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The Eternal Soul

Alex Rowland

Here, once again, I wait in the
womb of an expectant mother,
vondenni what I will be and what
horrible death will befall me in this
life. 1 have hved hundreds of lives,
all of which have ended the same,
by the hand of the one that walks
on two, the one who has raped the
mother of her resources and

lluted her air, the one who kills
or pleasure instead ol survival
Since the time is short before my
life begins, I will only tell you a
few of my past sagas.

MAY, 1985

DOUGLAS MAC ARTHUR HIGH SCHOOL

It was a cool, crisp day when 1
emerged [rom the womb of a
Kodiac bear I grew strong and
fast and spent my youth playing in
tall grass and learning the ways of
the wild from my mother My days
of youth had treated me m‘li By
my second year of lile, I stood two
feel shy of my nine foot peak One
warm, sunny morning | walked the
forest [loors, [arther than 1 had
ventured in all my days I had
been stalking a ring -tailed cat but I
seemed to have lost my way The
dark forest looked the same in all
directions I chose a well-worn
ath and started to follow it
Suddenly, 1 heard a snap and felt
the cold steel of a large trap hite
deeply into my nght front paw,
nearly severing it MJV an began
to spout precious re lood and
slowly but surely I lost
consclousness When I awoke, I
attempted to stand, but somethin
held me tight to the earth I hear
drunken shouts and laughter Then

I felt the sharp blow of a boot hit
my side

~

"He sure 1s a big one, ain’t he
Hank?"

"Yeah, his hide will go for a
lot after we're through with him*

Once again laughter filled my
ears and 1 began to feel 1ll when I
overheard them talking about the
dog lights

Early the next morning I was
taken to a type of arena where I
was held fast by a rope staked deep

into the earth. The cries of angry
dogs filled my head with fear he
seats 1n the arena began to fill up
and my eyes began to weep from
the foggy clouds of cigar smoke
could ’}war the evil ones placing
bets and their sick jokes filled my
heart with rage. The dogs were sel
loose and 1 was to defend my
precious life against the iron jaws
of the maddened dogs 1 fought
savagely, using all the methods my
mother had taught me when I was a
cub. As for ﬁ]e dogs, they were
either knocked senseless or had
their skulls crushed hke grapes

Continued on page 2
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After their  cruel form ol
amusement, the evil ones took me
away and | was placed in an old
rusty cage where | was to remain
all night The next morning | was
once again taken to the arena The
crowds rushed in, there were twice
as many Keoplt- as the previous day
I was their main attraction, the
entire town desired to see my
death. 1 was sel 100se In the arena
wondering what would become of
me when I heard a stamp of hool
beats quickly followed by a hard
blow to my side The crowd roared
with excitement Facing me was a

devilish looking bull named the
Exterminator The bull surged
forward as | reared up on my hind
legs. I was struck with an
incredible force which threw my
body against a wall When |

awoke, a haunting sight stared me
face to face, 1t was an evil one with
a wide grnin on his [ace He
approached me. Unable to move, |
walched him pull out his cold steel
and move toward my throat A
surge of warm Dblood flowed
continually to the ground as | lost
CONSCIOUSNess

It was a warm, sunny day in
the month of August It was our
first day out of our small haven in
the side of the mountain  There
were four of us. my sister Tia, my
brother Hwhn was blind), our mother
k‘ full blooded red fox), and mysell

y sister and [ loved to play along
the nverside testing our hunting
abilities on [rogs and small reptiles
My bhnd brother always su.{‘cd
around the home with my mother
close by his side One day my
sister and [ found a small farm
house ncar the highway  Behind

the house we discovered a chicken
coop, and, hungry as we were, we
decided Lo take a closer look  Tia
was the more curious one, so alter
a short period of digging, she was
in; the chickens were making loud
cries during the whole affair Tia,
who was most greedy, wenl alter

the biggest hen she could Tind
Sudden there was a loud Dblast
which had never heard before

uickly, ax if out of nowhere, a
Quun yﬁo was closing 1n fast Tia
ad lost her way and couldn’t get
oul 1 reahzed that af [ desired to
live any longer, 1 must [lee as

running as fast as she could. Our
blind brother was most confused, he
ran in the direchon in which he
thought his mother had gone. In
my [light home I passed my mother
and did not stop, nor did she
When [ reached our den, I went in
and curled up where my mother
used to nurse us. Early the next
mornlnﬁ I realized 1 was alone
Quite hungry, I searched for any
type of food within mf reach The
mountain was full of all varieties of
berries. For the next week I stayed
close to the home, [eeding on small
rodents and berries Something In
me told me that no one was coming
back. The warm weather passed by
fast and cold northern winds were
beginning to blow 1n The first
snow had fallen and buried almost
everything in sight It was a new
world to me and everything looked
different [ enjoyed playing in this
new substance all that day  The

next morning | was famished, |
searched all day but found nolhlnﬁ
except occasional tracks of sma

mice, although | never saw one [t
had almost been three days since |

had last eaten | realized where |
had to go but the thought was
[nightening There was no
alternative, so earl the next
morning set out for the farm
house It

was a ray, cold day
There was no sign o |.(o anywhere
I didn’t even see or hear one bird
the entire trip to the farmhouse
When | was close to the chicken
coop, | became extremely frightened
of what might happen, but [ had to
do it 1 was in and out so [fast
nothing could have stopped me As

was running lhmugL the yard
something caught my attention that
stopped me in my tracks  There

were two pelts that looked famihar
When | reahized what and whose
they were, | dropped the hen | was
carrying and ran for it | heard a
loud blast and a throbbing pain shot
from my hindquarters o my back
As | lay there awaiting my fale, a
large black dog charged forward to
grasp my neck and shake the hfe
out of me

The time of my birth 15 coming
quickly, so I will tell you about one
of the shortest and cruclest hves |
lived

I was born in a barnyard hay
loft with nine other kittens  Our
mother kept us i1n a small, dark
corner of the hay loft.  After we
finished nursing, our mother began
to bring us mangy gray rats which
were most unappetizing 1 couldn’t
stand the sight of another rat but
our mother made us promise t{o
stay in the loft. Later that week
my mother went out looking for
more  rats This was my
opportunity to gel some real food,
so as soon as she was out of sight
I climbed down the loft an
wandered around the barnyard |
smelled something that made m
hair stand on end and my stumac[‘;
ery for food [t seemed to be
coming from the house across the
old dusty road I made my way to
the front steps and crawled through
a small hole in the screen There it
was, a golden brown turkey
waiting for my large appetite!
umped on the table and began my
}oast, when T heard an  angry
scream and some object hit me in
the side of the head | ran as fast
as | could toward the hayloft as the
heavy lootsteps closed in | made
it | was joined by my brothers and
sisters, saiu- al last, or so | thought
We heard a large bang and a door

swung open, we were quickly
spottted and thrown into a large
corn bag Everything was black, but

as far as | could tell we seemed to
be 1in a car or truck We heard the
sound ol water getting closer and
closer The bag we were in had a
small hole i it and [ quickly tnied
lo get out 1 poked my head out,
only to have 1t srnnshwf back in by
large hand Everything seemed to
be spinning We livw up as high as
the 'nnls, only to come down 1n the

rapid waters of a rushing niver  All
I can remember s that it was
extremely cold

My new hfe 15 about to begin
for | can feel and smell fresh air
surrounding me  Bright hghtls are
blinding me, but | can hear cheers
and hollers in a deep murmer, "IU's
a boy"

quickly as the wind My mother,
who had heard the blast, came
-e O
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The Babysitter

Michelle Powell

"Hi, I'm Michelle. I'm going to
be your babysitter tonight. 'l“nus

begins another round of the vicious

g’ce that makes up the hie of The
abysitter

Babysitting - the word brings
fear and anxiety to the heart of
everz teenager acquainted with this
thankless task. And babysitting 1s
a necessity to those desperate [or
funds, those considered adults when
it comes to movie theatres and
other profit seeking organisations
but not yet old enough for a rea

job.

~ The trouble usually begins the
minute you get to the door of the
house where {ou are to babysit
The mother yells over the chaos of
numerous screamin banshees,
"Three other families’ children are
staying here tonight You don't
mind, do you?  Of course you
mind, but, before you have the time
to tell her, you are swept into the
house by the frensied mob.

