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INKBLOTS

tell the thinking man
you're crazy
you're sane

INK
your personal perception
of internal chaos
internal peace
tangible on the paper

INK ON THE PAGES
coloring the world
giving outlets
to the suppressed turbulence
of lost souls

THE PAGES
the medium
to abstract catastrophes
ending the onslaught
of the restless emotions

THE BOOK
progress

of chaos
to order
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The creature glares at you
Violating your every thought
How you long to run, to hie
But you stand immobilizec
& omi i
These creatures of the nig!
Piercing a world of contentms
Power is their motive... their
Evil and sinister, they captivate
'f

e, to the most remote realm
d rage like a knife into smooth

There is no escape or mercy from'
as they rape you of your innocence ) : : : -

And like a blood-starved vampire, they will devour your hopes and dreams with n garse
You stand defenseless to their acts of hate like a mm’hed automation i
As you stare helplessly into their empty eyes e .S
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January 24, 1996 Week #2 session 4

(Dr. Bachmann) “... How 1s everyone doing? | hope we have
searched our feelings and have become a little closer to our-
selves since last session. Today, I would like to start by
proposing a few questions. But before I do, would anyone
like to tell me about your assignment last week? [t was, if I
am correct, to find an incident or situation in which you felt
uncomfortable. Henry? Yes, come on, Henry, tell the group
about your experience.

(Henry) “Well, I was at the grocery store a couple of days
ago, and while [ was in produce, I could tell that the pota-
toes were staring at me with their eyes. Immediately, I be-
gan to fix the part in my hair, but as I did, my shirt slid out
of my pants and began to untuck itself. Now you probably
think 1t was just an inch, but no, I felt like such a slob. So‘l
tucked i1t back in extra tight. I even stuffed it down into my
underwear so 1t had no possible chance of escaping. Snll,'l
knew the potatoes had their eyes on me and I was humili-
ated. I could just feel the part in my hair becoming less
distinct with the sweat that started pouring down my face.
And to top this whole thing off, I glanced down only to see
that the tongue of my sneakers had faded to the left, and
thus crowded up on the side of my foot. I felt like crying. I
didn’t know what to do. Under my shoelaces were my socks,
exposed to the other grocery shoppers. And before I knew
it, even though you told us to try and control it, I began to
sob. My eyes became watery and the sniffles attacked me. I
felt so uncomfortable until a nice lady asked me if I was OK.
[ must have hugged her for ten minutes ..."

(Dr. Bachmann) “Ah yes, and you must have felt very un-
comfortable with your clothes all a mess like that?”

(Henry) “A mess ... What do you mean a mess? Is my hair
messed up? Just tell me. I can take it. I know it is. Oh!
Gosh, there's something in my teeth too, right?! Ibrushed
so hard this morning my gums bled. You can tell, right?
Don't deny it! I know you can see the cuts in my gums.
Excuse me, | must go to the restroom and fix myself up. I
didn’t mean to come looking like such a pig ... " (exits)

(Dr. Bachmann) “No! Henry, no, you look—" (Henry leaves
the room) “Well, like I was saying, when a situation makes
you feel uncomfortable the right thing to do is not to act
with harsh measures. We all should ask ourselves, ‘Why is
this making me uncomfortable? What happened that made
me feel this way?' And after answering these questions, we
should try to understand the reasons and work to make our-
selves feel happy. Each one of us is a unique individual and
deserves to be happy. 1 know every one of you can do it.
You'll be proud of yourselves when you do. Now, let's get
into today’s topic. (Henry re-enters) Henry! I'm so glad you

SoQuan.J A449f
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Dr. Bachmann ... (continued)

can join us again. 1 was just about to bring into discussion two
questions I want each one of you to ask yourself for today's topic.
The first one 1s, ‘When do 1 feel lonely?" and second, ‘How ang
what do I do to deal with the loneliness?" What I would like tg ¢,
18 g0 around the circle and get each one of you to respond. Wiy
would like to start? Janet? Would you like to share your ap.

swers?

(Janet) "I hate being alone. 1 get so scared. I don't even like to
talk about it."

(Dr. Bachmann) “Well, can you give us an example of when this
loneliness strikes you?"

(Janet) “Uh, well ... uh, when I'm about to leave work. Iwalk from
Target's front door into the parking lot and then to my car. Now
Target is pretty busy, especially when I get off for the day. Well,
like I was saying, 1 proceed to my car, but before I actually reach
it, I will walk about three times completely around the parking
lot. T know that there are criminals out there ready to car-jack
me the second 1 approach my vehicle. So in order to trick them,
I act as if 1 don’t know where 1 parked, in hopes that they will
grow impatient and decide to go inside and get a slushie or some-
thing. Finally, I run to my car, open the door, then start the en-
gine. [ back out and drive to the nearest exit. 1 look both ways,
look both ways again, and then for a third time. Sure, there are
some spots when I could try to speed out onto the road, but even
if the cars are 100 feet away, who knows, they could decide to
speed up and crash into me. Then I'd die from my head being
cracked open because the air bag hit my face too hard. So, I sit
there and wait some more. But now other cars drive up behind
me, and when they see that no cars are driving on the road, they
begin to honk at me. But what they can't see is that the lights are
about to change any second now, and the anxious drivers will
zoom down the road. This is when my loneliness sets in. No one
is there for me. [ feel like I'm the only cautious driver out there.
And still the people behind me honk, lots of people. 1 become
frightened. I don't know what to do. I feel lonely. Yet, after
hearing all those horns, I become angry and start to cuss. I jump
out of the car, take both of my hands and flick the finger at cach
one of them saying, ‘You think it's less filling do ya' Well you are
wrong, it tastes great! So don't even go there. 1 know my beer
just as well as the next guy!" Then | jump in the car, and without
even looking, speed onto the road swerving to dodge a slow driver
inaFord

(Henry) “Hey, that was me. My eyebrows were tangled, and |
could feel the metal part of my belt on my stomach because my
shirt was untucked.”

(Janet) “Anyway, that's my response, and I don't know what to

Marcus Brooks
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y. Bachmann Before I say anything, [ would like for eve "
2 | N ) 1) ) .\
share. What about vou, Joey? You've been quiet today
\ S\ S IS
V.o I'm constantly at the mall, and if 1 ever
’ wihh N INTO a department store put my arm around
mpliment her hairdo.”
\ k h I teel lonely. 1t's when I'm at the video
<tore. anc ¢ only adult renting a video gamic
\ S od one, but when vou feel lonely. go and
1ISes section and secretly put the game
uld vou like to go Will vou shar
1 Know 1IU's not the same as the others
Dr. Bacl Oh' We'll have none of that talk here. We're a
gTou] ire anything and evervthing with each other
(Andy) "OK ¢ loneliness occurs usually when I'm at my housc
bv myselt an be sitting on the couch or lying on my bed. And
it's t's 1ust 1 wish 1 had someone to talk to. So it's at these
desperate times when I go to my closet, open the door, and grab
Flmore. | re 1s my stuffed dinosaur. He is what they call a

friend-a-saurus. So Elmore and 1 go to my bedroom and jump on
myv bed together. We see who can touch the ceiling with our
heads. Then 1 see if Elmore can go through the ceiling with his
head. After all this jumping, I take Elmore and squeeze all the
friendship out of him. Then I talk to Elmore, tell him some of my
ask him what 1 should do. But, he doesn’t answer

So 1 ask him again, and he still doesn't reply. ‘Elmore,’ 1 say,
Help n | become frustrated and begin to rip off Elmore’s head,
scattering h otton all over my room. It is afterward, when I

ne. that I grow lonely and desolate again

hmann falls off his chair from an explosion of laughter

net’s plercing chuckling fills the room Joey laughs so hard
spit flies from his mouth, landing on Dr. Bachmann, who is roll-
ne on the floor. Henrv tries not to, but his tickling laugh gets
¢ best of him, and he immediately wets his pants while run-
ning around the room. Andy stands there very still, hearing and
hing the people before him. One by one he rips off their
wads and scatter the blood around the room, spelling ‘I I

0) K I

Marcus Brooks

)
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/ = Outcasted
Kaye Watts
My anger 1s no match I'he fires that rage
for the fury in my heart know no boundan

the tempest rages
against my eves
burning my soul away
lightning strikes
setting my body on fire
1 ife once led

away

sictures of
faster and fastel
fused | stand

the rain

tumbling

'h blackness

4

throu
and through hell

fueling my angern
and lighting the match

against the paper love you once gave
Meant all for nothing

and flitted away
against the storm ra
through veins

One step closer o
the depths of hell
One fall further from my

o
54

mg

angelic being

Anger like whips
lashing out against
vour unconscious being
Forgetting the forgetful
never to be forsaken
never to be forgiven
only forgotten

}

W o

“

» -
” o
— —

Gabvriel Constancio
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Instant Zen

Jim Waltrip

mom'’s arm was dripping with a beautiful red
liquid glow. She ran to the sink, threw the
water on, and began to wash her wound
clean. I could do nothing but stare at the
swirl of red in the sink as 1t ran down the drain.

“Honey, I think we need to talk.”
“Dad, please be quiet, I have to
think. Will you let me think for a while

please?”
* Of course, honey, go ahead.”

My dad, sitting ovel there in his fa-

vorite chair, was a great guy, always un- I apologized again and again. Then I fimshed breakfast
derstanding, always loving. I remember for mom while she wrapped paper towels around the small
when I was a little girl, about seven maybe, but deep gash on her forearm. 1 sat there chopping cel
and 1 had always wanted a pony for my birthday. When ery and thinking about the past few moments. The
the big day came, of course I didn't get what would have more I thought, the more | realized how hol-
made me happier than any other little girl on earth, but it low my “sorry's” felt and how nvigorat
was okay. My dad explained to me why I couldn’t have ing it had felt to slice through hu

one. cried with me, and made me feel so loved and cher man flesh. It was nothing like

ished that I didn't even need the pony any more. My dad
was the real all-American father. Hunting (in-

chopping celery. After
breakfast, I told mom and

cluding a gun cabinet with assorted shells), fish-
ing, and baseball were only three of his many .
passions. . . A

[ woke up this morning feeling well. After |
got ready, I went downstairs to help mom cook
breakfast. I startled her by coming up from
behind and she dropped her butcher knife on
the floor. It landed on the edge, and since our
kitchen floor is made of ceramic tile, the knife
dulled considerably. She asked if 1 would
sharpen the knife for her on the automatic
sharpener so she could finish chopping.
Thrilled to use the sharpener for the first time,
I got it out and plugged it in. It had three
notches, each with a motorized sharpening
stone: sharp, extra sharp, and razor sharp. |
slapped the beautiful stainless blade into the
razor slot and began to pull the knife slowly
towards me, letting the machine do its work
lhe satisfying hum of the sharpener really
started to get to me. 1 totally forgot about my
mom as [ became enthralled by the hypnotic
power of the machine. Mom tapped me on the
shoulder after a minute, and 1 was so deeply
entranced that she completely frightened me.
Instinctively, I whirled around like lightning,
with the knife in my hand and a predatory grin
on my face. My mom'’s horrified look took me
by surprise, and I immediately dropped the
knife on the counter. It was then realized my

~N
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Instant Zen (continued)

dad that I felt a little ill and wanted to stay home Irom
school. Not objecting, my dad left most of the medicine
cabinet on my bedside table and tucked me back in. Ever
so slightly I heard my parents drive off to work as I drifted
back to the land of sleep. I awoke a few short hours later
Feeling a bit hungry, [ trotted into the kitchen to look tor a
bite to eat. I made a sandwich from odds and ends in the

fridge. Remembering that triangles are easier to cat thar

squares | searched for a knif«

I N I ne SUreg

\ \ S \ ( 1\

\ | SN

1

S S W 1 \

- | n 1 ale « N
S el he sharpener and once

igain began to pull the knife toward me in a rhyvthmic
motion. I became swept away by the droning of the mo
0 \gain and again and again, sharper and sharper and
sharper, dead] idlier and deadlier. My heart be
Cnv ped my ears: the ]h!(-f envel

nsciousness. When |

( NI

S \

~ t

S 1

It Ihis

, most
exual the wav | craved the | K ) 1 so easily
get. No victim is easier than an unsuspecting victim. As

mom entered the Kitchen, I turned around. “Honey,” she
said, “you look pale, and you're sweating. Do you have a
fever? [ think we should call the doctor.”

