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Nostalgia Amy Houser

Running Through the Berry Wild

Running through the berry wild

That Mother Nature has beguiled

Youths wind along cream-white clover

As the ready fruit beckons them over

Lying against the dewy earth bed

Dotted with tiny hearts of red

The soil yields as the heat looms

Ripening love's summer blooms

Like the roses' engaging tips

The fruit is pressed against their lips

Pointing as the arrow soars

Towards the depth of passion's core

Bursting with a wave of sweet

A taste of essence made complete

By juices tart upon the chin

And tiny seeds lie down within

Now we hear laughter of a child

Running through the berry wild

Jennifer Benfield
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Tears For A Friend

Rick Harshberger

The opening day of trout season was just around the corner, and Dad and I were gearing up

for this highly celebrated event. We spent several nights discussing our game plan for the up-

coming day. We carefully selected our spot on the lake and made a list of everything two fisher-

men needed for an all-day outing. We debated over using artificial lures or live bait, with live

bait (primarily worms) winning out. As we sat at the dinner table going over our strategies, Dad

asked for my opinions and implemented them if they held merit, making me feel I was more than

his son. I was one of the guys.

The night before our trip we went to Uncle Joe's Wood Shed, an old sporting goods shop

with pine wood floors and redwood paneling. The store's pungent cedar smell somehow was

reminiscent of a pet store. Despite the rough appearance, Uncle Joe's racks, shelves, and peg-

boards were full of everything imaginable to be used in the great outdoors. The camping gear

greeted the patrons as they walked in the door. The hunting and fishing supplies filled the back

half of the shop. Every lure in every color, every brand and style of rod and reel, and every bait

selection from pink or orange salmon eggs to the long wriggling nightcrawlers was accounted

for. We went to the glass cooler where the worms were stored and grabbed up two plastic tubs of

"crawlers." After inspecting every aisle, every shelf, and every peg, we had all the hooks,

sinkers, bobbers, and lures needed for the fishing season ahead.

Arriving back home, I ran off to get our tackle boxes. Mine was the smaller of the two but

mine all the same. Dad ceremoniously emptied the contents of the bags onto the spiral woven

rug in the living room. We plopped down at the foot of this mountain of new tackle and divvied

it up like two pirates taking their share of some buried treasure. When it was all sorted and

separated out, we placed each item in its designated slot or compartment. The whole time was

spent laughing, telling stories, and just enjoying each other's company until it was time for bed.

Sleep did not come easily. The anticipation of a stinger filled with fat trout made slumber a

very elusive creature to catch. Some time during the night, the sandman, on his ever-vigilant

rounds, finally made his way to my room, sending me off to a place where trout grew big and

every cast was rewarded.

The old Chevy pick-up's engine roared to life, shattering the predawn calm. A few song-

birds, still not ready for the day to begin, sent down hesitant twitters from the newly leaved

maples that stood silent sentry around our house. The acrid, bluish smoke which the rust-rotted

truck coughed out added to the light fog of the crisp April air. Dad and I loaded the truck bed

with our poles, tackle boxes, and folding chairs. With a grunt, Dad lifted the stainless steel

cooler filled with cans of pop, sandwiches (a choice of egg salad or bologna and cheese), and the

last slice of Mom's blueberry cobbler. After making certain we had everything on our list, we

climbed up in the cab and headed out, chasing two incandescent beams through the darkness of

morning yet to arrive.

In the barely perceptible glimmer of morning's first light, we struggled our way to the spot

that offered our best chance of success as we had discussed in great lengths over the last few

days. Finally making it to the water's edge, we unloaded our burdens. We set up our chairs and

propped up our poles to angle out over the water, claiming that particular stretch of water as our

own. As we readied our gear for the pending, serious game of sit-and-wait, we talked in hushed
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voices and listened to the chorus of frogs and crickets. Neither of us wanted to disturb the

serenity of what we considered our sacred place.

The morning sun peeked its warm smiling face over the eastern slope of northern fir, spruce

and aspen, pink and golden rays spreading across a cloud-dappled, purple sky. Dad looked at the

new Casio digital watch that I had given to him last Christmas bought with money I earned from

shoveling snow and my allowance, money not spent on stuff that would "rot my teeth."

"Six-thirty," he stated, picking up his fishing rod. "First one with a fish gets that last piece

of pie."

s|c s|e H=

A nurse entered the room chasing the fond memories back to the special place in my mind.

A doctor, stethoscope around his neck and donning green surgical scrubs, directly followed her

in. The nurse checked on all the tubes and wires that crisscrossed my dad like jungle vines

encompassing a tree. The doctor looked over the chart at the foot of Dad's bed, though little had

changed since the last time he had checked it.

"Your father has suffered a severe stroke," he explained. "With a stroke as major as this,

there is little we can do except keep him stable and as comfortable as possible. The next twenty-

four hours are extremely critical. We'll know the full extent of the damage after a C.A.T. scan,

but from all indications, we believe the damage was extensive."

The doctor closed the chart, hung it back at the foot of the bed, and headed toward the door.

When he got to the doorway, he stopped.

Looking at the floor, unable to make eye contact, he said in a very somber voice, "You may
want to think about getting his final arrangements in order."

He left the room with his head hung. His face had the look of one who has done all he

could do, but it has meant nothing. The nurse, now finished with her ministrations, followed the

doctor out. She closed the door behind her, leaving me alone with my dad, my thoughts, and an

empty place in my heart. Salty drops of sorrow traced their way down my ashen unshaven face.

The tears blurred my vision, leaving me with only the slow rhythmic beeping of Dad's heart

monitor, the only proof of the life still present within him. The hypnotic cadence brought those

old tucked-away memories back into focus. I could hear my dad's voice, carefree and full of

life.

"Rick! Rick! You're getting a bite!"

The excitement in Dad's voice matched the excitement building up in me. I crouched down
beside my pole, watching the tip with the intensity a hawk gives its next meal. My 6-1/2-foot

Fenwick bowed as the unseen fish took another run at the proffered worm. I reared back on the

rod, setting the hook. The pulling and tugging from the other end told me I had him. The fish

rose and tail-danced across the water's smooth surface, giving us our first glimpse of a very large

and beautiful multi-hued rainbow trout. The fish made a few heart-stopping runs that made the

drag on my reel sing and tested the strength of my fishing line. I played the brute, reeling care-

fully so as not to break the only connection between the fish and me. The trout finally tired and

allowed himself to be brought to shore. I lugged my trophy up the bank. The young muscles in

my arms ached and felt like rubber bands, but there was no way I was dropping him. I looked up

toward my dad, and the smile on his face was as wide as my own, pride shining from his eyes.

When the fish was on the stringer and the excitement had faded some. Dad handed over the

reward of our little contest. After taking a few bites, I did what I knew he'd do. I shared that

last piece of cobbler with him.

5



"Dad! Dad! You got a bite! Set the hook!"

Dad set the hook, bending his rod into an arch that would make St. Louis envious. He put

the butt end of the rod back into the special holder I had devised for him. With the rod firmly in

place, he started to reel the fish in. I ran over to his wheelchair to see if he needed my help. He

was doing just fine with his one good arm. The holder was working out perfectly. As he reeled

in the fish closer to shore, I scrambled down the bank to land Dad's first fish since his stroke.

Holding his prize in the air for him to see, I looked up at him. His now crooked smile was

beaming. My smile matched his. It was now my turn to feel the joy and pride he had shown

toward me so many years ago.

I baited his hook once more and handed him the rod. He made his cast, not as far as I

remembered but not too shabby either. I settled back down to our silence. In that quiet moment,

a tear made its way down my cheek, a tear of joy. I still had time left with my father, my best

friend.

Dolphins Diane DeBruine
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What We Had

wept last week

now numb

can't remember can't see can't feel it

lips don't fit anymore

kiss like a key fumbling at a changed lock

halfhearted fingers touch

a body that thrills now like a cadaver

eyes clouded with pain anger guilt hate

look for what we had

in you in photos in cards in letters

wonder whyhow
"we" ever came together

and whyhow we fell apart

Tara Humphries

Pieces Heather Shearer

The Crush

Breathe, I remind myself

Eat, I urge myself

Sleep, I beg myself

Paralyzed by emotion

Mind racing

around, around the track

One thought

over, over— you

The soothing sound of your voice

The crisp crease of your sleeve

The tingle when you are near

The releasing caress that never comes

Tara Humphries
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Window to My Life Emily Holt

Good Morning

Just so you'll know -

I have walked out

into the cool mist.

The wrens and

cardinals are singing.

The honeysuckle

and magnolia

mark their boundaries,

and I want to be there.

Cathy Moron

The Fallen Leaves

The fallen leaves

orange, red, and brown

in my street

remind me of

quiet woods in England.

The street lights

so old, yet charming

give a glow

to the old asphalt.

What a pleasure to walk

in the evening

with rustling

leaves under my feet.

Christopher Lawson

Butterfly Diane DeBruine
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The Convention

Ina Rover

The star of the convention hurried over the parking lot towards the entrance of the casino. It

had gotten cold unexpectedly, and the wind reached under her skirt with icy fingers. As she reached

the door, a party of three elderly women in pastel-colored tracksuits came out and held the door for

her. She stepped into the warm lobby and shuddered involuntarily as a reaction to the difference in

temperature.

One of her clients saw her from the bar he was leaning against and waved her over. With an

inward sigh, she turned her smile back on and walked over to the group celebrating the end of the

convention. Her feet hurt, and all she wanted was to shed her business suit and shoes and take a hot

bath. The client came up to her and handed her a glass of champagne. She couldn't remember his

name. He put his arm around her and called over to the rest of the group. "Look who's here! This

woman is going to make us all rich!"

