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Foreword

Realized dreams evolve from creative imagination, determination,
and action . In reality, our dreams symbolize truths. Factual truths we
validate in documents , essays, newspaper~, magazines, journals,
biographies, and autobiographies. Our self created, psychological, and
experienced truths we often either validate and / or intuit from poetry,
short stories, novels, plays, and other works of fiction . Consequently,
when we search for truth, we frequently turn to written words for
guidance, comfort, escape, or affirmation.
In our search for truth, good writers touch our minds, our emotions,
and our imaginations. The writers included in this journal are those who
have touched the minds and hearts of their readers and, perhaps to some
degree, enhanced their quest for truth.
With the 1997 publication of Script , we celebrate eleven years of
providing both high school seniors and college students an opportunity to
expand their creative and expository writing skills. The readers of Script
however, are also beneficiaries, for the selected essays, short stories, and
poems of these writers promise pleasure and an opportunity to share in
the experiences, emotions, and thoughts with which they too may
identify.
We appreciate greatly those who have made this edition possible.
Mitchell McEwing, our Dean of Students, and Delores Simpson,
Humanities Division Chair, contributed both financial and emotional
suport. Our English Department secretary Pat Moreno, Southeast
Humanities Secretary Kathy Burks, and the South Campus Art
Department devoted hours of labor to the completion of this published
manuscript. Most of all, we are deeply indebted to those faculty members
who served as contest supervisors, readers, sorters, and editors: Bill Holt,
Helen Hogan, Arthur Pritchard, Loy Taylor, and to those who encouraged
their students to participate.
We present this journal for your reading pleasure. May you find
within its pages an experience or an emotion that will bring your dream
closer to reality.

:I

J

Evelyn M. Wilson
Associate Professor of English
English / Foreign Language Department Chair
Tarrant County Junior College South Campus
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Third Place
A New Beginn ing
by Rocio Lopez
And as the years the years the years passed me by
there remain ed one consta ntmyself
The trees grew taller and the sun wove 'round me,
Like a golden spider 'round its prey
And like that prey I lay a prisone r
A prisone r wrappe d around by the cocoon of her dreams .
Still and lonely
In a world of my own

With sightless eyes
and heartless soul
forgott en to all human ity
and all human ity lost
No shred of human emotio n
no trace of mortal soul
the finest of sand all that remain ed of my heart
as he turned his face from mine
on that cruel, cool lonely day
when my life ended.
Rising upon a mornin g
a new creature made of air
sheddi ng a skin of history and pain
rising in a strange and gentle hope
that love would come again
and my world fill again
with life's
gentle mysteries
such as joy and laughte r,
such as warmth and friendship,
such as love.
-2-

Honora ble Mentio n
Scar
by Dionne Melton

~I

Scar scales the midriff
Wiggle , Wrinkl ed, Worn.
imprin ting a small ditch on my belly.
a tawny worm, leeched forever on my side,
to remind me of imperfections.
Scar grips the stomac h.
Tears, Tangled, Tom.
ripping away at the soft baby skin.
a symbol of childhood that taught me
an early lesson of mortality.
Honora ble Mentio n
Concer ning the Fresh Snow
by Jimmy Loe
Driven here by sails
Arctic blown,
undula te over the ground
spread
and
as if white-caps tossed an Astral sea
among st the dreams and blankets
of this mysterious bed
where silence accumulates.
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First Place
Summertime Nap Time
by Leslie Williamson-

The fondest memories that I have of childhood are the
times when my brother and I would spend several summer days
at a time with our grandparents. I often find myself thinking of
those hot afternoons and our naps on the front porch. Perhaps I
think of those times because our grandfather was still alive, or
because life was so much simpler, or maybe even because, in a
stressful childhood, those were the most relaxing, free days I
ever had.
My brother Geoff and I were constantly kept busy with
miscellaneous chores during the mornings that always seemed
to begin too soon. Rising with the rooster and seven hours of
busywork were enough to prepare us for our one o'clock nap.
For some reason, Maw-maw would always put us down to sleep
on the front porch with only a thin cotton blanket between our
exhausted, sweaty bodies and the old hard wooden boards
beneath us. We each received a lumpy, worn-out pillow from
her bed and the command to go to sleep. And sleep we did!
Sometimes we would sleep for three or more hours.
It may seem strange that we found an old hard wooden
porch in the middle of the high noon heat such a relaxing place
to take a nap. But there was more to this time of day, and all
factors conspired to lull us into peaceful sleep.
The thing that I always noticed first, and appreciated
greatly, was that the porch was so much cooler than the rest of
the house. It was surprisingly cool. I used to imagine that the
porch was an oasis in the middle of a barren desert because it
seemed twenty degrees cooler than the searing, sun-drenched
yard only a few feet away.
-4-

We owed the difference in temperature to the design of the
porch. Because it was open on two sides, breezes blew gently
across our skin. Like long, loving fingers they moved through
our hair, clearing our faces and massaging our closed eyes.
Occasionally, these breezes would carry with them the captive
fragrance of a nearby honeysuckle vine to further induce sweet
dreams.
A single engine airplane from the nearby airport invariably
flew overhead just before I drifted off to sleep. The low buzz of
the engine as the plane meandered through an endless blue sky
relaxed Geoff and me more and more the farther the small craft
flew from us. I felt as if the plane had a rope tied to its tail
which lassoed my tension and peeled it from my tired muscles.
Besides the sound of the plane, I heard only the soft, rhythmic
creaking of our maw-maw slowly rocking in her weathered
antique chair as she busily crocheted a new blanket for the
approaching autumn. The sound of our grandmother rocking
the afternoon away is the last thing I experienced before finally
falling asleep.
I miss my summer nap times on my grandparents' porch.
Then I could dream away the day. Now, I have responsibilities
that cannot be ignored. Those summer naps, then, may be the
last truly carefree moments of my life.
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Second Place
The Day was Bright and Sunny
by Suzi Sirois

J

The day was bright and sunny; however, the weather did not
ref~e.ct ~he mood at the church that Wednesday. The biggest
facihty m the small town, the church was still overflowing with
peopl.e. As they enter:d, each person was handed a paper with
the picture of a beautiful, red-headed girl on it. Everyone was
n~atly dressed. Their clothes were freshly pressed, yet the faces
did not match. Ladies looked at the floor as if in deep thought.
Many seemed so weak that they relied on the strength of the
person closest to them to remain standing. Young girls' eyes
were red and puffy. Some of them held handkerchiefs. A few of
the men tried to appear dauntless, but every once in a while a
tear rolled down one o'f their strong cheeks. Those who could
hold back their emotion still expressed the sadness. The smaller
chi~d~en in atte.ndance were not acting as expected. Instead of
whinmg to their mothers or insisting that they make a trip to
the bathroom, they all sat quietly in the pews. The lights seemed
dimmer inside than on Sundays.
. ~t the front of the church was the same red-headed young
. girl pictured on the papers. Her father was not at her side, and a
groom was nowhere in sight. She was dressed in a beautiful
pink dress that seemed to be made for her alone to wear. Her
face, U:Uike the faces of the people around her, was peaceful. If
one did not know better, he might have tried to wake her.
Behind her were hundreds of different delicate flowers. Her
family sat in the first few rows. Her mother's loving eyes looked
down, seemingly in a trance. Why did she not stare at her
gorgeous young daughter? The girl's closest friends sat near her

family. One girl had a confused expression as if she: .did not
know what was happening; and she clenched her hands together
so hard that her knuckles turned white.
The air smelled of the many flowers that were arranged at the
front of the church. Besides the sweet smell of flowers, the air
was stagnant. It was uncomfortably still, and strange. One
would struggle to describe. the atmosphere. It almost stung the
nostrils and throat, and even thqugh one gasped for more, the
lungs were denied enough oxygen.
These same indescribable sensations were present on the
skin. The air conditioner should have been turned on due to
the large number of people, but the building still must have
been too warm. Men were unbuttoning the first few buttons on
their shirts. Ladies fanned themselves with the papers that were
handed out at the door. Could it have been instead that the
unbuttoning was to relieve the lumps in the men's throats, and
the fanning to keep back the tears? Another young girl stood by
a piano. A man played a sad, slow hymn while the girl sang just
as sadly and slowly. The small whimpers of a little girl on the
front row could be heard by those sitting near her. Every once in
a while someone would sob out loud, and a friend would rush
to comfort him or her. Other than these, there were no sounds .
It was strange how, inside, the air was still, the people sad, the
light so dim it took a minute of eyes to adjust.
Outside,
however, the cool breeze blew, the birds sang cheerfully, and the
sun was so bright it nearly blinded people. Even though it
looked like a happy occasion, the sadness of the funeral hit all
one's senses.
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Third Place
The Long Walk Home
by Julie Wright

Walking home from the diner where I work at midnight
every night of the week can be a frightening experience, not
unlike that of a child's nightmare of monsters in the closet.
On my way home from work, I cut through a vast, empty
parking lot filled with many lights. Some are brighter than the
moon, yet others blink as if their short, mechanical lives will
soon be over.
After crossing through the parking lot, I enter the poverty
stricken neighborhood where only a few lights show. The
darkness becomes more opaque with each step that I take
towards my home and safety. The neighborhood streets are
polluted with litter -- crumpled paper, empty coke cans, unfilled
liquor bottles, drug needles, and empty baggies once occupied by
marijuana and cocaine. When the wind has settled for the
, night, I can hear crickets, mice, and other rodents that share the
·streets with the trash, crawling through crunchy, dried up leaves
that fall from dying trees. The poorly maintained houses stand
silently, enduring their broken windows, chipped paint, and
unkempt lawns.
As I get closer to my house, I take a short cut from the deadly
streets into the alley of hell. As I progress farther into the alley, a
feeling of death comes over me. The smell of trash and dirty
dogs lingers in the alley as if the walls prevent its escape. Only
the moon lights my way along this oily, soiled path.
-8-