“I'm OK, mom, just a little dizzy. Maybe vou should go
ahead and make that appointment.’

She ran over to the phone, and with her back to me,
began dialing. 1 took my weapons of choice: the large
butcher knife for initial penetration and a small carving
knife for the handiwork. As I neared her, the anticipation
built up. I became overcome with waves of cuphoria; and
then I struck, butcher knife into the right kidney. It felt
like the first big gulp of water after days in the desert. Her
screams filled my ears like the music of a great sy mphony.

1in and again, deeper and deeper and deeper,
nt he mad

e made no more than a whimper. Nothing much

M Al Al d¥ e

Sullseye

was left of her back when 1 turned her over to viey the
look of horror 1 had created on her face. A work of apy
went to work with the carving knife, disemboweling hey S0
that 1 could run my fingers through her entrails like a ;.
ser fondling his gold. When I had my fun with her and th,
kitchen needed mopping, my appetite was satiated for
the moment. Like some horrible addictive drug, I kney
then that 1 could never get enough. I decided to wait for
daddy
Just as it was getting dark and the sun was sinking un.
der the horizon, daddy slammed the front door. Walking
through the living room and reciting his famous greeting,
Hello, hello everyone, I'm home,"” dad walked into the
kitchen. There he saw his wife, the human pin cushion. |
was sitting above her on the kitchen counter with a shot-
gun in each hand. The second he saw my raptorial stare, a
slosh of yellow liquid exited his pant leg, and he fell to his
knees. T motioned to two pair of World War Il antique
handcuffs that were on the seat of his favorite chair. He
tried to mumble something, so I pulled a knife out of my
mother, and with a wild look on mv face, licked it clean
He immediately got the idea and cuffed himself to the chair,
I was excited and I could hardly hold myself back. Iwas
just trying to enjoy the anticipation. | wondered what it
was like to start on a live subject. I'd never done that be-
tore. There was a lot I hadn't done before.
“Daddy?”
Yes, honey?”
“I love you.”

“I love you taaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!"!nmm”

1996



Lari Whitford

park Angel
Melisa Lujan

Carving through your mind

Like a razor-sharp butcher knife

Rleeding you of every pleasant emotion
Loneliness emanates from her

Like a dog treading on the heels of its master
She is the epitome of darkness

Lurking in the shadows

Evil eats at her soul

Devouring all the kindness and sweetness
Like a crocodile shredding its prey to pieces,
Her only goal remains malignant,

Leaving behind agony and despair,

From now until forever,

Wreaking vengeance on those who stand in her way.

A\

snake shithering along the ground
[ Its victim
he icy hopelessness of winter

t even a glimmer ol spring

ng cnicanerny

splays silky smooth techniques

¢S Nel

vision seems to pierce through you

on staring down a helpless animal,

STt

4

iting no sign of weakness,
resembles a deadly plaguce

yuld not wish on vour fiercest enemy
lves 1S an empty one
the Sahara on a midsummer day
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Amanda Bruner

Nathan Bertoldo
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Marcus Brooks

5 minutes, 5 billion dead
George Potter

Stones

appear to be mountains

as they cover our streets

a mount everest

of human construction
destruction

our minds drift back

to the bright light

the sun had exploded before us
yvet it was still there

to the trembling of the ground

as the earth lurched
on atlas’s shoulders
to the foul gas

that still lingers

as we view the world through our reflections on glass
my friend doubles over

painting the tiles with her breakfast

my eyes travel to the appalling scene

bodies

lying in piles

making the holocaust look pretty

as this shifting mass of human pieces collapses
one hits my reflection

i jump back

add to the art work on the floor

the ground rushes to me

darkness takes over

one question in my mind

why did we let this happen

why
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Progress
Stephen Kinslow

Majestic mountains peering through the
far away from cities, the chaos and the
(Progress)
Fowering chiffs and Cnormous pine trees,
better than the pollution and cities' dise
(Progress)
Such pristine beauty, an enormous clear blue lake,
far away from billboards. the sight of which you hate.
(All the result of Progress)
Now! In the west! The sun begins to set.
uch radiant colors, a sight hard to forget
Nature 1s lovely, Nature is pure,
you've never been more content you're sure
You stand atop a mountain peak and survey all that’s below.
You look down and see the trees fall... then you Know.
You watch the carnage with disgust, then disgust turns to fear.

“Is 1t really possible,” you wonder, “are the HUMANS finally here?”
THEN YOUR FEAR TURNS TO SADNESS AS YOU RE ALIZE THAT YOU ARI
POWERLESS TO STOP THE HUMANS. YOU WATCH THEM CORRUP1 ll.l!

LAND, DESTROY YOUR HOME. YOU DON'T WANT TO BELIEVE IT THO! GH

fog,
sSmog

dasce.

S

YOU KNOW IT MUST BE TRUI
: THE HUMANS ARE HERE TO STAY.
Y AND YOU ARE OUT OF THE WAY.

o YOU WERE IN THE WAY OF PROGRESS!

~

A8 Eric Uklir
2 :.‘\— A

s 13
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black
Kary Aycock

she stares at the shiny black rain
sheets of glittering darkness
flooding the purple moon

she watches the storm rob her light
spraying murky shadows through raw sk
smearing time behind the black mist
one sweet whisper in the bitter wind
living through aching blackness

she dreams

sweet sordid sle

lucid memories drown
in her puddle of pain
her shining moments swim away
leaving no light

gone 1s life

she takes death

Jason C ardona
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The Suicide
sam Banford

i heard the warm wet drops
slowly falling,

one

by

one

the pale sound
transformed to red anvils,
striking

across the porcelain sink,

swirling down to the drain.

the pale doll
lay limp

in her toy |
red bracelet

adorned her wrists

the broke |
sealed stiffly
in her toy chest

in the ground

Laura Nelson

Bullseye 1996
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Just Another Day
Nancy Bigelow

I'he sun shines through a rip

in the threadbare curtains

ol dealers

And being threatened
by one gang

alter another

So he decides

to stay home

I'he ancient walls

)f the houst

are slowly crumbling
It's all his family

can afford)

Yet they still provide

a sense of security

He enters the living room
carrving his cup of juice

Looks out the windaow

\nd wishes he felt

safe enough to go outside

It's a beautiful day

not a cloud in the sky

He turns on the tiny

biack and white television

Flips through the channels a few times

But all he can pick up

IS a Barney rerun

He rationalizes that it's

better than nothing

\t least watching the stupid dancing dinosaur

[akes his mind away from reality

tor a it

hile
Suddenly, he hears
something like thunder
(Funny, it doesn’t look like rain)
I'he window shatters and he
falls to the floor
Grape juice splatters
on the dirty beig
carpet
Mingling with th
spreading pool
of crimson
Another life taken
before its time
Few will mourn
his death
I'he drive-by killer
will never be caught
And the story won't
even make the news
After all,
it's just another day
in the neighborhood

Carolyn Chen
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Urban Macabre

Jay Whitecotton

i crisp and caressing, the sun brightly warm i
¢ air 18 ¢ : : i iy 2 , diced, ¢ strewn ¢ :
Th rpetual joy. This tiny generic coun- » and strewn continuously into neat rows. Paths of

irds sing in pe , : al oz S
nnd}:‘ﬁcd bania is filled with all the business of a lazy B)ilc;dl carnage make a concentration camp look like
but nothing quells the cries of Armaged- Jisneyland.

try Le y

\ morning, ; : *maini
“mdt?{rou hout the Buffalo Grass. d Th}c remaining have a torture far worse than immediate
don T e tense moment, the garage doors open across the cath. Thousands upon thousands of decaying grass s
o one ']Lglél oses. Lach one is isesan Bl o Aﬂt)lc are heaped on top of them, the ones w h(()‘I"a"h ,;}r\d{\i: ey
lmcldl?'f\'{)ﬁfo- all include lawns filled with many quivering ;ng Unat m]u‘ will also befall them Mi‘"\()é() hii"f"“')l\l\lii
and textures s o iy sh insanely into thq st wave of ' *

ure: ¢ Buffalo Grass. anely o that first wave of slaughter
reell blddL o s < . N ) After s nf o E staugnter.