When you [inally succeed 1D
untangling = yoursell [rom the
children’s  grasp, the  mother
bombards you with rules Little
Jonnie goes to bed at 7:30. . . Under
no circumstances 1s Matildie to
have her [riend over Billie Lou
absolutely must brush her tm‘}h
Mickey must Tammy can't
The list 1s endless Fortf—hve
minutes later the parents [inally
stumble out the door shooting
apologetic glances back at f’ou a8
they leave and you sre left slone to
cope with the horde

Before leaving, the mother
informed you that s little later the
kids could have dessert The
roblem is that the children heard
ger too. The minute their parents
are out of sight and mind, they
begin clamoring for a popsicle.
You decide to comply with their
wishes with the idea that it will
keep them occupied and happy but
oh, how wrong you are! obby
can’t have chocolate - he's allergic
to it. Janie doesn't like vanilla and,
a8 Jimmie puts it, "Mommy always
lets me have two" By the time

STACEY

Hallie Jo Smith

The sun came shining through
the stupid blinds next to my bed
and straight into my face. {Vend
how it always hits me directl
where it bothers me the most. O
well, it serves as a good wake-up
call. 600 am, I can’t believe I'm
finslly going to make it to school
on time. Lying there feeling really
good, I looked over the mums, pics
and flowers on my wall that I ha
received so far. The big black "R*
was looking better than ever, or at
least better than it did on the
Ridgevill High School wall. Stacey,
I, and s couple of guys stole our
lefters from the _ school our
sophomore year. That was the
most ln‘htemni but  totally
hilarious thing we had done.

Stacey is my best friend. She
has been ever since I started high
school. People always told us we
wouldn’t be able to stand each other
by our senior year, but we made it.

e also are gom* to room

together next year at Texas. Sure,
we have arguments, but we usually
end up lasughing st ourselves for
being so dumb. Except for
yesterday’s disagreement, i[ you
want to call it just that I'm sure
ou get the picture. Stacey is very
orcelul when she’s trying to make
2 point. Her green eyes widen and
turn a shade lighter to grey. Even
though Stacey is my height, she
slways seems to look over  and
intimidate me.  She has blonde
short straight hair, like mine. In so
many ways we are alike, but the
differences we do have can always
help distinguish us. For instance,
how Stacey always eats and drinks
whatever you put in her face. She
isn’t close to being chubby, though.
I pick through all my food, smelling
everything.

We always have a date on the
weekends and always double
Tonight we're gonnﬁ out with Kyle
Perks and Jeff Hall. Every girl in
school is envious of us. Kind of
dumb, right?

Today will be great! I can tell
It i1s Friday, a "blow off® day at
school, and today Stacey and I are

going out to lunch with the dance
team to receive awards for
"excellent® dancers We were voted
on by the entire student body It is
really s bl% honor. We couldn’t
believe it, but the most exciting
thing ever was that last night my
parents gave me a carll Can you
guess i1t would be exactly what I
wanted, a navy Mercedes
convertible with a tan top. Stacey
will just die, like I did It 15 the
reatest thing my parents could do
or me. y parents and Stace

knew how much I wanted one. Il
even bet Stacey knew all about it
too. | dreamed all night about the
things I'd be doing in MY car. I
have tons of things for Stacey and

me to do I'm finally free of my
mother's ragged-out station wagon.
You can't geﬁieve how much I am
looking forward to driving to school

this morning.

everyone has 8 poﬁsncle, Baby Amy
has spit hers up all over a horrified
Billie Lou who drops over into a
dead faint on top of Tammy.
Tammy drops her popsicle onto the
head of an unsuspecting Becky who
mashes her chocolate popsicle into
the white shag carpet. he other
children realise this 18 an opportune
ume 'O 3annOoy Yyou so  they
raise their voices to join witn the
the chorus of sobs already
resounding through the house

When the screaming throng is
finally pacified, it 18 bedtime,
Every child without exception
insists that his mother lets him
stay up as lale as he wants, but
finally they succumb and all of
them are tucked into bed.

After a couple of hours of
relative Ke:ce and quiet, the parents
arrive. smiling mother cheerfully
ﬁressed a one dollar bill into your

and. “Thanks so much for sitting.
Can you come again next Friday?*

“Fine, just fine," you say,
[orclnﬁ a smile as you walk out
e peaceful night

into t

ST

It's 230 p.m. and I haven't seen
Stacey all day. I thought about
calling her at lunch because
receiving that award just wasn't as
reat without her and I couldn’t
igure out why she wouldn’t show
up at school when she knew what
lunch was today Then I
remembered how sick she felt
yesterday. I think that's why she
was so edgy when we had our
argument; she didn’t even call me
last night so we haven’t apologised
to each other I'm trying to forget
about her not being here today but
something tells me to be worried.

It's just not like Stacey to sct this
way, not to call or anything. She
never holds a grudge. [ wonder if I
was too cruel yesterday. I couldn’t
believe some of the things she said
to me. The bell for next period is
about to ring. I've [inally decided
Just to go by her house as a
surprise with & pint of Haagen—dass
chocolate mint (her favorite) and
my new car to brighten her day. I
hope she’s not still mad at me.

Continued on page 7 @
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The Waiting
by Michelle Cook

Underneath the ancient live
trees he sat playing '(12;:
harmonica sang in & slow, mournful
tune while the cool evening breese
whispered through the summer
leaves. It was time to move on
again. Another town, maybe a job
It was hard to say with these
hePI;b i S:mﬁ:lmea they accepted

r
didn't o iiter, sometimes they
kept trying

He was young for a drifte
gnly 20 years.old,sbnt he had th:
'nuard and wisened look that came
rom the troubles and loneliness of
many years. The knapsack he
carried on his travels was worn and

usty and i
belozgings. carried only a few

He stood up and dusted hi

o_lg, placing his harmonica i::l:‘:e la'
Side pocket of the knapsack. The
:un was beginning to set behind the
rees and he had to find a place to
sleep for the night It was going to
e a long, hard one — he hadn't
n able to find a job in the small
town and so walked a little over
hlob miles into the countryside to
K:r aps be hired by some farmer to

bi‘lpo;ligl‘:o?ily chores or be given a

neither.

"There’s only one thing worse
than not working® he thought
wryly to himself, "and that’s not
eating"”

to eat, and had found

Walking eastward, his eyes
seanned the land around him,
hoping to spot some flickering hﬁ:"
of a 5iam farmhouse amon e

'n to stay

\ =
e

the night in.

e

As f 5 in ; answer htg hi:
hts, the trees I an
:liou of him could b:‘aeen the

warm glow of a lighted home. The
drifter quickened his pace and
reached ‘tlhe back ‘dml)r just as :Re
I entire over e
;‘:)nriw:.lpﬁeedvondegedy uneasily how
stranger who knocked on their door
seeking refuge from the night, and

hesitated a moment before knocking
three times.

Nothing. No sound came from
within the well-lit house.  The
young man placed one hand in the
pocket of his dirty jeans and shifted
slightly. Maybe no one was home.
It seemed strange to him that all of
the lights wouid be left on in an
empty house. He pulled his hand
out of his pocket and knocked once
again, louder this time As he turned
to leave, the opening of the door
startled him, a sudden movement
which interrupted the peace and
qgnzlnen of the house and the
night.

*"What do you want?® a quiet
voice asked of the stranger.
vague, suspicious [ace appeared
through the crack in the door.

The stranger took s moment to
assess the situation and said, “I
need a place to stay for the night.
I can work for jou il you'd like, in

payment, and. . |

*We don’t need anybody here®
The door had opened a bit more
and by the filtered hght, the drifter
could see that the person he sEoke
to was 2 girl, no more than 16 or
17. He chuckled to himsell as he
thought of how off-guard he had
been taken at firsi, by no more
than a kid.

he just kept playing and

these people might accept 2

*"Well, maybe I should speak fo
your d:dtfy about that, since he is
the owner of the house. He
sround?” he drawled as he lesned
casually against the doorpost

“Maybe he is, maybe he sin't.
Besides, | say what goes on around
here. Now you get"

The girl was lr{ing desperatel
to appear confident and unafraid,
and for an instant the drifter felt
sorry for her.

Patiently he said, "I lour
daddy isn’t here, let me speak to
your momms, or whoever's older
than you"

"Mister, I'm telling you - we
don’t need anybody here and if you
don’'t get soon, I'm going to have

to.

There was an imperceptible
sound from within the house and
the girl jerked her head back, to
look fearfully over her shoulder
Suddenly the door was slammed
shut and the drifter heard the sound
of running feet. The girl left the
drifter without even a glance back

The man sighed and prepared
to knock again, then thougg)t better
of it. He sat down on the doorstep,
took a cigarette out of his knapsack
and found a match to light it with
He looked the cigarette over,
turning it idly between his fingers
t was his last smoke, and probably
would be for a while

_ Lighting it, he stared into the
distance.

An hour passed The house
stood quiet and still The drifter
waited, for what he did not know
The house waited as if some long,
hard struggle within was about to
be relinquished. The cigarette had
already long since burned out, its
bright red glow fading into the
darkness. He pulled himsell closer
to the house, wondering why he
stayed. He told himsell 1t was the
night that kept him there

A sudden click made the drifter
jump as the door opened softly It
was the girl again

)
*Come 1n please. He wants to
gee you" she said in a quiet voice.

