dining room, both decorated with great oak furniture. The dining
room table was a broad expanse of endless food, as I recalj. And how I shake
my head now when I see it, no longer than a pool ~able. Of course I can also
recall the fear of childhood. The room iri the house which all children felt was
'haunted,' and of course our great attempts to converse with the ghosts, all
futile . The closet in that room which no one would ever hide in during hide and
seek, due to its assumed monstrous inhabitants. In the back yard, the pool in
which I learned to swim, walking ever so steadily towards the deep end until I
either had to drown or learn very quickly. And of course, finally the garden on
the side of the house, where I would awake early in the morning to find my
grandmother outside drinking her coffee. The birds would play in the small
fountain near a trellis vine, while I listened intently to what I was sure was a
vastly important discussion.
It is strange how memory condenses and yet expands in some areas, as
you remember these minute details, and yet you cannot recall for the most part
when the memory occurred, 'or what day it was, or if it was even a day at all.
Like an old picture, a face of a thousand events, a face whose thoughts and
feelings you will never know. Of course among all of these great embellishments
of the mind there were the things which were at the time taken so lightly and yet
now are so huge. Like the last thanksgiving I ever had with my great
grandmother. I did not know her very well, but I remember her face, and her
smile, and I will never have another great grandmother again, so perhaps it is
significant. And my grandparents' dog, who at the time was so annoying, with
his swishing tail and deep bark, is now gone, forever, never to truly be replaced.
My parents' youth, and my complete innocence, at the time unappreciated and
disliked, now gone. So although sometimes sweet, memories then bring you
back to the edge of reality, and the realization that all one can do is try to gain
perspective. This is the narration of life, and memory, which are forever
entwined.
-14-

I need my heart
Back from your soul
You've left it bare
Vulnerable to cold
I need my life
Back from your path
To give me strength
And ease my wrath

- -

I need my thoughts
Back from your voice
To dream my dreams
And make my choice

'i

The Nature of Change
by Anthony Douglas
While in the forgotten joy
Of another place and time
A small boy knocks over
Cans with his slingshot
Life surfing on the sound
Of a purple wind chime
His happiness bubbling over
As bold as a blood clot
Then skipping goes a rock
Across his tranquil lake
And the ripples migrate
From the center to the shore
Hours pass as the water
Slowly ceases to shake
But again it will undulate
As rocks await chances to skip more
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Honorable Mention
Sometimes I Still Catch ~yself
by Andie Piehl
Summer 1963. John Kennedy was President; Camelot was in full
swing, and Jackie Kennedy was my idol. Martin Luther King had a
dream, and Bob Dylan was Blowin' In The Wind. That summer I had
dreams of my own; I intended to become a charming and proper young
lady, just like Jackie.
In June, I enrolled in Oleta Quimby's School of Charm sponsored
by Leon's Department Store. Miss Quimby taught young girls all the
skills necessary to become proper young ladies, and Leon's afforded each
student completing the course the opportunity to choose an article of
clothing to keep and model in the "Graduation Style Show." To the
smiles of the sales clerks 'and the horror of my mother, I chose a twopiece bathing suit, which I wanted almost as badly as I wanted to be like
Jackie. At five feet, five inches tall and ninety-two pounds, playing on
the boys' basketball team probably suited me better than tackling the
runway in swim wear, but at that time, I thought differently. The big
event arrived, and I took to the boards with all the charm and foam rubber
my slight frame could carry; I made a splashing impression. I received
a roaring round of applause from my parents, and I returned to the
dressing room convinced that I was as charming as Jackie.
Fall1963. Love Me Do was my favorite song; I was now a "fullfledged" proper young lady, just like Jackie, and Crain Junior High held
its annual eighth grade semi-formal dance. Off I went to Dunlap's
Department Store to buy the "perfect" semi-formal gown defined in the
invitation as "very dressy church clothes." My dress was magnificent!
Dainty spaghetti straps held up the yards and yards of ruffled and gathered
powder blue nylon net, and while I couldn't imagine wearing the dress to
-16-
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church, Mother assured me that its mid-calf length made it semi-formal.
I even wore long white gloves , just like Jackie . Yes, I was quite the
proper young lady.
Armed with charm and the gardenia corsage my daddy gave me,
I entered the gymnasium, carefully walking just as Miss Quimby
instructed--toes pointed straight ahead, shoulders back, and chin up. I
gracefully positioned myself on'the girls' side of the dance floor and stood
there awaiting an invitation to dance. I glanced around at all the other
girls. Not one of those girls carried herself like a proper young lady, nor
did even one have a dress as wonderful as mine. Yet, all the boys were
asking them to dance, while I stood charming--and all alone. I elegantly
wandered in and out of the powder room, ever remembering to pay close
attention to how I carried myself. I briefly sat on the lowest level of the
bleachers remembering to cross my legs at the ankles; Miss Quimby said
proper young ladies never cross their legs at the knees. Even so, not once
did all my charm entice anyone to invite me to dance . Mercifully, eleven
o'clock finally rolled around; the dance ended; and magically, there at the
gym door stood Daddy waiting to take me home.
I lay on my pillow for hours that night considering the cost of
being a proper young lady. I wondered if Jackie was ever lonely. The
next Friday, Lee Harvey Oswald killed President John F. Kennedy. I
watched in agony as Jackie stood with Caroline and John-John on the
White House steps awaiting his funeral procession.
Spring 1994. Cancer killed Jackie Kennedy. I watched in agony
as Caroline and John-John stood awaiting the funeral procession.
Winter 1996. Sometimes I still catch myself crossing my legs at
the ankles.
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Leaving Home
by Patty McMinn
Finally, the day had come. Papa had given Heather his father's
old trunk. It had been lovingly packed and now Papa loaded it onto the
back of the wagon. Once Papa had owned a Model-A but he had traded
it off for this wagon and team for the farm. There was just one seat on
the wagon, so they sat close together. The scent of Papa's hair tonic hung
heavily in the morning air. As she waved to the crew on the front porch,
Heather saw the sun kiss the silver slipping up in Morna's hair and glisten
in the eyes of those eight raggle taggle stair steps. The trail followed the
creek bed making a complete U-turn before it reached the road.
Following it forced Heather to face the porch scene one more time as if
to brand it into memory.
She remembered another picture, the birth of the journey that
brought her to this day. Sweat stung her eyes and ran down her face and
off her chin. It made little rivers through the dirt on her legs and feet
disappearing into the tiny canyons between her toes. Heather's wide dark
eyes drank in the sea of cotton surrounding her. Resolve rose in her heart
and she breathed barely above a whisper, "I will not marry a dirt farmer
like Papa. I won't live like this all my life." Her gaze drifted out over
the valley still and sultry, lush and green, and her eyes fixed on Magazine
Mountain. The children caught her stare. Gracie said, "It looks like the
mountain's just at the end of our valley doesn't it?"
"Yes, but mountains are not always the way they appear to be. "
Papa broke into their children's chatter. "Let's all get back to
work. That's enough foolin' around." All eleven returned to their
stooping and pulling. They were contented working side by side. They
were a family. Papa was stern, stolid, almost secretive. The children
never intruded on his silence. When he did speak," they obeyed. They
feared him but they would do anything for him.
That night tired and aching bones dragged back to the house, a
cabin that Papa had built himself. Morna and the girls got everyone fed
and the little ones were off to the business of children. Morna was busy-18-
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always. Papa sat down with some tool he was fixing. Something was
always broken and waiting for him. Heather sat dreamy eyed on the back
step. The humid country air soaked into her dirt brown skin 8.nd made
her black curls stick to her b(lck:. She looked into the creamy moon and
saw a sophisticated young lady enter an apartment in the city. School
books and lesson plans were lying open on a lace covered table. Dresses
with dainty white collars hung in the closet.
The screen door popped like a gunshot. "Get in here. Help
Morna get the little ones cleaned up and off to bed. " Papa broke in and
dreaming was forgotten. While the younger children whispered and
giggled their way to sleep the kitchen was cleaned and food was made
ready for another day in the field .
Heather brought her school books to the homemade table. Days
spent in the fields meant studying lessons on her own in the evenings.
She struggled to make good marks. She was more determined than ever
now. Bravely she said, "Papa, I want to be a schoolteacher. I've been
keeping my studies up. What if I could go to the teacher's college over
in Conway?"
"I tried teachin' school when I was younger. It didn't last."
The heavy, hot night air was choking Heather. She turned back
to her books. Her brown eyes squinted under the pressure of fatigue.
Finally she fell asleep over a book of arithmetic.
Gracie helped Heather practice her Salutatory address. It was
short and said something of the size of mountains and climbing to a goal.
Gracie was proud. Heather was still basking in praises after the ceremony
when Papa walked over toward her with a distinguished looking man.
"Heather," he said, "I want you to meet Mr. Warren, President of the
Arkansas State Teachers College in Conway. "
Blushing a little, she said, "It's so nice to meet you, Mr. Warren."
It was painful inspiration to meet the man from the other side of the
mountain. How could he know he lived in her very fantasy? And if he
did, how foolish he would think she was.
"Heather, I hear you're an outstanding student and that you qualify
to attend the college. If you can arrange to be in Conway in the fall we
will have a job for you on the campus. It will pay your way."
That summer Heather prepared for leaving. She took a job in a
-19-