Then the Giants \\d]\l\ briskly out of their castles. They \\'(‘aponlz;oll'{rs of chlorophyll shredding, the rumbles of the
ush forward their mslrllllnonls of icnl a\cr‘)dss oil-stained of 111'1s§'nclri)nll!illc=l i g M L R
ush FOMEE 1 in step, they parade around in their de- . massacre still lingers in the air like a hazed fog, the
driveways- Goarlle i Giants will rake, pile, ¢ e

W orts and hot-pink-coll wred shirts, ' show- The f. ake, pile, and bag the mangled gras arts
\lgmfrf’t}lll(t)'{;:(‘::)ls of t (l)rturv i ‘u el \\'ar%l;(l)#g-h show T'he fallen are not ey :'n hu‘r:‘o(:l:nn 31dl;tﬂs(|)(lFll(l(;\llljl(l:((l;\llmll)l\:t
mglﬁmgril\. the Giants gaze upon their tiny grc'cn con- car\rlylod a‘l;\ay‘andldunu)od G dvm\"m ke ("lum[‘)s'.

e They watch as the dew slistens in the e sun -- Alter the siaughter, the Giants re o opluds pave
uests. lhtuthc Bu“:‘l() Grass. 8 he early sun dl”“f“ms hey bring wat "r. spnlﬁ:lcl:l:nm :::;h.(s)llxl lsnt‘(":'«]:n::

the largest of their urban machines in an after- death, ur

the tels O t the last rites as tl i
songbirds tweet out the J es as the Giants swing ban, yuppie ritual. The Giants march all in step

y - massive arms to start * M« > ac 'S
their flabby, massive arms to star the mayhem machines. Later, when the cool Sunday morning changes to a hot

Ave »¢ emit from the bellows of the law ‘

Massive grumbles emi : ¢ lawn mow- afternoon, tl :

s while \'1(;()115 Stlxgh}l\)lm holn]d (] hlhuqhu?{ﬁ fire back with life to new gm}l.l:)l(lz()in(:t l]:l‘l l:llltii'l;‘l(l)li' ““'1‘ dries lll'll- giving
; foared barking. » law self. seems - ¢ S. Sé , these heirs will gr

their much L‘?r( ) .)f" .ﬂii‘ ]; hdx\.n]'.l-l“ » seems to flow die like their ancestors in another frenzi : lll\ Hl “»(Im im
as waves of refugee toads and beetles flee in a race for the Giants and their ed onslaught by
qvival. Yet, like a lemming, the Buffalo Grass stands to slants and their machines.

ots with no measure of escape. Moved only by the

morning winds, their light green bodies are chilled by

the breath of Death. The impassive grins of the Giants

reveal their ignorance of the slaughter that they will

unleash from the fury of the lawn mowers. .
Soon terror streaks through the Buffalo Grass

ranks as the saw-like propellers cut down the first

of many lives. Deformed, they lay at the feet of

the Giants. The others plea their small silent

screams for mercy, but the Giants show none.

Rlood boiling cries of anguished pain fill the

air. The giants, with their bland, passive

looks, press on. Torment! Blade

after blade of grass 1s

slit,

js 1O

k) BT YN

»

Elana Logsdon

1.7
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Martian Saga
Christian Young

[ had come to the land

of the pale ochre sand,
Where God shines his eye
diamond cold,

Where the air,

though it’s thin,

kicks a hell of a wind,
which cut through tears
in my clothes.

In the Great Helas Bowl,
bright yellow clouds roll.
They swirl ‘round

a silver obelisk.

Once a ship,

now a tomb.

For my crew,

for me soon,

Well, we were all aware
of the risk.

There's no reason to stay,
rescue’s two weeks away,
and I've only three days
worth of air.

So I'll see what I can,

of this desolate land.

The direction I go,

I don’t care.

Sure there's clouds in the sky,
but the seas are bone dry,
because nowhere on Mars
does 1t rain.

Hills and craters around,
on the smooth desert ground,
but most of the land

is the same,

Then I came to a plain,
laminated terrain.

Where the ground into layers
was pressed.

On the rust-colored land,
camped a nomadic band,

in tough leather hides

they were dressed.

Bullseye 1996

They were fleshy and plump
round faces, full rumps, '
but their bodies were

as solid as clay

T'hey laughed at the man
who breathed air from a cap
but in gestures

they bid me




stay-
tCoorralled was a beast,

re feast,

r some futu

af\(r)ld it seemed that it knew,
of that fate.

For as 1 came near,

it pellowed with fear,

and kicked uill it

broke down the gat

It charged into the clan
and tore up a man ‘
then turned to a girl

near my side

While the tribesmen were
I unholstered my gun
and burned a hole '
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stunned

through its hide

\s the beast heaved and bled

moaning,

dying,

then dead

that girl that I saved
came to me

her lace so Serend

Her onyx eyes gleamed,
like the moon on a
glittering sca

She was a girl I had known
on the green fields of home
She was each girl

from out of my past

I'he first girl I kissed

the one that I missed

I'he best,

the others,

the last

With childlike charm,

she accepted my arm,

for she understood,

my desire.

‘Neath oilskin dome,

we were all alone

and our nakedness shined
in the fire.

I thanked the stars,

for this one night on Mars
For beauty

so firm,

and so fair.

As we locked in embrace,
Horror twisted my face.
Damnation

I ran out

OF AIR!

Eric Uhlir
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s I cannot hear
o
Voices I cannot see
fusion to the highest extent of my senses
voices 1n the midst of my hate

Colors, scents
Protagonist, antagonist
B Feeling, numbness

'
g Sight, sound
¥ | p, down

[ no longer know or care

l Consistency falters

s The confusion takes over
1

\s does my faith in romance
Bl Romance, ha

B That is an oxymoron

¥ Romance no longer exists

N It is a false existence

8 One | have lived

A life hiving a lie

['hat 1s the true oxymoron
For I am not living a lie

[ am the lie
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Dans le Veni (In the Wind)

Faith Burton

\s I look back o it day, it all seemed to begin once the
shrill ring of th phone let loose. That cold February
morning the ring ¢ phone seemed to crawl up and down
my back, as if to Perhaps I shouldn’t have picked
up the telephon t day; but life, or in this case death,

would have gone on without me.

Ammonia filled my nose as I entered the hospital. The
cleanliness of the hospital made me a hittle uneasy, as if
they were hiding something underneath all those layers of
shine. The hallways were painted a bright, cheery yellow.
I laughed beneath my breath at the thought of who would
be happy coming to a hospital. After all, this is where
people witness and experience pain and suffering.

My heart skipped a beat as I saw a man covered with a
white sheet, lying in the hallway. I remember the tears
streaming down my face as I began to scream hysterically.
I'ran over to the man and tore off the cloth. “It's not him!
I'hank God, it's not him,” I began to laugh. At that point a
security guard grabbed me and tried to escort me out of
the building. “My husband, I have to find my husband,” |
pleaded with him. After several minutes of explanation,
this six foot tall, three-hundred pound man smiled weakly
and led me down the cheerful hallway to the room.

Entering his room was like entering another dimension.
Ihe thick silence was only occasionally broken by the beep-
Ing of a heart monitor. The cheerful yellow hallway had
been replaced by a gray womb and a closed window shed-
ding the least bit of light. My husband lay in the center of

Anastasia Toom

the room, covered with a white sheet. As I stepped closer
to the bed, the click of my heels on the floor echoed
throughout the room. He lay almost motionless, the respi
rator mechanically lifting his chest. His face was covered
with thick bandages. The tubes running in and out of his
nose were the only openings in his facial mask. Looking at
him, I felt as if my heart had been ripped from my chest.
Lying on that bed was my life, my soul, and it was dying.

“Excuse me," the voice at the door startled me. It was
the doctor dressed in an ordinary white lab coat with my
husband’s chart in hand. He began to explain my husband's
condition. I tried to listen, but my mind kept slipping back
to the bed in the center of the room. “He's brain dead,
Mrs.-McNeil. Without the machines, he would most cer-
tainly be dead.” I turned my attention back to the doctor
He had yet to make eye contact with me. He continued to
read mechanically from the chart and looked upon me as
if I were part of the furniture. It seemed, through years of
breaking bad news, his heart had just grown cold. “If you
consent, we'd like to take him off life support and harvest
his organs.” This man, this uncaring, heartless man, was
standing there telling me to kill my husband as if it were a
normal every day thing. I turned away and walked toward
the unlit bed. “I'll give you some time to think about it.”
The doctor then turned and walked out the door, leaving
me with a knife in my heart.

I told myself over and over again that my husband knew
I was there. He had no responses on the outside, but it
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Dans le Vent (cominued)

[ sat by that bed, star-
it seemed like days.
good old

[ wasn't

was inside that counted
ing at my husband, for :
[ talked to my husband about the

t

davs and the

wi

cood davs 10 COMNI
rather o reas-

® 4 tall 1g to reassure him, bu .
‘wﬁ‘ . l\l'“\‘fly.y,'. self. 1 opened th blinds to let H]t“‘
sunshine . Itold myself that the -x(."n.!!l of
the suny certainiy « en my husband
v there unmoving

out of his deep tran
A nurse came in sometime; 1 «

when. She told me I should get some |

nember exad tly
esh air, maybe

hen at my hus

walk outside a bit. I looked her and
band. Reluctantly, I took her advice. Walking down
the cheery vellow halls again, I felt as if I had returned
to myv own dimension. Although I kney I needed fresh
alr, | didn’t want 1 Dt iround I\.lr{)i:' | L]U'(]\l\ en
tered an elevator and headed for the roof

JF ym the speakers above my
ne began to play; its melodious tune
vrenching. The strings seemed to
10te and put them together in a way

one cry. Then the voice began to

nt. It was my husband’s favorite

wind," by Kansas. As I listened to

ears poured from my eyes. All the years

to this song, I had never actually heard it

ire 1s dust in the wind,” the song was saying.

means something only for a ime. Once we are
ne, we are just dust, returning to the earth

suddenly the decision became clear to me. My hus-

d v s holding onto was dust, kept
ve by a n ( \!l this time my husband knew
hat lifé S WO knew when he was gone, he
uld be goi . n't fair to keep his body alive.

[ stopped the elevator and got out. Feeling the adrena-
ine pumping, | ran YW1 x flights of stairs. As I ran
lown the cheery vellow hallway, 1 became more con-

myv decision was the right one. Entering his room,
his time I did not feel as if I had entered another di-
ension. A great weight had been lifted from my shoul-

. nd in a moment, I would lift one from his.

walked to his bed and kissed his bandaged mask. I

1id good-bye and thanked him for the great times we

had shared. Walking over to the machine, I took one

last deep breath. I pressed the power off and listened

1s the respirator stopped along with his heart monitor.
He was dead and at peace.

I'hen a woman walked into the room. She saw what
had happened and began screaming hysterically. I
walked over to her and explained that it was all
right; he was at peace. Her eyes filled with rage
and her fists became clenched. She hit me with
her fist, and I fell to the ground unconscious.
When I woke up, I found myself in prison and
awaitng trial.

I know it was my fault, killing that poor man. I
should have read the room numbers more carefully.
I'he sad thing isn't that the wrong man is dead, though.
T'he sad thing is that the right man is still alive, hooked
up to a machine in an empty, lonely, hospital room.
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White Blaze
Russ Roddy

I know death

she is a friend

I have seen her rise

from wounds in the cold

I am forced to live

in her shadow

It seems I will never be alone
[ have walked

with her in the night

We danced in the desert
fluorescent moon

set the world a white blaze
she is black sunshine

she 1s vellow rain

I watched

she set frost on the plains
wither to sand

where we slept

in the mght

she promised to set me free
of a dying world

of people who think too much
myself

it's not my time

someday

I will go with her

into the final night
immortahty

Kn'ssy Lucio is far too long for us
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Glass Box
Jovy Thompson

Kara Starr
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The Man
at the
Funeral

Eric Haynes

\s the curtains flapped in the wind, one small beam of
glowing, bright sunlight hut the mirror on the opposite side
of the room and made it glow like a light bulb. (I wished I
had closed the window the night before.) 1 had had a hard
night; I needed the rest. (I hated this room, but it was all I
could afford.) The curtains had horizontal stripes of alter-
nating brown and gold with off-white, almost cream ac
cents. The way they were hanging reminded me of home.
Fach window had one rod across the top. The stripes flowed
to the floor and ended 1n a surge of ruffled lace, old and
rather dingy looking. (If only I had some bleach.) 1looked
up and all around me to admire the old four poster bed
with its dark, heavy wood that creaked with every move 1
made. A pure, white, almost virginal canopy draped the
sides. | felt this room was all I would ever be: simple,
cheap, and tacky. I eventually hoped to afford a house of
my own. | wanted to live with my one true love and live
forever and ever. (Sometimes, I sounded so sappy.) It was
time to get myself on the move.