She smiled politely, accepted the champagne, and unwound herself from his arm. The others

came up to her and congratulated her. The client was standing a little too close to her. He was a big

man. not fat, but stout, with fading blond hair. He had removed his suit jacket and tie and opened

the top buttons of his shirt. The shirt was spanning over his belly. After the attention had died down,

he turned to her again. "So, are you here on your own?"

She nodded, swallowed, and asked him: "First time in Vegas?"

"Oh no - I come here a few times a year, conventions and so on. Gives me time away from the

wife, you know. And the company pays for it all."

He laughed, and she smiled politely at him.

"Didn't your hubby wanna come? Or aren't you married?"

"Extremely married," she said, holding up her hand so that the gold band caught the reflection

of the casino lights. "He just doesn't like Vegas."

But the client seemed to have lost interest, and his unfocused gaze slid from her face and over

her shoulder. She turned to see what had attracted his attention. A waitress in the standard short

dress was leaning over the bar, talking to the bartender. Her nametag read "Ashley." Ashley was

gorgeous: a cheerleader, smiling her working smile. The woman turned back and said, "Good

luck." Before the client could ask her what she meant by that, she had turned and walked away.

She watched the roulette tables for a few minutes, then deposited her glass on the tray of a

passing waitress, and made her way to the elevators. After a few steps, she found herself facing an

elderly man in a pink polo shirt. "There you are, my dear. I was hoping to see you before I left.

Congratulations on your presentation."

She smiled warmly at him. Her boss was one of the few people she genuinely liked. He was

very smart and compassionate and, while considerably older than she, he never seemed to notice

the age difference. "Thanks. Listen, I am glad to see you. Would you mind if I took a day off? I'd be

back in the office on Tuesday."

"But of course, go ahead. We can survive one day without you, and you need some time for

yourself after all the hours you put in."

"Thanks again, I appreciate that. Time for myself. Yes, I guess I need a day just for me. I will

see you on Tuesday then."

He nodded and patted her lightly on her upper arm. "You have a good time, you hear? You

deserve it. See you Tuesday."
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She smiled again at him and made her way to the elevators. She had wanted to take a vacation

day, but he was right. She needed something more than just a day off. She needed a day just for

herself. Time of her own.

The next morning, she called down to the Hertz counter in the casino and requested a four-

wheel drive. She then called the reception desk and ordered a lunch packet. Luckily, she had brought

a flannel shirt, jeans, boots, and a sweater - her traveling clothes. She always wore suits or dresses

at work, but she had worn her traveling clothes on the plane. None of the others were on the same

flight, so her image would not be tarnished. No make-up today, she decided. She was going in the

desert, and she was free today - no schedule, no lectures, no audience. Time for myself, she said

and smiled.

The Explorer was parked in the hotel parking lot, and a gust nearly ripped the car door out of

her hand. She tucked her hair back behind her ears - no tying up today, no pony tails, no top knots,

just hair. She stopped at a store to buy two gallons of water and swung unto route 95 East. After a

few minutes, she had left the tired neon behind and was surrounded by desert. Her husband disliked

the desert. To him, it was all brown and boring. To her, it was so much more: the dusty pinks,

greens, blues, and mauves of the rock formations along the road. Her eyes followed the clouds

flying across the sky and the birds circling lazily on the upwinds. She passed through tiny towns.

No gas, no services, no food. The last town of any size on her trip was Beatty. She stopped in front

of the minuscule grocery store. After strolling the aisles for a few minutes, she settled on an apple

and a bottle of water. She didn't want to leave empty-handed.

Ten minutes later, she reached the turnoff to the ghost town. There was not much to this town:

no souvenir stores, no postcards, no fast food. Unlikely that it would ever attract many visitors. But

she loved it; it was genuine and unpretentious, and it was all hers today. The road had changed from

black top to unpaved road to a rutted path in the sand. She pulled the car over to the side of the road

and climbed out. The desert was much colder than the city, and the wind was pulling at her hair and

whipping it into her face, but she didn't mind the stinging. With her hair dancing wildly like a

flaming crown, she started on her tour.

The schoolhouse was the best-preserved building. It had lost its roof, but all four walls were

still standing. She wandered around the ruins and tried to decipher some of the scratches and

graffiti on the walls. Only half a dozen houses were recognizable as such. All that was left of the

town hall was its front wall, empty windows overlooking what had been Main Street. Of the

other buildings nothing remained but the foundation. Where had the stones and timber gone that

had been here at some time? Did the inhabitants of Beatty come here after the gold rush and

dismantle the town? She drifted down to the cemetery and saw that part of it had been washed

out by a flash flood since she had last been here. Some of the markers were still visible, but a lot

of them were now buried under sand and rubble and the dead truly forgotten. She touched some

of the markers but couldn't make out the names.

Finally, her mouth parched, she decided to break for lunch. She grabbed the apple, the lunch

packet, and a bottle of water from the car and went off to look for a spot that would give her shelter

from the chilly breeze. She found a niche where two remaining walls formed a shelter and sat

down. Nibbling on her apple and drinking in long drafts, she surveyed her surroundings. The wa-

tery sun shone through a layer of cumulus clouds, but it wasn't enough to warm her. She listened

intently to the music of the desert. The constant wind changed its pitch from whistle to howl, and

the sand hissed over the ground. Once in a while, a bird shrieked off in the distance. Tumbleweed

rustled over the cemetery. She breathed deeply and enjoyed the serenity of the desert.
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When she got up after her meal and walked back to her car, the wind cut through her clothes,

and she shuddered and crossed her arms to ward off the cold. Her hair leaped around her head. A
few steps ahead, she saw a brown shadow on the road. A tarantula scurried on the island between

the ruts in the street. The woman smiled. She had never seen a tarantula in the wild. She quickly

stepped in front of it and set her foot down squarely in its path. The tarantula didn't hesitate. It

scrabbled over her shoe and the woman could feel only the faintest scratching on the leather. She

set her paper bag down, weighted it down with a rock, and stepped in front of the tarantula again.

This time, she knelt down and stretched out her arm over the path of the animal. Again, the taran-

tula didn't stop. It scrambled over her arm, and this time, she could feel the tiny hairy legs touching

her through the fabric. The woman's gaze followed the spider. She got up. She was an invulnerable

queen on this day. She stepped in front of the spider again and lay down in its path. She could feel

just the faintest scratching on her side, and then the spider came into her field of vision on the right

side of her chest.

"You do realize that Beatty doesn't have a hospital, and you could be dead before I make it to

Vegas with you?" said a voice behind her. She hadn't heard anyone approaching and moved invol-

untarily but remembered at the last fraction of a second that the tarantula was still making its way

across her chest.

She twisted her head to see the man standing over her. He was young and tall, but she couldn't

make out much more from her perspective. The wind blew some sand into her face. "I am bullet-

proof today," she answered.

"Are you tarantula-proof as well?"

"I guess we'll find out."

"I guess we will. Do you mind if I stay here and watch?
"

"Knock yourself out - show's nearly over anyway."

The spider had made its way across her chest and was climbing down her sweater on the far

side now. The woman waited till it was safely a few inches away and then stood up. She brushed

herself off and looked at the man. She couldn't see much of his face. He wore a cowboy hat,

sunglasses, and a mustache. He was young, probably at least ten years younger than she was.

"This is the first time I have seen anybody lying voluntarily in the path of a tarantula. Why the

hell did you do that? I thought you had passed out or something," he asked.

"I felt like it," she said. "I told you I was bullet-proof for today. Where the heck did you come

from? You nearly gave me a heart attack. Good thing I was already lying down."

"I am the caretaker. I come up here a few times a week, make sure everything is ok. I am
Daniel."

"Regina," she said, and held out her hand. It was not her name. "Nice to meet you, Daniel. So,

what does a caretaker do here ?"

"Come on," he said. "I'll give you the grand tour. I'll show you all the secrets here and intro-

duce you to the ghosts." He smiled, and she thought that he had a good smile, even if she couldn't

see his eyes.

They had dinner at the Ensenada Grill. He had promised her that this was Beatty's best restau-

rant. There were only two diners here, and the other one was closed, so he was probably right. He

had taken off his sunglasses. His eyes were blue and bleached by the sun, and he had the wrinkles

of people who look at the sun's reflection for too long: horizontal lines around his eyes and a

vertical line between his eyebrows. He told her that he was a geologist and that babysitting the
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town was simply for extra cash. The government paid him a small fee, and he checked to make sure

that nobody had moved into one of the old buildings. He would live in the ghost town if he could,

he told her, but the government didn't allow people to live there. She liked that; she would like to

live in the town as well. She could have asked him about what happened to the timber and the

bricks that had disappeared from the ghost town, but she didn't want to, knowing the answer would

take all the mystery away. They talked about his job and his life, and every time he asked her a

personal question, she turned his questions astutely around and made him talk about himself some

more. Every detail he gave her was a jewel in her crown. Finally, after all the food was eaten and all

the glasses were empty, she simply said, "I don't have to be anywhere. I'll stay the night," and he

couldn't refuse her because she was his queen.

The wind whispered and howled all night. He was still asleep when she left and drove back to

Las Vegas. The sunrise painted the mountains in incandescent reds and oranges, and her crown

would have sparkled, but her reign had come to an end.

When she walked into her living room the next day and set down her suitcase, her husband

looked up over the top of his newspaper. He smiled and got up quickly to embrace her and kiss her

on the cheek. "I didn't hear you come in. How was your trip?"

