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How I fight your mighty arms that CcNCompass

Me, desperate 10 prove no need ol youl. 51k
You woo me with words of cternal love
That I rebuff in mocking defiance
Scornful of your heartsong beatin

The nail scars Speak of your SEI(‘]’iﬁCC
lieve.

g ruc.
in love

Yet | turn calmly away, afraid to be
Why do | pause to contemplate your ofter

Of a passion for me so real?

Must | be shown the very gates of heaven

To prove the reality of your VOW=

Or linger like Thomas doubting. denying

The truth of your words, through ignorance e IR

The Passion

Sue

AMmMmon



P.J. King

Love

Detined

And those are nimbus clouds ah

'l tell vou what alfection is...
In sonnet, story and one word.
o define passion is none ol magic,
Simple to explain

And never sound absurd.
And love?

To love... as a child...?

So trustingly

and slightly wild,

To love...as a parent...?

So knowingly

and yet beguiled.

To love...as a wile...?

In all the tight corners

where dreams are piled.

But define it....

| cannol.

And love you?

Is that what's sought?

The warm desire,

10 give, to be

a part ol you and you of me.

And is it love?

True.

bHut we both sec.

"Tis but a part of living's lee:
Extracted [rom us...

A price 1O pay.

[For tend'rest moments
cach fine day.

Still, there are many Kinds ol rees.
and birds, and songs, and melodies.
And midst them are

those bright, truc sirains

That touch cmaotion

when life wanes:

And so. el you

All thesc things

And make you know | deeply ('nr(.‘.

l But you must admit,
-\\'(’ are awarc. -

that love \\-'(‘;1:‘5

no true coat or 1(“2117.

And even may be found in griel.
" yet, | can tell you

A white bird is @ dove

)\'(‘...

) you.--
jefin€.-
[OVE. -+

And so. explain this all 1«
And still not ¢




Clara had spent the week throwing away. had filled big trash bags with personal, revealing
papers which must not be lett upon ihe earth for someone 1o find. she had put important
documenis into her PC and saved them with a password Kknown only 1o her nephew. Now
she would 1ackle the file cabinet. There, among the old junk. she found a thick tolder ol "literary
masterpicces:” bad poetry. unfinished short stories, tributes to the dead. rejection slips. eic. -
Here was a poem about a dog that got Killed—sweet dog. Bad poem. Pain and loss-she had
written about it all back then. This st would have 1o hit the wastebasket, of course. Bul all
of the old sulfering, she retlected, had passcd with the years. she had simply forgotten how
devastating it was at the time.

Clara picked up a page entitled "Harpeth River Valley." Goc yd heavens! This event
occurred at least thirty or forty years ago.
ves, she did indeed remember the occasion.
had given no more than a casual thought 10 the person-now dead- in fact, who had shared
Could it be possible that she had once been so wild with passion.

she should have long since thrown this awayv! Oh,
though somewhat vaguely. But. for vears, she

that experience with her.
with "the fire. the sweet hell within.” as whitman described it? This, Clara had certainly torgotten.

During the past week, she had been struck
themselves fade with the years-some. more al 1l some. less.
5 1ere it was-the erain her lite when she had felt

again and again with the way events and people
Fad the memonry of all emotions,

not just the suffering. vanished with ime
pure, unmixed joy.  Had she developed so many safeguards against heartache that she had
hecome oo "Wise" even o remember such feelings? she began to read this old yelllow
sheet of paper that recorded one of her forgotten days of simple
rapture, and soon she was lost in the aura it recalled:
Above the Harpath River valley

"Arise. my love. my fair one. and come away..."

It was a sleepy sunday morning and the rest of
the town had stayved at home in their beds. Bul

vou and | had brought our passion oul ol doors.
our every pore alive like the green woods around
us. "l know just the place.” you saicl; "t's in the
clouds." we left the car and ran toward the trail

that led up the spine of the little cone-shaped

intimate rendezvous. we
though it was hidden

mountain, o our New
found the trail's entrance casily,
among a thick stand of rrees and bushes. THey

1 dark and private spot. a cricket's
niured, "why not here?"

sheltered such @
hicleaway, that I almost Ve
vou almost heard me. but there ahcad lay the

patch ol sun that began the assent.

In Another

L.aVonn Benson
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And there it was, bright

against the black of the night-

That lovely starry blackness

That destroys, vet amplifies, exaciness:
One moment all's a technicolor blur,
And the next every cold particle is there:
And it was beauty.

ElUSlVG BeaUTy It was a strung-out light of halo,

Ethereal. lovely and searing

As a minor-keyed Santana solo,
Mocking me, distancing, nearing
Mockingly evading my silver pens
Capture: Il almost have it and then ...
And it was beauty.

Chad Nicholson

Flashing like lightning at twilight

In my minds eye’s inner light

It leaves me drained with its vampire Kiss

f And then | awake, and something’s not right,
something | had, but that I now miss...

And it was beauty-



NO one noticed the litle white haired lady when she entered the hall and took a seat
on the front row. She had been there earlier in the day and walked among the tables of
china and glassware 1o be auctioned. some of the tables held trays of old jewerly, hat
pins and other trinkets valued by young ladies of vears past. There were groupings of
antique chairs, small tables and a few pieces of wicker. She loved old wicker.

Janic Cox had had her share of lovely things when she was young. She had lived in a
time when the lives of the young people from the prominent families were filled with parties.
dances and other social events, and young debutants always competing to catch the eye
and heart of the most cligible young mer. Janie's mind went back to those days.

She was an only child.
Her parents had been
generous with their love
and attention.  Almost 100
much so. At times, she felt
their protectiveness would
actually suffocate her.

Janie was a lovely girl
with large blue eyes and
gold curls around her face.
Her tiny waist was the
enuy of all her friends.

The summer of her
cighteenth birthday. her
parents allowed Janie 1o

o S

visit her grandparents in
another towon. she made
the trip by train. It was her
first time to soar.

The wain had not traveled
far when Janie noticed a
young man across the aisle

The Highest Bidder

JO Ann Brown
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from her. He was handsome in a different toay than the boys s
Janie knewo at home, His dark hair fell on his forehead anc 1 L,ll
seemed 1o want to hide his dark eyes. He didnt seem 1o mind 3 6

that she had caught him staring at her.
Janie kept sneaking peaks at the goung man. e se cmed 1o abOUt

be drawing something on a pad. When their eyes met, she / j l ( (—/ I

clicin't wrn aceay. g
e got up and stood by her seat. "My name is Beau Dixon. Q i S

Do you mind if 1 sit here with you, Miss=2" r "
“Cox. Janic Cox. No. | don't mind.” 5

He showoed her the pac he toas holding.
of curls around her face.

Ie had sketched the face of a young girl with ringlets
Her eyes were open wide. and she had a hint of a smile. Janie was

surprised at how well the young man had captured her likeness. Beau told her he woas an arlist.

He had spent a scanmer stucdying in Paris and hacd his owon studio in the same tocon where her
grandparents lived.

“Would you like to have the sketeh?”

“Oh, yes! Could 177

W;O “Tell me about yourself, and irs yours.”
longer AL first. Janie was shy telling this stranger about herself. but

soon she was alking comfortably.  She told about her home.