The bed creaked as I threw my legs over the side. My
feet hit the floor, and the thud echoed through the build-
ing. The floor seemed to bend as I went to the window. (I
hated the sun') 1 quickly shut the window and pulled the
curtains closed. I sat down at the mirror and wondered
what I could do

My makeup was smeared all over my face, and my hair
looked like a rat's nest. (Why was my profession so strenu-
ous?) The water felt good as I splashed it on my face. My
makeup seemed to melt away into the flowered bowl. Go-
ing back to the mirror, I sat down on the wobbly stool; 1
prayed every day it would not break.

[ turned around to see if the fire were still burning in the
stove; of course, it wasn't. I relit the coals and placed my
curling wand inside. (I hoped my hair didn't take too long
since I had to be on the floor in two hours.) I started by
picking up my mother's hair brush. (I would always cher-
ish it: the silver handle, the delicate engraving, the way it
fit just so into my hand.) I pulled my hair until it was
straight. As I made large curls that twisted down the side
of my face, I burned my cheek with the old curling wand. |
knew that they made better ones, but money was scarcc.
(Women should not have to go through this sort of tor-
ture.) As I smeared the creamy makeup on my face, 1
biended 1t in with my fingers. I painted on my lips, my
eyes, and paid special attention to my eye lids. If my eye
shadow was not just so, my face would be ruined. (I must
make my eyes look the same size; one 1S smaller than the
other.) The face was the face of the Purple Princess, the
woman loved by all the horny men. As | glanced across
the room, I realized the torture was not over yet.

My girdle was draped across one of the two wingback
chairs which were covered in the same tacky material as
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:)!:;ll((hddlplu lf.ql,wv/v(l mysclf into that torture device and
I 1€ strings as tight as I could to give myself a “girl
ish” figure. 1shd myself into my purple gown and purpl(-
stockings, and of course, purple lace-up boots. After I'in
ﬁl‘rlv<l some feathers into my hair, I wrapped a purple boa
ar(‘)und my neck. I'looked at the pocket watch one of the
;}lli%l]l}(‘?ldl(lln!:::vlgn“l:]: r().(?m one n_lgll} and saw that I had

: spare. I went back to the mirror to in
sure that I was ready to face the world. Fvery thing secemed
‘t:))ll]): |=1 mldvr, c\f'vpl that l'had not put on my rhinestones.

day | wanted to move on up and buy some real dia
monds.) :

I stepped out into the hallway and heard the piano man
plunlgny.; out the same old tunes. (1 hated every song!) |
stood at l‘h(' top of the stairs until everyone had quieted
down, and then I made my entrance. (I never went into a
room without making a grand entrance.) I sashayed down
the iron staircase into the smoky bar, filled with many
drunken men. Moving in and out of the tables, I spoke to
all the “well off" men. (I never entertained anyone who
did not reward me for my generous offerings.)

A strange man walked into the bar, wearing clothes |
had never seen before. (And believe me, 1 had seen most
men's clothes.) He had on a top hat, an elegant jacket,
ruffied shirt, sparkling shoes, and a cane with a gold handle.
He looked so debonair. Sensing his wealth, I immediately
went to greet him. 1 wrapped my boa around his shoul

ro
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The Man at the Funeral (continued)

ders before he could push it away. He glanced down at me
and saw my desperate look. He smiled and told me to go
find him an empty table. I rushed to the closest one, leaned
up against it, and exposed my garter. By that time every-
one was staring at our charade. He had me sit on the hard,
wooden chair. I could feel my girdle pushing up on my
breasts as if I were wearing a bustier. I remained seated
and watched him stride over to the piano. He spoke to the
man behind the ivory and took some music out of his coat
pocket. (This was definitely a most unusual night at the
bar.) As he came back to the table, I glanced over at the
piano man. I smiled; he began to play.

T'he sounds created went straight to my heart. | could
feel my brain pounding to remember where that song was
from. The emotion of each note sank deeper and deeper
into my soul until I was crying. The tears flowed like a
raging river from somewhere far off in Africa. As the music
began to swell, I began to sway in my chair. I closed my
eyes and saw my parents' funeral and hundreds of people.
I had dressed myself all in black with a veil over my face. |
looked to my right, and there he was, the man who was
sitting across from me at that very moment. It could not
be him, but it was. [ was joyous until I remembered the
circumstances of our last meeting. Five years ago, my par-
ents died and did not leave me a thing. They had made me
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Joy Thompson

leave the estate because they did not approve of my life-
style.
When I opened my eyes, the tears had stopped, but the
piano man was still playing. The other people in the bar
were staring at me as if they thought I could not cry. (They
would never understand.) He leaned over to me and gave
me one small kiss on my right cheek. He whispered his
name in my ear and that he would take me away.
It seems like yesterday that he came into that old bar
and rescued me. He told me on the way back to his home
that my parents had commissioned him to write that song
for them as a way to remember me. They said my leaving
was the biggest sacrifice they had ever made and the only
way to recapture the emotion of the event was by a song
that had been rolling around in my father's head.
Jeffrey had been looking for me for five years. His only
clue to finding me was his knowledge of my life-style. He
had traveled to almost every bar within five-hundred miles
of my parents' estate. Each time he would have the piece
played, the only reaction he would get would be many
shouts to leave the bar. He knew I would not recogniz¢
him unless I heard that song, and then I would be his.
I do not think our children will ever understand the
depths to which that music draws both of their parents.
only hope they understand that life is a choice.




memories conceived by a retina in the soul
Ron Duman

take a look at my life, take a ride with me.
take a ride on the big white cloud.

bring back the memories, bring out the green bicycle, and the old baseball cards. joe, babe, mickey .
;.\11 can make it last forever . .. only you.
rake a trip with me and my mind on this journey, together with you, you can make it happen
take a look Into the old oak tree, the names, the lives, the loves. all gone . . . all gone
take a look at his side, he isn’t the liar, you are the disbeliever
suffer my desires for the ones lost.
open wounds and pain of tears.
hroken latex, dull needles, unplanned, type o, code red, code red

mixed up thoughts in the emergency room. . . . CLEAR.

the mist has st ttled, take a look at her life shattered by pregnancy, take a look at his life destroyed by rival bullets
take a k take a look .

v spleen. broken skin . . . stop the bleeding, someon

s o e

AIDS runs through his body like fire

keep it in your heart, keep it in your soul, 1t lives, it breeds

faith { : ' ‘
take a look around you, take a look into your own mirrore d bhall. do vou see anything . . . do you like it or despis

take a look . . . take a look . . . take a look at my life

Raymond Uhliy
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We've Been Givg

Gerald Hooper

High school is a setup. [It's a setup for all of
us, and yet a different setup for each of us

I'he only sure-thing about high school is that
it helps determine what happens after high
school. And in that way, it is a setup. Many

ol us are lost in the illusion that what is here
now will be here later lhe second part ol
tlusion is that the “later” is just two feet
our faces instead of one, two, or
I e d ( and th
lé e, 1 ner S
{ | ' \‘ I“,
\ | 10 KUt «
{ 405
I { ) W
|“I S
! ( re gods,
| nean AB
n four
es on something
olsq When s \ ' 1S hit \,*'re':li‘ we all
ficak oiit. S0h:n his suy wants me to think
about changing. He wants me to wonder about

the future and actually do something now that
isn't going to give me immediate results' He
wants me to think about something other than
what I'm eating for lunch or where I'm party
ing this weekend. Make a plan? What, is he
crazy?” Raise your hand if vou've felt like that.
Good.

For most of us, we don't know what we want.
Therefore, some of us think that high school
1S unnecessary. We say to ourselves, “Hey, |
want to get out of here and get on with my life.”
And all of us eventually do this. Some do it
immediately and get on with their lives at
McDonald’s or Burger King. Not that those jobs
aren't respectable, but nine times out of ten, if
you are working there, no one will ever know
your potential, not even you. Some of us we
try as hard as we can and never get anything
larger than minimum wage, but dropping out
1S not trying as hard as we can.
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2 Second Chance

\nd then a large percentage of us have set our eyes
on big trucks or big parties. We finish our senior year
hoping for another four years in a place just like this
put with no rules and plenty of booze. Guess what?
One school isn't free anymore. Two: the world doesn't
have a faculty. You can’t run 50 feet and find a counse-
Jor to help you find a job. Nobody is as willing to help
4 this faculty has been while you've been keeping your
eves set only two feet in front of you. Three: that per-
fect someone for you doesn’t like unorganized, misdi-
rected alcoholics

\nd 1 guess high school in general is temporary. We
all don't stay here forever. 1t's only four years. But, there
are things that last forever, things and people and codes

Krissy Lucio

of life that are always with us.

Imagine you and your very best friend have just fin-
1shed shopping at the mall and you've parked in one of
the parking high-rises. It's dark out, and most of the
cars have left. You and your best friend leave the mall
and proceed to your car. You've parked on the third
floor so you take the elevator up. The elevator rises
and sets softly on the third floor. Just as the door opens,
you are yanked out of the elevator by a violent hand
that has appeared from outside on the third floor. The
next thing you know, you're on your back, a gun is in
your mouth, and your best friend is frozen in terror.
The man says, “Okay, after I take all vour money and all
your bags, one of vou will die. Who's it gonna be?" You
close your flooded eyes and try to scream but can't find
your voice. Opening your eyes, you sce your very best
friend step forward and stretch out his hands. Then he
crumbles, dead. The man runs off.

No need to finish the story. Whoever that friend was,
he gave you a second chance, a second chance to live
your life to the fullest. Believe me, if anyone died for
me, I'd thank him or her every day. | guess you could
call that best friend a saviour. He saved our hfe, your
life, my hfe. That's what defines a saviour: one who
lets us hve.

Let's say all of this really happened to me, and | went
to school the next day and told everyone that it didn’t
happen, that it wasn't for real and that my best friend
didn't even exist, much less had he saved my life. Would
you think I was cool? Would you think I was giving my
dead friend enough credit? It's unbelievable that I would
be saved and then completely ignore it and not accept
it. It would be pretty tacky, unacceptable, and disgust-
ing to not give credit to my saviour and to let the truth
remain a myth, not an absolute.