"Good, but boring. You know what conventions are like. This one was just a little more re-

warding than most. My presentation was just about perfect," she said and smiled at him. He was so

predictable; he wouldn't ask for details. Her life was incomprehensible and tedious to him. She

said, "I saw on the news that you had quite a storm here." She walked over to the large picture

window looking out on the ocean beneath her. The sea had thrown up foam against the window and

covered it with salty spots. The windows never stayed clean, no matter how many times she washed

them. The wind would just pick up again and throw the ocean back at her.

"Oh yes, gales and all that. You should have heard the wind howl. A couple of the boats at the

marina were damaged really badly," he answered. "So, did you enjoy your extra day off?"

"It was nice," she said and smiled at him. "But you were right, you wouldn't have enjoyed this

trip."

And she took her bags and went to unpack, her braid falling neatly down her back.

Feeling My Way Through Life Emily Holt
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Reflections

Andrew Petruolo

Narcissistic people are supposedly infatuated with what they see when they gaze into a

mirror. I might be the so-called narcissist, but I hate that man I see in the mirror looking back at

me. In actuality, while staring into a mirror, I have two reflections looking back at me. The first

is the man that I detest, the very man that I turned into, and the other is the man who I truly am
and will become once again.



Spies

I despise

Spies.

Their shifty eyes

Rise.

Look at the prize.

Some government's

demise.

Lies.

Whatever money buys.

The size

Of their guise

But uncover their surprise

Whoever tries

Dies.

So the wise

Despise

Spies.

Kristin Shearin

Knives Amy Houser

Eternally Trapped

Hall of mirrors, there is no way of getting out.

Hall of mirrors, no one can hear you shout.

Hall of mirrors, you go in different ways.

Hall of mirrors, this is where you'll stay.

Hall of mirrors, you think you are going in the right direction.

Hall of mirrors, all you see is your reflection.

Hall of mirrors, this is where you begin.

Hall of mirrors, this is where you will end.

April Lewis
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Undone Control

the perfect marriage

the perfect pair

partners and lovers

combination most rare

storybook duo

so devoted and true

others divorced

their love grew

past the milestones

through the itches

toward forever

the Guinness of hitches

the spoiler was waiting

just out of view

blindsided the couple

then they were two

what Cupid brought together

could no man put asunder

but trusting a woman
was a terrible blunder

Tara Humphries

You speak to me of love

But there's hardness in your eyes

You talk to me of tenderness

Why must you tell me lies?

You say that I have freedom

Yet still I see the chains

As if I were the prize horse

To which you hold the reins

I feel I am a golden bird

In a gilded cage

And I have nowhere to hide

When anger turns to rage

And then I hear your voice

"Go and find yourself

As if I could believe this

Your eyes say something else

Control is what you want

So this is how you thrive

Yet how do I submit to this

And still feel I'm alive?

Be good to me was all I'd asked

So many times before

All I can do is wish you well

Before I close the door

Julie Santee

Hard Sole Amy Houser





Flying Tractor

Jerry Penuel

I have my first turtle-shell hat and feel very much the young man on a great adventure. I

am away from home on my first real foray into the wild world. Here in Onlsow County, North

Carolina, in a tobacco field, I experience the greatest adventure a boy child can have. I am
driving! This is the first year my uncle allows me to drive the truck, a flat trailer with burlap

sheets to hold the tobacco, pulled behind a tractor, all the way to the barn.

"Now, Jerry, don't you run that tractor in fourth gear. That's too fast for you to drive," my
Uncle Furney has sternly warned me earlier this morning. He is a weathered, skinny man with a

long, narrow nose inherited from my grandfather. His eyes are clear, and he is an unusually quiet

and reverent man. He can't read, but years of hard work and farming have taught him how to

earn a living. Hard work is all he has ever known. He raised my father when my grandparents

divorced. Now I spend my summers with his large family helping them put in their tobacco

crop.

The tractor bounces down a long worn path. 1 am headed for the barn with another truck

full of tobacco fresh from the sixteen-acre field. It is almost noon and the beginning of an

oppressive heat. Defying my Uncle Furney's instructions, I pull the gearshift back into fourth

gear and pop the clutch and run up the throttle. The whine of the transmission tells me I am
indeed going as fast as the tractor can take me. Thinking about the end of the path and Mr.

Ramsey's garden at the turn, I decide to stop and steal a red, ripe, juicy tomato to sweeten the ice

water I drank back at the turn row. I enjoy the warm, humid air flying by my ten-year-old face.

A rivulet of sweat runs down my face.

I slow, gear down, and begin my descent and approach into Mr. Ramsey's garden. I apply

some brakes and go into low gear to complete the turn at the corner. Time to raid the tomato

plants!

Leaving the big red Farmall tractor engine running, I jump down and find the reddest, most

succulent tomato in the whole garden. I wrestle it free from the vine, wipe it on my shirt, and

take a large, wet bite. Red juice runs out the corners of my mouth as I savor the moist, red meat

on my tongue. "Time to get to the barn," I think. I don't want to get caught stealing tomatoes

from the landlord.

I turn and look at the running tractor, then back to the truck and am stunned by the sight of

the wreckage. The tractor is in place and running as it should. As my eyes drift to the rear, I see

a two-wheeled trailer with only one wheel, and its sheets are split with a long trail of green

tobacco leaves stretching back down the path. My excitement at having stolen Mr. Ramsey's

tomato turns into a nightmare before my eyes. My father's oldest brother, my great role model -

I have let him down, destroyed his tobacco truck, and scattered tobacco over hell and half of

Onslow County!

"He will kill me," I think, chin trembling. I climb back on the red Farmall and slowly

begin the trip of about a hundred yards to the barn. I hope my Aunt Swannie Bell will protect

me from the wrath of my Uncle Furney. I need help! Creeping in first gear, I arrive at the barn.

All of the women folks walk out to the truck. One wheel is completely gone and half of the

tobacco lost into a hole so deep that Uncle Furney will bury me in there with it when he gets to

the barn. There are tears now, and shame, finally ten years old, and a tobacco trucker. All of my
dreams disappear. I will never drive again. I am a failure.



My girl cousins are laughing. Damn them! Can't they see I'll be dead in a few minutes?

They could have some sympathy. If I live through this, I'll get them back for laughing. When
Uncle Furney comes, he will take me behind the barn and beat some real sense into my young

butt! I will never drive again. I won't be able to sit, much less drive! I turn to switch the tractor

off and withdraw. The heat is here, and sweat is mixing with the tears, all very salty and bitter. I

have blown my very first chance to be like my older boy cousins.

I hear the other tractor coming. It stops, and then it begins again. I wonder why. Finally

the other tractor and Uncle Furney arrive at the barn along with my desperate fear. He pulls up,

the wheel from my truck on top of his load. He switches the tractor engine off. I cringe. He is

going to beat me to death! He picks up a tobacco stick, which confirms my earlier expectations

of a beating beyond death.

Uncle Furney walks over to me and says, "Don't run the tractor in fourth gear any more. It

breaks the equipment, and we don't have time to stop and fix it. After we hang up, you and me
will fix this truck. Then we will eat." He turns and walks away. My ears and butt suddenly

know why we all love him so much. Uncle Furney is a good man.

My Old 45 Heather Shearer
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Lily of the Valley

You took out peppermint drops

From a tissue wrapped tightly like a bud

As we sat on our bench and listened.

Like a plant stretching to the sun

Singing his praises,

You grew for him.

Your sparkling hazel eyes

Looking towards the heavens.

At home with you, I would play.

The olive shag carpet

Made a meadow for my dolls.

You snapped emerald green beans

And shelled peridot peas.

I helped shuck the corn's yellow-green husk

You watched me with wise feline eyes

Smiling amid a halo of white radiance.

When night descended upon us

You bowed your head in prayer.

I slipped into cool milky white sheets

As soft as ivory petals

Sleeping in such peace.

I awake to find I am alone.

In a church, you lay on bone white silk

So tranquil and still.

I knew he had plucked you,

And dark green envy filled my heart.

At your grave, I knelt

Among moss and ivy foliage,

Closing my eyes tight.

I saw you in God's garden

With wings of white pearl,

A bright and morning star

Smiling and singing

"Lily of the Valley."

Jennifer Benfield

Circle of Braided Silver

Half a century old

I gave you to my mother

When I was only four

—

You were always on her arm.

She gave you back

when I turned forty

—

then always on my arm.

Lost for a dozen years

found lint-coated

by Frigidaire hero

rewarded with squeals

of joy—cleaned, polished

now always on my arm.

Hidden a dozen years

yet so near me
like my mother's spirit -

you were always with me.

Rosalyn Lomax
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The Quilt

The quilt you made

Has never faded

Each piece so carefully sewn

Every thread neatly drawn

In each block I see you

A dress you wore on Sundays-Blue

An apron you wore when baking.

You'd never tell what you were making

Even a piece of myself I see

A dress for me when I was three

Although you are gone

In my quilt you live on.

Loretta Vinson



Time Well Spent

Melissa Acres

Time, the ticking of the clock, waits for no one. How shall one spend one's time? Time is a

precious gift. The clock continues to tick. What to do? Shall I sit and gaze out the window?
Yes! Creation surrounds my home and conveys a sense of peace and solitude.

The glass windows in our house are vast, and there are so many that I have almost no wall

space. I can open the doors and windows, and it is as though I am outside. I often sit and just

listen and observe the birds and squirrels. Late in the evening, the owl in the wetlands area

adjacent to my neighbor's yard sends his greeting. Early morning is a delight; a soft breeze

rustles through the trees, and the scent of the soil is in the air. I am connected to nature. Nature

completes my soul. What a tremendous gift we have been given.