()6/ } ) ( () | her parents and thar she was going 1o visit her grandparents.
| 'ke

she coen told him howo happy she was 1o be traveling alone
for the first time. They passed the time pleasantly and reached

‘ ‘ their destination in what seemed an unbelievably short Hme.
l e no longer seemed like a stranger.

Janies grandparents were standing on a platform with loving smiles of welcome on their faces.
Grandpapa held a bouquet of yelloto and white daisies.  He was SO dear.

Janie eagerly introcuced her grandparents 1o Beau, and hoped she woas only imagining their
disapproval. She knew cven then that she intended 1o see more of Mr. Beau Dixon. she had necdt

hefore met anyone as exciting as this young marl.

Beau was permitied 1o call on Janie one afternoon. They sat on the porch in Grandmamads
beautiful wicker swing. under the watchful eye of Grandpapa.  Grandmama served lemonade 10
them, bui Janie knewo she toould never be allotwed to visit Beaws studio. She felt she eoudd have
(o find a way 1o see the studio. Beau walked of his paintings with an excitement Janie longed 10

understand and be part of.

hkkkk



The auctioneer was
bedinning his instractions
10 those wishing 1o be

hHicldders.

“LEveryone must sign the
rewiser difdl receive a
numbered card. | cant
take vour bid without your

number.”

Janic clutched her card
tightlv, Number 5. she
had been at the door when
it opened. It hadnt taken
long for her 1o Tind what
she had hoped would be
ke,

“Janic, one of my dearest
[riends, Nable, lost her
husbandd curing the night.
I qoing over 1o be with
her and help out ceith
things. 11l probably be all
day. Yool he on gour
own, I sorry, but Mable

cloes neced me”

“Thars all right,
Grandimamea, 1 probably
spend the dayg at the
library.,  1im sorry about
your frienc.”

It clichn’t take Janie long
to cress and find her wady
10 Beaus siucdio severdl
hlocks up the sireet. Beau
openecd the door 1o Janics
Kknock. e seemed surprisee I

1) see her, but she jelt he

for th

[ le held a wooden paletie covered with globs

Loas pleased.

of colored painis.
¢ day. she looked around the room. Canuases hung

As Janie explained she was on her own

on all the walls. Some were propy wed in the comers, anc

oo large easels T Jel cantases.,

One of these canuases had a sketeh of a young lady. she
seemedd éu he looking over her shoulder at something. Beau
quickly dropped a cloth over this canvas.  The other canvds
Loas a painting of d Dol of fruit. An apple. perfectly rovnded
in a lucious red. looked so re il Janice felt she could reach out.

wake it in her hand ained eat i,



The lady sitting by Janie raised her card. she

The auctioner pickedl up a book.
first edition in very good condition

Janie had looke

T Lo 3¢ 1 used
There seemed 1o be magic in the toay Beau hac

, shacles of
the colors of his paletie. she loved the many shac )

e The smells of
yellote. blue, red. purple, amber and sienna. The e
- . . ——— 3 > 11
paints andt oils = all this and the neamess of Beau

' fec .
intoxicating effect on Jani

. olv piece of carnival
“How much am 1 bid for the lovely piece of ¢e

fy s FAFE 1ave
i i W itcher. very rare. 11
glass? It is a signed Norwood pitcher. 3

Grandmama spent g Jor Of time conse ling Mable.

macdie, foocl brought in, and family notifieel,
after Harvey haci been laid to re
Mabel 1o be aloy 10,

she felt she was in
different world (ohen she
was in the studio with
Beau. 1t woas toarnm anc
safe and at 1he same time
exciting and a litije scary.
She felt she coule never tire
of tatching Beauy paini= the
toay he held his b Ish- the
little frouwn he had when he
couldn’t ger ihe exact color
mix he toaniec: and the
way he smiled ane fouche
her cheeg when he Loags
Pleased with his LUOrk,

Kel

Jor some time .

s > 1O
3 7 casons 1<
This gave Janie time alone. She found meany 1

Janie realized she (oas
spending oo much time
with him.  yer, she coulcin
help herself. she was
deeply in love (ith himm and
was shockee e howo far

she hadd let the relationship
Jgo.

One day as Janie reachec
home after spending time at
the studlio, she realized a
young girl hadd heen toalking
a short distance bef iind her

After she

A B

> Jeft 10 e
Then she felt Mabel should not be left -
) 5 Dressing |

Stand the family hacel departed. 1t toould be dey

olrd=4 N
$50. Do 1 have 575¢

i » i’l li](.‘
had to do so one more time to g€

B
pitcher for $125

- ic a
S o HK? IS ¢
“Who will open the bidding for this old boc Y o
2 7 IS ¢ =
Beau had many books scattered about I; -
i i b NS » Old Masicrs.

(1 At some of them filled coith pictures of paintings by the

IS to be
FFuneral arrangements had

,rH(JU-
or
L lj}-;”

the “library”

coent upstairs 1o her mm-}'l.
she heard Grandpapa talking
10 someone near tl e front
door. She dicin’t kKnott
what was being said, D
sensed that Grandpapd
when she

ut

Loas upset.
looked out her windot,
she recognized her ds L‘I )
lovely dark haired g{Ir'J ei'lt
hac noticed several imes

stancling in a door r‘y
across from the studio.
altvays seemed 10 be

> g ).
coatching the studlic

she




Thar night after Janie
woent upstairs 1o her room,
she heard Grandpapa talking
10 someone near the front
door. She dicin't know
twohat was being said, but
sensec thar Grandpapa
was upset. When she
looked our her windouw,
she sawo the figure of a girl
pass under a streetlamp as
she walked away from the
house. The figure looked
like the girl who walked
behind her earlier.

The next morning,
instead of Grandmama's
ususal greeting, she
announced, “Your parents
will be here today to take
you home. You should get
your things together.”

Janie couldnt bring herself

Later at home, Janie looked at the paper.
Collier. As she read the list of items offered. there it wa
sh come over the room when the au
face was surrounded by blond ¢
y into the eyes of the viewers as if in an atrem

Dixon.” Janie felt a hu
nude young girl. Her lovely
seemed to look directl

from lowering to the perfect 'y

“The next item for bid is this pain
Dixon. Mr. Dixon passed away last y€
painting mostly portraits. This painting is si
Who would like to open the bid

to ask why. She knew why.
[ er grandparents had
learned where she had
been spending so much
time from the mysterious
girl who talked 1o
Grandpapa.

The auctioneer held a
hand mirror. “How much
for this beautiful old sterling
silver hand mirror? Itis
monogramed with the letter
‘D.” Janie had a mirror
much like it. Hers had
belonged to her mother.
and it bore the letter *C". It
had been a silver anniversary

gift from Janic's father.

The “C" was fitting for
Janie. She had never
married. For several years
after her quick departure
from her grandparents’, she

oung body.

7

had held on to the hope
that Beau would come
after her. He never did.

Janie settled into a life
that made her reasonably
content. Her “children”
were students she had
taught; some still cared
enough to keep in touch.