As high school students, what is our saviour? Who or
what has given us a second chance? W ho has taken the
bullet for you so that you can hive another day? Whatis
consistent and ever present? What are the things In
our lives that will be there today, tomorrow and for-
ever? | encourage you to first find these things. If you
don’'t have a constant, you need one. Secondly, hold on
to your saviour. Remember that your saviour is not
any of the things that are temporary. A sci-fi novel will
not save your life and neither will a bottle of beer. What
makes you live will never hurt or harm you. Your sav-
iour gives life; he does not take it away.
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Pretender
Monet Tacquard

T'he eyes that you silently gaze
upon a falling star

show so little of what lies
within what they think you are
a hint of 1ce inside ‘

a placid look of care

you prefer to firmiy grasp

the cross you choose to bear
scream in the silence

where no one can hear

the cry of you awakened

by the truth you hide and fear
continue to drift on through your thoughts
walk through the fire you burn .
while you spread your flame throughout
this name that you have earned

\.";’
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The Elements of Evil
Matt Siller

I'he elements of evil,

they sing a wicked tune.

Poison 1n the flower,

such a pretty bloom.

the lullaby they sing to us,

a threatening, catchy rhyme.
While hurt that we surpass to see,
withers away our time.

The Joker's wicked wonders,
use feelings we might neglect.
I'o stack them up and rip them down,
there's no way to protect.

And the victim is drawn towards a panther,
with a helpless sense of hope.

Stalking, he approaches one step at a me,
somehow he tries to cope.

But outside the realm lies a light,

which spreads like the web of a spider.
The lost sense of hope that we must find,
now shines a little brighter.

As the light engulfs the darkness,

and the good mends back together.
Elements of evil that lurk around us,

are lost in the glow forever!
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Rusty Nails
Josh Bishop

the whip cracked

his flesh opened, spurting blood

his human body worn and beaten
they laid on his head

a piercing crown of thorns

pushing it harder into his fragile skin
blood poured down his face

they mounted upon his slashed

and bloody shoulders

a wooden beam

taunted and tired

he was forced to climb

the top of a hill

there they drove in his hand

the first old and rusty nail

a shrieking pain moved through
his almost lifeless body

then the next hand

with all of his weight supported
by two rusty nails in his hands
they lifted him on a beam
standing upright

making a cross

they hammered another nail in him
this time through his feet

they then drove a spear through his side
blood poured out

like water from a fountain

the ground was stained all over
with his sinless blood

then looking up to heaven
Jesus Christ died

for you

and me
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4 The Last

Joel Holwitt

T'he sun was setting and the sky was flooded with
bright, blood red light

Sunsets are always worth watching, especially when
vou are tired or don't want to move or yvou just have
nothing to do. Like now, I've got nothing to do but
wait

I'he man who thought these thoughts was a young
American soldier who lay on the side of the road some
where in northern Germany. It was early nineteen
forty-five. He would have turned twenty-two that sum
mel

His black hair was matted. He had wiped bloodied
hands through his hair, trving to smooth the sweat

stening lock of hair back. He wondered how long it

had been. Five hour Six more likely; yes, it had to
have been Six hours. Six hours since his advance squad
had been ambushed by the Germans

Since then he had been lying on the side of the road,

taking in each painful breath and feeling blood ooze

out of the bullet hole in his stomach with each drop
of his chest. He didn't hurt as much anyvmore, and he
felt rather nice, watching the sunset

Last time I enjoved a sunset like this was six, seven
or so years ago when Dad was stationed at the Em
bassy. Kurt and I would just lie on his lawn and wait
for the stars to come out

His reverie was broken by the sound of approach-
ing footsteps near his head. He heard a voice in Fn

glish calling to him, almost from another world, an

other time, “Hello, Jon
Hello, Kurt,” he said
It wasn’t so impossible, now was it? Such coinci-

dences of friends or relatives meeting each other in
war have happened before. Take the Civil War, where
brothers would meet on the battlefield

“Does it hurt a lot?” asked Kurt, kneeling by his
friend’s side. The American smiled, “No, not too much.
It feels really numb and that's actually a bit enjoy
able-- it's almost like a wave of warmth is washing
over me. My mouth feels real dry though ... I don't
know why . . . what I wouldn't give for a bit of water .

He heard a canteen passing off a belt and then he
felt it being pressed against his lips. The cool refresh-
Ing taste of water filled his mouth, and he could feel
it going down his throat. It tasted good, refreshing,
and after the hours he had endured the dry taste of
his own saliva, it was the greatest drink he'd ever had.
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“Any good?" asked Kurt.

“Yes," said the American,"that was the best drink
I've had in a long time.”

“How's the family, Jon?" asked Kurt, screwing the
canteen cap back on.

“I think they're fine,” said the American,” but |
haven't gotten any letters from them for the longest
time. 1 occasionally wonder if they know I'm still alive.”

Kurt laughed, and the American would have joined
him if he had felt like it. He asked, “How's your fam
ilv? How's the old man?"

“He's dead,” answered Kurt. There was no emotion
in his voice. After five or so years of war, his friend
had grown accustomed to the deaths of everyone he
knew, just like the American. "Remember Ted Jones

who got it at Normandy in the chest? How about Frank

Washington, who got it in the throat, and no one hear
him drowning to death in his own blood durin
night?

Kurt continued, " One of your firebombing raid
He died from smoke inhalation they tell me. |
burned to death, they say. He must not have ielt good
all the same.”

“Sorry to hear that,” said Jon. Kurt's lath {
a good guy, and he'd always been nice to o hen
had stayed with Kurt

Suddenly he was hit with a double way
nausea, and he instinctively spasmed; then he
to cough up blood. He didn't know why; he didn’t

think that he'd been hit in the lungs

But obviously it has happened, hasn't it. And m)
lungs have been filling up with blood, haven't they”’

He suddenly felt very sick, rolled onto his side, and
coughed up the water that Kurt had given him

That always happens with a punctured lung, doesn't
it? I should've known. After all the guys who have
drowned to death like that; 1should have known that
it had happened, known not to drink to the water. . .

He felt Kurt's reassuring hand on his shoulder.

“I'll get a doctor,"” his friend said.

“No." said the American, smiling. "It doesn’t mat-
ter. Stay for a minute, watch the sunset and wait for
the stars to come out.”

His voice was calm, he was happy, and he felt at
peace. He knew that this would be the last time that
he'd be able to watch the sunset and the stars with
Kurt like he had seven years ago. And sunsets are
always worth watching . . .
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Sheila Snyder

How do I feel?

‘Neath starlit skies I wait, : :
t.

'i?mwhkhunﬂlmwhdbeensowmlﬂcaﬂdmg

the candle in front of my face ... silence.

This sand I have walked many a night

feels so smooth beneath my feet.

And the few clouds that dot the horizon

are only drifting away on the wind's gentle breath.

I can hear the cries of lost and lonely creatures.

Sitting on the great stone always brings me comfort.

1 am waiting for someone.

The peace begins to frighten me,

but at last I have escaped.

The sea, so still and dark

would seem only a black desert were it not for the moon’s lumine

1 wish I could reach out across the water

and with my finger trace the lines of how I feel

if only to vanish away in an instant.

To sit here forever would only be a dream.

With the sun’s reaching light

I must begin another day of despair.

It is as if there is no hope in a life that once could not do without

.. But the water is so calm ...

Oh, if only I could hide away my sorrows

as easily as my teardrops drown in the ocean’s waves.

Alas, it is impossible.

Have I been put on this earth,

an earth too dear for my unbecoming existence,

for no other reason than punishment?

Is there within no friend which a secret can remain as such?

And who knows how I feel?

Not L

He took the pain and left behind a serenely smiling void.

And later

after not much time had passed

he put it back

swollen, blackened, bruised, and cut.

The pain is searing.

It pierces more than all the hurt I have ever known.

Sometimes dormant

quiet and depressed

Other times raging

wanting to lash out and topple these walls that confine.

Altogether it is only bittersweet misery. _

I have not one light which could lead me out of this seeming Hell.

And though the fires burn bright

they seek only to confuse.

He speaks of living in shadows

and I want to be there with him -

away from the blazing heat of this roaring inferno.

Sleeping peacefully in his arms which I still have never touched.

With his face - so dear, and his eyes so deep.

Tell me - reader of my story

what tragic end does await me now?

Though I believe to have been in the darkest, dankest dungeon.

And drowned in a river of sorrows.

Can it be true

My destiny is worse?

it
-~
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Patricia Rosillo

Hope
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Teresa Root

Vanquish in a psychotic reality

My wounds thriving with every etching of your
repugnant meanings

My skin of no true arrangement of the enigma
Present as my friend only in words

I deplore you unnoticed

Suffering a hidden subject no one cares to detect
Your words exacerbating my wounds that never heal
You are a connoisseur without knowledge
Declaring, grab a bus to your homeland

| am home

In a home that is pronounced should

never have been mine

They snicker at my character

I cave into nothing

[hen they inquire what's wrong?

Society’s ungodly

It went astray long ago

Physical violence is less perilous

than what they

WE)

speculate

Slaying the essence of my humanity

is your pastime

No great gaiety

No innocence

Just bewildered

And who we are

were

iS no more

Vacancy

Strife from the emptiness

is all that survives

Andy Tschoepe
Syzygy of Toadstools
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Lena So

Bobby's face turned a rosy red when all
eighty-four eyes of the guests looked at him.
He didn't know them, but since they were
friends of his father, he tried to like them.

“Come on, boy. Open it,” one stranger
voiced, urging Bobby. Bobby looked at the
beautifully wrapped box and started to
carefully peel back a piece of scotch tape.

“Just tear it,” another unfamiliar voice
said impatiently. Bobby's nervous, embar-
rassed hands fidgeted, and finally the pa-
per was off. As he opened the box, his face,
blushing and perspiring before, now
glowed. Pulling out a handsome, expensive
leather jacket, he said, “Thanks, Daddy,” as
he shoved himself into his father's strong,
supporting arms.

“You're welcome, son. Happy tenth birth-
day,” the father said warmly. “I love you.”

As Bobby got ready for school, he threw

on his brand new jacket, admiring himself

in the mirror. It was his first day back from
Christmas break and the first day back
since his late December birthday. He had
Just come from his visit at his father's apart-
ment in New York to spend the rest of the
school year with his mother, who had cus-
tody during school, in Long Island. As he
smiled confidently at the full-length mir-
ror, he thought of all the compliments he
would get from the kids at school.

