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Swall Dreavms

By Joey Willingham

L e e

When I was little,
loat ba ato my head and grasp

pack 1n the davs ¢ prass stained ATLS
And a muddy face.
When I could sit on the shoulders of my hero
And not make him fall over,
When he could still lift me up and
Swing me around in the air.
Those days that I could run down the street
Seven times before I had to rest,
' And I could build a fort of sheets and pillows

Are the ones that I will always eep close,




'm ALL verbed out

By Tim Sekinger

The alarm clock rings
[ roll out of bed
6 walk down the ice-numbing hallway
Jump in the shower
Scrub, scrub, scrub
Lather, rinse, repeat
Wrap myself in a towel
Back down the still dark hallway
Sneak into my shirt
Leap into my pants
Thrust my feet into socks and shoes
Slide down the stairs
Hurl on my backpack
Hoist myself into the car
Pace into school
Meander to class
Fork in homework
Take notes
Start homework
Trudge to my next class
Nudge in my homework
Scribble down notes
Gaze at homework
Wander to my next class
Jerk in my homework
Endure notes
Commit to more homework
Frolic to my car
Soar home
Glance at my homework
Stare at the TV
Tilt to bed
Submerge into sleep
Banish all life
Crave for sleep
Endeavor to dream

i

)OI Perry




ur Byes and say coopll

By Mo Urias SN
One final journey to say goodbye.

ey told me too much two seconds too late.
time anyone realized this horrible mistake,

1 blinded by four-hundred and twenty inters

- Born again now by the sibling of Satan,

open my eyes to a lit up city and barbed wire
~ Lit up as well and losing my mind.

_ Figuring it all out.

pr's are just a suggestion constructed for

b, A hurricane of euphoric fright,

I scream at the top of my lungs.

»  What had gone wrong?

e about pharmaceuticals and v
[ain cries an arms length a
skills are lost,
ds shut down.
beer, milk, blood,
ples are sugges

What's ime
we working so hard for?
p just where we began?

by melting machines.
I'm all ears.

blood is forever.
ained only the documents.

0 better left unsaid,



MY Chocolate CML}
CooklLe

By Dal Nam

My chocolate chip cookie,
You please me so!
“Where did you come from?” I asked.
It replied, “I really don’t know.”
[ don’t know where you came from,
But one thing I do know.
[ bet it’s someplace warm and sweet,
Someplace where rivers
Of chocolate and cookies flow.
My chocolate chip cookie,
I cherish you so!
I let you melt o: tongue like honey,
And you go!

Cam Allen, prism color




By Jeni Peterson

ery List:

Milk (lactaid)

Butter

A little bottle of Joy
Nicorette (orange flavor)

- Kool-aid (grape)
- Pop tarts (12 boxes) (strawberry)
Shopping for the week
Clearly I am blessed :

_ So naively.
gleagt:aamiﬁ the ad & How... I just took them for
Cz:; fs o let Igarbag » granted. And now you, you come
With ;Shcomp cre Y et back with those lips! And try to entice
i e me once more. You tease me! As
That I'll ne

I once teased you.
are the roles switched?! Are you

The mo
All we

Che i now willing to be as devoted to me,
To as [ was to you? And...am I
supposed to let it be, to give in one
I more time? To you...to say those
words I've waited so long to hear,
to you!?

So how can I! How dare I! Come
to you and say those words one last
time and be put through the whole

cycle of wonderful naivety again
and die, again - when i

When those words — tho-

longed for and drear
nothing... and yet, I
time, for y:




Garry Powell, photography r‘ 4

By Vicki Craig

Lone bicycle

Swishing past
Connected to its rider
One unit

Person and machine
Combined but

Not altogether different
The bike and I

Coasting along

Flowing with life's paths
Sailing downhill

With ease and speed

Until we start uphill

A setback

The bike overcomes obstacles
I push through difficulties

Following predictable paths
Set destinations

Goals for life

Speeding by

Until we get lost

A dark forest

The bike sees a light

I ask for directions

~ Puzzles

By Jeni Peterson

[ take pictures of the sky everyday
with a disposable camera.
I wonder if I could take them all
and piece them together,
would I have successfully
photographed the universe?
[ like to take pictures of you.
I'm bashful when I look at them. I don't know why.
I like to capture you when I can. i
& When I piece together all my pictures of you,
e wonder, will I then have enough of you to satisfy me?

.

Coasting Alowng g

Riding calmly
Following peaceful roads
Quiet sounds

Bright sunshine

Until we hit uncharted territory
A new set of trails

The bike chooses a patt
I push forward

Peaceful frolicking
In the park

No cares or worries
Training carefully
Along the track
Intricate planning
The bike knows two moods oy
[ relax after working

n, photography

A lone bicycle
Swishing past

A lone person
Walking by

Person and machine
Merge into one

Not altogether different
The bike and |



Megan Born, photo

Irapiiy
rapity

Swmiles

By Kim Rogers

Like the warmth of a sunny spring day;
Like the glow of the sun rising over majestic
purple mountains;
Like the love felt when embraced by another's
arms in a hug;
A smile feels good

As a dove soaring in a crystal, blue sky;

As a pen printing timeless words on a page;

As a ballerina gliding across the stage into
the arms of her Prince Charming;
Smiles look beautiful.

Just like a rose fills the room with it's
wonderful aroma;
Just like the chocolate chip cookies in
the oven make your mouth water:;
Just like the scent of your grandmother’s
house always reminds you of lavander:;
Smiles can smell good.

Like a whale that glides soundlessly
through the water;

Like an orchestra can make your heart sing;
Like the chorus of your favorite song can
make your soul leap for joy;

A smile can sound marvelous.

As the salt livens up your potatoes:
As a peppermint slow 1elts on vour tons
As the words of a poem fl«¢

beautifully out of

A smile can even



Young Mickey Mo

All by his lonesome g
y o > ¢ C y - Cl
He wished like a fish if a fish could wish &

Oh to be placed on the shelf

For the shelf was open and not too cramped,

Not too hot, and never too damp.

But the pocket was stuffy,

The lint was scruffy, and Mickey wasn’t happy at all

= 7 & And then one day, to Mickey’s dismay,

: _ The pocket had added a doll.

So now poorMogket was stuffed in this pocket

With another doll named Julie Blue.

Then Mickey*€nied as if he had died,

“Just who the heck are you?”

“l am Julie and to speak very truly,

I'm the greatest singer in town,”

“Wow!” said Mocket, spinning like a sprocket,

“For I'm the best drummer around!”

Mickey banged on his drum

With hands and his bum,

And Julie sang right along.

And then one night, they cried with delight,
When they made their very first song.

Blue and Mocket played straight from the pocket,
But no one around could hear.
So what could they do, young Mocket and Blue?
They went on like this for a year.

Then out of the blue, no pun intended,

Came not one, but two, not highly recommended,

Short and boney, probably lonely,

Scary and hairy, oh so very,

With faces blue and their bellies too,

Dolls from Southern Peru.

Julie and Mickey screamed rather quickly,

“Just who the heck are you?”

“We are two young, ugly dolls,

banned from the streets and bafmed from the malls,

ket liveq ,

by John Jelferson

Mi,cl?,eg Mocket

We were banned for playing our banjos.
Weslove to play wherever we go.
Whenever we stop, if we have time,
We'll strim‘efl our banjos. Is that such a crime?”
“Oh no,” said the two, Mocket and Blue,
“As a matter of fact, we're glad to see you.
We happen to be in a bit of a mess.

We are amazing, we must confess,
Though we're talented beyond all belief,
Maybe you could step in and give us relief.
Play your banjos and join in our band,
We could be the best in the land!”
So they breathed real deep and went hand and han
And played just as well as
And then one day, W1

d,
any bé
thout ¥



Came one incredibly interesting morning.
They all awoke at the stroke of nine, o
And to their surprise, they were just in time /
to see the agent coming toward the pocket. Of
Everone was excited, the band and Mocket @
The agent said proudly, “I’'m Terry Van Palent ’Lﬂ
I seek out only the finest fresh talent.
Just the other day, while I was about to pass, p
I heard some music that sounded first class 6@
So I followed my ear over in this direction ffﬁ‘x“
It led me to a true auditory perfection
The music you make is definitely credible, %
You can feel it, almost touch, but it’s not quite edible
Yes, that’s the sound that I've been looking for,
And that’s why I've come knocking at your door
For in my pocket, I have not a band,
But when I reach in it with my bare hand,
I will extract a contract to be quite exact,
And pay lots of money as a matter of fact,
So the world can hear Mocket and his drum,
And world will hear the Peruvians strum,
Blue may sing to her heart’s content,
If I may sign you with your consent.
Oh the dollar signs you'll see,
If you will join my record company.
But Mocket and the band make haste, make haste.
Men like me have little time to waste.
The band found a corner and quietly congregated,
And for several minutes they calmly debated,
To sign or not to sign was the question of the time,
“Should I put my pen on this dotted line?”
“Yes you should. It will be just fine.”
“And all the profits will be just mine?”
Terry said cleverly, “I may take a dime, R
But that’s my job, it’s not a crime.” ‘%{" o
“True,” said Mocket, as he held his breath,
the pocket became as silent as death.
e blotted ink the signature block,

As Terry gave them all hundred dollar stacks. U,
So they moved from the pocket onto the shelf, L Y
And now they played for everyone else.

The band was proud. Mickey was too.

They celebrated and bought lots of Yoohoo.

They chugged and chugged ‘til they could chug no more

Blue, passed out on the living room floor.

The Peruvians each had too much to drink,

And woke up the next morning in the bathroom sink.

Mocket responsibly, crawled to his bed,

- But on his way up, he bumped his head.