It was one of these
students she met on the
sidewalk outside Kelly's
that fateful day last week.
while she and Sara
chatted, and Janie admired
Saras baby lying in its
buggy, a young boy rode
by on a bicycle. Betore
Janie could tell him he
shouldn't ride his bicycle
on the sidewalk. he had
pushed a sheet of paper in
her hand.

It was a flyer telling of today’s auction in

s: "Painting by local artist, Beau
ctioneer held up a painting of a
urls, and her blue eves

pt to keep their eyes

ting from the private collection of a local artist, Beau
ar. He was a very successful artist at one time,
gned, but not dated. The model is unknown.



LA N s iRl

A young couple opened the bicl timidly with, *s100."

“8200."
"$300." The bidding rose CuicKly.,
“600." This from a smartly dressed lacdly in the second row.

. - ., 5 " . . H 16
One thousand dollars.” Janie made her bid. Three words, but the auctioneer could feel tf

emotion in her voice. He looked at Janic a few seconds, then dropped his gavel.

“Sold to No. 5. The little ladly in the front row for one thousand dollars.”

IRk kkkkhdkohkh ok ok okk




It would be casier

If the day were dreary

Draped in sheets of cold rain,
Ihstead. blue sky sunlit gleaming
Mocks my griel-

Its brilliance crasing shadows

Into which my soul would creep
To hide. to mourn, to remembetr.
Spring's cternal promise breaks
Through the dark carth beneath
Your gravestone in purple violets—
Nature's own prize gems

Making the stiff silken flowers inmy hand
Seem cheaply inappropriatc.

With lingers lightly caressing

The carved letiers of your name

I am repulsed by the warmith

Of living flesh against cold granite.
This morning will pass.

A spark ol hope speaks 10 my soul
That you are not cternally 1ost from me
Though a darkening gulf separales
My reality and yours.

Mine, all gray on this spring day-
Yours, sun-drenched cternal joy:
And though | remain even now

In griel's blackest night,

In that place of gloried brilliance

You shine in light.

contrast

Sue Ammon

e i £l e
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Silent CocKkatiel

He awoke 1o lind himsell
lving on a slightly cool
floor. A small amount ol
moisture surrounded him
where he lay naked upon the
cement, As he slowly
regained consciousness,
he began 1o take in his
surroundings, or at lcast
as well as one can in a
pitch black room.,

The man rosc from the
lloor only 1o discover sharp
pains all over his body. as
though he had heen beaten
within an inch of his lile.
Fear and panic took over
his damaged body as he

Dan White

‘0 ¥

began 1o be overwhelmed
by the realizations ol his
surroundings.  The man
began to slow down his
breathing., which had
become quite heavy since
the terror ol the situation
first hit him. Ile realized
that his situation could not
bhe helped by his going
insanc at this point.

e made his lirst decision
al this point= 1o discover the
dimensions ol his prison.
Scrambling (rom one side
to the other, he found his
room was not much larger
than a small bedroom.,

shaped in a perfect square,
or as perfect as he could
tell. He had no way ol
knowing the height of his
cell, only that it was out of
his reach even if he
jumped. Within the room
here were 1wo exceptions
1o the perfect svimmetrical
design. Waist high on one
wall was a small metallic
cyvlinder that protruded al
an odd angle pointing
toward the ground. On the
exact opposite side ol the
pipe there was a grating
that was lashioned pertectly
into the ground so he could



not feel any edges exce
ienllen 'r\ll‘1'\ cdaes except lor the square pinkie-sized holes
overed the small 207 by 20" section of the floor. ‘ :
These discoveries [ i :
e discoveries worried him as much as any COU d
) ! v

fii}(\d}::)] \(\)’:::1(1:‘1(]‘ (:x(-‘v; )li(in of the grating. there was no not
an(—l s WJ| 'x 1 'wll. S0 m_c man sat in the darkness
b tifimess [(h.-' msl \?(-)l.l!(i be his most common of all re ember
g lh()ué‘m llullfk, I‘]lh 51:1‘1})10 stay within his cell; he sat l -
g (-\-L\- bl g \\c.)n(imvt_l about the basics of the room ’]IS
rything he had learmed about it so far. Then he Own

l)( (g(”] [( i ] S S ; l
PR - < 5 l il]l. ® \ > C i

\'vh[alﬁ 1It: ;le”l 1.6:](]1(:31(;-(“1 1\ sl lE—l\"(‘(l. 'eTlung_wilh his face. but when he started trying 1o remember
iy aaridin an(\ i (:( '(1 Ic)()]\(-‘(.l Il}\(‘t he drew a blank.. Thel_u hc‘_ realized that he couldn't
Sl iof fhe ]-mlT .a,)()u.i Imnjsc.l_i. He could not lhll"ll'i of a single thing he had ever done
——— H_l”_:: § \-'v 1]-]‘lnlll(‘5-t. llv that was how long_ it ha.d peen. within the darkness he
e ll'\"n';g m. lllk'n[\f] Sll’ll‘m'l(‘]. of another person existed inside 5.115 head. He kept digging
cell. but h-(~ ek ‘l'm .01‘ cn’l_\.llnng he (:oulci r‘emembc‘r from any time other than here in this
n't. As hard as he iried, this man could not remember his own name.

He began to Cry. slightly

hll ‘\/\) This pushed him over the edge.
' ‘ at first, and then faster and faster, accelerating into maddening
Utterly sobs that shook his whole body from head to toe. To his
very core he felt his sanity being rocked by these discoveries.
The wail coming from his mouth echoed like a thousand

alO ‘ . sirens within his cell. driving the point home over and over
again of how utterly alone he was within the cell.

h( i For a long. immeasurable time. he cried until another
noise joined him. A slight gurgling sound came from the

Was
(A0 ) i g = ;
wall with the metal tube. With great cftort he shoved his

(4
Wlth self pity into a comer of his mind, already feeling like such
;[ 6 a fool for having let his emotions overcome him in this
‘J i:'
C “ I

He dragged his naked body across the cold.
smooth floor toward the gurgling pipe.
Alte . )
er crawling a few feet, he bega
t arc ;
oward the drain. At this point he 1€

drai i .
ain. He reached the pipe after wha
origi ) . . :

igin of the creamy liquid. It was 00zin

fashion.

cold, creamy moisture undermneath him flowing

oring must be slanted toward the
Here he found the

n to feel a
alized the whole tlo
t scemed a decade of crawling.
g from ihe end of the pipe onto the ground. He
and caught a little of it on his finger. First smelling it
d the substance asted like a very disgusting ground

wheat that had been mixed with water.

) e i
put his finger underneath the pipe
and then tasting it, he discovere
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The taste. although rather bland. was olerable. and it \
reminded him of one particular pain- a sharp. stabbing W
pain in his stomach., one of hunger.

Chsharp
At this point his hunger overtook him, and he put his .
mouth over the end of the wbe and began 1o gulp the rest Stabblng

of the grovel that would become his only' food source. but

today he would not eat much. Almost as soon as he Pl paln
his mouth over the end of the wbe. it switched 10 just

water, which he also gulped down. Aflter a few moments Ol

that 100 stopped. He then jumped upr and ran 1oward the

grating where he knew the food was flowing and began 1o

lick it from the floor. Over his head he taintly heard the

sound of something moving, bhut he Kept on cating.

