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Poreword
Script 2006: A Collaborative Effort
Serving as the 2005-2006 editor of Script has taught me to appreciate the countless benefits
that are presented through collaboration. When I began this daunting journey in August of2005, to
preserve my sanity, I listed only three goals for myself as editor. The first goal, I thought, would be
the most challenging, to make Script a departmental endeavor. I wanted Script to truly be a publication of the South Campus English Department. With optimism and assignments, I approached the
members of the department, pleading for their assistance. With receptive hearts and willing hands,
they embraced my efforts. At that point, I knew my second and third goals would be attainable.
My second goal was to publish a journal that would represent the undiscovered writing and artistic gifts and talents of South Campus students. Needless to say, this would be a nearly impossible
task for one person or a single committee. The full-time and adjunct faculty of the English Department set out to discover talented student writers. The short stories, essays, and poems in this journal
are evidence of our success ! Goal number two, accomplished.
My final goal was to be able to present the 2006 issue of Script to the students at ou r Awards
Night program on April 26, 2006. It is March 2006, and at this point in our journey, we are on
schedule!
These goals were only able to be accomplished because of the collaborative effort of the English
Department, Media Department, Student Services Department, and an esteemed panel of judges.
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To each member of this phenomenal department, J am honored to have supportive and diligent
colleagues who believe in the creative abilities of our students. Script is truly our publication. I hope
you are as proud of this journal as I am. To Miriam Kalman, the editor of Script who is on sabbatical this year, thank you for your continued guidance from planning to publication. And to Dr. Ruth
McAdams, who supports me in all my efforts, thank you for trusting in my abilities to accomplish
this task. I hope you are pleased with the results!
It has been my honor to serve as guest editor of Script. Thank you colleagues for opening my
eyes to see the beauty and blessings of collaboration!
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She was alone again. She would make the best of the time she had alone in the
quiet little cabin. A thunderstorm was brewing on the horizon. She could tell because
the wind had picked up a notch and switched to the southeast. She could also tell by
the sound of the wind chimes on the southeast side of the house. Thunder sounded
far in the distance; she knew that the storm was getting closer. There was a chill in
the air. It would hail; it had hailed the last time the weather was like this. She laid
another log on the fire. She spent so much time alone here she had learned much
about the weather. She could tell the time of the day by the train 's long loud whistles.
She had a clock once long ago, but it had gotten broken; she didn't remember how.
On cold winter days she sat outside the cabin and talked to the little fawns and their
mothers, whitetail snow rabbits, the little red fox, and the other little critters that
wandered into the yard. She made friends with all the animals. They could tell that
she needed company. It would be another long lonely night out here in her cabin
in the dark woods . This was her life. Her husband had buried her out here as her
punishment for disobeying him.
He always brought home the necessities; she had enough food to last for months
at a time. He came home early tonight. Why? She didn't expect him for at least a
month. Her thoughts brought her back to the reason she was out here in the first
place. She had burned the bread, put too much salt in the red beans, and she didn't
have the food on the table for him when he came through the door.
What was wrong with her? Good wives don' t disobey their husbands. When
would she learn? Good wives are punctual and humble. Good wives are respectful
and know that their husbands are the important ones in the family. Husbands are
the breadwinners of the family and they deserve to be treated like they are. What
they say goes. The wives have no say in the matters of life. Why couldn't she learn
that? He had told her over and over again that she had to listen to him and obey his
commands. She had to be punished for her hard-headedness. She deserved it because
she kept making him crazy with her actions.
How long had she been out here? she wondered. She had lost track of the time;
she had been there so long. She and her husband lived in town for a little while,
but he was uncomfortable with her there, so he thought it would be best for her as
well as for him to live out here in the cabin. The cabin had only one room. It was
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furnished with a small table, two chairs, a small chest of drawers, a bed, a huge
fireplace, and a small bathroom. Nothing fancy, but it was very cozy when he first
brought her out here. There were three pictures hanging on the wall. One picture of
a big white farmhouse was on one wall, one of a landscape with lots of trees and
a meadow filled with flowers was on th~ opposite wall, and one of God hung over
the huge fireplace.
Th~re was something about the fireplace that mystified her. She didn't quite know
what 1t was. The flames seemed to be alive and talked to her. Sometimes she felt that
~he flames !fom t~e fi~eplace were keeping her company. She'd find herself standing
m front of 1t, lookmg mto the flames, watching how they leaped, swirled, and rolled.
The flames became alive. They lived in the little room with her as they ate the dry
logs that she fed them. When she saw how the fire devoured the logs, she was afraid
of the fire's untamed ability. After a while, however, watching the flames ceased to
bother her. Instead, she became more intrigued by the flames. She looked forward
to seeing the flame consume the wood. She'd smile to herself each time she thought
about the flames. She knew that the flames were trying to tell her something. One
d_ay she would ~earn what they were trying to tell her. But right now she would just
s1t back and elljoy their company.
Her husband often left her alone for months at a time. When he came home, he
wouldn't talk much to her; nevertheless, he wanted her to be obedient. Some days
he'd come home early, hear her conversing with the flames, and think someone was
with her. When she couldn't make her story believable to him, he'd slap her around,
choke, or even bite her. She had a scar on the left side of her face where he had bit
off three inches of her jaw. He was so cruel to her sometimes she'd pray he'd never
come back. No matter how long he stayed away, when he returned he'd always find
a reason to beat her.
. On this day, she stood quietly in the corner of the room waiting for him. She was
like a caged animal waiting for her punishment. He walked slowly to her. WHACK!
He hit her right across the face. She fell to the floor. He grabbed her by her hair and
pulled her to her feet. WHACK! Again to the eye. She fell to her knees.
"Stop! Please!" She pleaded with him! "God, please make him stop. I will not bum
the bread ever again . I will be a good wife from now on. Please, make him stop!"
The pounding kept coming for what felt like thirty or forty minutes. It was not
over yet. The choking began. She couldn't breathe; everything faded to black. She
felt _this was ~er last breath. As she was about to lose consciousness, she thought once
agam that th1s was a hard way to die, unable to breathe and when she did breathe

'

6

she choked on her blood. He released her neck, and she fell to the floor, more dead
than alive. She coughed and wheezed trying to get air to come back into her lungs.
Slowly she got up from the floor and went to the bathroom to wash· her face. She
glanced at herself in the broken rnirior that hung on the wall of the little bathroom.
The person she saw in the mirror was not the same person she saw earlier when she
had combed her hair. This person's eyes were black and blue. The left side of her
face resembled a piece of raw steak. It had been pounded over and over by the force
of his heavy fist. Her neck was ringed with black and blue marks from the choking
she had endured. She began to cry softly as she stared back at the person in the mirror, the person she didn't recognize. "This was the last straw," she thought. She had
said that each time she'd gotten her punishment.
The thunder was closer now; the lightning lit up the sky like a fireworks display.
The rain fell slowly upon the rooftop, and then it began to fall faster and faster until
it was coming down in sheets. The thunder grew louder and louder as it cracked
across the black sky. The wind howled around every corner of the little cabin. The
thunderstorm was finally here. She felt peaceful and calm in spite of the storm and
the horrible punishment she had just endured.
This would be the night! Now she would wait for the right time. As always, he
demanded that she lie in the bed with him now, so he could have his way with her. She
obeyed his command. Once again he told her how sorry he was for having to punish
her that way. If she would only listen to him, she would not have to be punished.
After he raped her, she lay quietly listening to the storm that rumbled through the
night skies. Once she had lain beside him and cried; however, tonight there were no
more tears left for her to cry. She lay very still, listening as he breathed. His breathing became smooth and deep. He started to snore.
"Listen," she thought to herself. "Listen," he is finally asleep. His snoring was
a sign of deep sleep. He was finally asleep. Now was her time. She arose slowly
and quietly from the pillow, being sure not to disturb him. She took her feet from
the covers and stood slowly to gain her composure. She was in a trance. She felt
a powerful laugh coming on, but she didn't know where it was coming from. She
turned back and looked at him, his chest rising and falling with each exhale and
inhale. She felt something pushing her toward the fireplace. She shook all over with
anticipation. The palms of her hands were sweating, and her knees trembled. She
took another minute to calm herself. Her feet were heavy, but she had to go on. What
was it? Who was doing this to her?
She heard voices in her head. ''Now is the time. Now is the time!"
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A loud sinister laugh came from deep within her body. She couldn't control her
actions nor her thoughts.
"Now is the time. He is sound asleep. Tonight is the night. There will never be
another night like this one!" the voices were saying.
The floor creaked with each step she made. She turned around quickly. He stirred
and turned to the other side.
''No, don 't let him wake up" she prayed, "not now."
He turned again onto his back. She stood very still, trying not to breathe. Finally
he was fast asleep again. She never noticed the floor creaking before. The fireplace
seemed to be a thousand miles away now. She gathered her courage and began her
long journey slowly, step by step toward the fireplace. She didn't know why she
was going to the fireplace, but she had to obey its command. It had taken over her
body and her mind. There was nothing she could do about it. She finally reached the
fireplace after what felt to her like forever.
Her hands trembled as she reached for the crowbar that stood in the comer by
the fireplace. When she picked it up, she found it to be much heavier than it had
been when she used it to stir the fire earlier that day. Something had taken over her
body and was telling her what to do. A slow smile came to her lips. This would be
her last punishment from him. She went to the bed where he lay sleeping soundly.
She looked down at his face. What a handsome man he was. He was everything she
had always wanted in a man. He was six feet two inches tall, two hundred pounds,
had big brown eyes, a dimple in each cheek, a set of full moist lips, a head full of
dark brown curly hair, and a smile that could light up the eyes of any woman. What
a man he was. She stood over him with the crowbar in her hand. At first she felt that
she couldn 't go through with the job that the thing inside her head was telling her
to do; however, she knew deep down inside that she had to. She just had to do it.
She slowly raised the bar over her head. He opened his eyes just as she was about
to slam the bar down on his head. His eyes were as big as saucers as he saw her
standing over him with the bar over her head. His hand flew up to protect his head.
Too late! She looked directly into his big beautiful brown eyes and slammed the
bar hard on his head.
"What are you doing?" he screamed to her. "Stop, Stop!"
He turned, trying to avoid the bar. She kept slamming the bar down on his
head, his arms, his back, anything that got in the way. Her smile turned into loud
screeching laughter. Each time she slammed the bar down on his head she laughed
louder and louder. She was startled at the swiftness of her swing. It was something
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eone else doing it. Not her. Each time she slammed the bar on his head, her
or som
. h'
b'
mind took her back to the punishments she had endured from him m
t .•s same ca m.
She gained more strength and power_with every strike she made to htS body. Blood
flew everywhere. She found more energy to keep watching the blood. It flew from
his head, his arms, and his back and landed all aroun~ the room, on the walls, on
the doorknob, the pictures that hung on the walls, and tt was spattered all over her.
Blood even flew up to the ceiling of the little cabin.
The flames were talking to her now.
"Way to go! Way to go!" they said. He lay there ?n the floor moanin~ and thrashing around. She kept planting kisses on h~s head wt~h the crow bar until he stopped
thrashing around. Finally, he lay very stlll and qmet. The storm had passed. The
night was quiet once more.
She looked down at her hands. They were covered completely with blood, just
as if she had washed her hands in it. Her clothing was covered with blood, too.
"What was this? How did it get there? What had she done?" she wondered.
She knew she had to clean it up before her husband came home. She found old
rags, a bucket, and other cleaning materials she needed for th.e job. She ~ent about
the chore of cleaning up the place. The job was very hard and tlme ~on~um~ng; to ~er
it was very relaxing and peaceful. She washed him and dressed htm m his favonte
blue silk pajamas.
.
.
"God, he is heavy," she thought to herself. She didn't remember htm gettmg so
heavy. He has to go on a diet next week. Why _was she so ~ired tonig~t? She had not
been this tired in quite some time. Was she commg down wtth somethmg? She would
ask her husband to drive her into town tomorrow so she could see the doctor.
A strange peace came over her that she never felt before. The flames continued to
roar and leap from the fireplace. What were they saying to her? S~e kept ab~ut her
work. She started to hum a little tune, something she hadn 't done m a long ttme.
"Where oh where has my little dog gone?" she hummed.
She remembered when she had first married him she had sung and danced all
the time. She finally got everything cleaned up. Now it was her time. She slipped
into something comfortable for him tonight. The pink gown he had bought f~r her,
on their third anniversary, would do just fine. The gown brought out the color m her
cheeks. He once, long ago, told her how lovely she looked in the hot pink gown.
She smiled at the thought ofbeing lovely again. She hadn't smiled like this since he
brought her out to the cabin.
There was just one more thing that had to be done to complete the cleanup. The
9
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flames came out again. From somewhere far away, she heard the voices telling her
what to do for the final cleanup. She went to the dresser and retrieved her new sheet
set and a blanket from the drawer. She spread the blanket and sheet out over the
floor, and then smugly rolled him up into them. She dragged his lifeless body over
to the fireplace and laid it on the leapiug flames. She went to the cupboard and got
one of her new g lasses for a toast. She sat staring into the fireplace as the flames
licked and lapped around the wrapped body ofher husband. The hair went first; she
had no idea how quickly ha ir burned. The odor of the burning human flesh fil led the
little room with the aroma of cooked roast beef. She sat and watched in a state of
bliss as her husband's body burned to ashes. Her punishments were now over. She
began to speak to the flames as they sizzled on the now charred, blackened body of
her husband.
"Tonight was the night after all," she spoke to them. She gave a toast to her husband. "Rest in peace my husband," she said to him with her glass held high in the
air. "May all of your dreams come true. I hope you find the person that you wanted
me to be."
She turned ag_ain to the flames and said, "Here is to you, my roaring friend. " She
turned the glass up to her lips and drank the warm milk down. The flames were now
settled. They no longer leaped and rolled around as if they were alive. The flames
were finally satisfied. She had always known there was something magical about
that fireplace; now she knew what it was.