N he woke up to live like a king,

“alized it was all just a good dream. Nicholas Barnes, tracl

e



Fear of Loss

By Mo Urias

[ had a fourteen-hour dream yesterday.
In my dream was everything I never had a chance to see:
Qual-it_v time with my mother for once existed and all of my frien
Were fine with the presence of the others.
[ felt love and hate, fear and anger, balloons and bed sheets.
[ woke up and dreamt I was alive.
For once you didn’t ask me what was wro
You didn’t confirm how tired I looked.
[ dreamt our friendship
hadn't changed from this summer.
[ dreamt I was still a virgin.
[ dreamt Jesus Fish didn't exist,
and neither did comedic poetry readings.
The picture in my backpack was never takeg, |
[ understood why people are the way they- B\
and when someone asked how | wa&™d
[ could tell the truth. (™
[ woke up and dreamt -~
[ slept for days.
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Knight of the Witch's Burial Shroud
By Megan San(‘lC, G o EA ‘.YVE-WWWWW- |

L2

fa) WD D i 1 |

L K Mb } o ;]..,— s

{ f! Gl | - LE

J: Ao ’n i o8
5 ) Sl

WeaFd
‘l e : 2
» . . - "
U

. Amber jeweled waters gleam with dusk

. Spirits in fugue come back from the dust
| Billowing figures laced with tears

Of angels in mourning watching our fears

& |
. ()

Black-blood ribbed wine
Streaks the autumnal sky
As ghouls erupt from Hades
And Heaven sighs

Damned witching hour
Brings forth souls to free
Casting shadows

. On the bloodied pacifist sea

Warrior's blade stained crimson—
Powerful and unclean,

Black hair flowing like the waters
Of a moonlit stream

Adorning majestic shoulder,
Seraphim pelts lay cold and winged
Running with lost souls

Upon the starlit path to his queen

Grave hours passed

As dawn dares the land

The darkest warrior comes

To claim fair hands

[Once upon the gates, like a hell,
Morbid greetings cry

“Midnight's passed!

Divine curves drowned in fearful tears
rceress’ love has no place here

Holy word you will bow to now,

Anight of the Witch’s Burial Shroud.”



Fa'wg Tale America

By Blythe Stobb

She felt a sudden chill go down her spine. The cold barrel of the gun hitting her skin made her kne,
in place. The man began screaming to all the customers. Obscenities, demands, and pure hatred rolled e;‘
his tongue. There were two shots and the masked.man and her beloved fell to thg ground. ;
She was a recent immigrant to America, San Francisco to be exact. She came looking as all do, for the Am,
Dream, peace and acceptance. Chinatown was a plac;e full of people who were in her same position,
wealthy, new to the country, and not very fluent in English. She anq her husband had opened a sma] rests
in the already established vicinity. Their first two months were going smoothly. In this new environmey
happy couple were excited by all the lights, the bustling people ar}d the aromas of all the food surrounding
They had already established a few regular customers and new life long friends.

She and her husband had an eternal bond. They loved each other very much and they were hardj
apart. Back in their homeland, they grew up together, and slowly fell in love. She had been promised to aj
man, and told not to dishonor her family. Together they fled the homeland so that they could be marrig
celebrate life together. They both missed their families greatly but there was no other choice.

In their new home, they were getting along just fine. They wished that they too could live a long he,
happy life together and enjoy each other growing old. All their dreams were coming true, until that one dre
Monday night.

The murderer came in that night. The couple had never seen him before, and just as they always
kindly greeted the stranger and offered him a seat. He, being a man spiteful to all their kind, pulled ot
weapon and held it to her back. The man yelled words to all of the customers that she had never heard and
not comprehend. Her beloved husband thinking only to protect his wife, jumped in front of the man and pu
her away. In return, the man shot him. Aching from his large, gapping wound, he could no longer prote
wife. The man heard sirens coming to the restaurant. He panicked and, in a mad rush, shot himself in the|

She didn’t remember the rest of the night. It was all a blur to her. The ambulance, the yells, the crit
help made no sense. It was hard for her to contemplate why a person would wish to harm another b
America was supposed to be a place of equality and freedom, and at that time she wanted to know where
fairy tale land America was.

The next day, friends came to comfort her. It didn’t help. Last night, a part of her had died along wit!
husband. She didn't know what to do now. All her customers had been scared away and without her hus|
there was no way she could run the store without help. To get help she would have to pay more money tha.r
had. Nothing made sense anymore. She was left alone in such a big world with on one. There were no chil
to support her and her family was thousands of miles away across the ocean.

At her beloved’s small memorial service, she said goodbye to her love. It was in her mind that day tha
would spend the last of her money to fly back to her homeland and pray that her family would forgive her f,°'
sins she committed, and the dishonor she had bestowed upon them. Then, that very same day, she 1€
letter in thg mail from the hospital where her husband had died. It was a bill for her to pay for the servlccsk
had been give to her husband in the hospital prior to his death. Because she had no insurance, of Jet alone
:l:at it was, she had to give up her entire life savings. All her income and profits went into the death

eloved h_usband. She had nothing left in life to look forward to. : off
realizauwlth fall these thoughts circulating in her head, she lay down to go to sleep. As she drifted € o
on of her position sunk in. She thought of all the happy times she and her husband had exper!

She th amil i ] | hd
wa: co(::glhe; :f her family and friends, new and old. She remembered the happier times. And with s
She did not wake up the next mornin
anymore. Her story was
looked down on the

he nex g. She was actually not found for three days, but it didr;;;;n"
published in the' newspaper as a tragedy but she, sitting by the side of her hus’
Earth and knew that it was part of her fairy tale. She had finally found her “Americ# |

e e







Reflection

By Vicki Craig

It would be really strange
If we were not free to be ourselves |
If nobody had an advantage

If nobody had opinions.

It would be really strange if

We all looked alike

A universal mirror

One fish in a school of thousands
Many pairs of eyes molded into one.

It would be really strange if
We all thought alike

No variety or spice of life

One robot among thousands
Many minds molded into one.

It would be really strange if
We all sounded alike

A chorus of monotony

One record among thousands
Many voices molded into one.

It would be really strange if
We all felt alike

A single group emotion

One stone among thousands
Many hearts molded into one.

It would be really strange

If we were not free to be ourselves °
If nobody had an advantage

If nobody had opinions.




PossLble

By Stephane Wiater

19

™ s it Possible?

Possible that the whispers I hear

are just the wind?

Possible that the songs I listen to

are only the swaying grass?

Possible that the pictures I see painted in the sky
are only the clouds?

Possible that the spiritual aromas I smell

are just flowers?

Possible that the sweetness that teases my tongue
is only the air around me?

No, not possible

Not possible, because I know the things I sense
are more than mere flowers or clouds

They are part of nature.

Nature’s own song, scents, pictures, and tastes.

They are more than objects.
They have spiritual meaning.
This meaning is what keeps me here,
Keeps me coming back,
Keeps me at peace.

cholas Barnes, traditional Polish paper cutting
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MY Flrst Plane Ride

[ have forever wondered

In my great five years of life
The feeling 1 would have

On my first plane ride

[ have imagined on my Own
And played with my toy plane
Yet I never thought

That the flight would be bad

[ have forever wondered

In my great five years of life
When my Daddy would take me
On my first plane ride
Onwards and upwards

To the land of Mickey Mouse
[ have a birthday in the fall
In fact it's in September

In September, I'll be five

[ have forever wondered

In my great five years of life
How the cockpit would look
On my first plane ride

How the pilot would steer

And how many buttons there would be

[ have a lucky number
The number is eleven
Eleven is when I am five

By Daniel Mirsky

[ have forever wondered

In my great five years of life
What it would be like

flying my first plane ride

I bet I would have four seat bel
Because a car has two

And a plane is twice as fast
My Daddy told me

He had a surprise for me
Because it was my birthday

I have forever wondered
In my great five years of life
Why it was that way
On my first plane ride

I told my Daddy

I didn’t like his Surprise
I didn't like the Noise

I didn’t like the Fighting
I didn’t like the Crying
And I didn’t like

My last plane ride




Grouno Zerp

By Jennifer Fee

‘This is_for all the heroes out there, the everyday people who put aside their problems to help
others. This is my story:

I spend my nights giving advice.

] spend my days with others in my arms.

I am the rock,

The foundation of the emotional skyscraper,
‘The weight is heavy on my shoulders,

‘But the drive to succeed is too strong.

fI carry all of this,

And people say I'm perfect.

How little they know!

;fI am tired and weak.

I need help

I need your arms around me.

You promise to be there

But you never are.

Just once don’t complain to me about someone.
Just once be my rock.
Be my strength.

Hold me up.

Jenni Warner, photography

This is what a hero really is. Nothing special, just someone who learns to put his problems

second. Sometimes even heroes need lifting up. It is time. It is time to help those who are
always helping us.
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Orangt on Orange

By Madeleine Schurmann ,
A
i Vi
No one notices the contrast of white on white &
Not black on black or orange on orange. v //
They can't tell the difference of color, but why?
Y difference of color? 2

7 f " ol
22 Can't they see the ¥ 4
" The lies that separate us all? 6 3

The untold secrets that hold us together, |

That bind those to whom we are close.
Ever notice when you find someone,

You can tell they are just like you? ;
How can you tell the differences, Orange with orange makes orange,

That form the boundaries of black on black? And black with black makes black,
B But it takes red and yellow to make orange,

And all colors to make black.
What color are you?
- How many facets do you hold?
e~ What secrets do you hide?
*i Orange is orange but it takes others to make it what it is,
It’s just like humans. ,/,‘i
You are who you are, J

i
%" But it takes others to make you that way.
If your dad beats you,
Then you are a man hater.
If your mom was seventeen when she had you,
Then you live in poverty and wish you had more.
If your best friends smoke then you will too.
And yet, you don’t see that contrast,
Though so bright, you miss it still.
Why?
Look harder, and you can see it.
It’s right there.
It’s that feeling that you know someone,
hen you have only met them once. That feeling of love at first sight. ;
. That feeling that you know everything about your best ir¥
And you have only known them for six months. 1
It’s the contrasts that form those bonds.
The black on black,
The lack of difference, that forms them.
The fact that the majority of us are all the same.
Though different, many of us have gone through
A similar past that bind us.
Don't you see them yet?
Is it clearer now?
It’s that feeling when your grandfather
You did not know him very well,







Ashes

By Jenni Warner

[t was the day
That buildings played a game
A child's game that comes from death

24 But is played with giggles and smiles

¥ Ashes, ashes,
We all fall down
One after another they came crumbling
All because of the giant flying insects that splattered
Against the panes
Buildings and humans fell,
Crushed in body and spirit
Ashes to ashes
Brisked away by a late summer's breeze
Rising from the rubble and falling back down to the earth
But from those ashes arose great heroes
Like the Phoenix,
They rose from the ash
As they ascended those staircases

Climbing ever higher
Running toward the sky and toward Heaven...