canning factory and saved forty dollars. She made over some dresses with
new collars and buttons. She made over her grandmother' s wool cape,
sewing on a decorative yoke to cover some moth holes. Morna gave her
a pair of white gloves telling her, "Heather a lady must always were her
gloves in public." She wanted to ask, "Morna, what if college girls don 't
take to farm girls? What if I'm not invited to- their parties? " But not
many words passed between them those last days. Talking only led to
tears. The two were so close, Heather thought she knew what Morna was
thinking and what she would say if she could.
It was Papa that started right in, after they cleared the gate, as road
dust puffed up to meet the tonic in the air. Looking straight ahead he
said, "Heather, be careful how you choose your friends . Remember the
morals you learned at home. Don't go to dances and don't be playin' no
cards. Study hard so you can finish what you started. Morna and I are
real proud of you . And you know the little ones, they 're lookin' up to
you. Morna' s always depended on you for that. She' s sure gonna miss
you . "
Heather thought Papa had never said so much at one time and she
took every word to heart. They rode on quietly then, shoulder to shoulder
until they met the newspaper carrier. He had a Model-A and his route
took him to Conway. He was to deliver Heather to the college. Papa had
arranged it. He turned the team around, but not before Heather saw the
tears boil out and drip off his chin. She hoped they didn' t blur out her
image framed by the car window as she blew him a kiss.
Now Heather was lost in her reflection. The continuous line
unwinding through the telephone poles and the railroad tracks running
beside her, never breaking from the spot where she left Papa, seemed to
say something. Family ties could not be broken either, by all the miles
of highway streaming between them. And the mountains would be no
larger just because they were closer. They would only look that way.

• I

Second Place
Don't Cry Now
by Terry Hale
"Hey, John. You hoo. Anybody home? Hey , answer me! "
I opened the door a bit further and peered inside. A small amount
of light penetrated the heavy drapes, barely illuminating what I could see
of the interior.
"Hey man, I'm here, " I cried.
He had called me early that morning--dist raught, wrung out and in
a state of deep despair, asking me if I was still carrying a pillow on my
shoulder. I replied that, for a friend , yes--a pillow was always available.
Hesitantly, he asked if I could spare him a visit as soon as possible.
"Hang on, pal. I ' ll be there as quick as I can," he replied.
I finished dressing and phoned the office. The answering machine
came on-line, and I recited my message to my associates, telling them that
I'd be indisposed for a time. Within minutes, I was on the freeway ,
barely glancing at the speedometer as I raced through the early morning
traffic with a controlled, reckless abandon.
"God . .. " That' s all that was in my conscious thought, just
"God. " But underneath, my thoughts were racing madly, fighting for
focus and attention.
I was beginning to leave the congestion of city traffic behind and
as I approached the outskirts of town, the freeway lanes began to open up.
Another couple of miles and I'd pretty much own the road.
The judge was staring down from his bench--at me. "Well, Mr.
Bozo, how do you plead?"
The salesclerk solemnly hung up the phone. "I'm sorry, Mr.
Spread-too-Thin, but you' re over your limit."
The bank teller's voice came back over the intercom: "I'm sorry,
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Mr. Gullible, but this check's no good."
And then there was John's voice. Not hard; not angry , not
malicious. No, his voice was gentle, deep and tmderstanding--and it
sounded hurt!
The road was wide open now, and I pushed the pedal a little closer
to the floorboard, making the little car scream through the crisp, morning
air. "Only twenty more miles, twenty-five minutes," I thought to myself
as I glanced at my watch.
"Well, Mr. Confused, tell me about yourself," said the very
composed therapist, oblivious to the fact that I was too hung up to open
up.
"There now, Mr. Crazy. These pills should make those voices go
away," said the shrinkchiatrist.
"High. My name is David (Hell-Bent-For-Leather)) D ., and I'm
not really an alcoholic."
"If you are a friend, you 'll have a friend," said John, "and that is
a truly great gift."
"Why had John called me?" That question was troubling me.
John was what I considered a lifemaster; I was but a willing pupil.
I began slowing the car as I approached the edge of the town
where John lived. It was then that I noticed a pall of smoke, dissipating,
yet still hanging low in the sky, off in the distance to where I was
traveling.
As the highway cut through the center of the little town's business
district, I detected a hollow emptiness; only the bank and the grocery store
seemed to be showing any activity. As I approached the area where John
lived, I discovered the source of the smoke and where all of the townsfolk
were.
There had been a fire . Sometime during the night, a two story
house had burned. Most of the upper story windows were gone, and the
roof was charred and smoldering. From my car, looking through the

scorched window openings, I ·could see the blackened studs where the
walls had once stood and the smell of the fire hung heavy in the air.
There seemed to be about fifty people milling about in the
neighboring yards and in the street. An ambulance, a fire truck and a
squad car stood at attention in front of the house, keeping the onlookers
at bay.
I viewed the scene as I slowly drove by, and I could see John's
voice in action. He was talking about outreach, about extending a hand
in love and compassion without expecting too much in return.
"No, pal," I had replied. "I demand results." Now, I felt
sheepish. And once again, I realized that John had been communicating
with me from a different level.
"And I wonder how far away you are, I wonder just how far," I
heard the poet cry.
I pulled up in front of John's house, and I could see why he lived
out here, away from the big city. He was surrounded by heavily wooded,
rolling country-side. Directly behind his house was a small valley filled
with flowers with a small stream running through the middle of it into a
huge pond. It really was a sight to behold.
As I got out of the car, I noticed his car. It was covered in ash
and soot, but the area around it was clean.
"Hey, mister, did you hear what happened?" I turned around to
find a young boy coming towards me from the house next door.
"No, what happened?" I asked.
He looked to be no more than seven or eight years old. He was
wearing a plastic fireman's hat, and he was carrying a garden hose in his
hand.
"There was a big fire this morning. It was dark and everything.
I saw it. If our house catches on fire , I'm gonna put it out with this." He
held up the garden hose for me to see.
"Say," I said. "It looks like you're all set."
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"Yep," he said.
I could hear a screen door open up from the direction of the little
boy's house. "Donnie, you stay in the· yard." A. young woman stepped
away from her door and began walking towards me.
"Are you looking for John?" she asked me.
"As a matter of fact, I am ," I replied.
"Well, he might not want company this morning." She looked at
me with a serious expression on her face, then she glanced over at his car.
"He was in a fire this morning, and he's probably tired. He saved
everybody in the house before any help ever got there. He burned his
hands, too! "
The little boy spoke up. "Yes, his hands got bandages all over
them, don' t they, Mommy?"
"Is he okay?" I asked, looking over at John's little house.
"I talked to him wfien he got home this morning." She looked
concerned. "I asked him, shouldn't he be at the hospital , but all he did
was shake his head no. Say, who are you?"
"I'm a friend . He called me this morning and asked me to come
over. He didn' t say anything about a fire, though. I'd better see if he's
all right."
I turned and began walking towards his door. I reached it and
knocked three times. There was no response.
"I'm telling you, I'll bet he's asleep. " The neighbor was still
standing where I had left her and her young son.
I turned back to her. "I'm telling you, he called me not more than
forty minutes ago and asked me to get here quick. He didn't sound very
happy , either. I think something's wrong!"
With that, I turned and knocked once more, only this time much
harder and much louder. The response was still the same, however.
Nothing.
"Damn!" I said aloud as I tried the door. It was locked .

"Damn it! " I exclaimed in rising anger.
"Calm down, now. Calm down, " I heard John's voice say. And
even though he wasn't really there, that's how much of an impact he
had on me. It was then that I realized that if I shared what I had learned
from John's guidance and his teachings, he would always be by my side.
That revelation hit me as I dt:cided to try the back door .
The man sitting across from me stared into his coffee for several
moments in deep reflection. Presently, he looked up , but still he looked
away. Finally, he looked directly at me, and he began to speak.
"I don't know how to break the news to you," he said. "What is
the worst possible thing that could happen to a person right now--today?"
"Hell, I don't know. What?" I answered. "Let me guess.
You've got AIDS." I smiled as I said it.
He sat there with a bemused look on his face, saying nothing.
Then, slowly, he nodded his head in affirmation.
"Oh, man! I'm sorry, John. I didn' t mean ... , I ... , I didn't
. . . " I was fumbling miserably.
He held up a hand to stop me. "Hey, it's all right. You didn' t
know." He smiled, but it was a sad smile just the same.
The questions were there immediately. Thank goodness I was too
stunned to ask them. It didn't matter, however, because John began
answering them for me.
"Do you know what's funny . They all ask the same questions.
'How did you get it? ' I frnally started telling them Pa came home drunk
one night, so I jumped him. Hey, I didn't know he was sick!"
I stared at him incredulously for a moment, then I had to laugh.
I couldn't believe what he had just told me. And even though he was
trying to diffuse an awkward moment, the knife--the pangs of remorse-twisted deep .
As I walked around the side of the house, the fear struck me that
John was dead-.,.a victim of both the fire and his own weakened condition.
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He had called me with his last dying breath to share with me a final
lesson- he was sharing with me his death.
I didn't knock when I reached the back door.
I had never lost a loved one before, and he knew that.
I grabbed the door knob and turned; surprtsingly , it was unlocked.
I pushed it open and leaned in.
"Hey, John. You hoo! Anybody home? Hey, answer me. "
I opened the door a bit further and peered inside. A small amount
of light penetrated the heavy drapes , barely illuminating what I could see
of the interior.
"Hey, man, I'm here," I cried.
And I wonder how far
away you are,
I wonder
just how far .

