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Suzan-Lori Parks, winner of the Pulitzer Prize for. her play Topdog/ Underdog, once
decided to write a play every day for a year, resulting in her 365 Days/365 Plays.
Her plan was "that no matter what I did, how busy I was, what other commitments I
had, I would write a play a day, every single day for a year. It would be about being
present and being committed to the artistic process every single day, regardless of
the weather. It became a daily meditation, a daily prayer celebrating the rich and
strange process of a writing life."

The Winds of Change, a short story ............ .. .... ............ ...... ............ .. ... 5
Laveria Bogan

Parks knows, as do all the authors published in this year's edition of Script, that
writing is essentially a solitary activity, and one that requires extraordinary courage,
rich though it may be. These artists- writers, photographers, painters, and others
have made themselves uniquely vulnerable, and we celebrate their work in this issue
of Script.
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I have had the pleasure of watching yet another courageous group at work this year,
the Script Committee, and I honor them here, particularly our editors, Dr. Pauline
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before you is the result of countless hours and a project that has truly become a labor
oflove for this department. Enjoy and exercise the courage to keep writing!
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"Well, I'm hot blooded. Check it and see. I got a fever of a hundred and three.
I feel the fever burning inside of me. Come on baby. I'm hot blooded. I'm hot
blooded!"
The lyrics to the song, "Hot :alooded" by Foreigner, were spinning around
in her head like bubbles in a glass of champagne, as she stood with her head in
the freezer of her brand new stainless steel refrigerator. The cold air felt so-o-o
good. She could feel her body temperature slowly returning to 'normal.' What
was normal? It used to be ninety-eight point six degrees Fahrenheit, but, recently,
it seemed to be at least a hundred and three! She just wasn't sure anymore. This
time, she swore it had reached a hundred and eight! She could feel her blood
boiling. Each little bubble of heat felt like a small volcanic eruption, and she
was afraid the heat would eventually cook the rest of her brain cells. She could
already feel the excess heat escaping through her ears.
As she stood there with her head in the freezer, she slowly began to pray,
"Oh Lord. I know you're busy, but I really need your help. Please, please help
me get through this. I think I'm burning alive!" Once again, the lyrics began
to run through her mind, over and over again. "Yeah, I'm hot blooded, hot
blooded! Got a temperature of a hundred and three! Come on baby, do you do
more than dance? I'm hot blooded! I'm hot blooded!" For some strange reason
she couldn't explain, singing seemed to relieve some of the internal pressure in
her brain. As she sang, she could feel the hot, sizzling blood running through her
veins, and she began to visualize her body immersed in the cold, icy waters ofthe
Arctic Ocean. She remembered reading somewhere that visualization helped alter
the blood chemistry, and she needed all the help she could get. She even tried
chanting, "Om, shanti, shanti, Om!" "Oh, Lord. Send me some peace." She took
some ice and put it in her bra.
He stood in the doorway watching as she stood there with her head in
the freezer singing the lyrics to one of his favorite rock songs. He could hardly
believe what he was seeing. He put his hand over his mouth to keep from
laughing out loud. Suddenly, he realized that this was his big moment! He ran to
his office and got the digital camera he had secretly bought himself for Christmas.
He quietly snapped a picture of her standing in the kitchen with her head stuck in
5
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the freezer of the new stainless steel refrigerator singing and putting ice in her bra.
He laughed to himself as all kinds offuture possibilities for blackmail flashed
through his mind. He knew that, eventually, things c~uld get a little down and
dirty, so he took the pictures and hid them in h~s secret place, just in case. After
all, a man never knew what might happen during a hot flash.
He remembered the day he came home from work and found her standing
in the doorway with her hair sticking out as though she had been electrocuted. She
almost scared him to death! She reminded him of Linda Blair from the movie,
'The Exorcist.' As he stood there looking at her, he wondered what had happened
to his beautiful, sweet wife. He almost thought 'beautiful, sweet, little wife' but
she was no longer as 'little' as she once was; that was changing, too. At that
moment, he knew that 'the winds of change' were about to blow through his home
and there was nothing he could do about it. All that he could do was pray for the
strength to make it through.
He thought about some of the horror stories that guys in his carpool had
shared about their wives. One of them said that he and his wife hadn't had sex
in six months! Can you believe it? Six long months! At first she told him that
she had a headache. Then it was she just didn't 'feel' like it. After a while he just
stopped asking. Finally, he got up enough nerve to suggest that she try 'Niagra,'
and she told him that 'she didn't do sex supplements.' Now, he's seriously
thinking about becoming a monk. He just sits and chants.
He also thought about one of the guys in the carpool who told his story.
He remembered the day he said, "Let me tell my story. I knew something was
up when we were on our way to Wyoming last December to spend Christmas
with her family. Man, it was cold! The temperature was somewhere around ten
degrees below zero! The heater was running full blast and we were still shivering.
All of a sudden, she reached up and turned off the heater. Then she reached across
me and hit a button. Suddenly, all of the windows went down! I said, in a loud,
frantic voice, 'Honey, what are you doing? It's cold!' She said, 'Just shut up and
drive!' Then she stuck her head out the window. I couldn't believe it! Then, just
when I thought I was going to die from hypothermia, she reached over and pushed
the button again, let all of the windows up, turned the heater on full blast, grabbed
three or four blankets and wrapped them around her head. I couldn't believe what
I was seeing! I knew, at that moment, that my life was about to change. I knew
that things would never be the same." After the guy told his story, the other guys

just sat there in stunned disbelief. They were paralyzed with fear because they
realized that one day 'the winds of change' would blow through their homes and
there was absolutely nothing they could do about it. He wondered to h.i mself'
"Who would be next?"

·.

rfhe yen is the tongue

'if the worCt{

- Miguel Cervantes

!
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Face Lift
Laveria Bogan

She took out her iron
And pulled off her skin
And pressed it out
And put it on again.
It was almost time for her

Husband to come horne
So she took off her bra
And filled it with foam .

