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wnere strands hac escaped the braids.
chatr, el]:ty glass abandoned on the tabie Frightens¢ prown eves stérea at ner, trusting

ide hia, her to mare 1t ali rignt.

Under her curious scrutiny, he started

She began again,  “Honey, your father

| 71952
awake. “What the hell do you want he drinks 3 fittle, That doesn't aeean he hates
roareg. us, 1t just means... she broke off

helpiessiy. Sne dian't know what 1t meant. :
She turned and fled opack up the stairs, |

too frightened to reply. She collided with and The little girl stared back into her eyes,
ran past her sotner whc was saking her way probing the truth of what she was trying to
down, “That was uncalled for'" the wosan say. The stare hardly seemed that of a little
screased at her husband,  "She’s scared of you girl, 1t seemed for a moment to e still
enough already without that kind of thing'” another accuser, telling her sne was wrong, the

: & cause of the faiiure of everytmina. There was
*And who made her that way’" he retorted, no escape from that wide brown gaze, the weight

violence rising tn his voice, of those eyes. "It isn't ay fauit'* she

; shouted at the child. °1 don’t make nim that
way, he does 1t to hieselt!' ine cnila,
teeling still another hostility coming to bear
herself daown on her bed, but dig not on her that she could not .maersta:a. turned
m tried to puzzle out what was and ran away from her. Too late to recail her
ta‘lhw life. farsh worcs, the woman sank to the tloor and
buriea her face tn her nanaos.

Unable to listen to any amore, their
quietly shut her door benind her. She

‘shauting came to a crescende.
he garage door open, ‘feit tne nouse

el ke girl ran down the stairs to the
ashed it shut. re was gone. .

esptiness ot the living rooa. The teievision
still auabled quiet inanities to 1itsel+. She

ae bach upstairs siowiy, ner Retadishroti.

0ssed with rea. A large
. Wa5 rapidly geepening

Stlently she opened tne tront door, closed
1t behind her without a sound. She sat down on
the porch, watching the swiftly passing
traffic. She hugged her legs tightiy to her
chest, rested her chin on her knees, She
watched as the sun set, and watched the
streetlights come on. A single tear siig down
her cheek to fall 1n a ragged circle on the
concrete, She wongered when her daddy would oe
home.

‘baday nate usic  tre

tne
5eel nq

by nancy bledlger
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When Brad started te school, he was excited.

‘N ESSAY AGAINST EV"_ **** He sade ¢riends quickly and they were good

In your litetise you will be harassed by many
*bad quys.' Fantasy allows people to see this
harassment through the eyes of others. As the
evil perpetrator is foiled in fantasy novels,
people nowadays gain more hope for the future,
Without hope, all 1s lost.

Thanks to fantasy, when you are trapped in
the dark alley of ‘life, with all of the
criminals, operverts and assorted nasties on
your heels, you will be able to think about how
your favorite hero escaped from his foes. You
will be reminded of how chaos 1s defeated in
almost all tantasy continents and how law and
order take over the kingdom fros the cruel and
ruthless dictator. vou will also realize that
this won’t do a darn thing for you, but the
hope ts all you care about,

Without the spirit of fantasy, all our lives
would reaain the same, World events wouldn’t
change. Or would they? The heroic train of
thought presented in novels and stories about
warriors, wizards and dragons has had such a
great effect on us that their disappearance
could change the world for future generations
to cose.

Just think that without fantasy there would
be no wild 1maginations to dream up such
nodern, everyday objects such as toasters,
automobiles or thermonuclear warheads. Where
would we be without thea? The world would be
truly horrendous. This list ot mssing
products could jnclude microwave ovens,
typewriters or high-powered,  seai-autosatic
.302 Israelt assault rifles. Perish the
thought of a world without these necessities.

Let’s stop thinking about nightmarish ideas
and be thankful for fantasy. As long as we
have fantasy, we will be fine. Cur children
way one day see headlines such as these in
their papers:

BRAIN TRANSPLANT SUCCESSFUL
NAN LIVES WITHOUT OXYGEN FOR A MONTH
TMD SURVIVE AFRICAN GOURMET DINNER

For now, these are only fantasies dreased up
by a warped mind, but one day...who knows what
could prevail?

One day, as the last aesbers of the huean
race leave this radiated planet we now call
Earth, soseone will wonder where we would be
without fantasy.

by marc j. eckhardt

TEENAGE ALCOHOLISM
K AKX

ad was a nice f1¢teen-year-old kid. He was
n:'y going and sensitive to others’ nm_s.
When he soved to a city in Arkansas, he and his
family were happy. They lived close to
relatives and were able to see thes often.
They were tne perfect exanple of 3 goad, clean

| hserscan family.

k1ds--"straight® kids. Then Brad met sose
other kids who were mesbers of the
drug-and-alcohol crowd. Slowly, he withdrew
trom his straight friends pecause he felt
gutlty about his not-so-straight tfriends. He
was going partying often. Oh,sure, he had
drunk little sips from his Dad’s liquor cabinet
since he was eight, but this was totally
different. He drank every day now, Brad loved
this kind of scene.

Brad's grades began to drop and got seriously
low. His conduct in school and at hose was
deplorable. He started to cut classes to
drink. He brought beer and hard liquor to
school to help hia get started in the sorning.
His relationships with family and friends
deteriorated. He felt that no one cared what
happened to him. One night Brad’s parents
caught him trying to run away. Ten ainutes
later he committed suicide.

This story 1s all too real. It is the
typical story of how a teen falls 1nto the
drinking pattern. Mhy do kids drink? There
are many reasons for teenage drinking. Kids
want to experiment. They want to try alcohol
and experience 1ts effects. They see their
parents drinking and having a good tiee. They
teel that they will have a good tise too with
alcohol. Also, kids drink because they want to
be part of the “in* trowd, *The "1n’ crowd 1s
doing 1t, so why don’t [?* 1s their thinking.

¥1ds need to be made more aware of what
alcohol can do to someone’s life. They need to
know that alcohal 1s a dangerous drug. Let’s
stop teenige alcohoiise.

by brian perlick

THE EDITOR

In case you are wondering just what 1t is
that vyou’'re reading, 1t’s a writing and art
sagazine produced by the students here at Mac.
The reason you probably don’t know MacArthur
even has such a magazine 1:s that we haven't
aroduced ore in nearly ten years.

In fact, the anly twc editions of a MacArthur
\iterary magazine that we have been abie to

1964 Bullseye, we lookea both of these previous
editions over extensively, noping to find <come
good 1deas we could steai for our own little
sasterpiece.