The Dirt
by Angela Green
Walking down
the dirt road
in the country
after a good rain,
Exploring His creation-the soft

Soaking up
the essence of
the splendor of
the scent of
the dirt
after a good rain.
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Third Place
Perfect Sacrifice
by Robert Heinsohn

,,

I have no idea why Mikey has always been afraid of escalators. I have tried to
explain that escalators are a part of.the technology that surrounds us, and that technology
is our friend . He is only three, and I guess that it is a hard thing for him to understand.
His mother and I were not even married when the steel industry closed down here, and
he never experienced the fear that homes would be lost and whole families separated
because of the lack of employment and income here in our valley . Hopefully, no one
will ever have to experience that again. Of course, we all made huge sacrifices and
commitments we hoped we would never have to fulftll to get technologically advanced
industry to come here and build our factory . But it had paid off, big time.
Incomes have more than doubled for most of the families involved in the project.
Downtown, where almost all the stores had closed, has been renovated and modernized.
We have new streets and a huge public services center. Even individual homes have
been modernized. Our re-education program has resulted in a proficient work force that
turns out a superior product that can be sold on international markets for premium prices.
Prosperity is literally busting out all over.
It has not been without sacrifices, though. No major achievement ever is. The
Foreign developers and designers are a constant annoyance, and sometimes are very
overbearing. Their strange customs, religion, even eating habits are difficult to accept.
(After cooking it, they bury their meat for several days, wrapped in cabbage leaves,
before they eat it.) The bowing, curtseying, and strange greeting rituals that they insist
on are a waste of time that makes it as difficult to communicate as their atrocious broken
English. I won't even talk about some of their religious beliefs. But, as strange as the
Foreigners seem, some of the locals have converted, and seem happy with their new
faith.
Of course, how can you argue with success? We were "dying on the vine,"
so to speak, economically and socially when we first assured them we were willing to
make the sacrifices necessary to convince them to come here and help us.
And, how can I criticize a three year old for being afraid and suspicious of
escalators, when almost all of the locals were afraid and suspicious of the Foreigners
when they first approached us with their plans to convert our outdated steel mill to a
micro-chip factory?
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Mikey was born about a year after things started to change around here. He
never experienced eating scrambled eggs for a week because that was all there was in the
house, or sleeping under blankets sandwiched with newspapers because we could not
afford to use the furnace all winter. Life has been good for us since he was born . And
today, his third birthday, he gets the biggest birthday present he can carry out of the toy
department of the big store downtown.
He always gets excited when we go somewhere. He has just started to dress
himself, and I really think he is just getting to the point where he really understands what
is going on around him. As I tie shoes for him, I can almost feel his excitement. He
knows we are going to the big store downtown, where they have all of the toys.
Hopefully, today he can conquer his mini-phobia of escalators and learn to appreciate
technology. After all, it is his big day.
As we get in the car, he fastens his own seat belt, jabbering constantly about the
big store where all the toys are. He plays with the strings on his shoes, then names the
cartoon characters on his socks, and tells me all about their latest cartoon adventures as
we drive from our suburban home toward the central shopping area of our small town.
On the road to town, we pass the factory that saved the economy and the life of
our community. The security gate is framed by the symbol of the company: two gigantic
dragons, who cross and entwine at the top. Even though Mikey bas problems with R' s,
and S's, and a lot of English words, he knows the names of both dragons, and can say
them as clearly as any Foreigner. He can also tell the story, almost word-for-word, of
how they became entwined and were empowered by the gods to perform wonders.
I ponder how someone with such a small vocabulary can talk so much as I
maneuver the car through the unusually heavy traffic of downtown. Lots of people are
in town for the celebration of the anniversary of the opening of the factory. I hope no
one notices that my wife did not come with me. I would not want anyone to think that
she does not appreciate the blessings that technology and even these semi-disgusting
Foreigners have brought to us.
I notice just a touch of worry on Mikey's face as I remove the stub from the
machine that triggers the mechanical arm to open, admitting us to the store parking lot.
We go up a short ramp, and I know it reminds him of the escalators we have to take to
reach the fourth floor of the department store where the toys are. As I park in my
assigned place, I try to calm and reassure him with a gentle touch on the shoulder, and
he replies with a smile. I know that either I or the lure of the toys have calmed his
anxiety, because be bas his seat belt off, his door open, and is almost out of the car
before I have the engine turned off.

As we walk through the automatic doors of the store, though, he 'a'sks if we can
take the "box," meaning the elev.ator instead of the escalator. I say no, but when we
near the escalator, I wish I could change my mind when I feel his little band shaking.
I kneel, pick him up and say that I will carry him up so that he can see that
there is nothing to be afraid of. I assure him that the escalator is there to help us, and
feel some of the tension and stiffness ease from his body. It feels good to know that be
trusts me.
At the foot of the escalator on the second floor, I stand him on the
floor and we have a brief son-standing and father-kneeling conference. The crowd
around us basically ignores us as I try to assure him that technology is our friend and the
escalator is only part of the help that technology gives us. I pick him up and show him
the rubber strip on the top that is there to hold onto, and I tell him how the steps are
designed to close together and form a flat surface at the top and bottom, and a stairway
in between. He smiles and seems totally relaxed as we step off onto the third floor.
About half way between the third and fourth floor, I bend over and put his feet
on the moving steps. I feel both pity and annoyance as his little hands literally twist into
the material of my shirt to hang on. I decide that it will be better to let him bold on than
to possibly frighten him more by forcing him to let go.
As we reach the top, I tell him when to step off so that be does not trip, and as
soon as his feet are on solid ground, he lets go of my shirt and claps his hands. I hug
him to let him know that I am proud of my brave little man. I don't know whose chest
swells the most as we walk toward the toy department.
A half hour later, with our toy shopping done, we approach the escalator to
leave. He bands me the bag of toys, signalling me to go ahead . I step onto the
escalator, go down a couple of steps, and reach my hand back to support him. I see a
shadow of doubt cross his face; then he reaches out, takes my hand, and confidently steps
onto the top step.
We ride a few steps downward, when I feel a shudder under my feet, and Mikey
falls backward, losing his grip on my hand. His shocked face frames two round horrified
eyes and an open mouth forming a perfect circle of terror that no sound escapes from.
Still standing, he waves both arms in a circle trying to regain his balance. I drop the
toys and tum completely around to face him. In horror, I watch as the normally
interlocked chrome teeth of the steps behind him begin to open, spewing black smoke and
revealing a red/black maw. As it continues to open, the escalator jolts to a stop,
throwing me to my knees, causing me to slice open my left leg on the escalator steps.
I cry out in pain, but my cry turns to a scream of terror as Mikey falls beyond my reach
into the obscene smoking mouth of the escalator. As Mikey fmally overcomes his terror
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black history, black mystery
by Henry Huey
induced paralysis enough to scream, a long, black, forked tongue slides out of the
opening, wraps around the bag of toys, and drags them back into the evil-smelling hole.
Then the steps suddenly slam shut, hiding my son from my sight anctcutting off his cries
for help .
Then, as if nothing happened, the escalator begins its smooth glide to the
bottom. I get slowly to my feet, tum and face the correct direction to get off at the
bottom. Two attendants, one of them a Foreigner and one of them a Convert in
ceremonial garb, meet me at the bottom of the escalator. Each takes an arm as they help
me to a chair. The Foreigner makes a symbolic gesture, and says, "Perfect sacrifice,
sir. " As he gestures, a large crowd suddenly appears around the clear glass sides of the
escalator on both the third and fourth floors and begins to applaud. A young girl of
about twenty comes down the escalator spraying with an aerosol can of air deodorant to
cover the smell of motor grease, sulphur and smoke that escaped from the pit during the
sacrifice.
I don't know why Mikey was always afraid of escalators. I cannot imagine that
he knew of the commitment I made to get and keep my job. Even if he did, people have
been sacrificing their children for years to pursue careers and get ahead. And technology
is our friend: something to be respected and admired. I hope he, if he did somehow
suspect, realized what a privilege it was to be sacrificed to such a god.

throughout my life i 've often h~ard ·
"not black enough; you're just a nerd-"the way you speak's not from the 'hoodyou sound so white!- " --I understood.

r
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for many years i felt dejected
by my own people felt rejected.
'cause i don't wear slave chains of gold;
i feel no need to flaunt my soul.
i haven' t babies many fold'
not been to jail nor drugs have sold.
no matter--inside i knew in fact
cool and poor english don't mean black.
my blackness is not in my skin.
deep in my mind's soul it begins.
the boyhood passed without a dad;
shunned for the good grades that i had.
for playing tennis; liking greek;
speaking chinese; liking magritte.
from in my heart my God told me-the walk toward self can be lonely.
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my black heroes are the ones who
to themselves and thus to blacks were true.
who knew that prisons built by men
both black and white lack truth within.
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each one seeking out his destiny
will lift up all humanity.
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we ' ll love our children; the child within;
learn nurturing ways, then all will win.

