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and Melinda Simmons, co-advisors for the Odyssey 

All judgments were made without knowledge of authors'/art
ists·'-identities. 

L 



6 

No One 
by April Johnson 

No one to listen, 
No one to care. 
I'm all alone 
In a world 
Filled with despair. 

Trapped in a game 
I know I can't win. 
Drifting along 
Blinded by sin. 

I look for tomorrow 
thinking it will change, 
but as the new day comes 

·I'm still bound in these chains. 

Pholo;,raph /,'1 

Apr;./ B~t'l 
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SDiitude 
hy Ruth Stephens 

HDw can I shDw thee all that I see, 
thine eyes cannDt see my heart. 

IYiy sDul's dear imaginings are fDrever 
BeyDnd what my wDrds may impart. 
IYiy tDngue, DDund hy unseen chains 

Struggles tD put intD wDrds 
the splendDr Df wDrlds created in IDve, 
11nd DDrne Dn wings Df thDught-hirds. 

Ever-changing familiar grandeur surrDunds me, 
Invisible hut tD my mind's eye. 

ND intruder here shall ever set fDDf, 
11 realm cDntaining nD Dne hut l 

Bittersweet seclusiDn, cDmfDrting emptiness, 
Better this than tD risk injury. 

the IDng sDught sDulmate is Dnly a dream
My mind rDams ceaselessly--sDiitary. 



The Lily of Life 
by Robin Morgan 

Mary had a little Lamb, 
who was born on Christmas Day. 
He came to us with open arms, 
to wash away our sins. 

His love is everlasting, 
he came to set us free. 
I have nothing left to fear 
for jesus lives in me. 

Rush into His open arms 
and let Him cradle you near, 
so that you may live each day 
without that internal fear. 

Give the Lord your life to mold 
like the potter's clay, 
so that He may guide you through 
each and every day. 

Jesus gave His life for us at 
Calvary Crimson's flow, 
so we may be forgiven of sins 
for Heaven we may go. 

He arose on that third day 
and pushed aside that stone. 
He shows how much He loves us 
by not letting us go down that 
lonesome road alone. 

This lily represents the 
Christ with its beauty and 
purity white as snow. 
Ask the Lord into your life and 
to Heaven you will go. 

So won't you come and 
follow Him, 
as jesus leads the way? 
And you will find happiness to 
get you through each day! 

fln and .Jnk h'J 
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Echo 
by Nan Rigotti 

She looked down at her hands 
as they rested on the desk. 
They looked old, like twigs, 
and they felt ready to snap. 

What had happened to the 
thick honey of summer? 

When life was dancing and full, 
easy and sensuously warm? 
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Earth, the Environment, and Yoti! 
by Robert Stalnaker 

Here is a poem from Earth to you, 
It tells us why the sky is not blue. 
Why in the ocean we're dumping our trash, 
just for the reason of saving some cash. · 
Why are these people claiming to care? 
What about the fish, panther, and bear? 
Without the planet we would be no more, 
The graceful eagle would no longer soar. 

8 Listen careful, you know what I mean, 
Please keep our wonderful planet clean. 
Our lives are dependent greatly on what? 
The millions of trees, daily being cut. 
Be sure to tell that wonderful tree, 
I love you because you care for me. 

· So many ways to create Pollution, 
There has to be a simple solution. 
As global warming steadily grows, 
Good-bye to life, as everyone knows. 
Our lives, dependent on plants in the sea, 
Pollute it and harm us can't they foresee? 
If I could only have just one wish, 
It would be simple, save all the fish. 
If everyone showed a little remorse, 
There would be hope for all the sea horse. 
If we don't teach our kids good moral, 
Then the parrot fish could eat no coral. 
Free of waste, chemicals, and pollution, 
There must be one logical solution. 
Hopefully concern will grow and grow, 
So that once again rivers will flow, 
We all could share in the Utopia, 
With the Queen Conch and Cassiopeia. 
The moral to this poem of mine, 
Hopefully will be a pleasant sign, 
Like save this planet and wonderful sea, 
As well as better it for You and Me! 