We write to taste fife twice, in tfie moment
and in retropection.
-AnaisNin

Vanity
Nan Dearen
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Throughout the course of a person's life, there wil(be many people, events, and
circumstances that will influence him or her to be the person that he or she becomes.
As one grows up physically, he or she will also grow emotionally and intellectually
as well. Numerous effects cause this change in a person's life, and it is a long
process. Humans are creatures that need time and much evidence to be convinced of
something. However, when it comes to making decisions about the kind of character
one wants to have, the decisions arrive more naturally and without realization.
Everyone's life course is complete with experiences, obstacles, and relationships
that result in making him or her the person that he or she becomes.
From the day I was born, I had difficulties that most other people do not have. I
was born into a family where my mom and my older sister suffered from a disability
known as Osteogenesis Imperfecta. It can be as bad as it sounds, but luckily, my
mom and my sister did not get it as severely as they could have. It is a disease that
they were born with, which basically means they do not have enough calcium to
support the bone growth that a normal body needs. Therefore, my mom and my sister
are very short and very fragile. Since their bones cannot support a lot of weight or
stress, a simple fall that would mean nothing to you and me could mean devastation
to them.
Since I was born into the family without the disease, it has been my role since
day one to take care of my mother and my sister. I was always the person who would
reach objects down from the high shelves or carry things that could not be carried
with crutches in both hands. I was the person to take to the grocery store and other
stores for obvious reasons, and my helping made a world of difference to both of
them. I did not realize how much I was actually needed until my mom gave birth to
my little brother. Luckily, I was four years old at the time and loved the thought of
playing baby with a real baby, not just a doll. My mom says that I was like a second
mom to my little brother because of all the things that I would do for him. I changed
his diapers and chased after him when he learned to walk. Since I was little and full
of energy and had the ability to perform physical tasks, I was perfect for the job.
My little brother is now thirteen years old, but my mom still relies on me to help
take care of him. I learned a lot about taking care of kids because of my years of
practice.

Besides learning how to take care of my little brother, my family's disability has
taught me much more than that. Res~archers say that what really differen~iates mature
students from those that are immatu~e- is not age as much as it is life experiences
(Klausewitz, par. 1). Through my ~xperiences, I learned how to ~e a strong person
from watching my mom and my sister. I learned not to let anythmg hold me back
from what I want to do. My mom, for example, dropped out of college when she was
young because she could not get around the campus the way everyone else could.
After many years ofliving her life as a housewife, she decided to go back to college
and try again. Yearning for fulfillment: knowledge, and purpose, my mom went back
to school, received her bachelor's degree, attended graduate school, and received her
master's degree. She is now a professor and assistant director for a department at
the University of Texas at Arlington. When she and my dad got married, the doctor
told her that her body was not strong enough to support a pregnancy and have kids
of her own, but she ended up having three.
Another thing I have learned from living around my family is not to judge people
by their appearance. Ignorance is the reason it happens, but common decency should
end it. My mom and my sister are comfortable with the way that they look, and does
it really matter what other people think? People should know better than to point
and stare. I have great appreciation for all people with disabilities and an appearance
that might not match everyone else's because I have experienced and witnessed it all
my life. I have learned from my family to do everything that I can to help someone
else out because I never know how much he or she might really appreciate it. I have
learned to be accepting of others around me because it is not my place or anyone
else's place to judge what others look like or how they act. I have most of all learned
not to take for granted what I have because I know that there are others who wish
they could do the simple things that I can- walking, running, jumping, biking, or
surviving a simple fall.
After considering all the things that I have learned from my family and my
special role in it, I realize that I would not change a thing. I have become who I am
today because of it. In my opinion, all ofthe knowledge and experience that I have
gained is valuable and hard to come by. If it were not for my special case, I would
not be able to share my story with others and understand the difficulties that people
struggle with every day. I take my role in life as a special one and feel blessed to be
able to do so much for my mother, who does so much for me. Finding a way to give
back to the people that one loves is a lesson that I cannot teach, but that should be
learned by everyone.
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What Made Me Who I Am Today
Laura Acrey

Doctored Photographs
Andrew Taylor Hill
Doctored photographs
strewn about the living room floor
and fingerprints that
smudge the edges so slightly but
so reverently make
clear the care given
to lies

'A(( our words are Gut crum6s that ja((from the

feast

if the mind.

- Kahlil Gibran

Ape's Ape
Katherine Schmidt
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An Exchange

like this.
.
"What are you?" he whispered.
and that
croak
a
into
turned
purr
the
then
~ut
cat
a
like
much
The figure purred,
1
morphed into some semblance of a human voice.
"What are you?" it said.
Mr. Darby had not the foggiest idea what to say to this. Well, he did have some