And into our hearts.
Standing on a pedestal towering in the sky,
They stand now, taller than ever.
Our heroes who embody our immortal heroes...
Heroes who hope never to fall, named
Hope
And Pride
Courage
And Patriot
It was a day of ashes.
A day of tears.
A day of hope
A day of fears.
A day of the best and of the worst.
It was a day where in the future we'll hear

: “Where were you when...?"

% And we'll remember the exact chair
We sat it.
But she'll rise once again,
From the ash
And the rubble
Our future is bright
And the key to the future,
Is knowing we have one.

Jenni Warner. photo?






We know what we are
but know not whatl we

may be.

-- William Shakespeare



n Her 15585

By Sarah Anderson

You look across the classroom at the strange new girl.

She looks so perfect sitting there alone.
You offer her your friendship, but she refuses.

Just then you catch her eyes.

Her beautiful, bright, green eyes staring
Straight back at you.

You see her sitting there perfectly still,
Like a deadly animal.

You then realize that she is just too good to be true.

:

:

|

. So you ask yourself, “What is the catch?”
} But I think you already know the answer.

Even from far away you can see
Grief and despair in her eyes
- All this suffering and mourning in her eyes.

You can see all the way down to her heart.
You see that she has a black heart.

Her black heart that is beating

. Within her very own body.

Now you realize that she is not completely there.
She’s in a world that no one else can reach.
It's a place where everything goes your way.

Then out of the blue, she comes to you.
You both become acquainted with each other.
You discover that the girl's name is Jane.

You can't help but wonder why she is so down.
After you ask her what is wrong,

Her answer is unbearable.

You never knew that a beauty

Could do such harm to one's self.

Finally you figure out that Jane

‘Has done something else wrong.

She has done something

t will keep her damaged forever.
YoW, all you can ask yourself is “Why?"

- Complete guilt and depression is visible in her eyes.

Virginia Rowland, oil )astel

Blind Reflections

By Matt Dayton

In the mirror I do not reflect reality
The same sense that allows me to see
Coincides with its ability to blind me

Looking at the reflection of this intruder
There is a hint of resemblance
But as I gaze a little deeper
My eyes are masked by appearance

Hopefully my fictional fairy tale
Will unfold with age
But for now the man in the mirror
Distorts my vision day by day

And page by page
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By Tina Larm

28 You speak, you whisper,
You laugh, you talk,
You Q];{L;le_ you sing,
And do many other things.

You may throw away your dignity,
And vou may swallow your pride,
But what do you do with that sound?
You know what I'm talking about,

Your voice.
Nobody ever notices how i;opfdrt nt it i

They scream, they yell,

They shriek, they scowl, 2 4
They insult, they swear, de !
And lower themselves.

They lose it and some fever find it.

They use it when they're never suppoggd to.
They abuse their privilege of speaking. |
They chitter and chatter,

And gossip when it's not the right thing to do.

Your voice gives you personality and character.
Your voice is your opinion,

Your mind,

Your voice gives you life.
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By Tim Seky

N\ I need to find my owny
¢~ Somewhere inside me is my,
eneath bountiful layers of emoy
Beneath other va

I need to sce ‘
To let my voice be ht
But I have now
I'm just a refled

A reflection of my part I

Of my educa

Of where I'vel

Not where I am or where [ am

I'm just a refl

In your glassy eyes staring®

Igno

But for some reason you cannot h¢
Can't hear whal

but you just don’t ¥

Maybe you can i’hai i

; o

But you haven't car ed ]
Y So I bury mf}

!

Behind ' 5
anger andé
Beneath layers of ang o

When you still won* !



In So Ma ny Worols

By Virginia Rowland

“What is it that I long to express?” I ask myself as | put my pen to paper. She looked at me with incredulity
when I told her I hadn’t written anything I deemed worthwhile in a year. “You had a whole year though...a year
and nothing?” Yes, nothing. Bits and snatches of conversations, little quotes and observations., nothing cohesive

“You are so young," he told me. I am the embodiment of what? We all long to say something original, to
| pour our ideas into written words. What was it that he told me earlier? When he held my shoulders to stop my

shaking? He told me it's hard, yes, but keep going, don’t compare yourself to others. Why cling to love at my age?
|t is a fickle illusion, a game to play to prove a point. Am I capable of feeling that? Would I want to lose myself in
deep pools of eyes as intelligent thought evaporates? Now that I have let my thoughts flow to bare my reasons (o
you, your arms embrace me for a moment, yet I wonder if your eyes will avoid mine with shy consternation
.~ tomorrow. I will not be who I am now tomorrow morning, as my thoughts will return to the dull and mundane and
1 will crave that cold distance. My heart will be chilled in the stillborn morning, and by the vacant violet of fading
day in the transient evening. Trees hold out wispy arms to embrace this solitude, they are circulatory systems
- without hearts or brains. I see people without compassion or awareness, their ignorance is bliss but it will not

last. This is not what it's about. There must be more. What is this dream that our people strive to achieve?
| When I awoke, my dreams had been stolen from me, and I could not remember the lesson I had learned. I
see my words fade into the air as I speak them. Perhaps it is merely my inspiration that has withered and dried
up. It crumbled between my fingers and flecks were dispersed throughout the air. These words float away, but I
do not feel despair at this loss, for
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My hearif%hes
But my soul
Has been set free.
You can’t change my mind
Just please...let it be.

- Méiles‘. mix media



Ricardo Briones, mixed media




FouLLg widow

By Chelsea Sanchez

The sun is the master of time
Deciding how long we will remain
Revealing to us the shadowed understanding of life
Eternal only in the eyes of a mortal

The moon is a treasure of old
Lighting the night with its greatness
Never understood, but used as a guide to the stars
Myth tells more than madness

Smiling at the sun will bring your ashes

Frowning at the rain will bring your tears
Staring at the moon may take your sanity
But staring at the sun will take your sight

Take the simple, sunny path of suicide
Take the moon-lit path of the burly
Should you lose your understanding?
Or should you lose your guidance?




W.A.S.P.

By Amy Lewis

[ am more than the sum of my parts.

[ can not be summed up in mere words —
[ transcend human speech
And the tragic contortions of 26 letters.
[ am found in the center of the Earth.
In darkened, dusty library shelves,
In the binding of books,
[n Autumn winds,
[n the London skyline,

In the New York pavement,

I i " hushed : ’ ’

ST Mool Scientist

And more. By Matt Dayton
I am who [ am 3 &

I would like to take you to places unseen
Like the intricate brain

of my intricate human being

Lori Munoz, sculpture or plans of genes dividing full speed
Through my rapidly moving blood stream

But realistically, scientists have been there and done that
And now they try and play God by cloning
Lost souls like helpless lab rats

The human genome has already been decoded

And the purpose of a child has long sense been demoted
So now an unsuspected female gamete waits while
The twenty-three chromosomes are loaded

“It is to help the sick and handicapped” they say

But it never occurred to their big bang theory thinking
Minds that God created them that way

No dignity or actions that are moral

The focus of life has been shifted to make man immortal

So on my deathbed I will stray my DNA away
To save my soul

Because Heaven awaits and that alone has always been
My life’s goal.

Lori Munoz, sculpture




The sun rises,
The sun sets,
The world moves,
People change,
Time continues,
Life goes on,
And the sun still rises,
And the sun still sets.
We live,
And, in living,
Something new in us is born
Every instant
And, in living.
Every moment, something else in us dies.
So we continue,
An Infinitude of Births,
And Eternity of Deaths,
Ands the sun still rises, Lori Munoz, mosaic
And the sun still sets.
The universe unfolds,
This tapestry we call life continues it’s inexorable unfurling.
Our lives change, and we adapt.
We continue, as we must,
But know that, somehow, in a way we can never truly comprehend-
The world is unfolding as it should.
So hard as it is,
Always remember-
The sun always rises,
And the sun always sets.
So, dark as this is,
Difficult as this may seem,
Never Forget-
Tonight the sun will set,
The stars will shine,
\ The moon glow,
And after that-
Tomorrow the sun will rise.
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Present Future \

By Matt Dayton \

\
presently we are planted seeds expanding our roots \\ .
greaking through top soil ' .

Gasping for sunlight
As our scattered colors
Organize by youthful innocenge

presently, we are paintbrus
Stroking bristles of ideas

Along pre-painted canvases
While simultaneously constfucting
A future masterpiece

Presently we are hope
' Floating up above
ESuccess and failure

y breathing,

Gulping images,
Lﬁﬁ awe-struck by their beauty
Soul, wrinkled in thought.



" By Nancy Llamas

.~ Lose one friend
- Lose all friends
Lose yourself

36
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TWO Viewe

By Joey \’\l’xl]ingh;lm

Born into the world
So innocent
S0 pure
Our baby
Our boy

Don’t run in the house!
'Smack!
My baby
That boy

Good grades in school
So happy
So proud
My sweetheart
My boy

You stayed out too late!
You're grounded
Your child
Your boy

I'll always be here
I'll listen
I'll talk
Sweet boy

I'm leaving you now \ /u
You write
You call -
Young boy =




Lost

By Brad Kaufman

Where am I?
They say I'm here.
But where is here?

Here is now.

But now is changing,
Forever and ever,

Forever,

3 Changing, .-_ T‘
- And never staying the same.

[ ask where I am,

But all I hear is voices.
Confused voices. 3
1 Voices arguing,

Where amI?

Constantly changing,

-l
3
v

)
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Spoons Reflection

By Mo Urias

Everything around me reminded me of her.
If you sit on the shore long enough, sometimes right
before the sun sets, for a few seconds the sky will
turn the most beautiful fuchsia. We used to spend
all day on the beach just for those few seconds of
bliss. Why am I so tormented by her death?