The Aftermath
Mikhail Milburn

..

Ron Cheek

The air was humid and stagnant, holding the stench in with its smothering sense
of despair. Throughout the immense_ building p~rvaded the sounds of muted conversations, babies crying and young children runmng among the rows of seats. I t~ok _a
small sip from the bottle of water I h.a d been rationed and thought about ~ow ruce 1t
would be to have a cigarette right now. Looking over at an old man sleepmg fitfully
a few feet away I sprawled across some of the chairs trying to make myself more
comfortable too in the area I had staked out as my own temporary quarters.
There were a lot of things that I would like to have right now I mused. Staring up
at the ceiling, which now had two moderate sized cracks running through it, courtesy
of the storm I wished I could take a long, cool, revitalizing shower. I wished everyone could f~r that matter. None of the nearly nine thousand people in the coliseum
had bathed in the last week, and the smell was rather unwelcome. Chuckling with
dry humor, I thought of the irony of the situation. According to w?at the soldiers
had said nearly eighty percent ofNew Orleans was under water wtth places up to
thirty fe;t deep, which even now surrounded the Superdome we all ~esided in. This
water, however, was far from being clean. They had told us that, bestdes t?e natural
wreckage that was obvious, sewage mains and oil pipes had broken, chemtcal plants
were covered, and the water now hosted large quantities of virus-bearing mosquitoes,
along with rats and snakes.
Retreating from such thoughts I came back to my original course and tri~d to
imagine the taste of a large, luscious hamburger. Lettuce, tomato, (hold the omon),
cheese and two char-grilled patties: I could almost taste it. Aah, but food too was
scarce' and it was more than a simple task to get supplies to all the families. The
'
.
National Guardsmen, emergency medical workers, and other assistants were domg
all they could to get food, water, and medical equipment in, while finding alternate
shelters, moving people out, and maintaining control. Most of the sick, both mentally
and physically, had been the first to be taken from this place, but the majority of the
refugees and I were still here and would be for an indefinite period of time.
With a sigh, I shifted into another position and looked out across the vast space at
all the other people who bad lost their homes. Hurricane Katrina was likely to have
been the most devastating storm to ever hit our coast. At least five states, from Louisiana to Georgia, had their power knocked out. The Superdome itself was running on
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Still Life 1

backup generators alone, which provided only a little light and no air conditioning.
I had also learned that hundreds of thousands ofhouses, apartments, and businesses
had been razed or damaged with a cost estimate of at least twenty-five billion dollars
and probably even more than that. What would they do with the city, I pondered as
I watched a woman weep bitterly into a dtrtY shirt. It would take years for all the
water to dissipate, assuming it ever did, and after things had dried out, there would
still be a terrible black mold covering everything. No, they would have to rebuild it
elsewhere. It would be New New Orleans, or perhaps Neo Orleans, the first of the
apocalyptic cities ofthe future!
Again, I sighed and moved around in my seat until I had found a less uncomfortable pose and conceded that such ideas were not very realistic. Closing my eyes and
letting my mind wander back into the past, I conjured up memories of a few days
before the storm had reached us. They had warned us that we should leave the city
and possibly even the state. I had heard them but had chosen to ignore it. There had
been hurricanes and other forms of inclement weather before, and Iike the other times
I would just ride this one out. On the twenty-third of August, hours before it struck,
I decided that it might be advantageous to gather what I could of my belongings
and any necessities I would need and seek a fortified place of refuge. When Katrina
landed, she was filed as a category four hurricane, just having fallen from a category
five. Blowing in with winds between one hundred and one hundred fifty miles per
hour, the hurricane was at least two hundred miles in diameter and had an eye nearly
fifty miles wide. It brought with it a swell of water twenty-eight feet high. When it
struck New Orleans, which was already below sea level and surrounded by water on
three sides, Katrina broke two levees and had allowed Lake Pontchartrain to flood
the city.
I took another sip of my water. It was no use. Whenever I thought about water,
it just made me thirstier. So I turned my attention to the old man who had been napping. He got up and stretched his arms and legs, then started for one of the exits to
the outer hall. He was no doubt headed to the restrooms, which were in despicable
condition, or the outer balcony, but I did not bother to wonder about it anymore.
Slumping down in my chair and letting my head loll to one side, I hoped to catch
the old man's nap before it returned to its land of origin. Perhaps when I reawaken,
the chaos of my world will have dissipated and I shall be on my way to a new life.
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Night and Day
By Krystal Whitlock