Good, he thought as he pulled
himself up, now we're getting
somewhere. Her f[ather's probably
changed his mind and decided to
ive me s job. He picked up his
En:psack and followed the girl into
what was a dining room with 2
linoleum floor and s small table and
chairs. The house had a certsin
loneliness about it

He looked at the girl. He had
been right, she was about
seventeen. Long, straight brown
hair fell to the middle of her back
and bright, piercing green eyes
inspected him with 2 mixture of
worry and curiosity. She had been

erying
The girl turned and beckoned

a

7him to follow her.  The drifter
shifted his knapsack to his other
shoulder and walked quietly behind
her through a hall until they
reached the foot of a staircase

The waiting was zlmost over

“He's uK those stairs” she said
turning to him with a strange, sad
look

*"Thank you kindly, ma'am”
The drifter smiled an open, friendly
smile

He was beginning to like this
irl despite :ﬁ her strangeness.
aybe after talking with her daddy,

he’'d have a chance to talk.

*What's your name?" she
demanded in s quiet voice,
interrupting his thoughts.

*Frank " he rephed

*Now it's Matthew " She
turned before he could say another
word and led him up to a darkened
room. A slight uneasiness settled
over him. A musty smell met him
as he entered the room and his
eyes adjusted to the darkness. Only
the light of the moon filtered
through wispy curtains, as they
[luttered in the soft summer breese
like ghostly figures in the night

The girl had walked over to 2
large, [our-poster bed and was
sitting down in a chair pulled up to
the side of 1t. Her hand reached
out to caress the forehead of a
frail, white Ngure

*Melanie?® came the rasping
voice of a dying man

"*Yes, father?™ she rephed
softly

"Has he come?"
"Yes, father, he has*

*"Then bring him here so I can
look at him*

The power behind those words
sent a chﬁl down Frank’s back as an
image of the man as he once must
have been, powerful and strong
flashed through his mind The girl
led him by the hand to the side ol
the old man’s bed

Tired, aging eyes took 1n
Frank'’s image as 3 smile crept onto
the pale face.

*Maithew, my son, you've come
back. | knew you would I always
told Melanie that I'd see you again
before I meti the Lord® The old
man laughed, but began to cough
spasmodically The girl made a
move to help him, but the man
waved her away He reached for
Frank’s trembling hand and took 1t
in hig [t felt as cold as stone.




Lies I Told My Little Sister

by Hoa Phouvanh

Being older gave me the edge
she thought I knew everything {
must confess that years ago, I told
my little sister, (‘,herr'y, she'd been
born with a tail five [eet long and
that they had to cut it off before
Mommy would take her home from
the baby shop. 1 feel very bad now
about “the multitude of such
fabrications that I heaped like so
much aging compost upon Cherry's
eager and open little mind. I admit
that I should have resisted
temptation, but Cherry always
believed me

After all, I was the one who
had taught her how to tie her
shoes, how to drink water while she
stood on her head, and how to feed
her chicken to the dog under the
table. She learned from me that
Grandpa took his eyeballs out at
night before going to bed, and
there's been no disputing the truth
of that, improbable as it sounded

So when I said that I'd heard
Mom and Dad saying that they
were going to send her to reform
school in Africa, Cherry had no
reason to doubt my word She even
bought the story that the vacuum
cleaner would suck her up when I
chased her with it

1 would say to her that
sometimes Daddy and Mommy
animals ate their babies when they
didn't lLike them anymore  She'd
nw, "they do not. | would say,
*"Well, if you don’t believe me, go
ask  Daddy* Daddy was the
Ultimate Source.

I told her that she was adopted.
I think telling your little sister that
she i1s adopted ‘is the very standard
of learning to le.

I would usually comment that
Dad let me drive his car when
went for rides with him alone, and
after Cherry went to bed, Mom let
me have all the ice cream and
candy that I wanted

Cherry would scream,"They do
not!"

I would say"Oh yes they do,

because I'm their favorite® And she
would say she was going to ask
Mom. I told her if she asked Mom
alter 1 told her and Mom had
ordered me not td, then she might
as well forget about coming with
me to the ice cream store
tomorrow

This tactic was designed to
strike horror into her very soul
She would have been wanting to go
to the ice cream store and
anywhere with me That's why she
promised me not to ask Mom

As the years flew by, Cherry
rew wise to my tactics She even
earned how to turn them on me
We hardly have time [or each other
now, but we're still as close as back
then. Sometimes late at night m
conscience weighs heavily as | thin
of the old times. Then a big smile
appears when I think of how she
managed lo get even
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Forever Friends

Karen Helmers

I am a small toy horse. When
I was younger, I lived in a toy
store. One day, a very small girl
and her parents came into the store
The girl came right to me and
climbed on my bac I had wheels
iIn my hooves, and she rode me all
around the store When she
stolfped, she climbed off and her
father picked me up and carried me
to the front of the store. He paid
for me, and then carried me out to
the car. The girl climbed in first,
and her father put me down on her
lap. T suppose I would have been
alraid on my ride home, but the girl
held me so tightly and talked so
gently that I knew T was safe

_ The car finally stopped, and the
glrl got out and carried me into the
ouse. It was very late, so as soon
as we got inside, she began to get
rezdz for bed. She found a small
blanket and laid it over my back. I
stayed by her bed all night I felt
so lucky, and I knew I loved this
little girl. T was very, very happy.

~ From that day on, we were
inseparable Wherever she went, |
went. Whether it was riding around
the patio or under the kitchen table
and around chairs, we were
together. Sometimes, on cold night,
she would even take me into her
bed and tuck the blankets around
me so that I would be warm. Then
she would kiss the blaze on my face
and tell me to "sleep tight". “hese
were the best times.

We were happy together for a
long time, but one rainy day, while
we were scooting around the house,
one of my wheels fell out and we
toppled over. The little girl had
scrapes and bruises, but she cried
because [ had been crippled. blnl:{

couldn’t even stand, much lv:és let
the little girl ride on me  She
seldlom left my side; and, even
though 1 knew that things would
never be the same, 1 was happy.

Soon after our accident, the girl
began going to school.  She was
one for wﬁat scemed like forever,
ut the minute she returned home,

she would be by my side once
again.

One day, the girl lelt for school
as usual, but her father took me
from her room up to the attic and
left me. There I was, lying rejected
in a corner with boxes and odd junk
piled around me. | was very lonely.

I remained in the attic for a
very Ionf time. I never saw the
little girl and I missed her very
much. ~ All day long [ listened to
hear her footsteps on the stairs,
hoping that I could go back to her
room. When I wasn't wishing to go
back to her room, 15 was
remembering how much fun we
used to have before the accident
Then it happened ——— (or so I
thought). Someone came into the
room, and I was sure that they had
come to take me downstairs again
Instead. a box landed on top of me
and the footsteps left the attic

This process went on for many
long years, first the box, then an
old  rockin horse and other
assorted junk. I became so used to
hearing footsteps now that I wasn't
excited when one day some one
came into the room I thought
nothmf_ of it until I felt things
being lifted off me. Hands reached
down and picked me up. It was the

irll.  She held me close She
ooked so different. She was tall
and slender now, but she still
remembered me.  She brushed the
dust off my face, and kissed the
blaze. nce again, | went
downstairs

She took a soft cloth and wiped
the dust off from my nose to my
hooves I stll couldn’t stand
because of my missing wheel, but
the little girl pulled out the other
three and set me on the [loor

I now realized just how much
she had grown. Instead of her
having to climb on my back, I didn’t
even reach her knees.

She scooped me up again, and
held me tight. We went back to her
room It looked very different
The furniture had been rearranged,
and the walls were covered with
posters.

She set me on a table by a
shell full of small plastic and
ceramic horses, as il she knew how
much 1 would enjoy talking to them
when no one was near

They told me of all the years
that I had missed while I was In
the attic. I found that the girl had
begun staying longer at school, and
haﬁ begun to have an interest In
music

She would sing somelimes
about faraway places, but other
t{imes she seemed to be sad
Distantly, she would listen to the
radio or read. I wished to make
her happy again

She would come and talk to us,
and I knew that this was going (o
be a wonderful life

That night, the girl began to
search through her drawers. She
pulled out a tattered piece of
material 1 finally realized that it
was my blanket She had not
forgotten after so long. The girl
lay the blanket across my back

Before she went to bed herself,
she came to me and kissed the
blaze on my face and told me to
"sleep tight”

I knew that there were
wonderful days ahead, and 1 was
very, very happy

Continued from 4  "Sfacey"

What? What are you trying to
tell me? What is this lady tt{!ng
to get me to believe? I'm looking
at gtuo 's mom, who usually looks
besutiful, especially for her sges Ingt
who looks sickly now. he'a
shutting the door on me. Stacey’s
brother’s car is in_the drive, so I8
her dad’s. I can't feel the sidewslk
under my feet.  Where am

eading? To my car? Huh, my

e ho‘;hm“h.t Stacer's
1 rou wha
::m e had told me,
allergic——dead—-funeral.