The best night we ever spent together was at
the fancy Italian Restaurant. The way she loved
her pasta sauce so emaciated and her iced tea with
so much sugar it was nearly opaque. The way the
cello stood out from all of the other instruments in
the band. The usually clean restaurant had a piece
of broccoli on the floor next to my feet, but ironically
the silverware was so lustrous I could see my
reflection almost perfectly.

She hated dirty silverware.




Ny ‘i

=
<
™
3)
5

Masks

By Samuel Gardner

We are all masks. e o

What we see of one another, who we think they are, it's just a mask.

We assume these roles, act into them, model our behaviors to meet this guise and
Thereby shack!é ourselves tqiinodus operandi. B Y

Dig deeper, uncover more, and find another mask under the first.

Masks wearing masks, wearing masks, wearing masks.

We fool o selves mto,..-beliévihg we can truly know a person,

But we so

Comical, serious
The person sitting
When she is around
Masks wearing

We mislead ourselve
And in our delusions
Yet we refuse to reali
Potentially harmful hal
We lie to ourse@es and in t

‘we can't be he

We wonder why
Masks wearing masks, wearing

% 3 1 @
So what is there behin g masks
When all is said and done and the da
Nothing and Everything.
Unfiltered potential, capabilities
Possibilities unfettered by synt

No features, because features li
The complete, absolute
Masks wearing masks, we ar
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M the Niche

By Ryan Rivera

YD s ‘ ; A 1 How easily
: B } 1 I She flew through the door

By Dabney Crews

Love dared not to knock
She knew she was needed

[ want to get lost in you
How much

Swept away by you
Taken in and out
Inside and around by you
[ want to breath you in
And live from that air i A reclining breeze
| want to know your everything , SCr:“}"“ﬂ the salt
And become your all : Off the tongue

She stirred the satire
Being present

[ want to be your you ; ’
And vou be my me ‘ And her breezg soaked in
¥ SIS ; Her never-needing knock at
[ want to write the words
: The door named Forgotten,
And vou to be my music
: Gone, She nestled in me

I want to be the thoughts

That make up all your dreams . Then She Rested
[ want you to find in me Then SheTold me
Everything I never knew | had [ failed To remember
I want you to be the place

That [ can find my peace g A I loved Her
[ want to be the one ' . | Too much
Who you pour out your soul to ; And lost Myself
I want to kiss your lips . In and out of

And know your stories Vi ; | Her tastes
I want to be the perfections TR
That complete your life - | So she fled out the door,
And] want to be with you 4 ! ¢ Kissing me with a salty lip
never know anything else . ' And I watched night
I'want to hold your hand ¥, ' Approaching, as she held
b And be your light £ Naw My heart, until
want to be your best friends ; Her grasp became

And neve g g '
r leave your side . \ Too weak

And I, in catacomb
4 Burial
o 4 Opened the door an inch
i 1 In hope she would

4 Return
Ricardo Briones, oil pastel
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bearing witness to the trials and turmoil
of our transient time.
fulfilling the impoverished souls. they behold.

They rejuvinate the weary.,

offer solace to the grieving.
provide for the needy,
fulfill the incomplete.

and complete the unfulfilied.

Those perfect orbs. born to perceive,
their keenness beyond the flawed sight of mere mortals,
They exist to behold the light and beauty,
And in doing so inspire the utmost of beauty in others.
I am both completed and unmasked., embraced and lost
in the depths of
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Ruestlons

By Sean Starkweather

Does il ever end?
This boredom?
This waiting for peace?
Who can end it? How?
Why haven't they?
Why don't they?
[ wonder at the absurdity
Of this world.
| wonder if I really exist...
If you exist at all.
Why is it that I question?
Why am | not pleased to just exist?
Why do I wonder?
Life is a devious torture device
An intelligent person
Could go crazy wondering,
Wondering how it will come,
When?
You are forced to wonder
To questions why
You must even questions
Your questioning
Insanity is no escape, I know
Nor death
For death is a mystery
Ungnswered questlons

Cam Allen, oil pastel

Prop crtg

By Virginia Rowlan

Halo around a floodlight
I sit in my sanctuary
Surrounded by what I need
To survive
Above trembling electricity
From distant buildings
Like this one
Immersed in my element
Knowing everything will change
Makes no difference to me
I'm here now, my hands numb
Infatuated with the moment
Absorbing it through the air
Is it not enough to be alive?
Do I have to leave?
I'm not through being here
Society moves too fast
I see beauty in observation
Selfishly guarding my sol
While useless infor
Invades
Needless numersz
False identificati
I'm a girl on a ledg
Watching the sky cha
As it remains timeless ¢
As I grow old and forget %
That this should belong to me
Because I love it most




| WAS Drunk

By Tim Sekinger

A momentary snapshot
A solitary glance

Flipping through photos FEg
Of what seemed an ancient romance 351

The good times we had
Came to a screeching stop
“Call an Ambulance”

said the voice of a cop

“These kids were going too fast
and I think the boy is drunk.”
They found the empty glass bottles
As they opened up my trunk

Katie zslmp !

She had told me not to drive

But [ insisted “I'm okay,” CD'F{"BC Ta LRS
[ never thought my decision would make her

Never see another day By Lori Munoz

As we both laid in the street

I realized how badly I was bleeding
['turned to see her lying there

[ found she wasn't breathing

Hours spent talking over black coffee
And stale cigarettes,
That's all that we really needed.
Many nights sitting in that booth with you
Was all I needed.
And always there was our coffee
And those camel wide lights you smoké
Doing your little tricks with the cancer you bf"am:
[ loved every moment of you. |
Every sip I take of that black stimulant {
That swirls around my mug are filled |
With memories that can only make me smit
But time moves on, and people move On[H(i!
But I will always have those endless pots o |
Coffee and you to think |
About
And that is enough for me.

As I look back on the days
When we had so much fun
I realize, it's over



The Addietion

By Amy Lewis

[ walked the five blocks from my apartment to Sam's All-Nite Laundromat with mv

collar turned up. It was after 1AM and I did my best to stay in the shadows and out of the 43
sight of the cops. Reaching Sam’s, I entered. The bell above the door jingled, signaling my
arrival. No one bothered to look in my direction. It's just as well. The only people doin;g
Jaundry at Sam’s at 1:26AM were two middle-aged waitresses with dyed red hair and one
overweight, overworked housemaid, dozing in a blue plastic chair. I stole a look out of

Sam’s only window just to make sure [ hadn't

A //a//e/ gat a a/ad 0/ aa&’é been followed. Then, I crept to the back of the

Laundromat, pausing in front of a splitting
wooden door marked “PRIVATE.” I gave The

| a/(J éa/(/ed /x w fa//( Knock (two taps, followed by a pound). I heard

keys being turned in their locks and bolts being
slid out of their places. Finally, the door cracked open just enough for Sam’s white face to
peek out and see me. He pulled me in and shut the door with a bang. It was a small, dingy.
gray room, dimly lit by a single floor lamp. I pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to Sam.
He took it and scooted over to his makeshift bar (a venerable roll top desk) to pour me a
drink. I made friendly noises in the direction of the room’s only other occupant — a dirty,
stringy haired man known as “Crazy Eddie” who was sitting in the corner. His glazed over
eyes stared at an unknown point just above my head. Every couple of minutes, his entire
body shivered — the result of years of stimulant abuse.

“Looks like he's had one too many,” I said as Sam handed me a mug.

I held it close to my nose, breathing deeply. Coffee.

“Colombian is all we got this week. Our Sumatra man never came through. The feds
probably got him,” Sad said darkly, putting a hand on his gun as if expecting the copsto
burst in that very second. Which was highly possible. e

Coffee is the newest item to be banned by the government. They say caffein
is substance abuse. Now we're forced to meet in the middle of the nig j
Sam's just to have a little joe. It's hard on a person to have to wait for it,
hardly get up in the morning and face the day. Your hands shake and
but all you can do is count the hours until it is safe to go out and get
for a small fortune on the black market. Every night I, and people
certain imprisonment for a Java buzz. It's worth it. Besides,
once you're hooked, you're hooked.

[ drained my cup, satisfied.
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TRAINS-PART |
Tran Wreck

By Thomas Dieter

You and I are two trains
Speeding down parallel tracks
In opposite directions.

Yes, of course, our trains eventually meet,
But, just as soon as they do so,
They speed away from one another.

Right now, you and I
Are at that meeting place,
But we can't stay there forever.

I don’t know about you,

But my train is moving too fast
To stop.

TRAINS-PART I
Ow the Tracks

By Thomas Dieter

[ remember once,
When I was very young,
| saw a train speeding down the railroaq

The train
Moved
With exhilarating speed.

When it came to a sharp turn,
And couldn’t make it,
It was derailed.

That is essentially my life.

I've always had a set track,

A set pattern
That I had always followed.

I hated it
But I did it anyway
And I did okay.

I was young, a teen, I knew everything.
I stumbled off of that track,
And my life went straight to hell.

People had to help me
Help me
Get back on that track.

And now ['ve learned
That if I hit a sharp turn,
All I have to do is slow down a little,

And I know I'll make it.









Cam Allen, acrylic

herapy

Them PY

By Mo Urias

A high school English teacher goes for
a jog after a day of screaming at
freshmen. A housewife runs around the

block a few times the mor ning after her

husband comes home drunk and beats
the soul out of her and her two kids.
Wouldn'’t it be odd if all of the people
you see jogging in the park or through
your neighborhood were running from
something. Not physically, but just
running from something inside of them,
something that hurts, something that
they can’t exactly express verbally.
These couple of hours out of their
stressful days are their only time alone.
It is the only time they get to stop
worrying about the nine to five they
despise or the appointment they forgot
to book. Whenever you see someone
going for a jog, think about this: Is that
girl taking an hour break from the three
hours of homework waiting on her bed?
Or is that soccer mom doing anything
she can just to get away from her ugly
soccer mom van and her whining soccer
kids?

)
.