Andrew Taylor Hill

-
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Like rain, they fell to Earth. Barely audible, th~.faint pjtter-patter on the sidewalks was
not particularly alarming. It was common knowledge that April brought showers.
Mr. Darby sat in his study, surrounded by the warmth emanating from the glowing
fireplace. It was here that he felt safe, beside his books on the subject of God and
theology. His tabby cat Esther napped on the windowsill. He glanced affectionately
at the tabby, but then, out of the comer of his eye, caught sight of something quite
strange just outside the window. The figure briskly shifted out of sight. The tabby
napped on. Never before having been the kind of man to frighten easily, he leapt out
of his armchair and tumbled to the floor. Under any other circumstances, the sight
of a small balding gentleman in such a panic might have seemed comical, but if you
had seen what Mr. Darby had seen that very night, you too would be frightened.
Mr. Darby lay frozen, torn between terror and curiosity. This thing was beyond
description. A good friend ofMr. Darby's, Dr. Charles Meriwether, would have found
such a creature fascinating, worthy of immediate investigation, but Mr. Darby was
not Dr. Charles Meriwether, and had a much weaker stomach. Should he venture
out into the night? Yes, thought Darby, he must. Carefully standing up, he felt the
afflictions of mild arthritis and he winced. Age had not treated Darby well. He glanced
around the room, embarrassed at his tumble. One thing you must understand about
Mr. Darby is that he is a very proud man. Born to lower-class parents, his mother
died during childbirth, leaving him to his father, a tailor who liked his whiskey a bit
too much. Mr. Darby worked hard for his achievements, and to accept sympathy was
unacceptable.
The evening air was cold, the stars outstanding. Orion shown bright. Brighter
than usual, that is. Mr. Darby crept across the lawn, searching for anything out of the
ordinary. He knew what he had seen, but perhaps his mind had been playing tricks
on him. He tried to reason with himself. After all, he could have been susceptible to
some sort of optical illusion. He blinked once, twice, three times, and on the third time
it was there, in front ofhim. It gazed into his eyes, unafraid. It is difficult to describe
exactly what this was, but it was not of this planet, that much was for sure.
Now, understand, Mr. Darby was a learned man. In his early twenties he had
boarded a ship set for North Africa. He was set on studying the indigenous wildlife.
In his seven years there, he saw much, but never this. He had never seen anything
14
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idea.
"I'm human."
Mr. Darby waited for the response. And waited. After a near four minutes of
waiting, the creature spoke.
"I'm human," it said.
"No you ' re not. I know you're not human," responded Mr. Darby rather
impatiently, but then he realized something. This creature was simply repeating his
every word.
The creature and Mr. Darby stared at each other for a moment. All the fear Mr.
Darby felt at first sight now flew above him, towards Orion, into the heavens. This .. .
thing would not harm him. Would Dr. Charles Meriwether have realized this? Who
knows ...
Mr. Darby took a step closer to the creature, and the creature did the same.
Something otherworldly began to pull Mr. Darby's hand towards the creature. One
ofthe creature 's many hands drifted toward Mr. Darby. Their palms touched and a
multitude of images zipped through the old man's head. He saw a brightly lit planet
with thousands of trees. He saw this creature and many more just like it. The sky
darkened. He saw a billowy cloud of blue flame blanket all these creatures. Some
tried to escape. A few succeeded. This race was decimated by... something. Was he
warning Mr. Darby? Mr. Darby knew not, but he was filled with a sort of sublime
fear. This creature had left his home and come to Mr. Darby 's to share his with him.
All of a sudden, Darby felt thousands of images duplicate themselves and move to the
creature 's head. He saw his trip to North Africa, his long deceased wife Vema whom
he missed terribly, his very first dog, Spark, and his first kiss with the lovely Elaine
Porter sail between them, towards the creature. After a pause, both beings dropped
their hands and the connection was broken. No words were spoken, but Mr. Darby
stared into the creature's eyes. It stared back, intensely. They stood this way for a
long time, and then Mr. Darby walked back into his house. As he did, the creature
faded, slowly, into nothing.
Orion shone bright that night. Brighter than usual.
15
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Cycle of Life

Charmaine Collie

Or Barak
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As the delicate rose withers,
As the gleaming sun rests,
As the pearliest of snow vanishes,
So are all men, vigorous flesh and bone,
Shriveled with time.

I told her the answer _was four
She smiled and nodded her head
She grabbed a crayon and a sheet of paper
And handed me a heart colored red

The next Thursday I was late
I came running through the door
She proudly gave me her work
And exclaimed "The answer is four"

Fortunately,
While the rose must wilt,
While the sun must set,
While the snow must melt,
And while the men must die,

We'd sit and teach each other
For an hour every week
I taught her Math, she taught me patience
' We'd sit seat by seat

With a new day,
With a new season,
With a new year,
Rebirth.

I gave her stickers
She gave me hugs
I subtracted numbers
She added math and love

The next week "Asia" was gone
I stared blankly at her chair
I looked around the room,
5 tutors ... 2 learners were there.

li

Unfortunately,
While the rose will grow,
While the sun will rise,
While the snow will fall,
And while the newborn will live,

We still don't know the origin ...
Of the collapse of our tutoring sessions
But I hold close to my heart .. .
A five year old's lesson
To teach with patience, kindness and love .. .
And to always cherish your Ieamer's gratitude ...
They give it in a fonn of a hug .. .

As the silky petals emerge on the rose,
As the lustrous sun looms on the horizon
'
As the velvet snow gathers on the earth,
So are all newborns, indolent flesh and bone,
Filled with life.

II

With a new day,
With a new season,
With a new year,
Destruction.
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The Changing
S. Karen Dunn
There was a thorn bush in the corner of a -quiet garden. This bush was not an
attractive bush at all. Its limbs were covered in sharp thorns and it had very few
leaves. It had no flowers and was really quite dismal. Yet this bush was home to
one lady caterpillar. Daily she would climb up and down the branches to reach the
leaves. It was always a long journey, and she felt clumsy and uncomfortable as she
made her way. The thorns of the bush were a maze of confusion and pain for her.
She would often get pricked and scratched. Sometimes she would even get stuck
and bleed. She hated her life, but knew no other. She continued her cumbersome
journey every day.
One sunny evening as she rested on a limb, she saw across the garden a
beautiful bush. This bush was the prettiest thing she had ever seen. It was full oflush,
soft, green leaves, and between the leaves she could see no thorns on the ~ranche~.
Then she noticed bursts of colors on the bush. Truly this bush was spec1al, for 1t
had flowers . She sat and daydreamed of what her life would be like if she only lived
on that bush. The more she dreamed of a new life, the more she hated the life she

~I

1

lived.