Sure enough, Bobby became one of the
most popular kids in the fifth grade. De-
spite his shy, unsocial character, all his
classmates envied him and his “cool New
York jacket." It took Bobby these few weeks
to realize just how much he missed his fa-
ther. Because he hadn't even spoken to him
in a while, Bobby thought it would be extra
special if he could get his father a present
when he saw him in the summer. So, in-
stead of spending his money on Pogs, comic
books, and video games, he began to save
the left-over Christmas and birthday

money, five-dollars-a-week allowances, and he
money from chores he had done for hig mom
around the house. Bobby planned to buy a mod
est yet charming silver necklace, which h had
seen at a small department store nearby, ag ,
“Don't forget me; I love you, Daddy,” reminde
to his father

As the summer rolled around, Bobby, unlike all
the other fifth-graders, did not talk about swim
ming at Jimmy’s pool every day, riding bikes down
the steep hill on Oak Street, or selling lemonad
to earn extra candy money. Instead, Bobby packed
his suitcase and the necklace, representing his
young but thoughtful and true love for his fa
ther, along with a card he had made. He was ex
cited and nervous; he could not wait to visit the
man he had not seen in six months. His father
always had a strange impact on him. Bobby felt
that his father was too good of a person to be his
father. Maybe that was the reason why this gift
was so important to him, so he could finally give
something back and prove to himself that he de-
served the perfect father that he had

When his flight landed, Bobby looked around
the airport for the tender, familiar face. When he
found it, he showered it with kisses. The father
and son drove home together, catching up on the
wonderful world of the fifth grade and leather
jackets.

The home they drove to, however, was not the
apartment Bobby had been used to. Instead, it
was a large, white custom-built house, big enough
for a family of six. Surprised and feeling a bit
deceived, Bobby was introduced to ai ctive
woman in her early thirties and a litt irl of
seven. Karen, as his father called | her
daughter, Jessica, were friends. B tually
recognized her from the birthday 1 his
father had planned with his offi 1tan
ces.

Still in shock and not knowing feel
angry or jealous, Bobby was qui eks
passed, he could not feel comf ind
Karen, Jessica, or even his fath no
ment back from the airport, his | ned
like a whole new person, not the ‘
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man he once was. Instead, he was just a man who paid for
obby's food and clothes. Bedtime hugs and kisses were
just forgotten, and Bobby and '

his father did not have any EE, T L o TR S 30 o =
more of those “father-son vi;,—;}u 1 % '”m‘
talks.” Actually, his father '

seemed to have more of those

intimate talks with Jessica, an
occurrence which Bobby could
not understand; after all, she
was three years younger than
him. What could his dad say
to her that he could not say to
Bobby? Confused, the young
boy lacked the confidence to
say anything.

In the three months that
went by, Bobby (being of shy,
sensitive nature) never opened
his mouth about spending
more time with his father. As
Bobby sadly started to gather
his old and new belongings, a
sparkle in the corner of his eye
caught his attention. Wiping
a tear from his other eye, he
picked up a necklace that
looked familiar to him. Its lus-
trous heart charm twinkled in
the August sunlight peeping in
through the window.

Next to it was a homemade
card of construction paper
which read, “Dear Daddy, this
Is just something I've saved up
to buy you because you are so
special to me. You do every-

nothing to lose, handed his father the card and necklace
Surprise and thankfuiness entered the man's face, and he
could not help but grab his son

and hug him, something that he
had not done in three months

[he two bonded once again, as if
those nine months of being “sepa
rated” had not existed
\s they ate lunch, Bobby re

turned to his old self around his
father; he hadn't been that way for
three months. After enjoying their
last hour together, it was time te
depart. They said their final good
byes, and Karen and Jessica both
attempted to give Bobby an ear
nest “We'll miss you." Bobby ig
nored their faillure and turned t«
his father. He touched the neck
lace which represented everything
this father and son had shared,.
and he wondered when he would
see his father next. His fathes
looked down at him and told him
that in a short four months, the
four of them would be reunited

§

again for Christmas and
someone's eleventh birthday
Bobby smiled, then frowned at the
thought of spending Christmas
with Karen and her daughter, but
he tried to like his father's friends

After one last hug and

Kiss
Bobby was led away by a steward
ess who promised to take care of

him on the plane trip back hom

thing for me so now I want to waved. and Bobbyv walked in tl
do something for you. Please e, e opposite direction. A few stej
wear this a" the time, and | 1"’/(1}’01’, ()l‘l"“llj late r, he unconsciously stog pea
when you do, think of me and and turned around. As he saw the
remember thatlamthinking of you. Ilove you. Your son, back of his father, holding hands with Jessica on one side
Bobby.” and Karen on the other, his eyes were led t sparkh
Just as Bobby was about to crumple the card, his father necklace, lying on the floor where they had said then )
ned the door and told him that after lunch, he would byes. He velled out “Daddy!” but the man, seemir
him to the airport. Bobby, sighing and feeling he had stranger, did not turn around
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An Unreal Perfection
Melissa Connors

An imaginative bliss
I only wish I could subside,

possessions,
That are taken for granted
Wouldn't be known.
Hate- a word
Found only in a foreign land. Vs
Friends, admirers who know how to love
Wretched thoughts disman m the minds
Of all the patrons who o take refuge.
A glorious place full of endless compassion **
Instead of selfishness. R
Protected by an enchanted shield y
- That keeps out all invaders. |

Tim Whitehill

Bullseye 1996




sNow, what kKind of an attitude 1s that, son?"

sy attitude, © he said, angry that they would
call him to the counselors’ office in the first place
and even madder that they would do so because
of his disposition

«Come on now, son,” the guidance counselor
said softly. “What would give a kid like you an
attitude like that”” He asked sincerely, having
just reviewed a file which contained nothing but
above average grades in advanced classes and
praise from teac hers. “Is there trouble at home?"”
he asked, offering a possible explanation.

o Jacob, there couldn’t have been a dumber
question. He didn’t want to just sit there and tell
the counselor what was on his mind, but he didn't
want him jumping to conclusions either. “No
rouble at home. Let's just say, I just don't be
fieve anymore,” he told the counselor, trying to
move possible blame away from his family.

This last statement let the counselor know he
was getting somewhere, and he continued by ask-
ing, “Believe in what?”

Jacob looked up with a sense of wonder in his
eves.  He was trying to figure out whether the
counselor was being extremely condescending, at
tempting to get him to speak his mind, or if he
just didn't know. “America
lies anymore.”

1 1
I'he counscelol

I don't believe inits

leaned back in his chair, not sure

Standing
on
the

Ninth

Gerald Voorhees

Bullseye 1996

now to respond at the moment, but desperately
thinking of what he could say. It was never casy
talking to the "flagburners,” the kids that thought
they were anarchists

“Do you still believe in the hes? One good look
at this school, at any school should shatter your
conviction.” He paused for a moment. "It de-
stroyed mine. 1don't believe anymore. Do you?"”

Having had several seconds to think, the coun
selor was able to respond quickly. “Yes. 1be
lieve in America and in what it stands for. 1watch
the news every mght, and I thank God I was born
In America istead of some Third World night
mare even God has managed to forget. Why don’t
you ask yourself if you would rather live in
America or somewhere like Tibet where they rape
nuns, beat priests, and murder the people who
stop believing in the government.”

Jacob looked away. He stared down and glared
long and hard at the black and gray tile below
the clean black steel toed boots that covered his
teet. The whole room felt uncomfortable, imper
sonal, and vengeful, as if the tiles and walls were
staring him down for every time he had walked
inside that building, leaned against a wall, and
rest fo tell the truth,
turning back to look the counselo
would rather live here

stopped to lacob said

in the eves, “l1

I'he counselor smiled for a secot

1d and began
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Standing on the Ninth (continued)

to nod, thinking he had won their brief war of words.

“But,” Jacob continued, “at least over there I would be
born knowing I would be treated like trash. Over here,
you go through grade school thinking America is the
land of freedom, liberty, and justice. But when you grow
up, you're too smart to be willing to blindly accept the
blatant contradictions between the Constitution and the
school conduct code. The government made a big mis
take thinking that they could give us knowledge, or at
least the tools to find it, and still expect us to accept the
hypocrisy.'

“The supporters are complacent.” Jacob tasted the dis-
gust he felt from even referring to them. “But if you
don't buy expression, there are others too. In fact, w hy
don’'t we make a list? We already have expression, hoy
about adding freedom of speech?”

“Now that's not true, son!” the counselor almost
shouted, fearing he was letting Jacob get out of hang,

“Oh, but yes 1t 1s." A malicious smile crosseq

Jacob's face as he tasted the victory. "It's so obvious,

and that's what makes me mad. I don’t know how many

times I've been told by one teacher or another to sit anq

“Hypocrisy?”

“Freedom of expression for one thing. What a joke.
I'he dress code inhibits our minds. Youth these days
don't exactly get a lot of opportunities to express them-
selves, and the dress code killed any chance we might
have found.”

“But there are very good reasons behind the dress code.
Reasons that both students and parents support.”

Lena So

be quiet, to do as I'm told.” Jacob paused to see how the
counselor would react. Seeing nothing but a blank ex-
pression, he continued, “Why don't we just continue right
along with that little list? Let's add the freedom of as-
sembly, freedom of press, the right to petition, and the
right to bear arms.”

“Well now,” the counselor spoke up, “that last one at
least is for your own safety.”

g it - i e bl o D et D
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jacob nqdded. “That’s the easiest violation of them
all to justify- But then, I suppose if you locked us all in
cages with padsicd walls, you could just as easily shrug
it off and sy, Oh well, it’s for their own good.” Jacob
finished this last sentence in a voice as patronzing as

ossible. _

syou're out of line, young man,” the counselor said
raising his voice further. :

“gesides,” Jacob continued, completely ignoring the
objection, "how would that justify the others? And how
about adding protection from unwarranted search and
seizures to the list? The administrators can bust into
anyone’s car whenever they feel like it!” Jacob said, jump-
ing to his feet and really starting to get into what he was
saying. He let every thing bottled up inside of him out.

“That's enough of that,” the counselor shouted as he
stood and pressed the call button to the intercom on
his desk. “Someone get a policeman to my office imme-
diately!” he shouted aloud for the receiver box of the
intercom to pick up.

Upon hearing how angered the counselor had gotten,
Jacob calmed hims '1{ and began to speak to the counse-
lor again. “You're ifraid,” he told him. “You're afraid
because I question whatisn't supposed to be questioned.
| question what you believe in, your principles. That
scares you, doesn't it?” He began to smile again. This
time the smile © aused by that curious feeling of joy
that only comes with the realization that one is right.

“Get the hell out of my office, boy,” the counselor said
slowly, pointing 1o the door and enunciating cach word
to let his anger and loathing towards Jacob show plainly.

Jacob once again began to ignore the protests of the
counselor. “I know that what I say and stand for scares
vou. It rattles your little sense of security, but do you
know what scares me?”

The rhetorical question bounced off of the man's long-
deaf ears. He only stared Jacob down, letting him know
the depths of his hate.