}I Summer Nii)Jit 
6y Pfii{fip }l.£. Cfemmer 

rrtie pafe summer moonfigfit rejfects off your sRjn 
}ls we fay side 6y side on tfie 6eacfi 
In my memories of a yesterday 
rrtiat mig fit fiave 6een. 

Weak 

bl( Am6etz Su%anne d-lall 

Silence tzei~ns Nith thou~hts untold 

Vacant memotzies as a Nhole 

Unite to~ethetz in one expanse 

\Co 'lob the heatzt its 6inal chance 

!J heatz no sound, catch no li~ht 

'l)atzkness 6loNS, suppusses mi~ht 

No sttzen~th hat~e !J 6otz !J am dead 

All that Nisdom le6t unsaid 

() 

() 

0 

0 

0 

0 
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Options 
by Nan Rigotti 

At times I feel the desperate need 
to flee the thick velvet of the south 
as it blurs the very edge of things. 
And in little unfrightened steps I 
escape to some wavy-wild northern world. 

But I mustn't be too far from the "salt". 
It feeds my spirit with its liquid. 
The smell of hay drying leaves me cold. 
You must set me down at the water's side 
with its wildness and its sharp beauty. 

My inner music needs the sea's voice. 
Whether at a bloodwarm southern beach 
or the briny cold off northern cliffs. 
My sea-soul will not exist away 
from the tide's pull on some sandy bay. 

When I've gulped some cooler air and I'm 
full to the brim with my time alone, 
and I'm homesick for the smell of damp earth, 
and for the serene, blue coastal shore 
of my humid, languorous island .... 

I turn tail and start heading south. 
Back once more to the shouldering dunes, 
the brilliant honeyed days and turquoise nights, 
the warm, heavy air that soothes and charms and 
where the southern moon pours down its gold! 

In The Ghetto 
by Elaine Dixon 

Killing, raping, drive by shooting, people losing their lives 
Teenagers, gangbangers, haven't you got any-pride 
Hey! are you scared of crushing brain of innocent lives 
put the guns down so we all can unite in unity and love. 

Young children are prostitutes struggling to live, for their 
parents are drug addicts, they have nothing to give 
What about school, think about your future tomorrow 
your dreams are wasting, think about what you can give. 

You can make a future you're tomorrow's generations 
Start looking in the mirror, what do you see 
graceful faces for the future as bright as can be, 
then search your heart and see what you'll find 
a great smile with love and a good peace of mind. 

/Jfack and W/.;u Pf.olo /,'1 
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Insipid Reality 
by jennifer Dundas 

Give a kiss 
Take my bliss 

Soul 
by Kyle Ulinger 

I dreamt I was 

someone else. 

Not a white-skinned 

girl, 

but a soul much freer 

and my lips 

the color 

of a 

bruise 

newly made. 

All for nothing, if for wanting, 

Desire me and all my warts 
That show their ugly heads. 
Insipid reality bites your face, 
Your passion turns to lead 

Hit and miss 
Leak colorless 
A passion play - The End 

9 
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GoirrJlg WeB Toward Home 
by Nan Rigotti 

just ahead of winter, I turned for home. 
The summer had been full of light winds 

and sweet smelling meadow grass. 
And the melodies of fall had words 

that would haunt me later in a closed-up house. 

But the job was finished and long fingers 
pulled me toward those cold edges each night. 

So, on a morning of ribbon-candy skies 
I turned north across the bridge and followed 

· a river reflecting aspens gone gold. 

Up through the small mountain towns I felt 
the beginnings of winter fill the air. 

Its presence is tentative at first. 
Sometimes it tip-toes, other times it howls. 

Then it settles in and decides to spend some nights. 

The quiet rasp of time slips by my window. 
And sounds from the time of Gregory 

fill the apple crisp nights with a sweetness. 
The snow falls softly tickling my door 
like monks' robes along a passageway. 