Soth 1ssues were extremely well presented
with top grade paper and expensive bindings.
Thay contained stiaulating essays over Jedipus
and patriotise. This, along with sose deep
contespiative poetry which none of us could
understand,  probably  1nduces terainal
narcolepsy 1n the reader.

High schooi literary m@agazines generally
sppear to ce written In accordance with the
rastes of tne school faculty. Who else, otner
than & teacher, would read an €ssay over
Qedipus hex 4ng not only stay awake but
actually enjoy the thing’

fecause we had freedom given to us by Mr.
statf has atteaptea to produce a maqazine
centatning socially relevant topics sore 1n
line with the tastes of high schocl students.

prigrity upon printing as such student writing
as possible rather than looking ‘“slick, 1S
printea on low grade paper which 15 gererally
reserved for vacuus cleaner bags and bird cage

liners. It will have nc binding whatsoever and
w:11 consist of articles regarding alconclise,
dead ¢1sh and people being chased DV the
cops--1n short, sosething we can cil relate
ta.

This sagazine, with the erception of the
\iiustrations ana the column vou are currently
resdirg, consists of essays, pcees and snort
stories as well ac a novel by Cathy Mergele on
page 5, that were all winners in the schooiwige
Creative ariting Contest heid last Deceaber.
Because of 3 lack or space nct all of the
winaing entries nave oeen putlished. I would
ltke to congratulate bruce S:zalwinski, Lisa
Carcl, Cynthia Faye Hameonds, Kathryn Graydon,
Werdy Ann Strader, Mindy bGentry and Jeff Samas
tor their winning entries which we were
reqgrettably unable to use.

Assuming that we don't receive hate eai.
aéter this issue has been published, we will
crank out ancther 1ssue before we seniors have
finals in May. Any student wishing to have
original stories, poems, essays or art worh
nublished 1n this end-of-school 1ssue, pleaze
subsit 1t at the main cffice and ask to have 1t
placed in Ms. Stephens’ aail box. GOr, grop it
by Art Roos 200 across froa the Boys Cys.

We ask that art work submitted pe done in int
and not be any larger than 5*x3". Any story or
essay submitted should be 750 worgs or less, 1if
possible.  hnything ionger than Z,000 words
will not be considerasd oecause of 2 lack of
cpace anc the fict trnat ay attentior span 1sn’t
that long.

I zincerely noge that those of you who are
i1terate enjov this sagazine, since this 1s the
last tiee 1t will be ¢ree.

Frank Hopkins

F.S. In this 1ssue there 1s a coupon which
w:il entitle vou to 1/Z off tne price of the
Hay 1ssue. Limt: Oniy one ccupon per
student.

[ GLLLLLLL LTI T T T T
ARTISTS

Aaron FORLAND
Greg FEDROZA
Renee REHMERT
Scott SEGLERK
Mike SMITH
Juanita VALLE
Guinten WADLEY
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THE QUEST *okr %

In the sumser of 1980, our tam
vacation to Rockport, situated on :l:l"{‘:l::
Teras foastlme. We chartered tne t1shing
vessel “Shark Hunter® for Honday, July 7, so we
retired early on Sunday night. Ny parents, a
brather and I arose at about 5:00 a0 'an:
dgave to nn_rhy Port Aransas to set aut on our
m.@h gtpmtim. Several friends declined ay
invitation to join us amig tearful tales of

f::::f':m and still vivig recollections of

¥ on the farty-two-faot
but filled with high
After a two

' produced four
“for hin the

ofdlessiy. ‘Double line'* But the fish ran
and the process started over, again and again.

“He sure does fight like an’ ol’ tiger:
but, I don’t know, 1t might just be a big bull
shark,” speculated the experienced captain
after the shark continued to shake its head
back and forth,

Soon I grew tired and ay father held the
rod up to give my back a rest. “Keep the line
tight, See all that slack” Keep reeling or
he'll swim up on the line and cut 1t'"
adaonished the old fisherman, My ‘oreares
ached, ay shirt needed wringing out and the hot

sun was beginning to make me gueasy. ‘I think
I'm gonna throw up,” [ auttered.

*Do you want a Coke?* asked sy mother, in
hopes of helping se to settle my stomach.

“Don’t let 1t worry you. It nappens all
the tise, Done it syself a few times. Just be
sure to turn your head to the side so you don't
ruin my equipment,” said our leader, sncwing
his intense concern over ey condition.

After almost two hours, we came to the
double line for the finai tise. ! was too
tired to pay auch attention as they landed the
fish. 1 vaguely remeaber their putting two
gaffs into his side and then trying to hoist
his aboard with a hand winchi but the gafts
began to straighten, so they had to use a noose
to haul hia up.

Even through ay oblivion, one scene

)

ocean of deep

defeated. Its size did
though it was as long as the
- Nor did the latent ferocity

ing mouthi it was the Lord's
the utmost proportion,
as are all of His
, steaalined body was
eable broad stripes and
one with the ocean, an

This was not a “perfectly evolved eating
sachine® or a living mouthi it was the Lord’s
creation, torsed with the uteost proportion,
splendor and majesty as are all ot His
creatures. The sleek, steamlined body was
evenly broken with noticeable broad stripes and
the anitaal was 4t one with the ocean, an
inseparable part of 1ts vastness.

This was not sosething to be displayed,
not something to be strung up by 1ts nostrils
until its intestines cozed out and 1ts stomach
buiged. This was God's creature and 1ts
purpose was not for the world to view 1t froa
beneath a sign saying *11° 7" Tiger Shark, 760
Lbs." This colossal shark was stripped of its
dignity in such the same sanner as the marlin
in Tne 0Olg Man and the Sea when 1t was
subjected to the unforeseen atrocities that i

have described. Neither one of the tish should
have been gestroyed by san’s greea. The
capture or this shark shouia not have caused
rejoicing; 1t should have exacted reeorse.

That 1¢ what impressed @e about this event
aboard the 'Shark Hunter®. It wasn’t making the
area nemspapers and television new shows, Of
being sentioned in the hometown telecasts, or
even being two inches and fifty pounds away
from the state recoro that will remain in sy
semory. It 1s the great hidden sadness of the
epidode that will never be lost.