Occasionally, I see a homeless man or woman huddled in a
fetal position lying against a trash can covered with newspaper
to protect against the cold. Sometimes the specters smile at me
as if their souls had already left their bodies while the
underworld continues to torture them with a precarious life.
Their faces haunt me as I s~urry away.
Though my house is only a couple of blocks down the alley, I
feel I have been walking for an eternity by the time I reach the
safety of the front yard. I quickly run to the front door, let myself
in, and lock it securely. My heart pounds as if it will explode.
I stand inside the door for a moment to calm myself. I walk to
the familiar living room and touch the worn arm of my favorite
rocking chair. I am thankful to be home.
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Honorable Mention
Road Rules
by Shari Warren

The four of us stood, I with the wagon handle in my hand,
surveying the ominous strip of blacktop that lay ahead. My
brothers and cousins and I had often talked about conquering the
hill, and "this" was to be the summer. We had all finally come
of age in the spring, and the wagon stood waiting.
She bore the inscription "Radio Flyer," and her red metallic
color sparkled in the sun. With her white-walled tires and black
undercarriage, she was built for speed. at least that's what I
thought the first time I saw her. Fiery red, she called out to me.
I would harness her speed and steer her triumphantly down
the hill. My brother and my cousins Lee and Isaac would act as
m y co-pilots. "The road is steep," I told them, " and since I'm the
oldest, I should drive." I decided we would arrange ourselves
from the heaviest to the lightest, with our legs hanging over the
sides just in case we had to make a quick stop.
Moments seemed like hours as we waited nervously for just
the right second. But the time finally came for us to take the hill
of black heat. Piling into our positions, we straightened the Flyer
out and gave her a push. She crept forward, slowly at first, but
gained speed at an alarming rate.
My pulse quickened and my stomach began to jump with
excitement. The wind blew gently through my hair as I
tightened my grip on her handle. Our ride was going as I had
dreamed. Then, suddenly, we were in trouble. She shook
violently, fighting my determined effort to control her. Then
the handle jerked from my hand and hit the road with a clamor.
The joy ride was over.
-10-

The wagon flipped, spilling arms and legs out onto tJ:e black
top. The hill took pleasure in our pain. He thundered that he
would bring sorrow to those who challenged him. Blood oozed.
An open wound on my leg signaled road rash of the worst kind!
I looked over at my companions. They, too, were bleeding.
Road rash had got us all.
I stood up, and with te~rs in my eyes, loaded the others back
in the wagon and pulled them slowly home. That day I
discovered not only that life would be full of challenges, but
triumphs would be mixed with defeats.
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Honorable Mention
Don't Say Cheese
by James Conly
If you have ever looked at the family photo album and
won~er~d why ~here are numerous pictures with everyone

lookmg m every direction except at the camera or with only the
upper ~alf .of a b?dy in the frame, he or she probably opted to
use a httle mvention called the self-timer. Although designed to
be an easr gadget, ~ough the years the self-timer has proved to
be an accident waiting to happen. However, if you follow four
easy stei:'s you will not only reduce your chances of a painful
phot~ failure but also develop a happy relationship with your
self-hmer.
The first step you ne.ed to take towards your happiness is to
place the camera on a tripod and position the frame until you
~an see .everyone. No, don't decapitate your mother-in-la w even
if she d1d make a few cracks about your developing love handles
and a bald spot. She probably made those cracks on account of
your earlier comments about her age. This step sounds easy
enough, but the fact of the matter is that since you are behind the
~ai?era a~d ~ot in the picture, you really have no idea if you are
gomg to fit m the frame. So the best advice is to just guess and
hope you are right.
Now th.at the camera is in position, go ahead and set the
.
timer by pullmg back on a little black lever, located either on top
or on the front of the camera. Once the timer is set, you will
have around ten to fifteen seconds to scurry back to the frame
glue a forced smile on your face, and have the picture taken~
H?wever, let's. be honest, the photo shoot hardly ever happens
Without complications and disasters.
-12-

What will really happen is that once you have set the timer,
you will have around ten to fifteen seconds to scurry back to the
frame, but no scurrying will take place. Instead, on your way
back to the picture, you will most likely catch your foot on the
leg of the tripod, sending it crashing to the floor while you fly
through the air only to land on some sharp toy -- a miniature
replica of the Empire State building -- your child left out. At this
moment, you might want to take time out to swear at the tripod
leg and flesh-piercing toy until you regain your composure.
Now, with only two seconds left on the timer, you suddenly feel
a burst of adrenaline and a stinging feeling of determinatio n in
your head. The anticipation of the sound the camera makes
when it goes off dances in your head as you crawl along the floor
with a bruised knee, a puncture wound, and a sprained ankle.
But despite your valiant effort, you are too late and now have a
lovely family photo with only your grimacing face in the picture.
This trying moment would be a good time to move to step
three -- which is to repeat steps one and two. However, on this
go around, try to evade the tripod legs by taking a more curved
path to the picture. Your aching legs will greatly appreciate your
stroke of genius.
Once you have mastered step three, the photo session is easy
sailing from then on, and you can go on to the last step. When
you and your family are finally in position, you need to ignore
the shooting pain in your knee and the swelling of your ankle
and somehow manage to smile. The camera will blind you
when it flashes. But by this time, you don't .

~--------------~
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First Place
The River Home
by David Mowrey

Heart pounding, breath coming in heavy gasps, every muscle
tense, leaning forward in anticipation, he waited for the
command.
He felt detached from all that was around him. Afraid but
excited, he was acutely aware of all the activity up and down the
line. Men shifting their weight to ease the cramps they
devel~ped from the long march and now the seemingly
un_e ndmg delay of the attack. An occasionally dry cough, leaves
bemg stepped on and sporadic whispers intruded upon the
silence.
Without conscious effort, he checked and rechecked his
musket. Frequently h~ eyed the powder to ensure that it was
dry. Using his shirt, he would wipe the sweat from his hands
and grip his weapon with tightened fists. No longer fearing if he
would fight bravely, he crouched and watched the enemy line in
the distance.
Suddenly he could hear the roll of thunder. Looking to the
right, he saw his commanding general riding high atop a giant
black horse. The sun reflected off the general's saber he held
' · above his head as the horse raced down the line behind the
soldiers. The galloping hooves pounded the ground as the
general shouted the command. His harsh voice, bellowing and
spewing forth, could be heard. "Chaaarrge! Charge, you
basstaards!"
Like a tremendous explosion, the mass of men burst forward
as one. And he, no longer feeling apart from them, was running
side-by-side with his fellow soldiers. His teeth were clenched
and his eyes were drawn tight as he advanced toward the enemy
line. The strength of the soldiers' voices pounded through him.
-14-

"Kill 'em!"
"Rip their grey hearts out!"
"Shoot the sons-of-bitches!"
" Aaaaahhh!"
Though aware of their screams and curses, he could not hear
his own. For they were lost in with all the rest. And he
continued forward to the .enemy. His ear drums vibrated from
the cannon balls firing over their heads. Smoke surged upward.
With the whine of the minnie balls shooting past, he saw the
grey line fifty yards ahead. And he charged forth.
With a massive force, he was flipped backward as a musket
ball found its target in his chest. As if in slow motion, his body
was tossed up and over as he fell to the ground. No longer the
fierce soldier, he cried out in pain. The agony tearing through
to his very soul. He lay on the damp, cold grass as th other
soldiers raced on to their own destiny and his blood spilt to the
gr~nd.
.
.
And as he lay dying, he remembered back to a s1mpler time.
TWO
Sleeping soundly, the small boy rolled over and slowly slid
out of the bed. He hit the floor with a soft thud. Confused, he
sat up and looked around. Unsure o~ what to do, he sa~ there
and gently cried for his mother. Rubbmg the tea~s from his eyes
with tiny fists, he saw his mother pull the curtam back to enter
his sleeping area of the cabin. He reached upward to her, when
she picked him up and held him.
"Oh, Samuel. It's okay. Mama will make it better." His
mother stood and rocked him in her arms.
"Mama, I fell out of bed/' he whimpered.
"I know, Darling. Mama knows." She rubbed his back. "Do
you want to go down to the river with Mama? We'll sit and
listen to the water."
"Yes, Mama. Let's go to the river." Samuel quit crying as his
mother held him.
-15-

THREE
Sitting against a tree, Samuel threw pebbles into the river and
watched them skip off the surface of the water. Hearing
footsteps behind him, he looked back and saw his mother
coming down the path. He stood up and waited for her.
"Well, aren't you the polite young man standing up in the
presence of a lady. Even an old lady like me." Ma smiled, and
standing up on the tips of her toes to reach him, she kissed him
on the cheek.
"Ah, Ma. You're not old. You're just as young as you ever
were." He returned the kiss, and they both sat down to watch
the river.
Patting his knee, she said, "It's been a while since we've sat
here together by the river. I bet it's been eight years or so."
"Well, helping Pa with the chores and getting my school
learning has kept me a might busy." He threw more pebbles into
the river.
"I know, Son." she gave him a light hug. "I just miss those
days when you were young. When you were hurt or sick, we
would come here, and I would rock you, and everything got
better. Those were special times for me."
"Me too. " He smiled at her. "You know, when I was real
young --maybe four or five--I used to think that this was the
River Jordan. I remember when you read from the Bible or

when we heard the traveling preacher and you spoke about the
River Jordan, I thought this was it." He laughed happily. "I
thought all you had to do was come down here and a huge
sailing ship would come by, you hopped on it, and it took you off
to Heaven. Isn't that silly?"
"Not for a little boy. It shows you're smart. You're thinking
about things and learning:" She reached over and brushed the
hair from his eyes.
He held her hand and they sat in silence for a while.
"You're thinking awfully hard about something. Care to
share?" She had been watching him from the corner of her eye
and saw the concentration on his face, and with a mother's
instinct she knew what was bothering him. He had never
traveled outside their county, and everything that he knew was
right here. It was difficult for anyone to leave the safety of
home.
He grinned at her, "It's just. .. " Looking embarrassed, he
shook his head. "Oh, I don't know how to say it."
"You worried about tomorrow?" She rubbed his arm in
comfort.
"Does it show that much?"
"Not much." she hugged him. "But a mother knows these
things. I've watched you all these years, and I think I know you
pretty good."
"I'm just scared I won't hold up." He looked to the river.
"You'll do fine. You got butterflies in your stomach right
now, but tomorrow when you get on that boat, you'll be excited
and won't have a care in the world. You'll be ready to go off and
fight."
. ,
Smiling at her, he replied, "I hope you're right."
"Well, I am. And just so you know, I got my own butterfltes.
"Really? 'Bout what?" He looked at her with curiosity.
"I'm thinking ahead. Thinking about when you'll be coming
home." She leaned against him. "I can picture in my mind the
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Samuel's mother quietly carried him to the door of their two
room cabin and set him down on the floor. "Sit there so Mama
can undo the bolt. We have to be quiet so we don't wake your
Pa.