Honorable Mention
Camping Trip
by Keith Walker

to resist the crowd can be so hard
we must hold on--there's great reward!
my blackness is deep soothing night;
my blackness is the will to fight.
my blackness can withstand to fail;
correct my ways, resume the trail.
my blackness refuses to be fake;
my blackness can admit mistake.
my blackness looks you in the eyes;
my blackness can apologize.
my blackness ' wisdom's circumspect-first and foremost your self respect.
my blackness can face its shame, its pain;
thus true insight to gain, sustain.
my blackness knows its legacy
is all of human history.
my blackness for all hues is a home;
white, yellow, red, green--polychrome.
dreams, visions, beauty, life replete-these all arise from blackness, sleep.
galaxies, time, mysteries diverse;
blackness cradles the universe.

Timmy woke up with a start and sat up in his sleeping bag. He looked
around the dark tent. His brother Todd was snoring softly in the sleeping bag
next to him. He wriggled an arm free of his cocoon and pushed a button on the
side of his watch . An illuminated, green light flashed on and Mickey Mouse
smiled at him, pointing his arms in awkward directions . Mickey , you gonna hurt
yourself, Timmy thought as he squinted at the watch . 3:36a.m. Oh, geez, what
am I doing up? A dull pain suddenly racked his bladder; then he knew . He had
to go to the bathroom. Damn. Timmy hated camping. Growing up with an
outdoors man as a father had never been all it's cracked up to be. This was the
third time this year Jeff, his dad, had come home early on Friday with that weird
gleam in his eyes and that goofy smile on his face. "Guess where we're going
this weekend?" his father had asked. Jeff always announced his camping trips
this way , and Todd had run to his dad like a lottery winner and flung his 12 year
old arms around his three-beers-a-night beer belly . "Dad, we' re going
camping?!" he'd squealed, smiling from ear to ear as he looked up at him. "You
betcha we're going camping!" Jeff had said, and lifted his son in the air, almost
bumping his head into the low ceiling of the living room. "You go get packing,
mister, " his father had said, putting his son on the floor, grinning all the while
like a Cheshire Cat. But Timmy hadn't smiled. Timmy had slumped further
into the cushions of the soft couch and randomly flipped through the buttons of
the remote control. He hated camping . Jeffs attempts to make a prodigy out
of his oldest son had failed miserably , and he'd never been able to interest his
son in any of his favorite outdoor activities . Timmy didn't purposely defy his
father like some rebellious adolescents, but he never understood why anyone
want to leave a warm home, a microwave, and a television to go out in the
wilderness and sleep in the boring forest next to a fire . Jeff never admitted he
was disappointed in Timmy, but the nonchalant way he rolled his eyes over his
son, as Timmy slumped in the couch not bothering to look up, said it all. So
Timmy had packed up his camping gear, the sleeping bag and compass and other
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useless stuff he never wanted anyway, and piled in the family station wagon to
brave the great outdoors. He never complained about it, but he never showed
any of his younger brother's enthusiasm for the venture. So now it's 3:36 in the morning and his blaoder is full, no not just full;
it seemed to be swelling, and pulsating in bis Fruit of the Loom briefs. "Dang,"
he said aloud, and searched for the zipper along the side of the bag. Todd rolled
in his sleep and snorted before settling himself again in the soft bag. "Friggin'
nerd," Timmy said in his direction. Timmy didn't know why he had a contempt
for his younger brother, but always felt it when Todd showed his special interest
in all of their father's stupid hobbies. Timmy knew Todd was faking it, he had
to be, but could never get him to admit it when they were alone. Timmy
unzipped the sleeping bag to his waist and began slithering out of its cozy
warmth. As he moved his bladder screamed at him, and he had to pause twice
to get a better lock on his urethra. I'm not going to pee in my sleeping bag, he
thought. Timmy finally made it out of the bag. He stood in the tent and felt
small pebbles poking at his feet through his cotton socks. He stepped into a pair
of Nike Crosstrainers lying rrext to his bag, not bothering to tie them. Timmy
stretched and his muscles ached, protesting being forced to work without a full
eight hours of recuperation, and his eyes drooped, still clinging to peaceful sleep.
His hands rubbed at his eyes and he yawned wide and slowly. "Oh, I hate
camping," he said into the darkness. Timmy walked to the front of the tent and
felt around for the zipper. His fingers found the cold metal and he pulled it up,
trying to keep the ZZZZZZZZZZZZZ sound to a minimum. He didn't want to
wake his brother, and have him following him around in the middle of the night.
·He opened the tent enough for him to crawl through the opening and stepped into
the brisk 3:36 in the morning air. The cool winds licked at his face as he stood,
wearing a Snoopy tee-shirt and jogging pants looking around the woods. The
camp ground was the same as it was before he'd gotten ready for bed, except for
the night's dark grip that shaded everything, and the cold ashes surrounded by
rocks where their campfire had been. He wanted to zip closed the tent, but even
if he could squeeze his hand inside and to close it, he might not be able to open
it again. And so what if raccoons and beavers ate his little brother, maybe they
wouldn't have to go camping anymore. His bladder sent danger-of-exploding
warnings to his brain and reminded him why he was out here in the middle of

the night anyway. Timmy walked away from his tent. Dark, crooked trees
bordered the secluded camp ground. He couldn't see past the shadows of the
first row of bent branches. He could hear, or at least he thought he could hear,
creatures of the night as they lurked in the darkness and slithered through the
prickly grass and bushes. I could go right here, he thought, Just drop my pants
and take a whizz right here. No one would know. It will be evaporated by
morning. Timmy looked over at the adjacent tent where his mother and father
slept. He could hear his father's lecturing voice as he watched the tent: "Now,
when ya'll go do your business, go at least ten feet away from our camp site.
You wouldn't want to wake up in the morning and step in your own crap," his
father had said, and smiled his goofy little smile. But no one's out here, I could
just--he stopped himself. You can just march your butt out there and piss on one
of those trees, a voice in his head said. He looked out into the darkness. His
bladder urged him to make a decision. He looked back to the campground, to
the ashes that used to be a glowing fire . Timmy started thinking about how
they'd all sat around the campfire and roasted marshmallows and-Hey, wait, you
don't want to think about that but it was too late. Suddenly his mind was flooded
with his father's ghostly face as the fire licked the air and threw weird shadows
on his eyes and cheeks. And the story, oh no, he didn' t want to remember the
story of some deranged axe murderer that was said to lurk in these very woods,
but the tale swam into his mind. And all of a sudden he remembered every
detail and every gory line of the tale of Bob Critchet.
Timmy tried to force the epic from his mind. He couldn't urinate while
thinking some axe yielding maniac might be creeping in the darkness, but the
solemn expression on his dad's face was seared into his brain. I'm not going out
there, he thought, but he knew he would. Even as he stood there, shivering in
the mountain air, he knew he couldn't allow himself to be terrified like some
squeamish girl over a campfire story. Just a story. "Just a story," he crackled
aloud , partly to make sure his voice wasn't trembling, and partly trying to
Timmy began walking toward the trees, toward the
convince himself.
wilderness, toward the darkness. Okay, scaredy-cat, here's what you 're gonna
do. You' re not going to walk ten steps away from the campsite, you ' re gonna
take twenty, and nothing's gonna to be out there. Nothing's gonna grab you and
drag you away kicking and screaming, and no Bob Critchet is gonna slaughter
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you with a bloody axe. You' re gonna pee on that big tree out there with the
rotting hole in it and come back safe and sound. Tirruny stepped away from the
tent, not looking back.
_
Dead leaves and twigs crackled under his Nikes as Timmy walked and
mentally counted each slow step he took. He reached the border of trees at nine
steps. Wait, this is far enough. What's the point of going all the way out there,
he thought as he stared at the tall tree with the rotting hole in it that seemed
miles away. But he kept walking, looking over his shoulders with each step. As
Timmy walked, his father's face forced itself into his mind again, but it looked
like it was right in front of him, with its dark, shadowed eyes, and the
mischievous grin he'd used when describing the murders.
Ten . . . Eleven . . .
"Most of them were girls, and kids that got lost in the woods," his father's voice
whispered in his ears. Branches of trees clicked against
each other
as they swayed under the cold winds.
Fourteen . . . Fifteen . . .
"Some of the bodies were' slaughtered past recognition with their arms chopped
off, so they had to use dental records to identify them." Timmy heard leaves
crackling near him before he took his next step. His heart stopped then pounded
again hard against his chest. He looked around frantically, but couldn't see ten
feet in front of him through the overwhelming darkness. Wait, you're not gonna
freak out over some kid's story. Nobody's out here but you, and maybe a
possum or something. So just go out there and do this so you can go back to
sleep. But Timmy wasn't sleepy any more. He stared wide-eyed into the trees
and listened for anymore sounds, or weird noises, or anything else that would
give him a reason to turn around and run back to the safety of his tent. But he
could only hear his beating heart in the silent night.
Sixteen ... Seventeen ...
"They found one of his bloody axes still stuck in the chest of one of his victims.
Eighteen . . . Nineteen . . .
"Most of them were just going out to use the bathroom." Timmy heard the
crackling again, but this time he knew it wasn't in his head. He whirled towards
the sound and saw a dark shape lurking in the darkness, walking towards him.
Timmy turned towards the campground and ran. He could hear the heavy steps