The excitesent and glory of the hunt will
always 1ntrigue me, but pondering 1ncidents
such as these make me question ay decision to
coldly take an animal’s life. killing seess
justifiable to ame when the death serves a
purpose, such as self-defense or providing
food. Yet, when the act is perforsed without
reason, 1t appears so callous and beastly that
only one amimal 1s capable of contriving
1t--ean.

by jason jonas




THE RUN XXX

For three days Moses had been traveling
the dessert. Dust caked his throat and lungs
He knew that the bounty hunters were less than
a day behind, Thoughts of dying in this barren
wasteland ran thréugh his head. MWas freedon
worth this much” It didn’t matter; i1t was too
late to go back,

Moses was a tall, slender, muscular youth
who was well-educated for a slave. He had
worked the fields since he was three and was
starting to get sick of 1t. And besides, what
did he have to lose? Death couldn’'t possibly
be worse than slavery, could 1t?

He had lived on the water and dried beef
he had stolen, but his supply was now slowly
disinishing. Moses still recalled the blood
o0zing out of his master’s skull. It was easy
to ki1ll himj he was weak; the only power he had
had over hia was his whiteness,

Moses was running for the Rio Grande. He
had once acquired a friend who lived in Mexico.
Once he had sade 1t across the border, Mhis
friend would enlist him in the Mexican Aray.
There he would be free to live his own life.

The Rio Grande was supposed to be two days
away, but there was a seall creek that he would
reach tonight. There he would refill his water
bags.

17 was getting dark, and the ground was
pecoming moist and soft. He amust be nearing
the creek. Desert nights were cold. He would
stop by the creek and look for shelter for the
night.

Finally, he reached the creek. It was a
clear running stream that was hip-deep 1n sose
places. 1t was dark now with a thousand stars
lighting the night. He bent down for a drink.
&n eerie howl broke the still of the might. A
woli7" Moses thought. But that’s impossible.
There are no wolves in the desert.

Suddenly & huge dog come charging down the
hill toward him, his large teeth eager to taste
husan fiesh., In a soment the dog was upon hie,

-

powertul jaws reaching for his neck. Hoses
reached tor a rock. The dog’s claws tore into
his chest. In an amazing effort, Moses swung
his fist into the dog's big head. The giant
hunting dog whispered and scrambied away, blood
spurting froe his nose and mouth. Moses had
won. He qot up, scratched, brusied and
bleeding from several wounds.

The bounty hunters were near. That was
where the dog came froa. Every night the
bounty hunters would let out their dogs to hunt
for their own food. They were near. From now
on there could be no more restingi he would
have to make double time. He filled his water
bags.

Noses began a fast-paced trotj hopefully
he would reach tne Rio Brande before dawn. ALl
night he ran. Every step he took brought pain
coursing through his vessels. He sust rest.
Surely he was far ahead enough to spare a
sinute of rest, He stopped by a cluster of
houlders. He lay down, his whole body aching
tros four days of running. He fell into a
dreamy sleep.

Distant barking interrupted his slusber.
He dazedly rose to his feet, out ot the shadow
of the huge boulders.  The glaring sun
soeentartly blinded his. He could now hear the
dogs behind him. He broke off into a sprint to
the Rio Grande. How long had he siept? He
cursed himself tor his stupidity. He was so
close.

The dogs brought him down. He felt
nothing as invisible teeth punctured his throat
and i1ntangible claws ripped at his body.

“Well, there goes the five hundred dollars
for bringing him back alive.” cursed Jereay
Saith, disappointed.

*Yeah, quess the desert got to ' 1m ’tore
we did,* exclaised another in a frustrated tone
of voice.

"Well, that’s too bad--heard there’s
another nigger loose up north,”

“Kinda spooky, him dying like that with no
sarks on his body or nutin’."

"Ah Hell' . . who cares?*

by karun fiederer

THE CAVE *

Tne cold, biting Deceaber wind forced
Steve to zip up his jacket and step briskly
through the snow. It was the fourth day of
Christmas vacation, and Steve had decided to
explore the cave that he had discovered earlier
that week. He had spent all morning preparing
for his excursion and had checked and rechecked
the contents of his backpack to make sure that
he possessed all the necessary equipsent.

Now as he inhaled the fresh sorning air,
he began to prepare hiaself sentally.

The oniy thing you have to worry about
now 1s that cave,” he thought to hieselt
*Just keep coocl and concentrate on what you're

doing.”

He reached tne entrance of the cave, whicn
was situated 1n a huge crevice of a rock on the
top of a ssall hll. He brushed the snow away
froa the opening and peered 1nto the coal-tlack
darkness. Since he couldn’t see the bottoas, ne
dropped a rock through the opening and l1stened
carefully far 1t to hit,

‘It counds like about a tiftteen-toot
drop,* he estimated after hearing a dull thud.

After fastening a rope to a nearby tree,
he proceeded to laower hiaself into the
opening. He carefully inched down the rope,
and finally his ¢eet touched solid rock.
Sighing in relief, he turned his flashlight on
and revealed a whale new world. Stalactites,
stalagaites, and aany other rock toraations
sparkled and came alive 1n the bright light.
The foreation that caught Steve’s attention was
a gigantic staiageite off to ms right, at
least eight teet in heignt. It seesed to have
a certain power or force apout 1ti the
undisputed stalageite king, Steve thought.
wfter studying 1t for a few minutes, he pegan

to explore the cave.

The cave 1tself seesed to be a series of
catacosbs, with each passageway leading off to
who knows where. The air was ccol and dasp,
and water- dripped from certain areas of the
cave ceiling. The overpowering quietness was
eerie and ominous, and 1t made Steve teel
extresely uneasy. He could hear a distant
underground streas  and headed in that
direction, He was careful to chalk a white "
on the cave wall after about every twenty-tive
yards, just 1n case he might have trouble
finding his way back to nis rope

He wound his way to the right, then to the
left, back to the right, and then sade several
other turns. The path led him to a vast, open
space and stopped to reveal a large chase. He
leaned over the edge and peered into the black
vord. The #act that he could not see the
boltos frightened hie considerably. He elected
to turn to the left, but first he had to make a
park on the wall. As he lifted the chalk to
the wall, several hideous bats case screasing
down fros the ledge above his. Started, he
swung his hands up to protect his tace, and 1n
the process lost his grip on the flashiignt.
His stomach knotted when he heard the sickening
crash echoing from the chasa below. He was in
total darkness.

i1c began to take control of
Starting at his feet, 1t swept through h
like an electric shock. He struggled against
1t frercely and f1r ssed 1t

11y suppre

*Now listen, Steve,” he

‘everything 1s going to be ¢
to do 1s travel away +trom the
underground streas and feel you
the rope.