II

-

They got to the river bank and sat down on the soft grass.
Samuel loved the sound of the river and with the puzzlement
of a small child wondered where it came from. His mother
lifted him to her lap and rocked him. As she sang a lullabye, he
fell asleep and dreamed a child's dream of the river.

day the river brings you home." She wiped tears from her eyes.
"Oh, Ma, I'm sorry. I didn't know you were scared 'bout it.
But everybody says it well be a short war." With his hand, he
gently rubbed the tears from her face. "Penple say the Southern
rebels will run at the first fight. I think they're right."
"I hope so." She smiled and stood up. "Now, if I stay here
cryin', I'll never get my work done. 'Sides, your pa wants to see
you." She held out her hand to him, and he got up.
They walked up the path to the cabin hand-in-hand. "You'll
find your pa in the bam."
"Okay, Ma." He kissed her and turned to the bam.
Samuel found his father repairing a leather harness. "Pa, Ma
said you wanted to see me."
Standing up, the man admired how big his only son had
grown. "Hey, Son, come over here." He led Samuel over to a
storage bin and opened it. "I got this th' other day." He reached
into the bin and lifted out a new musket. Turning to Samuel, he
held it out to him. "I wanted you to be ready."
Samuel look at the gun and wanted to hug his father. He had
never owned a gun before and had always had to use his father's
gun to hunt with. He could not have been happier. But he did
not want his father to think him still a boy and resisted the urge
, to hug him. Instead, he offered his hand for his father to shake.
· "Thank you, Sir."
Smiling, his father shook his hand in return. He realized
Samuel was trying not to show his eagerness for the gun. "Well,
Son, you're seventeen and going off to war. I say that makes you
a man. And you need to be prepared like a man."
Samuel felt himself warm from pride at his father' s remarks.
"Thank you. But I sure hate leaving just before planting time.
You'll need the help. Of course, I may not be gone long, and it
may be over before I get a chance to fight."
"Never know. You might be back before I get all the crops
planted." He slapped his son on the back. "Come on. I need
some water."

FOUR
~·
Crying and unable to move from the terrible pain, he lay face
down as he listened to the battle rage around him. The sounds
of muskets and cannon and of other men screaming pierced his
thoughts. His pain throbbed and ate at him with every vibration
of the ground. The hole in his chest continued to bleed as he
wished for his mother and father, and he prayed for it all to end.
Gasping for breath, he felt a presence over him. His eyes were
caked with mud and his vision was blurred, but he forced his
eyes to open. And with all his might, he raised his head and
looked upward. He saw a man, dressed in white and wearing a
golden breastplate, standing before him. He was enormous and
towered over Samuel. The sun was brilliant as it radiated from
behind the man.
Blinking his eyes several times to clear his vision, he saw that
this man standing before him with magnificent splendor was an
angel. The immensity of his power shone brightly against the
blue sky, and his compassionate eyes offset his rugged face. Huge
white wings spread out from behind him as he held out his
arms toward Samuel.
His suffering kept him from realizing what was happening,
and he immediately accepted the angel's presence without
thought. His voice was almost gone as he pleaded, "It hurts so
bad. Please make it stop."
Gently and soothingly, the angel spoke, "Take my hand and
come with me."
"It hurts." Coughing violently, he choked on his blood. "It
hurts"
"Take my hand." A single tear rolled down the angel's face.
"Walk with me to the river, and I will take you home. You will
hurt no more." He lowered himself down to one knee and
reached for Samuel.
As he struggled, Samuel could see his mother within his
thoughts. Sitting before the river, she held a small boy and

-18-

-19-

rocked him as she brushed the hair from his eyes. The boy slept
peacefully as she sang softly and looked to the water.
Samuel's last effort of pain was to reach his hand up to the
angel. He groaned and sobbed from the hole in his chest. His
heart was racing , and his breath was labored. And with a final
effort of will, he took the angel's giant hand and the glory of
heaven embraced him.
The hate and suffering, smoldering like ashes, faded from
Samuel's thoughts.
Walking side by side, they left the field of battle.
Samuel's pain was gone as the angel took him home.
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Second Place
The Way Home
by Marion Sue Palencia

Some people said my sister was crazy. They said that because
she talked to the little boy in her back seat. She told me all about
him the last time I talked to her; she said he'd been riding in her
back seat on and off since she first met him, shortly after her last
"trouble," as my family calls it, began. And she told me about
her trouble, too.
She said she and the little boy had nice conversations about
all sorts of things. Mostly, they talked about Heaven. He had a
way of telling about it that warmed her soul. she said she could
listen to him describe the peaceful streets and the beautiful
music for the rest of her life. HE said he knew the way to
heaven and all she had to do was to follow his directions and he
could get them there. His beautiful eyes shone and grew bigger
and bigger as he talked about it. She said she could get lost in the
middle of them, like they called her to eternity.
The people who called her crazy talked like she planned her
life the way it turned out. She didn't mean for her life to work
out like it did; she was going to be a country singer, wanted to
from the time she was six and she and her mom won a singing
contest at the local radio station. She looked so cute all dressed
up in a miniature outfit just like her mom's. She sang all over
the county for a while, until she was ten. That was the year that
her mom committed suicide holding a picture of the two of
them dressed in their country singer outfits. Suzanne found her
in the garage; the car had run out of gas, but the fumes were still
thick and deadly in the air. Suzanne said later that she wished
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she had lain down beside her mom and breathed herself out of
life, too.
People said her dad loved her mom to distraction; he took her
death real hard, but it was a comfort that -he had little Suzanne
who looked just like her mother. The way he held on to that
little girl at the funeral would tear a person's heart out just to
watch. They said it would be hard for a man to raise a little girl
alone.
Life was not kind to my sister. Less than a year after her
mom' s death, her dad married my mother, a plain, birdy little
woman named Sally, who tried not to hate Suzanne because her
dad bragged about how pretty she was to any one who would
listen. Sally tired of hearing that "Suzanne looks just like her
mom did on our wedding day," whenever the family got all
dressed up for anything special. I got tired of hearing that
"Joanne is Sally's; she's the smart one."
Sometime in her early teens, Suzanne and her dad started
having awful fights . She screamed she hated him and wanted
him to "LEAVE ME ALONE. JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!" Then
she' d run into her room, slam the door real loud, and shove a
chair up against it. She stayed locked up in her room like that
most of the time, coming out only when necessary and mostly
·when her dad wasn't home. She lived wrapped in her
loneliness.
As the years went by, "the Joes," as she called them, came
along, one after another. The last Joe was a musician, and she
found herself in trouble, not just broke and stuck somewhere far
from home or needing money for hot checks to keep herself out
of jail, like the other times. This was big trouble. Naturally, a
man like Joe leaves town at a time like that.
"I'm a guitar-player, Honey, not a daddy," he said.
And she said, "I'm a singer, not a mother, but I can't leave.
It's part of me."

"Don' t hafta be for long," were his last words as he wa1ked out
the door of the motel room they'd shared so many times.
She told me that she sat there in that room all alone and
thought about how quiet it was, thinking how not so long ago it
was pretty noisy with the sound two people make when they're
not thinking about anything but feeling good. She didn't feel
good right then.
Joe wasn't the first of his kind in her life, just the most recent.
Seemed like there had always been a Joe around.
We were raised to believe that babies are a blessing to a family,
but that a baby at the wrong time, to an unmarried woman, was
one of the worst things that could happen to both the child and
the woman. Bastard. That's what it' d be called. Funny, that's
the word that crossed her mind as she thought about Joe, and his
parents were married. She sat in that room thinking until the
sun went down and the room got cold. Then she fell asleep and
dreamed about her mother. She woke up feeling deep down,
soul hungry lonely, like that little girl in the country-singer
outfit alone at her mother's graveside, singing "Rock of Ages."
The next morning as soon as she could stand up for five
minutes at a time without puking her guts out, she loaded up
her old '66 Mustang convertible and headed home to Waco. As
she drove east from Las Vegas, the desert stretched out in front
of her, empty as her heart must have been when she let herself
get involved with another Joe. Country music moaned out of
the raid and the desert wind blew against her face as she leaned
her head out of the window trying to keep from getting sick
again.
She knew she couldn't do what Joe wanted -- an abortion.
She didn't know what she was going to do, but she knew she
couldn't do that. She didn't know why she was headed home,
either; she didn't expect them to understand. She knew she'd
hear about how it was stupid of her to ever think she could
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make a living singing. She' d been told that going to Vegas was
the wrong thing to do and now she' d gone 3!\d gotten herself
pregnant. She'd hear that if she expected pur parents to foot the
bill she was expecting just a little too much, young lady, they'd
bailed her out for the last time just like they said. she' d hear
about sin and the consequences of it. She'd hear bout all her
failures since she was old enough to make mistakes. But home
called to her.
She drove all day and into the night, drawn by a need to be
there. Rushing, as if her life depended upon it. Traveling away
from a man who didn't care to parents that cared only to have
someone to b~ame. Yet she felt an overwhelming urgency to get
there-- to go home.
She pulled up in front of the house just as the sun was
setting; the shadows and glow of the autumn sun softened the
lines of the old house bit and made it seem almost welcoming.
Nothing had changed since she was there the last time. It still
needed a coat of white past, the porch swing still hung lop-sided,
and the grass was still scraggly-lookin g. The house was
run-down, and in definite need of a loving touch. Outside and
inside. TIUngs had been so clean and neat when she was little.
Her dad stepped out on the porch. "Heard your car on the
gravel. Thought you were Joanne coming for little Sam. How
long you staying?"
"Hi, Dad. Little Sam is here? Great!" She'd never seen my
two-year-old and was delighted by the prospect; Suzanne had
always loved children.
"He's asleep. How long you staying?"
Well, welcome home.
"I. .. I'm not sure."
"Oh, between men again, are you? It's always the same.
Every time a guy dumps you, you come running home until the
next one comes along. You always were too pretty for your own