Powerful water hoses have always been used as a w ayv ol keeping people ar bay and
cleaning them if necessary. Prisons ancl police forces use them for riot control. As the
man ate, he felt his first taste of his true physical torment

—-a blast from a high-pressure
water hose.

The blast hit him square between his shoulder blades and sent him head
over heals back toward the wall with the metallic
wall, making his brain rattle inside his skull. and ver the torment was not yet over. While
the blast kept him pinned 1o the wall, a few other waler hoses turned on and began (o

sweep away the mess that the wbe had spewed across the floor, and the mess that he

had made. As the other water nozzles stopped, the original nozzle continued pelting him
and beating his skin until he could feel lavers

hoses' incredible pressure. As sucd

wbe. He slammed tace first into the

s ol it being peeled away because of the
cnly as it began., it ended.

In pain, out of breath, and angry, the man slipped off the wall, bleeding slightly from his
mouth and back. At this point he heard the sound of something moving near the grate.
Out of natural desire 10 be free and 1o strike back at whatever had done this 1o him, he
lunged for the grate as hard and fast as his broken body would allow. IFingers flung out.
sprawling in hopes ol touching anvihing new,
all that is but one. It stuck out over an ¢ ge.
pulling the man along with it.

His lingers dug into the holes of the grating.
Suddenly the grating began to slide forward.

As the two picces of the grating re joined. they found a slight but casily displaceable
object in their way. With one sharp slice. the grating cut the man's index finger off at the
middle joint. The man screamed in pain, ierking his hand back and breaking his thumb
and forefinger in the process. Tuc King his destroved hand beneath him, he fell to the
ground and passed out from exhaustion ancd pain that could, as far as he was aware. be
all that he would know for the rest of his life.




Time has a way of wearing
people down and wming
them into things they least
expect and often loathe.
Trapped within the cell. the
man began o think and
work through the interesting
situation he found himself
in. His memory still blank.,
recalled no reason tor his
imprisonment. e also
held 1o the concept of
escaping, and received
many a ncar-fatal blow for
his numerous attempts.

He still had no help from
his hand because of the
severe blow it was dealt in
his first vain atlcempt 1o
Cscape. He sat waiting for
what he calculated 1o be
the time for his next cleaning.
Though nearly insane. his
mind found a way ol keeping
lime, and he was certain that
during the cleanings there
would be an opportunity
lor escape.

nt in his cell.

]
|
|
}
|
|
|
1

Over the incredible amount of time he Spe el 1 LS
he began 1o recognize a pattern in his cating 211_1(1 W aslTuu‘L,. 6
He would be bathed. he believed. every sixth time he ate. he
The room would be cleaned every twellth time. and the |5 g

Srate would be opened every pwenty-fourth time 1]1("1‘9()11: \VA' / O O
Was cleaned. This he believed was 10 be the 1\\:‘(‘1“_\401'“ 1

ime.  He had gotten to this point three imes l)t‘t().l"(’ ?)Lll - r 6 a

failed 10 make it 1o the grate before i closed. This ume he

Was readly.

water nozzle began 10 spray. he would have a
[ ¢ L

und of the water heginning
was sufticiently rapped against the

10 dodge the initial blast only 1o he

He had figured out that before the

Smal] warning brought about by the so .
would not open until he

Twice he had been able
skin-pealing water pressure.

1o move through the
PIbes. However, the grate

Wall by one of the nozzles.
“Caught standing on the still closed graie by the

e,
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He believed il he could
maintain his composure
long enough 1o listen o the
flow of water over the rushing
torrent that would be beating
him into the wall, he couldd
hear the other nozzles kick
in which would allow him a
few seconds 1o roll ow
[rom undcr the nozzle and
make a mad rush f{or the
open grate. He believed il
he could pull this off, then
he would be able 1o cscape
1o whatever ky below the grate.

be
beginning 1o pump its

The sound of the

contents out for him 1o eat
nterrupted his thoughts,
e walked toward it and
began 1o cat what he
hoped o he his last meal
in this hellacious cell, He
quickly gulped down the
cold mush that had been
his cvery meal since his
arrival here so long ago.
How much he had
changed since his arrival.

Hair that was once shaved

10 1he scalp now hung
below his shoulders, and
he had a beard that was of
an cqual length. Fean
gripped him again as the
realization of leaving this
place sculed into his mind.
e had no idea what was
waiting for him at the bottom
ol the grate. Quickly, he
pushed these thoughts and
others into a dark cormner ol
his mind. Anvthing must
bhe beter than this place.

The gruel stopped lowing and he Knew it was now time to see if all he had planned

would really work.

He heard the pipes begin o fill with water, and then, just as suddenly

as the very first time, the water s rang down upon him, drilling him into the wall. Pain
shot through his body as he felt the still raw sKin on his shoulder begin 1o peel for vet

another time.

The rushing torrent nearly drove him insane. and it ook all of the strength

he had left to keep from giving in 10 his desire 10 stop listening to the water in the pipes

above.
pressure.

Al the height of this internal struggle, he heard and felt the momentary slack in the
He rolled to his right, landing in a crouch on his (eet.
began to move in to [ollow him, but for once he was a ste p ahead of the waler.

The water immediatcely
Diving

lorward with all the speed and power his broken body would allow, he threw himscll into

the open grate.
the room around him.

n life people never really get what they want.

And

often get what they don't want and what the v least expect

from the oddest of places.

As the man went head first into

the grate, a blast of water from somewhere within the black-
ness inside the grate launched him back out and into the air

so high that he

actually touched the ceiling of his cell. He

then plummeted into a broken heep on the (loor below

him,

He came down directly on his right shoulder which
broke under the pressure of his fall. Moments alter he settled,

the water nozzles reconfigured on him. launching him back
against the wall and forcing his broken shoulder against

the cold wall that had become so familiar 1o him during his

stay.

he

Joy overwhelmed him as he believed himsell to have finally conquered
FFor the first time since his stay began, he smiled.

for,,.

[I'Stime.,

stay/ | lb
@@gan

iled



. Fhe water eventually stopped. and the grate slid back into place. He lay there in agony
for some timee, tighting back the wears and the anger. All the time he had spent in lhisL -
place seemed 1o cascade tupon him. forcing him o let go and allow the surge ol bad
MeMorics 1o swiartn out ol the dark corner of his mind where he had forced every single
one of his (ailures o hide. The pain and the anguish were overwhelming., and in. his griel
and insanity, he screamed out the tirst words he had witered since he found himselt in this
blace. 11e screamed. "Let mie out ol here! Please! Someone let me out!”