¥ith his hands acting
siowly began to retrace his
certain about the direction

unt:l he ran 1into a dead end. Extreeely
surprised, he backtracked and started o

tirst he progressed successfully, but t C
again ran intc ancther dead end. he starte
over and tried a third tise, but ended up wit
the same result.

continued p. =
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Panic began to 'mrtan hi —
:gis tise 1t coulg nthstq;:d."::;n.:: e I' =—
IS parents flashed through his ming, His b —T0— AR
nother’'s saile, hig father’s laugh, Mis ’ E ———3 .

Qirlfriend’s face, and portraits of
his close
friends all seened to flash and echo through

1l
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his 41nd at one tise. e segan to run 1ke o Y E
had u::r:.hfm. The darkness seened :: = s
o Mie, and his legs were ti 5 .
3 hed on the sharp rocks. e s:l“ml.: . ® ’.§
. : and sailed though the air. Kis light ! _
rupt] stopped d when his head fatally ! N
‘0 a rather large object. His body ' E‘ -
@55 heap at the base of a \ ‘
few yards amay a rope \

cold nountain draft.
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: ) "l TIE 'uln R‘CE I can’t go on shining

"Nith people all whining.
"They treat ae like trash and 1t hurts in a way,
~_ lo be up here constantly, day by day.
*The mortals drain energy quicker than its sade.
*They keep taking, not giving, that’s how ['s repaid.
*1 just can’t go on and shine anymore.
*I"a not really needed on every shore."
The rose then replied with a distant tone,
“Do you reaesber when your light first shown?*
*Can you recall the light in man's eyes,
“And the blueness of the skies?
*Don’t think of yourself and only you.
“We need your light to make old things new.
*I understand that you're not well treated,
‘But the people will learn, and they’'ll be defeated.
“We need you now like never before,
“Yours 1s the light that we truly adore.”
The sun sat for awhile, just sulking in silence,
But as minutes went by, up shot his defiance.
Atter thinking to hisselt for a time,
He looked at the rose whom he knew read his mind.
- Then the sun just suddenly started to smile,
s With a bean from his heart glistenea for a am:le.
*Thank you dear Rose, for your wanderful speech,
*1 just didn’t know how happiness is reached.
"Now | understand, how | am needed.
*Thank you so much, for mith se you pleaded.
"Now i realize,the world needs ae.
*1 thought for myself, not others to be.
“l shall let my light shine for everaore.
“To replenisu biota and huaman galore.*
*No,* said the rose, "You're the one to be thanked,
“The love in your heart shall gain highest rank.
*You have relit your candle to shine in the day.
“fou’ll once again make pecple a happy way.
“I'n so glad that you now understand,
*The ways of the awesose and peculiar man.
“It takes them awhile, but goon you will see,
~ "How grateful to vou the husans will te.*
‘3o together the sun and the rose on that morn,
‘Bot their point across to all others born.
‘The final light is, we austn’t expect
a7 to shine without our respect...

by stacie schauer




00 THE THREE LITTLE KITTENS &%k

She always was & cat.
Sne lived with anather named Fuck

THE LINE %A% 00“300 B RS

Nhen |
en I tried to breach the dividing land, find Fuck was very tat.

:ydeves turned to exrrors, and my throat turned to sand.
nd the arrow of indecision burst my wounded pride,
And now I wish I never tried to cross the other side.

| ted them every day at sii
And then at eight ang ten
They did the Thorazine Shuttie

: Take the first step and there 1s no turning back, I.1i Puck was very thin.

| To retreat vefore the worid 1s to widen up the crack. 080

| f\nd if 1 tall 1 will never hit the ground,
Because 1'11 pause to stop and have a look around. o Indecent was 1ts nase

1t liked to beat 1ts buddy up
I cannot r : '
M t”eturn by the ea§y way | came. oo oo For they were not the same.
will not get lost, for all directions are the same.

To stusble 15 to laugh, to laugh 1s to cry,

There was a black cat that lived there

| started teeding Lozl more.

Fuck stole it like a rat,

, When the truth comes down, I will surely wish to die. 0

a fnd ate 1t all, for 1t was good

‘, Who will snap my cords, who will break my chains’ oo OO Till she was very tat

. Who will scour my skin and rub out all the stains’?

It t ¢ ;
! Jus:eally daes: t satter 1f no one coses in tiee, oY o Lozl ‘nas small for-she got na'vood
resesber how I lived and how I tried to cross the line. 0 0 Fuck ate two meals at eight.

Coz only ate at six and ten
I+ they wished ecre, they had to watt.
The nert day started out the saee
s every one betore

| Sut since they hated Puck so much

o b hueb e g
’i o y dall ue Iler They kickea her out the door.
’ {3 [ %
o [ o) L=} Now Coz: gets sore food to eat
oc | o3 e And che’s & healthy cat.
© o Because they kicked Puck out of here
o [ = } :

Wy Coz 15 getting tat.

®
o
| 0'5 = ~

\ e ® H [ o) (S
'? Q!s ‘e
{ HAPPY TWENTIETH, JACK %%
!
t} Hey Jack
Happy Anniversary.

No one reseabers your birthday

No one seems to care.

All they remesber

Is that visit to Dallas

#nd you never walking out of there.

Some say you were the greatest

And some say you were a myth.

1 hear sy Dad preach on you somet1ees,
\ But all I know 1s

) That you were a man.

A young aan,

& youth destroyed before his brow

Was properly wrinkled.
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There’s too auch killing going on,Jack.
oo auch.
How come you ain’t here to stop 1t?

by tony goddard




DOG AND PAPER Boy **

Five nineteen A.N.
Bold wind--
crisp chill,

The air...not the quiet air of
August noon, but one of hefty,
arim appearance.

R small balck shaken fluff gives
an occasional bark.

Lonely smells of fires barely
alive seep from chianeys

tilling tortured air.

The humans are asleep still

in their ware electric beds,

all but the boy who rides by

every five twenty a.a.

throwing depressing news of the day before
to land on cold porches of familiar houses.

News rolled in neat fashion
with rubber bracelet

Just waiting for the morning
coffee to shed a few hat
drops of fatigue upon it.

The small black shaken fluff...
he waits for the welcomed
bearer of bad news,

w3iting sometimes behind the
Jones’ car,

or the Seith’s big oak,

but always he waits.

He waits with passionate anxiety

brain can recall

he has wairted to chase the

Five twenty A.M. bearer

of bad news away,

or at least down the street,

learning to dodge the rocks

and duck the stick,

For the adventure and power and the start
of a great new day...

Five nineteen A.M.