good; men just can't leave you alone and you just can't say, 'No.'
Too bad Joanne got all the brains and you got all the looks. Yeah,
you mighta been something special if you'd a had some of her
brains." He turned his back to her and went into the house. She
followed him in, too tired from the trip to say anything to his
criticism., Maybe later sl)e' d have the energy to make up a good
lie about dumping this Joe this time and deciding to come back
for a short visit before she moved on to Memphis to audition for
a slot in Reba MacEntyre's backup group. Then maybe she
would go on to Memphis. She knew people there -- more Joes.
Then what?
Suzanne was half asleep in the guest room (her old room is
now our dad's gun room) when she heard Sally on the phone to
one of her friends . She was talking low; my sister figured Sally
didn' t want her to hear her conversation, so she listened even
harder.
"Yes, she's back. I don't know what to expect this time ... It's
been three years since the last one. Yes, you know she was just
thirteen the first time she got in trouble. Dr. Calhoun, down
past the railroad tracks . .. her daddy insisted; said he didn't want
the whole town to know what a slut his daughter had turned
out to be; he said she was promiscuous. I was glad nothing
happened that we had to answer for, you know that two girls
died after that doctor worked on them. Well, anyway, maybe she
won't stay long this time. Some man will probably come along
soon; that always gets her out of here fast. . . shame, just a
shame. Well, Vera, I need to get supper done. I'll talk to you
tomorrow."
Vera was Sally's best friend. They talked every day. Discussed
every detail of their lives and the lives of everyone they knew
and everyone they didn't know, but thought they knew; what
they didn't know they conjectured out of "concern." they had
discussed every detail of my sister's life --or so they thought.
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What Sally didn't know about my sister would give the other
Sallys in town fresh fuel for the gossip mill tryat Sally could
never conjecture in her wildest imagination: But my sister and I
never told. Not anyone.
She and I didn't talk about it much, but this visit she seemed
to need to, so I listened a lot. She wanted to know why there had
been so many Joes in her life, why her life was so messed up,
why she could not conquer this need to be loved. She said the
only thing she ever wanted was to feel protected, cared for, loyed
for herself, but the Joes just kept discarding her like something
worthless. She kept repeating, "Why me? Why me? Why
couldn't I have been like you?" She told me about her trouble
and said she wanted a baby of her own, like my sweet little Sam,
but she didn't know what to do. I cried a lot, too, that night.
We cried because we never told anyone; I wondered if
Suzanne had had someone to talk to besides me if things could
have been different for her. We cried together over all the
wasted years, over her talent unused, over her life lived in
search of something so far beyond her reach. We cried for the
baby she was carrying and she said she wondered what kind of
life it would have with her and the "Joes." I told her she needed
to rest, to think about things when she wasn't so exhausted. She
was more tired this time than I'd seen her in the past; I told
myself it was the long drive, but there was an emptiness in her
eyes that hadn't been there before. Later, I thought how I wished
I' d let her talk a while longer. She smiled a sad little smile at
me, kissed my forehead, and said, "You were the only one who
cared about me." Then she fell asleep with her head on her arm,
looking so sweet and pure that you' d never know that she had
ever cried hot tears in the night when she was small and
someone named Joe came into her little girl bedroom and stole
her life from her.
The next day, a highway patrolman came to my house. He
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wanted to know It Suzanne Lawrence was my Sister. 1 said she
was and where was she because I knew she was in trouble. My
heart pounded hard, and I knew it was serious.
"Well, ma'am, she's been killed in a car wreck. I'm s~e sorry
to have to tell you like this. This letter was in her purse for
you," he said kindly, as he handed me a crumpled white
envelope.
"How did it happen?" I struggled to keep myself together so I
could hear every word.
"Strangest thing, Ma'.am. There was quite a bit of traffic;
people going to Austin and the game and all, so every?~e drove
along together for many m~les . Some of the p~opl~ dnvmg next
to her said she'd been going real fast, weavmg m and out of
traffic; it looked like she was singing to the radio. Other drivers
said they couldn't tell if she we laughing or crying. She turned
around to the back seat a lot, like she was talking to someone.
People said it musta been a kid back there, or someon~ lying
down in the seat, 'cause they didn't see anybody. They said that
she gunned the engine and drove the car r~ght over ~ overpass
guardrail, like she did it on purpose. It sa1led over mto a ~mall
gorge, crashed and landed upside down. We found your sister,
but we didn't find anyone else. We looked for a hundred yards
around that car 'cause we were afraid a kid ~ in the back seat,
but I guess she was alone after all."
.
.
He stayed a few minutes longer, said some comforting words,
and left.
I sat down on my porch, clutching the letter and sobbed my
heart out for my sister. After a while, I read the letter.
Dear Joanne,
I' m driving home to heaven with my baby. Don't worry
about me;
I'm happier than I've ever been in my life. There are no "Joes"
where I'm
going, and I will be loved just as I am. I won't get lost because
the little boy is showing me the way.
I love you.
Forever,
Suzanne,
No longer Joe's daughter
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Third Place
A New Lease on Life
by Larry D. Robinson_
. A large par~ of my life had been devoted to preparation for
this da~ .. The miles I ran, the time I spent sparring, the long list
of sacnfices I made -- all of this was so I could accomplish
something which had eluded many men before, to become the
Heavyweight Boxing Champion of the World. When I stepped
from the ring tonight, I planned to be new owner of this title.
The prize money was important --especially for a fighter like
myself, born poor and chronically short of cash. But the title
"Heavyweight Boxing Champion" was my goal.
. I re~ein:ber .when I was a kid, I watched my opponent on TV,
m the rmg fightmg. But never did I dream in nine years I would
engage in battle with him. A battle that promised a new level of
riches to the victor, and, to the vanquished, perhaps, obscurity.
In a str~nge way, !.knew this, the most wonderful day of my life,
was gomg to be m a real sense, one of the saddest. For it
involved the dethroning of a king. A king who had reigned
undefeated over the heavyweight kingdom for nearly ten years.
A man I respected, and as a child, emulated. As a matter of fact
aspuatlon to become the world's champion was sparked by
this same man.
It happened one night when some friends and I were
~atchin? the champ defend his title on TV. We were young
kids with too much time on our hands and too little
supervision. But we were all boxing fans. So we took the night
of~ from roaming our neighborhood to watch the fight. The
neighborhood, though we didn't realize it at the time, was a
slum. And for the young men there the odds of growing up to
be an inmate or an addict were