II

Day in and day out she would work so hard to maneuver around her bush,
trying not to get poked and finally reaching a few leaves to eat from. Every ~ay was
a constant struggle and she was tired and very sad. She began to wonder 1f there
was a way she could reach the other bush she so longed for. O~ce she had ~ade
up her mind that the beautiful bush was her only chance at happmess, s~e reahz_ed
she had to find a way to reach it. She was so small, and her body was d1mply w1th
curves that she struggled to lug around. She had a lot of legs, but they were_short
and clumsy and did nothing to get her anywhere in a hurry. The more she tned to
figure out a way to achieve her dream, the more she hated herself for who she was.
Finally she decided the only way to achieve her goal was to change.
She thought long and hard about what she could do and realized that t~ truly
change herself was going to require a lot of work. She had worked very hard jus~ to
get through each day of the life she led, the life she hated. Surely that would g1ve
her the strength to do something that could make her happy. She knew that only a
complete change would work if she was to ever reach the other bush.
Just thinking about all of the changes she would have to make was scary,

and there were times that she thought she might give up before she even got started.
Then after these thoughts, she would have a good cry and tell herselfH1at she just
had to believe in herself and all things :would be possible.
She knew that a complete transformation would be tricky and would probably
leave her vulnerable. She would have to find a way to protect herself until she was
finished. She struggled with this thought, because all she had was this ugly thorny
bush and the few strands of silk she was able to spin. Then she thought about how
hard her life had been, trying to for~ge for food and maneuver between all those
thorns. She decided that the thorns, 'if used right, could offer her protection; she
could hide among them. She also knew that she would have to build herself shelter,
shelter to protect her as she changed so nothing could attack her before she was
finished. She took a few of her delicate silk stands and wove them together. She
was amazed to find that when she grouped them together they became stronger and
tougher than when they were just silk strands. She decided to use them to make a
house.
She spun and spun, wove and wove, until finally she had made a shelter big
enough for her to crawl inside of. When she was finished she was very tired and
yet very excited, because she knew she was accomplishing things that would help
to make her dreams come true. Exhausted from all the work and ready for the old
life to be over, she quietly crawled into her shelter and sealed herself inside. She
felt safe inside, knowing that the shelter was strong and the thorns of the bush that
used to stab her would now offer her protection from predators. She settled in and
waited for whatever was about to come.
Suddenly, she became aware that she was in pain. Her body was doing things
out of her control. She tried to fight it, but the harder she fought the more it hurt.
The more she struggled, the more she felt out of control of her own self. She thought
to herselfhow she never considered that changing might hurt and be so exhausting.
She was scared, but too tired to tum back, so she drifted off into a dream filled sleep,
as her changing continued to feel as though it was ripping her apart.
She began to dream of the beautiful bush and how wonderful it would be to finally
be able to reach it. As she dreamt she was astonished to imagine herself in the air,
leaving the ugly thorn bush behind and traveling to the beautiful lush bush ahead.
She couldn't understand this method of transportation; she couldn't understand how
this could be possible. Yet she dreamed the same dream over and over again, until
finally it became a constant pattern of thought for her.
When she eventually woke up from her sleep, she was cramped and
19
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uncomfortable. She wondered if it had rained and her silk house had shrunk, because
she no longer felt that she fit inside it. She struggled and struggled to move around,
until finally the side of the house broke open and she was able to crawl out. At first
glance, she almost cried. She was still on her old, ugly, thorny bush. She didn't
understand; she was supposed to have reached the new bush by now. Then as she
moved to tum and look around, she saw herself for the first time. What beautiful
wings she had. They had all the colors of the rainbows and more. She realized that
she no longer felt clumsy and her body felt lighter on all her legs. Then looking
down, she saw she only had six legs now and they were delicate and easy to use. She
stretched out her new beautiful wings and cried as she began to flutter them. They
lifted her gently up in the air. This was what she had dreamed of; she was flying.
She quickly caught sight of her beautiful bush and flew there so fast it seemed just
a split second of flight. As she landed she wept the happiest tears of her life. She
had made it; she was so happy; she had reached the life she had only daydreamed
about before. She enjoyed the lushness and the beauty of her new bush every day.
She had changed her ugly life as a caterpillar into the beautiful life of a butterfly.
One afternoon she was sitting on a flower looking across the garden and she
saw her old, ugly, thorny bush. She noticed a little lady caterpillar struggling to climb
a branch and getting poked and stuck by the thorns. She yelled across the garden
for the caterpillar not to give up and to listen to what she had to say. The caterpillar
looked up and saw a beautiful butterfly sitting on the flower of a beautiful bush and
began to cry, for she knew that was a life that would truly make her happy. The
butterfly yelled back for her not to cry, but to be strong. She would help her, show
her, and tell her what to do, and one day she too could live this life. The butterfly
said to the caterpillar that once she had been just like her, and now look what she
had become. She said to her, "Ifl could do it, so can you!"

Catherine's Quietus
Amber Davis
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No Reconciliation
Samasica Harris
I found him lying the~e, stone faced
I moved quickly to his side
I carefully assessed his body
Looking for any wounds to bind
My lips touched his
I breathed my sweet breath
Into his lungs
I placed my head on his chest
Carefully I listened for a heartbeat
But there was no feeling
And whispered softly, "It's going to be ok."
I pressed and pressed on the limp body
"Stay with me," I told him

•
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DO NOT RESUSCITATE
There is nothing more I could do
I gave up the ghost. .. finally
I smiled, to myself thinking that
I was glad now, that it had happened
With regained composure
I repositioned my clothes
And smoothed my hair
Walked out and closed the door

I

'

I breathed. I pounded. I breathed. I pounded
At each attempt, I grew more and more frustrated
"You're not even listening!" I snapped
Nothing.
Help me! Please! Help me
I pleaded with him
Grabbing and slapping at his body
Anything to get a response
He just sighed
"You're not even trying.
A better person would have left you long time ago,"
I snarled

I

Words are the most yawerju[ druB used 6-y mankind.
- Rudyard Kipling

I had no more avenues left
I was completely exhausted and spent
Hurt and ashamed at myself
I missed all the signs and symptoms
Then I suddenly realized a medical code
22
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Sweet Memory
'I