A small set of cracks
appeared on one ot the
walls. Light slowly began
10 pore from the cracks.
More and more light came
(hrough as a picce of the
wall pushed forward and
moved 1o the side. A
blinding torrent of another
kind met him here, like
something from a long-lost
dream or a story that was
once told to him about
something he had never
seen. For what seemed
like the first time. he saw
the light. He sat huddled in
the brighmess. crying and
hiding his eves. rying 1o
stop his crying as he realized
what had just happened.
He began for the first time
10 remember who he was

|

|

=

and how foolish he had
heen.
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Bye Bye Bad Times

Marlana Sonnier

Childhood is supposcd to be the happiest days of a person's life, but for me it was a real-
life nightmare. From age three 1o age twelve, I lived with my mom and her boviriend and
his family in an old shack. I hated it there. Being so young. I wanted to have fun, go
places, and have plenty of love. That never happened. As a child, [ was ridiculed by my
classmates for the house I lived in and what | wore. | got velled at for nothing all the time.
I saw my brothers get hit, and 1 had 1o take care of my mommy when she got “sick.”
which \/\f_aS often. I felt so deprived ol ever living the life of a normal kid. Then one day

everything changed.

“Wake up, girl. It's time
[0 go to school.” I heard a
voice say. It was just an
ordinary school morning 1o
me. [ got up, made my
bed, and went o the
bathroom to do my ordinary
routine. My brothers, Mark
and Paul, were already
ready when I got done. so
I grabbed my books. and
we started on our way 1o
school. Usually in the
morning, we would ask
someone to drive us (the
buses didn't pass by our

house), but we got tired of
everyone's lame excuses

lor not taking us this time.
SO we walked,

We were always happy
1O 8o 1o school because
we got a little freedom., and
although we didn't have
many [riends, we had
some. As we stepped oot
in the school. the bell had
Jjust started ringing.  we
told cach other, “See VOou
later” and went our separate
ways.

My first period class was
computer literacy. That
day we were typing
paragraphs from our
books. As | was typing, |
had this sudden felling that
something extraordinary
was going to happen. |
just brushed away the feeling
and kept typing. About thrity
minutes later, | heard, "MIs.
Mason, would you send
Marie 1o the office for
checkou?' 1 was shocked!
I gathered my books and
ran down the long hallway



:;)Uilllll(-”fixill::\'(—-: Tl u"rc I. met my Aunt Alice and Aunt Sandy:.

Vv oaunts were from another part of Louisiana. My’
Il'mm was with them, also. 1was looking at them like. (¢ 2(5111(1
you pleasce el me whats going on here?”

. My morn noticed the look and said. “wait until your brothers
- t here.” My brothers walked injust as shocked as | was.
My Aunt Alice said, “we're taking you Kids with us. so you can

Stlart gl over again.”
You will he staving with your Aunt Alice.” said Aunt Sandy. ' v
10 get all vour stull out of the lockers and say goodbye 1o everyone.”

| fell happy, sad. and amazed all
aded back down the hall. 1

‘ "Right nOw [ want you
f’E‘i(I Momma. After | heard that. 1 dic 't know how to feel.
Al he game time. My brothers and 1 hugged our aunts and he
ny friends and teachers goodbye. As | hugged my best
e told me that she loved me. and she would never forget
My mom said, “Everything

Wi I
l_v(ln 1o clean my locker and tell 1
i christy. | started erying. Sh
Me s, i s i
o ag WC Walked 1o the cars, we all embraced each other.

\ .
Vil bHe oRay now.”

school for one last time. 1 went back to the

AT - -
ey 5,-;11(1 my goodbyes, | walked around the
My brothers had the biggest smiles on

Off;
“I(_'(‘ whCre everyone was already waiting for me.
iy qces- [ will never lorget those smiles.

so we had 10 squeeze in.

The blue Camry was small.
‘ | My Aunt Alice was driving. my mom was on the
L 4 i - ~
1 ‘ 1 passenger side. and Paul and Mark and Aunt sandy
| |
) | i

)

£ A
-ll and 1 sat in the back seal. [For a long time during the
o - drive. everyonc was crying tears of joy. But Mom wasn't

cryving. she was trying to be strong for us. As we were

riding. all 1 could think of was all my close friends, and
memories I'was lcaving behind. Aunt sandy was
praying aloud that no one would come and try 1o |

stop Uus.

. house in Baton Rouge. Louisiana.

we arrived at my’ aunt's
out of the house to

1 could see my cousins running
Id smell a sweet fragrance of home. I felt
ise and told me how much fun we would

have together.

Alter 2 long and bumpy ride.
As the car came to an abrupt Stop.
Welcome us. When 1 went into the house. | cou

sale. My cousin, Rita, showed me the hot

consisted of three pbedrooms, one bath. a living room. a dining

hrothers and | cot fami
were very hungry. so nob
iving room and talked about

Her little white house
'oom, and a kitchen. After my
the able 1o cat gumbo. We
After we ate, we went into the |

iliar with the place. we all sat around
ody did much talking at the table.
the old days and how things

would he dilterent now.

W




At around eight PM., it was time 10 8o 10 hed. Mark,

my oldest brother. slept on the couch. and Paul. My ¢ °
youngest brother, sacked out on a sota bed, My mom ﬁ
slept with Aunt Alice. and | bedded down with my cousin .
Jessica. I couldn't sleep much that night. 1 kept thinking.

this is all just a dream. After a while. | hegan 1o got
sleepy. As my eyes closed, | heard a voice Say,

"Everything will be all right now.” I began o (eel sate, J u S t a l

secure, and ready to see tomorrow.  Then | closed my

ea\/

eves and [ell asleep.

That day was the most
important day of my child-
hood. It was the day 1 first
realized that things could
change for the better. It
was the day | got 1o be a
Kid, and I got the love |
always needed. | always
blamed my misfortune on
my mom. | blamed her for
letting my brothers and me
suffer all those years. Now,
vears later, | have lecarned
that my mom couldn't help
the situation. She tried (o
get away several times, but
her attempts always failed.
I found out that the times
when I thought she was
sick. she wasn't. She was
being abused, and I didn't
realize it. | never knew until
much later. Now my brothers
and I have a better life. we
can live again!

I'will always remember
that day, always and forever,




Rocking. rocking

Slowly in the black morning

My son's warm., full cheeks hungrily push me
pulling, pulling me

back 1o sleep

Stillness

hugs me 1o the bed

silence heavy in my cars

Then a queer absence inmy arms
washes over me

looscning my head and limbs

With a rush

panic fills my breast

In murky darkness

my hands blindly

pat the covers

frantically scarching

the empty folds
Examining my husband's
foreign face and shoulders
with my fingertips

for signs of newborn breath
that is not there

I can't lind him

I've lost him
where's Connor?
where's Connor?
He's in his crib.