.mr

•

•

I

-28-

more than just a remote possibility. Before the match began that
night, the station ran interviews with the fighters . The champ
spoke about coming from a disadvantaged background and about
resisting pressure to join his friends in vandalism. He spoke
about making a choice to work hard to accomplish his goals and
to do things the right way. Knowing that someone with a
background similar to my own had made it gave me reason to
believe I also could. Up until the point, I could have easily gone
down a path with no future. But after hearing the Champ speak,
I began to believe that I could succeed. In a sense, he was
responsible for me making it to where I was today. But tonight,
he was to be the last obstacle on a weary journey. Tonight, I
planned to hand him his first title defeat.
Becoming restless, I decided to take a drive to the coliseum. I
drove down the streets feeling more confident of victory than
ever. As I walked in through the coliseum's swinging glass
doors, I felt a sense of pride. I was not a doctor nor a lawyer, but I
had advanced to the number one contender for the heavyweight
crown. This was a paramount accomplishment in its own right.
I paused momentarily and smiled as I observed a poster in the
lobby promoting the fight. The Champ's name was on top, in
bold letters, overshadowing mine which was in significantly
smaller print. This poster attested to the fact that I was viewed as
an underdog with a slim-to-none chance of defeating the
incumbent title holder. I walked into the main area of the
coliseum which was semi-dark. As my eyes adjusted to the
darkness, I noticed a few workmen clattering about and a lone
figure sitting among the empty rows of seats with his back to me.
There was something peculiar about this person. He looked
familiar in a distant sort of way. The sound of a door opening
echoed in the coliseum. And as the lone figure turned I
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reflexively stepped back into the shadows. A middle-aged
woman entered, and I listened with rapt ~ttention to the
conversation which followed.
"Honey, I just received the phone call,'' she said.
"What'd they say?" he asked anxiously. At that instant I
realized the lone figure was my opponent.
"They disapproved the loan," she replied. And with those
words, she began to quietly cry. The Champ's shoulders
slumped in apparent dejection.
"Well, that makes it final," he said after a pause. "I will have
to win tonight."
"But suppose if you don't?" she probed. "What will we do?
How will we make it?"
"Listen, I made a few bad investments. After I win tonight,
I'll be out of debt." He reached over and held her hand. "We've
been through hard times before. But we've always made it out
okay. We'll do it again this time. Believe me, I will win." As
these last words were spoken, I eased out backward into the
hallway, turned, and headed for the exit. On the drive back to
my hotel room, the conversation I had just overheard replayed
in my mind. More than likely the woman was the champ's wife.
And he was apparently in serious financial trouble. But this was
, no concern of mine. I had come a long way for this opportunity,
and nothing was going to distract me.
Afternoon passed quickly, and soon I was in my locker room
waiting for the preliminary matches to end. Tonight was not
what I had expected it to be. There was an inexplicably
burdensome air about it. I had envisioned a night where I had a
single focus, but instead, I felt a creeping ambivalence about the
fight I knew I had to win. I noticed my trainer watching. He
seemed to sense something.
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"How's it going?" he asked, walking over.
"Couldn't be better," I said.
"We're going to win tonight?" he asked, watching closely.
I smiled and enthusiastically said, "He's dead meat."
My trainer laughed, slapped me on the shoulder, and said,
"That's the way I like to hear my fighters talk!" He seemed
convinced that everything was fine and resumed preparation for
the fight.
Time progressed, and I was now being led to the ring. As I
stepped over the ropes and into the ring, a roar rose from the
crowd. For a moment, I experienced a surge of exhilaration that
occurs when years of training are about to be tested. A short
while later, the champ entered from the opposite side of the
ring. For the first time, I stood face to face with my adversary.
He peered at me with a look of single minded determination. I
felt conflicting emotions as the bell rang to begin the first round.
The Champ proved crafty, but no match for my superior
speed and agility . I easily moved out of the reach of his punches
time and time again. I won the first round big, and the
succeeding five rounds were more of the same. The Champ
landed a punch every so often, but never the one he was famous
for, the left hook. I eluded all his efforts to maneuver me into a
position where he could use this potent weapon. Then, in the
seventh round, I landed a series of powerful blows to the
Champ's head and body that sent him crashing into the ropes
and then flopping onto the mat. Strangely, I felt shame at what I
had done. I looked away. There, in the sea of faces near ringside,
was 'the Champ's wife.
She watched in suspended terror as her husband lay
motionless on the mat. For one suspenseful moment, he did
not move. The, slowly, willfully, he rose to his feet, not seeming
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to fully realize where he was. The referee pulled the Champ' s
gloves quickly to his shirt and wiped them. He ~asked the Champ
if he was able to continue . Groggily , t!:te Champ nodded his
affirmation. Feet wide apart, hands held low, he waited for
another onslaug ht. The referee signaled for the match to
continue. Circling counter clockwise a few steps, I moved in to
deliver the coup de grace. A hammer like force impacte d m y
right temple, the result of a well-pla ced left hook. Quickly, I
stepped back and bobbed and weaved in an effort to avoid the
incomin g blows. Too late. A flurry of lefts and rights followed .
The next thing I realized , I was being helped to my corner, my
trainer explaining I had been caught with a solid right and stayed
down for the count.
In the locker room, I reminisced over my lost opportu nity.
My dream came so close to being fulfilled only to slip away at the
brink of realizati on. My trainer interrup ted my thought s to
question me about the match:
"You won all seven rounds. How could you have gotten so
careless?"
"Just got overconfident," I ventured .
He thought for a moment . "Well," he began, "the word is
out that the Champ is retiring. If so, you'll get another title
..shot." He opened the door to leave, then paused, as if deciding
whether to voice somethi ng which had been puzzling him.
"You know," he said, " if I didn't know better, it looked like you
purpose ly walked into that left hook."
I shrugged.
·
He laughed and walked out shaking his head, apparen tly
dismissing such a foolish notion.
In a way that I knew many could not understa nd, I found
partial satisfaction in my loss. I saw it as a trade -- for a new lease
on life, a new lease on life. I was content with the exchange.
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Slick
by Jerry Mullen
guest poet

We humans are mammals, biologists say.
Our young are born live (the t;raditional way~.
They're fed with the milk th~Ir mother pr~VI~es
And they're covered with hair all over their hides.
Now our fellow mamma ls make use of this hair.

In most mamma ls' cases, hair's all that they wear.

Their hair's the right length, right texture, right color.
They never need haircuts , or perms, or rollers.
But we human mammals, I sadly observe,
Though nearing the peak of the' intelligence c~ve ,
Have worked against nature, and, to our despair,
We just cannot do anything with our hair!
We trim hair, we shave it, we wax it, we pluck,
But, alas, human mamma ls are just out of luck.
For hair is a stubborn stuff-- determin ed to sprout-It grows back, though we cut it or pull it all out.
We still have bad hair days and five o'clock shadows.
Our parts come out crooked, and so do our com rows.
Our eyebrows are bushy, our eyelashes ~·
Let's not even mention pattern baldness m men.
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So what, you may ask, are we humans to do?
Well, I'd be a millionaire if only I knew. But if we're the smartest of all mammals
(That includes cats, raccoons, chimpanzees and camels),
We'd go to a newsstand, look at a tabloid
We'd see UFO pilots whose heads shine ~ost ovoid.
Given the cranial size of those aliens
They're bound to be smarter than earthbound mammalians.
Not one of those aliens ever has fur:
No sidebum, no hairdo, not even a burr!
I think there's a lesson for us humans there:
We'd be super smart if we got rid of hair.

Torn petal river heart
by Mark Boatman

-In spring time meadows she had only known
she rose, thirsty bud, from sweet watered loam
to taste at last a drink of sun,
her bud pushing forth from pucker of green
curled in cuddle of leafy embrace
she stretching unwinding into golden bright space.
Red lacy soft -- she parted herself
in sweet meadow breeze of dawn by a creek
tossing and surging with the long bending weeds.
And the day grew thick with the throng of spring flowers,
the song of glittering wings, scattering bursting colors
the crawl of caterpillars,
and the drone of slow honey-bees.
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The Jazz Concert
by Andrea Conley
He s~ands resplendent in black tie and tails
she, m pale silk and bugle beads
b?th of them swathed in spotlights that transform the .
his tenor saxophone moaning a plaintive ball d
rught to day
her contralto voice warmly caressing all wh a
with a fusion of hear-wrenching blues and o are present
.
reverent gospel
s~d uc ti ve s1ow-dance and exuberant be-bop
'
Prano man fondling the keys on his Stem·
way
d
d.
~n thsedn mg rampant electrical charges into the atmosphere
m e arkness of the arena, two youn
ll
.
snuggle
g co ege students m worn jeans

~sd hold hands; seated next to them, a forty-ish

executive gleefully taps

toes
and every face, whether young or old rich or poor
brown, black, white, and all hues in between
wears a nearly identical' expression
of complete bliss

Eternity
by Jimmy Loe
It creates eternity,
the endlessly dripping faucet.
.
In brilliant white fluorescence
I will fall void
with delicate explosions
down the drain
composed of so little
as an eternity
of penumbras cast
upon white porcelain,
· I

every attempt
hemmed so round
as to manifest another.
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Remember, Sister
by Dionne Melton
REMEMBER, sis?
We would sit there acting out soap opera lives with Barbie and Ken
Taking old album covers, using them to house our barbie dolls.
Ken cheated on Barbie with' Nina, the house maid
Barbie was a rich bitch
would divorce him for all he's worth
Men weren't worth much to us then.
Barbie never did anything wrong.
EXCEPT
stay two sizes too thin because she snorted angel dust in
the back woods of Illinois, while gaining it all back
smoking weed, Indian style at home.
REMEMBER, dear sis?
Always competing with me for something you thought you needed
Like money, Easter eggs, acceptance, toys, looks, identity, attention.
You the siren could be heard over small crowds.
REMEMBER, dear sister?
getting stoned at your house
laughing out loud over drunkenness and pool.
REMEMBER, dear, dearest sister?
As you sit in a pool of blood
caused by the choice you made for death.
MY ONLY SISTER
that which is old dies, that which is young dies too.
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First Place
Instructions
by Atlee Reilly _
Fort Worth Country Day School
Blur the motion of the faceless crowd
by moving your eyes, hypnotically
with the spinning Ferris Wheel, and squinting
at the dancing lights of the Carnival.
Do not be offended,
by the impossible claims
of "JUMBO" dogs and "FRESH" popcorn.
Do not hesitate to join the procession
viewing the Freaks, tying themselves in knots
for your pleasure. They don't have a choice.
Do not forget to stop at'rhe throne of the Fat Lady
(she won't mind if you laugh at her thighs).
Forget. And smile
blissfully in the Fun House.
Let the hands outside rust and crumble from the clocks
while you make faces in the Hall of Mirrors.
Keep smiling. No matter the cost. ..
. .cotton candy
roller coasters
magic acts
ring toss .. .
(maybe you'll even win one of those giant pink bears!)
Stay as long as it takes.
Don't worry if you run out of tickets,
you can buy them at any booth.
and all they cost is time.
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Keep busy.
Don't think.
Paint your face white and red
and disappear into the lights
to feed the fire and become part of the show.
Now enter the House of Mirrors through the back
and find that they are not mirrors, but glass,
through which you return the contorted expressions
of people frantically trying to pass time.
Become the Fat Lady (you never thought it possible)
and help the people peering in
rid themselves of the burden of time.
Keep busy still, and join
the Carnival that never changes.
All that you have to lose is time.
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Second Place
untitled
by John Paul Slavinsky
Richland High School
A solitary lad gazes up at the sky,
on a cold and tranquil night,
feeling the warmth of insight and wisdom,
from the heaven's myriad dots of light.
Neck bent back in an unnatural way,
up to the farthest reaches of space,
he looks beyond the shimmering stars,
his mind and soul raising their pace.
Others around him do not see so far,
their vision blocked by a timeless haze,
desiring nothing but their earthly bindings,
escaping not from their comfortable daze.
The boy, however, knows the difference-the endless chasm between light and dark -a knowledge carried forth by a few noble souls,
like the sweet song of the morning lark.