My times of quiet observations of nature are sessions in therapy for me. Nature calms,

renews, and brings balance to days that are often filled with too many tasks on the agenda.

Wordsworth felt that nature is the "soul of all the world." He understood the majesty of the

earth. He respected its brilliance and glory. The sight of spring flowers in bloom transported

him beyond time and place. His writings still stir the child within that remembers running

through the grass barefooted and tumbling down a hill for the sheer joy of it.

I spent my childhood outdoors from sunup till sundown. My mother would call out the

five-minute warning which meant "Come in now!" Our house was at the base of Signal Moun-
tain in Chattanooga, Tennessee. My brothers and I would climb trees, build forts, hunt for buried

treasure, and eat wild berries. We were a million miles from home when we were in the woods.

I always felt safe there. We each had a favorite tree that was ours. I would sit in my tree and

dream. My mother would bring lunch to my tree because I did not want to come down.

In my days of dreaming among the branches, I built a tree house in my mind's eye. In my
dream house, the chairs were swings that hung from branches. A waterfall was within arm's

reach, and a slide took me down to the soft grass below.

So, I sit, look, and listen. I absorb the beauty that surrounds me. It will carry me to a realm

that does not know the ticking of a clock. Time well spent.



A Good Workout
Dusty Shivar

After reading Samuel Taylor Coleridge's "Rime of the Ancient Mariner," I found myself

astonished at the depth of his imagination. Pondering Coleridge's imaginative abilities, I found

myself becoming envious of his talents. The more I sat and thought, the more I began to notice

that the older I had become, the less I had used my once deep and free imagination. I began to

look back on my childhood where I could go anywhere, do anything, and be whoever I wanted to

be, not because I was allowed to run free as a child but because I could do anything in my imagi-

nation. As I thought more and more through my years of growing up, I began to notice that the

older and more educated I had become, the time spent fighting dragons, flying in space ships, or

being a rock star had been replaced by time doing homework, working, or helping out around the

house. The use of my imagination had been replaced by the use of logic and reason, calculators,

and textbooks. My thoughts of decaying imaginations did not just stop with me. I began to

think of my parents, whose childhood fantasies had also been replaced by bills, work schedules,

and job responsibilities. To get away from all these depressing thoughts, I decided to go to the

YMCA and work out. As I walked through the doors, I saw a group of preschool children

pretending to be pirates, sword fighting, searching for gold, and all the excitement that only

children can add. Then it hit me that I hadn't lost my imagination; I had simply stopped using it.

My imagination is just like a muscle; the more I exercise it, the stronger and more defined it

becomes; however, if I cease to use my imagination, it will just simply become weak and unde-

fined. An imagination is a powerful tool for escaping the rigors of life; it can take me anywhere

to do anything, and it won't make me come back until I am ready. So the next time I feel trapped

in the whirlwind known as life, I will think back to the fun I had as a child, pretend that I am in

some mystical land on a magical journey, and give my imagination a good workout.

After Seurat Amy Houser
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Acrostics

At the NC Museum of Art

Rodin - I am dying to

ease over to his

sculpture of "The Kiss"

to stroke it but the guard

reproves me
and I take my hand away.

Instead of full round -

no cool marble, no rough clay.

Tell me how to live without touch.

Margaret Boothe Baddour
Fire Swans

Falling on the glide slope,

iridescent, a golden arrow

riding its own Shockwave,

energy for energy; then

A Lay to Lay's

Crispy crunchy cheerfulness.

Hideously homely

Edible

Excellence.

Toothsome

Orange

Snack.

showers of smoke, glittering

wings tumbling to ground,

a cacophony thundering like

nails into golden caskets

—

seven swans coming home.

Jeff Williams

Ann Spicer Old Trap

On those

Lazy, hot

Days in June

The make-believe crowd

Roared as the boy

Adroitly caught the ball -

Proud Hero for a time.

Ray Brannon
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Part of the Package

Dot Elledge

"Steffi, come down from there." Stephanie completely ignored Marta and climbed another

limb higher in the old apple tree. Marta walked closer to the tree before calling out again,

"Steffi, get down here right now. I mean it."

Stephanie climbed up one more limb, then sat there looking down at Marta as if wondering

what all the fuss was about. Then she suddenly made a small frightened sound, almost a wail,

and Marta knew she'd realized she was so high she was afraid to try coming down.

"Yeah, did it again, didn't you?" Marta looked at her with a mixture of disgust, anger, and

fright. "One of these days you're going to fall and break your neck. Joe!" She raised her voice

to a shout. "Bring the ladder. Steffi's up the apple tree again."

"What? Can't you get her down? I'm changing the oil in the car." There was a note of

annoyance in Joe's voice.

"No, I can't. You know I'm more afraid of heights than she is." Heights were just about

the only thing she was afraid of, and sometimes Joe forgot she wouldn't even use a stepladder.

After a few muttered curses from the direction of the garage, Joe appeared around the

corner of the house carrying the ladder. He placed the ladder against the tree and put his foot on

the first rung. "If I'd known what I was getting myself into," he said barely loud enough for her

to hear.

"You knew she was part of the package when you asked me to marry you," Marta snapped,

her temper frayed almost beyond control. They'd been married for only a month, and this

looked as if it might be their first fight.

"But I didn't know how much trouble she was going to be. I thought you said you'd keep

her indoors today."

"I tried. I thought she was safely upstairs asleep. I just opened the door for a moment to

bring in the mail. She scooted past me and made a beeline for the tree. She was up in it before I

could catch her."

"Well, you're just going to have to control her better. I'm never going to get anything done

if I have to keep pulling her out of this tree. This makes four times just this week. You know

she heads straight for the tree every time she gets into the yard."

"I know, and I'm sorry. I'm trying to teach her to stay out of the tree, but she's just a baby.

"Yeah, a baby with claws," Joe muttered as he started up the ladder. A moment later there

was a yowl from the branches overhead and a very loud oath from Joe. "Gotcha, you little

hellion."

"Don't drop her!" Marta screamed.

Joe scrambled back down the ladder, then handed Marta the furious black and white kitten.

As soon as Marta had Stephanie in her hands, the kitten calmed down and started to purr. Marta

took one look at Joe's scratched and bleeding hand and started toward the house. "I'll get the

iodine," she said. "You've been a bad baby," she told the kitten as the screen door slammed

behind her.
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My DWEMS (Dead White European Males)

(Connection with my poets)

I feel connected in a way to more than just one of the "DWEMS."
William Blake, of course, my mixed media man to me seems

To paint pictures of innocence and experience into my heart

With his outstanding interest of God being a major part.

I can't help but be amazed at his understanding of men.

In "The Little Black Boy's" eyes we're the same to God in the end.

The same God who created "The Lamb" and "The Tyger" that burns bright

To Blake is everything and everywhere, a statement I both believe and like.

Next is my wordy favorite and my lover of nature's hand

William Worthworth, a spots-in-time kind of man

My hero from within that blossoms big and bold

That shines like the sun and blows a breeze warming but cold.

He keeps things nice and simple at nature's benefit,

Though he wrote long poems of great length and wit.

From "We Are Seven" a child taught us to remember the dead,

And when "The World Is Too Much With Us" not to let it get to our head.

With a last name most befitting from his date of birth

A man of many words with a tremendous amount of worth.

Then there's briefly a man who truly hid behind the talents of his best friend,

But peeped out from behind him only after his end.

Samuel Coleridge and his Albatross far away at sea

Helped me discover for myself what my Albatross may be.

A wonderful story in great detail with instant change,

A learning experience though its presentation was strange.

Then there's a Byronic Hero among the few that catches my eye and thoughts,

The bad boy that had plenty of dames, but I'm the catch that he caught,

The one and only one for him while he was no good for me others were sure,

But changing him I know I could and in that I felt secure.

How confident I should be in his choice as it came to my surprise

I'm not the typical or ideal of the sort of blonde hair and blue eyes.

While my heart is saddened for my DWEMS, that they died so terribly young,

I joy in the fact that they left for me a banner of works to be highly hung!

Rhonda Aldhdge
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Fire and Ice

passion vs. reason

attracted and incompatible

I melt you

You drown me
love locks opposites in eternal battle

Tara Humphries

It is Actually Made! Melissa Valley

The Girls in Their Nightgowns

The girls in their nightgowns

kick up their heels

tell about deals they made, will make.

The flannel, satin, t-shirted ones

love to meet - in motel rooms

to drive the streets of cities strange

to lose themselves. It's such a change!

Lost on a road that's North of South

that's rural or metropolitan

in pouring rain or misted light

the girls in their nightgowns

slap their knees

cackle and gaggle and count their lies.

Maybe they'll never come back.

Margaret Bpothe Baddour
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Losing You

I watch you smile and say

"Bahb d'buildah"

As you point at the VCR.
I hear you say

"Airpane" as an F-15

Rattles us with afterburners.

I see you looking towards

My chair,

A mischievous look

As you charge my lap

With a giggle.

I watch you climb and shout

"Cat!" as Lily tries to hide.

I watch your hand wave

Bye bye

As we leave daycare.

I hear your voice say

"Bah Assen" when

Your baby brother's crying.

"My car," you say,

Finger pointing to the garage.

"CD! Me go!"

So we take the Mazda

Instead of my little sedan

As we had originally planned,

Playing Anne Murray's

"There's A Hippo In My Bathtub"

On your radio.

But there are two words:

I hear you say them

More and more,

Whether we're stopped at a light

Or at the doctor's office

Or at a restaurant.

"Me go! Me go!"

As I give you your bath

Or change your clothes

Or cut up your banana,

The echo goes, "Me go!"