Go 1o sleep,

snores my husband

Oh. ves

He's in his crib
Safe in his crib
ves

Then a chirp- a call

distant. distant now closer
Pulls me back to awake

Between Sleep and Awake

Linda Barloon
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P Mangled Melodies

Dalette Newell

7 : E = s s Roman
Music is part of our world Ol sound ——ei o e g
‘ ] 1 ‘ T EEOr ell ) ( ¢ 7
i The Mi > AZes broughy wWith it Gregoria
ume. The Middle Ages : e
Catholic Church, g Monophonic 1esore
Ushering in the Baroque Period was the
music which changed an othenwvise

~ ]
o sounds i
Lart based on the organization of s
1l ¢ ol

— Cqualiy
convevs a calm. othernworldiy o (l wmnental
il “« of insir

realization ol the importance of ing

- "j]'l.‘“‘ilj()n
. W, This e
Monophonic world into that of polvpl o besp byt il
¥ e — hosce 1one col :
brought about a renewed inerest in music, wedling aworld wh

0N CAMEe Many Controversics.
that of a rainhow- however, along wiily 1hig cuphonion IH_‘V,\-‘:I_[[I;];)‘I; :il":"_'(‘;l'“_é i of the chure “I—
What began as sacred had become disye med, sul JHI&[[]F?:IIIIl_sT. . ~\I:;(-I1i|1f4 cualiles. _‘,(‘,_\ (d
that musical quality woulc| become ritalistic allv pagan \\.”.]. S i Civemn e gheusi e 58
Carol Oates' shor Slory, “Where Are You Going. Where |ave | (-r innocent scarch,
unfolds the paralle in young Connics lite 1o that of I

L of music o
impending seductj bscequent assumed cemise,

on. and sy

, , med up out
i of her young, bheaiig l)uilt!lll.‘{ lf||l‘1”2c|i ]:gi\'t* them
1 ”“.5 n}u."SIC‘FllI"\'—(“()]fJl'('(l. (lElllth.(‘I'. a lather whose ol the m.&? ‘1 '“{(] hlessing
PS‘VC}:O“(‘ Ihl‘l}”ﬁ:‘t', f):ll][([‘:(‘ life: ("()l]HiSl('tl ('.\'('lllHi\’p]_\‘ Of what I“_‘]\!_:][(l‘((i [Or" (4+46). .
;ng’g:iﬁi]:z:ill?(l'léujam('u'rs. Working, "”"“”-‘4'_ “'“Al . -z[l‘;;:'glll(u‘_\' found a sane (L.
a gamut of personalific.o sleeping, and o e T —
fanging from the najye to SHRs e Sl ’lt" by :‘( )”m'm““'\, hovered. .
the neurotic. Connie is g which Connic wag _ e
I15-vearold girl whose EIHS(‘HH(l‘(I. the e.1ll);1|rt n*—.H (.).! _ ,
beauty serves as a desolatior carrced her away
reminder of Youth thay

inits 8rps in scarch of

) iISher o —or what she
attracts he undesirahle higher ground — ¥ t

atiention of

Psychopath PErceived thai 1o pe.
Amold Frien Friend, g - AS her quest began,
demente 30ish-yearo|q liltcenye

Arold Connice andg
an il](‘t)llf-;(‘([ll(‘llli&!l fricnd
spent g NIght out on the
age, hy oW Joy King ror

man driver, by bersona|
demong. bursues (hig
child, hayg his

music
using what jg

arguably g that macie evervthing go ).(i"
Universg| 00| of (446, Oales describes this
manipu]augnﬂn-u,S-l(-~_ Music as (hay which one
Connies Bullibility v w

ould hear iy a church
dis- 5€rvice, leadi g the

action in her own life. reader (1 assume Connie's
Due 1 many indiscrejc ns motives were pristine,
in her family unit, hey

househo]d could he
considered. '

resultant of the
satisf,

I
a distance StoOd

al l'(‘Sl&lUl'E][l[.

a hangou.,
a place of SO

lace. tpon
S, (lysftmctior‘nal_ the girlg
; demeany was *
alous were Cntering

Cntering,

as il they s
A sacrecd




For Connie, music was
"*something to depend “fle @WV@ ir
upon” (446). This music-illed e '
place of salety infused her Of =
with a self-confidence that COlllded
she obtained from no other

s i me T WO
different Yoorlds

music was in the hackground.

Her newly acquired sense of savoirfaire led her to accept an invitation to somewhat of a
“‘date” in a young man's car. As she and her recently acquainted male friend, Eddie, began
their stroll through the restaurants parking lot, “her face gleamed with a joy that had nothing
10 do with Eddie or even this place; it might have been the music” (446)—a music that
brought beautiful melodies. pleasant harmonies, and a mysterious feeling of dissonance as
her eyes unknowingly scanned those of her future nemesis. As curfew struck and Connie
rode off, she “couldnt help but look back,” (447) just as Lots wife, longing for what was.
and realizing that at a distance she could no longer hear the music.

The struggle for control over connie continued. The morning after she 1'c—:counIQd boys
she had met over summer vacation whose appearances vaporized into merely a laceless
idea, "a feeling, mixed up with the urgent insistent pounding of th‘e music."l(cm?) !h.ough
audibly no music was heard. Connie was a daydreamer whose innocent 1dea§ of youth
were interwoven with the kind of love spromised in songs” (447) taking her as its slave.
Connie succumbed. A melodic omnipresence was notable even in the music's absence.
Oates reveals Connie’s fixation as she writes of her inability to bear the silence of an empty
house. In an effort to drown out the stillness. she tuned into the *XYZ Sunday Jan'li.)orge“
where she sang along with “record after record of hard, fast, S_,hrieking songs" {'448) with _
additional highlighted interjections by “Bobby King.” As Connie beganllmmersmg.hersell
physically and mentally “in a glow of slow-pulsed joy lh(jl segm(l-:d to rise mysterlousfl_\:' out
of the music itself,” (448) she became enraptured. At this point in the story. Fhe music’s
effect on Connie was cabalistically desirous 10 her. Brought out of her u_me-fn_cluceq trance
rather abruptly by the sound of crunching gravel, connie r.ea.llzed tha} a lore::g_;n \-:E’thl(" was
approaching her house. Recognizing the familiar sense of dlssongnce experfencc?d ar the
restaurant, her heart began pounding as she stood frozen at the kncher.i.docn Sfal‘lflg into
eyes obscurely familiar to her. The vehicle came 1.0 a sudden halt. Ex1t~1fjg the cat 7a'nc1 ‘
standing before her. his hair disheveled, and grmmng at .her as tholugh she \vefe a piece of
meat. he introduced himself as Arnold Friend, speaking in “fast, bright monotone” (448).

connie’s pretense of inhospitality evaporated when she

heard the music—the same music coming from Arnold

he Friends car was playing in her house-same radio station
and the same disk jockey! connie “couldn’t decide if she

. ) . : 2 o 440). .
( Ouldnfl help liked him or if he was just a jerk” (448-449) but at that

moment, the power of music collided two different worlds.

@@ bUt As the seduction began with music in the entrancing
background, a neurotic Amold Friend began telling a captivated
b E i connie that he knew all about her, her friends. her family, and

where she had been last night. Oates states, “He
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spoke in a simple lilting voice, exactly as if he were reciting the words to a song.” (450) &
song filled with lyrics very familiar to his spellbound subject. As he continued, crony
after crony rolled off his tongue in the form of a reverberating chant.  Connie’s defenses
crumbed as this human metronome “began to mark time with the music” (450) by hitting
his fists together. Mesmerized by his requiem, the music from her radio began to merge
into the music playing in the car. At that moment, that which was once unfamiliar 10
Connie took on a form of familiarity—the clothes he wore, his crafty smile. the "sing-song
way he talked.” (451) and his rhythm-keeping efforts to hold the constant music behind
him. As if under hypnosis, Connic hazily concluded that Arnold Friend “had come from
nowhere before that and belonged nowhere and that everything about him and even the
music was so familiar to her” (452) that it "was only half recal” (452). Arnolds familiar
words serenaded Connie “with a slight rhythmic lilt,” (453) impersonaing a song of the
previous year telling of a girl who returned home to her boviriends arms.