The small black fluff
has won again...

by randy lewis

THE FIGHT FIGHT FOR VICTORY

IS A LONG ROAD TO GLORY *

When things go wrong, as they sometiees will,
When the road you're tudging seeas all uphill,
When the funds are low and the debts are high,

And you want to smile, but you have to sigh,
When care 1s pressing you down a bit--
Rest 1f you aust, but don't you quit.

Life 15 queer mith 1ts twists and turns,

As everyone sometimes learns,

And many a tellow turns about,

When he might have won had he stuck 1t out.
Don’t g:ve-u: though the pace seems slow--
You eay suceed with another blow.

Often the goal 1s nearer than 1t seeas,

To a faint and faltering man;

Otten he has given the struggle up--

When he might have captured the victor s cup;i

close he was to the golden crown.

Success 15 failure turned inside out--
The silver tint of the clouds of doubt.
You never can tell how close you are
It may be near when 1t seess so farj

MIRRORS *Ak

I look 1n the mirror,
but who do I see?

The unhappy girl in there
just can’t be se.

With too many teardrops
1’11 never be free,

I"11 just sail away on the
sisty green sea.

I’a watching the heavens
with stars whirling by.

I see your blue eyes 1n the
clear sumaer sky.

The wind blows my hair back;
whispers to se

ot the waves and the sails
on the far away sea.

Sail away, come amay
into the night.

Show ae the cold world again
can be right,

Give ae your love again,
don’t set ee free

to fly with the gulls by the

lonely cold sea.

I look in the mirror,
and who do | see?

R stranger behind the glass
stares back at ee.

She stands there forever,
with tears she 1s free.

She hears the wind call
from the far Western Sea.

And he learned too late when the night caee down,

S50 stick to the fight when you're hardest hit-
It’s when things seem worst that you sust not quit

by jeff cox

by nancy biediger



AND NOW THE AWARD FOR * &%

A fair distance away froa our own galaxy,
there lies the galaxy Slurtnok VII. The weird
thrng about Slurtmok VII 1is that 1t 1s always
exactly where people think 1t 1s. Normally,
the distance from one galaxy to another is
*...50 great that the mind cannot possibly
isagine 1t." Since this galaxy is where
everyone thinks 1t 1s, 1t is unique in that it
15 always the same distance away that pecple
think 1t 1s and that distance 1s always
iaaginable. Although this has been the cosmon
experience of those who have thought about 1t,
scientific proof 1s still forthcosing.

Near the center of Slurtnok VII, the solar
systea Flubb-obb, unlike the galaxy around 1t,
1sn't ever where people think 1t 1s. The
fourth planet of the Flubb-Obb systea 1s named
Flubb-Gbb IV and 1ts 1nhabitants call
theaselves Flubb-0Obb Fourians.

The planet Flubb-Obb IV 1s the sost boring
planet 1n existence. There’s nothing wrong
with the planet; there’s just nothing
interesting about 1t. It 1s just totally
average. Flubb-Obb IV has been kept 1n &
constant state of sediocrity for the past
15,309 years by the planet’s creator, the
Ever-wise Bedleon. So far, 15,309 sortals have
discovered the Ever-wise Bedleon’s reason. The
fifteen thousand three hundred and ninth of
these sortals was Zartok Hatlob.

lartok Hatlob was, until recently, a glorp
calesman. Zlartok had been selling glorps, 2
1tes which had no practical value, for fifteen
Flubb-Obk IV years. Recently, he had grown
tired of it. He just did not like the 1dez of
qoing door to door to sell his glorps for the
rest of his life. He wished he could be &
supervisor who watches other salesmen going
deor to door selling glorps for the rest of
their lives.

On what was supposed to be a normal day,
lartok Haflob came hose from a hard day’s work
and failed to hang up his coat. The reason for

Zartok’s failing to hang up his coat was partly
due to the fact that the coat hanger was gone,
but primarily because the long line of five
hundred beautiful dancing girls distracted
his. The girls were singing something about
which shaving creas they preferred their men to
have. For several seconds, Zartok did not look
wildly around because he was still Deing
distracted. But scon, the giris scaspered oft
the stage and a darkly dressed, slicked-back
@an entered. He said, "And now, the award for
*The Most Average Person 1in the Universe.’ And
the prize goes to...Mr. Zartok Haflob of
Flub-0bb IV'*

Instantly, there was loud applause froa an
area to lartok’s right. He turned and did not
believe his eyes. There was an incredibie
array of life foras all clapping their hands or
whatevers appreciatively, 1f aildly. And they
all seemed to occupy a space auch greater than
that which lartok could resesber existing 1in
his house. Zlartok could see to the other side
of the area, but not without sose eye strain.

*Now, let’s meet the deity responsible tor
lartok’s creation, the Ever-wise Bedleon,® the
announcer continued. An individual came fros
lartok’s right field of vision. He had trouble
recognizing this individual, for until then he
had always pictured the Ever-wise Bedleon as
dressed in rags and helping the down-trodden,
not in a tuxedo and accepting awards.

*Oh, Ever-wise Bedleon,” 1nquired the
announcer, *as I correct in saying that this is
the f1fteen thousand, three hundred and ninth
time 1n a row one of your creations has won the
award for 'The Most Average Ferson 1in the
Universe' 7"

"Yes, you are.”
“Well, cangratulations, Well done.®
The Annual Universal Awards cereacnies 1s

one of the wmost feared rituals in the
universe. It involves gathering the lot of

deities together, and scaring the hell out of
sose sortals by giving thee awards in what used
to be their homes. It is often noted that the
actual awards are picked up by the deities and
not the mortals.

¥hat 1s positively terrifying about the
awards is the way the mortals enter and leave
the stage. There is one portal through which
they enter and leave and this portal opening is
always changing ta pick up different people.
This seans that, unless you rush out right
after your award is given, you will be left
sosewhere different than where you would like
ta be.

'And now, for our next winning
contestant. Let’s hear it for the recipient of
"The Mcst Spaced-out Being 1n the Universe,
Mr. Markus Mulanda.® Suddenly, from the saee
area froe which Zartok had come, staggered a
quasi-wretched figure. He had the sase
appearance ard stature of an Arab who had been
caught :n s siight gas expiosion. The figure,
who was presuaably Mr. Mulanda, locked around
and announced in a shrill voice, "Oh, wow, Man'
A party.” He then started to qiggle
viclently.