Third Place
Pulpitation
Rebecca Williams
Richland High School
The glittering axe against the body,
Innards fly everywhere,
Bloodlike liquid oozes through open wounds.
Your roots are being uprooted,
Family history ends,
Rings split in half,
Limbs fall off.
Other uses are found for your body,
Burned or crushed to a nothingness pulp,
Greenness bids farewell,
The remaining weep.
"Surrender to the ground," they cry,
So you fall to a heap,
Chain saws explode with potency,
Nothing is spared,
You were once a tree.
No one cared.

The boy dreams of the coming day,
when he joins this virtuous flight,
soaring freely amongst the cosmos,
limited only by the depths of night.
-40-
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Honorable Mention
In One Accord
by Brenda Jacoby
Ft. Worth Christian School

The heavy clouds ~re s~spe~ded in the magnificent black sky.
Flashy streaks of lightning ftll the night air.
My ears ring from the clamorous boom.
A chaotic army of raindrops splash everywhere.
I sit and absorb from my haven
the glorious work of the Lord,
and wonder how such l?ower
can be painted in one accord.
And when God puts up his hands
to cease the waters' flow
my thunderstruck eyes search for a rainbow.
The colored rays aglow against the night
remind me of God's love.
As I gaze upon the brilliant hue
, ~ think of Heaven above.
I now remember God's promise again,
that he will ne'er flood the world
I can only look with passion and grin
at scattered dynamos all in one accord.
I

I
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Honorable Mention
Release (release)
by Zac Davis
Richland High School

What possesses this tiny turtle
His multi-hued shell-encased body
to leave his home without a qualm
rises from the bottom of the murky-clear pond,
and journey to a place
swims to the shore lazily,
where only birds and insects live.
and ambles through the grass without a pause
A mighty oak awaits him,
to a massive tree,
two-hundred years young.
(his tombstone, perhaps).
This oak has seen its days,
For he only touches its crumbling bark once
and so, sadly, has the turtle.
before withdrawing into his shell one last time,
And so, quietly and effortlessly,
his life's home beside a perpetual home. . .
he give up mysteriously beside the looming giant.
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Honorable Mention
When the Sun Falls
by Angela Wall
Haltom High School
When the sun falls--it falls hard.
It _p~ummets from the sky-Gammg speed on its descent.
.
Falling, falling, until
1t reaches me. Then it CRASHES down.
. .
Darkness is complete.
Rismg, the moon illuminates all my wrongs.
Bringing false blame to me
Forcing me to carry the burden.
The darkness used to cover me; once it was my comforter-But no longer.
Now it is my burden and my enemy. What happened to the
sun?
they all ask.
One points an accusing finger. It was her-- she did it.
This f~lse blame clothes me. I wear it shamefully
not knowmg how or why I alone must carry the burden.
What have I done?
When the sun falls, it falls hard
Leaving only my destruction be~d.
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First Place Essay
Place of Learning
by Atlee Michael Reilly
Fort Worth Country Day

•

I

The smell of Mrs. Foster's seventh grade biology
classroom is not always contained by its four walls, and if the
doors are left open and the winds are right, it is quite capable of
dominating the entire campus. If you were to follow this smell
to its irrefutable source, and force your way through the
forgotten papers, leaf projects from years past, construction paper
DNA strands, and dissections still in progress, you would know
that you had just entered into an incredible learning
environment. If the plants growing out of the walls and the
countless biological specimens strewn about the room did not
convince you, it would only take five minutes of a class to
understand why this was such an extraordinary place of
learning.
Sharon Foster teaches with such passion that she leaves
her students no choice but to be attentive and engaged in
learning. I am never allowed to forget the four nucleotides that
make up DNA because she repeated, "Adenine Thymine,
Cytosine, Guanine" at an uncomfortably high volume until the
four permanently branded into the folds of my brain. I have
retained more information from that seventh grade biology class
than from all my other classes combined, remembering
everything from the Classification system to rat dissections. I am
convinced that the excitement wih which Mrs. Foster presented
the material rubbed offon me and allowed me to retain so much
of that information seven years later. It was in her biology class
that I first began to think that I wanted to be a teacher, and I hope
that someday, in my own classroom, I can teach with the same
contagious energy that creates the infectious learning I
experienced in her classroom.
The excitement with which she taught was not the only
thing that made Mrs. Foster a memorable teacher, and I will
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never forget the high expectations she had for all of her students.
As small sixth graders, fresh to the waters of junior high, we had
been told to avoid Mrs. Foster, who possessed an extreme lack of
patience for the sixth grade species. I did not realize until I was
in her class that this was not an act of random prejudice but
rather the result of the average sixth grader being unable to meet
the standard of maturity that Mrs. Foster desired . High
expectations such as these were an integral part of her classes,
and I worked harder for her than for any other teacher because I
was afraid of falling short of those expectations. The lab pratical
tests that were administe red semi-annu ally by Mrs. Foster are
still, to this date, the hardest exams that I have taken and served
as a catalyst for the seventh grade student's passage into
intellectu al maturity. These gargantua n exams are only an
exall)ple of the everyday demand for effort that every student in
Mrs. Foster's classes experienced, and she is to be commend ed for
challengin g every student, from the straight A student to the
one who previously viewed homewor k as a suggestio n.
Eventuall y, the informati on that was buried in my
memory as a result of Mrs. Foster's excitemen t and high
expecttion s may be crowded out, but I will never forget the
method with which she continual ly gets the most from her
students. In the same class that I was first in awe of a teacher,
and decided that that is what I wanted to be, I received my first
lessons in effective education, and it is these lessons that will
stay with me in my future classroom .
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Second Place Essay
Republica n is Best
by Scott Bollinger
Haltom High School

I am a Republican, born and raised. My parents are both
Republicans, but I'm not because they are, I just am. I was born
like that. I decided when I was about nine
years old.
I hate Democrats. They are all pinko-Commies that are bent
on destroyin g America and the American democrac y. They
believe in diminishi ng all the wonderfu l, Christian morals set
by our conservat ive Founding Fathers, and we all agree they
were perfect (except for owning slaves, but everyone was doing it
anyway). They don't believe in right or wrong. All is relative,
based solely that they believe the governme nt shouldn't define
individua l morals. We all wand the morals of this nation made
law, based on the good, Christian values, like the ones I believe
in.
Affirmative action was a great idea -- I'm glad we thought of
it. Someone told me that that was a Democratic idea, but my dad
said it wasn't, and besides, they couldn't think of anything that
good.
I guess there were some good Democrat s, like Woodrow
Wilson, Thomas Jefferson, and Grover Cleveland . But ev.er
since the socialist FDR, who brought us through the Great
Depressio n and World War II, no Democrat has been any good.
How dare the likes of Kennedy strive for peace and the quick
halt to a nuclear crisis! How dare LBJ try to avoid the massacre
of innocent women and children in Vietnam! Carter? Well, he
may have been the only president to have taught Sunday school
before, during, and after his presidency, and by all means the
-47-

most hone st, but he was a farmer, and therefore, a dork.
I hate
him for pardo ning those chickens that refus ed to fight a
war they
had a one-i n-thr ee chan ce of dyin g ot: suffe ring perm
anen t
physi cal dama ge in, not to ment ion fight ing a war the no
one,
not even their coun try belie ved in.
How ever, every Repu blica n is great. Reagan was an avata
r
for God Himself. He ende d the Cold War and paid for it
with
the wond erful "Rea gano mics " plan. He did make the defic
it
climb from $2 milli on to $3.2 trillio n in only eight years
, and
thus beco me the most impo rtant prob lem since , leadi ng to
one
reces sion and thous ands of worr ies, but it was wort h it,
right ?
Isn't our world a bette r place? Ford was great, too. Urn, he
did
the right thing by pardo ning Nixo n, like Carte r, I guess , but
his
pard on was right -- the presi dent is more impo rtant than
the
thous ands of comm on peop le. Oh, and Nixo n was only caug
ht
doing what every other presi dent had done .
The 1996 elections were a joke. Clint on is a prom iscuo us liar
that lets his wife run the Oval Office. How dare he form
a
partn ershi p with his spou se, who gradu ated from law schoo
l
and know s more than most other politicians, to creat e a healt
h
care plan that every other successful natio n possesses! How
dare
he let the First Lady have any responsibility besid es deco
rating
the Whit e House! I don't care if he is a Rhodes Scholar that
can
pull amaz ing statis tics from mem ory and verif y
them
after ward s; he must be lying . And he's got to be sexually
active
becau se I've heard rumo rs that he is. Dole has no such
shad y
back grou nd. He was marr ied, saw there was some sort
of
mista ke, divorced, and marr ied his secretary. Good man.
The thing that bothe rs me the most is that those Democrats
alwa ys vote straig ht Dem ocrat ic, no matte r what . This tunne
l
visio n make s me nause ated. But, anyw ay, I will always vote
my
mind -- it just happ ens to alwa ys be Republican.