Finally, her will broken, she succumbed to the deceitful charms of the musical
undertones, which tore her from her world of innocence and propelled her into a world
of seduction. Arnolds final lyrical dirge underscores her downfall: "My sweet little
blue-eyed girl.” (456) he crooned in a “half-sung sigh” (456). Connie’s brown eves didnt
seem to matter to her or to him as the symphony tuned up.

On a journey that began so innocently, desiring what she did not have—love, atention,
completion—Connie’s outcome was rather satirical, attaining only what she could assume
to be a relative definition. In her flirtation with void-fillers, this naive voung girl plummeted
into a world of deception via the vehicle of music. Melodic undertones coupled with the
psychotic exploitation of lyrical elements define the outcome of this work through the
stages of Connie's innocent pursuit, her relinquishment to the music, and Arnold Friend's
manipulation, bringing her to the point of her weakness, all working together to result in a
progressive loss of innocence. Though penned in 1966, Oates' fictional writing conveys
a timeless predicament faced
in twenty-first century society—
the quest to find fulfillment at
any cost.
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= 1hes% }e(cfl;ll II_)]( fog t‘u her memorices. she wonders. ..
) 'l her loneliness? her pain?  her despair?

Her little ohj
ola ’lllcljk') children only yesterday
Thc)*: Jolyfl,[lly at her feet '
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her oﬁlilggﬁ'jlks low. she steals away toward the horizon,
She walkg I_é“”g the !)alc_hwork of days gone by.
or the sofine _@Cmbcnng like yesterday-a tiny face. & chubby hand.
but unapje c’(’ of curls against her cheek,

ble to remember the way back home.

she let chores sil undone

Ons
ome long-ago afternoon.,
ad aloud

While

(& ave i
Childishtiv.b,ldyﬁ d hopscotch or sang or re
Was i J_Ub_l()nc_fs. games. songs.
She iqn-gbql a few minutes ago. or forty years?

sure. It makes no difference.

than they need her.
kled grooves.
ound her.
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WELL-WORN WHISPERS

| inda Farmer
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But for me. being identificd with my sisters meant being noticed at all, and that

was good enough for me.

They were my ‘advance team,” going on belore me,

blazing a trail along untamed social frontier. and I was. in fact, awed by them.
Any publicity or notoriety they had earned in such a small community school
meant sooner or later someone would link us together, breaking the ice for me

and giving me

a reputation-hy-association.

| was used to it, and quite insecure in

foreign situations. those rare occasions when I had to stand alone, wearing only
my own identity and feeling quite exposed.

Not only fashion. but I learned about hair and make-up from them too.
Copyving their actions was only a part of it, although I practiced that religiously. To
gain their approval and be allowed 1o hang around them, no sacrifice was too

great,

was nine years older.

she did, and just going along was an enviable thrill.

This was especially true of my oldest sister, my "surrogate mother," who
I was her pet. and proud of it! It took me places
| was nearly grown betore |

, or rather.

realized that the reason | gol 1o go was part ol a deal with our father that allowed
her to "date" as long as | tagged along!

{ﬁl/
Only
.wearing ld

Once, | submitted to a
haircut from her that, in
that generation of
Twiggy, might be
considered reserved,;
however, having six inches
of my small head of hair
lopped off was a drastic
change, to say the least.
When you factor in the
gaps from my turning from
side to side, trying to 100K
in the mirror for a
glimpse of the new me,
the resulting haircut was
quite a bob! 1 don't think
I had a haircut again for
a very, very long time.
But for that day, my hair
offering worked. My sister-
god was pleased, and 1
got to wear her coveted

6691<

@ feelmg

tlty\j C]Ulte

yellow velvet bow in my
new 'do! Most of my
handed-down clothes
came [rom my second-
oldest sister. Even
though she was six
years older, we were
hoth 'chubby' and wore
clothes designed to
-amouflage our ample
figures, much like
descriptions such as
pretty Plus! disguised
words whose meanings
were fuzzy to a young
chilcl. "Let's look at the
tent dresses!" is what I'd
hear, when what 1 really
wanted was (o wear
stretchy stirrup pants
and body suits like my
other sisters.

Xposed

But shapely we both

were, and it bonded us |
together. Only we
understood what it felt
like to have our few
fashion choices limited
even further by having to
wear matronly,
slenderizing women's
clothing long before our
ages caught up with our
bodies. We shared
more than clothes that
didn't fit; we each knew
the pain of not fitting in,
and looking alike
became the common
thread that united us
during the wide gap of
our childhood years.
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Mom must've been a
miracle worker 1o have
dressed four girls alike
as often as she did, and
she has the photographs
10 prove it. She had
identical twin brothers,
aunts, uncles, and
Cousins, and always
wanted twing herself.
Yel. despite Six
Pregnancies, (he IWinning
gene Suddenly recesse(
after foyr generations.
And when the older two
Sisters moved into Junior
and misseg Sizes, we
Younger WO were her
last hope, her v
attempy ay Winning.
Though she dresse us
alike ag much as POSSsIb)e,

the result wag ar from
idemical!
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I suppose that's why.,
on a cool fall morning,
thumbing through a catalog
is a nostalgic wigger point
for me. Just to think of
how cute she looked in
her new corduroy jeans
and body suit takes me
back to junior high, when
the most important thing
in our lives was what we
were going to wear to
the ball game or fair:

"GO, please let me
wear your new
sweater!"

"Only if 1 can usc your
leather purse. |
promise 1 won't scull
it" "No way! You
Know how you are."
"Please? I'll even let
you use my cologne
and wear these
carrings."

"Well, okay. but you'd
better be careful.
Could 1 use vour
boots, too?"
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And in the stilness of a fall morning, when the only other sound is the soft rustle

of leaves as they gently break

away from the tree, [ can very ¢ learly hear the tamiliar

sound of my sisters' voices floating on the breeze:.

o

call

|
hearefamiliar Y s

OUH
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Uncle Geb

Jennifer Hermetz

Overalls and muddy bootg-
Uncle Geb's daily attire.

At five-years-old, | don't know
If T would have recognized him
Had he worn g dress shirt ang|

a belt.
Then he would not Ky

ave been Uncle Geb anymore.

Thin and wrinkled
With hands worn anci callused
From digging potatoes-

Hands thay held life-thay held me.
Hands filleq Wwith creviceg like
His hands laught mine
Feeding the pigs in the
[ fely importan; because

rows of com or potatoes.
10 live on a farm like he did,
fly-ridden heat,

I could pe like Uncle Geb,

And when he smiled, hig sSm
When he smiled, | smiled 1o

He always haq atrea-vegetahjeg lor Mommy: apy g Daddy
And candy for me.

all eyeg
0.

almost disappeared.

But it a) ended,
One Phone cg) and he w
No warning anc No one

But Mayhe Uncle Gen
Mavhe he w.

as gone.
was reacy,
was,
as ready to let his

hands rest
ands of those he |

oved remembper him,



Her long grey strands

were held back with combs.
Picks so delicately pushed.
Deep into her mess of fine hair,

Youth was in her eyes.