1 sat on the curb, clutching the
ice cream. It ran down my arms
and dripped off my elbows. "I can't
understand it all  Sure, they're
tty‘i:‘gd to tell me my best friend is. .

Continued from 5 "Waiting"

*] was wrong, Matthew. I've
wanted to tell you that for years.
When you went off to war,
thought you'd never come back
Ive waited for you because deep
inside 1 knew you would [I've
always been proud of you,son, did
you know that? I always have.

spasm of pain tore through
the ﬁyinpg man, I:;nd he clenched
Frank’s hand tightly. His breaths
came short and " fast and he
ghstened with sweat.

*Take care of  Melanie,
Matthew  Take care of my girl
She's been good help since your
mother died ~  Promise you'll take
care of her, son* lm[plonn;‘ eyes
looked up at Frank [rank looked
at the girl who returned his gaze

~ steadily, tears in her cyes.

He dropped his gaze to the

dying old man and whispered,Yes
Dad, I'll take care of her I
promise

A smile of infinite peace

sgmad over the old man's face and
t

e hand fell back to his side. The

shallow breathing slowly subsided
and the house was quiet
gently closed the old man’s staring
cyes, while the girl joined him by
the side of the bed

Frank

The waiting was over i%
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i A Day in the Life of a IMickle seem small for the rest of her body
| I suppose she sullers from some
kind of fat concentration  or
Kareni Re something  Gosh, 1t’s cold! Oh no,
i R she’s got me covered in gooey,
) . : sticky, COLD neopohitan hat a
It's morning agamn? Il seems Dyl ; =,
like just minutes ago that they shut I‘“hy ltf’ tSO' Good “bye, cruel ;m‘rld
r the door for the might so | could s l“h;g“ gn ”“‘v' i (s fl
) lounge here in my nice, cold, damp, apomy ”" no:choies never
B& dank jar [ think the fat woman is even got to be cut up for a decent
VR nuts.  She’s devoured almost all of hamburger, or even minced for tuna
¢ r my jar mates, sometimes three al a salad m being eaten whole by a
Lo l.ume{ I wish [ could see what she fat woman with a sweel tooth for
= does to them but a relngerator ice cream Farewell, dear Inends. |
1sn’t the best spot for observation hope you wonl be tortured as |
1 guess I'll be safe for the might was  Good luck! 1 guess it's down
she’s shutting the door 1 guess the ntestinal tract for GULP!
spoke too soon! Why me?!l 1 wish How sad 1t 1s to die so ?’0“"!7» with
she'd just go! Funny, her hands but a burp for an epitaph
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walked

SaToss crisp green grass surrounding the

once-mild waters of the river. [
watched, helplessly, as the [ngd

swaying to and [ro as ther
o towards me so that I could
their warm noses.

S5 ly
*After we finish our chores, we swirling  water rushed furious

can go play in the river" exclaimed ’:}:0“"3 Gre fh:ogrd SL‘::;'," 02':“;

Mnﬁ tYne youngest, excitedly, his E.BI0CE.O , ’

exuberance.

: ) couldn’t keep the feelings of dread

% ﬁrfen :y‘“ 'sp?r l:l:nsﬁsedl :(:uld':li; and fear from welling up inside of
yTbem o L e B ACO me. The smell of the water was
B el o By putrid because of the black mud’s

mingling with the pure fluid, the
kies heavy with rain  Greg was
making a valiant effort to get to
the boat. The river was rocking
with violence. I didn’t think he

- Trotting over, I helped them

fimsh up. We hurried through
lunch and raced each other out to
the wide, peacefully flowing rniver

We were having a marvelous time,
dunking each other and having
races, each one trying to best the
other. Greg was always the first
from the bank to the raft anchored
by oil drums in the middle of the
river.

The wind began to blow hard

cold, causing me to look up
to sec dark storm clouds vellmﬁl the
once-blue sky. I stared up at those
d(h““' s: i ; cot_xjd 4 l?ee right

rough them, and said, "Hey, guys,
'd ‘Eencr go inside before it
ns!*

We raced home and washed up
dinner. The moment we were
. it began to rain heavily
ding upon us all suddenly. {
the living room windows to
essing my nose against the
ane. h storm raged with
orce, showing how cruel 1t
Trees were bending over,
wind ripping the bright

could make 1t.

I began to cry, tears full of
frustration cascading down
flushed cheeks.
the wind blew, whipping my long
chestnut hair about my face. Greg
was  growing  weary, 1
threatening waves were splashing
against his frail body, giving him
no chance of survival

As if he could no longer hold
on, he closed his [rightened brown
eyes and went under. [ screamed
his name and began to paddle
frantically, attempting to propel the
decrepit ‘)(_)&t forward, but only
succeeding 1n turning 1t in crcles.

Greg bobbed back up, calling
hoarsely for me, but I could not
reach him.  Again, he went under,
but for much longer this time
came up once more, and, no longer
trying to save himsell, shpped
under for the last time. He never
surfaced again.

my
Faster and [aster

massive

He

leaves off l:?fheit flailing

I could r the rain e
down on our rooftop and Christinal
eshness of it.
“thought about our I opened my eyes to see Greg
river when the storm q.eenng down nto my sleepy face.
; : he morming sun, promising a

easily

could have
e ARG cold

A beautiful day ahead of me, streamed

through the lace curtained windows

of my room. [ had obviously fallen
asleep the night before while
watching T V. and my grandfather

had put me to bed

"I've been trying to wake you
for at least ten minutes!” exclaimed
m{ beloved brother, who [ had
believed was lost to me forever
He shook his head exasperatingl
and sauntered out of the room {
quickly chmbed out of bed and

heaved a thankful sigh of rehel



| Ralph Fleissig

IT HAPPENED IIN

2 Industriearbeiter

33 Na ja, wissen Sie, mir ist es
egal Gib' mir ein Bier und ich bin
sulneden.

1 Ralph Flessig
2 Factory Worker

3 Well, you know, I don't really
care. Give me 2 beer and I'll be

happy
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State German Conlest

Interview von Mike Ross und Hans
Barkey

Interview by Mike Ross and Hans
Barkey

Fragen

Questions

1. Wie heissen Sje?

I What is your name?

Was 1st thr Beruf?
I Enc Dumb

2 Student

What is your profession?

w NN

Wie fanden Sie das Wetter am

’ 3 3
3. We really wanted to go water 211985 In San Antonio
sking, but--what the heck--snow 3
sking works too--and afterwards,
it’s off for a few drinks!

“\‘dhn i8 Your opinion of th;
weather in San’ Ag g, e 124
of Januacy, 19852 Eaamic oRithe

I Erich Dumm Hier sind die Antworten

2 Student Here are the ansvers

3 Wir wollten eigenthich Wasser
Skifahren, aber was soll's skifahren
tut's auch—-und danach geht's zum
Apres ski!

(7] (]

Mrs Cowman
Cattle Rancher

It was doggone cold! - My cows
milk almost froze in their udders

I Frau Kuhmann
2 Kuhzuchterin
3 Es war Hunds-Kalt!

Euter geflroren!

Meinem
Rindvieh 1st beinah die Milch 1m

I Walter Sollhaben
2 Accountant
3 Darn ! One time in the year |

want to barbecue, then the barbecue
pit 18 totally full of snow!

| Walter Sollhaben
2 Buchhalter
3  Verflixt! Ein mal im Jahr will

ich grillen, dann st der Gnll total
verschneit!

L Pierre Cointreau
2 Lebenskinstler

I Pierre Cointreau
2. World Traveler

3  Mon diew! My friends say
Texas 15 warm, like Nice or
Monaco. 1 come here and, darmit,
i's like in Grenoble I am not Jean
Claude Killy.

3. Mon Dieu, Meine Freunde sagen
Texas ist warm, wie Nice oﬁu
Monaco. Ich komme heir und Sacre

Bl
bi

t wie in Grenoble Ich
':'Joe'b' nicht Jean Claude Killy!

I Gunther Punker
2. Rock Musiker

I. Captain Flyer
2. Airline Pilot 3

3 Wait, you call this s snowlfall?

You oughta see Chicago lirst. mehr aufl

Snow"!
I Kapitan Flugmann
2. Flugkspitan

3. Was, das nennen sie Schneelsll,
Sie sollen erst Chicago sehen!

Mensch war das 'ne Schau! Da
hayt's Dich hin und du stehst nicht
Wir haben ein neues
Video--"Rocking and Sliding in the
Kaul Dir

Mensch, die ist Steil! |

‘ne  Kassette
Gunther Punker

2 Rock Musician

3 Man, that was a show! Hits ya
so hard you won't get ug again!
We have & new video, "Rocking and
Shding in the Snow! Buy a
cassette, Man. It's cool

I J R Snewing
2. Snowflield Magnate
3 I have already been in contact
with San Antonio businessmen
The next snowlall we will use for
business- -snow cones!