I see the future through your words,

See you with your boxes,

See you in your car,

See you as a blue-eyed man,

See you grown,

Turning around, saying

With a smile,

"Me go!"

And I cry harder

Than I ever thought I could.

Jeff Williams

Son Emmett Lind Hall
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Tumbling Blocks Lind Hall

Feathered Blocks Melissa Valley
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The Gift

Michael McAdams

Two days before Christmas, a bitter cold and raw wind whipped across the platform of the

Washington, DC, bus terminal. A small group of people huddled together as if to steal each

other's warmth while they waited to board a southbound bus. Among these were three of us,

ages ten to twelve, my younger brothers and me, on our way to Atlanta to spend the holidays

with relatives. Imagine our excitement. Here we were traveling by ourselves for the first time.

Not even the miserable weather could dampen our enthusiasm.

After some discussion about whether or not there would be enough seats for all those

wishing to board, it was our good fortune to get seats, so I sent my brothers aboard while I saw

to the baggage. Waiting for the baggage checks, I overheard a woman with a small baby making

a futile plea to the driver to let her get on the bus.

"I am sorry, but there is no more room on this bus," he apologized, "but there will be an-

other in two hours."

The woman, now sobbing quietly, turned to leave. Then I heard myself say, "You can have

my seat." She thanked me profusely, wishing me a Merry Christmas, and prepared to board. I

asked the driver if I could go aboard and tell my brothers what was happening and that I would

be on the next bus.

"Of course," he said, as I proceeded to board and explain to them what had transpired. As I

stepped down from the bus, he smiled, wished me a Merry Christmas, and assured me that he

would keep an eye on my brothers and see that they arrived safely. I thanked him and waved to

them as the bus pulled away.

There I was, twelve years old and alone in a big city, thinking that I was embarking on a

great adventure when it occurred to me that I had given my brothers all the money we had for

meals and assorted expenses but for two dollars in change. My sense of adventure was replaced

by a mild sense of dread knowing I would not be eating for the next twenty-four hours, maybe

longer. After berating myself for such carelessness, I called my relatives and told them my
situation and made myself comfortable the best way I knew. That, of course, meant buying a

sandwich and a glass of milk with what little money I had left.

Nearly three hours later, I boarded the bus to resume my trip, and as the lights of the city

retreated in the distance, I drifted off to sleep, hoping my brothers were all right and wondering

what Atlanta would be like.

I was unaware that this was to remain one of the most memorable journeys of my life.

Some time later, having been awakened by the sound of the brakes as the bus stopped, I

peered out the window into an inky blackness that one finds only in the country on a moonless

night, a heavy velvet cloak obscuring sight and sound, leaving one with an idea of what alone is.

Looking toward the front of the bus, I saw an old black man slowly making his way up the

aisle. Under his arm was a well-used suitcase held closed by two pieces of rope tied around it.

As he came near, I remember thinking he reminded me of Uncle Remus from a Disney movie I

had seen a few years before. He stopped where I was seated and asked if he could sit in the seat

next to me, and I said yes. Even in the dim light I noticed his warm smile and a certain light

behind his eyes, that barely perceivable impression of light seen in the eyes of a person who is

holding a grandchild for the first time while it sleeps.
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He introduced himself. "Henry James is my name," he said as he shed an overcoat that had

seen better days. "It's fiercesome cold outside tonight," he added as he settled in. I told him my
name, and he asked where I was from. I told him that I had come from a small town in Pennsyl-

vania and was on my way to Atlanta for the holidays. He smiled, shook his head, and remarked

that I was a brave boy to travel all that way alone. I told him what had happened in Washington

and that my brothers were ahead of me. He was quiet a moment, then looking at me with a warm

smile, said that my folks should be proud. I am sure that I blushed.

During the ensuing miles, we talked quietly. He told me of his life growing up on a small

farm in rural Virginia and how he and his family had worked the tired land eking out a meager

living since his daddy had bought it when he was a small boy. As he spoke, I could not help

notice that it was with a sense of gentle pride and quiet joy he shared these reminiscences with

me. I remember being surprised by how much we seemed to have in common, this gentle soul

and I, whether it was describing our secret fishing holes to each other or the special tree he

would climb when he was young where he could be alone and think.

He told me that he had never been to the big city and though he had seen pictures and heard

stories from others, he had never had the desire to go.

"No, sir," he said, "I been on this earth some eighty years and never took a notion to go."

He shook his head and continued, "I can't see any good comin' from all them folks livin' on

top of one another like that." We talked a bit longer, then withdrew to our thoughts.

"Jacksonville, we'll be here twenty minutes," the driver announced as we pulled into the

station.

"Well, that's enough time for some biscuits and gravy," announced Henry as he rose from

his seat and started down the aisle.

"You comin'?" he asked.

"No," I replied, "I'm not hungry," when in fact, like any twelve-year-old boy who hadn't

eaten in twelve hours, I was ravenous, but also broke!

He looked at me, smiled knowingly, and said "Ya ain't got any money, has ya?"

"No," I replied rather sheepishly.

"Come on, it's my treat," he said.

"Thanks." I said, "but I'm not hungry."

A quiet sternness came over him, a look I had seen on my grandfather's face a time or two

when he was still alive.

"Boy," he sad softly, "pride's a fine thing, but it won't fill an empty belly. Besides." he

continued as we left the bus, "I like company when I eat."

"Bess, my late wife, used to say," he went on as we sat in the booth, "if I were left alone at

the table I'd probably succumb to loneliness and plum perish for lack of company."

He laughed a sad sort of laugh. I remember thinking that he must miss his wife very much.

With a full stomach and a strange sense of comradeship with this ancient angel, I returned

to the bus. We reclaimed our seats and proceeded to talk, or should I say Henry talked, about life

in general and his wife in particular.

"You know," he said, "that woman was the best part of me." Then he smiled and stared off

into space.
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The sun was fighting to make its presence known as Henry reached over my head and

pulled the call cable for the driver to stop the bus. I looked out the window and saw nothing but

a muddy track leading from the road into a dismal gray fog.

As he reached above me to retrieve his tattered suitcase, I asked him for his address so I

could send him the money he had spent on my breakfast.

At this he placed a gnarled hand gently on my shoulder and said, "Son, if you feel the need

to return my kindness, then you just pass it on to a few other folks that could use it. Besides,

who knows, if they do the same it might just change the world," he quipped with a wink as he

turned to go.

I watched through the window as he ambled toward that muddy track, then turned, smiled,

waved farewell, and continued on into the memories of this young boy.

I have never forgotten Mr. Henry James although I would not for years truly understand the

lesson he taught me that night. That lesson has served me well through the years, and I have

tried to pass it on whenever possible.

Country Bouquet Melissa Valley
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In A Woven Basket

On the brown table

under bright sunlight

dark red apples.

Across the room,

I can see the shine

of the wax.

I pick one up

just like a baseball

and feel the smooth skin.

My mouth waters,

anticipating the taste.

Scott David Kujawa

Grapes of Wrath Melissa Valley

The Tartsweetjuicycold

Temptation

Its skin is green with delicate white freckles,

smooth and cold like glass on a winter's day.

It's not perfectly round, but it fits in my hand

as a baseball fits into a catcher's mitt.

It's fresh like sun-dried laundry in spring

Crunchy and crisp, juicy and sweet,

Just the way a Granny Smith should be.

Tempting.

Fragrant blossom dropped and left a hollow

stem let go and left a star.

Slick outside, dimpled and shiny,

mottled orange, yellow, green.

Dense with promise,

nearly spherical.

Pry off peel and spritz the air

with pungent oil.

Sections separate like half-open fingers.

Cathy Moran

Melissa Sutton
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Resurrection Petunias

Their poor pot thrust from view

behind the shed last fall,

discarded petunias, palest purple.

bloom again.

Rosalyn Loma.x

Hummer
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Body Language

Bat of an eye,

lick of the lips.

Flip of the hair,

sway of the hips.

No need to glance

in his direction.

She already knows

she's got full atten-

tion.

Flex of the bicep,

tip of the hat.

Wink of an eye,

slick as a cat.

Nontheless,

what did he do?

He got her

attention too!

Audrey Flores

Artfor Dummies Melissa Valley
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Summer

When the light of the summer sun reaches just the right intensity,

I close my eyes and drift. . .

The twanging bam of a wooden screen door

And the air around me poufs in response.

The murmur of voices overhead

Punctuated with muffled laughter.

The flavor of fried chicken hanging in the tranquil air,

Promising succulence - and potato salad and big, fat tomatoes.

Shade and stillness and such serendipity -

Soaking up summer in my mama's front room.

Ann Spicer

Light Parade Connie Lamb
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Dreaming at Mountain Heritage Day
Western Carolina

Sweet fiddle bows sad lullabies.

Hymns to the fairy crosses.

These hills, weathered and ancient,

They say a man can go to sleep here,

Find the cross in his hand,

Find his troubles vanished

Like ice on a sunny cold day.

The times I tried to nestle

By the tree trunks, to lose myself

In the wind singing through leaves.

Opening the hand, a rush of the blood,

Dare I look and see? Nothing.

She bows the strings, his guitar chiming,

The audience is enchanted.

I sit under a weeping willow,

Close my eyes, try to touch the spell,

Try to hear the melodies weave.

In my hand, fingers over palm.

Dare I look and see?

Jeff Williams
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Tiptoeing in Dreams

While you are sleeping many miles away

I am tiptoeing in your dreams,

careful not to wake your peaceful slumber.

Staring, engrossed by your beauty,

Do I dare touch you?

Aimlessly, I search for a clue.

How did I ever catch your eye?

The thought of your touch is almost sinful,

Beyond mere pleasure,

Yet my mind wonders.