It is old up here where the tree line ends. 
And cheek-freezing cold. But like years past 

it welcomes me with crackling birch fires 
and air so clean that magic seems near. 

The old ways whisper, reveal and awaken .. 

Bfack and While Pholo h'J 

mai'C n4Uftr 
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Down 
by William L. Gambrell 

solitude 

silence 

contemplation 

longing 

worry 

regret 

fear 

dissent 

dissatisfaction 

telephone 

hope 

nope 

emptiness -

8:22 . 

boredom 

compromise 

withdraw 

escape 

sleep 

deep 

A Man And His Career 
by Janet Lee Soucek 

You walk through the door at day's end, 
spent from the lust of her. 
Rumpled clothes, tasseled hair. 
Her scent permeates you, 
and you are intoxicated by her ... 
Drunk with the secret that she is your first love. 
Unspoken words that we already knew. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------- ·' 



Rose 

6y Shirley £ Burns 

I'd like to sh()(J) you today 

a clear and single rose. 

But everytnhere I look, they re grey. 

Speckled tnith the contrasts 

of 6fad and tnhite 

I seem to shotn you every night. 

I tnish that I could see 

this commitment in my fife, 

But this tnaff of apathy 

is hotn I heat the dice. 

lind I tnonder if you knotn 

hotn if tears me up inside 

to knotn that I must make you cry ... 

li single lucid rose 

I tnish that I could find 

in a solitary pose 

in the field of unre9uite. 

Please, my counter-love, 

understand hotn I feel.· 

lhat it's you I'm thinking of 
tnhen I say it must he real... 

It breaks my heart to knotn that 

tnhen I look into your eyes, 

I see innocence, and honesty, 

and many things I like, 

But something in me tnhispers, 

"Not this time ... " 

So Awkward 
bv Cindv Langdale 

So awkward - so strange 
So different - deranged 

I clamor - withdraw 
I trip and I fall 

I crouch deep inside 
From visitors - I hide 

On no one-do I call 
For I have nothing to offer at all 
No glamour - no glorv - no grace 

P.n and Jnh htt 

mtiiC ntulftr 
Collage o/ JaceJ 

Atbnt 

J5't Scbtt lfl'enA{;tnA 

:Pbbr vbtct cr'tin~ fbr nbne tb ~eAr 

7: ~bu~~t~ eJtpre~MA 
bbA't Jtt re~t 

nbnt tb ~~Are 

;:6eAffrb1-u cbnver ~ifttbn~ tv it~ tn't~etf 

ebtAne~~ ~rbtv~ 
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WAIIH 7 All RaiH OOIICIIS 
IJy BIIIIH WllaH 

WAIIH tAll raiH tOIICIIS 
Do Hot d11spalr 

7 A11 ral~edrops t11aeA a IIISSOH 
1alit~ A11t~d a11d prt~par11. 

WltA t~aeA dow~epo~tr 
7 At~rt~ eOHtDS a dt~llp eOt~aHsiH{J 
A HDW iHHt~r strt~H{JIA oee~trs 

Rt~IDDet a11d poHdDr its HtDaHiH(J. 

SD~tHtiJDr - HDVDr! 
WD Ht~tst awa/lDH a11d eo~etiH~tD 

lilt~ is l~t88 ol dillie~tet t~Hdt~avors 
Wt~ Ht~tst liHd o~tr powt~r a11d start aHDW. 

lt~atH ltOHt tAt~ past 
7 At~H prioritizt~ 

WAat eoHtt~S lirst, WAat eoHtt~S east 
Rt~aetivatt~ tAt~ drt~aHt a11d Htodily. 

Rt~HtDHtiJDr, wAt~H tAt~ storHt IJt~{JiHS to oeow 
A11d tAD {Jtt~y elo~tds IJOoe/l tAt~ SltH 

31 is tAat wAieA Hta/lt~S ItS flOW 
WAt~H tAt~ raiH tOHtDS. 