I. J. R Snewing

2. Schneefeld Magnat

3. Habe schon Kontact mit San

Antonio Wissenschaltiern
gemacht den nachten Schneelall
nachsten wir geschaliich

aus--Snow Cones!
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Paris and I, Helen of Troy

Monica Wadhwani

Finally my husband has left.
And Paris is here still He has
tried seversl times to win my favor,
but I don’t ecare for him. {t's the
thrill of the chase that interests me
He has said that I am his by prize.
The gods had no right to hold a
contest with me as a wager |
belong to no one. But this Paris is
a persistent young rebel. In time I
might change my mind

“What beautiful flowers you
tend! Thes are lucky to have your
gentle hands caring for them "

*My flowers get the best
attention”

*No matter how glorious they
are, they could never overcome
our beauty How a woman of such
air skin and softness can love an
overbearing swine of a husband is
beyond my comprehension! You
deserve a handsome young man
who will adore you mdy e able to
give you your heart’s desire”

He paces to and fro, raising his
eyebrows and smiling._ His hands
imply his meaning.  Finishing his
discourse, he comes toward me and
places his face near mine, so close
that our eyes almost meet.

What a vain man he is to think
that he deserves me! Shall I play
up to his vanity to see where it
leads me? Yes, I think I shall play
this little game just for some
amusement,

"How would you like to be
swept up and taken far away from
this wretched place?

“I don’t quite think of this as a
‘wretched place™

"Oh, but compared to other
countries, this place 1s a barren
desert. I can show you so many
unique places, so many delights*”

“And where would you take me
first?® I ask, my curiosity rising.

"Come with me and we shall
decide on the way," he said with a

wink.

All right, he has invited me to
go away with him I like
adventure, but shall I leave my
dear husband Menelaus? But what
has Menelaus ever done for me?
He has left me here with this
baboon! T'll teach him never to
leave me alone again. Yes, I think
1 shall accept Parnis’ offer. [ will
have a little adventure. |
can find a way to come back to
Menelaus later. He has always
been like clay in my hands

Gathering our things is tricky
for we have to be very secretive
We have to take the horses without
the servants’ knowledge, for one
thing.

As we ride to the sea port,
anticipating our journey, I observe
Paris’ bearing and appearance. He
is confident, very much so. He sits
tall with a straight back. Reaching
down to his shoulders, his hair [alls
in waves. He looks at me with his
vibrant brown eyes, and I can tell
that he is trying to pierce my soul
with them.

-

Time passes quickly as the tiny
villages pass in panoramic VIiews
from the cliffs above. Finally,
when we reach the port, he
dismounts and strides over to 2
boatmaker. But the boatmaker
refuses to sell the boat he has just
finished, at least at the first offer.

Paris suddenly swings around
on his heels, Kis bright eyes
shining. He comes over and pulls
out a small satchel I recognize it
as one my husband had held
Although I have been (lirtatious, I
have never betrayed my husband
Not until now aris looks at me,
his eyes begging for sympathy, but
I am cold towards him

Shoving the money into the
boatmaker’s palm, my new
companion smiles with satisfaction
when he sees the boat  Silently
looking over the hull, he radiates
excitement. He sighs and pulls me
close, refusing to acknow ege my
rejection

We set sail after linding a few
crew members. The sun is high and
the sparkling tides full. Perhaps
Poseidon 1s trying to tell me
something, forbid me in some way
I look into the depths of the water
where Poseidon reigns and see
many perils and possibilities of
deat I ask mysell whether they
could be our perils

I see Hera in the reflection
also, her wrath evident in her
burning eyes. I know I have defied
her for my disloyalty to my
marriage

I look at Paris, commanding
the men. screaming at them over
the wind to move here, then there. |
now I am nisking my life for a
Iittle adventure

The first day’s journey s
linally over and the sea s
surprisingly calm. The men have
an abundance of wine tonight and
even [ have a bottle discreetly
hidden. Paris says we should sail
close to shore for 1t 1s a small boat
We  will  reach another port
tomorrow, but my thoughts are still
on the deep ocean where we will

find our danger, I am sure

Two days pass and we hnallr
reach a small port where we will
load on another supplﬁ of wine and
food Again, | see Hera reflected
in the water’s ripples. Zeus, save
me! How can an image speak as
she does to me?

*Young fool! All your life you
have been a burden to those who
love you Care you not that your
husband lies awake with tears for
ou? I will never permit you to
eave him without your feehn
uilty. Heed me now If you an
aris succeed In escaping, be
repared for misfortune. Your
te:uty will be the cause of great
calamity. As long as you run, you
shall never have peace. Go back to
Troy or face my anger"

I am reluctant to believe what
my ears have heard. Has anybody
else heard Hera's curse? [ spin
around to see, but Panis has only
an inquisitive expression on his
face for me

"Paris, | want to go back I do
not like this journey "

"Why, only yesterday you said
it is a splendorous thing. Has there
ever been a maiden more fickle?
No, I have you and I intend to

keep you"®

There seems to be no way to
influence his decision. I'm trapped,
now, going against my own will
How shortsighted I have been! I
don’t even remember why I lelt my
husband and complied with Paris.

What's that sound out there?
We have only been on this journey
three nights and already Hera has
caught us She is making the
waves beat abusively on the sides
of our boat. An increasing number
of waves i1s splashing onto the deck
This i1s part of Hera's punishment
for my flight from my homeland
The boat 1s being pushed off course
by the wild currents

*What god would have such a
grudge against us?" Paris demands

"Hera would Did you not
think she would resist us, Paris?
Why did you not take me back

when [ asked?"

I go to our cabin and pray to
Zeus to save us. The waves sound
like incessant blows of a hammer
agamnst the hull The wind, like a
od itself, is picking us up and

Inging us to a place unknown

My eyes are swollen after the

night’s tearful praying  Paris has
come in because” the wind has
finally grown calm Noticing my

anguish, he approaches in an effort
to console me

"Dear, lovely one, see, we have
survived Did not promise you
happiness? Did I not say [ love
you.?"

"What use 1s love against the
ods? They have no compassion
or those who betray their land and
their people®

"Do not sicken yourself with
what 1s past Come, look at the
ﬁlonous morning. It will be just a
ay until we reach shore Though
we cannot rejoice for our lack of
food, we shall sing and celebrate
with our hearts. Hera can flood our
stores of food, but she cannot
drown our hearts with her
pumishment "

Finally, my prayers to Zeus
1eld a better (ortune Hera must
ave been rebuked because the wind
has bent his head down and
loosened his reigns  Soon we will
reach the port of Sidon. We will
reload our supplies, spend the might
there and set sail again the
following  day Athens, our
destination, 1s still far from us
Nobody can guess what we shall
encounter on our journey

As 1 look at Pans deliant
eyes, his glance compels me to join
him against all of Fate I can
never resist that challenge
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Avarice

Theresa Flagg

Frank Lee True, the leading
criminal justice in southern lowa,
had just fimished greﬁiding over a
drawn  out urglary case
Pruoccugged with the outcome of
the verdiet, he wearily descended a
long flight of stairs and slowly
walked through the hall  Headin
towards  the door, he spotte
something pecubar on the ground
L aqpc:red to be a swealy,
crumpled bill that had most Ilh*lyy
been' in - someone’s hot hand a
moment  ago. Quickly, his pale
ﬁmcn eyes darted up and down the
allway to see who had dropped 1t
A dealening silence closed 1 on

I'rank Somn% no one, he hasuly
picked up the hill, stuffed it 1n his
trouser pocket, and rushed out the

door He did not look at the bill
again unbl he was safely home,
hidden from public view. e fhicked
on the hight to get a better look at
the bill. ~ Taking 1t out of his
pocket, he noticed it was stll damp.
Careflully, so as not to tear it, he
straightened it out.  For a sccond
he closed his eyes, and then dared
to glance at the hill.  Much to his
disapporntment, 1t was not a one
hundred or fifty dollar bill, it was
merely a single one dollar, a just
umui for a part of human nature
known as greed
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Mac Volleyball
by Kelly Nicholson

As I stood there holding t
ball, I was thinking about howslort:z
it had taken me to get where | was
I thouiht about aﬁ the time and
effort T had put in, and I was
determined to do the best | could.

Picture this. .
October 25, 6:45 pm. atTglll(;Sg;g;
Athletic Center, thousands of
people filling both sides of the
stands, both teams warming up
getting ready to play an important
‘:‘n‘)e'.n It‘wbar; dlstrictbph.yo fs and
eant being number |
sport was volleyball. i

While the people filled the
stands, we were psyching ourselves
up for what was about to take place.