Do I dare chance?

Knowing how my heart trembles

At the very sight of you,

How could I possibly do more?

Your sweetness overwhelms my senses,

Scared I will be consumed.

Yet you sleep, unaware of what

your very presence stirs.

Sleep, sleep, my darling.

Your tenderness thrills my very soul.

Anna Bryson

Sweet Melodies

Words of sweet melodies

That touch your soul

To spend a second in your presence

Is like spending an eternity in love

Coffee cream skin

Almond brown eyes

Makes a brother's heart skip a beat

Aaron Wellington

Starry Sky Shawna Morton

Tonight

Only to spend the night

Words cannot say

Love leading the light

Letting her stay

The angel with blue eyes

Lips touch mine

Love lingering in the air

Only to stay another night

Steve Miller
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Self-Portrait
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Shoe Stein Ranae Rogerson
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Wish Dancer

At the wedding the other day

Olivia, less than two calendars.

Dancing to the piano her mother played.

My oldest mimics every sound,

Speaking in strings

Of words, some not belonging together,

But sounding poetry just the same.

His world is falling into parts:

All beverages in cups, milk,

All floating things, airplanes,

All small furry creatures, cats.

The secrets of the universe

In his mind,

Waiting for the key.

Just waiting for the key.

But at the wedding the other day

Olivia, tiny feet in tiny shoes,

Dancing to the piano her mother played.

My boys at the table.

One still in the car seat,

One dancing to the DJ,

They are the joy of everything,

The stars in my sky.

I'd give them up for nothing.

But at the wedding the other day

Olivia, smiling daisies and dreams,

Dancing to the piano her mother played.

A file is in my closet

Started when I was fourteen.

It has been shortened and lengthened,

Edited and expanded on a whim.

Full of names, full of hopes,

My greatest wish, in words.

Heaven, Karlyn, Amelia, Evangeline,

Amanda, Elizabeth, Kathryn, Rebecca,

Names for pages, overheard.

So I miss and I mourn

For a child who was never born.

At the wedding the other day,

Olivia, eyes shining at this stranger,

Dancing to the piano her mother played.

Jeff Williams

Bubble Hat Lind Hall
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The Dog Lady

Jennifer Benfield

Most of the time when I am working, I do not even think. My mind is as blank as a sheet of

paper feeding into a printer machine. The work is so routine I could do it in my sleep. In fact,

some nights I dream of food flying by and beeping like cars in a traffic jam.

The customers have dispersed for now, so I take this rare opportunity to nibble at the sweet

forbidden chocolate hidden in my drawer under the register. Before I partake of its goodness, I

strategically scan the store like a paranoid veteran, taking special consideration around the

manager's office. Then I turn to hide my sinful act. While I steal a few bites, I take care not to

touch the pure chocolate directly with my hands. They are contaminated with filth accumulated

from the money that passes through them. After I get my sugar fix, I turn back around with a

guilty smirk as if I just got away with the crime of the decade. My pleasure is interrupted when,

in a matter of seconds, my line fills up with customers who apparently all got together on Aisle 6

and decided they would come to pay at exactly the same time. Quickly, I plaster on my most

genuine-looking fake smile and ask the two middle-aged men how they are doing. I proceed to

pick up their twelve-pack of beer and a package of diapers while keeping my eyes focused

downward toward the cancerous glow of the scanner. As I slide the merchandise over the cold

steel counter, I glance up quickly and notice the tall one staring at me. Finally, he centers in on

my nametag, at least I think that is what he is staring at, and so I look away, hoping he will not

speak to me.

"Your total is $25.63," I say numbly, but the short one decides to put the diapers back and

get a healthy pack of Marlboros instead. I figure that he would rather have his nicotine crutch

than to give his kids a fundamental right to keep clean. Trying my best to hide my increasing

disgust for the values of these two men, I stare once again at the dingy green register monitor

and tell the short one his new total. After he pays, the tall one gives me a wink and with an

enzymatic cough says, "Andrea sure is a perty name. It's a fittin' name fer a perty girl like you."

"Thanks," I curtly say, trying to indicate to this Neanderthal that I am not even a little

interested. I make a face like I ate glass. After they finally leave, I continue ringing my other

customers passively.

When another spare moment is rendered, I hear a snicker from register two. Chris, one of

the bagboys, looks towards the automatic front doors. My eyes follow the focus of his attention,

and I see a small elderly woman with long black Labrador hair and tiny shining eyes. Then the

fetid trail of stench makes itself known and hovers about her like a dust cloud from the Peanuts

character Pigpen. The Dog Lady has entered the building. Chris groans when he realizes he will

be the lucky candidate elected to carry the pounds and pounds of pet food she will surely pur-

chase. Sure enough, just like clockwork, she goes straight for the pet food aisle. Five minutes

later, the Dog Lady emerges with a smile and many bags of Crunchy Chow and numerous cans

of beef chunks immersed in congealed gravy. She approaches Chris and, in a quiet and sweet

voice, asks him for his help with the extra large bags lying on the lowest shelf. He begrudgingly

reaches for the dust-laden bags and hauls them on his broad football shoulders.

The Dog Lady wheels her cart towards the registers, and I can almost hear the cashiers

silently hexing her away, like witches casting a protection spell against a diseased leper. A look

of relief rests upon their faces once they see their curse has worked. She has chosen my line to
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wait in. I wheel her squeaky cart closer and try not to breathe the offensive, overwhelming odor

while I scan her pet-related items. Instead of looking away as I usually do, this time I notice her

kind smile. I do not recall ever seeing her without it. She is always so happy, and I begin to

question why. So I decide to chat with her to begin to find answers.

"What kinds of dogs do you have'?
,,

I ask with strained nonchalance.

She replies happily, "I have many different kinds," and she proceeds to give me a never-

ending list of dogs, which on the whole includes mostly mixed breeds. "Do you like animals?"

she inquires hopefully.

"Yes, I do," I say. "I have two dogs and a cat at home."

Her smile widens and her wrinkled eyes twinkle under the fluorescent lights. She begins to

talk with me about some of her dogs' personalities. "Digger is my little Sheepdog mix, and he

loves to chew up my furniture, but he is such a darling little fellow, and he can't stand my Chi-

huahua Baby Doll. I gave her that name 'cause she is so tiny and perfect like a china doll."

During her loving descriptions, I begin to think about what kind of a person takes so many

animals into her home and why. Maybe she never had children, or maybe they're grown up.

Maybe she's alone. Maybe her animals are her children. Maybe she loves them so much she is

going poor taking care of them. Maybe she neglects her own needs. Maybe she relates to dogs

better because they're loyal and not judgmental.

Tears start to well up in my eyes as a growing sadness fills my heart but not out of pity for

her. I am in awe of such selflessness. I am so ashamed. I have never stopped to notice how

good-natured she is before. She always smiles and is so kind when people who look at her with

so much disgust surround her. I fight back the tears, looking at her with clear new eyes.

She pays for her groceries and thanks me graciously, like a true lady. Before she walks

away, I notice the smell has grown faint. I can barely notice the fumes that had once been so

powerful. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. The electronic drone snaps me back into worker bee mode and

my eyes fall back downward.

Wild Side Sandra Phillips
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This Ocean of Mine

I like the waters

For they soothe and carry me places

On a coastline that extends beyond

All family, friends, and faces.

The waters carry me to coolness

In the hot summertime,

And the waves, gentle yet strong,

Relieve the pressure of my mind.

They chill me to the bone

When the winter season arrives,

Dipping on the edges of sand

As the waves rush to my side.

The sounds of the sea

As the waters slosh about

Give me a peacefulness within

To humbly sort things out.

Romance reflects in the calmness

When my heart is happy and content.

Turmoil roars in the harshness of waves

When my soul suffers beyond consent.

I like my beaches,

This vast ocean of mine

That carries me places, so many places

As I walk up and down the coastline.

Dee Lucas

Forty Years Kyle Ingle

Pure

Trees sway for

Violence within God's beauty

Dancing within wickedness

Purify with the lost

Beauty reaches the eye of brown

Nothing to stop

Wind throws a spell within

Coldness overcomes the warmth

Slight show stares toward another

Touch

Purity of another

Steve Miller
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Sun Rising Around the World Melissa Valley

Ocean Waves

Waves of the ocean move on their own,

but they die in the same spot.

Whether cold or warm
whether calm or wild

Their fate is always the same.

But some waves serve a purpose,

while other waves just crash, alone.

I love watching the waves;

others enjoy riding them.

But nevertheless,

the ocean's waves end with the same

Fate.

Scott David Kujawa

Sitting on Caswell Beach

An azure sky covers my sanctuary.

I am excited.

I feel the sea breeze on my face as I

taste the salty mist.

The turquoise glass shimmers in the sunlight,

then without warning

shatters against the shore. I hear seagulls cry,

but I am at peace.

Melissa Sutton
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Phantom of the Opera

How I would have loved thee

Unhappy as you were.

I would have sung your melody,

If you cared to teach me, monsieur.

I would have been happy

To sing only for you.

Whatever you asked of me
I would gladly do.

I would not have been frightened

Of your glowing eyes

Nor your shadowy figure.

I would not have told you lies.

I could not have loved another

For no other could love me.

Yes, poor unhappy Erik,

I would have loved thee.

Kristin Shearin

Awakening

Just on the border of your waking mind

Where darkness and light are one

As you tread the halls of sanity

You feel so glad you are able to go beyond

I have a message from another time.