Bret Barrow
Words fall short of your beauty,
And grow weak in your absence,
They flicker and flutter around me;
They mock me when I think of you,
Every sentence, every letter,
If my dreams could bring you here, I would die from your kiss;
You seem happy to see me,
Still you feel like a stranger,
Someone I stalk and pursue, but can't ever find;
Lovely image of beauty,
Mirror of madness,
Do I doubt falsely and your love be true?
Like a mysterious fairy-tale,
I wander streets in my mind,
Only angels know of your presence, but they won't tell a soul;
I do hope that you love me,
And all mine love loves you,
But I grow tired of the darkness, this cave with no echo;
I still keep your kiss,
Lush lips pressed to mine,
I still pray when I visit, you'll remember that time;

Faith Discovered
Jennifer Coke

So goodbye sweet kiss,
Know my words always be true,
Despite what you think, I will always love you.
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My Real Father
Chantal Steele

'

"I am so glad I have finally met my real fath~r." Those are the words I said to my
father, even though I have seen him so many times before. Nothing can compare
to the way I see him now. My father is a great man. He is loving and gentle; he is
there for me when I need him. I can ca11 on him any time I want, and he is there
for his daughter. He has three granddaughters, and he is very active in their lives.
His granddaughters adore him so much; he lives around the comer, so every day he
comes by to give them a treat. Every day that he walks through my front door, his
granddaughters get excited. They begin to jump up and down saying, "Hey Papa!"
They cheer, "I want candy! I want candy!" When he sees them, the smile on his
face is priceless. My father is not only a great father, but he is also my friend. My
life with my father today is wonderful, but it has not always been this way.
The first day I could remember seeing my father, I was ten. I stepped out of my
mother's red sedan. My mother held my hand, and we began to walk toward my
father's residence. I noticed that the night was very dark and there were not many
street lights on. After so many years, my mother decided to finally let me meet my
father. He lived with his parents, so my mother decided to let me spend the night
over there. I remember smiling as we got to the front door. I was nervous and
excited at the same time because I was going to meet my other family. As the door
opened, I was welcomed with missed hugs and kisses. The house smelled oflemon
cake, and I could almost taste it in the air. To my surprise, my grandmother made
me a welcome cake. It was lemon cake with white, luscious icing; it was smooth
and neatly made on every side. The touch of sprinkles on top of the cake made it
perfect, so I smiled.
I finally met everyone else, but I did not see my dad. I waited for a long while
anticipating in wonder of what my dad was like. I wondered how my life was going
to change when I met him. What did he look like? Would he like me? Would he
continue to be in my life after this night? Did my father want to see me after all of
these years?
About twelve o'clock a.m. I heard a car outside. I knew it was my father, so I
ran outside to greet him. Slowly, he got out of his Lincoln, and it looked new. The
first thing I noticed was that we looked very much alike. He looked at me with
excitement; he opened his arms, and I greeted him with a hug. As my father began

i
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to speak, his words slurred, and I could not understand him. His eyes looked almost
glazed over. Then, when he began to walk, I noticed he staggered. WQ.~n he spoke
it sounded loud and obnoxious. He was nothing like I thought he would be; my
father was an alcoholic.
As the years went by I would see my dad here and there. I would try to spend
time with him, but every time was a broken promise; it was the weekend and he
had to get drunk. Sometimes I wanted to cry because he was out of control when
he drank. My dad would start fights ~ith everyone. He was aggressive and became
a stranger to me. Our relationship became more like friends, instead of the fatherdaughter relationship. I even found it necessary to call him by his first name. He
would give me money to do something else, so he could drink. I would take the
money to have fun so I could hide the pain. There were many times that I wondered
will I ever see my dad sober? Is this the way my father really was?
Finally, I turned nineteen years old, and I was a woman now. My mom, my sister,
and I went to visit my dad. After that visit my mom and dad got back together; the
first loves finally reunited after nineteen years. One week before my first daughter
was born, my mom and dad got married. My dad still stayed drunk, but not as much
to make him act crazy. My father knew that my mother was not going to put up with
a drunken husband.
One Sunday morning, my dad followed my mom to church and a great change
came over him. He began to go to church every time it was open. He had finally
stopped drinking. I could not believe it; this was not the same man I had seen all
my life. He was very soft spoken, intelligent, loving, shy, and passive. He became
everything I had always wanted to have in a father. He was no longer loud, obnoxious,
and strange. He had fully changed, and that was not his life anymore.
He is now a part of my life in every way. He always keeps his promises now,
and he spends time with me and my daughters. I finally have that father-daughter
relationship. I no longer call him by his first name because I can see now that he
is my father. My dad is a changed man, and he is now an inspiration to me and
others. A lot of young people look up to him now, especially me. My father has been
alcohol free for almost two years. He is very active in church; he became a deacon
at church one year ago, and he preached his first sermon, as a minister, in October.
I will never forget how far he has come and how much we have grown together. "I
am so glad I have finally met my real father." That is what I tell my dad every time
I get excited on his big change. He was once hiding from me and the world, because
of alcoholism. He now shows himself proudly, with victory. He has truly won the
fight and the love ofhis daughter.
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A Cold Dish
Greg McCauley

Self Portrait: Prom Night
Lauren Furman

28

..