•

I

Innocence so sweet
Beauty so small
Childlike each day
Stolen so young
Taken so rough
Wondering and lost
Looking so deeply
Understanding so little
Purity is gone
Shame overflowing
The cure unknown
Is there an answer?
Afraid of the dark
Lost in the past
New life around
What's that?
New life
Trying to live
Day to day
Old life grasping
Fear gripping!
Dreams that haunt
Of what was forgotten
Suffocating as the day
When innocence was taken
Tears abundant nowhere
To flow
Finding reality
In what is present
Does that exist or is
That the dream?
13
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A Mother's Love
Katheryne Davis
Slam! "Oh, no!" my mama exclaimed as she grabbed us. Me and my brother
started crying. "Shh! Ya ' ll hush now. Run and go hide. And be quiet." Me and my
brother ran and hid in the bedroom closet. Then we heard it. Slam! The second slam.
I put my hand over my brother's mouth as I held him tight.
"It's okay, Baby Boy. He ain't gonna find us this time. Shh." I could hear my
daddy screaming. I peeped out the closet.
"Woman, why ain't this house spotless? You good for nothing--. Where are they?
You can't do nothing I tell you 'cause of them kids. I told ya to get rid of' em ' fore
ya had 'em."
''Nooo!" Mama screamed as we heard her body hit the wall.
"Where are they?"
"I ... I ... I cooked your favorite," Mama trembled as she wiped the blood from
her mouth.
My daddy sat at the table to eat. "Hurry up with my food!" Mama hurried. "At
least ya done something right. You learned yo'selfhow to cook." Mama sat quietly
across the table from Daddy as he greedi ly gulped down the food. No one was allowed to eat at the table with Daddy. He said we spoiled his appetite. Daddy slid his
plate across the table. "Gimme more." He belched.
Mama looked frightened as she mumbled, "There ain't enough."
"What!" yelled my daddy as his eyes bucked like a wild animal.
Mama tried to get up from the table as she stuttered, "There's only enough for
the kids. Ain't even enough for me." But it was too late. Before she could get her
words out good, Daddy had flipped the table and punched Mama in the stomach.
Mama screamed as she hit the floor and curled into a ball.
"Ain't no more babies coming outta there," Daddy said as he punched Mama.
. "Kids, ~here are ya' ll? Daddy 's home. Come give yo' daddy a hug," Daddy
sa1d as he trted to sweeten his voice. Baby Boy tried to wriggle away from me, but
I held him tight.
"Shh. He's just tricking us," I whispered.
Just then Baby Boy bit my hand and yelled, "Daddy." I tried to cover his mouth,
but Daddy had heard him. My baby brother was only four. He just didn't get it. But
me. I had to grow up fast in all of my seven years.
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"There you are, you little bastards," Daddy said as he grabbed Baby Boy and flung
him across the room. He was lucky this time. He landed on the bed before tumbling
to the floor. Me. I wasn't so lucky. paddy grabbed my dress as I tri'e'd to run. He
dragged me through the house to the living room. I knew I was in trouble then. He
unplugged the TV and partially wrapped the extension cord around his hand. He
didn't see my mama come in. As he raised his hand to hit me, Mama grabbed him.
I tried to run again as he pushed Mama down and started whipping her. Daddy ran
and caught me. That first lick hit me across the back and stopped me dead in my
tracks. Daddy had whipped me with the extension cord before. I thought it would one
day stop hurting. But each time he whips me, it hurts more. The scars take longer to
heal. They never go away. I let out several blood curdling screams as I tried to find
anything to protect me from my daddy's wrath. The extension cord cut into my skin
like fire in the wilderness. I don't remember when Daddy stopped whipping me. I
passed out from the pain.
I woke up to Mama's tears hitting my face. She had me on one end of the couch
and Baby Boy on the other. Mama looked bad. Her lip was swollen. It looked like
someone had pumped it up with air. Her hair was all over her head. She tried to push
it down with her hands, but flinched when she reached her hand up. Probably got
some broken ribs again. Mama's eyes were very red, but they always looked like it
was something in 'em. "It's going to be okay," Mama whispered. "Ya'll's daddy is
sleeping now. Probably will be that way till morning."
"Mama," I said.
"Yes, Honey."
"Why don't Daddy love us?"
"He loves you. He's just got a funny way of showing it."
"But you love us, right, Mama?"
"Yes, Honey."
"You don't beat us."
"No, Honey, I don't. Now you stop worrying yo' pretty little head. It's gon' work
out. I promise."
"Is Baby Boy all right?"
"He's all right."
Mama began to clean up the path of Daddy's rampage as we lay on the couch. I
fell asleep.
It was next day when I woke up . Baby Boy was already up. Daddy wasn't
home. He had gone to work. "Watch Baby Boy for me. I' ll be right back. Going to
15
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the neighbor 's for a second."
"Okay, Mama."
Mama went to the neighbor's house a lot these days. She never did say why.
We could never go with her. She never stay~d long, just like she'd say. Maybe five
minutes was the longest time she' d b.e gone. Mama came right back. Looked like
she had something in her eye again.
"Mama, you okay?"
"I'm fine, Honey."
"Look like something's in yo' eye."
"I'm fine, Honey."
"You sure?"
"I'm fine, Honey. Now go play with Baby Boy. I got to clean the house and cook
'fore yo daddy get home."
"But, Mama, you already cleaned the house."
"Go play, Honey."
"Yes, ma 'am."
Me and Baby Boy played quietly in the living room. Time flew by.
"Ya'll wash up for lunch," Mama said. Seemed we just ate breakfast. Me and
Baby Boy ran to the bathroom to wash our hands. We started splashing each other
and laughing. "Quit playing in the water," Mama said. We turned the water off and
raced to the kitchen. "Walk!" We stopped running. Me and Baby Boy had toast,
lightly burnt, and homemade potato soup for lunch.
"Mama."
"Yes, Honey."
"Ain't you gonna eat with us."
"Ain't enough," Mama said. Look like I saw something in her eye again. Mama
didn't seem to have much strength left. I think Daddy beat most of it out of her. The
rest, I think, is 'cause she don't eat much these days. She's always saying it ain't
enough. After lunch me and Baby Boy went to the living room to watch TV. Our
favorite show was on. Mama washed the lunch dishes and started cooking dinner. I
walked into the kitchen.
"Mama."
"Yes, Honey."
"Can I help? I'm a big girl."
"You're already helping."
"Hub?"

"You're already helping. You watch Baby Boy for me. That helps more than
you'll ever know."
·'
"But Mama, that's not cooking."
"No, Honey, it's not. But if you don't watch Baby Boy for me, then I can't
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cook."
"Okay, Mama."
I went back to the living room. When Mama finished dinner, she came to the
living room to watch TV with me and Baby Boy. We laughed a lot.
Mama got up and walked toward the window.
"What's wrong, Mama?"
"I thought [heard a noise," she said as she peeped out the window. " I did. Daddy's
home."
"He is?!" me and Baby Boy said together. "Good," l thought to myself. No door
slams. That means no whipping tonight. Daddy hadn't been drinking. At least not
yet. As long as he didn't start drinking at home we were okay. Mama met Daddy at
the door.
"How was your day?"
"I'm starved. Is my dinner ready?"
"I'm fixing your plate right now," Mama said as she trotted to the kitchen.
"1 'm watching TV while 1 eat." Me and Baby Boy knew that meant for us to leave
the living room . "Hi, Bastards." Why does he always call us that? I hate being called
a bastard. 1 don't know what a bastard is, but l know I don't like being called one.
"Hi, Daddy," me and Baby Boy said together. We knew better than to not speak
to Daddy. It was rare for us to have a no whipping night. So we enjoyed them when
they came.
Mama cleaned the kitchen after dinner. Then we all sat in the living room to
watch TV. We could only watch what Daddy wanted to watch. Nobody got to choose
something else. Not even Mama. Daddy got up from the couch and pulled Mama's
arm. "Woman, we need to talk." Mama's eyes turned into fear. I knew why. Daddy
was going to hurt Mama. l know 'cause I saw him hurt her before. l was five then.
Baby Boy had fallen and was crying, so I went to tell Mama. As l got closer to their
room, I heard a noise.
"What is that noise?" I thought to myself. When I got to their room, the door was
open. The noise was the bed hitting the wall. Mama saw me and shook her head no.
I stopped where I was. Mama was crying. Daddy had his hand over Mama's mouth.
Daddy was hurting Mama with his body. He was hitting her so hard that he made

·--------~----------------------------------------------------------__JI' ~~------------------------------------------------------~·il

the bed hit the wall. I ran back to Baby Boy. So now when Daddy tells Mama that
he wants to talk, I tum the TV up loud so that me and Baby Boy can't hear Daddy
talking. Later I heard Mama in the shower. That meant Daddy was through talking
and had gone to sleep. Mama told me and Baby Boy to go to bed. I went to sleep
wondering about tomorrow. It was Saturday. Daddy would be home all day.
"Good morning, Honey," Mama said as she kissed my forehead. "You and Baby
Boy quickly get your baths and get dressed."
"Okay, Mama."
That meant Mama was going to the store. Me and Baby Boy always went with
Mama to the store. Me and Baby Boy waited by the front door after we got dressed.
Mama would buy us donuts for breakfast.
"Today is Saturday," Mama said as she stood in front of Daddy.
"And."
"It's my shopping day."
"And."
"I need some money."
"I gave you thirty dollars last Saturday!"
"I spent it on food for the week."
"You spending too much of my money! Here!" Daddy said as he threw the money
on the floor. Mama bent down to pick up the money. "That's thirty dollars! You better
make it last! And take them bastards with you! I ain 't babysitting!"
After Mama picked up the money, she still stood in front of Daddy.
"Now what do you want, Woman?"
"May I have the car keys?"
"For what?"
"To drive the car."
''No!" Daddy yelled. "You ain't putting them nasty bastards in my car! Take the
bus!"
Mama came to the front door and said, "Let's go, kids. We gotta hurry so we
don't miss the bus." I hate the bus. We never get to go in the car. Daddy won't let
us. We had to run to catch the bus.
"We get off here."
"Mama, are we going to a different store?"
"No, Honey."
"Then, where we going Mama?"
"Don't worry, Honey. Just come along."