Herkus then looked straight at the
announcer and becase quiet. He started to
sob. Then he cried, "Oh, Maggie, you've come
back to ee,* before collapsing to the
thunderous applause of the audience

lartok could stand 1t no more. He rushed
outside, and then he rushed back in because he
did not like 1t outside, eirther. The only
probles with this 1s that he rushed inte a
different “"inside® than he had expected. It
looked as 1f one of the most unearthly parties
ot all tise was going on. Dressed,
halt-dressed and non-dressed foras of life were
treely mingling.

Out of the crowd stusbled a dark-haired,
light-skinned woman who appeared to be looking
for someone. She walked up to Zartok and said,
“On Mark, I've cose back." She stepped back
and sai¢  "Oh, wow, Man' You've had a haircut,
and then giggied violently.

by jeff rhoads

TIME *%

The trees are covered lightiy
Mith an early frost 1n tall,

Rs | walk down & aconiit trail,
k to

yelps a wmild call,

RCross the frc2en pond | see
h never-ending sky,

for precious tise with nature
Net the richest aman can buy.

by allyson brink



TIMOTHY k%

Twiiight brought sleep to the prairie,
leaving just enough stars to lead the chorus of
crickets and to whitewash the swaying grass.
The sun had already melted into a flame-colored
pool on the western skylne, but 1 was still
wide awake, listening. Ole Jack lay on guard
beside me on the porch steps of our old stone
house, content to keep watch over the grassland
and nearby railroad tracks.

- Abruptly, the grizzled dog stiffened and
roused me with a threatening growl. [ hadn't
heard any unusual sound, but I trusted Old Jack

= te the growing darkness on
use. As | stepped inta the
Yol slight

"My hose 15 in lowa,” he began. *T had
three brothers and one sister, but I was the
oldest. We got along pretty well until hard
times hit my folks, 1 had to look for work,
but you know haw hard 1t 15 for a boy to find a
job these days.

*One night I case hose fros an unlucky day
of job hunting to find our house in flases. |
tried to save them, but the only thing I
managed to do was hurt ay leg. My family 1s
qane now....

*] guess my brothers and sister had been
left aione 1n the Fitchen, when the old cock
stove clogged and exploded. My parents were
found fh the next room.”

*And now you're an orphan?” sy ecther
asked, not knowing what else to say. The boy
nodded sleepily.

*1'il set up the cot on the back porch and
get sose blankets,” I offered. The boy grinned
weakly through a sooty face and followed e to
the porch I had been reclining on a short while

ago.
Cur guest was awake before anyone else in

our family the next morning. Mom glanced out
of the kitchen mindow at dawn to see the boy

 unexpectedly clearing away brush and tree

branches froa the yard.
’N@ boy' fou don’t have to do that'®
‘cried out the window. “Come 1n and have
et

G

obliged, as all who were cosmanded Oy

ol
© ay aother were coapelled to do. 1 knew ¢rom

perience what vitality wa ontained witnin

nat authority was
sunken-eyed tace.

st of the family soon arrived for
Enjoying the cool morning before 2
we bantered back and forth.

your  name’"  Adelaide, sy
~ sister, inquired upon
the stranger. She seemed
- was Tiacthy, for Adelaide
chatr closer for inspection.

“

1 thing that 1 could do
so  kind,* Tisothy
shake her head, but
! tioned the

trom our fare.

*Fire. Wherever | go, fire,” Timathy
gasped. | suadenly realized that he associated
this threat with the fire that had killed his
famly and crippled his leg.

The blaze was soving toward our house,
aided by a dry wind that had parched Southern
California for the entire month of July. 1
roused myself and dashed for the safety of the
stone house.

‘Prairie fire' [Dad' Come gquick'* I
shouted. Adelaide, my mother, and Dad dropped
their various chores and converged on the front
yard. We could see it clearly now, a long line
of death preceded by black clouds.

At a look from sy parents, I ran for the
barn. #What else could we do but free the
anigals? The fire was eating 1ts way closer
through the foliage, only somentarily diverted
by North Spring Creek.

When 1 dashed back fros the stables, sy
famly was already preparing to fight the blaze
with their own weapons. Desperately, we beat
the fire with Moa's rugs, wedding presents froa
her parents. it seesed that we would all ve
engul fed.

Finaliy, we accepted defeat.

*Henry, we aren’t stopping it. Let's

Lad hung his head. We jusped, bareback on
the three horses we could catch. Timothy
hesitated.

*Cose along, boy,* Dad said gently.
*There’s nothing we can do."

Timcthy 1gnored his. I believe he heard
the ghost voices of his famly, saw their faces
in the saeoke. Before we could move, he lisped
into the circle formed now by the wild fire.
His shovel was useless against the fury of the
flases, but he continued to beat the ground
wildly.

'Why did [ survive? Timothy shouted.
His cries were mixed with sobs.

The great tire soon burned out, as they
usually have a way ot doing. We despondently
returned to our stone house that evening.
Amazingly, the home still stood, the white
stone smirched. Even though Mom had always
been a spotlesss housekeeper, she joined us
first in the field beyond the zow pen. Timothy
wasn’'t there, of course, but we circled a
dropped shovel silently.

*You saved your famly, Timothy,” ey
mother whispered to the air, as the breeze
caressed her sharp tface and tugged at her
bonnet. The dying sun stained the clouds red
above the grassland as 1t fipally began to
rain.

by cathy mergle
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STAKE-OUT ON SHEPARD ROAD &%

It was 5:30 on a rainy Thursday wmorning.

1ng at the address upside down.
I had been sitting in sy 1973 Ford Maverick looking

the address on. “This says léll, not 1191,

since 3:30 the previous afternoon.

I was waiting for my sain suspect, a Mr.

Jonathan Q. Rhoads, to eeerge from his place of
residence at 1611 Shepard Noad. 1 had been
there tor almost fourteen hours and I was not

1n the test ot spirits,

The hairs on the back of my neck had been

standing at attention for the past five hours.

That, aiong with a brick in the pit of sy

stomach, told ae that something was not right.
I just wished that | could figure out what.

! clisbed out of the Maverick and rattied

the door shut behind ae. 1 pulied up the

collar of my dry-cieanable-only, non-waterproot
Fendieton wool blazer, and scrunched ay neck

down with sguinted eyes, trying to avoid the

torrents of rainwater bombarding me from the
sky. 1 jogged down the asphalt-paved river
toward a nearby Stop-n-Go 1in search of a pay
phone. It was during this little jaunt that I
was notified oy my squishing left sock that the
sole of sy shoe nad coee off,

I reached the Stop-n-6o, hoping for a dry
phone booth to duck into, but tate was not with
me on this particular caper. Instead, I tound
the phone jutting out troe the store’s exterior
wall, conveniently located beneath a rain
gutter.