Candles burn o I

. B I{}}EL BRALS
i s Sometnin
Covers any emptiness

Coffee stain

« Sowrething Like Daffney

Bathes what’s clean
Dirty water that she makes pure
Whispers love songs meth Lm’g ‘ ! e D a
That make her cry l/‘ e
Just because she feels By J.C. Fletcher
”  Believes in imagining
That everything is okay

And perfect again Welcome home lovely
Sulks now Swallow and drown
: And greets the flood What put and held you down
»  With that smile Nothing deserves
- Turns the black rot sky overhead Nothing for her
Blue and new instead Always and forever
Just to spite yesterday Something like Daffney
. Just to encourage tomorrow To me
o Something I need
- Something Igked)aff
O m e l n g IKZ g:t a Mess drains
8 Save all this Full she stands
2 Save every kiss Carries the towel to her room
Become Lovely
& Believe in you ne ymore
: o
Smethlnghiiﬁfe Dafiney
he’s gone
And so is the glow
Bathroom darkens
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Dies to the room down the hall
Where she slips into

Something Like Dafffiag o

Uncov the bed
And covers herself up past her head
Smiles again

SOmethlng Ll Shecanbreathefqeamn e‘

Fade away




Mask of ndifference

By Mo Urias

I'm the epitome of what I've been striving to avoid, et
I reminisce on those sweet lips and soft finger tips,
To have someone to hold,
Someone to call my own,
To get lost in the depths of your eyes
I settle for this meaningless glance,

If I wore a colorful counterfeit mask,

Would it make a difference?

If I borrowed your opinions

And called them my own,

Would it make a difference? \
If my soul lacked all depth, |
Would it make a difference? !
If I were just like you, |
Would you wish I were different?

Sometimes I wish I were fake.

On another one of my aimless walks
I passed by your home,

| stared in commiseration at the bench
Where sits my regrets,

It brought to me the remembrance

Of silly poems I once wrote of love,

And the innocence they held,

Those beautiful green eyes engulfed mine
From within the sockets.
When you look at me

Like a stranger on the streets,
I wonder if you hate me
Nearly as much as I miss you.

Lori Munoz, wood sculpture




whew | die... .

By Garry Powell

I want you to know that I am sorry. I'm sorry to all those who I made cry. worry, and hate me, T,
who I may have offended. To those who I love and who love me back. I am sorry that I'm to leaye, . h‘hose
wasn't abrupt, though if expected, I know it still hurts. But please don't cry for me too long, or mourn endlesy)
Just remember me, even if in the back of your mind. Remember me, my laughter, smile, and jokes, The smy.
mementos. and the inside jokes that only we could ever laugh at. Y

Please know that in the great expanse of time and out of the even greater number of people who have

passed and gone, that my time here was unique. It was special. and though it may not have appeareq

to be, my life was significant. Just as all human lives are in one way or another. [ want you

to know that my life stood for something and that it had a reason for ever tak

place. What happens to us is in our hands. But. what is meant to happey

will, we just follow a path we lay out ahead of ourselves without ever
knowing the direction it takes.

The roads we build will eventually lead to the same

direction.

......
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y Dal Nam

“They asked me to write down my race and [ thin

ik k and think ve ' _
- Writing down the truth and have my answer ga:??usly and consider

I am rice, rice, and more rice.
Sometimes with red, hot kimchi,
Sometimes with brown, Jjuicy galbi,
Sometimes with yellow, string oh-jing-ah,
Sometimes with well, nothing, just plain old rice.
Whether cold or heated up,

Whether with beans or without,

I am tons and tons of rice, inside this body.

I am an eighteen year old man.
£ I am a never ending game of Life
" [ always enjoyed the sensation of already getting married
a honeymoon with my pink one-centimeter wife at such a young age.
star, checking out my monkey-like moves in front of the tall guffawing mirror.
¥ I am a ten year old child inside this body.

I am the heavenly and mellifluous music my mother

Never quit playing on our brown Baldwin,
classics, and whatever the others were, soothed my young, tempered soul.
I am my mother's silvery melodies inside this body.

- I am Sul-nal, the first day of every new year.
" My family and I always eat my mother's tantalizing tug-gug
3 On this bright and hopeful morning.
" Those rice-caked oval things are so chewy and yummy.
- I especially cherish the grand finale when I have

The privilege to slurp up the tasty soup.
I am fragrant and relishy Sul-nal inside this body.

I am my diligent, big-hearted father.
Whenever I see my father engrossed in his newspapers,
myself scrutinizing my chemistry homework in front of my desk at nlgh

Whenever I make some kind of mistake, e

He condones my fault and my guilt fades away.
I am my hard-working, benevolent father, inside this body.

(}7 ey asked me to write down my race and I think and think very seriously and consige
Writing down the truth and have my answer read.
But, I simply write down

I am Komerican.
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Uy Buckling

Peripatetic, copasetic, come and get it-
Sometimes gone somewhere far, far away,
But will the rain come another day?

Curl up, crouch down, hide in the box
Crack open the carcass before it rots.
Spread out the insides, we’ll all have a look
See all the poison that you took.

Stitch it back up and fasten the lid.

Now are you happy?! We all know what you did!
Bury it deep and wait for the rain.

Wrap up in black and hide from the pain;
Mother Duck waits for her flock to fly home,
But the ugly little duckling couldn’t make it on his own.
Come water wash us, clean out our eyes,
Help us to see and to understand why;
There’s always one duckling, lost in the storm,
One duckling that hatched, but never was born.
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Hurvieane Rose

By Ben Batschelet

The world stops for no man. So obviously, the world isn't going to care abouyt
problems, but that doesn’'t mean I can't try and make them care. Oh, it's not like | have ”I
world worthy problem; Dubya’s “Freedom Corps” isn't going to come help me out of poverty .
rescue me from any natural disaster. No, I suffer from poverty of the soul; I've been victin |
the absolute worst metaphysical natural disaster: love.

Don't get me wrong; love is by no means a horrible evil that must be avoided at 3] COsts
But just as rain is essential to all life, hurricanes have been known to give certain Texas toyy,
a severe lack of existence. Many would argue _ that Hurricane Rose has long since gone apg
past and it is now time to rebuild. To them [ say “No, this is only the eye. I am stil i
the middle.”

Such terrible weather she has
first great storm to pass over my
most violent. Before she made
glass. And then it happened.
slowly the clouds rolled in
eventually I found myself
tenderness. She came crashing
down on top of my world.

Faster than I could really
swallowed up and I was taken out to

caused in my life, too. Perhaps not the
head, but she is undoubtedly the
landfall, the seas were like smooth
Not all at once, mind you, but
and the surf rose unti
trapped in a tempest of
down on top of me, crashing

think, every vestige of land was
sea. Tossed from wave to wave, |

struggled to keep my head above water. And yet, through some miracle, I survived
I kept my head above the crests of the waves and was sucked towards the eye wall. Ina
sudden instant I was swept up and at the same time, somehow thrown down. And yet, the
violence of the waves paled in comparison to the sound. The wind howled, screamed in my
hears, and reverberated throughout my whole body. Banshees flew about mc and hollered
their sad laments louder than any human lung, and I admit I felt the twinge of fear, and
simultaneously, sorrow for their sake.

The wind raged and thundered and chilled beyond that which the wate had already
accomplished. And as suddenly as it had reached this climax, the crescendo d -d and I W&
released into the eye of the storm. And so, here I float, in the middle of all his flotsa™
watching the debris of my former glory go past in the current, looking forward tc yet another
eye wall and then who knows what. ?

; I'm not afraid. I've lived through this much, and I'm not beat vet. Do you hear me R0S¢’
; m golng to win. Defiantly, I will r‘;g:: my fist into the air and excl};.ifn, “Dz your worst Ros¢
a::n?tanot drotwn me! There are many more just like you on the horizon, and you sure 25 ec
waves!gllvr;lvigll gesai?;or;os?vi :11; all you have Rose! You'll never push me down beloW

: swim to salvation and you can do nothing to stop M€




20 Minutes

By Melissa Harrold

30 minutes... All I have is 30 minutes
io tell you completely about me. Where
[ grew up, where I work, what
relationships I've been in and out of.

Or even my whole life’s story. In 30
minutes you must know everything about
me — Well, what about you? I know
nothing of you! And yet, in such a
brief period of time, you know everything
about me. Even enough to become
me... to think like me... What if
you are me? Because in that 30 minute interval

— we switched. And now with just 30
minutes of knowledge — you must know
who [ am — what I am — and
what I will soon become to be.

For 30 minutes can take a whole lifetime
or just one moment. For you had your
whole lifetime to know me — to
love me — to care for me... And in 30
minutes you tell me you have no idea
who I am — you hate me — and
through that whole entire lifetime
you never cared for me once. In 30
minutes you killed me. And in just one
Mmoment [ saw how long 30 minutes
can really be.

Janelle Carrillo, scratchboard



Thoughte

By Sean Starkw
\ N bt(nl\\\v;n}wr

N
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As the ink bleeds inad
upon my page,
Questions riddle my ming
riddle my mind.
Emptiness oozes through me
curdled blood like cottage chuss
Every pen stroke betrays me
[ am betrayed.
Paradigm shift from
my paradoxical ways,
mind confused
by the parallax waves,
writing through a long tunnel,
but I can’t see the light.
There is no light.
Stained glass memories
in tarnished frames...
worn down memories
full of forgotten names...
qander ceaselessly,
endlessly, forgetfully,
homeless, tired, and bored,
Stupidity,
Democracy,
Morbidity,
Hypocrisy,
too many thoughts.
Everyone else’s problems
pile it all on me.
It’s always my fault.
Give me all your issucs,
we all know I don’t have any:

CQuacy

Cam Allen, prism color
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what can | sag? Pams

By Mittie Grammar
\ By Garry Powell - »

i~

o’ In my dream
The other day I thought I had the answer, which has eluded y { flvin ;;1131 f:“lier? :
me for so long, leaving me silent during your futile e E
, falling from the tree
attempts to make conversation with me. It was so clear to t
= o the waters
me. No longer would the jumble of words lay inside of me

that flooded my

house.