"Yes, ma'am."
We went to the train station. Me and Baby Boy looked at each other in puzzlement.
But we didn't ask questions. That way we can tell Daddy we don't kl16w nothing if
he asks.
"You two stay here and don't move."
"Yes, Ma'am."
We stayed where Mama told us. Mama went to the ticket office. She came back
soon. "Let's go to the store now."
"Mama."
"Yes, Honey."
"What's wrong with your eyes?"
''Nothing, Honey. Now let's hurry to catch the bus."
There's a donut shop next to the store. Mama bought me and Baby Boy two
donuts each. We made them last the whole time we were in the store. Me and Baby
Boy went to our room when we got home. On the weekends we mostly stayed in
our room. And we were quiet. If we stayed quiet, then Daddy wouldn 't get mad
and start drinking. At least, that's how it was most of the time. Sometimes, Daddy
started drinking just because. The weekend went by fast. And no whippings for us.
No beatings for Mama. Been a long time since that happened.
Daddy was at work when me and Baby Boy got up Monday morning.
"Mama."
"Yes, Honey."
"I can't find my favorite outfit. Can't find Baby Boy's either."
"Don't worry about it, Honey. Find something else. Put on your jeans today. Find
some for Baby Boy, too."
"Yes, Ma'am."
Mama seemed awfully nervous today. She was doing stuff so fast that she kept
forgetting what she was doing. She kept talking to herself. Sometimes she started
crying.
"Mama, what's the matter?"
''Nothing, Honey," Mama said as she wiped her tears on her shirt.
"Something's in yo' eye, Mama?"
"Yes, Honey. Now go play."
"Yes, Ma'am."
Me and Baby Boy were playing cards when Mama came into the room. She
handed me and Baby Boy's jackets to us.
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"Here, put these on. Hurry now."
"Mama, where we going?"
"Shh." We put on the jackets. "Keep Baby Boy quiet, okay."
"Okay."
"Ya'll stay in the living room. Just sit there and be very quiet."
~I
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Keep Baby Boy quiet."
"Yes, Ma'am."
" When Daddy comes home, he' ll come to the kitchen to eat. That's when I want
you to take Baby Boy and ya' ll go to the neighbor's house."
"Yes, Ma'am."
"And be quiet."
"Yes, Ma'am."
I took Baby Boy to the living room and sat down. We didn' t tum on the TV. We
just sat still and quiet like Mama said. Slam! Me and Baby Boy jumped. " Shh!" I
whispered to Baby Boy. We got up and hid behind the couch. Slam! That's the second
slam.
"Woman, where's my food?"
"Right on the table."
Daddy stumbled to the table and almost fell into his chair. He started smacking
and stuffing his face. Mama glanced over to see me and Baby Boy as we quietly
opened the front door. " Where are those bastards?" Mama 's eyes got wide. I hurried
to close the door and pulled Baby Boy behind me as I ran to the neighbor's house.
I was out of breath when we got there. Baby Boy had started crying. The neighbor
scared me. She was waiting for us with the door wide open. "How'd she know we
were coming?" I thought to myself. Mama had asked the neighbor to call the police
when she saw Daddy come home. Daddy wouldn't let us have a phone.
When the police came, Mama was in bad shape. The police called for an ambulance and then took Daddy to jail. The neighbor had me and Baby Boy's suitcase at
her house. She said Mama bought tickets to send me and Baby Boy to live with her
sister. I didn ' t know Mama had a sister. The neighbor let me and Baby Boy see Mama
before she was taken away in the ambulance. She could barely move. She couldn't
talk. She saw me and Baby Boy come to her. I saw something in her eye again. Just
then I realized what had been in Mama's eye all this time. It was a mother 's love.
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I Didn't Die
Linda Kelly
I should have died that day. Actually, the more I think about it, the more I wonder
why I'm still around. I almost could have died lots oftimes, but I didn't. Hmm. That
makes me think I stilt have a job to do here on earth that I haven't yet completed. The
first memory I have of when I almo~t died was when I was about eight, a beautiful
day. My parents have friends over. A ll us kids were playing in the front yard while
the adults were in the backyard doing what adults do on the weekends, at each other's
houses, in the backyard. There was a marble involved, and somehow it got stuck in
my throat. I remember that feeling of panic when suddenly I couldn't breathe. No
air at all, run, run, run fast to the adults, through the house, out the sliding glass door
that always is stuck when you try to open or shut it. Get the door open. Now on the
back patio, waving my arms, running around, and running around. No one notices
I 'm there, choking on a marble. I'm about to pass out. I feel the darkness coming.
Mr. Lindsey sees me! Runs over, grabs me up by my ankles, pounds on my back,
and out flies the marble. Blessed air. I didn 't die.
The next time I didn 't die was when I was about ten. I was scrubbing my grandmother's concrete carport with lots of laundry detergent and a broom. For some
reason, her concrete was real shiny and smooth, and tons of fun to run and slide on.
I scrubbed that patio for hours until my feet slid out from under me. I landed on the
back of my head on that smooth, shiny concrete. I woke up in the emergency room,
but I didn't die.
Now I'm about twelve, and for some stupid reason I noticed gasoline smelled
good, so I just kept smelling it. Next thing I knew my mom was slapping my face
and I was waking up. I remember, after that, my parents had a long talk with my
brother and me about the dangers around the house. I could have died that day, but
I didn't.
My next almost-didn't-die adventure was when I was twenty and in my own
apartment. I fell asleep on the sofa with a candle burning on the coffee table. I guess
at some point during my sleep, I knocked the candle onto the sofa where it lay smoldering until by some miracle I woke up with the apartment so full of toxic smoke I
couldn't see my hand in front of my face. I poured water on the huge smoking hole
in the cushion and ran out the front door in my pajamas, my eyes and lungs burning.
Again I wondered why I didn 't die.
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I cruised along pretty safe until I was about twenty-five and accidentally played
chicken with a train. I used to live near some railroad tracks that were always in the
process of some sort of construction. The guard arms that go down to stop traffic
when a train comes would be down for no reason at all that I could see. It was a
habit to go between the arms on my_merry way, except for this one time. I should
have known the workers were not out at night, but the arms were down, and I went
between them to cross the tracks. Suddenly, a deafening noise and a blinding light,
a train, right outside my driver's side window. On the wings of an angel, I'm on the
other side of the tracks, and my heart is pounding. I don't know why, but I didn't
die.
We bought a new dryer. It was late in the evening by the time we got home, so
the plan was, my husband would connect it the next evening when he got home from
work. Next day! Think of how many loads of wash I could do in a day. I couldn't
wait. How hard can it be? Connect the cord to the dryer and plug it in. I got confused,
plugged it in, and then began to connect it to the dryer. The little metal things that
connect to the dryer connected to my arm instead. Major current running through
me, I'm paralyzed. The breaker trips; the current stops; I have a bad burn on my
arm. But, once again, I didn't die.
I'm wondering about the next time I won't die. I have a very important job to
do, and when I figure out what it is, I'll be sure I take a long time to finish doing it,
because although some of life so far has been painful, at least I haven't died.

"Writina is easy. .. a(( you d"o is
stare at a 6(ank con~uter screen
unti( d"roys of 6(ooajorm on your
forehead"."

Nude

--Gene Fowler

Nicole Jennings

22

23

Texas: Rainbows in Heaven

September 11th, 2001 was America's wake up call, as well as mine. I was very
unhappy in just about every aspect of my life. It was a pivotal point in my life. I realized that life is short, too short. After watching Dr. Phil on Oprah one day, I decided
to buy Dr. Phil's Self Matters, a book in which he makes this statement: "You cannot change that which you do not acknowledge." I thought about that statement and
decided that I was the only one who could make changes in my life. These changes
would take a lot of prayer!
In October 2001, I took a two-week trip to Oregon and Washington, looking for
job prospects with no luck at all.
On February 11th, 2002, I searched the Internet for a post for a veterinary receptionist anywhere in the U.S.A. A job came up in Arlington, Texas. As I talked with
Dr. Dittrich, the Arlington veterinarian, by phone and by email, I set a date to come
to Texas for a two-week trial. .I completed the trial in March 2002, and it went very
well. After I returned home to California, we started packing up the house and put
it on the market.
On Sunday, June 30th, 2002, my husband's thirty-sixth birthday, we were packed
and ready to go with our two daughters, ages twelve and ten, three cats, and two
dogs. I was driving the pick-up with the three cats, Ricky the dog, and our youngest
daughter. My husband was driving our van with no air conditioning, with our oldest
daughter, and Reba, a Doberman. Our communication was a set of walkie talkies.
We shed many tears; there were tears of sadness for leaving our families behind,
and tears of joy as we anticipated our new beginning. A new chapter of adventures
was waiting for us.
It was late, 11:00 pm, and my husband, Scott, radioed me and said we needed to
pull over because the van was misfiring. I was scared to death. We pulled over. We
needed to turn around and go back a few miles to Kingman, Arizona, to find a hotel
so he could look at the van in the morning.
On the second day, Monday July 1st, Scott was at the auto parts store getting
information about the van. He changed the spark plugs and checked all the wiring.
About 11:00 am we were on our way, leaving Kingman. About fifteen miles out of
town, in the 115 degree heat, Scott said on the radio, "Teresa, Teresa! Pull over!"
The van's left rear tire had blown out! I pulled over. I was a nervous wreck by now.

He changed the tire on the hot asphalt.
Scott wanted to go on to Flagstaff, which was 150 miles up the ste~p mountain
grade. I was worried that the spare would not hold up and that we needed to go back
to Kingman, Arizona and get new tires. Two hundred and seventy five dollars and
two new tires later, we were set to move on. At dinnertime, we arrived in Flagstaff,
Arizona. It was a refreshing stop because it was a lot cooler there, about eighty-five
degrees, and the scenery was beautiful. After dinner, we loaded up and headed out
to Albuquerque, New Mexico. On our second night, we got an upstairs motel room.
Reba, the seventy pound Doberman; had to be carried up the stairs. We had had to
give Reba dog tranquilizers to help keep her calm. All the animals ' crates had to go
upstairs too, and we had to keep Ricky from barking (he is deaf). None of the motels
that we stayed in allowed pets, so we did everything secretly!
We were getting settled and all had taken a shower. Scott was the last one to take
a shower, and I heard a "THUMP" and jumped out of the bed. I wondered what
had happened in the shower. So I peeked in to see if Scott was all right, and he was
giving Reba a bath! He said, "If she's ridin' with me, she's gonna be a clean dog! "
The tub was a brown gooey mess from the dirt and dog hair! I was so embarrassed!
I felt bad for the maid, so I left her a tip and a note of apology the next morning.
On Tuesday, July 2, 2002, it was a beautiful morning as we left Albuquerque,
New Mexico. We bad a full day's drive still ahead of us. As we drove over the Texas
border, we bad barely a sprinkle of rain. As it got close to dusk, one of the most
beautiful rainbows I had ever seen appeared before us just past Wichita Falls. It
was such a beautiful sight that it brought tears to our eyes. We all said our prayers
aloud (over the radios) thanking our Lord for such a beautiful promise. We took it
as our new symbol for our new journey. Later that evening, we were driving past
downtown Fort Worth with all the tall, lighted buildings. Scott shouted, "Pull over
next exit, there is something going on in the van. It is smoking!" Petrified, I pulled
over. Scott looked under the hood; it was smoking and spewing hot liquid. We just
looked at each other trying to figure out what to do next.
We decided to get a motel room for the night. We stayed at South Oaks Inn, on
the not-so-good side of town. The ceiling was falling apart, the sinks' faucets were
not attached, and there were Texas-sized bugs everywhere! The pool was empty
and there were a scarecrow and a tin man for the swings. It was like something you
would see out of a horror movie. We did not sleep.
On Wednesday, July 3, we waited for daybreak. I called AAA, and the soonest
they could be there was 5:00am! AAA hooked up the van and towed it to a storage
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yard in Crowley. Thank God it only cost us eighteen dollars to have it towed. We
took all five pets to my work so I could keep them there safely. We had to get our
girls to Mi ssouri to stay with their grandmothers until school started, so we rented
a car and drove them there.
On July 8th I started my job at the veterinary clinic. We stayed with our friends
Rick and Teresa Pelt for three months. Finally, on October 11th, we moved into our
Texas home!

Thick and Thin
(our fast lane life at the hard rocking and lace lodge)
Jeff Cowman
we thought we were cool-we
broke every rule-we
always had stash-we
rarely had cash-we
drank all the time-we
had the best wine-we
stole love from chicks-we
were miserable pricks-we
hit hard in the end-and
we are still best friends.
Inspired by Gwendolyn Brooks' "We Real Cool"

"'REad, read, read. 'R£aa everytFi.i11f3-trasfi,
dassics, aooa ana 6a!, an! see (ww tfiey do
it. Just fike a caryenter wfto works as an
ayyrentice ana studies tfie master. 'R£adi
You'(( a6sor6 it. 'T'fien write."

Untitled

- William Faulkner

Brielle Bauner
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Grades

Condition 1: A Midwinter's Night Storm

Bryan Talbot

Jeff Cowman

My wife gives me a C
for last year's income,
an Incomplete for socks
left on the floor, and of course
an A plus in bed. My son says
I'm the greatest, the greatest
fool he's ever seen. My daughter
just avoids me; I haven't seen her
since she turned sixteen. Wait
until they find out I'm running
away with a young, dumb bimbo.