Third Place Essay
Chan ging Educ ation and the Learn ing Process
by Zac Davis
Rich land High School
·
The educ ation al proce ss in America is misg uided and
direc ted towa rds an unsuccessful, probl emat ic w ay of teach
ing.
Fede ral officials and paren ts belie ve that plent iful fund ing
and
techn ologi cally adva nced schools will help make test score
s
highe r and stude nts more successful in the "real worl d." J!Us
is
the wron g appro ach. To help this natio n towa rds. a . ~ngh
ter
futur e, new proce dures and ways of teaching must be rmhate~.
Technology was not alw ays the basis for a good :duca~on.
Soph istica ted philo soph ers, brilli ant aut~o.r~, a:'-d 1~ger
uous
inven tors of centu ries past didn' t need art1flc1al mtelh genc
e or
cuttin g-edg e learn ing tools to educ ate them selves. All
they
need ed was a little ambi tion and a good teacher to push
them
towa rd success. Ame rica need s to shift its focus to w
ho is
teach ing the child ren and inves t in unde rstan ding, patie
nt
teach ers who will guide child ren to self-a w arene ss and
the
impo rtanc e of indep ende nt think ing.. Cla.ss r?om s today
are
spoon -feed ing laboratories wher e creative think ing ~d probl
em
solvi ng skills are overl ooke d. Only the. student~ w 1th the
most
initia tive take the learn ing proce ss mto theu ow n hand
s.
Unde rstan dably , some youn g adult s do need extra
help .
Unfo rtuna tely, most kids allow teach ers to show them how
to
do some thing, and then simp ly copy the proced~e .. ~ey
neve r
figure the lesson or probl em out them selves. Im1tation 1s the
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standard. But with teachers that sincerely care and advanced
problem~solving curriculum, a high success~ rate and prepared
adults will be _the ~ew standard. The Dation must fight for this
standard. 1his m1ght mean educating the parents so they can
help and support their children. Then educate the teachers so
they can ~derstand the ch~ldren and subsequently teach better.
These relatively easy solutions could help elevate society to a
new intellectual plateau.
One of the best educators I ever had was a first year teacher.
A physicist from Arkansas, he knew how the "real world"
worked. He was also the toughest teacher I ever had to work
wi_th .. He kne~ the keys to suc~ess and the value of independent
His aloof teachmg methods and persevering
thmkmg.
stubbornness to make us think helped me to find my full
potential as a student,and as a person.
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Honorable Mention
From One Young Heart to Another
by Jennifer Fuester
Richland High School

One of the most beautiful souls I have had the opportunity to
cross paths with is my dear friend Leia. When Leia and I were
young girls we didn't like each other, but during our adolescent
years we grew to be close friends and spent together every
minute time would allow. Leia and I lived about six hours apart
and only saw each other during the summer, holidays, and short
weekend visits. For me, those childhood memories are now
cherished as some of the happiest moments I will probably ever
have to remember of Leia.
I don't recall how Leia and I met, but her grandparents were
friends of my family, and we attended the same church. It
wasn't hard to become friends at all because we were very much
alike. Both of us loved to talk and be the center of attention;
however, as Leia and I got older, we began to be interested in
other things, and we both had separate lives, although we were
always the same two little girls when we got together. I
remember writing each other during the summer to plan
everything we would do, and we practically sent novels because
we had so much to say. Looking back at all of the silly things we
did, it all seems like it was just yesterday.
Leia is older than I, and I've always looked up to her. She is
one of the few people who knows exactly what she wants and
then how to get it. I've always wanted to have the spirit she has.
It isn't her confidence that is beautiful about her; it is her free
spirit, her loving heart, and most of all, her smile. There were
times when I wished I could be in her shoes for a day. Beautiful
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and talented, she exudes life like a light ray. She is someone
everyone wants to be around and has character depth unlike
anyone I've ever met. Leia's friendship- remains unique, and I'll
never have another like it. Leia inspires me still to accomplish
all I can because that is what she has always done.
September 1995 was the last time I saw Leia. She came into
town for a weekend visit. I did not know that it might be the last
time I would see her. Shortly after her trip, she became very ill
and was diagnosed with cancer of the liver, an incurable disease.
She has been through extensive treatments and taken a variety
of medications. Originally who was only expected to live six
months. Leia would not accept that and has fought the battle
long and hard. Her strength is immeasurable.
The special people we meet in life are the ones that always
leave us. Leia is most significant because she has always
encouraged me to never give up, ever when all the odds are
against me. In this case, she holds true to her word. She may
not be here when I tell her what an inspiration she's been in my
life, but because of her passion for living, she will continue to
dwell in my heart forever.
December 24th, 1996, Leia Brehnea Davis went to heaven. My
mother told me Christmas Day as I sat in the floor of my living
room. Although in complete disbelief, a tear trickled down my
cheek as I stared at the television set watching a video that all of
a sudden became completely irrelevant to life. I did not
understand. She was supposed to get better. Feeling like a child,
I went into my room and decided to erase the sad news from my
mind until the next day. It worked, but when I allowed myself
to feel the pain it was too much for me. I had to go to work and
face being in the place I last saw her. Working myself until I was
too tired to stand was what I did in order to keep myself from
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remembering. But I do remember h~r alm~st daily as I walk by
her picture each morning and everung. Smce that day, I have
dedicated making the most of each day in her memory. I have
tried to be as positive as she was, as energetic as she was, and be
thankful that I am able to do all the things I can do. There are so
many things that she would have done well. She would have
made a wonderful wife to someone, and a loving mother. She
could have been an inspiration to so many. more people. But
because I loved her, I dedicate myself to bemg all that I can to
inspire others through her memory.
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First Place Short Story
Lonely Sage
Katherine Carver
Haltom High Sch-ool
Sage Jones was a rather practical and sensible young woman
of seventeen. She was often observed with her nose in a book
or, beyond that, doing exactly what she was supposed to be doing.
People used to wonder if she dreamed or fantasized about doing
something totally spontaneo us and passionate, but they always
chuckled at the idea. She would never allow herself to show the
emotion that grew and slept within her. She didn't tell them
and they didn't ask. Sage and the world could never connect
because she didn't have the time nor the space in her schedule.
casual politeness was common, but how could one make true
friends with conversat ion like, "He, Sage, what's goin' on?"
"Oh, I don't know. I'm busy. You know-- places to go, people
to see."
The world really didn't care what was goin' on with Sage.
Sage didn't have places to go or people to see. In all honesty, she
was racing to catch the bus so that she could go home. . . to be by
herself.
Little did the world know that Sage dreamed of thinks that
only the heart of a quiet romantic can conjure. She dreamed
that people didn't see the grotesque scars of third-deg ree burns
sustained when a pot of boiling water burned her as a child. She
wished that she could see people as they are, not through the
haze of powerful lenses. In her dreams her hair was thick and
auburn and slid down the small of her back. Dependin g on her
mood, she even imagined that she had a glow and sparkle about
her that caught people's attention. That would make her special.
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'
She often told me these things when I delivered
her
groceries on Thursday s. Her grandpare nts were unable to go to
the grocery store and paid the extra fee for me to deliver them.
Money was not a problem, but the secrecy that seemed to loom
over the house struck me as odd. It bothered me that this trait
was rubbing off on Sage. She just didn't know how to relate to
people her own age, although she desperate ly wanted to learn
how. I liked talking to her. She was kind of shy at first, but boy,
could she belch! She ranked right up there with the guys. What
was nice was that she understoo d me, too. She didn't try to act
stupid or agree with everythin g I said. What we had was a
special friendship that I wanted to pursue. I didn't notice the
burns when I saw her. I saw what she dreamed herself to be.
She had a glow about her when she smiled, and the room
sparkled when she was in it.
I finally got up the nerve to ask her out one day. Maybe she
could make some friends other than me? She wasn't too
thrilled about it, but I talked her into it. She needed to be around
people her own age.
The crappy part is that when I showed up, a stupid note was
on the door apologizin g and giving some lame excuse that she
wasn't ready and that she was shy. I was ticked off, so I tried the
door. It was unlocked. I went to her room and found it bare.
There was an eviction notice on the desk next to a boy of what
looked like bills from every region of the world.
As I poked through the box, I found the nursing home bills.
Her grandpare nts had died a few months back. she had lived
alone this whole time. I felt stupid. In a note, Sage said:
I wanted to stay a while longer, but they made me go. They
say it's for the best. That they make forever' s dreams come true.

I hope that her forever is all that she dreamed of because
without her, mine won't be.
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Second Place Short Story
Twisted Memory
Zac Davis
Richland High School

Last spring I got to participate in a National Weather Service
program called Project TWISTER. This program introduced
se,,ere weather forecasting skills in three seminars. At the end
of the profect, teams participated in severe weather simulation ··
exercises pulled from archive data. Radars and computers were
used to analyze information about storms just as real
meteorologists do when trying to warn the public. This program
was a highly rewarding experience . Here is a narrative glimpse
of a tense moment m my six hour shift as Doppler radar
operator.
"We've got a major mesocyclone on our hands. Inflow is at
35 and outflow between 35 and 40."
My brain quickly comprehe nds the numbers the lead radar
operator has just given me. My fingers instinctively go to the
chart, find these two numbers, and trace separate lines towards a
single point. They meet in the darkly shaded area outlined in
the top right section of the chart. My eyes scan the quadrant for a
label. I find the print and read it as a yellow ring begins to flash
on the monitor amongst a sea of violent red blobs and
correlating greens. My heart quickens slightly and a paradoxical
dreadful excitement spreads through my body. The label says a
strong mesocyclone. The monitor only confirms this conjecture .
I caller my throat and quickly say, "O.K. It's a strong
mesocyclone. We need to check the VIL products."
Go to Gary and I are thinking the same thing. A strong
mesocyclone with tight inflow / outflow gradients on a day with
high vertical wind shear can be a dangerou s problem, and to our
dismay all these crucial ingredient s are coming together today.
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I grab hold of the PUP, a mouse-lik e instrumen t that
controls the radar, and role it over the board to the small square
marked VIL. I click the button and on one of the two screens
another echo appears. This multi-colo red algorithm ic-based
radar brings more bad news. At first he lightest color on the
screen is pink, but embedded among these spots are single pixels
of white. These tiny areas report that the VIL's are maxing out at
around 70.
Gary observes this, too. "These VIL's are ranging from 65 to
70 in some places!"
"That could mean hail up to an inch in diameter, right?" I
inquire.
"Yep. We're talking golfball size at least. Maybe even as big
as softballs."
I quiver slightly in response to the statement. It's amazing to
think that chunks of irregular- shaped ice the size of softballs
could be falling on top of some city.
Only a half a minute later, we hear the shrill beep of the
storm spotters' computer by the communic ations team. I tum
my head quickly and wait for the lead communications operator
to report the spotting.
He reads the text and then says, "We have a report from
spotters in Van Zandt county that 75 mph straight line winds
have damaged buildings near Phalba. Also, golfball-size hail is
falling between Phalba and Canton."
This is the confirmat ion Gary and I needed. We wait for the
next reflectivity and wind velocity reading to come in. Now it is
time to see if the storm's mesocyclone is allowing its rotation to
lower.
While we wait, I give the speed and location of the storm to
the communications operator. She quickly types up a condensed
version of the spotters' report and informati on about the storm.
This will go to the public as warning s so they can be prepared.
By the time this is done, the next reading is in. I punch the
-57-