Going down the
waterfalls made from

—~ the steps of my front
porch,

around the corner
to grandmas,

tossing and turning while my mouth remained
motionless. Watching you quickly lose interest as I stayed
unresponsive to your beautiful and continuous string of
words that came so freely and effortlessly.
Maybe I can blame it on my shyness, or your green eyes, /
which seemed to capture and hold my attention. They say ’
that the eyes are the window's to the soul. But I think that
they are the house of the soul. And, it was in your eyes

flying to =
that my soul lived. Pennsylvania,
lturn the radio off as I put my car in park. I can see the and back as I begin to
store where you work outside of the driver-side window. fall apart. ¢

The outside lights are not on yet and the sky is a grey haze

hovering above in the distance. I take a deep breath and
slowly exhale.,

Down the streets,
I toss and turn =

b itting the ground
Ml jus' ask her out” I say to myself tilting my head back in every now and then.

My seat, staring at the roof of my car. I get out and begin But, at the end, =
0 walk towards the entrance. The grey haze is beginning I gather my remains, =
0 fade to black as the outside lights flicker on. I stop at o and fly to the top
the glass door, placing my hand on the handle, looking at . _until tomorrow.
My reflection. I become conscious of myself and turn away. 5
Walking back to my car, looking down in shame, shaking
"W head at the fact that I have fallen in love with someone
‘4N ot speak to. 1 glance at the store one last time as I
trn the ignition key. Though we may not be together, my
Soul still lives in your eyes.

9z NISTME Z00
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BLown Mind

By J.C. Fletcher

Hear the story of Joules

The blur that eyes never s€e
Who blew his mind on hope
And his mother’s kitchen sink
Morbid it may very well be

But when his family found him
The next morning .
It was not the sight that made them weep YR g |
Instead it was a page (i 2o R\
Crumpled in his left hand

That his father unfolded and deciphered
Then died brokenhearted after he read
Joules had died depressed

And in his place left a list

Of wishes and wills

A suicide’s last kiss

To his parents, he left

To questions
That would soo
Have him buried
He waited...waited!
He's waiting...I'm
waiting.

But of course,
Nothing comes.

His love and his regrets Nothing ever comes.

Eighteen years of memories Too deaf to hear, or

For them nothing but his best Too blind to see,

To his sister, But nothing comes and

Everything he never did Nothing is me.

Empty promises with love I prayed for you.

And everything left unsaid I bled for you.

To his friends, a box I lost a lifetime to you

Hidden beneath his bed Chasing a story

Full of literature he had written And miracles unseen

And a tape of songs he had All in hope,

For his girlfriend, a withered rose All in faith.

White ‘cause she never believed in love But, instead of answering

And a key to a lock You ignored this oncoming break

":"hat only she knows So in you I fall to my knees

Irc:) ltlus ct:jutr;h he left Cock the pistol and raise it steadily,

st ‘); ;::lre the tunnel through his head Picture the crucifix and nail up your name,

- ey once called him pagan And end my life and this letter by saying

ey might now call him “holy” instead To my classmates, I leave

’I‘;h his c'hurch's preacher, This poem and all. its grief

Thr(;eh:h i ::sugl:)t rl(l!l'llnttatli)ng with a whore Perhaps it will help your forsaken eyes

g ;roﬁl;lleists L To be open to the blur your egos hide

':‘Io hugﬂsc(;,od in uncertainty and feal;e glm‘: you blessed and ungrateful fools,
e three Hail Mary's Good-bye.

Then prayed for answers 6



wind walker

By Gabi Casares

I took myself 59

To the beach one day, .
To witness the wind.

The sweeping sand
Skirts around the dunes
And flies across the path.

The palms dance and sway
Bend and bow
To the rhythm of the wind.

Constantly soothing
Swift air, cool and light
Soft on the skin.

Salty moisture
Gritty crunch
The sand in the wind.

The wind sculpts the waves

Swiftly to shore
Constant, crushing baritone.

Fishy fragrance
Perfumes the land.
Tempting, Inviting

The eternal wind
The force that drives

R k. Me to sea.

4 See?
\ ﬁ V

Asthon Meade, mixed media
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Living Reflection,

: . The aged bronze glistened in the dim firelight and continyall, caug|
& ﬁ M he sat next to the bed. The old man’s soft, continuous breath w luspcrdi to 1] jl N eye,
3 # Ll vears and years of living, 1€ Toom v
.S “Are you sure this is what he wants?" his voice whispered to the Worn

base of the bed. 0 at the

“His exact orders, sir.” Her white uniform looked dull anc
W dingy room
The son shook his head decidedly as the nurse left. “Senile old fool.”
Bl cscaped his lips. “So much more could be done.” His dulled fingers touched the rise gng
fall of his sleeping father’s chest. “To give up now?” He ran his hands over pjs m\
weighed heavy with fatigue. ]

“I"'m not giving up.”

The deep words shocked him out of his weary state.

“Father?”

The ancient eyes opened slowly and focused in on his son’s face.

“I'm not giving up,” he repeated, clearer than before.

“Well, I...”

“Is that what you think of your old man?” The words came slowly but pure, “An
I to be remembered as a failure? Me? A senile old fool?” |

The son’s brow contorted and bent, searching for the best shape. His hands
fumbled nervously as they took hold of the aged palms of his dad. |

*I could never think that. You know I could never think that. It’s just.. just...can’
“N you do something?”

1 gray in the dark

yeni|
}\'H[;\

3 . “Why?”
/ ~ o s indy s His face fell away, astonished. “Why? Dad...why not? There’s so much more
A R v wew " now...so much to live for...so many ways.”
O At o L~ A His father sighed heavily. ,
& “r “Tell me then.” '
- - e “There’s a whole new world out there. A whole new life. You could be hcrfﬂﬂd i
RSy " » loveit, Dad. There are so many doctors, research, things that could heal you so easily. I |
R "f:.{ could help you pay for it if you want...I could...I could...” his words fell silent.
s L3 S Ty’ é":_f The old man’s eyes focused tightly on his son’s. “Listen to me. And listen |
B Y AN . closely, for my body, my soul, are too tired to say it any more than once. Promise 1 |
A “,";:,_. X s’ vou'll listen.” :
r;r,' Wit .:—_J‘_ The son reluctantly shook his head, “All right.” He ;
i "'- e J‘» The father took a long, deep breath that seemed to fill him from head to to¢.
:;.‘.’,."-L_,;""_‘ RV A . blinked his eyes once or twice before beginning. hich ’
ﬁf’]’: oL A < a “I began as any man. 1 came from a mother and father, a birth fromllove, Wi ; i
o e %" Tam more than fortunate to have experienced. I was raised with love and lived love 1|
g ': % 3\ ".f‘é' . went to school and grew. As I grew tall, my soul grew strong. As I learned l
R R "V leamed life. 1 lived.”
7 __‘f)‘;, S S ey o St hand$ '
< gy i g | I left my home and worked. I beat and pounded and built with my very |
Amy Lewis, photography i
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il they were like beaten stone. And I lived. T met your mother. She was strong, filled with love and had lived life. H

chy tongue. The way she looked at me as if | were the only man to have lived. As if I made her h: appy. She made r;u happy, and 1

wanted the same for her. We married, for the good times and the bad We marched on, for the good times and the bad And we loved and

we fived.”

“And we had you. A miracle beyond any other. You. a glistening boy, a beautiful boy. You,

as1did. And your soul grew, as mine did. And you, my boy, you m

g “When your mother died, I was broken. 1 was so torn. It w
mdpoul’fd out every beat of my heart, but I lived.”

I SWeEet words

too, I loved and I raised. And you
ade me so proud. And we loved and we lived.”

as as if the life had been ripped from me. My soul mourned and ached

“And you left, and you moved on. As a man, you were alive. I was even more alone. but | was so proud to be your father, and |
fived.”
“And now I lie in a bed, in a dark room where all the years have poured tears of both joy and sorrow onto its walls and I can think
of no better place to be. Not now, not ever. So tell me son, tell me... am I a failure?’

Tears had begun to well up in the son’s eyes, overflow ing onto his quivering lips
“Am 17 To have been born, to have fulfilled my life? To have gone out and been, to have roamed and sought? To have lived?
pon't leave me to believe that is what I've taught you. No man is a failure who has i ed
The son struggled, *“You’re not a failure.”
The wise man smiled. “You have made me proud. Don’t weep...don’t w eep for this man. [ am but an old flame. I've burned for

slong, long time. I've flickered, and danced, and pushed, and pulled. I've burned, and singed, and warmed,
andle. All that’s left is for me to be put out.”

His eyes grew pale.
“I love you, and I want you to live.”
The son smiled timidly as he held his father close.

no man...please. . .tell me.”

and comforted. Life was my

The night drew on with no more whispers said. It was quiet and dingy, but full of life. A flame flickered gently in the corner of

the room. The aged bronze next to it jolted in and out with luminosity.

Then, after a few moments, the room heaved in agony-—in mourning. And the room fell more silent than it had been in years. A
kindly hand...young, youthful, living...delicately lifted the bronze and slowly enclosed the flame. It died.. peacefully...because it had

M Gone

By Kristen Tacquard
Wotlldn't it b€"Strange
If pictures gould talk,

As if replaying memorics

o R il
ddn “it-be strange

w.xTO see ‘still faces alive,
Whispering back a time

When 1 was only nine.

To Sée us dance,
Twirl and smile,
“'With every passing moment
All the worthwhile.