Inspired by Linda Pastan's "Marks"

"'T'fiere are tfiree rufes for writine a nove[
'Unjortunatety, no one knows what tfiey are."
- William Somerset Maugham
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Have you ever been in a really bad storm? A storm so bad that the screaming
banshee wind made it impossible to sleep. A storm that the snow was so dense you
could not see your hand in front of your face. This storm, you dared not go outside
in for fear of not being able to re~ to shelter. I'd been through many bad storms
in McMurdo, but this one was looking to be the granddaddy of them all.
When I woke that June morning, it was like any other day. I could see through
my window that the sky was black as pitch. A cloudy day, I'd have been able to see
the stars and moon if it had been clear. The sun had gone down back in April, and
we were deep into winter now. I went over and turned on my television to watch the
scroll and check out what the weather was going to be like today. We were in condition II. The wind chill was seventy-five below with less than a quarter mile visibility.
The prediction was condition I by noon with the winds kicking up to seventy miles
per hour and the wind chill dropping to a god-awful, one hundred below zero. When
the winds are that strong, the snow that covers the great Ross Ice Shelf, to our south,
is blown into McMurdo. This snow would bring the visibility to less than ten feet,
not to mention burying the town. Some of the snow drifts would completely cover
buildings.
I went down for breakfast and to talk with some of my friends. Before we finished
our meal, the announcement was made that a condition I storm was imminent; all
nonessential workers were told to stay where they were. Fortunately my suite was
upstairs at the main building. The building also housed the station store, kitchen,
and movie house, all ofwhich I was helping operate this winter.
It was early evening back in the States, so I decided to go back to my room and
give my kids a call. I could not get through from my room, so I went to try from
the morale office, thinking something was wrong with my phone, and still no luck.
I called Matte, the firehouse dispatcher. If you wanted to know anything that was
going on around town, you called Matte. The firehouse was the central nervous
system of town, and Matte answered all calls.
"Hey, Girl, what's up?" I asked.
"Hey, Jeff, big storm coming. You going to open the store?" Matte said.
"Yep, I just tried to call my kids and can't get through. What's wrong?" I
asked.
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Matte said, "Yes, we've lost contact with Black Island. Just before we lost communications, we were recording wind speeds of 125 miles per hour with gusts close
to 140 out there. It probably won't be that bad here, but it's on its way. Anyway,
we're on our own. No way to get out there to fix it till af!er this storm."
"Thanks." I smiled. "You mean no way to calljhe boss? That's not a bad thing.
I'll be opening the store in about an hour."
Black Island is about forty miles out in McMurdo Sound. Being one of the tallest
islands, it was chosen as the site for the satellite dish needed for communications
with the world. The bad thing about Black Island is that it is unmanned during the
winter, and when the automation goes down, you do not talk with anyone outside
McMurdo. I called Rocky Ness, the station manager, to see what kind of plans he
had in mind.
"Hey, Rocky," I said, "Black Island is down."
"I know " said Rocky "I'll have Kent lead a team out there tomorrow. The storm
'
'
is supposed to end late tonight, and our meteorologist tells me that tomorrow will be
clear with a full moon. I want you to go and report back on what you find out there.
Washington wants to bring tpat dish in closer because of this kind of thing."
"Not a problem," I said. "I'll get with Kent."
The next morning dawned clear; as I looked out my window, I could see the full
moon shining off the snow. The operations group was already in its big grading
equipment, clearing the roads and digging out the buildings. This is the same routine
they go through after every big storm.
I met Kent and the thirteen others of our team at the operations building. Being
in extreme cold weather gear made it difficult to move; however, we were all ready
to go. We took three Spryte all-terrain track vehicles. Kent led the way. James drove
the second, and I drove the third as we started across the ocean on our five-hour
trip to Black Island. McMurdo Sound was frozen to a depth of thirty feet this time
of year; the surface was fiat for as far as you could see. The moon, shining on the
snow, made it easy to see the flagged route leading off to the dark horizon.
Rocky and Kent's main concern about this trip was the flagged route. The flags
were placed by a survey team earlier that summer; they marked the safest way across
the ice. If the storm had blown too many flags away or if the snow had buried too
many, we would have to take turns walking so we could see any cracked ice and
avoid it. We were lucky; most all the flags were still intact. We made the KOA fuel
stop, halfway to Black Island in an hour and a half.
KOA, short for Kampground of Antarctica, was nothing but a shed supplied with

dehydrated food and fuel. It was placed at the halfway point to Black Island in case
the weather went bad for Antarctic travelers. Kent had said that we h'!<;i been on the
permanent ice of the Ross Ice Shelf for about the last hour and that the ice at KOA
was three hundred feet thick. We refueled and took a restroom break. I had always
felt sorry for women on these breaks. All the restrooms are outside and unheated.
Then after a quick meal of cold ham sandwiches and Trina's cookies (Trina was the
station baker, also known as the sugar witch) it was back on the road.
About an hour from the Black Isl~nd Station, you have to go through a radio dead
zone. We had to drive to the back side of Black Island to get to the station on top.
The side of the island that faces McMurdo is a cliff. When you are in this dead zone,
the island blocks radio communication with McMurdo. If anything should happen
in the dead zone, it would be at least six hours before help could reach us. 1 believe
I know what those first lunar missions must have felt like when their spacecraft was
on the other side of the moon.
Kent called Matte just before we entered. "Matte, we're okay so far. Going around
back in about five minutes."
"You guys are making great time," Matte replied. " Call me when you get to the
top."
"You know it," Kent said. "Give us two hours. The storm might have stirred up
the pressure ridges."
"Okay," Matte said. "Be safe."
Just as Kent thought, the storm had moved the ice near the island. We had to
slow to less than a mile an hour in places. The flat tracks of the Sprytes made the
ride rough; the guys in the back had no seatbelts. Every time we went over a ridge,
they were slammed into the top of the vehicle. Due to Kent's good leadership plus
James' and my driving skills, we made the top. Kent called Matte; we had made it
without any problems.
The storm had blown the shelter door open, and the entire cabin was filled with
snow. The same had happened to the big golf-ball-looking structure that covered the
dish. We had some digging to do. Kent and his team of six went to work on the dish's
shelter while the rest of us went to work on the cabin. My chore was to first clean
out the stove vent and then start the chili. I had brought ten pounds of ground beef
and assorted spices from the commissary. I had our dinner well on the way to being
done when Kent, James, and the team finished their chores. Communications with
the world had been reestablished. We had saved McMurdo; it was time to eat.
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Alone

Women in Yemen

Mehdi Dashti

Angela AI-Madani

Foreign places
Strange Languages Busy streets and crowds
Unfamiliar smells or sounds
Politics and wars always on TV
Music played loud- thump, thump
Religion is for sale, but you cannot buy
Hope deserted with souls on empty streets
Hunger and thirst but no one can be satisfied
Credit cards and bills pour through penniless doors
Economy sinks opportunity closed to those who apply
Education sought and found at the nearest fast-food joint
Health is only worth bow many pills one takes to start the day
Love is spoken and used shamelessly blamelessly and abusively
Fashion becomes unfastened-no one cares-no more stares
Life no longer fulfilled by sacrificing for others
Giving is worth only what one may get back
Truth is only good when not caught
Happiness has become a drug
Families easily tom apart
Governments tell lies
Is this for us all
Democracy
Or death
Alone

32

Imagine living in a world of blackness where, just because you were born a
woman, you are made to cover yourself from head to toe in black. The blackness
also occurs in another form. Women are not allowed to be around men after the age
of nine or ten, and they are taught from birth that their only goal and dream in life
is to get married and serve their husband. Once they are married, they become the
"property" of their husband.
The husband, along with his family, will decide his wife's entire future; determine
if she will be allowed to finish her education, if she will be allowed to work, who
her friends will be, where she can go, and what time she will have to be home.
After living in Yemen for a total of four years as the wife of a Yemeni man, I
saw firsthand the treatment and expectations bestowed upon women. Though I am
American, I was expected to abide by the same laws, with few exceptions, that
control the women of Yemen. While some of the wealthy families are more open
and are beginning to allow their daughters to be educated outside of the countries
of Islam, a wealth of perversion remains hidden beneath the black morality of the
hijab, balto and veil. These inhumane conditions must be exposed in order to force
massive change and give the women ofYemen a chance to live a free life.
Before I begin, it is necessary to define some of the terms: ( 1) hijab - the scarf
covering the hair and shoulders, which in Yemen is almost always black; (2) balto
-the black dress that is worn over the clothes when in public is to cover the woman's
arms to the top ofthe hand and the legs down to the top of the foot. It must also be
very loose so as not to show the curves of a woman's body; (3) veil- this is worn to
cover the face with a small slit for the eyes. Depending on the family, some women
must also wear gloves and two pairs of socks to make sure no part of the skin is
visible.
One way women are oppressed is by wearing these coverings. When I first began
asking questions about why women cover I was told by a Saudi woman, "Women
are beautiful and should be protected like diamonds, and the only person worthy
enough to see her beauty is her husband because he will be the one taking care of
her and providing for her." This is a sweet, flowery way of putting it, but the reasons
go much deeper.
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Actually, Islam's holy book, the Koran, mandates the covering of the woman.
The reason that the Koran gives for this is to protect the woman from the eyes and
impure thoughts of men. Ironically, it accomplishes the opposite by creating a perverse sensuality, causing sexual tension by just the sight of an_exposed hand or ankle.
Women experience this just by walking down the street. Men constantly stare and
make lurid comments as the women pass. Women are in total agreement with the
covering, believing they are following their religious beliefs. Some women say they
cover only because everyone else does and refusing to do so would bring dishonor
and disgrace to the family.
Additionally, men agree with the covering of the women. First, they agree because it is mandated by the Koran. Second, it is what they are raised to believe is
right and it's all they know. The third reason is the most disturbing one: they want
their wives and the other women in their family to cover and stay hidden because
of their jealousy. Intense jealousy is carried to the extreme and many women are
battered by the hands of an insanely jealous husband or family member. When my
husband's uncle saw me on the street without my veil he followed me into the house
with his knife drawn and demanded to know where my veil was. A man is protected
by Islamic law and suffers neither condemnation nor consequence. He is merely
keeping his wife in line. Men are so afraid that a man outside of the family will see
his wife, mother, or sister that the men and women have to go to extremes to make
sure this doesn't happen. The women must hide in parts of the house when other men
are present. When a woman's son reaches high school, she is no longer allowed to
meet his friends. A woman is never allowed to meet her husband's friends or viceversa and once a girl reaches eight or nine, she is no longer allowed to be around
her father's friends. This is all done to keep women " protected."
Despite "acceptance," this suppresses women because the blackness steals their
identity. The best way for me to explain this is by talking about my own experience.
I dreaded leaving the house, knowing that when I did I would be covered in black
and I would have to put up with the leers and rude comments from the men on the
street. The black dress was like a weight on my body and the hijab and veil were
heavy weights on my head. I knew with this covering on that I was no longer myself.
I could not enjoy the scenery of the country because I was told that ifl accidentally
made eye contact with a man he would think that I wanted to be with him. The
people on the street could also tell when l was smiling just by looking at my eyes;
therefore, it was best to lose all facia l expressions. With this covering on, 1 felt like
I was nothing and I would never be anything other than a lump of black.