Though her hands shook

With some fierce force
Controlled by the master of age.

Antiquity was shown S
With each wrinkle. o
And with each wrinkle

A different key 1o some past adventure
That earned its way into the folds of her skin.

Even now | can remember,
The smell of baby powder.
Clouds of the soft aroma
Alter a bath in the sink.

She would sit for hours,

Patiently, with a six-year-old,

Whose hands were as unsteady as her own.
Cutting out dolls from the sales papers
While drinking cran-apple juice

Lelt over from the breakiast

Of wheat germ and twenty pills.

I would listen to her talk while the clothes were
Hung up to dry and we sometimes sang

while | passed the pins.

Prayer was the answer to life's pre
And she would, for a long ime.
After she fed Red the leftovers:
Gigi-grits and Kitty-cat pancakes.

yblems., she said.

~HE 5 of time
I remember sitting at the table for long spans ol tn

5 1 32 times.
Because food had to be chewed 32 l}l\I_‘ﬂ(_)_
- 1 4
But sometimes, when she wasin't looking,
I would swallow before 10.

She smelled like peppermints 6_11'1(1_[1(‘3“""‘-
And the angels must have rejoiced

For such a wonderful addition

The day 1 was pulled out of class

For the long trip to church.

hext day.
Her house was cleaned the Next ld'c .\_)hqﬂc -
And | left with my toothbrush in the plas

MawImnaw

D
Sarah McCLure 3 5




CONTEST WINNERS

Ist Place - "Mawrow

by Sarah McClure

1ioh
e 1=
2nd Place - "o e Graduating Class of 2001 " O
by Sally Stacey

SC lwﬁl

(<]
A Blanker's vierse \/ HS ﬂ@ﬂ
by Pascha B MW
H.M. - " j Icle Gehy
Dy ey niter Hermery

3rd Place -

Nyevirt Steryiry’
FLM. - "Elusive pe auy” ESE i ; ockaticl
lace - "The silent COCk
by Chad Nic holson ISt Place it
by Dan Whi
R X 7
ﬁ‘,f‘ﬂf‘vd\,

0ods’
siney WOl
nd Place « "The Bride of FINC:
21¢ € =

AN MeLain
st Place

- "Bye Bye Bag Timesg»

by Marlang Sonnicr

"The | alace of I

. (M lll
ionallv Involvee
by Kyle Stribling LML - "linu)1|Ul“'-l[|}llll)vrl
: “denna e
3rd Place - "Brgyen by
by Tanja Parson
FLM. - low e ntr

iMgse Loy O My SUccess”
by Rache| Thrash

Iy Elisabeti.

3rd Place - "FHouston
2nd Place -

ic] PPicketl
In: Danicl Pick

»1 5°% 7
&Y Jlr

[ ISt Place - "Love Defined?”
{i lﬂj ((jc ) B by 2. King
~ 2« .
AlV]s J

” 2nd Place

- "Window 1o the soul

by Mcelodice Norman
3rd Place . "The Night | Changed the world
by Tami Phillips

(g |

FLM. - "Forgiveness 266y
w] 't Stowy by Cheryl R, Pickard [1LS:
OO S1ON Y Chen iy’
- ' ¢ - QuIEET
ISt Place - lighesy 3 icepn 1 st Place oy P King
by Jo ANN B i | Colt e
]
20d Place - nx «,.. ;i ; VMoK Ain
Place -y Walk i the Woodge Zine] Pl . *“My Creepy Hon i
by Richarg Harrisopn
3rd Place

by Margic

1ess’
s _E ()]UJ\(I (l(
"Dust in the w g B by Je ri Rt I"
by Ciry - o GOC
Iy Al ay wpad Made i;(,(n't‘
HLM, - " 'Wings of ¢~ hangen s o |
by Adrie ‘Nne Blge Kwe

Christopc!

by



H)( )(\H ﬁ'\‘}r
1St Place - "Rellections”
by Linda Farmer

2nd Place - "Dreams Often scem Like Reality Comn-lurnt\r

by Lori K. Biclefeld
Q ]

[ ]
3rd Place - "Tree silhoucte” ‘ dE \ E .
‘ \
by Victoria Lovelace r \% SlOn

HM. - "Between Sleep and Awake! [
by Linda Barloon i

H.M. -"Tug of war"
by Shyvwanda R. Moore

Short Story

= ? 1st Place - "In Another Country™
lLssay } by Dr. Lavonn Benson
2nd Place - "The Longest Row"

1st Place - "The Car House" _
by Linda Farmer

by FFrankic Germany

3rd Place - "Green Apples"

2nd Place - "well worn Whispers” \ e
by Frankie Germany

by Linda IFarmer
3rd Place - *To Run'
e !\l.l” ; by Dr. Robert Berg
by Victoria Lovelace .
.M. - "The Power of Love in song'

F
l .M. - "The Christmas Cat"
by Jimmy Smith |

Judges

Dr. James Barloon, MSU-Moer
Sue Ammon, Meridian High School-MCC Division
Barbara anna, Philacielphia High school-Community Division

idian Branch-High School Division

2002 Literary Contest Rules can be (ound in the Meridian Public Library & MCC

Libraries.

Special Thanks:

The Meridian Community College Foundation provides funding for Study-Travel Grants and the

Reviewss literary contest.
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‘Love Defined”

P.J. King has recently moved to Florida. She has recieved the honor ol
w :

vinning the first place awards in poetry and essay in the MCC Division of

J

l , 2 2 et ]
he Review Liteary Contest. Other honors include publication of her ;)n/(-

winning one-act play in The Community College Writer.

“Mawimaw”

%alah
lﬂC (‘e Sarah McClure is the daughter of MCC librarian. Rita McClure.
Besides winning first place in the Review's contest, she was a 2001
valedictorian at Meridian High school as well as a member of the National

Honor Society and Who's Who Among American High School Students.

"Mangled Melodies”

Dalette i s . ! .
alette Newell is a first place formal litcrary essay winner who recently

has bee : ) o i et
as been published in the journal. The community College Writer. A 1982 i
graduate of Meridian IHigh School, Dalette pr esently is enrolled in MCCS "]GW

she serves as Grace Church's music

A ;
Ssociate Degree Nursing Program.

ministe T : .
nister and is self-employed as a medical transcriptionist.

“Elusive Beauty™”
of Lamar High School, plans to major in
s writing both poetry and short stories.

had Chad Nicholson, a graduate

O‘l T English. He enjoys
| oy, T

LU 1O I. ]‘

==

;3“' Bye Bad Times” marlana
larlana Sonnier lives in Shubuta and attends Wayne Ccounty High S@Nﬂﬁ ol

S
Chool, she plans to major in business and has thus far won a national |

jo , -
Urnalism award and first place in the Review's literary contes

“Silent Cockatiel”

Dan White, an av idl fantasy reader and poet, develops his High School
(ln Division first place story by presenting a dark fantasy about a lone prisoner
g. As the son of a Southermn Baptist Minister. he has attend-

and his suffering.
E f:j ed many schools including clinton High and west Lauderdale his senior
year.
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