of something as it chased him. Wait, calm down. It's just some kind of animal,
just a harmless little-but his thoughts were cut off by a small voice screaming
inside his head, a small terrified voice. Yeah, but what if it's not, huh? What
if it's Bob Critchet chasing you with his bloody axe raised over his head, huh?
What about that? Timmy's left Nike spun off of his foot and sent him sprawling
to the earth . He turned and could see the dark figure, still corning. He
scrambled to his feet and begari' running again, limping a little. Timmy didn' t
have to go to the bathroom anymore. He felt his warm urine flowing from his
body and pasting his jogging pants to his legs. He could see the clearing ahead .
He had a survival knife tucked under his limp sleeping bag. He could make it,
but what he really needed was--a gun! Dad has his shotgun in his tent! Timmy
knew how to use it. "No son of mine is not going to know how to use a gun, "
his father had said on one of their previous trips , and Timmy had reluctantly
learned how to load and fire his father's shotgun. It had kicked hard and left his
arm sore for a week, but he could use it. And now yet another voice in his head
cried out over his thrashing heart. Yeah, come on! Follow me to this tent. I've
got a surprise for you in here. Timmy burst into the clearing with one shoe on
and one shoe off. His urine squished in his one Nike. Hard pebbles and sharp
twigs dug deep into his foot. One small rock was lodged in his heel and pain
radiated up his leg each time he stepped on it. Timmy hadn' t noticed the
branches and twigs that had scratched at his face and arms as he ran through the
woods and left his shiny blood glimmering in the moonlight. He ran towards his
parents'tent unaware that he had been screaming. His hoarse voice shredded the
silent night. Timmy burst through the tent, not worrying about the zipper. The
canvas seemed to tear smoothly as he dove through it. He fell onto a lumpy
sleeping bag, and felt his mother scream and kick from inside . He rolled over
and grabbed the shotgun from where it lay between the two sleeping bags. He
cocked it as he swung the barrel to the opening of the tent. Timmy started
pulling the trigger. "Hey, I really scared you, " he heard his father say a fraction
of a second before the tent glowed from the explosion and the shotgun bucked
in his hands.
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Martha's Plea
by Kimberly HottThe tension was thick and heavy as Tom stormed out of the house,
the door slamming forcefully behind him. Even the neighbors could hear
him swearing as he tore out of the driveway in his red, beat-up Ford
truck. Everyone knew he was headed for Charlie's, the local bar. It was
where he always went when he tore out of the driveway like that.
Martha tried to calm her shaking. She stood at the window
watching him speed away. "God, I do love him. Please keep him safe,"
was her whispered plea.
She knew the children had heard the flght and were probably
tucked away in their "secret hiding place." It's where she always found
them after one of Tom's ,Prunken rages. She only wished she were small
enough to crawl into a "secret hiding place."
She couldn't seem to tear herself away from the window. Her
body appeared frozen in place as her mind traveled back to the argument
that had just transpired, causing Tom to head back to the local bar.
"Your drinking problem has really gotten out of hand, Thomas.
You really need to seek help. Soon, before you end up losing your job,
or worse, killing someone else or even yourself," she had pleaded.
"God, Martha! Not this again. Can't you ever stop hounding me?
There's no problem. How can I make it any clearer? I don't have a
problem. I can handle it." His voice was rising again.
Martha knew she was headed for dangerous ground yet she
plunged forward. "Handle it, HANDLE IT? You can't handle it. Every
time you pick up a glass, you end up drunk. You embarrass me and our
friends."
"I don't know what you're talking about."
She was flabbergasted. "Don't you? Last week, Tom, at Jim and

Susan's dinner party? Don't you remember?" No, of course you don't.
You passed out in the back bedroom and got sick over all the guests'
coats. You had to be carried to the car, kicking and stumbling the whole
way there, insisting you could walk when it was obvious to everyone there
that you couldn't. And that wasn't the first time either. There have been
others, many others. I can't t;ake it anymore, Tom. No More! "
In her anger, Martha turned and started to walk away when Tom
grabbed her by the arm and turned her back around, forcing her to face
him.
Furious, he shouted, "What! What do you want from me?"
A sob caught in her throat and tears swelled in her eyes as she
answered. "I want my husband back, not this drunken substitute. I want
the man who held my hand during the birth of our flrst son, not the one
who passed out at Charlie's bar leaving me to bring our second child into
the world alone. That's what I want, Tom."
Tom stared at his wife, then, through gritted teeth he replied,
"This is who I am. Take it or leave it."
Martha couldn't believe what she was hearing. She turned her
back to him and forced herself to speak the words she thought she'd never
utter. "Leave, Tom. Go."
Martha was still standing at the window looking out into the now
night sky, lost in her thoughts when the black and white car pulled up the
drive. At that moment she realized her worst fear had become reality.
She pulled herself away from the window and headed toward the
front door. Placing her hand on the knob, she took a steadying breath and
opened the door to the officers.
"Mrs. Thomas Spear?", he asked gently. At her nod he continued
speaking. "I'm afraid there's been an accident . . . . . . . "
Martha never heard the rest, for she was already thinking of how
she would tell her children that their Father was gone. As she closed the
front door, tears rolling down her cheek, she looked toward heaven. Her
plea had gone unanswered.
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Ashley is a woman, now in her early 30's, with long dark hair and
large expressive brown eyes. She is my neighbor and friend . Despite the
differences in our ages, we have become very close.
One morning la~t August, Ashley and I were sitting at my kitchen
table, talking and enjoying coffee together. Ashley had stopped by on her
way home from taking Jennifer, Ashley's three year old daughter, to her
first day at a local mother 's day out program.
I suppose Jennifer was on both of our minds because the
conversation soon turned to stories about Jennifer's cute antics. Jennifer
was a bright, active child; at three years old, she was already able to
co~unicate clearly, and she kept us entertained with lively, made-up
stones from her active imagination.
From there it was an easy step for Ashley's thoughts to move back
in time to her own childhood. "You know , " she told me, "my mother
~sed to tell the family that I had a wild imagination; she called it telling
lies. It used to make me feel bad, especially when I tried to tell her
important, frightening things that happened to me and she wouldn 't
listen."
. "When I was three," Ashley told me, "we lived out in the country
on a httle farm, close to a small community which we referred to as a

town. You know the kind of place, a few scattered old houses, an old
ftling station, and a country store where they sell a little of everything-hardware, groceries, fabric, clothing, and even nickel candy. Our family
had a few acres that we rented; my dad played at farming because it was
his dream , and once in a while he worked at one job or another so that we
sometimes had food on the table . Looking back, I'm sure he also liked
the isolation of that place. "
Ashley went on to tell me about the cow, an old horse, and the few
chickens that they kept on the farm. "My mother fed and watered the
animals in the evening while my dad was off doing his thing . She always
told me that I had a very important job, because I was to take care of my
baby sister while she was gone. "
As I looked at Ashley , I knew something was wrong ; she wasn't
telling me about some funny little thing that happened to her when she
was three years old. Her whole demeanor had changed; she looked sad,
almost frightened. I couldn' t imagine what could make her change like
this. A strange look froze on her face, as though she were far away and
no longer in the room with me.
Quietly, almost as though unable to stop herself, Ashley continued.
"One night, mother had been outside for what seemed like a long time.
It had grown dark outside--! used to be afraid of the dark, sometimes I
still am," she said, as though to herself. "I had just been to the window
looking out, hoping to see mother coming, when I heard a noise at the
front door. I felt frightened and I think I might have screamed a moment
later when an ugly, dirty, strange man pushed through the dilapidated
front door. The man was wearing old, grungy overalls and filthy boots;
the color of their worn leather was undiscernible because of the stains left
by deposits of oil and dirt. His tattered old hat had grease and sweat
stains around the band, and his body odor . . . I can still smell that
stench. As I looked at him, I remember thinking how much like my
daddy he was dressed, but of course it wasn't my daddy! This had to be
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Ashley's Story
by Sam Shackelford