Additionally, women are oppressed by the rules of segregation and isolation.
Funerals, weddings, and parties of all kinds are held separately with the women at
one house and the men at another. A woman is not allowed to meet or even see her
prospective husband until after the wedding, when she is taken to her husband's
house, completely covered, and then presented to him. The marriage ceremony of
my sister-in-law was performed by an Imam with only her father, the groom, and a
few male members from both families present, two days before the wedding party.
I remember the night when the marriage ceremony took place. I was with my sisterin-law, several other female members of the family, and her friends . We were hiding
in the bottom level of the house waiting for her fiance and the male members of his
family to arrive just to get a glimpse of him. We also had to hide our intent from the
male members of my husband's family because they would be upset if they knew
what we were planning. The women are neither present at these ceremonies nor do
they have to sign or agree to the partnership. My mother-in-law was not allowed to
meet her new son-in-law until three days after the wedding, and she will never be
allowed to meet any of the other men in his family. I was not allowed to meet my
brother-in-law. After the marriage, when they would come for a visit, I would have
to hide in my room until they were gone. I felt like a prisoner in my own house. I
couldn't go to the bathroom for fear that my sister's husband might get a glimpse of
me. Should that happen, my husband would scold me.
Yemeni women are victims and do not have civil rights; they are seen as nothing
more than property and they are treated as slaves by all of the men in their lives.
One example of this is that they are not allowed to leave their homes without their
husband's permission. A second example is that they are not allowed to board an
airplane or cross a border without being accompanied by or having written permission
from a male member of their family. The husband also has the right to put his children
on the "black list" at the airport. This ensures that the children will not be allowed to
board an airplane without him being present to give permission. My husband informed
me that my daughter was on this list and that I had better not dare try to leave with
her or I would be jailed. A third example is that the women lose what few rights
they have to their children once they reach the age of twelve. At that age custody
of both boys and girls must be given to the father, and in most cases the father then
passes the child to a female member of his family to complete the raising of the child.
A fourth example is that women are being murdered in the name of honor killing for
as little as saying hello to a man. I heard about an honor killing while I was there.
My mother-in-law told me about our fifteen-year-old-neighbor who had been shot
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five times by her father for the crime of talking to a boy. When I asked her what
would happen to the man, she said he would spend the day in jail and then be set
free. I still remember the matter-of-fact ness in her voice as if to say "oh well, this
is life, and there is nothing anyone can do about it."
Women are oppressed from the day of birth. It's hard to look at the innocent face
of an infant female in Islam without thinking about the day she will be required to
put on black. The rules vary from family to family. In some families the girls cover
their hair at age two or three. In other families the girls start wearing the balto and
hijab at five or six, while in others they are not made to cover until they are ten or
eleven years old. By the age of twelve, they are all required to wear the veil. Some
girls will try to fight this, but in the end they give in to the pressures of the family.
Actually they come to enjoy wearing the veil because it gives them a sense of becommg a woman.
Girls are also taught from birth to "wait on" the male members of the family to
prepare them for marriage and their life of servitude. The younger sisters must always
do as they are instructed by the older members of the family. They learn to cook,
clean, iron, and wash clothes fo( their father and brothers. They also must help take
care of the children of their older brothers and sisters. When my twelve-year-o ld
sister-in-law heard that her mom might be pregnant, she told me she was hoping
to have a younger sister so she could pass down her responsibilities and she would
then have someone to "wait on" her. My sister-in-law knew that if her mom had a
boy, then she would have to take care of him and help in his raising.
One thing that disturbs me the most is the marriages among children. Girls as
young as ten are being "sold" to much older men as wives. When I arrived at a wedding party with my mother-in-law, I was shocked to find that the bride was only
eleven years old and the groom was twelve. And I will never forget a woman that I
met at a party after only being in Yemen for a couple of weeks. She was very excited
because her seventeen-yea r-old daughter had just become engaged. She went on to
brag that the man was very wealthy, but as the night went on I learned that the man
had two other wives and was sixty years old. Money is a key issue, especially when
it comes to marriage.
The impact of female oppression may not be obvious to a culture that has practiced social isolation of women for centuries, but this oppression does cause mental
and emotional illnesses with these women. They are raised to believe they have no
value. They are put here only to serve the men around them and bear children. Women
have no identity. When I moved to Yemen I basically had to change my name. I
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was known as either the wife of my husband or of the family of my husband. It is
forbidden for a woman to divulge her given name to any men outside of the family.
Women are not given the opportunity to develop their own sense of identity. They
are watched v_ery closely by their fathers and their brothers. If they do not obey they
know there w1ll be harsh consequences . The female children live with their families
until they are married. They are never allowed to live alone. Once they are married
t~ey become the property of their husbands, and they must then follow and obey
h1s rules. Even though some of the wealthier families allow their daughters to study,
once the daughter is married she canhot continue to study if her husband forbids it.
As her husband, he and his family will decide what is best.
. Due t~ this inhumane treatment, this society breeds violence, hatred and poverty
m enslavmg women. These women feel they have no options in life. It is impossible
for them to dream because they do not hold their destiny in their hands the way that
we, as American women, do. Their future is decided for them the moment they are
born. They are people without hopes and dreams. The women know that without a
man to take care of them they will have and be nothing. Some women do rebel. I
was amazed at the number of women who do flirt with men on the street and some
even date. Their desire to be free is so great that they are willing to risk their lives
for just a second of freedom.
These women and children need and deserve a voice. It will take the eyes and
ears of an eavesdroppin g world to penetrate the iron wall that keeps most of the
world out and the women of Yemen locked within. We need to stand up and hear
their cries. They have been kept down and silenced for so long that they don 't know
how to stand up and fight. They need our help to show them the way. A good start
would be joining Amnesty International at www.amnesty.org.
In closing, the following is a quote from the Yemen Times newspaper, "My father
got me married when I was fourteen. I was still young then and I was not aware of
what marriage was. I paid a high price for this marriage of my strength and youth
during which I was subjected to suffering and torture for two years. Then, I was
dumped by my husband and now I got nothing because he has taken and sold all
the gold and other things that I got. During our marriage I never refused anything
he wanted from me and now my daughter and I are lost, so who is responsible for
that?" The newspaper became much more closed after publishing this story. If that
doesn't make our hearts cry out, then I don't know what will.
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Faces
T. Renette Toliver
Who is that woman who sits all
alone, shy with few words to say
dressed in worn clothes, not caring 'bout style,
easily overlooked, most days?
She hides herself in a comer, stares
carefully through hooded eyes, she
speaks rarely, and soft as a whisper
but this woman is far from unwise.
So, who is this woman, you ask?
let's take a more detailed peek;
oh, now I can tell you very boldly
that this wise woman is me.
You may see me as invisible
muted in shades of gray. Do not
think this disappoints me, for I've
planned it just this way.
Don't be fooled by my child-like manner;
it is practice mastered over the years.
Look closer, you'll see fine lines etched
in my face, each, a past, conquered fear.
Do not try to categorize me by looking
at my gender and skin, for I am more
than the wrapping I was blessed, so
very blessed to come in.
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I am a woman of substance,
of sensuality, of style, I am
A daughter, a Ioyer, a sister, and mother
And yes, sometimes even a child.
With skin the color of caramel
my true heritage of mixed blends;
I am grits and greens and gumbo ya-ya,
a hot buttered soul thrown in.
I can speak to the listening masses,
my voice, full of strength and dignity
or tum around, talk to my sistas, my homies,
tell you how it was, and how it's gonna be.
By day, I care for patients, swing a briefcase
in a business suit, words fall from my lips
like melodies when I'm the poet, and burn
in my kitchen when I cook.
I can lead, or I can follow
whichever the need may be;
it doesn't really matter since
roles simply don't define me.
I can change in an instant, so fast
and smooth you wouldn' t even know
for I have many years of practice
moving from ebb to flow.
I am all these things I've mentioned
and even much, much more; each
moment I put on a different face
as I walk through another door.
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Inventing Superman
David McCleery