*Supermsan wouid really be ticked ot 14 he
had to change in one of these babies,” I
suttered to syself as I p:lfered my pockets for
a quarter. No such luck.

1 entered the Stop-n-6o and attespted
unsuccessfully to stomp syseif dry. 1 asked
the attendant for a ten, a five, four ones and

four quarters as 1 plopped a soggy twenty
dollar bill on the counter.

*We can’t give change for a twenty after
10:00 p. =, the sleepy and irritable
shopkeeper notitied me.

1 tried toc explain that S5:40 in the
sorning comes before 10:00 1n the evening but
his only reply was, “Rules is rules.”

1 splashed over toward the candy section
and, amid the “Return of the Jed1* and “"Dukes
of Hazzard® bubble gua cards, I sanaged to find
a roll of Certs.

\ 1 then placed the Certs on the counter

alongside the soggy twenty and noted with &
great deal of satisfaction that 1 had cleaned
his out changewise as he glared at me through
his greasy bifocals.

| waded out against the current, and
placed a phone call to my overpaid, gua-chewing
secretary who was waiting by the phone at tise
and a half overtise.

1 explained the night’s events and told
her about my gut feeling that something was
wrong about @y surveillance of Jonathan @.
Rhoads's place of residencei but, as of yet, I
had not determined what.

*| don’ know what to tell ya. One
thousand, ane hundred an’ ninty-one 15 the
place,” she said, seacking into the phone.

*Flip 1t over,” she said witn & pop of ner

que,

1 +lipped the paper over as she had
instructed and discovered that 1 had been

FUN WITH RALPH AND CLARK

There comes a time i1n every young buck’'s
life when he has to face the challenge of
panhood and do guy stuff: gaing to play golf,
whether you know which end of the club to hold
or not, lasing your paycheck shooting craps,
getting drunk, and sleeping on a porch of
unknown ownership, fun stuft like that.

1 worked at a church casp tn the hill
country as Assistant Caretaker this sumser and
two of my closer friends were a Mexican guy
named Ralph Aguilar and a tali blonde quy nased
Clarke. Well, I gave them a ride back up to
casp after a three- day break for the last
session. When I got there, | found a letter
waiting for me from our gorgeaous Arts and
Cratts Director’s parents answering my letter
requesting her hand in sarriage. They answered
1n the negative, wanting her, as a commercial
artist, to support thes in their early
retireaent.

This was a blow to me, so these two
counselors tried to cheer me up by asking me to
go into town with thea in my car. So we drove
to the nearest town, Comfort,Texas. Now, when I
say "town®, I mean 1t had two gas stations,

We dissounted from my Chevette and entered
a dark, deserted bar. “Wow," I thought, °I get
to do real guy stuff at a real life bar. This
place had two pool tables and a scarred juke
box. We went up to the bar and the Qquys
ordered beers, using their untucked shirttails
to twist off the bottle caps. | came up and
asked the old lady, *Ya’ll got a 7-Up or
somethin’ back there?" She handed ae a can,
and after struggling with the pop tab, I
tripped over to a corner table by the pool
table, and the lady rejoined her husband at
their barside table.

Nith the five of us, the fun was only
beginning.  Ralph went over to the juke box

o
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.
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i stared at the paper in 3y hand, cruspled
1t, and eage verpal reference to the sale
offspring of an unmarried woman. I was
unhappy. tou would have Deen o0, 1 you had
,ust spent fourteen hours staking out an

abandoned Woolco.

by frank hopkins

18 0 8

and Western, ang put in a few quarters so we
could hear all the classics.

So there I was, listening to sanly susic,
drinking ay 7-Up, and watching the quys play
pocl. Then I got a turn to lose at eight-bail
versus Clarke. He even let aee break, and the
cue ball didn’t even reach the triangle order
of balls at the ather end of the table. After
he stopped laughing, he beat ae in two or three
turns, but 1 was at a disadvantage. My
handicap was Ralph’s iartating Hank Williae
Jr.’s voice coming out of the juke box. It’s
hard to shoct while you're laughing at a friend
cocking an eyebrow and drawling, *It’s just a
tamly tradition.”

After a second round (real een always
order a second round), we waved to the old
couple and lett.

hs we reached the car, | thought about the
possibility of being a folk hero and said, *You
know, we're the kind of people who come 1into
town and atter we're gane, they talk about us
for week:..®

kalph said, "Yeah, they’il probably tell
everyone about the long-haired, skinny geek who
sat 1n the corner, drinking 7-Up and couldn’t
shoot pool."

And Clarke said, “Yeah, and they’ll
probably brag, 'Hey, we had a Mexican in here
today' He listened to Country music--1 didn’t
know they liked that.’*

And so we went driving off into the
sunset, sere legends--Ralph reading the sports
page, stretched across the back seat, Clarke
singing to himself, and me 1n my natural
position asleep at the wheel,

by tony

which he saw had both types of music: Country

goddard

% *Nait a mnute,” | aursured into the phone

i as | dﬁq out the siip of paper she had written



THE STRANGER %

The snow was talling on our small town.
It 1ay like a thick blanket, covering our
town’s true appearance. 1 knew Christmas had
surely come; tfie store windows were ail aglow
with lights, and people were running about to
buy last minute qifts. That 1s why the
stranger went unnoticed by thea.

This stranger was not properly dressed for
the winter months. His face was unshaven and
his hair was uncombed. 1 could not help but
stare. His eyes searched the crowds as 1f
someone should know him. His face was saddened
and his eyes filled with tears. | wondered
what had moved him so.

The stranger began to walk down the
street. 1 followed. In only a few minutes we
cate to the church. 1 amust say in all
earnestness that our town church 1s indeed the
prettiest 1n the county. Our pews are
cushioned, the lawns are always trimsed, and
our pastor preaches loudly. The stranger
entered. A smile crossed his tace when the
pastor walked by his. The pastor said
nothing. The stranger followed the pastor into
the sanctuary. The pastor said with a glance,
“l 0o not have: the time now for private
prayer. Flease cose back on Sunday.*

The stranger’s eyes fi1lled with tears and
his shoulders hung. My heart seesed to stop
beating for that brief moment of rejection.

the church,
el ave died. He plodded along the
sidenaik with his head hanging low.