a stranger!"
"I was terribly frightened; I tried to think of a way to protect my
baby sister and myself. The terror gripped my throat until I couldn't
breathe. First the man looked at me, but then, almost with relief, I saw
him look over at my baby sister who was a few feet away , playing with
a doll. But I mustn't feel relief; I'm supposed to take care of my sister.
I'm the big one and I must protect her." Ashley's face looked frozen with
fear, and she sat staring at my front door as if she actually saw this foulsmelling stranger standing inside my house.
After a moment of silence, Ashley continued. "By now I was
sobbing with fear; I wanted to shout at the man, but I knew better. That
was a lesson I had learned early from my father. One never, ever
questioned an adult, especially a man; so I remained quiet. As the man
moved toward my sister, I knew something had to be done. Now he was
bending over her; I CQuld smell his disgusting breath, and I wondered
why, since I was certain he was touching my sister and not me. Finally
I was able to move. I saw a stick by the old wood stove, the stove that
was supposed to keep the drafty old house warm. While the man was
looking away, I slipped over to where the stick was and picked it up. It
felt rough and strange in my hands as I grasped it, but I moved ever so
slowly to just behind the interloper, and using all the strength I had, I
brought it down across the man's shoulder and lower neck, and I knew it
must have struck a vulnerable spot, for it seemed to totally disable him,
and he sagged to the floor! "
I felt cold inside as Ashley talked. What had happened? What
was she trying to tell me? I wondered as I waited for her to go on.
"All this seemed to happen so fast," Ashley said. "There I stood,
unable to decide what to do. Looking at the man lying there, I realized
what I had done, and that I might be in serious trouble. After all, if I
wasn' t allowed to question an adult, what would happen to me for hitting
one from behind, knocking him out? I tried to think what to do . I was
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idea came
shaking, and I couldn' t think. But suddenly, like a miracle ,
to me. The answer was so simple, so perfect! I closed my eyes, and a
giant mouse suddenly appeared. This mouse was a monster of a mouse;
sitting up on his hind legs, he was taller than the top of the door. The
gray fur that covered his magnificent body was as smooth as satin and
seemed almost iridescent. His eyes looked like brown velvet; I sensed
they were telling me that he understood everything, even those things I
must never tell to anyone. "
I was amazed as I watched Ashley, for her face had changed again,
as complete a transformation as before, but now, instead of terror on her
face, she was smiling, and there was a warm glow in her eyes. I didn't
understand what was happening, but I listened quietly as she continued.
"I can see his eyes so plainly. There was such kindness; I felt safer than
I ever had in my life. No one would ever dare touch me again when I
had a friend like Mr. Whiskers. I'm sure I saw him smile when I dared
to speak his name aloud. Mr. Whiskers sat for a moment longer,
seemingly looking over the situation. He came to a quick decision,
however, and went straight over to the intruder and ate him up, clothing
and all. Mr. Whiskers then sat down with me for a few moments, and I
knew he was sharing a huge joke with me. 'Let them try' he seemed to
say, 'just let them try! They will never separate us again,' and with that,
he touched his whiskers and disappeared. I trembled with excitement, for
I alone shared his secret; Mr. Whiskers was invisible. And though no one
else ever saw him , I knew he was always there beside me, ready to help
should I need him. And ALWAYS, he kept me company . I knew I could
count on him to come and save me when the stranger came, dressed just
like my daddy. "
As I looked at Ashley , I felt as though I was being ripped in two .
At last I understood what she had been trying to tell me . She had no one
to protect her when she was a child, and so she made up a special friend .
Someone to ease the pain when the man, who was her daddy , came and
hurt her .
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First Place
by Jade Jackson ,
James Bowie High School

Place Untouchable
by Darren Victory
If heaven were a place in which the souls of men

were granted but one moment,
To search the worlds within and find that one desire
which drove them through this life.

free ice cream
as the man
with the
friend ly face
and the smoky
black truck
pulls over and
his soothing
voice
lulls me to

him
my bicyclethe joy
of my
childhoodlike always,
is left behind
i wonder
if the
ice cream
he promises
will be as
good as it
was last time
like always
i wonder
what my
mommy
would say
if she
knew i
talked to
strangers
but we' re not
strangers
anymore
so i guess
it's o,k,
he calls what
we do in
his truck
"favors •

If in a dream, though hazy through a mist I found
that for one moment, I had but just one kiss .
A crimson touch from lips of one who holds my heart
within her hand.
If but one thought were all I had to fill my mind forever,

Though as a shadow, void of color, yet not only fantasy.
If I were to awaken and to fmd but one last breath,
The stillness of that moment would engulf me as the
memories came flooding in from time I spent with you.
And as the blackness would rush in and life would fade
away,
Your voice within my soul I'd feel , and death would I
embrace.

I

call
it
free
ice
cream

-..

In memory of Amber and all the other abducted children.
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Second Place

. Third Place

Watching Life Go-By
by Richard Ashlock, Richland High School

Nature Speaks
by Matthew Combs, Haltom High School

It seems just yesterday while reading the news I found to my surprise,
That someone had put an ad out for a watch they wanted to sell.
How odd, I thought, to sell a watch and let go of one's time.
In this great world where each second's worth, well , no less than a dime.

Breatb. in fleeting moments
Strikes hard the icy wind.
A billow of smoke.

And so I wrote the number down and gave the man a call.
To ask him why on earth he wished to barter a watch for money .
He told me that he only needed the one clock on his wall ,
In fact, he said, he was growing old and has no use for the watch at all.
'

I told him I would buy and asked him how much it would cost.
He decided that though he had paid sixty he would only charge me dollar
I told him that on my return to work that I would go straight to my boss.
"Mr. President," I'll say. "I need a raise, I have to buy a watch."

Rain on a cloudy morning
Gently moistens the cold ground.
A puddle of water.
Wind in a petrified desert
Violently casts the loose sand.
A cloud of dust.
Fire in dry forest
Randomly sears the green life.
A pile of ashes.

So I thanked the man for his time, and there was no pun intended.
He told me that he was glad that his watch would not go to waste.
And now I look down at the watch and see plainly what has happened.
The watch is fast, that's what happened to him, and now my life is spent.

Children in a decaying city
Strike gently then violently, randomly .
An epidemic of death.
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At that moment I am ready for somebody to slap THIRD WHEEL
across my forehead. But when it is just my friend and I, of course I get
a chance at guy-hunting. I would not categorize myself as having vomit
inducing looks but absolutely fine has not crossed guys' lips , either. So,
being stuck in the middle, I get much encouragement from my friends:

"You are soooo pretty. A guy with any sense at all would want
··
to go out with you."
"Brains, looks, a sense of humor, and a car."
"Forget what he thinks, he didn't deserve you anyway."
"You have the rest of your life to find the guy of your dreams."
Gee. Thanks. Especially that last one. How long is the rest of my
life? I did have a boyfriend last summer. Since then I have been
approached by all kinds: First are the ones that find grabbing their crotch
attractive while asking for your number. Then there are the ones who just
ask for numbers for seedy black book collections. Third are the ones who
look old enough to hang out with my dad. Fourth are the ones who do
want your number but call you up only to check if your parents are not
home so they can come over to 'talk'. And lastly, the ones who actually
call, make conversation, and when they realize that you have a brain with
an opinion, they are never heard from again.
Most of my friends look for fme guys. Looks and romance. I
want more than that. I need a mind, some history of intellect, or just
ones that have a clue.
"You look for too much, Jenice," Judy says. "You don't have to
settle, but you might be brushing off some good guys." To which I
usually reply:
"Judy, I am not going to put my issues on the line just to get a
man."
"Shoosh! Look what's coming over here!" A guy. What he looks
like is not important, he is basically the same guy every time.
"Mmm.mmm! You sho' look good!" he says, as he grabs at the
crotch of his grossly baggy jeans.
"Thanks." I say as I give my friend the look of a deer caught in
the headlights.
"You goin' to a party tonight?" he asks ... drooling.
"No. Why? "
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First Place
Maybe in College . .! • •
by Jenice Sheree Johnson, James Bowie High School
My friends started dating at a young age you might say. I
defmitely remember them actually 'going out' with boys in elementary
school. High school came around and that childish 'going out' that
lasted, maybe, a lunch period, became a bit more serious.
Notice how I mentioned my friends, purposely excluding me? You
guessed it, I have not seen much of that popular dating thing . Making
friends is not really my problem, for I can make friends with strangers in
five minutes, record time. But, I do not think that the male species is
interested in dating their friends. And being that I do have friends, my
life usually goes a little like this:
"Hey , Jenice, w1mt to go to a movie?"
"Sure, Judy. What do you want to see?" I ask.
"How about that Christian Slater movie?" Judy replies .
"You mean that new romance movie?" I ask with more than slight
hesitation.
"Yeah. By the way , you don't mind if Joe comes too, do you?"
Of course I mind but what am I going to say, "Don' t bring your
boyfriend. You know how much I hate him." That could work if I had
not introduced them to each other.
"Why would I mind? I have more fun when it's the three of us."