Sunny Days
In Sun Mitchell

of

"'T'fie (imits my (arttluaee
mean tfie fimits my wor(d."
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- Ludwig Wittgcnstein
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December 17,2004,4:00 a.m. I was on my way to Harris Methodist Hospital, in
southwest Ft. Worth, when my phone rang:
"Hurry, Hurry!" I heard.
"Is it time?'' I asked.
"You're not going to make it!" my mother-in-law said hysterically.
Ifl had not known her so well, I would have thought she was crazy. We lived only
three miles away, and I hadn't been gone that long. Since there was little chance that
I was going to bring any extra physical comfort to my wife at this point, I guessed
my trip was a wasted effort. I pulled into the parking lot as if I were an ambulance
driver with a critical patient. I ran as fast as I could, heart pounding through my
chest. My mother-in-law had relatives stationed at every door; from the entrance to
the hospital to the room my wife was in.
As I entered the room, the nurse asked, "Are you the father?"
"Yes!" I exclaimed as I took in the room around me.
"Get over here and hold her for me," she said.
My wife was already pushing. I couldn't believe what was happening. I did what
the nurse asked, but I was sti ll trying to catch up with myself. Ifl thought I was prepared for this before I couldn't remember. It was all just a haze. He was coming!
It all started onAprill5, 2004. My wife's best friend was visiting us from Finland.
She was my wife's college roommate for two years and they were like sisters. She
hadn't seen us since our wedding day, January 26, 2001. My wife and her friend
Auli had been out shopping. They were like two little schoolgirls showing off their
Barbie doll's newest dress. Auli pulled a baby outfit out of her shopping bag and
showed it off. "I'd like to see you fit into that!" I said sarcastically. She told me that
it was a gift for one of her friends who was expecting. I didn't really think anything
of it, but I should have known better.
Later that day, I came across something that stopped me in my tracks. My wife
had asked me to take out the garbage, and when I was emptying the trash in the
bathroom I saw the box that had previously contained a pregnancy test; it was empty.
When I passed through the living room where my wife and Auli where watching
Oprah, they looked at me intently. It was as if they were trying to read my thoughts.
I just kept walking by and out the door, not sure if I wanted to ask about what I had
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discovered in the trash. When I came back into the house, my wife had a different
expression on her face: the one she gets when she has something to tell me that she
doesn't want to. I knew then the results of the missing test; I was going to be a father.
That day I decided to re-invent myself; I would become Superman.
My life was turned around in that instant. I was overwhelmed by the feelings of
responsibility for someone else's life: the life of a child. Suddenly, the life I had and
the future of it could not measure up to the life I wanted for my child. I asked myself,
"what will my child see when he/she looks at me?" It was a question that, I was
sure, would not reflect a positive answer. I was afraid. I wasn't good enough to be
a parent, a role model to an impressionable and innocent child. The mistakes in the
past came back to haunt me. Reliving them one by one except, instead of me, it was
my child I saw making them, paying the consequences, and living with the regret. I
couldn't bear to think that my child would live as I had, poor and disadvantaged. My
life had to take a new direction. I worked all day outside and made a decent living,
but I worried about the example that I would be setting. I wanted my child to be
successful and follow through with school like I never did. "Like I never did." The
phrase stuck out like a sore thumb. It was evident to me then that the phrase needed
to be changed; so did my life.
My first priority became molding my life to allow me to attend college. The
obstacles along that path were overwhelming. I had to make a monumental leap of
faith in order to achieve my goal, something that I had never had the courage to do.
Now I bad a mountain of motivation behind me, enough motivation that I gave my
resignation to the company that had employed me for the last three years. After that,
I enrolled in college at TCC and took out school loans to pay for it. My wife and I
moved to a smaller place to save money. Affording college would depend upon my
ability to obtain scholarships and grants. In order to receive the kind of awards that
I needed, I would have to keep on top of my studies like bees on honey. To accept
anything less than excellent grades would insure my failure, seal my fate, and my
child's fate as well. I hadn't been in a classroom for ten years, but that didn't calm
the wind that was ever blowing, filling my sails, and whisking me across the ocean
between me and my destiny. Returning to school and becoming an example for my
child was all that concerned me then, now, and forevermore. The blessing of a child
was not one that I could accept without sacrifice. I would do whatever it took to
become a superhero in my child's eyes.
My first semester in college was one of the most stressful times in my life. Like
the weight of the world on my back, the pressure was tremendous. My wife was six

months pregnant and starting a new job. I was going to night classes and working
nights afterwards. We hardly saw each other, and when we did, it was usually in
passing. Neither of us was happy with the other's constant absence. I was in constant
fear of failure, considering the amount of time I had been absent from an academic
atmosphere. Not to mention the funds I needed to further myselfbeyond the semester
if I didn't receive good grades. With the ever-approaching arrival of my son to top
it off, the next few months looked dreary. Then, I got my first test scores back from
my classes, and I got A's on all of tpem. The load I had been carrying got lighter
and the future a little less gloomy. The coming weeks were met with a little more
confidence. Those same weeks I had taken another round of tests and bad again
managed to score high on them. I had gained enough confidence then to carry me
through to the finals and ended the semester with a 4.0 grade point average. Two
days later, my wife gave birth to our boy, Noah.
Finally, I could see the boy that inspired me to better myself. The bond that we
share goes beyond that of a father and son. Unbeknownst to him, he will forever be
in my heart as the person who picked me up and set me free. The next semester of
school, I was awarded enough grants to stay in school. I didn't have to worry about
the financing anymore as long as I kept up with my studies and fared well on my
assignments. Again, my grades for the semester were pleasing. I was invited to join
Phi Theta Kappa, which provided me with access to scholarships from all over the
nation. Doors opened up all around me, and for the first time I felt like I was fulfilling
my promise, my duty to my son. Though I know it will never be finished, the labor
that I must perform to carry out that duty is my pleasure. It gives me the hope of a
promising future for my son with each passing day. I think every parent wants the
best for his or her children. For those fortunate enough to give their children the best,
I am sure that being a parent is a little easier. Not having the stress of your child's
future to worry about is arguably the brass ring for any parent. In my case, it is only
the first of many goals to which I've pledged myself in the interest of my son. To
achieve them all would be something of a miracle. The only kind of character that
could pull it off is the hero you read about in comic books: Superman.
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a hug
by Katheryne Davis
i lie here awake
i can't sleep
they
won't leave me
alone
wait
did you hear that
stop
please don't hurt
me it's daytime now
i run down the street
from you
where
are my clothes
they took them
all the people
don't touch me
white lights
white rooms
i think i' ll give
myself
a hug
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Leader of the Sleigh
Clifton Wild
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Ten years had passed since Rudolph had first become the leader of the sleigh. In
that time he had grown somewhat arrogant in his reindeer ways. Several of the other
reindeer had become close to Rudolph in the decade they'd spent together following
his light of direction. Donner, Vixen, and Blitzen all grew close to Rudolph in the
years that passed and almost envied him for being the favorite reindeer of Santa.
Christmas was difficult the year the trouble with Rudolph began. After Christmas
Eve ended in a sloppy midnight run that was far from elegant, Rudolph and Santa
had a drastic disagreement about the holidays. Rudolph couldn't understand the
way that people would act during the holidays. He saw that many children and their
parents were becoming greedy and selfish when it came to gifts, and this hurt him.
The noble reindeer observed many pitfalls and potholes in the holiday season that
appeared in the way people put so much effort and stress into one day of the year.
When arguing with Santa on the way home that drab Christmas morning, Rudolph expressed his views on Christmas in quite an argumentative way and received
nothing but a blunt reply of "That is only the way it has been done for years, my
great reindeer. "
Rudolph was angered. Over the next few weeks he conspired and conversed with
Donner, the boldest reindeer of all, who later introduced his closer friends, Vixen
and Blitzen, to the ideals Rudolph had expressed to him previously. All four reindeer
soon devised a plan to throw Santa out of the North Pole and make Christmas what
they thought it should be for the betterment of the world. They simply thought they
could run Christmas more efficiently with higher moral values than Santa, who to
them seemed old and set in his ways.
One night in the following week, the four reindeer cautiously made their first
move to overthrow Santa, but previously, at the initial meeting of Donner and Blitzen and Vixen, Cupid overheard the esteemed reindeer speaking of their plan for
the North Pole and informed Santa the best he could about what was about to happen. When the four renegade reindeer initiated their revolt one frigid night in early
January, Santa was waiting with the other loyal reindeer, ready to defend his great
North Pole. Rudolph and his followers fought Comet, Dancer, Prancer, and Cupid,
and after many hours of conflict, Rudolph and his reindeer began to retreat. Santa
and Rudolph were yelling at each other as the retreat continued and Santa belted the
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final words, "You and your insolent reindeer know nothing of Christmas and are no
longer welcome at the North Pole! Leave and never return!"
The four reindeer left the North Pole with no intention of returning. Rudolph and
his followers wandered the vast plains of the children's world with grace as if they
were holy landlords monitoring their assets. There-was little to do as a reindeer, for
their primary purpose became extinguished as they ventured from Santa's service.
This left plenty of opportunity for boredom. In the abundant free time available, frequent disputes occurred between the four reindeer. The two weakest of the reindeer,
Vixen and Blitzen, slowly became more and more distant as the months went by.
One day in early spring they confronted Rudolph about what had happened during
the episode at the North Pole four months earlier.
To say the least, Rudolph was angered and couldn't believe two of his loyal followers were having doubts about the choices they 'd made. The conversation was
lengthy and vague, serving only to frustrate Rudolph's rather large ego further and
further. Several hours passed, and the disagreement grew into an argument, boiling
into physical conflict. The two reindeer were no match for the strength of Donner
and Rudolph and quickly backed down, exclaiming they would be returning to the
North Pole and their beloved Santa to apologize for the hazardous mistakes they'd
made. Rudolph held his nose high and turned his head from the returning reindeer
to look away. Rudolph didn't look back to watch them depart. His pride was strong
and thoroughly convinced him about his present choice of leaving Santa's sleigh
without the desire to return to what be viewed to be a nearsighted slave driver.
Rudolph and his trusted Donner set out alone into the vast world of mankind to
spread their views about Christmas. Many people had a hard time believing what Rudolph was teaching, and the followers of his new doctrine were few and far between.
Never once did this phase Rudolph's chosen purpose. He continued to express what
he believed and soon became frustrated again, not with reindeer, but with the children
in the world of man. Every heart of every child somehow believed in Christmas and,
furthermore, loved Santa and his reindeer. Rudolph couldn't take much more of the
endless failure his extreme efforts provided and steadily grew impatient with life
itself. Donner took notice of the growing frustration and began to approach Rudolph
with caution. Rudolph, in his grace, picked up on the distancing between himself
and Donner, who had followed him all this way in close trusted service.
One day early in July, Rudolph was attempting to express his views to a small
group of children in a playground at a small park when a particular young boy refused Rudolph's well-rehearsed speech. Rudolph became angered more than he'd