Between the ages of eight and ten I was terrorized. Not by a neighborhood dog or a
monster under my bed, but by a boy that was only two years older than I. Richard
was the toughest kid around, and he used that power to make all the other kids
miserable. I had the misfortune of living in a house with a yard connected to his.
He could just pop his head over the fence any time he needed a torture fix. I'm sure
that my mind has blocked out many of my experiences with Richard, but there are
some things you can never forget. Richard wasn't dumb by any stretch of the word.
It's just that he decided to put all of his creative talent into evil.
Richard once gave me a ball of homemade chewing gum that he had made
especially for me. To an eight year old mastering the art of making gum is right up
there with being Superman. He went into great detail explaining the process and that
he had slaved over it for a week making sure the gum was just right to share with me.
I took the gum, grinning from ear to ear, and ran back to my yard to resume playing.
As any eight-year-old knows gum is a precious commodity, and the ball Richard had
given me was about the size of a baseball. I had never seen that much gum in my
life, and I was the happiest kid in the world. That night at the dinner table I showed
my parents the trophy I had been carrying around all day. They took one look and
their faces turned redder than I thought possible. My mother was furious, and my
father was trying not to burst out laughing at the table. What I had in my hand was
gum alright. Gum that had already been chewed by Richard and carefully molded
into a ball for me. Looking back on the experience, people must have thought I
had some kind of learning disability. All day long I had been running around and
playing while holding a giant wad of used gum in my hand, stopping once in awhile
to chew a chunk off. I'm not sure ifl was old enough to be embarrassed, but even
at eight I learned that trusting Richard could be hazardous to my health.
Lizards were my passion. I can't tell you how many hours I spent in the yard
on safari capturing the little critters. They were perfect for earrings or just manning
one of my many Lego forts. If there was a I izard in the yard I was going to find it.
Richard had the coolest lizard I had ever seen. His father had bought it for him at
a pet store, and there were none like it anywhere. One afternoon he poked his head
up over the fence to tell me that it had gotten out and he needed help catching it. I
think I had cleared the fence into his yard before the words were out of his mouth.
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He explained that he had been playing with the lizard in his tree fort when it had
gotten away and that it had to be around there somewhere. We slowly walked up
to the tree, circling it to make sure our precious quarry could not escape. Suddenly
my heart froze in my chest. Sitting on a leaning board not three feet away was the
lizard. Without saying a word I slowly inched tow.ards it deathly afraid that it would
bolt at any second. As I moved closer, fear gave way to confidence. I could do this.
I could catch it and get the best of Richard for once. The air around me felt like it
was ten times thicker than normal as I crept towards the sleeping reptile. Once within
striking range I let out a shout and slapped my hand down over it. Grinning like an
idiot I turned my head to Richard and yelled that I had captured the fugitive. He
came around the tree laughing like a hyena and saying that I had gotten it all right.
My mistrust of him immediately came back, and I looked down at my hand. My
grin turned into a grimace and then into a shout of pain as I realized that a quarter
inch of nail was sticking through the top of my right hand. Suddenly I put all the
pieces together. The board leaning against the tree with the hammer lying in the
grass not far away, and the lizard that we were supposed to be catching was cold and
dead, used only as a decoy to lure me in. His mother came running out into the yard
to see why I was screaming like a runaway train. Of course when all was said and
done, he claimed it was an accident, but I knew. I had seen the hammer, the sadistic
look of joy on his face when he saw his trap had worked, and I hated him for it.
My uncle lived on a farm in central Texas; as a result every winter the back of
our garage sported a huge woodpile that he supplied us with every year from fallen
trees on his land. Our house was two stories, and the garage was the only place I
could successfully get onto the roof. There were two ways to go about this. One
'Was to shinny over to the roof from the fence in our back yard and pull myselfup.
This was a great plan except that the fence was about three-and-a-half feet shorter
than the roof, and while I could get up from there, eighty percent of my elbows
would be left on the shingles in the process. The other was climbing from the top
of the wood pile which left my elbows intact but required a great deiil of faith in my
uncle's stacking ability. On this day I had opted for the wood pile and was about
halfway up when Richard came around the comer of our garage to see what I was
up to. Hanging on to pieces of :firewood to keep from falling, I turned to him with
all my ten-year-old authority and told him to get out of our yard or I would tell on
him. Without waiting to see his response, I continued my ascent up the wood pile.
Just as I had gotten my hand to the top and was about to pull myself up, he ran over
and pulled some logs that were close to the bottom of the pile. A downward domino

effect ensued, and I fell flat on my back. The top log followed after me, striking my
forehead with a sound similar to a golf ball being hit, and my world turned
. crimson .
Bouncing back up like a weeble wobble, I felt warm blood coursing down my face.
I tried to wipe the red tint out of my eyes but was unsuccessful. Richard by this
point was long gone. After nearly giving my poor mother a heart attack and after six
stitches, I was more or less all right. For some reason I never told my parents that
it was Richard who pulled the logs out from under me that day. I kept it to myself
and resolved to never let him get the pest of me again.
I was in fourth grade now, and that meant I had more freedom than ever in my
life. Of course freedom to me meant being able to go unsupervised to the park
across the street to play with my friends. My parents' house was on the comer lot,
giving my mother a fairly unobstructed view of the playground from our kitchen
window, but I felt like a big man. We could meet there and do all the things that
little boys do when out of earshot. Talk about girls, practice our spitting, or try out
new swear words we didn't know the meaning of. Best of all I didn't have to worry
about Richard. Like a shark he usually only came around when you were weak and
by yourself. We were having a great time playing capture the flag when our game
was interrupted by some shouts at the other end of the park. Instinctively moving
closer to see what all the noise was about, we saw Richard surrounded by four older
kids. Apparently his crap didn't fly with them, and they were giving him a well
deserved beating. The other boys I was with took off to find the nearest adult to
stop the melee. I stood there, my heart beating in my chest like a sledge hammer. I
knew that all I had to do was run across the street and my mom would put an end to
this mess. In my mind I saw myself turning to do just this, but my feet had turned
to stone. I could hear his cries of"Stop" and "I'm sorry" from where I stood. I saw
the agony and fear on his face as he realized there were other fish bigger than he
out there, and I smiled. Maybe my right hand was throbbing or the scar above my
eyebrow itched. Whatever the reason I stood there on the hot summer afternoon
and drank in my first taste of revenge.
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Rock Will Change the World, He Said

Black Friday

Andrew Taylor Hill

BrY,an Young

I

You heard the radio,
Blaring

It was the day after Thanksgiving

The invention of Pop Rock,
Your son tells you,

people were reckless for a reason

Will change the world.
Much like a broken windowpane,
!I

and all through the city,
that makes the sensible feel pity.

You want to mend his illusion.

Sleep-deprived and hurried,

Rock is loud.

they flock to the malls.

Blaring

·

Your father told you dancing was evil.

To Wal-Mart and Gamestop,

You were corrupted by the Twist.

cleaning out their walls.