"I thought we could hook up later, ya know."
"No, I don't know."
"Well, how 'bout giving me the digits?"
"O.K., 438-5678.
"I'll call you, aw-ight?" he says as he looks at my chest.
"Sure, whatever." I say as I walk away. My friend looks at me
as if she has seen a ghost. She takes me by the ann and says, "That
wasn't your number."
"I know," I say as I am looking down, slightly disappointed with
the day's herd, "It was GET-LOST in numbers. I'm sure he won't be
smart enough to figure it out, either. "
"Man, Jenice. He was cute. Judy says as she shakes her head.
The day usually ends with me complaining to my dad. He says to
me, as if his words are tired, "Maybe in college. 11
II

II
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Second Place
An Argument for the Road Less Traveled
by Jed Grise], Richland High School

When a young man reaches the age of nineteen in the Latter-Day
Saint religion, the leaders strongly encourage him to serve a two year
mission for the church. The missionary dedicates an extreme amount of
time and energy sharing his beliefs with others. Many observers see this
service as a waste of time that an enthusiastic young man might better
spend on more career-focused objectives. Despite the inconvenience and
difficulty of missionary work, over 60,000 young people are serving
missions for the church today and are coming home feeling rewarded and
satisfied. Some people initially decide to serve in obedience to their
parents' wishes. Others serve as an effort to clear their minds and
discover a more mature perspective on life. However, the real reason that
inspires these individuals to serve is the unexplainable feeling they get that
it is the right thing to do. Acting on such an intuition requires great
courage and promotes high self confidence and self respect.
The most logical benefit of serving a mission is the experience and
clearness of thought that comes from helping others. Often, people
become so involved and entangled in their own problems that things begin
to seem muddled and unclear. This can ultimately result in unwise and
lasting decisions. However, when someone truly gives of himself, an
amazing thing happens to the giver. A new perspective is rendered on his
life, and solutions to seemingly unconquerable tasks are discovered. The
application of this principle is quite obvious when considering missionary
work. Many of the choices that a young nineteen year old faces have a
great impact on the direction of his life. The mission is a perfect time to
make many of these choices. The pressures of college majors, intimate
relationships, and many other life-directing decisions are put on hold.
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The youth can thoughtfully consider the direction of his life against the
backdrop of service to others. This is only one example of how ironic it
is that the giver often receives more than he .gives. It has been said that
one gives and gives until he has everything.
Many LDS parents strongly emphasize the importance of serving
a mission to their children. They acclimate the younger generations to the
idea of missionary work throughout their childhood. Hopefully, when the
youth reaches the proper age, no question or doubt will exist in his mind
whether or not to go. Some outside of the church may feel that this is an
ignorant and primitive exercise that stunts a child's self-reliant spirit.
They say that people should be enlightened moral beings that don't submit
themselves to the silly traditions of their elders. This concept, however,
likely promotes much of the liberal and immoral misconduct exhibited in
the rising generation of today. A mother teaches her child not to play in
the street in order to eQSure the child's safety. Loving parents believe
they have lived longer, experienced more, and have found that certain
types of conduct yield happiness while others yield misery. Mother
knows that playing in the street may appear more exciting to the child
than the boring limitations of the yard. Parents know that choices leading
to lasting joy and happiness often appear mundane or bland when
compared to other more exotic choices, through dangerous and
destructive. The rules set by concerned parents aren't constructed in
order to render their children naive or ignorant. They are created by
loving parents who want their children to be happy and successful. A
mission falls into this category. Although inconvenient and surprisingly
difficult, parents realize the good that comes from missionary work. They
want their children to share in its benefits. There is wisdom in learning
from the experiences of others. This is a reason that an intelligent person
might choose to serve a mission.
Despite the many explanations and reasonings that can be conjured
up when considering whether or not to serve a mission, the ultimate
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decision all boils down to one simple point. If one truly desires to know
if a mission is the right choice for him, the answer comes in the form of
an unexplainable feeling. This feeling assures the person, anq the answer
is clear within. Many times in life, people already know what they should
do, but rationalizations and internal lies cloud up the issue so much that
eventually the truth is lost. Sometimes the difficulty of the task causes
people to create all kinds of reasons to justify traveling the road more
traveled. Great faith and self confidence are required, however, to obey
one's conscience and travel t)le road less traveled. A person's conscience
is one of the greatest gifts with which God has blessed mankind, and
obedience to that conscience results in great happiness and satisfaction.
The flip side of this stands true also. When someone knows that
something is right in their heart, acting on any other feeling is wrong and
results in low self esteem and decreases self confidence. It has been said
that the path of least resistance makes both men and rivers crooked.
For some, a mission is a great retreat from wordly pressures while
helping discover the serendipitous rewards of service. For others, serving
a mission is a way of obeying their parents' wishes. A mission may
appear absurd or time-consuming, but they know that their parents would
never ask anything of them contrary to their best interests. Maybe they
realize that making a sacrifice can eventually yield happiness achievable
through no other means. However, the most important reason young
people decide to serve a mission comes from the feelings in the heart.
Acting on those feelings is the first step toward building integrity and true
character, . . . . . . at any age.

Third Place
Gangs
by Gina Loving, Dunbar High School
Many teenagers find it hard to make the right decisions. It is
much easier to make a wrong decision versus a right one. In today's
society, the decision to join a gang is a decision that many teenagers are
faced with; nevertheless, there are not many organizations that will accept
a person on his/her appearance alone. He/she must be able to follow
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instructions. This measures , in most cases, the person's intelligence.
Joining a gang is in no sense a decorous way of becoming a part of an
organization. There are no positive travails -being done and it will only
change a person's life for the worst. Nothing positive can become of a
gang member. When they become gang members, no longer will they
have their own identities. Their families become involved without
consenting. Joining a gang gives one a life time membership.
From the day individuals decide to become part of a gang, they
have to decide to take on a new identity. No longer will they be thought
of as individuals, but they will be known as being a part of a misdirected
group of delinquents. A person with no vision, no ability to think, or
stand alone; who is without guts to stand for something which is achieved
by hard work and dedication, can never succeed as a human being.
Not only do they endanger their own lives; they have also
endangered the lives of tbose that surround them. Regardless of what they
may think, their families are also in danger. They are looked upon as a
part of that gang by rival gangs also . In most cases family members fmd
themselves as rivalry targets when family members decide to get out of a
gang. A person's family shouldn't be punished for the actions of another;
however, they can be when one decides to join a gang. Unlike most
organizations, a person can't decide on when he/she is ready to get out of
a gang. If one decides to get out of a gang, his/her life is ended. For
many reasons the gang may feel that they have been
betrayed; therefore actions such as death may become their solution for
taking care of the problem. So regardless, individuals' lives are shattered
if they decide to leave or stay.
When a person makes the decision to join a gang, that person
draws out his/her own destiny. The changes are imminent and unyielding
and will affect the life of many. No one should want to channel his/her
life in the wrong direction; but if it happens, then there are consequences
that one must accept in the process of the commitment.
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First Place
Always
by Chris Schopmeyer, Haltom High School
Shucks, the brown paper bag won't fit over my head. What about
that plate? Maybe I can just hold it in front of my face while I walk by.
Either way, if I don't do something fast, I'm screwed. Oh no , here she
comes. Shoot! Please don't notice me. Please!
I think she noticed me. I heard her friends say, "What is he
doing? " I'm such an idiot. Girls don't really like me; I think they just
like to laugh at my name-- Dexter. But I've always liked girls; ever since
I was twelve , they've been the sunshine of my day. I really like Barbara.
She's fifteen, I'm thirteen.
I don' t think she knows my name. So, I wrote her a note. It read,
"Enclosed is a note which, Barbara, will tell you my true emotions. "
Inside that note was another note. "Barbara, if you want to know who I
am and how I feel about you, call me. My phone number is 438-9388.
Love, your secret admirer." But that wasn' t my phone number; it was my
friend Bobby's number.
When she called, Bobby told her that he didn' t know what she was
talking about. The next day I saw her laughing with her friends . The
note was their topic of discussion. I was so embarrassed. I thought, OK,

if you're going to get this girl to like you, you need to talk to her.