Andrew Petruolo

Winter Tree Heather Shearer
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The Everliving

Mike Elliott

Sanctimonium

I thought you were my savior

thought you'd carry my cross

I needed a second life

you promised me naught

Baby, I'm no Judas

I got no bag of gold

I lied to save your ass

now I'm out here in the cold

You ain't been forsaken

You just keep ascending

I'm the one who's bleedin'

but I don't need your defending

When you reach your heaven

your life is sweet and swell

think about the heart you crushed

and me here in my hell

Tara Humphries

Deeper

To whom do I owe the pleasure?

Who is my dream's keeper?

To know that I am doing wrong

Only drags me deeper.

When my mind grows weary

Does the hill grow steeper?

To know that I am not alone

Only drags me deeper.

The day I finally face

The black-hooded reaper

The fear that I cannot repent

Only drags me deeper.

To whom do I owe the pleasure?

Who can defeat dream's keeper?

To know that I cannot escape

Only drags me deeper.

Kristin Shearin
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The Peanut Butter

Mary Had A Little Lamb

Mary had a little lamb,

Little Jack Horner sat in a corner,

Visions of sugarplums danced through their heads,

And they all lived happily ever after.

Except maybe it was this way...

Mary had a troubled past,

Little Jack Horner stood in a line-up,

Sugarplum fairies had been making deliveries,

And they revealed everything on Jerry Springer.

I am sorry to say

But it could not be helped

I ate all the peanut butter

We had in the shelf.

I did not mean to do it

But before I knew it

The sweet gooey goodness was gone

All stuffed in my maw
So I am writing this note

Due to an immovable jaw.

Jennifer Benfield

Or take a picture of this.

Mary was a circus clown,

Little Jack Horner mucked out the cages,

Lions left sugarplums as presents for the keepers,

And the ringmaster got all of the credit once more.

Still, turn another page and...

Mary starred in a Bollywood movie,

Little Jack Horner was working with no visa

Writing Sugarplums ofBangalore as they shot,

And they all won an Oscar for Best Foreign Film.

But the most likely scenario of all is...

Mary worked on her degree in agriculture.

Jack Horner worked days in food services.

The two would pass plums on the dessert aisle

Never seeing they'd met their fairy tale dream.

Jeff Williams

Kick Up Your Heels Lind Hall
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Blues Poem

Woke up this mornin'

Wantin' to go somewhere

But then I remembered

All we got is da Fair.

I got the blues

The G-boro blues.

Our shopping mall is tiny

So we ain't got no good clothes

Everyone hangs out at Walmart

And boy it sure shows

I got the blues

The G-boro blues.

We don't got no beach

Just a dirty river

No tourists come here

Cause everywhere else is better

I got the blues

The G-boro blues.

When you go out

Cruisin' with your date

End up rentin' movies

And watchin' them till they're late

I got the blues

The G-boro blues.

This is my hometown

So you know I'm really bored

Watchin' paint dry

Is more fun than this place, Oh Lord!

I got the blues

The G-boro blues.

Jennifer Benfield

I'll Never Write A Poem

I don't like writing poetry

Nothing more infuriates me
Finding rhythm for each word

This rhyming thing is quite ridiculous

I do not like this poetry

Da ba do da, da dot dee

I so hate writing poems

(Add silly comment about moans)

I don't wanna be like Edgar Allen Poe

Or some other poet I do not know

And I really don't like trying to find lines in each

Stanza of similar length

Or rhyme

Writing a poem is never fun

I hate that I have written one

Matthew FuJis

Been There, Done That Kyle Ingle
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The Master Plan

Carl Sutton Brow

I was sitting at my desk talking with a student when the phone call came through. "Please

hold for Dr. Dove."

As a community college counselor, I have been trained to be levelheaded in my job and to

put some professional distance between myself and the "other side of the desk." But my own
life had just turned messy and uncooperative. All of us, everybody, counselors included, have

issues bigger than we are, and the phone call brings a flood of unwanted memories. My dad's

last doctor was Dr. Dove, a specialist who treated people with respiratory problems, often in the

intensive care unit. Dad had been my role model on living a decent life. Growing up in the rural

South, he had never even seen a veterinarian but became one and spent a lifetime helping those

who couldn't help themselves.

In my mind I see it all again: Dad is lying there in that small room in intensive care; feed

and waste tubes run in and out from the under the sheets; the air is thick with the smell of chemi-

cals and the drone of machines. Unconscious, he is hooked up to machines that breathe for him,

medicate him, and filter his blood. The most decent and helpful man I have ever known is

helpless and dying, and there is nothing I can do to change that. He and Mom have been married

fifty-four years, and seeing her grief is its own hardship.

I have a sinking feeling in my heart and wish I were alone in my office as I turn my chair

toward the window for some semblance of privacy. The call is about "Miss Cora," a seventy-

eight-year-old lady for whom I have volunteered to be a legal guardian. I had read about the

need for volunteer legal guardians in the paper. We met one time and talked a little, but I can't

say how much she or I really understand each other. She has severe schizophrenia and a long list

of medical problems. She became a ward of the state many years ago; her own family aban-

doned her, refusing help at any level. She is in the intensive care unit now, hooked up to a

ventilator, and Dr. Dove is asking me to make a judgment call about "Miss Cora," her life sup-

port and treatment plan. I don't know who is qualified for that kind of decision, but I know it

isn't me.

We decide to aggressively treat her infection, keep her comfortable, and hope she can come

off the machine that breathes for her. We decide not to shock her heart or do compressions if her

heart stops beating because her coma is so deep a neurologist said she will likely never again

regain consciousness, even if she comes off the breathing machine. Our decision is done with

genuine compassion and respect, and I am grateful and amazed that Dr. Dove, who faces this

situation routinely, stays genuinely concerned with the individuals under his care. Still the

question haunts me, is it the right thing to do? I finish the phone conversation, apologize to the

student waiting in my office, and quickly finish our conversation. When she leaves, I head for

the bathroom, splash some water on my face, and say a prayer. I don't know what else to do, and

for days I struggle with the question of "What's the right thing to do? Are we doing what's best

for her?" Knowing we made the same decision for my dad should make it easier, but it doesn't

seem to help much.

Later in the week I get the call; "Miss Cora" has made the transition from this life to the

next. I look out the window, past the road that runs in front of my school, toward the tree line. I

have to get up and move, leave the office for a while, do something. I walk over and donate
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some money in her name to the college student scholarship fund. During the next few days, I

remember and think about the verse from Psalms 139: "All the days ordained for me were

written in your book before one of them came to be/
1

It's a gentle reminder that her life or death

never really was up to me or the doctors. I believe some of the lessons her life reminded me of

are that life is both fragile and meaningful and we were not meant to have all the answers. The

limits of our power were set a long time ago, and our obligation is to help each other in the ways

we can. The process of living can be inconvenient, messy, and painful, but without it, why

would we want to do the hard work and soul searching it leads to? C.S. Lewis said that if we do

not need God, we will not seek God, and if we do not seek Him, we will not find Him. 1 think

struggle is one of the tools we both need and fear that God uses to help us realize our limits, our

potential, our need for something beyond ourselves.

I can't say I really knew "Miss Cora" or fully understood the meaning of her life, but that's

not the point. Faith in the relationships we share and faith in God's plan make me, despite my
objections, a better person and, I hope, a better counselor. That does make sense in a sometimes

messy and uncooperative world.
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Scar

Jerry Penuel

I have a scar on my left cheek. It happened before I had memories but has followed me all

of these miles. My parents were sharecroppers who worked a two-horse farm near Deep Run in

Southern Lenoir County, North Carolina. Tobacco farms required hard work by everyone in my
youth.

I was told that while they were working I was taking a nap in an automobile and rolled in

my sleep onto the sharp edge of a broken water glass. My mother has pictures of me with a

horrible scar that I cannot remember getting. I do recall hearing an acquaintance of my mother

remark, "That scar will take him to his grave," which frightened me because I thought I would

die from the scar.

As I grew older, children helped me see the scar from their perspective, and I know I have

looked into the mirror and seen the scar as a great disfigurement and injustice. With the coming

of maturity, I began to see the scar for its positive influence on my life.

It created a sense of fortitude by attempting an explanation of something that was only a

visible relic of a long-ago occurrence of chance. When I had acne as an adolescent, I remember

wishing I had only the scar to explain. That scar has marked my cheek and has now faded into

the folds that accompany my growing older.

The scar has become my scar, and I have owned it for more than fifty years. I believe my
scar was sent to help me gain some of the things I was not born possessing. It accompanied

some character that was dredged very deep from a troubled youth. I stopped nicking it when I

shaved and now consider my scar part of my artistic presentation since I am not an artist.

\

A Work in Progress Melissa Valley
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Tatami Sandra Phillips

For My Friend

You listen

through all the silliness,

the complaints,

and the seriousness,

And you hear.

You understand

my puns,

my grievances,

and my intellect.

And you usually agree.

You laugh

when I'm funny,

to cheer me,

and when I'm too serious,

And you make me laugh.

You are there for me
to instigate humor,

to solve problems,

and to help me think,

And you show wisdom.

You pray for me
when things aren't so funny,

and complaints are legitimate,

and when I have decisions to make,

And God answers you.

What a precious gift I have in you,

my very special friend.

Grace Lutz
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Where Is Peace?

Terror grows, old ways do die.

Computers dominate to catch the lie.

Mystery drowns in science's wake.

Silence, solitude, and darkness are for none to

Where's the Spider? Mike Elliott

Our grandparents won't teach us anymore.

Who will nurture us or wait up at the door?

Parents work hard to feed us all,

But no one's here to throw the ball.

We have to say to this, "Enough!"

Hearts grow weary amidst all this stuff.

I am troubled accepting what makes me blue.

Tomorrow still comes for me and you.