People from everywhere had
come to watch this game. This was
the biggest event in the city. We
were ready to play to the end, and

to do.

ﬂll; is exactly what we would have

Many people had thought we
would not make it this far, nor did
we until we had won several
matches. Now that we had been
successful, however, there was no
stopping us. We were going sll the
way.

As the game progressed, we
became very eager to win. We
knew it wasn't going to be easy,
and we had tramed hard for this
day. Now that it was here, we
were going to take it.

All around we could hear
people shouting and yelling for us
in the stands. There was a_ great
crowd and plenty of spirit. It was
wonderful and we were going fto
ive the crowd what they had come
or.

The other team was just a8
determined as we were; I am sure
they had trained just as hard. Even
though they had played one of
these types of matches last year,
this did not mean they weren't
scared too.

The match had lasted a very

e ey P ~ ot~ e ot ~ G ~ G ~ G ~ ety ~ Gt ~ S ~ G G s Nt~

Laura Gastinger

I Tandra Lyles Rosie Castillo Cheryl Ehzondo  Corinna Huston

Athletics

Nanci Shafer

In high school athletics, there
are both good and bad aspects that
alfect the .qnallt‘ of the sports
system as viewed by many dilferent
people. These people include
coaches, players, school
administrators, and fans; and each
has his own view of the things that
happen in the sports system. When
thinking about high school sports, 1t
is important to consider the views
of all of these people. -

The coaches can do several
things for the high school sports
rogram. One thing a coach can do
or the system is to build players
into even stronger players and
individuals. A coach can also hglﬁ
his players gain scholarships whic
will bring tecoinihon to the player,
the coach,and the school Also, if a
coach 18 good, he can gam
romotion, money, and respect [or
:imoell and his school. Some less
positive thinfs a coach might do
are to work for ylnnlqn tnmes and
nothing else, which will hurt some
players; and to make plg{ers work
so hard that they qu I a
coaching staff at one school is not
as experienced as one leh‘e\!here.
then wne very tajented players may
feel that they need the strongest
coaches and search them out. It is
obvious that coaches are extremely
influential in the high school
athletic program.

Sr. Volleyball Players Class of "85

The next most nfluential
people Iin the sports system are the
players, since they are the ones
who participate in the activity
There are many positive effects on
and for the players in the system
For one thing, the player feels
popular and respected if he does
well in  his sport.  Also, sporis
keep players in good shape, and
allow them to mect ||l‘\)p|(‘
with their same interesis The
negative effects of sports on
students are more serious than the
positive effects Not being played
at all can greatly decrease a
player’s sell-confidence Players
can make worse grades than
students not involved in sports if
their coach makes them totally
devoted to sports. In sports, when

it (Fets down to who gets to play
and who does not, many students
are pitted against each other. If
students are to participate in the
athletic program, they have to give
up other things. hese sacrilices
may or may not be worth the fun,
enjoyment, and hard work of being
an athlete as well as a student

The school administrators have
many views of the sports programs
It 15 usually best that mosr ol‘ these
views are posilive, since the
administrators are the ones who
walch over the teams and the
coaches and make sure things go
smoothly. Some reasons that an
administrator might support sports
programs are that sports allow
students to get involved in the
school and have spinit, and they
ive certain players recognition

me of these players might never
get recognition otherwise

Shannon Mangold

long time, and [inally we were in
the third game. The score was tied
at 16-15. One of our best players,
Francine, sprained her ankle. She
was absolutely determined to stay
in and fight to the end, and she did
despite tﬁe pain. We got the ball
Francine went up to serve and that
put me in the front row, ready and
willing.  Francine served an ace
We were ahead 16-16. All we
needed now was one point, and we
would be district  champions.
Francine served the ball and Lee
returned it. The &Iay went on
forever, it seemed e rallied and
finally 'we set the ball up, and I
dinked it down into an empty hole
left by Lee.

‘We had won! Everyone was
elling and crying. The feeling was
antastic, but now that it is over,
we can and always will be able to
say we are number one!

Beating Lee in the district
ame meant we had knocked
hurchill out of the playoffs. It

was the [irst time in six years that
Churchill did not make the playoffs.
It was also the first time in five
years that MacArthur was going to
the playolls. We were the
chamJuons and we will always be
proud to say "Champions”

Our next stop was battling
Holmes for bi-district, but we knew
we could win

Francine Gass

" Administrators may believe that a

very good aspect of sports 15 that
players have to keep up their
rades in order to stay in sports
his encourages them to work
harder on their school work
Administrators might not support
the athletic program if 2 Eltyer's
dedication to sports gives him no
time to be a student and keep up
his grades. Also, when rivalry
caused by unsportsmanlike conduct
destroys good relations between
schools, an administrator's
enthusiasm towards the high school
athletic program may be greatly
decreased. [ an admimstrator 1s
the key to having a sports program
or not having a sports program, the
school shoulld probably work very
hard at keeping the sporismen's
standards high

The fans can "make or break” a
school's athletic program; therefore,
it 1s probably helpful for everyone
to try to satisly the fans by
showing them the good aspects of
the athletic programs. Fans have
various feelings about the sports
rogram. Some of the bene icial
reeﬁngs might be their wanting to
see a great game and wanting to be
entertained Also, many of a
team’s fans are involved 1In or
contribute to fund raisers. If the
fans are happy, they can contribute
or work har!er for money which
will be transferred to the school. If
team support 1s low, the results can

only be detrimental The fans may
feel that, if the team does not win,
then the school is looked down
upon. Also, since fans go to games
to be entertained, they may feel
they have been cheated 1if the
games become boring because of
consistent losses The fans have to
be pleased with the athletic
programs before they even think
about helping financally It s,
therefore, easily seen that [ans
must be kept entertained with
quality programs.

~All of these contributers to the

high school sports system are very
important, each in his own way
The sports system 1s a tradition in
many states’ schools If it 1s to
remain, it 1s necessary for each
roup of people to contribute [ull
o a worthwhile cause - the hlgrl
school athletic programs
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Dead Dreams "Il you leave, I won't be there
to see you"
i ; The next day Pat i
¥y Riowrdo Ramires through the su:sy. L
*Space,” thinks Captain Patrick "Robby, we're almost homel®
K. Mclntyre, staring deeply into the Pat shouis, "We've entered our
blsclll vol dot'!lm‘e. *Space is such a solar system!*
small word for something of h .
magnitude * s e With that Robert jumps up and

shouts, *Yai hoo!*
Patrick should know. For the

five years he has been Dcncinf and singing a sailor's

‘exploring the cosmos for signs that 1g, Pat and Robert meander around
man is not alone, only to find he consoles and ladders. Their
empty K‘” His one ambition is voices reverberate through the
to be _one to come in contact bridge. They soon  become
with an alien race and to bring that exhausted and “tumble upon the
knowledge home, home to Earth floor, both smiling happily at that
Now returns home single word, Home.

empty-handed and broken- hearted

*I've missed my father. He's

s my [oundation, my support. He's
i1s nothing out there but been there w eneyver ve needed

space” adds Patrick. him. In fact, he helped me find my

i dream" Pat thinks fondly and
P““‘:“lool? away from the reflects a conversation he hayd with
mﬁ".“ slowly walks toward his father.

_bridge. His boots clang noisily
against “" metallic floors of the It had occurred in his father's

"Yet it fits so reriectly, for

_ A door slides silently stud his father’s fondl

as Patrick approaches it. His recorl'ecting his astronaut yearg’
blown back by an The study always seemed gloomy,

when he passes dark, and dismal to Robert. Dust

lay thickly on his [father’s
astronautics books, useless on their
shelves.

*My astronaut years were the
most exciting {e:rs of my lfe
But, above all, dreamed of
e_xp‘onng this cosmos of ours to
find new and fantastic hfe forms'
expounded Pat's father, his cold,
grey eyes blazing with a fire that
was seldlom seen in him. "I hope
you're eonsndennﬂ_ an astronautical
career, son, to fullill your old man’s
dream”

A little tired,

y answers as he

The hatch deliberately and
slowly opens, revealing an ocean of
inky space ever so often interrupted
by a star millions of miles away.
B); steps out into this void. His jet
backflares to life, hurtling Robert
along the ship’s wall. He halts in
front of the damaged hull and
uickly begins his tedious task as

at watches silently through s
porthole. Anxiety beings to swell
within them both.

Robert works diligently for
several minutes. After completing
his task, he looks wup, his
ever—present smile still on his face.

*Almost done, Cap. I just need
to connect two wires!®

With these words a ﬂ,.sb of
blue light bursts into Robert’s face
His once exuberant body jerks back
violently. No longer in control of
his suit, he lazily floats out into the
infinity that is space.  The ship
continues on its preplanned flight.