As we walked, we came to Maggie’s house,
before I go on, let me tell you about Maggie.
She was poor and had no family. She was barn
in thic town and she grew old in this town.
Maggie resained an unrecognized and 1solated
citizen, although she was tolerated by the

people. Every Sunday she was seen walking
alone to church. She came singing and went
singing. There was no one in our town who
possessed a happier spirit. 1 could not
understand Maggie, for with all the hardships
and hurts she had suffered, she always came
back with a song.

When the stranger went to the door of her
seall house, I wanted to speak out, "Don’t go
in'*  but something told me not to say
anything. He knocked on Maggie’s door and
right away 1t fiew open 1nvitingly. She
welcomed him i1n, and the door closed. [ was
overcome with curiosity and went to a window.
This is what 1 saw and heard.

The stranger sat in a chair and Maggie was
on her knees at his feet, He had a wollen
blanket around his shoulders and a cup of hot
soup 1n his hands. A fire was blazing and all
looked very wars. Maggie was at his feet
gazing at his face in recognition. “Sir," she
said aeekly, "1s there anything | can do to
make you at home’"

'No, Maggie. You have done all you can
do,” he replied.

Siience filled the roos. Maggie presently
rose to her feet. She left the room and soon
entered again with a pillow, and, placing 1t
behind his head, asked a second time, °“Sir,
what aay | do for you?*

"You have done all you need to do. was
again his reply. Maggie went to the stove and
poured him more soup in a gesture of wanting to
serve. Then she gave him a small glass of wine
as though ta give hia a special honor.
"Naggie, what may I give to you”™ he
respended.

*Sir, you have given se the honor ot being
ay guest.”

Cupping his hands around her face as a
parent would do to comfort a seall child, the
stranger said, "Child, you have clothed me when
I was cold; you have fed se when 1 was hunary.
You only have to ask and | w11l give to you.*

11

‘Master, vou are with se, What sore could

[ ask”

he stranger looked 1intc her eyes ds
though searching her heart. The roos Decase
full of a brilliant light. .The hands of tise

seesed to turn back with a young and radiant
look on Maggre's face. Suddenly the roos was
eapty.

| turned to walk the long pathway hose.
4s | walked, | meditated on the scene. Maggie
was the soseone 1n the town who knew Lhe
stranger.

by nancy hoeper

SPIRITUAL WATERS ***

Thundering waves overtake you.

Cool breezes are felt on your face

Let your trounles tloat with the wind,

To be later sashed into space,

Tranguillity all around you,

Water overtakes you

Nith cale and gentle ease.

Tides pull you froe the beach.

Grasp tne sand to stand your ground

Aliow your aind to wander to 1ts fuliest extent,

Let your thoughts sees heaven sent.

The Gcean 11fts you to the nighest heights,
It makes you feel born again.

Fills you with eternal joy

Keeps you as 1ts long time friend.

I- brings your beating heart upon the world
Nith great voluse for all people to hear 1t
Travel to his greatest creation.

And let 1t enhance your soul and spirit,

by kirk wright

RUN DON'T STOP RUN **%

ALl ay life is the same

Everyday the sase ol’thing

Running and running through the worst of pain
Ruaning and running ay life down the drain,

1< seess nowadays I have no fun

ALl 1 can do 15 run don’t stop run

I wonder sometiees wnat keeps ae running
But what wouid I do 1f I dign’t run’

It 1 didn’t run I don’t know what 1'd do.
Ny whoie werld might ¢ali through.

Yes thic eay very weli be true,

For running and running 1s aill I seea to do
I don’t pelteve ay running will stop

If 1 stop, the competition wan't.

Then running for thea woulg be a joke

Atter all 1’a the one who keeps them on their toes.

For right now I'1] just keep running

Every day the sase al’ tning

Run, don’t stop running

douldn’t 1t just be horrid fun 1f 1 did have”

Aaron FORLAND

by jeff jackson
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MRS. CASE **%x

‘Shut up'* she hollered. She failed to
stop the continuous ausble that filled the
classroom.  Ms. Case sat with her bony, rec
*r#’,!litlwul\erpllns. A few clumps ot
!mr ‘dangled 1n her eyes, making thea seealngly
: um_s&h. Her scrawny knees were ‘tightly
e :luchld, her feet spread apart.” Every nerve

£ st 1n her W was frazzied; every muscle tensed.
PE=B
not the first outburst of this

d been our second grade phonics
periadically gone beyond the

ﬁh passion.

G \_nl‘s‘ a reflection of

~ Tomey Leakalot was by far the most

ortunate object of Ms. Case's cruelty.

It was right after recess and Ms. Lase had
just begun lecturing. Toamy had forgotten to
go to the boys' roos at lunch. When he ceuld
wait a mnute longer, he dared to interrupt
Case and raised hic hand.

ore 1 cut 1t off'" Tomay

distressed but obediently
‘hand. The next five minutes he
over 1In his desk until he could
her second, Uneasily, he raised
into the air,

v he pleaded. His
tilled his eyes.

STOP

All the
not nave heiped
ds, Tommy’s desk had

¥s. Case threw open the closet door and
frantically began randoaly throwing objects
sside to uncover something at the bottoe of the
closet. She oragged out an object with a
leather handle attached to it. it was a
splintered wooden crate. The crate was filled
with a heaping piie of fierce, sharp white
rocks. Just looking at the horripie IDittle
th:ngs brought terrible thoughts to your aind.

“Roll up your pants, Tomay™ Tomsy got
down on one knee and cried as he rolied up one
pants’ leg, then the other. There was &
Zand-A1d on his lett knee.

“Take off the Band-fud," cossanded Ms.

Case.

After the Band-Aid was oft ang fi1s pants
were rolled up, Ms. Case orgered, “kneel'®

Toamy steod stiil, stupified with horror at
what he was about to do to himseif.

"Flease, Ms. Case'”

She slapped her hand against the backs of
nic locked knees, knocking his support out from
under him. His bare knees, ane already badly
skinned, ssashed down on the jagged rocks,
drawing bioocd frce both knees. Tommy let out a
shriil screas. He cried continually, gasping
tor air between wails.

No, today’'s outburst had not been the
tirst, nor the worst. FPandemoniua continued as
though Ms. Case did not exist.

*Shut up'* she repeated.

“Shut...." She grasped her throat, making
a qurgling notse. She gasped and wheased. No
one made an attespt to help her. We lcoved on
as she fell to the qround. Her iang fingers
dug deeper into her throat ac she grasped
tighter and tighter. Gradually, her sovesents
clowed. The gagging ceased. Her eyes became
wider and wider until they troze and glazed
gver. Her grip lcosened and the color taded
trom her tace.

by charles madere
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