James Mallard, photography
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A Cemetery VLISLE

By Beverly Camp

The air was moist
The scent of fresh cut spring

62 | pulled up along side the road
Not too far away a tall, lanky tree
About fifty feet stood
| sat on the old gray-stoned bench
Next to the tree
And stared in the distance at the statue
Of the Virgin Mary
| turned my head to the headstone with my name
The name I took after she died
Yeah...your sister
Next to it, a headstone with your name
Another year had past, had it been that long?
Eight years since you perished? Expired? Past away?
However you want to put it
| swept the debris away
From the engraved imprints
They were faded but at least readable
I placed a yellow rose upon the grave

Your favorite I know /
It was beautiful you know Ee LL@\/@

Like you

A teardrop fell to the earth as I By Dabney Crews
Brought memories of you back to mind ;

But it wouldn't bring you back Her circle of friends

All T could do was say good-bye She thinks that’s all she has

She's scared to be herself
She thinks she wouldn’t have a chance
Her life is full of sin
She's sinking too fast
She thinks she’s being accepted
But that's not going to last
I wish she would understand
How strong she could be
If only she would be herself and take the lead
I know she wants out of her circle
But she's already too deep
There's just one thing she has to do
And that is believe

[ miss you daddy




Harlem. Princess

By Natalie Darrah

63

Harlem Princess
Ske-bopping down the street
Hopping, skipping, and jumping to the beat.
Always knows that life will go on
She's feeling the rythym in a song
More than most of us can do
She’s got the walk,
She's got the talk,
But basically, she’s everything we're not.
Learned to grow up poor,
Had to fight to even the score.
But she’s always got that song in her heart,
Had it from the very start.
She’s my Harlem Princess,
Brianna, by name,
And she isn’t afraid to play life’s little game.
A small butterfly in the crowded woods
Playing her beat
She’s got it down.
In two-steps, four-steps...
And never a frown.
Hopscotch and jump ropes,
She remembers her life
And doesn’t forget it.
She doesn't lie.
My Harlem Princess never knows
What cards she’ll be dealt,
But that doesn’t matter.
She's got that game down.
And she won't ever need that stupid frown.

Garry Powell, photography
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Catenasivm

By Jenna Rasch

[ guess [ Sd the scene. It's about 900 degrees. I'm eating lunch in the “cafenasium.” It smells of aty g
s and French fries. I just happened to be eavesdr : asiu It ell sweaty gym
othes an 3 : D€ eavesdropping on my sister’'s conversation with her friend
“l was like, yOu shouldn't ha\tc said that about her. And then she was like, I didn’t even say that. And then I
«s like, well she ‘sald S0, ldnd her sister is backing her up on it- she heard you say it. And then she was like, well
se's wrong, | d.(m ; (‘ar? who backed her up.” While this is all happening, her friend's forehead had as many ripples
sifa pebble hit a placid lake. Her eyes seemed to bug out of her head, hands grabbing the corner of the table. as {f
e was about to explode.
“No ha-way! I so can't believe she denied it. Who does she

think she is? Ugh, that's it, | swear to God, that's it!
'm going to go over there and tell her who's in charge here!” She

stood up in a fit of rage. Her fist was clenched, her

wead tilted down slightly. The once tight curls in her hair had now seemed to go limp. Her cheeks flushed red, and her

wes glared with spite.
| “Whoa! I really think you should think all this through. I mean, is it really worth getting suspended, and
yorse, messing up your clothes?” my sister said almost breathlessly, biting her nails, distraught portrayed effortlessly

“No, you don't understand, this is WAR!" her friend bellowed and stomped her foot on the ground. “I suppose
ou wouldn't understand. You've like, never had to stand up for anything. Your Daddy takes care of it all!” she said
samelessly, sweat beaded on her forehead. She was very angry and really, just should've cooled down before she
mapped. By this time, her fists were closed and her arms were straight at her sides, screaming at the innocent girl.

“Ouch, totally ouch, Meggs. I thought we were, like, best friends for life. I was totally wrong.” Tears built up in
ier eyes, which were fixed upon the girl. Her arms were folded tightly, as if holding herself.

“Oh God, what have I done..."” The peach color returned to her face and her stance was a little more relaxed.
fler hands were palm side up, and coming forward a little. “I'm sorry?” she said biting her lip, hoping for a response.
fler eyes were begging her friend to see through the words and into the love she had for the girl.

“I'don’t know. I think you might've gone over the line this time.” She clung to her pink Jansport backpack and
slared into space. She picked at the already chipped nail polish on her nails, while her James Avery rings clanked up
igainst one another.

The other girl just sat down. Legs crossed at the ankle, hands folded in her lap, looking down at the floor, tear
dlled down her jaw line. She glanced over at the other girl and gave a half smile, but the girl didn’t catch it. So she
0od up and left with a nod and a graceful smile. She seemed to float across the floor.

“That's a damn shame.” I thought to myself.

Jenni Warner, photography




climbing Back Up
the walls

By Mo Urias

; ks 8 ) Make some money,
e _ Eat a pill,

2. % Make some money,
% ~"',v ' Eat a pill,

i LA
; »' V4 Make some money.

".a . M Steal some money,
il ﬁ’} Eat a pill

AL " e
A -}5 . 3 This was my life and the snowball effect showed no

: “* mercy. Inever thought this would be me. I thought it was

N, just make believe. Stuff you only see in movies, not in real

life. I hadn't known too much about the drug at first. It
was strictly experimental, maybe every once in a long while.
That once in a long while turned into every other weekend.
I didn't see a problem with it. It felt too good to be bad.

Ecstasy.

The word itself says it all. Just close your eyes and
imagine you're in the most joyous environment with the
happiest. friendliest people you've ever met. Any and all
negativity is squashed, and this miracle pill makes its way
through your digestive system.

Ecstasy.

I would've done anything for this feeling...and I
did. 1 did odd jobs for people, borrowed money from
everyone I knew, and stole money from my mom. I had
no reason to steal from her. She meant the world to me.

; " Soon enough I was eating three pills a week. 1 was
i _ cracked out half the time I went to work. My mom

. ’«4 started to notice that I looked a little different. She also
e " noticed she was missing a couple hundred dollars.
You never know how bad you've screwed up until
; you hit rock bottom. When I saw how bad my actions
 hurt my mother 1 didn't want to live anymore. We cried

for hours. She tried to understand and I got help. It was
g, 4 difficult, but I am now drug-free. I've been clean for fifty-
*Mﬁ three days. It may not seem like a long time, but I never
S amaees,  thought I would last a week. But, look at me know. [ still
s ;ﬁ get cravings, but I just remember how badly it hurt to see
SRy tears run down my mother's cheek...caused by me.

4
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Melissa

By Tim Sekinger

As the sun slowly drifted beyond the rolling hillside, I sat there wondering
if she would ever come. 1 lit two long white candlesticks and set them in the middle
of the picnic blanket. We had been dating for three years, three wonderful years.
That night I would ask her to marry me. I had planted the ring inside her piece of
cake. What a surprise it would be.

The sun had faded away and the moon and stars filled the sky with their

light. 1began to worry. Where was Melissa? It wasn't like her to be late.
[ told her to meet me there an hour before sunset. It was an hour after. It became
quite cool out and I could feel a piercing breeze, making all the little white hairs on
the back of my neck stand. It became calm, and very tranquil. I drifted off into
sleep.

1 awoke to the smell of stale cake and rotting meat. The sun had risen, but
you could not tell by the low hazy gray clouds. Ilooked around. There had been no
sign that Melissa had ever been there. I packed up the picnic and headed toward
her apartment. A dimmed porch light was all that welcomed me. I knocked on the
door, but there was no answer. | remembered the spare key under the welcome
mat. :és 1 opened the door Melissa's cat came running out. I looked around,
everything was in its place, except for my Melissa.

~ As [ headed home, the sun was still trying to peek its way through the now
ker clouds. As I walked in my front door, I noticed the alarmingly bright,
g, red light on my answering machine.
:d play. It was Melissa! I was so happy
r her voice. to know she was alive. As |
d to the message, all I heard were a
Wwords. She said...

“I'm sorry, I will
always love
you..good -
bye...forever.”

I looked outside, it
had begun to rain.




Dosterchilal

By Jenna Rasch

she said as she threw her arm around me. Her breath smelled of orange juje
€ anq

R say that. The less interested I was, the quicker she'd lose interest.
ersunderstood. Did you Lilly?” She leaned in close and I flinched, the smell was e

n
r glothes hung on her emaciated body. She looked like a ghost, the poster child of ough o

a lCenagc

e of the only people left who even relatively cared. Her “friends” gave up on her last year when
arted. Just this week her mom gave up. I can sort of understand why. Her mom was diagnoseq wllu:
ission six months ago, but poor Jade can barely keep her life on track. And now, in the hallway befor
explaining to me how I understand nothing, when obviously, she’s the child. ¢
Jade. Ijust don't think it's right,” meaning, her getting smashed on some miscellaneous concoetiop
Psex with any random guy.
g oked at me with her deep emerald eyes, brown straw hair, and cracked her sly half-smile. This meap,
\g, words of wisdom by the drunken Jade.
vou wouldn't know would you Miss P.?" she exclaimed with a slur.
hecalls me Miss P. because I don't go 0 d do the things she does. Therefore, I've become Miss Prude,
;, Bdon’t care if she says it. It doe elings, well, most times anyway.
But I guess | wouldn’t know. Beca now what it's like to have my father die at age thirteen. [I've
ad to wake up and wish I were soméwher . I am sure that I never went to the prom, not able to walk,
mmbling worthless phrases, before I passed ou in the dle of the dance floor. I haven't been addicted to
| from growing up in a house of twist pahi with my only escape being a shot glass away.
I guess you're right.” I said pushing my tears back can't be tardy, Mrs. R'll kill me if I'm late again.” |
my books and started to shove my w. 1gh the crowd of people in the hall. Ilooked back and saw her
the radiator where I left her. I wo even heard what I had said. Would it have mattered?
came out of the little spell she was in, : i realize that the halls were empty and she was alone.
ng that she was used to. Pﬂ\ i F .

Twon't let this happen!!” I screamed.
wn vomit. “Wake up, Jade!” I scolde

g on the bathroom floor, barely conscio
d her face. She moved around a little an

o one understood what I had said, so 1 g
." She did as I said and gave me th

riend. She's — bathroom - help,” of ¢
, looked her in the eye and said, “Call €
rered.

Vhat's your emergency?”
is dying in the bathroom.” I may
t here.

s
lap her to get her awake.”
he paramedics there right

"M

- :_ .‘2‘,];,..'

anded drastic, but [ wasn't s

aRosyma oo

e
SN

ght in the hospital.’
adn't been whi




She looked so frail and small, like a child. At that moment in the
hospital I realized Jade was always

a child. She would always
need me, or someone like me

to be there to pull her out of the
hard times. [ was willing to do that

[ would help her when she
needed it,

! [ left the hospital shortly after I had arrived
’ a call from Jade's mother
\ “Lilly..." her voice was calm. but there was something strange

about it. “Lilly, Jade's dead,” and that was all she said. As soon

as the words came out of her mouth and into my ear she hung up
the phone.