PUP and the next reflectivity screen arrives on the left my it or
while the velocity image appears on the right one. The supercell
has moved northeast only slightly. The' Tornadic Vortex
Signature, a small invert;ted red triangle I was hoping to see
replace the yellow ring, is nowhere to be found. These scarlet
shapes are the computer's warning that a tornado is almost
inevitable. Although it is rare fort he computer to be sure of a
tornado, it makes the job of figuring if a storm is producing
intense cyclonic rotation a lot easier.
Gary peruses the screen and then says, "O.K. We still gave a
strong mesocyclone. The maximum inbound velocity and
maximum outbound velocity aren't in adjacent radials, but they
are extremely tight to teach other."
I think to myself that this is the fine line between feeling sure
enough to warn of a tornado and feeling insecure enough to
wait for more information. but what happens if there is a
twister ready to rampage a town? Waiting an extra three or four
minutes could cost lives. On the other hand, if there is a
warning posted but no tornado to war about, then you've
disrupted thousands of lives for no reason.
Gary sees the conflict in my face and speculates, "The spotters are
quiet on this one and we're getting high reflectivity. This storm
must be dumping rain on VanZandt County."
"Ya. Phalba looks like it's getting nailed," the lead
communications operator chirps in.
Gary nods and continues, "This thing is a classic definition
of an HP supercell. Even if the will cloud is rotation and
lowering, the spotters can't see it.
There is too much rain
falling."
He is right. There could be a tornado embedded within the
rain. if it touched down in a populated area, residents wouldn't
even know what hit them.
"It's up to you, Zac. Do we post a warning, or not?"
I tum and see Kathy poised over the keyboard, writing for

..
the sicrnal to type the warnincr. I think of the old saying, "Better
safe than sorry." I've got bli~d spotte.rs at t~e l~cati~n and the
closest radar confirmation I can get wtthout 1t tnggermg the
computer.
Then I think back to the forecast a few hours before. The
·forecast.operator specifically stated there wo~ld be high v~~cal
wind shear. The atmosphere would be volatile and anythino
could happen.
.
.
.
.
,
.
"Anything could happen, mcludmg hidden tw1sters, I think.
I tum towards Kathy and in a confident tone say, "Better safe
than sorry. Post a tornado warning for eastern Van z.andt
.
County. vVam the residents in Canton and Grand Salme theyre m
the path of the storm."
.
.
.
.
I stop and realize I had been clenched 1n my cha1E this entire
time. I sit back and sigh. Gary looks at me and says, Good
decision, Zac. I've been doing this for many years, and I would
have fett just as tom as you."
I look at him, smile, and say, "I don't know how you can do
this for real. This is just a simulation, and I' m about to have a
heart attack."
He laucrhs as he clicks the PUP to advance to the next radar
screens. I gl~nce at them and see the evening is just beginning. A
major squall line is startir:g to form northwest of the me!:"oplex.
"Good," I think. "squall hnes mean no more tornadoes.
Little do I know that this is a special circumstance. Nly
decision making skills and weather knowledge are about to be put
to the test yet again.
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Third Place Short Story
To be a Man
by Nic Davis
Haltom High School

The day I was born a terrible thunderstorm tore throuah the
village where my mother and father lived. ~obody would h~ld me
when I was a child except for my grandmother. Everyone else said
that I was the carrier of bad spirits, but mv arandmother didn't
believe in the spirits m y grandfather talked ~bout.
My grandfather was the chief of our tribe. So anything he said
was the instant truth. My grandmother was the only person who
ever questioned him, out loud, anyway. She knew my grandfather
would not allow any harm to befall her. This angered the Elders and
hunters. They thought that anyone who dared to scoff at their ways
should be put to death. Like they would have been when they were
young, v\.·hen my grandfather's father was chief. My ~andfather
never listened to them on something small like this, th;uah. He would
ask his friend Spirit Chaser before he would ao out on a hunt or send
a war party. Spirit Chaser was my grandfather's closest friend.
..~_side fro:n my g:andfather, Spirit Chaser was the most
pmverful man m the tribe. He was a healer. He would mix all kinds
of plants and leaves together and give them to someone to make tea
from, and they would be better in only a few minutes. Sometimes he
would ju~t dance around singing and then put his hands on whatever
was hurting the person, and they would feel better right away. I
never got ~ick enough for him to have to heal me. I only got a runny
!lt~'3t.' nne tim~ when I was out on a hunting party with my father
·,..·hen I was still very young.
My. father was killed many moons ago. My mother had fallen iil
and my tather cursed the sun god. He struck my father from the
~eavens. vVe heard a rumble earlier that night. We heard noises like
tresh wood burning. 'vVe heard pops and bangs and saw smoke rise
~om the ground. vVe heard the dark birds sing. That's how we know
tt was the sun god. Dark birds only sing when there is liaht.
vVe found my father in his teepee. There was a hol~ in his chest,
but there was no arrow. There was even a hole in the hide my mother
had used to make the teepee. Still, there was no arrow anywhere.
Imagine that--a hole without an arrow.
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When my fa~her died, my grandfather said for me not to worry,
that he wo':lld watt until I came to be a man. That way, I \\·ould
become Chief and not have to worrv about someone else trvina
to
0
claim my position.
'
· '
.
He took me in and taught me the '.vays of the elders. And now,
tt's my turn. My day to become chief. Todav, I am no longer a child
or a simple hunter. Today, I am Chief.
'
. M~ grandfather warns me to be cautious of my friends. He says
~at tt '.Vlll b~ those that I've grown up with who will turn on me first.
I m not womed, though. Mv father alwavs told me that worrvina is
fear, and fear is the path to lost fortune. But I trusted mv friends ~d
I knew they would believe in me.
'
I was. right. They have never once questioned me.
.
That IS what makes today so difficult. For years, my people have
lived on the land, by the wavs of the land. But since the land has been
taken from us and from freedom, we too have been taken from
freedom. I can not allow my people's death to be on my head.
Today, I help the white man to kill off my people's spirit. Todav,
I lead my peop~e away from their freedom. My friends say that they
tru~t m~ and wtll follow along with my decision. They say that if I
deade 1t would be ~est for the tribe to live in captivity, then they will
follow me, but that ts not what I want. I no more want to live in
captivity than anyone else does. But I don't want mv people to die
because they have their freedom.
'
So, today we surrender. I surrender, akipwa--1surrender.
I will surrender my soul to your "Devil" himself. So that it
cannot be said that it was my poor leadership, but yours that kills mv
people.
I will no.t have it said that the only battle my people ever lost was
the battle agamst ourselves. I will not have it said that the reason \ve
are dead is that we could not learn to accept the white man's tate. I
will not have it said theat the only time \ve ever lost a war was when
we could no longer defend ourselves with our weapons but instead
had to use our minds.
I will not fiaht "to the end." I surrender, akipwa, and with me
my people. You have conquered my people. You have conquered our
spirits. You have beaten us.
Akipwa.
Chief Rides on vVind
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Errata
Wrth the best of intentions, errors creep in. The Script Committee
apologizes to the following people:
Trlna Craddock's poem "Black- Child, Brown Child" had
been selected by the editors to appear in the Script We have no idea
how the poem disappeared between the computer and the magazine.
For the enjoyment of readers, we include it on this sheet.

Black Child, Brown Child
by Trlna Y. Craddock
• 1

Black child, Brown child, where have you been?
are you living among tainted men?
Come and talk to me
so we can see if we
can't find a solution
to all of life's so called conclusions
Black child, Brown child, where have you been?
don't you know living like this you can't win?

Brenda Jacoby of Ft. Worth Christian School won Third Place
in the high school poetry contest for her poem "In One Accord,· and has
received the third place award.

Rebecca Williams at Richland High School won Honorable
Mention for her poem "Pulpitation" in the high school poetry contest.
Mimi lyalla-lpaye on the participants list should be Nlmi lyalla-lpaye,
as her certificate reads.

CHILO I Usten to me, don't tum away
I want to see you live another day
the heartaches we share, the needless tears we bare
believe me, I do care
Black child, Brown child, where have you been?
don't you know the in of this sin?
Calling from deep within the earth
your Black and Brown Brothers
say you shouldn't defend your turf.
Black brother, Brown brother
don't live by the sword
turn your life around and live for the LORD.
Black brother, Brown brother,
don't listen to those wimps!
listen to me, man,
death is all that and a bag of chips
my bothers, my brothers,
I hear what you say,
but I'm going to live my life my way
Ohl my mother, mother,
I should have listened to you
HELL is overflowing and HOT too.
Black child, Brown child, now you see
your eyes are closed and your life passes before both you and me.

Participants
Bryant Branch
Lid a Anne Brunson
Patsy Cathey
Wes Ca they
Belinda Christensen
:-.Jikki Driver
lionel G. Gilner

Christopher Goedecke
\(imi Iyalla-Ipaye
0i"aomi Kipp
Rubi Kuher
~Iichelle A . Lee
LaTonya \-foss
William Packer
Diana Pittman

Yvonne C. Sanders
Amy Sharp
Matthew]. Smith
Shari R. Wells
Deirdre \-Villiams
Deanna Wood
Preston Zenen

Dedication

This issue of the South Campus Script is dedicated to
Helen Hogan, whose knowledge, tireless work, and
commitment to literary excellence have inspired us all to put
forth our best efforts to showcase the essays, stories, and poems
of the South Campus community. Helen is retiring this year,
but the tradition she has helped establish will remain.
Bill Holt
General Editor