*"No!* repeats Pat, over and
over

Tears flood his brown eyes
He hasn’t long to mourn his lost’
companion before a voice breaks
over the intercom.

"Ten minutes till arrival on
Earth* a cold mechanical voice
states, unaware of the tragedy that
has just transgressed

Pat returns to his seat and
stares at a graphic of planet Earth
But it does not look like Earth. A
dark cloud hangs over the entire
globe.

"What could it be?" asks Pat,
staring intently into the blue screen
of his console.

*But father, | don’t want to be
_ " began Pat, but he was ntomped
by an uplifted hand from his father

*Son uldn’t want to
b.potl' ppoint y:un' ordomn now, would
you uke’ his father.

*No sir, [ wouldn’t do that”

t back from his
flashing red light and
seems to pierce his
Pat quickly reads the

has damaged circuits
Pat shouts.

~—tT

7 contYumiLxER
CAAMN -

Minutes pass  All his ca
Earth are returned with static IIsT':g
ship’s retrorockets roar to life
slowly reversing the vessel until
the “massive engines face the
cloud covered globe The ship
descends through the thick soup of
blackness Dust and debns fly
upward, trqurto escape the heat of
the engines  The ship lands heavily
upon Earth. Or s 1t glnrth?

I'he landscape 1s one that rat
r::dseen dman Ill;nes before It s a

1 vod of lfe, a
rolling deserts AN ampty.

Pat steps out A cold wind hits
his weary Tace Red dust floats
upward and lazily floats back down
every time Pat takes a ste He
peers nto the horizon Hl:- sees
nothing  but sand occasionally
broken by a mountain Pat falls on
1S knees. Tears well up and a

knowledge h i :
uncoveresd eld vithin “him s

"Wasle, nothing but wastel® Pat
shout,s, clenched fists in the air
hat’s all my life has ever been!
:\Il due to this dream * he chuckles,
my dream. No, not my dream  Its
always been your dream, father |
lost it all for your dream | hate
youl*

. IA ‘qold ramn dcicends upon a
one 1gure on a barren hill
the planet karth < |




16
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Mark drroye
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To: Environmental Protection
Agency b
Department of Sanitation

From: Nottingham Institute of
Technology
Nottingham, Mass.

Re: Recycling of Food

We sincerely implore you to
read carefully and thoroughly this
proposal for the reuse of reluse.

The significance and usefulness
of the recycling of food can be
shown by the use of an example:
the recycling of a french fry. 18
example  happens to be the
culmination of twenty years, three
weeks, and two and one-—half days
ol research and development on our
part.  We experimented and came
up with our own rendition of the
modern-day french fry, in which the
potato peeling is intact.

During the research and
de_velormenul period, we collected
scientilic data on the bonding of
organic material and came up with
an organic "glue" which we called,
simply, S
elmerstactylathiotetraoxidikalinine.
We shortened this name to " .
taking two years to research and
develop the shortened version. We
then traversed our vast, beautiful
country inspecting various dumps
garbage  bins, scrapheaps, an
junkyards, numbering over one
million in all.  After viewing these
cesspools, we visiled them again,
uum?. parts of their ecosystems to
benelit our experiment.

W./M.MLMW

Tha ink—black shadew of the flesing beast,
.u.‘m.,aﬂ»w/d/um,

Bives added essence lo the drama,

Played ok the dawn sf day

Tha brawny young giraffe.
Fbs jab-back hesves like hammars,

gmM,’ :}nuul&vn’ wn J’» Uy,
Ft wades the lurking dangers
Freadam! Freadom! s only theught
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Recycling Food
by Mark W._Highsmith

In the actual experiment,
utilizing the alimentary specimens
of refuse we collected and the ELM
which we conceived and designed,
we devised our version of a french

fry.

First, we inspected all
specimens bz chemical analysis,
disposing of, by taking them back to
their resting ~places, those that
would not work with ELM, which
were many. We came up with the
components that we decided would

compose the composition of an
"ELM fry", the new?y created name
of our more recent rendering of a
french fry.

These components proved to be
edible, as well as nourishing to the
body, when combined with a short
list of chemicals, vitamins, enzymes,
lysozymes, and various proteins.
Xﬂer adding these to our
components, namely, chemically
treated rotted polalo peelings
treated mashed potatoes, an
de-ranciflied butter, we made up the
ELM fry. We added a [urther
exquisite touch by using ELM to
attach the potato peelings to the
shaped fry.

Il you wish to consider our
proposal, which would make us
overjoyed, please send a letter or
telegram.

Finally, we hope that our
proposal will cut down on all the
waste of food in the world

Sincerely,

DlBar:um 'l'iarr » {?stalme, Ph.D
rector o 1ochemist |
Nottingham, Mass. -]
Hubbard, "Hub" Rhysickl PhD
Director, Ore-Oda ‘rench  Fry
Laboratory Boise, Idaho X

l':rancms “Fran the Man" Garbagie
(,omp|‘ler g of Components

epartment of Sanitation New York
City, NY
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’\ Pierrot and the Board of Chefs (* \f
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Once upon a time there was a
kingdom  This was only one of
several kingdoms, and all the others
were considere to be vastly
superior in culinary skills. Because
the cooking in this one kingdom
was S0 poor, no one ate much In a
society in which fat was beautiful,
this was a (lragedy Obviously,
someone had to find a way to
fatten these skinny people up

One day, Marquis de Blanc
decided to do something about it
The elected board of chels did nat
seem to be effective, so he hired a
new supervisor to oversee them and
propose improvements.

Pierrot had never been a chef;
in fact, he hadn’t been near a
kitchen in twenty years. Yet he
worked hard, so everyone [igured
that whether or not he had talent
was umimportant. The only thing
he did have talent in was [itness
centers These [itness centers were
patronized by ple [rom other
countries, but Pierrot ligured that \f
he could fatten this country up,
then he could get more business.

His first step was to pay chels
more  His reasoning was that if
you could offer more money, more

sople  would  be attracted o
tt'comlng chefs, and that there
would be more talent, and therefore
better food. Next, he changed all
the recipes to make them richer
He also suggested that people could
spend more time eating, but this
idea was veloed nstantly To make
up for this loss, he suggested that
arl people who were nol considered
fat enough should be restricted
from all other activities In this, he
was supported by the chels

~ The ealers, however, were
dissatisfied.  Everyone who had not
been anorexic to begin with was
now [inding it hard (o move

Mothers  complained that their
children were getting sick from all
the rich food now consumed, and all

non eating acivities were
deteriorating  rapidly People
complained that activities were what
had made them enjoy hfe, and
therefore had made life interesting
Now that they were unable to
participate 1n other activities, hife,
and therefore the populace, was
much less interesting.  All of the
chels not on the elected board were

furious at not being able to leave
therr kitchens because of the
volume of [ood being turned out
Pierrot didn’t care about any of 1t
because he was expecting business
to improve

Pierrot also ordered that Royal
Announcements were to be
roclaimed only once daily, since he
elt that hearing them more often
would be too disruptive to meals
Consequently, no one knew what
was happening in his own kingdom,
much less 1n others

The Marquis de Blanc and his
ministers approved the suggestions,
and thely went into effect
immediately Pierrot retired from
the board of chefs and set about
remodeling his fitness centers

The Marquis decided that he
wanted to choose his own board
instead of letting the populace do
so, and these chels made sure that
Pierrot’s orders were carried out
Soon, it was obvious that everyone
was getting fat in spite of himsell
and the Marquis, the board, and
Pierrot were very pleased with
themselves

Unfortunately, they failed to
take 1nto account the long range
effects Because Pierrot %lad fed
gvopl(' too much too soon, people
egan leaving dining rooms 1n tears
because they had been sharply
reprimanded for not eating enough.
Soon, it was hard to stop
patromizing a chel who prepared
simple  foods and  start éolng
business with a chel who made
more comphlicated foods. No one
wanted to become a cook, much less
a chef, because 1t was (oo much
work In short, Pierrot would have
been smarter to take a cooking
course and do a httle work 1n the
kitchen himsell before he changed

everything around. He thought it
was working, however, because
people were gelting fatter Next
year, Pierrot’s fitness centers are
supposed  to  be [illed with the
fattest and the lnest in the land

[Recent legislation in Texas
regarding  teacher  accreditation,
curricuium revision ana extira

curricular  activities inspired  Ms
Graydon to write this essay |




A Change of Tide

Nancy Huerta
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Oppian, " Holbisalica', 2nd
candany 4.9,
Midday in the South Pacific

brings together a world of sun and
water that sparkles and changes
with the clouds and the tide. While
the mirrored surface can appear flat
and brassy under the rays of the
powerful sun, underneath is a cool
and shaded medium with ever
changing depth and shadows. Here,
the sunlight filters down and plays
among the slowly waving fronds of
seaweed, highlighting the hues of
the multicolored fish that live there.
The place seems devoid of any
warm-blooded life, but it's not
There are dolphins.