History tells the lesson's tale.

Too hard we are to learn from the whale.

Almost gone from this earth's face,

Murdered by the human race!

Our children's fate could be the same.

Their parents' priorities will be to blame.

Government allows us things to do.

Too many just stop and drink their brew.

When it will end, I cannot say.

Tomorrow is just another day.

The thing I know we need the most

Is Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

What Are We Doing?

Gone are the rolling hills,

Green, grassy and steep.

Replaced with houses,

One store, two store, expensive and cheap.

Gone are the tall trees,

Shady, solid, and fun for play,

Replaced with debris,

Sticks, dirt, and blazing sun all day.

Gone are the clean waters,

Swimming, sandcastles, and aquatic life,

Replaced with pollution,

Trash, chemicals, and animal population

Cut with a knife.

Gone are the sounds of the wild.

Raptures of rattles, whistles, and croaks.

Replaced with silence.

April Lewis

Mark Wheaton
56



Longing for Lakenheath You Were

Although there is no reason that The crying of a butterfly

I should be drawn to grey The teardrops of the moon

I look above and see the blue The flutter of leaf drop

As bland as everyday The burning sun at noon

The cackle of a banshee

A gloomy sky appears to cry The twisting of a knife

So lonely and so sad The eyes of God on fire

Below I feel the same way too The crushing of my life

Torn from the home I had

A window in the darkness

I miss the sky that I once saw A soft and downy breeze

With foggy mists of rain A lullaby at sunset

The color may have faded out A siren in the sea

But meaning still remains A lighthouse with no beacon

A ship without a crew

Till I return to that grey land A home without a hearth fire

I'll keep this view so strange All these things were you

There's grey in blue and blue in grey

Because their meanings change Jeff Williams

Matthew Fuhs

Clouds

White and fluffy but not whipped cream,

They are always dedicated to the skies.

They cover the sun as if playing a game.

They move as the birds pass by.

Possessing a unique quality,

Putting pictures in our minds.

The ones we see today

Travel the world over in time.

But do we ever see the same ones in the sky?

That perfect elephant, that lovely flower,

The ones we saw on the rainy day,

Or have they faded away, forming pictures in others' minds?

Focus

Connie Lamb

Dana Hine
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What Did Mary Hear?

When the angel appeared unto Mary saying,

"Hail, Mary, full of grace!

Blessed art thou among women,"

did Mary hear

her humble name

reverberate across the centuries,

conjoined with lofty terms?

Annunciation

Magnificat

Immaculate Conception

Ave Maria

Or did she hear only

Daffodil Melissa Valley
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Gorgeous Emily Holt
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Rowdy
Theresa White-Wallace

It was a sunny and dewy summer morning in the mountains of West Virginia. Silhouetted

against the sky, on top of a hill, stood a one-room schoolhouse. The schoolhouse had not been

used since the 1940's. The land was owned by my grandfather and was later sold to one of my
uncles. On this particular morning, the schoolhouse was not alone. Standing just as still as the

schoolhouse was a beautiful cinnamon-colored stallion. I went into the house and asked Mama
about the horse. She said that my cousin Doug had bought the horse, whose name was Rowdy.

When I returned to the outdoors a few minutes later, Rowdy was still standing in the same place.

I got on my bicycle and stared at Rowdy before I started pedaling down the road. Rowdy's field

ran the length of the road for about a thousand feet. When I came to where the road curved,

Rowdy started to move. Before I got directly in front of him, he started running down the hill at

a fast pace. My first thought was that the fence would not stop him since he was running so fast.

My heart started pounding. I pedaled as fast as my legs would allow me. In my mind, I could

see Rowdy jumping over the fence and running after me, and I kept listening for hoof steps on

the road. Stopping in front of my aunt's house, I looked back to see Rowdy calmly walking

through the wildflowers covering much of the field. I could see now just how beautiful Rowdy
was with his dark brown eyes.

The next morning after breakfast, I went outside to play. Rowdy was standing in the same

spot as the previous morning. It never occurred to me that Rowdy would repeat his performance

from the day before. Again, I was on my bicycle. Rowdy started running down the hill as soon

as I got to the curve in the road. After I stopped, I turned and looked at Rowdy. He was looking

at me as if to say, "Got you!" That night at supper, I told my parents what Rowdy had done to

me the last two days.

The next morning, I looked towards the top of the hill. The schoolhouse was the only thing

on the horizon. Rowdy was nowhere to be seen. I figured he must be on the opposite side of the

field. As soon as I reached the curve in the road with my bicycle, Rowdy came out from behind

the schoolhouse. This time I stopped and watched as he ran down the hill. He was running fast,

yet he looked so graceful as his long mane blew in the wind. My heart was still pounding a little,

but I knew he wouldn't come over the fence. I could not help but wonder if Rowdy were playing

a game with me. Did Rowdy hide until he saw me? Was this horse that intelligent? Rowdy and

I became playmates the rest of the summer. He would follow me on my bicycle, but he no

longer ran down the hill.

Late that fall, Rowdy proved his intelligence once more. The gate closest to my house had

been reinforced to keep Rowdy in. However, one very cold Saturday, Rowdy managed to get the

gate opened. It took five grown men one hour to catch him. Mama and I watched as Rowdy
played hide and seek with the men. Daddy said he could not believe how long it took them to

catch Rowdy.

A year later, Doug sold Rowdy because he was too wild and mischievous. I missed Rowdy
especially during the summer months since we had spent two of them together.

Two years had passed before I went down to the basement and got my bicycle again. Walk-

ing up the hill with my bicycle, I noticed a horse standing by the schoolhouse. The sun in my
eyes made it hard to see the horse. He looked a little like Rowdy, but I knew it couldn't be. As
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soon as I reached the curve of the road with my bicycle, the horse started running down the hill.

My heart began to pound. My legs wanted to pedal fast, but my mind said no. This was Rowdy.

I was sure of it. It turned out that Doug had re-bought Rowdy but kept him only a couple of

months. I never saw Rowdy again after that. I always wondered what happened to him. Was his

offspring as rowdy as he was? Although Rowdy left his owner and some adults frustrated, he

left with me a childhood memory to share.

All Shook Up Ranae Rogerson
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Poem Undone

I am at the watering hole of life

Struggling so hard to force my way in

Through the big dogs to take a drink.

They seem so much bigger and stronger;

They are trying to keep me pushed back.

Motivated and angry, I push harder,

Encountering more resistance each time.

So should I stop pushing?

Just as I stopped holding back the tears,

They fell.

They continue to fall,

For at each new opening at the watering hole,

I see a road block.

I am tired of being a stepping stone in life for others

I have been a resting place,

A comfort zone for so many

On their journeys.

When will it be my turn to succeed?

When will I get the chance to make my mark in this world?

I always seem to be in a no-win situation.

Yet I know deep down inside that I must not give up,

For if this domino falls, it will surely send a ripple effect

That will bounce off all the others in my life.

The pain is excruciating, and the risk is high;

My life is not the only one that hangs in the balance.

With nothing but extreme exhaustion

And extreme perseverance pushing me,

I know that I will prevail.

I must, I will, I have no choice;

I have three beautiful faces that look to me
For guidance, comfort, and example every day.

Trudi Thomas

A Piece ofA Friend Marie Brickhouse

Made for Walking Sandra Phillips

62



Fantasy

Consequences come from far away.

Don't ask me tonight, for you can't stay.

I'm not in wrong, I mean no ill

But your presence depresses me still.

I'm sorry you're cold, but I can't let you in.

Your hair may be soft, but I can't let you win.

You mustn't disturb me; please quickly depart.

You may have my mind, but you can't take my heart.

Depravity comes from far away,

From abysmal darkness beyond the day.

I can't be won for I am lost.

I wear no price, I have no cost.

I'm sorry you're lonely, but please let me be.

Pick up your wings and fly far from me.

You mustn't disturb me; please now depart.

You may have my mind, but you can't take my heart.

Kristin Shearin

The Wildflower and the Rose

Three Feathers Lind Hall

I have picked a Wildflower;

It has no thorns.

I have pollinated the Wildflower;

It will blossom.

This Wildflower

I have picked

Does not wilt

During times of despair.

Instead, it stands taller

Because of them.

I thought I would be

The perfect match

For the Wildflower,

I myself being a Rose.

Such differences separate us.

The Wildflower and the Rose.

Trudi Thomas
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Up, Up and Away Lind Hall

The Walk

Andrew Petruolo

Five and a half years ago, I walked through these unholy doors. I entered my prison as a

hardened boy with a chip on my shoulder; I leave this God-forsaken place as a man who has

adapted to this new society so that I can properly be accepted among my peers and join this new

world. I thought that I was going to walk a few times prior, but I failed. Through perseverance

and tenacity, I have made it this far. My first three years and change I have put behind me.

Someone enlightened me when I felt that I was not going to make it. Many hours I have spent

trying to obtain the knowledge I need so I can leave. As days turned to nights, as my beard

slowly turned gray, and as my hairline began to fade, I came to a realization. My extra time here

was probably due to my sins of past. Those extra years have made me appear older than my
time. However, in a strange and twisted way, my goal has become much clearer to me. Like

many alcoholics, I did find my moment of clarity. Through many connections that I have made

out here, I can almost reach my long and well-deserved walk. As the officer calls my name, I

can hear the voice in the back of my head yelling, "DEAD MAN WALKING, DOWN THE
MILE!" In addition, when I take my final walk, some people will see me for the last time. For

when I finish my walk, I will have obtained that Associate in Arts degree. Moreover, I can hold

my head up high in front of my father and my maker and be proud of my accomplishment.

64





Renaissance 2003