Tell your son you believe him,

::1

il

But Rock will not change anything.

We call it Black Friday,

You heard the radio,

a day full of panic.

Blaring

A time of holiday insanity,

It was Rock.

When everyone is manic.

You heard the chords but words could still hurt,

I

Guns still brought death,

This once-joyous time of year is dead,

And the taxes still had not been paid.

because we've forgotten the season.

'Son,'

Goodwill towards men

You say,
'II

' Rock wi II not change the world. '

has become an obscure holiday reason .

He frowns.

One day we are stuffing ourselves happily

' It won't,'

with our family, friends, and kin.

You say.

The next day we are shopping frantically,

' But you will. '

for wondrous sales we hope to win.
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To Be an Outsider
Bennie Moses II

Summer Grapes
Oma Amsellem
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Marine Corps Recruit Depot is the site where the average civilian is brainwashed into
thinking and acting like a machine, a machine designed to destroy or be destroyed
for the good of our great nation. We are programmed to look a certain way, awaken
at a certain time, eat, drink, perform our daily tasks without hesitation, rest, and do
it all again the next day. Being in the··military is like being institutionalized; only
there are no tiny cells or baton-yielding guards, but everyday operations are just
as monotonous. I enlisted in the Marine Corps at age seventeen, right out of high
school, so I never knew what college life was like. When I arrived at Tarrant County
College, my expectations were that the college life could not be much different from
the military. I could not have been more wrong. After serving five years in the United
States Marine Corps, I could not help but feel isolated when I got to college.
I had prepared for my first day of class as if I were preparing for battle. I
immediately realized that mistake upon entering my first class. In the military, we have
a motto, "Better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it." Pencils,
pens, paper, books, calculator, ruler, protractor, I crammed everything I could possibly
need for school into my backpack. Needless to say, I thought everyone else did the
same. When I walked into my first class and took my seat, I scanned the classroom
and noticed I was the only student with half ofWal-Mart's school supply department
in my backpack. I think I was the only one with a backpack; I could not have felt
more embarrassed. I could sense the other students' eyes staring at me. Safe to say,
they knew I was a stranger to their ways.
After that first class was over, I proceeded to the next, which required me to
navigate my way through a sea of people who looked quite different than I. I observed
the diverse groups of people that stood between me and my next destination and could
not find anyone who looked like "me." Here I was clean cut, my facial hair neatly
trimmed. My clothes were neatly pressed. My shoes were brand new. I dressed as
if I were going to a job interview. I guess I never realized how dissimilar military
people looked compared to civilians. The other students were dressed as if they were
going anywhere but school. Some appeared as if they were headed to the hottest
night club in town. Some looked as ifthey were still in their pajamas from the night
before. Others, I noticed, had either come to school from work or were headed there
afterwards, for they were dressed in their work uniforms. Apparently, I was the only
one who thought it was appropriate to look professional on the first day of school.
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I soon realized why I might have taken the dress-for-success approach and no one
else did when I got to my next class. I was much older than everyone else there. The
professor had all the students stand up and introduce themselves. I was shocked that
no one else was over the age of twenty-one. Across the room, Jhe ages ranged from
seventeen to twenty. I myself, twenty-two, was the old~st. By no means is twentytwo old, but when the most popular topics of conversation amongst my peers are
senior year in high school and getting a job at the mall, twenty-two might as well
be forty-two.
With age comes maturity; it was evident that I was much more mature than my
younger counterparts in my next class. I did not talk when the professor was talking
as the other students did. I was actually quite irritated by the lack of respect they
showed the professor. They complained about some of the work assignments we were
given. They complained about not having enough time to do them. Their complaints
almost seemed scripted; for everything the professor said, there was an immediate
complaint. It was not in me to complain about the little things with which the professor
tasked me. Neither was I accustomed to questioning a person of that position. I was
used to doing what was expected of me no matter the circumstances.
Finally, my last class for the day had come. I was extremely anxious to get it
over with until something happened that seemed to make my whole day make sense.
The other students were the same as in my previous classes: loud, obnoxious, and
disrespectful. Their scripted complaints were the same. Their conversations were
about the usual, prom and homecoming. I sat alone at my desk in my typical state
of observation, laughing inside, remembering of when I was young and immature
like them. For the first time, though, the professor seemed to take notice of my oddly
different behavior.
When the class was over, the professor asked ifl had a few minutes to speak with
her. She asked, "Were you in the military?" I replied, "Yes ma'am, the Marines." She
said, "I could tell by the way you conduct yourself compared to the other students."
I replied, "I am a little different; I almost feel out of place here." She responded,
"I understand; do not let that discourage you." She added, "You see, you are what
the other students are striving to be, whether they know it or not, someone who is
prepared to take on the real world. It seems the Marine Corps did a wonderful job
preparing you." I thanked her and headed to the parking lot, feeling a sense of pride
I did not feel before. The words of that professor played over and over in my head.
The isolation feeling was still there, but now there was meaning to it. I thought,
"College is not going to be that bad; I am well prepared for it."
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Goodbye Blue Sky
Cinthia Garcia
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Ninjas Do Not Smoke
Samuel Cook