The dolrhin pair had lived in
this part of the vast sea as long as
they could remember. The fertile

~ seaweed garden that extended as [ar

as the eye could see served as their
domain, and there all beings
coexisted in peace. There was no
war, strife, nor greed in this world,
and life continued on uninterrupted
That is, until the day a at
dropped anchor in the fertile sand
) L h 8 r ‘ Tl ki

Mao and Tao, as the dolphins
were called, merely [elt curious
since man was no mystery to their
ancient species. Recorded in the
books of man are many, many

MERETRICULA

Lisa M. Carol

The centurions called me
Meretrix, Prostelikis:and sometimes
Meretricula, The little  children
without the knowledge of the
meaning of their accusations- called
me " harlot®, but their mothers were
the cruelest of all. These prim,
superior matrons would either
ignore me or spit on the ground
that I walked on- as il the very
thought of me generated a bad
taste in their mouths. I have never
experienced the |0Vi{lf Iriendship of
another woman. life was a
r_ndox. I, for all my “male
riends®, was dying of loneliness.

As 2 child, I had never been
close to my mother. The years had
created a mysterious wall between
us. Our situation was as il all the
members  of the house of Mical
had taken sides in a tug-of -war.

ra and Joel, my older brothers,
favored the stronger parent, our
mother T felt | was my father's
only joy.

Mother had always been a
loud, harsh woman In her eyes
Father was worthless, She viciously
nagged him every evening before
our final meal of the day overly
had embittered my mother the same
way acd dissolves gold Father
hever  seemed Lo earn  enough
g :::Il‘ll to bring a smile 1o Motho?’s
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relerences of how dolphins rescued
drowning sailors and guided boats
to safety. Quite possibly a memory
of these events existed in the
dolphins' minds as well There also
was a memory of how dolphins
were considered sacred by man, so
to the pair, there could be no
danger. After all, these men could
only show them respect and
reverence for all the previous acts
of kindness

. "Okay, John, I'm going down,
sald the chief diver on board
LOVELOST, a medium sized ship
used to hunt dolphins around the
Philippine islands.  Since whales
were becoming scarcer, hunters
were turning to dolphins since they
also contained large amounts of
blubber. This was a new area that
rarely was used since it was located
away f[rom any major shipping
lanes, so they ‘decided to try it
Alter all, the other places were
practically tapped dry

As the water closed over the
diver's head, he felt for a moment
like he was the first man ever to
swim there The water was
exceptionally  clear, and the
vegetation unusually lush, even for
these waters. He ‘began his dive,
keeping a sharp lookout for any
signs of life {iule did he know
how close he was. Turning around,
he found himself under intense
scrutiny by four deep-set eyes
They all swam staring at each
other, all from completely dilferent
worlds, but somehow the same

When the moment passed, the
diver marveled at how close the
dolphins were; he could almost
touch them. For some odd reason,
they weren't afraid Ile swam
upward to notify the others, but he
could hear the dolphins’ high
itched voices talking about him
alking about me? Get ahold of
oursell™ admonished the diver to
imself. “These are normal
dolphins, nothini special*  Deep
down, however, he knew he was
wrong.

During our meals Mother
would mochnﬂ ask . “How was
your da{, my Lord?" Father always
paled ai these words He knew it
was  her malicious way of
degrading him before his children
Her me had worked for FEara
and Joel Their stares seemed to
challenge him-—-mirror images of
Mother’s animosity. [ had always
hoped he would rebuke her, chastize
her, remind her that, according to
the laws of God, he was master in
his  house 1 was  always
disappointed.

In the evenings, after [ had

. [inished my chores, I would find m
father in his pottery shop. Before

entered, [ would watch him by the

light of the oil lamp, as he stood,

hunched over a lump of clay The
lntemly of s p:u“nlhuys amurJ
me, his lorming o e clay totall
absorbed him ‘vﬂo was an cymellenyt
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The dolphins watched him go
"This one 1s different” stated Tao,
the female *Nonsense," Mao
replied. "He just seems odd since
we've never seen one before. Man
can be evil, that is true, but we

dolphins have helped his race
throughout the ages Their
consciences could not allow them to
hurt us now"

The diver returned with a
harpoon gun in one hand while the
crew above readied their nets

Looking around, he saw the
dolphins approachlnf as beflore
The smaller one, a female, seemed

to hesitate, but continued forward
at the coaxing of her mate. They
swam around, plainly askmﬁ him to
accompany them for awhile He
made a move to go, but in a fit of
anger directed at himself, he fired
at the closest dolphin

The harpoon struck Mao in the
side and a stream of crimson blood
stained the clear waler The
weapon was designed to kil
mercifully, quickly, so he only had
time to turn his eyes toward his
mate before he died;, a victim of
cruel fate As for the onlookmf
diver, he only remembered the loo
in the dolphin’s eyes. It was one of
surprise and agonizing hurt that
went beyond the physical wound

Tao left the garden paradise
and died far away of loneliness and
despair  More probably, however,
she died because their memones
had betrayed them, and she realized
that all the nobility that has existed
in the past can't influence actions in
the future. After all, the dolphins
hadn’t changed, the world had

vty

craltsman; but his urns, which [ saw

as works of art, never brought
muck of a profit Father had
alinbuted this to the fact that
Decapolis’ wealth  came [rom
lishing in the sea of Galilea

. "Abba?" I would call to divert
hi= attention. The moments we
spent together were as tender  and
gentle as a sigh

“Little  bird, you mustn’t
grudge your mother she was a
frightened "httle Judhite. When we
were betrothed, she had lived but
eleven summers. | took her from
her homeland and this is how I
have provided for her "

"I understand, Abba "

Continued on page 20

19




vz e e

Continued from 19

“Sing for me, little bird," Father
would then ask. | would begin with
a favorite melody, mindlessly oing
on. The only sz;dov was Abba’s
oceasional bouts of arthritis. I felt
as if I could endure anything so
long as these moments lasted.

My thirteenth summer, I wore
black. “ There had been a riot
between the Samaritans and the
;lews; the Romans had become the
peace—makers" During their
mission, another riot arose. Ezra
and m father were in the
marketplace. It was there that a
hasta, a sort of thrusting spear,
claimed their lives.

My eyes were red from endless
tears, my face, flushed and swollen
In the evenings, which I could no
longer spend with Abba, I would le
on m mat and sob quietly.
Mother’s temper worsened and her
anxiety grew as | came close to
maturity.

"We have no money for your
dowry. How do you expect to find a
husband? On your looks alone?® My
fate was uncertain. I had never
been one to turn the heads of men.

Each day, as mother picked at
me like an angry hen, I tried to
remember Father's words. " _she
was a frightened little Judhite * As
the days passed, her behavior
became harder to understand.
There were many times when I
surpressed the desire to speak out
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*"Why do you never speak? Do
ou have no interest in your
uture? When I was your age.."

"You were a ‘[rightened little
Judhite nearly eleven summers
old,” T broke in,

"Did Jour worthless father tell
you that?

"Abba was not worthless. He
tried his best to provide for you.
You were theungrateful one! I'll not
have you calling my father
worthless!"

The slap I received resounded
throughout our small house. My
long-suppressed anger had finally
surfaced Suddenly,sl was terrified
by the implications of crossing my
mother

*Your [ather’s blood runs thick
through your veins, you insolent
fool™ She then rent her apron in
mourning of my death to her.

"Leave this house! You are
forever dead to me!" Without
another word I was shoved out the
door, and the door of the house of
Mical was forever closed to me.

I found myself with nothing
more than the clothes on my back
As night advanced, I grew
repentant. It rained all mght
Never had [ seen fewer stars or
such an empty horizon

One afternoon the camel’s back

broke. The subject of my fate arose
once more
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In the week that followed, I
barely found food to eat. As a thief

was inexperienced and clumsy
Once | saw mysell in & murk
puddle, and was distressed at what
saw. My hair, usually neatly
braided, was in disarray and my
eyes were sunken, the skin of my
face tightly hugging my cheekbones
A week had reduced me to a
beggar, sleeping with the cold street
beneath me.

It was a Roman Centurion who
found me and, to some extent,

restored me. He saw me lying
senseless in the cold, damp Futter
in a street in Capernaum had
doubled over from hunger pains,
but was brou?ht to conciousness by
a sharp tug of my hair

“What's the matter Meretricula?
Have you not eaten in the last few
days? My you are a mess |
wonder.." He mused over me
carefully studying me from all
sides. 1 was terrified by the
suggestiveness in his voice, eyes
and rough hands I had heard of the
brutality of the Romans. Their
language had only one word for
love, yet more than one for kill.

" . perhaps you could bring a
rofit. Does that frighten you,
eretricula? There is a market for
oung flesh, you know. Tell me,
eretricula, what price do you put

on your health?"
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