For the next couple
of weeks I sat in my
room to review the
situation and how
this could have been
At the end of my
grief, I came to the
onclusion that Jade just didn’t need saving. She didn’t need me '
help her anymore. That's how I came to terms with her death.
| know she's out there, looking down on me. I know she smiles
when | kiss a boy, or gets mad when the boy breaks my heart.
So, in a way, her death wasn’'t a complete tragedy. I would have
always looked over her and now she looks over me.

I'he next day, [ got
It was odd because she never called

James Mallard, photography




The Name's Trixle

By Tommy Lane

It was a clear day in Charlotte, North Carolina. The time was 2:15PM and everyone in the city was buy
70 about trying to get all of their shopping done. It was almost. Christmas, twenty-four da_\is to be exact. The Mm‘].“"f
- gingerbread and hot chocolate filled the air. Not a single sidewalk was clean, sheets of snow blanketed wajyy ll\
from store to store on this winter afternoon. ays
Outside of a toyshop people were happy and walking, but outside the electronics store people stood anq
gawked at the multiple television sets inside the window. On each T.V. a newscaster was interviewing people ah(m‘f:
a murder that happened earlier in the day. “I just heard screams coming from every angle of the house. Iran int, th‘«
" closet and hid until I didn’t hear anymore. But, he found me. That...that...” The woman couldn’t finish. Her face y;.
filled with horror. Her eyes were so bloodshot with fear it looked like she hadn't slept in weeks.
“But how did you escape?” asked the reporter.
. “I guess he heard the sirens coming and ran so that he wouldn't get caught, but he killed my family, Tpy
"' blood-sucking son-of-a-...."
X! “Please, miss,” interrupted the reporter, “we are on public television, you know.”
g The lady ran off, weeping.
- “This just stinks,” said the sheriff as the woman ran past him. “I just can't believe that something like this
would happen so close to Christmas.”
) “You're telling me. There are so many weirdoes in this city,” stated the deputy from across the car.
“You're telling me,” replied the sheriff.
“Uh, excuse me Sheriff, I think you need to come and take a look at this.”
“Christ, Raynor! What is it now? You've called me into the house six times already and all we see are dead
bodies and blood all over the place!” ,
The patrolman stumbled with the words he was about to say, “B-but sir, there’s a m-message in the daughters
S r-room...for y-you.” |
; Confused, the sheriff followed the patrolman into the daughter’'s room. “Well, where is it!” he demanded.
* Raynor pointed to the broken mirror on the wall. Written in blood were the words: Hi Sherriff, the names Trixie!” %
A Jeep Cherokee drove up into 4215 Pasadena Drive. Jimmy Soul got out and walked towards the hous€-;
. When he got into the house, his wife, Katlyn, was in the kitchen cooking dinner. “Hi honey,” said Katlyn as she.
~ chopped up the zucchini. She was a beautiful woman with long black hair and brown eyes. “How was your day.
. sweetie?” she asked with a smile, but her smile faded when she saw the exhausted look on her husband’s face
= Jimmy strolled into the living room, dropped his stuff by the coffee table, and sat on the couch. “What haPPemd?'
~ she asked, with a concerned look on her face.
“Do you ever wish that [ wasn't a cop? I mean other husbands are teachers, lawyers, or firemen, but me, |
had to be a cop,” he said with a depressed sound in his voice.
“You're not a cop. you're a sheriff and a darn good one at that,” she was trying to comfort him.
“Yeah, I guess you're right. Where's Kimberly?”
They heard someone drive up and a car door open and close. The front door opened and a young gir L
a":i“": sixteen, with blue eyes and long blonde hair walked into the living room. She was wearing cut off shirt
and short jean shorts. “Hi guys. How's it going?" she asked as she walked into the living room.

TRIXIR “““‘E TRIXIF
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“Who was that?” asked Jimmy.

“It was Brad,” she replied with a loving sigh.

“How many times have you two gone out?” asked Kate. )

“Only three times, mom. Come on, mom, he's had m
what smells good?” she asked with distinct interest.

“Rib-eyes and zucchini bread. Go get your brother so we can eat.”

She rushed upstairs in a flash and came down the stairs just the same. Behind her came a short little
nlonde haired boy with glasses. “Jason, could you please set the table for dinner?” asked Kate.

“Depends, what are we having?” replied Jason with a sarcastic sound.

“Rib-eyes and zucchini bread you little dork, now hurry up, I'm starving!” yelled Kim from the kitchen.

“Alright, I'm on it!” he said with joy on the way to the kitchen,

“You can’t blame them for brotherly/sisterly love,” remarked Jim. He and Kate snickered quietly while
Kim and Jason set the table. -

After dinner, they all went upstairs and were getting ready to turn in for the night when the phone rang.
When Jimmy answered the phone there was a very fast voice on the other end. It sounded like Joseph, the
deputy. He said, “Jimmy you gotta get down to Bradley Drive. There was another murder.”

“Come on Joe, can’t you all handle it alone this time?” he asked with a cranky tone.

“Well, yeah, we could, but you see this is 4413 Bradley Drive,” replied Joseph, trying to make a point.

“Oh my lord, Mom!” Jim yelled. “I'll be there in five minutes.” Jimmy slammed the phone down and got
dressed as fast as he could.

“‘Jimmy, what's the matter?” asked Kate. ¢ l//

“Don't worry Kate, I'll be right back,” he said calmly, A / fﬂa &50((6’ (Z I (( e,
but, it was too late. She was worried from the time he picked
up the phone. When Jimmy drove up to 4413 Bradley Drive, t‘ ;
he rushed into the house to find his mother hanging from / éa
the ceiling fan blade. Joseph came from behind and put a ve a W ¢ U W//(
hand on his shoulder, “Sorry man. I'm really going to miss
those Saturdays with her homemade applesauce. You know?” He was trying to cheer him up. Before Jim could
say anything, the phone rang. Out of the other end of the receiver a kind of raspy voice came out, “How you doing
Jim? So sorry about your mother. If it makes any difference she pulled a twenty-gauge once I got in the door.”

“Where are you? Why aren't you man enough to face me?” Jim yelled.

“Well, to tell you the truth,” he said with a chuckle, “I'm out for a much bigger catch. Tell me, are you a
chess man?”

“Yeah, but what has that got to do with anything?" Jim said, annoyed. : '

“Well, by going to your mother, you left your queen and two pawns unprotected. So if you'll excuse me, I
have a game to win,” the voice faded with laughter.

\} \2
v ey

¢ home by nine o'clock every time,” she replied.




sSweet Autumn LEaves

By Pauline Rubio
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OUR PATRONS

Bullseye would like to thank our patrons for making this year’s
magazine possible by helping us slay our financial dragons.

MacArthur Bairn Pep Squad
MacArthur Brahmadora Dance Team
MacArthur Business Education Department
MacArthur Football
MacArthur German Club
MacArthur Student Council
Gene and Janet Anderson
Jennifer and Rick Baadsgaard
Phyllis Hayes
James Meade
Mrs. Demetra D. Redmon
Sue Seiler
Richard Simmons
Katherine Willis

CORPORATE PATRONS

MIRACLE
Carpet Care

210) 834-0880

Forod Service

a Chinita’s Restaurant
Chinese & Mexican Food

1012 Avondale
(210) 534-8010




AWARDS AND MEMBERSHIPS

78
' American Scholastic Press Association: First Place with Special Merit (Highest Award) 1991-1995
1997; Most Outstanding High School Literary Magazine of 1992; Perfect Rating 1,000/1,000 points
1992-1993; Outstanding Overall Art 1990, 1993; Most Innovative Supplement 1997; First Place 1998
Columbia Scholastic Press Association: First Place 1990, 1993, 1994; Silver Medallist 1995; All

Columbian Award for Concept 1990, 1992, 1995, 1997; All Columbian Award for Creativity 1990,
1992. 1995, 1997; All Columbian Award for Design 1992, 1995, 1997; All Columbian Award for
Content 1997: Gold Medallist 1997; Silver Crown Award 1991; Gold Crown Award 1992; Silver

Medallist 1998; Bronze Medallist 2000

Merlyn’s Pen: Bronze Medal 1993-1995, 1997

National Council of Teachers of English: Highest Award 1991-1993; Superior Rating 1989, 1994,
2000; Excellent Rating 1990, 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
National Scholastic Press Association: First Class with three Marks of Distinction 2000

Texas Association of Journalism Educators: Best of Show 1997
Texas High School Press Association: Texas Honor Rating 1989; State Champion 1990-1992;

Reserves State Champion 1994; Honor Roll of Excellence 1992-1995; Best Cover 1993; 2™ Place in
State 1995; Mark of Distinction 1997
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Mo is a Senior and the co-hostof
Coffeehouse. He plans on working
next year while getting his basic
courses done at SAC, Afterwards,
he hopes to get into the business _
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Mr. Watson is a graduate of Southwest Texas State
University and received his Masters degree from Texas
A&M University in Kingsville. After beginning his career
in education with Edge d orth
East family as a teache

School. He continued't

at Garner Middle Schox
principal at Mai 'Hig
grows up he wants to*

VIRGINIA ROW '
“I believe in.an ope
your brains fall out.” |

’ ! be attending the University.of
4 w - and finding her niche. ‘She
ey T ' o - plans too far ahead it won :
ﬁqbt"l),l’ BOES =% ( Virginia grows up she wants
dayfs " imagination and create to ?
(w’ % bto hopes to learn more and teact
o, ‘



y

.
JENN MORA - Fupdraising Editor
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involved in ROTC and Spanish Club. She'll
be back next year...and the next ...and the
next. When she finally graduates from:high
ally own her own
et. When
> a kid all

business or become 3 fi
Jenn grows up, she want

SAC in

Schriene
nothing ift
Beverly g OW

aretogetadegreem Mathe at] kil
teach either Math or Art in high
school. When Cam grows up he wants
to...have nine kids and live in Nepal.

_for his MBA. When G2
“to...be a kid and get moneyfo

| BEVERLY CAM

“Write,. thinki

Beverly ‘is

GARRY POWELL - Staff
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