ever been with a child. The red-nosed reindeer pushed the young boy with his hoof
from the swing he was playing on as the boy exclaimed through tear~. "Go away
you wretched deer! You're crazy. Everybody loves Christmas. Don't you know
that? Everybody does. Everybody!" Donner immediately came between the boy and
Rudolph to prevent further harm to the innocent child. Rudolph, in shock and awe,
looked at Donner and asked, "Why do you impede my actions, Donner?"
"Because you are far from correct here, Rudolph. What's the matter with you?
How far is this going to go before you realize this is pointless?"
"As far as it must go Donner! The~e people have to understand what T'm saying,
even if it comes to this!"
"This is too far, Rudolph, too far! I can't stand for it. It's just not right, hitting a
child like that."
"I'm beginning to think you never believed in what I'm trying to do, Donner,
the boldest of all the reindeer," Rudolph sneered. "You walk with me all the time,
and still you refuse to see what I'm trying to do, how I'm trying to help these lost
people!"
"I understand exactly what you're trying to do, but this is too far, Rudolph! You
can't hit children for these reasons or for any reason, for that matter. You've lost it,
Rudolph. You've lost it all. The war, the children, and most of all you've lost your
mind."
In the wake of a short pause, Donner backed away as Rudolph approached saying, "I am outraged by your shortsightedness, Donner. I really thought more highly
of you." Rudolph was practically in Donner's face as he looked his last companion
in the eyes and said, "If you don't like it, you can go back to Santa and his precious
North Pole like all the other weak reindeer. l don't need you, and I never did. So
leave! Leave now, you sorry excuse for a reindeer!"
Donner held a rock solid stare with Rudolph for a brief moment of silence. "You're
really messed up in the head, Rudolph, and you can't even see it. You've changed.
I am going back, and I hope you never do. Goodbye, Rudolph!"
"Fine," began Rudolph. "Go, and have a nice life with that jolly old tyrant
without me!"
Donor backed away a few steps, holding Rudolph's subtly moistened gaze, and
then turned to make his way back to the North Pole in emotional turmoil. He never
looked back while making his initial departure, and neither did Rudolph.
Rudolph became depressed and lonely over the next few months among the various children and their parents. He stopped trying to persuade children into believing
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found reindeer
newly
ing the animal through the snow, the old woodsman and his
sman, blazing a
arrived at his small cottage. A fireplace awaited the humble wood
rt for his simple
steady flame , and providing the perfect amount of warmth and comfo
and solitary life.
ber. Rudolph
Three days went by as the seasons brought forth the month of Decem
er back to health and
awoke, disoriented and cloudy. The old man nursed the reinde
without asking any
allowed him to spend his time in quiet over the next few days,
he was ready.
questions, because he decided to let the reindeer speak first, when
paper s that
many
The peaceful man sat in a recliner near the fireplace, studying
woodsman usually
cluttered most of the quaint cabin as Rudolph recovered. The
als. A red and white
wore a tom pair of old overalls that covered his well-worn therm
straps. Mr. Parsons
plaid flanne l shirt protruded slightly from the top of the overall
maintained his small
was a hefty human being, to say the least. Kind and gentle, he
his long snow-white
cottage with mastery. He must have been well past eighty with
cascaded down his
beard and scraggly white hair that fell across his shoulders and
back.
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with the kettle
One morning, the bearded man was preparing the usual bean soup
morning, he moved
above the fire at the far end of the room. As Rudolph awoke that
him 'in a vaguely
tow~~d the fire and received a smile from the old man, comforting
story of what had
familiar manner. At ease, Rudolph began to speak and tell the
Minutes became
happened to the stranger, feeling that the man would be interested.
ining the details of
hours, and the reindeer continued without fail, thoroughly expla
s where the old man
the situation. Finally, the story brought Rudolph to the wood
and understanding
found him a?d fell silent with his words. A sense of compassion
For the first time,
befell the remdeer now that he'd exptessed the whole situation.
ed of his actions
he was able to see the whole picture for what it was and was asham
and choices.
ph. The kind
"I can't believe all this has gotten so far out of control," said Rudol
ng.
man smiled a well-worn smile and nodded in understandi
"Wha t am I doing?" asked the confused reindeer.
woodsman.
"Is this what your heart tells you to do, Rudolph?" replied the
I don 't really know
"My heart, well. .. I don't know. I have forgotten about my heart.
anymore."
are
what I feel anymore. I don 't know if I even know what feelings
did you not
"I am familiar with the story of Christmas," the man began , "and
have to follow that heart of yours once before ?"
" What are you talking about, Sir?" asked Rudolph.
heart once before
" Ifl remember the story correctly, you had to believe in your
before you were
when you were learning to fly in the first place many years ago,
the leader of the sleigh."
r that morning
Rud~lph sat back in t~e pile ofbla nkets that he had nestled in earlie
ht of it that way
to tell his tale and took m what was just said. He had never thoug
lf.
before. What an interesting new point of view, he thought to himse
exclaimed, "I'm
Almost in a panic , the excited reindeer rose to his hooves and
ten about my heart
so~, but I ~ave tog~. I understand now. I can't believe I've forgot
what lies inside it.
this whole time. Christmas has always been about the heart and
go now. Thank you
That is the sp~t .of Christ_mas. How could I forget that? I must
there in the woods
for your hospttahty and kindness. I probably would 've died out
but now I've got a
if you hadn 't come to save me. I can't thank you enough ' Sir'
Christmas to save! "
ancient chair to
The elderly woodsman, very pleased, gently stood up from his
and it will never fail
see the shining reindeer off. "Rem embe r your heart, Rudolph,
ually," he shouted.
you. I knew you would see sooner or later. Everybody does event
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With an awkward glint of familiarity, Rudolph nodded and made his way through
the door.
In mid-December as the glowing Rudolph made his way back to the North Pole, he
knew Santa would understand and he had to make it bac~ before Christmas Eve.
Snow was pouring from the clouds violently, and Rudolph could barely fly.
Even with all his might, Rudolph gave up trying to fly and resorted to travel upon
the ground like the children. Never had it snowed like this before at the North Pole,
and Rudolph was not accustomed to the hazardous winds and ice. The snow made
it impossible to travel by air, and even the ground was getting too bad to bear. Once
again, Rudolph began to feel weak and tired from lack of food. He simply had no
time to eat in his desperate rush to get home.
After walking for some time, the reindeer came to a fishing boat about to leave
for the north Atlantic and asked for a ride. The captain had no problem with Rudolph
joining the expedition as long as he helped guide the ship with his nose at night on
the frigid sea. The trip on the boat would be an eight-day cruise to the edge of passable water, where the glaciers met the sea and Rudolph would make his last dash
for the North Pole.
On the eighth day, an incredibly large glacier impaled the small boat, causing the
vessel to fill with water and begin to sink. The snow had continued in a blizzard of
unmitigated chaos, preventing any travel by air. The icy waters proceeded to consume
the ship. There was nothing that could be done. Slowly and unsuccessfully, the crewmen tried to use the lifeboats, but the ice had damaged them badly over the years as
they accompanied the ship and its crew into the subzero grips of the sea. Rudolph
tried everything that he could to stay alive as long as be could. In the final moment
·of glory, Rudolph, the captain, and the first mate of the ship saw something in the
distance and heard familiar sleigh bells as the two men stood on either side of the
famous reindeer. "The sleigh!" he exclaimed. "Santa bas come to rescue me!" The
sleigh was having enough trouble in the blizzard and was going as fast as the shortstaffed reindeer could pull. The ship was sinking too fast for anybody to help.
"Santa! Why aren't you saving me? Why won't you use your magic to make the
weather better and save my life?" cried Rudolph.
Despite the valiant efforts of Rudolph and his hopeful heart, the icy Atlantic
sea inevitably swallowed the legendary reindeer in one final gulp as the ship and its
crew descended into the arctic depths of the uncharted ocean.
Santa and his reindeer returned to the North Pole on December 24th in the afternoon and said nothing. Each reindeer remained in perfect silence as Santa docked
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the sleigh.
. filled Mrs. Claus's eyes as the devastatm·g news was de1·Ivered . Th e
· . Tears
remammg remdeer gathered around Mr. And Mrs Cl
· aus to mourn the death of the
greatest reindeer of all.
· h
barely· able to speak, muttered ' "WI'thout Ru do 1ph to gm·de the s1eig
b
h Mrs.'IIClaus,
dr
.
th
d
ch'ldr
those
all
about
What
Santa.
Chrtstmas,
no
e
WI
ere
t
err earns
I en an
of Christmas day?"

looked do~ .and then up to the sky and smiled.
Why are you .smiling, Sa~ta? This is the worst time to smile. Not only is Ru· "
dolph no longer with us, but without him Christmas will never be possi'bl e agam,
blurted M s Cl
r. aus.
in some way Rudolph has done a magm'ficent thing. "
"I am smiling, because
ifi
"Wh t'
·
a s so magn cent about putting an end to Chr'IStmas and 1ettmg
everyone
down Sa t ? Wh tl"
a.
, n a.
Santa. s~iled again and in a most gentle way he declared, "Without Christmas
people will JUSt have to spread the Christmas Spirit year round . p erbaps th.IS was'
. .
th
·
meant t h
0 a~pen smc~. e veT?' begmnmg. For even in the greatest tragedy, the purpos.e of Chrtstmas ~p~t re~ams alive in all human beings, with or without a single
holiday, forever. It 1s m their nature, my dear."
~anta

"You see tfii11[JS as tfi.ey are and ask 'Wfiy?' '1 dream
tfiinas as tfi.ey never were and ask, 'Wfi.y not?"'

of

-George Bernard Shaw
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Left Behind
Jenah Hall

My ballerina turns Twinkling and exquisite
It's finally mine to have
You said I would get it
My first piece of crystal
But somehow it seems too simple
Because you aren't here
My comfort begins to wear
And then I remember with tears
I pray its only nightmares
My ballerina does not suffice
I can't do this twice
First one, now both
I wasn't ready
I don't understand
But I haven 't lost hope
For you taught me well
And made me strong
Now, I will make both of you shine
For the ballerina is mine

"'1 rewrote tfie endi'Y] of ''A 'Farewe({ to
'Arms' 39 times 6ejore '1 was satisfied."

Portrait Collage
Micah Psenic

- Ernest Hemingway
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Blue
Jeff Cowman

I

South Camyus Scr~t

I

As the slow ship sails south by southwest, leaving
blue Hawaii, the placid Pacific flows to the land
of the sunrise, The only mar on its turquoise
surface, the passage of a slow, silent
vessel on its long melancholy journey. The world
is all blue sky here, the ocean, a deeper shape
ofblue. The huge white mountains
that hang across the powder blue
sky-ocean are silent soldiers guarding
the delicate beauty below. From under
their fluffy skirts, partial rainbows
paint palettes. The sky of this mystic
place, graced by a perfect blue tone, that
fresh washed blue sky that comes after
a cold stormy night. The light bathed
beauty of a crispy clear springtime
morning. This color of blue I have wandered
the world to find; this delicate shade of a perfect
blue, now forever mine; This is the color
that adorns my lovely Kathy's eyes.
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"'T'he d'ifference 6etween the riBfit and' the
near{y riB fit word' is the same as that 6etween
fiBhtnirttJ and' the fiirtni1Y:J 6u8."
- Mark Twain
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"Succesifu( writers are 1Wt die ones who write the 6est sentel1Ces.
rfhey are the ones who k.eep writinB. rfhey are the ones wfio
discover what is most imyortant ani stranaest a1ul' most
y(easura6fe in tfiemse(ves, and' k.eep 6eUevina in the va(ue
their work, de~ite tfie dijficu(ties."

of

- Bonnie Friedman
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