-

I remember why I started smoking. It was to make fun gftwo of my friends who were
cigarette fiends. I learned how to smoke to show them how ridiculous they looked,
but the joke ended up being on me, as the action of casually smoking surreptitiously
transformed into a bad habit that after six years of on and off smoking, I finally
decided to break. What catalyzed this somewhat clean divorce was my realizing one
day that a ninja did not smoke, and I, unlike a ninja, did. As I continued thinking
about the issue, I realized that presence, athleticism, and willpower were where my
heroes and I diverged.
Ninjas were masters of stealth and could make their appearance known when
they wanted to strike. I, on the other hand, smoked dirty cigarettes, and my presence
could be detected most of the time by the smell of cigarette smoke. At first, I did
not notice this annoying truth because cigarettes warp one's sense of taste and
smell. This numbing of senses was comparable to a milder case of when I got sick
and could not taste or smell the 'world as acutely. I found that people would make a
comment about smoking if they detected the scent. They would say annoying things
like, "Duuuurrr.... you smoke cigarettes?" What was I going to reply? "Yeah, I am
proud I smoke cigarettes because rebelling against my health is great, and I love
smelling like an ashtray! " Imagine if a ninja was on the prowl, and just before the
ninja pounced upon the magistrate 's bodyguards, one of them said, "Duuuurrrrr....
you smell tobacco?" Coughing, the ninja would emerge from his failed stealth onto
the' alert blades of the guards. A ninja did not smoke.
Another difference I noticed between me and ninjas was that ninjas could perform
amazing athletic feats, while I slowly strangled my physical ability by smoking.
A ninja needed lung-hungry athleticism to infiltrate the enemy compound and
assassinate the target. A ninja was able to jump gracefully over obstacles, eliminate
enemies through an acrobatic display of martial arts; then, while he controlled his
breath to silence, he would hide. Through the years, it seemed as if I was smoking
ninja cigarettes. My lungs felt as if they had been infiltrated, and while the obstacles
of my awareness had been avoided, it seemed as if my lungs were being silently
smothered. My shallow breath seemed almost undetectable compared to what it
used to be. I tried running a mile as if it were ninja-easy but discovered that it was
quite difficult. My lungs felt the similar humiliated frustration when they tried to
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grip oxygen as a ninja would have felt when he tried scaling a smooth wall with hot
pink high-heels on. When I wondered how I let myself get out of shaJ?y, I realized
that it did not just happen over night.. The ninja-cigarettes crept into my lungs and
slowly tightened their stranglehold, choking off extra energy I had for physical
activity. After I experienced this realization, I quit smoking for a couple of weeks,
but temptation got the better of me.
After I smoked cigarettes again, after my earlier realization that cigarettes were
strangling me, I concluded that my ~illpower was so unlike a ninja's willpower.
My continuing to smoke cigarettes, after I decided that I wanted to stop, sunk in
as proof that I was not like my ninja heroes. A ninja was a master of will power.
Ninjas went through a rigorous training process that demanded them to overcome
the physical pleasures and pains that the job and lifestyle demanded. When a ninja
was not clocked in at work, he was required to maintain a focus of himself and his
surroundings. This focus included denying a temptress that would use her charms
to dissuade a ninja from his path. A ninja would have refused the pleasure of her
company through iron will and continue on to complete his mission of assassinating
her evil uncle. I, on the other hand, was tempted back into smoking because a cute
girl at a party happened to be smoking, and I wanted to flirt with her. I allowed this
temptress to steer me from my path, but as a result, my resolve strengthened.
When I woke up the next day, after smoking those cigarettes that night, I
felt disappointed and decided that I would stop smoking cigarettes for the sake
of exercising willpower. If a ninja could alter himself in order to blend in to his
surroundings, excel athletically, and resist temptation, I could too. Every time I
thought of smoking, I would remind myself of my will to stop by doing ten pushups at each craving urge. After a couple of weeks of doing push-ups, I realized that I
developed the physical and mental strength of a ninja, and I also stopped smelling like
cigarettes. I only lacked years of martial arts training and a regime to sabotage.
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If only we could make It work
Kimberly Flemming
If only we could make It work
I'm kneeling, prostrate; prone
To weakness where the shadows lurk
And I'm here all alone
So I am left and you are Right
How did that come about?
Of wishes, fears, or blinded sight?
I know without a doubt
That I am sightless, seeing you
And shattered in one piece
For Time without a fancy flew
Like wingless, soaring geese
I'm lost without you, while I'm found
To wander on my own
For yelling threats without a sound
Is more like joyful moan
I'm alive with you while dying
Though slowly, inside out
With my feet on land I'm flying
A stationary route
Together, we are separate
And grow apart as one
I can't read you though I'm literate
I stand here as I run
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To you, though my feet are dragging
And heavy with light Chains
For our Tim~ ~s swiftly lagging
Behind; down come the Rains
With longing They will drown my soul
My heart, with restless peace
In emptiness with you, I'm full
I'm bought within a lease
My precious freedom I'd give up
To be enslaved by you
And fin 'lly fill my empty cup
With what is pure and True
In my laughter tears are hiding
There are daggers in your smile
Yet more wounds and I'm still Biding
My time; please stay awhile
You were the light in my darkness
The Snow within my Hell
Awake in the flow'ry starkness
You caught me as I fell
I'm drowning on dry land, it seems
There's hope, but not in full
Though I'll still see you in my dreams
And feel your tender pull
I know beyond a doubt you're Right
I won't release my hold
I won't back down without a fight
I'm taken, though I'm sold
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I stand on the bridge of life,
Stuck on the border '
Staring to the sea.
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Dr. Ruth McAdams, Managing Editor and English Department Chair
Mr. Bill Holt, Editor Emeritus

My right foot,
Held firmly by my memories,
Is completely stationary.

Committee
Mr. Gary Montano, Associate Professor of English
Mrs. Catherine Higdon, Instructor of English

My left foot,
Held tightly by opportunities and dreams
'
Pulls forward strongly.

Ms. Rebekah Clinkscale, Instructor of English
Mrs. Lindsey Davis, Instructor of English
Mrs. Iris Johnson, Assistant Professor of English

, Out on the sea,
Blue and tranquil,
Comes a small boat,
Hurrying and quickly passing me.
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I break free of my memories,
Shattering them into a myriad of pieces.
I begin to leap forward,
But suddenly stop.

Mrs. Muriel Bartholomew, Media Manager

Judges
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Dr. James Ward Lee

Gently,
I reach down,
Collecting the shattered memories
And placing them carefully into my pocket.

Mr. JeffHolt
Mr. Michael Higdon
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Then, with no time to waste
'
I begin running,
Swiftly and elegantly,
Toward the moving boat.
42

43

I

I

'I

'Fi[[ your _payer with the 6reathin3s

oj your heart.

- William Wordsworth
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