Jacob was shaken for a moment. He had never before
felt fear for his life -- not until he looked up into the
eyes of the grown man standing before him, his face
flushed a deep red with hatred. However, Jacob went
on because he was too afraid to show how much he was
afraid.

“What scares me,” he began, “is that the government
lets it happen. The President, Congress, and the Supreme
Court let the state school board make a mockery of our
rights. That's what put the fear of God into me. 1 don’t
know how it couldn’t do the same for you.”

The counselor’s eyes brightened as he finally saw a
chance to put in a winning argument. “You know enough
about the Constitution and your rights, son,” he said in
the most condescending tone he could muster up, try-
ing to hurt Jacob as much as he possibly could. “I'm
surprised that you don't recall the tenth amendment.
‘All powers not given to the federal government by the
constitution directly go to state authority. That does
include education, son. Now, the government isn't all

that evil, is 1t?" He smiled victoriously and looked down
at Jacob.

. J:’Acob sgo(?d f rozen in.th()ughl f()r several seconds try-
ing to think of something to say in response when the
two policemen came to the door. Jacob glanced quickly
over to them and back to the counselor. The counselor
looked to tlhc policemen and then pointed momentarily
at Jacob‘. T'hey understood and began to approach.

One of them grabbed Jacob by the arms just above his
clbo\\;s even as he began to struggle to push them away.
Despite all the strength he could put forward, the
Qih('er':s grasp was firm and held him steady. Still clutch-
ing Jacob by the upper arms, the officer slammed him
down against the counselor's desk. The other ap-
proached with a pair of stainless steel handcuffs and
pulled Jacob's arms awkwardly behind his back. Then
he wrapped the cuffs around Jacob's wrists, pressing
down on the clamps to tighten them.

They began to lead Jacob out of the office, his head
hanging loosely downward, silently contemplating his
rage. When they had just passed through the doorway
and the second policeman was about to pull the door
shut behind them, Jacob lifted his head and turned to
look at the counselor. Their eyes met for a second, and
it was the counselor's turn to see hatred. Just before
one of the officers pushed him forward, Jacob spoke.
“The ninth amendment.”

The counselor turned away at Jacob's words and the
officers led Jacob out, pulling the door shut behind them.
He sat back down in his comfortable leather swivel chair
and pivoted around to face a low bookshelf pinned
against the wall opposite his computer. He looked past
a row of pictures (consisting mostly of his wife and two
children) that bordered the edge of the shelf and quickly
scanned over the gold printing on the spines of the books
shoved against the wall.

His right index finger moved with his eyes, running
along the top of each book as he briefly read the title,
and then moved onto the next. His eyes stopped on an
inch thick book and his finger quickly caught up, stop
ping on the top of the spine and pulling forward. It
would have fallen over had he not reached forward and
caught it in his other hand.

The counselor swiveled back around and, placing the
book on the desk, began to thumb through the large
appendix. He stopped on a light blue tinted page and
began to scan for the information he wanted. He found
it near the bottom of the second column and began to
read aloud.

“Certain rights in the Constitution shall not be con-
strued to deny or disparage others retained by the
people.” He finished the passage and slammed the book
shut loudly.

Sitting back, the counselor shook his head, denying
and resolving to forget what he had just read. Desper-
ately, he tried to rebuild his sense of security left shat-
tered by the Ninth Amendment.

Sapipipiurinlivtdr G Sttty At S O-S-asih
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Unsafe Landing
Joy Thompson
I am not the lonely child

they see, or want 1o see.
I am not afraid

They were never so strong as me.

| am the individual

I am part

of a moment in motion.
I am strong.

I am living

I am Rage

all its good and bad
radiate

from my body.

Move me,

throw me,

flailing

into an unknown wind.

46

Daring the life,

cheating the Reaper,
pitching my nomadic soul
back in their view.
Learning, teaching

[ roar through life
growing old too fast
gathering all the wisdom
my body can possess.
Touch my hand

and be pulled away

from your stable rock

in society.

Be drawn along

into my world,

Where every stone is
moving, rocking,
teetering on the edge

of insanity,

Kara Starr

You can't avoid me

I won't be ignored.

You are drawn to me,

to my living,

You have it all

but still want more,

I have nothing

yet I have more.

You want my world

of chaos and love and vibrance.
You long to live it.

You pity me/envy me the same.
I 'am lost to you forever,

you reach out,

don't find my hand.

Try and catch me.

[ must warn you,

once you fly

you never land,

St iehp iyt bd i i ol SO
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Plastic

Kary Aycock

I walk down my empty street
waiting for the world to join me
to meet my plastic dreams
they have to be down this road
if I can just get far enough away
I wanna' live in the movies
where everyone 1s beautiful

nd they all end up happy or dead

Cardboard stand-ups and Barbie dolls
- ; -
" -
- behind a gray curtain of apathy
a silhouette of their listless lies
what seems to be isn't even there
only languid forms without depth
Drones who repeat what they are told
I need a reality where truth exists

[ am tired of your lies.

L e
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Ray Rodriguez

Scenes from Plato’s Terms
Roseanne Lane

Coveting your imperfections
Bulging of eyelid crease
surfaces where lashes should be
Sparse pepper
infringes upon faint skin
Voice sounding trite, forcing each word
leather cord hanging from
your self-induced
wounded throat

YOU
had let depression go, be gone
jaded expressions you said they faded
I brought softness to your face you
said you were dehydrated since
our last kiss you transformed
[0 exolic conversation convincing me it was
L 0 \ E
striking the midpoint where
your glances met mine before

1

i
became too “high-school” youth
was a crime innocence was no longer
fancied you cut me off mid sentence
but now you walk around dazed when
I enter the room every 80’s love song
lost meaning you mutter
Come back relationships evolve

OURS
1S Just going to the next level you
explain past your ebony black hair |
say bluntly I could stare into your
sockets but I'd see no future.

e e e e caay o TG
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Sadistic?
Nancy Bigelow

I find satisfaction

Out of your very frustration

And delight in your suffering
Comfort myself

With your anxious agony

Look on as you entangle yourself

In your own ethereal web of guilt

And watch you lust for the unattainable
I would stare and do nothing

As you reach up your hand

From your self-created murky domain
Striving so earnestly

Just to touch

Only to grasp nothing

But barren air

And I would rejoice

Nicole Kotara
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Sunflower

David Mills
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Ricarlos Caldwell

I creep

Ghost silent, through a garden of warmth
[ weep

A downward spiral of emotion lost

I eat

Your overpowering beauty

| slowly

Like a weather worn flower, born from a storm of dust
| partake

Of your communion of good faith

I wait

In a shadow of self denial

I create

A mood, a setting . . . a dream
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Nancy Bigelow

Joshua Rose

Justin Garcia
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Jason Cardona
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OM
Stephen Kinslow

a primal scream
an open channel
an open mind
an open body
time is a river
timing is the key
the mind is a bridge
the bridge of a monkey
concentration is salvation
even monkeys can concentrate
it take two to tango
it takes two to communicate
it takes two to love
it takes two to do this deed
are YOU ready?
you're already at the bank
take a look across the river and hope to cash in
you see them, they don’t see you
it's not the right time
what good is having the only telephone in the world
they see you
they look at you (are you ready?)
this might be your only chance
you SCREAM a scream of ages
they do the same
you open a mind
you open a channel
the time is right
the monkey is there
you fill each other with
OM
You become one.
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A Crazy World
Chappy Manzanera

red thoughts, confused imaginations
Conlront vour feel

lings; d

angerous confrontations
s all an illusion, this fantasy we live in
\ be strong, be different, or weak and give 11
Make Vi th the fall of the rain
But t

same, see your reflection, the image of (
Would you slay vour own brother?

We are all kili

din

ng ecach other

Suicidal thoughts listen to the rain fall

Do whatever 1t takes just to forget all.
IU's not too late to change your ways;

Pray lor forgiveness, wish for better davs.

Can you think for yourself, and about what you do?
You can either control your fate or let it control you.
Clear your mind, understand your confusion
See the truth -- forget the illusion.

Joy Thompson
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“Say, what's up? I'm just sitting here look-
ing out my window watching the rainfall and
listening to my music.  Over here it's been
raining all week pretty hard, but it doesn't
bother me because the rain and the clouds
remind me of myself somehow. The rain
reminds me of all the tears I've cried, and
the dark clouds remind me of how my heart
must look ... the wind reminds mcbl the
times my feelings used to control me .."

Sometimes when it rains at mght, I look
outside into the bleak nothingness on the
other side of the window pane. 1 think of
Mark and wonder if maybe he's looking out

T.Y.C. #0809410

Jessika Rodriguez

the window seeing himself. It's trivial how
a person can compare themselves to a rain-
storm, and every time it rains, you find your-
self staring out the window at the rain, hear
ing the gentle sound of the rain coalescing
with the ground, and wiping your tear
stained cheeks. Emotions are funny things,
ya' know? Sometimes you feel like you just
want to beat something until you collapse
from exhaustion or cry until you dehydrate;
vet some other times, you just want to kill ...

“I feel so guilty and ashamed of myself ...

I caused myself and my family so much pain.
I don't think I'll ever be able to forgive my
self for what I've done ..."
(I feel that right now I should explain a little
something to you. This story is not fictitious.
It was and continues to be one of the most
difficult parts of my life. The quotes are
from actual letters, and the feelings are genu-
ine).

It all started with a scared little boy filled
with rage and hate, a hate so strong it took a
life ...

“I was abused a lot as a child by my
brother. The abuse bottled up anger inside
me which turned to hate ... As I got older, |
started fighting back ... | couldn't take it any-
more. 1 felt I had to put it to a stop ..."
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T.Y. C. # 0809410 (continued)

Mark had always been a sweet, sensitive guy. He al-
ways seemed to be in a good mood, yet there was a certain
mvsteriousness to him. I never found out what it was
exactly until it was too late. I would never have thought
he was capable of such a thing.

“I went inside and sat in my room and thought of actu-
ally hurting [my brother]. Maybe enough to shoot him.
So I thought for 5 minutes, picked up a shotgun, loaded it
and waited ..."

On October 7, 1993, a shot was heard from his home.
Ten minutes later he was arrested. He was taken to
Giddings Home and School, a penitentiary for juveniles
where he was forced to grow up in a place I knew he didn't
belong. For a long time I didn't hear from him, but when
I did, I discovered a lot. It was through his letters that I
found him. He wasn't impervious to pain or guilt. No
one 1s.

“I'd try and act like I didn't care, but really I knew deep

inside I really cared and I really hurt ..."

A clouded heart, a stolen soul, a grieving SpIrit; stjj)
Mark carried on. His feelings and emotions confused anci
hurt him, but with the help he needed he began to under-
stand ...