So the following day, I ran into her, knocked her books completely
out of her hands, and began to cry. I told her, "Oh, I'm so sorry, let me
help you. "
She looked at me and said, "You stupid idiot, why don' t you watch
where you' re going! "
I helped her pick up her books. I told her I was sorry . She told
me never to talk to her again.
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Then my big opportunity to impress her came--she had forgotten
something! I guess it must have fallen out of her purse. So, I thought if
I returned it in front of all of her friends, then she would really like me.
I ran it into her class. "Barbara! Barbara!"
"What?" she said while all of her friends watched.
"You forgot this ." I handed her the pink pouch with "Always" on
the side. "I didn't want you to forget this. I always want to remember
you." Her eyes got really big.
This is great!, I thought. But then she ran out of the room crying.
Her friend Susan came up to me and hit me in the shoulder. "Why
did you do that to her!"
"Because I love her!"
"I hope you never decide to love me!" she said as she followed
after Barbara.
"What did I do wr.:ong?"
The teacher did not look pleased with me. She told me I should
just go to class. Then Matt (jock, asshole, vacant brain) Johnson called
me a nerd. It wasn't the frrst time he had done so, but coming from
Barbara's last boyfriend, it really afflicted me. I hate him.
So, I went on to English. I didn't see Barbara the rest of the day.
I have been following her around all day trying to get the nerve to talk to
her.
And so that's where I am now, staring at a wall, praying that my
love won't notice me. I heard she wanted to get a restraining order
against me, but I don't think she has any proof. I love her, and she must
know! Oh the sorrow, the anguish her beauty brings. The bittersweet
beauty that rips at my soul. I wonder if that "Always" thing brings
bittersweet memories to her too?
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The Lady of Spring Fog
by Katherine Morrison, Western Hills High School
The fog is coming in, soon she will be here.

Every year the lady of spring fog comes to pick her mate for the
season. She teaches him love and finds the woman of his dreams. The
Lady then leaves with the fog just as she came, swift and with the grace
of a Swan.
Perhaps she will pick you, if you're lucky. Do you feel the dewy
spring fog rolling in, they say that the fog only comes with her, I believe
them. If you are fortunate and you do meet her, you will know it. The
lady has Periclean skin the color of peach Roses. Her hair is a dark burnt
umber that reminds me of the soft soil after a spring shower. The Lady's
eyes glisten like that of a soft pool of dew that has collected under the
great canopy trees. Their color is of dragon green with highlights of red
fire streaks that brings out her rich endless lashes. Her lips are of soft
pink, crushed velvet that tastes like sweet fruit. She has the voice of an
angel and a delicate body that is matched only to a butterfly. Only her
mates see her, but her saga is known by all that live here.
How, I'm sure you're asking, do I know so much about her. I
was one of her mates, only she never found my dream woman. I must
confess I'm the only one of her mates to have this happen. I don't think
she ever understood why she could not find me a match, but I know that
it was because she was the only one I wanted and I would never be able
to love another. I'm a very old man and I've gone without feeling love
from a woman my whole life, but if I were to trade that for never meeting
the Lady Of Spring Fog, I would do it all the same. I never felt love
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from her; nonetheless I loved her and will for the rest of my life.
Who is this woman that would make grown men weak? She is a
ghost, an apparition, no one really knows or cares. She is , in a mortal
sense, hope of love, a fantasy that young men think of at night when the
water is rippling just enough to have a cool breeze. To me the lady is my
love.
I can hear the clouds gathering, yes , she will be here soon.

• l

as the lesson of love. Her wisdom made me think about things that
otherwise would never come to my mind. I have nothing of her except
the second most important thing, her wisdom. Though I'm sure you
guessed the greatest would be her love.

It's getting cooler, the Lady is near.
I remember those days with her as if I were living them today . It
must be going on 50 years since our last meeting. Seems more like last
week. Our time together was short but at the occasion it felt as if it
would never end. I was just past 19 years of age , just sitting on a rock
fishing when she came along . At first I thought it was just a cool draft,
but when I got up to go back horne, because I thought it was going to get
colder, I saw this blur o(her. When I went to investigate, she continued
to move, almost gliding, to the top of the hill . After a long climb, and
hard at that, I reached the top but to my surprise she was not there.
There was no way for her to go anywhere but into the lake, a life
threatening fall. Thinking the worst, considering the circumstances, I
looked at the water hoping to see if she was there but there wasn't a trace
of her. The only entity on the lake was the dawning of an unsuspected
fog. That night I encountered her again. Just by chance in the corner
of my eye I saw her gleaming inside from the window of my bedroom.
Not wanting her to go away once more, I slowly walked outside. She did
not flee this time, but instead embraced me with all of her glory. Before
I realized what had happened, I awoke to the morning; if it were not for
a dewy flower on my chest, I would have thought it all a dream. After
that she began to visit more, and more often. With every passing moment
I fell more and more in love with her. That entire spring she taught me
more than any number of years of life experience could teach. Her words
soothe me now. The lady gave me many lessons yet none were as great
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Last year about this time she came to me in my dreams, she
seemed sad and had tears falling down her face. Only every time I went
to confront her, she disappeared. The lady simply continued to say over
and over, I'm sorry that I could never love you. Every night that I would
have this dream I would wake up crying. Sometimes I think that she
made a mistake picking me because I did end up falling in love with her.
When I am alone I often think that maybe she made the mistake on
purpose, just so she could be with me that one spring. I once heard from
an old man, long before she came to me, that the lady could not love and
that was why she wanted to teach others to do what she could not.
The smell of fog is getting stronger; perhaps I will see her.
My story is not of a sad lonely man that fell in love with a
phantasm. My story is of great love that is so rare that it must be kept
apart to be truly understood. You may some day fmd love, but not even
then could you understand the love I have for the Lady of the Spring Fog.
Perhaps she will learn from what she teaches, and maybe I could
feel love from her, some day. But that is not today. No, today she has
another man in mind. It might even be you.

-59-

.'

The jacket, with its white skull painted on the back, was George's
pride and joy, worn in rain, snow, sleet, and blazing sun. H~ saved for
weeks for that jacket back in '78, when he bought it at a second-hand
store. That was the day he decided he had had enough of the world. It
was the day he decided to grow his beard, now down past his chest, and
the day he decided to grow his hair, now down to the middle of his
massive back. It was the day he forgot about everything that had mattered
to him.
George thought for a brief moment, as he did every day, about the
woman. He thought about the six children and the career he had been
building. He thought about the other nameless, faceless women that had
come and gone since them, and yes, even the other unplanned, unwanted
children.
How many were there now? Eight, nine? Counting the six he left
behind, George figured no more than ten, max. Before his calculations
were complete, his mind was on another matter. Where were them
damned keys? He found them in the refrigerator, oddly enough, where
he had gone for a beer the previous evening.
Once outside, he hopped on his motorcycle, not a Harley, but a
Yamaha (he was still saving for that chopper at Mack's Used Cars and
Bikes). He put the keys into the ignition and prepared for a day of riding
with the wind. He always dreamed the Yamaha was a Hog, and when he
rode it, he would imagine new chrome colliding with the desert sky.
As he was pulling away, he saw a young girl standing nearby.
Pretty, blonde, nice set of hooters, George thought.
The girl approached him. "Are you George?" she asked.
"That all depends on who's askin', Honey," he replied, giving her
another once-over.
"Your daughter," the girl said. "I just wanted to see for myself
the filth that I came from!"
Without warning, she spat in his face and ran away with tears

Third Place

Mr. Harley Davidson
by Patricia Goodwin, Haltom High School
George thought that if misery had a sound, the motel air
conditioning unit would be it. He had wakened, as he did every day, to
the smell of cat urine. He had opened his eyes, as he did every day, to
see roaches crawling on the various bags and boxes of half-eaten
hamburgers and greasy French fries strewn about the olive green carpet.
He peered through the blinds into the motel parking lot to see if any cops
were parked outside.
No Pigs today, he thought. He hadn' t had any trouble with the
cops in almost ten years; he had been careful not to, but now every now
and then, he had to look over his shoulder. How the hell did I ever get
myself into this mess? he thought. He arose from his bed (more of a cot,
really) and scratched himself, disgusted with his own odor. His cat,
Muffin, was playing with a dead cockroach in one comer.
George went into the filthy bathroom and sat down. He picked up
the Penthouse he had carelessly left on the floor the night before and
thumbed through the pages. There was an article about the pleasures of
S & M; he would have to read that one later. He pondered for a moment
on whether to shower, or if deodorant would be enough. He decided on
the latter.
He flushed the commode and plodded into the living room-slashbedroom and fished about the dirty clothes, looking for something halfway
decent to wear. He decided on a pair of Wranglers and a plain pocket Tshirt. The shirt had a big coffee stain on the front, but he put it on
anyway. And fmally, the best part of his wardrobe, the part that made the
rest seem outmoded and unimportant: his Harley Davidson black leather
jacket.
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streaming down her face. George sat for several gJ.Oments in stunned
silence, trying to figure out which daughter it_was.
And how the hell did she find me, he wondered. He had been so
careful to hide out from the police--his back child support was probably
larger than the national debt.
He raced back into the motel room, grabbed a suitcase from the
closet, and flung the remaining dirty clothes from the floor into it. He
darted back out to his motorcycle, leaving his cat and his other belongings
behind. No need to pay this month's rent, he thought. That old geezer
won't bother looking for me anyway.
By mid-afternoon, George was on the road to sunny Florida,
looking over his shoulder every few miles.
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