“I let some light shine on me, you know? There the
feelings became more painful, but I understand them, |
still feel shame, guilt, pain, and regret for my crime, byt |
understand where they came from more, and | understang
myself now. I'm never gonna' forget the pain ... That's
something I'll always remember." :

This just goes to show that even when you've gone far
enough not to turn back, you can still get help and try to
turn your life around. It's no easy task, but things always
get worse before they can get better, just like wounds al-
ways hurt before they start to heal.

“Sometimes it just feels like I'm trapped in sadness anq
there is nowhere to go, like, maybe suicide! Damn, | can'y

explain how frustrated ang
confused I am! 1 just want to
yell and cry.”

Suicide wasn't the answ er,
and I thank God that Mark
knew that. He is living proof
that no matter how bad things
may seem, or how terrible you
think you are, the only way out
1s to reach for help.

“If Thadn't gotten any help

For me, it's been vears of
convincing him that every-

thing will get bette; For
Mark, it's been a constant
battle to survive. Fvery day

he has to wake up and remems-
ber why he's there

“Here I am locked up for
murder ..."

I have a hard time dealing
with it, but for Mark I am
strong. He doesn’t realize
how much I hurt for himn: how
every time I receive a letter
from him, I cry; how, as I read,
I remember him as he once
was. I never tell him because
I don't want him to know it
upsets me. As I look out the
window at the silent rainfall, I
think of Mark. Each raindrop
signifies each day he'’s been
locked up; clouds, once white,
pure, and innocent, darken
with each painful memory.
Most of all, the wind, wild and
free, whispers Mark's name.

Ron Duman
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Monet Tacquard

an emptiness
1 cannot explain begins again
perhaps it is time to feel like this once more
and like before
1 drive away
gravity pulling at me from all directions
1 seem to unconsciously resist it
and to lose control now
would be unheard of
and to cry now
would be too foolish
so I'll keep on walking
farther and farther
away from this
and everything
and I'll be all right
filled with nothing
nothing new to me now
this apparent apathy
deceives me
leads me to believe 1 cannot feel
and once more
like before
emptiness grows deeper w ithin m«
at this arm’s length

— ’ &
9
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Your Eyes
Sam Harmer

Summer’s passed on and Fall is over
Winter’s come and it's getting colder
Something’s different in the air tonight
Something magic in the blue moonlight

I couldn’t recall from where she came
All I could do was ask her name
As the moon behind me began to rise
I took my first look inside her beautiful eyes

Shewtmeunderherspellwhenllookedinthoseem
Sheopenedupherheartandletmewalklnslde
As her face looked up she opened them wide
And I dove right down inside her light green eyes

I can't think at all- don't know what to do
I sleep all day and I dream of you
You're here with me and everything’s fine
I can almost feel your hands held in mine

I dream of you when I close my eyes
Wishin’ you were here standing by my side
Your face and smile might slip my mind
but I just can’t forget your sparkling eyes

I'll dream through the day and I'll fly through the night-
By the way I feel I know it’s right-
Hold me tightly with all your might-
But don’t you ever close your beautiful eyes-

The day is over and we're at your home
We've both been waiting for sometime alone
We're face to face and cheek to cheek
With my arms around you I softly speak

I'm under your spell as I stare in your eyes
I feel the warmth from the flames inside
I feel your skin, your arms, and your windblown hair
But next to your shiny eyes they can’t compare

I'm under your spell as I stare into your eyes
I feel the warmth from the flames inside
You sure make it hard to say goodnight
When you kiss me gently and raise your light green eyes
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Midnight
Shelbie Stiles

Peacefulness surrounding you

shadows the darkness that awaits.

joys of the silence lure you.

So beautiful are the scenes around you.
Desperately yearning,

vou let go of your inner thoughts

and snap like a crazed animal

right betore reaching his victim.

Your dreams, hopes, desires, and pain

flow out like a raging river after a storm.
You are as naked to the nature of the night
as a baby is to the new world.

Suddenly the peacefulness fades.

I'he darkness creeps around

covering vou in a thick blanket of panic.
Stars are losing their intensified glow

as the heat from the blanket magnifies.
Silence disappears,

and all that is heard is the thumping of the heart.
Screaming in the open world at an awkward time of night,
you realize you are alone.

All at once,

the lights blur into nothing,

the sounds cease.

One last longing for peacefulness,

you look up at the stars,

Oh, how his eyes never seemed so cold!
The sun rises, only to await

the time the stars will shine again.

Sara McShane
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A Grand Party
Melissa Lynch
Childhood is a celebration of life, »\'starthng revelation: B ... B ... BOYS!!
A grand party, with big, bright balloons. What a surprise,
Laughter fills the air, Look at those eyes,
Friendship everywhere, No longer just “one of the guys.”

Fun and games to share.
Childhood is a celebration of life,

Mischief, adl\.'(‘nlur't". and trouble. a broadening mind “Hmmm ... | wonder ..."
Working as "spies, Questions arise,

Telling white lies, When's, How's, and Why's,

Serving mud pies. Now parents tell lies.

-

L

| =y
Elizabeth O'Farvell
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Childhood is a celebration of life, A quest for knowledge; power.
Money on your mind; it grows on trees. Read, read, read,

Partners shake hands, Want to succeed,

Lemonade stands, It's guidance I need.

Supply and demand.
Childhood is a celebration of life,

“When I grow up ..." As with all good things, an end.

Make-up on face, Over so soon?

Astronaut in space, What a sad tune,

Winning the race. Where are the balloons?
Childhood is a celebration of life, I long to bring it back.

God enters the picture, opening a new world. I shut my eyes,

“How do I pray?,” And realize,

“What should I say?,” In memories, the party lies.

Not just on Sunday.

et it il g it A N L S
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All In One Moment
Bronwyn Wingo

She was all alone one summer night

He came to her door and knocked light
He was politely invited in

With her unaware of what was to begin

He rushed to her lips with a passionate kiss
Delivering both nausea and bliss

He played with her curls and stroked her skin

With the eagerness of a boy and the courage of men

She fought like the beast raging inside

Only wishing as a little girl to just run and hide
Violated beyond all her wildest dreams

No one was able to hear her horrified screams

Stolen so fast in just a moment's time

All done for no seen reason or rhyme

They played a game with immeasurable cost
A solitude gained and a childhood lost.

Nicole Kotara
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White
Kate Bode

Your mind dances with your heart and
soul; we are in the shadows. The way your
mind moves is incredible. No one can tell
you what to do. No one is brave enough to
speak up, for they envy you. They want to
learn, but they can't. They believe; I don't
The difference between lights and shadows
is none. All is one.

Sanity leaves your body; the sky fills yon
up. The star you wished upon disappears
to the souls in the heavens. God leaves vou
a staircase to climb, for He has waiched you
blind yourself with freedom. You dance on,
moving everywhere at once like one giant
shadow. The rhythms of the sileni songs
pound on in a deafening tone that no one
hears. It's not that they can't hear it; they
just have to open their ears.

You fly up with the moon until you're next
to He who has opened the door. You be-
come lively and flushed. Everybody freezes,
and the world stops for an instant. But the
rhythm has never stopped, and neither have
you. Now vyou're free of mind. You stop
thinking and let others pull your strings for
entertainment. Some go and hide; others try,
but no one is as calm as he who dances.

Later.

Later the world, with no thoughts, will be
a cool place to be. Just being there means
love. Now the wind rolls over my body,
through my body, to where you are.

It's out there. It's not here.

Bullseye 1996
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Caught in the Current
Rita Gonzales

The river is the life that I have entered by chance
above, the weight of my knowledge has broken my branch
Kerplunk! Plop, plop!
The cycle is disturbed by the splash
Enveloped by cool waters, refreshed at last
Worried, wary of the strength of my guiding friend
Floating along, settling for the rhythm of the swaying current
The branch which betrayed me has become my supporting savior.

Dangling

The scenery on the banks is my blanket of comfort from afar
Seeking out a stiliness in the river
The current slows up ahead
A ray of hope.

Fooled by the calm surface, I release my tension
Relaxation
[ have failed to look below the sediment flowing beneath my shadow
Pain and fear once more
Slow waters quickly turn to rapids rushing
T'he river widens
| am too far from my comfort

[ cannot fight the flow
Panic without control.

Fhe rocks are no longer just below me, jagged edges jut out one by one
Faster, the pounding river is like a thundering drum
Tighter 1 clench — Crack!
My branch has broken and left me — or did I let go?

Struggling, alone, the rocks block the way.

Slowly sinking in my river of dandelion wine

Weighted by what I have learned too quickly

Searching the bottom blindly for a chain
But the river of life has no drain.

My eyes are open, I see light up above
Rising — Radiance — the surface.

Calm again, clear waters flow gently
Peace?
No, a lull between growth
Far in the distance there is a bend and a fork
Rough rocks to hinder my journey, I'm sure
What path shall I take?
I'll know when I arrive.
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Texas High School Press Association: Texas Honor
Rating 1989; State Champion 1990-1992; Reserve
State Champion 1994; Honor Roll of Excellence
1992-1995; Best Cover 1993; 2nd Place in State 1995

~ National High School Press Association: Best of
~ Show Competition 1991-1994; 2nd in Nation 1991-
& 1992; 4th in Nation 1993; 6th in Nation 1994

Merlyn's Pen: Bronze Medal 1993-1995

h " American Scholastic Press Association: First Plal:e R
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. standing Overall Art 1990, 1993 v

Columbia Scholastic Press Association: First Place
1990, 1993, 1994; Silver Medalist 1995; All
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All Columbian Award for Creativity 1990, 1992
1995: All Columbian Award for Design 1992, 19957
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National Council of Teachers of English: Excellent
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Spontaneous Combustion
Eric Haynes

It starts as an hour,

Iime progresses

he slow, peaceful mhalation of deadly smoke.
Not enjoying, yet enjoying at the same time.
What next?

['he slow moving tide,

In, out, up, down, over, across.
Help, I'm almost drowning!

I like 1t!

Deadlines.
I never knew stress was . . . fun?!

I'he weekends,

Rowdy, kinky, bizarre, uncensored.

“Mine are bigger than yours!”

I never knew you could do that with a copy machine
Midnight, one, two,

OH MY GOD, it's three!

One more day,

11:30 P.M.

l'o the printer . . . well, almost.

Pressure, strain, KABOOM!

Spontaneous combustion never felt SOO0OO good!

Dedicated to the Bullseye 1995 staff.

Bullseye 1996 is a collaborative effort of writers and artists. Staff and submissions for publication are open to the entire
student body. Text entries are selected by the staff and sponsors. Original artwork is selected from entries or is commis-
sioned from art classes. Bullseye 1996 layouts and text are set on a Macintosh LC 475 by the student staff. Bullseye 1996
is printed in process color and black by Burke Publishing Company of San Antonio, Texas. On 70# Silverado matte book.
paper. The cover is 10 point Frankote C1S. Subscriptions are sold to students, faculty and administrations for $5 per
copy. Approximately 850 copies are distributed.
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