Strangers In The Night 
by Eric Dickson 

Four people are seen in the kitchen of a busy 
dirier-like restaurant. A cook is wearing the 
usual white apron and is grilling a ham
burger when he is interrupted by a waitress 
who asks him to place an order. He tells her 
that she better slow down long enough to get 
an impatient man his cup of coffee he s been 
waiting for. 

Waitress: OK. Listen up, Harry. I need three 
cheeses maxed, with two fries and one on
ion ring. Now the onion ring goes with the 
Swiss. Both cheddars come with fries. Very 
important. Onions scare these people. Don't 
get them mixed up. These people are serious 
about hurting someone if there's onions on 
their plate. 

Harry: So you don't want em maxed, then. 
Right? 

Lynn (the waitress): Yeah. Yeah. I do. But 
no onions. Everything else that could possi
bly go on a burger, but no onions. But the 
Swiss comes with onions. On the side and 
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on the burger. A lot of onions for him. 

Harry: OK. How do you want those cooked? 

The waitress pauses and gazes around the kitchen 
as if shes confused, and utters in disgust as she 
puts her hand on her face. 

Lynn: Oh, God. I don't know. 

She pounds her tired hands on the window's 
counter and slides her fingers through her hair 
as if shes tired. 

Harry: Hey Lynn, just calm down alright. Don't 
give yourself a nervous breakdown when I need 
you the most. This is our busiest night, granted, 
but think of all the tips you're making. You should 
be happy. You're pullin in more tonight than you 
have all week. So go in the back and get a drink 
of water and try to get it together, alright. Now. 
When you're done with that, I want you to get 
the coffee pot and give that guy over there some 
coffee. He's been tryin to flag you down for the 
past ten minutes. His arms are getting tired. He 
must want some pretty bad. So if you're countin 
on gettin any kinda tip from him, then I suggest 

you give him some. 

He tells her this as she is walking to the back of 
the kitchen. She runs into another waitress while 
not paying attention. 

Waitress (Karen): Lynn?Whathave you been doin 
out there? Getting tired or somethin? I'm just as 
busy as you are. I need some help too, ya know. 
I've been try in to get you to see those poor people 
who've been standin at the front door like idiots 
for the past five minutes. And on top of that, I've 
been pourin coffee for your customers. Sure he's 
cute, mind you, but he's been kinda edgy since 
his waitress left him in the cold. So drink up and 
go see what's left for you to do for em'. Maybe 
he wants another cup of coffee. 

She leaves the kitchen with two orders of fries 
and a cigarette hanging from her mouth. As the 
girl is walking out with the tray of fries, Harry 
grabs the cigarette from her mouth. She stares at 
someone in the distance. The camera moves to 
the star character, Gil Winger. He smiles at the 
waitress as he watches her from behind, and stares 
directly at her butt as he takes a drag from his 

Strangers continued on page16 



The Spider and the Tin 
by Jade R. Fairall 

The Tin sat desolate and untouched for 
a hundred years. Thick dust covered his lid 
making it impossible for him to think clearly. 
A spider, dancing from shelf to shelf, stirred 
the only air the Tin had felt for a long time. 
Once shiny and colorful, the Tin now stood 
dull and indifferent against the passage of 
time, no longer the Tin he once was. The Tin's 
sadness filled the musty, airless room. 

The spider sat motionless for a spell. 
She cast a smug eye to the Tin before she 
hopped from the bottle she was perched on to 
the corner of the Tin, leaving a trail of silken 
webbing in her after- math. The· Tin 
wished he could show his 
displeasure at hav
ing this sticky sub
stance attached to his 
corner, but all this dust 
made it impossible to 
t h 1 n k.. 
clearly ... the spi
der made an
other leap from 
the Tin back to 
the bottle. 

The Tin 
learned long ago 
not to be aggra
vated at this in
significant in
sect, for the Tin 
had existed 
through years of 
spiders spinning 
their webs that im
pressed no one. 

The spider made 
another leap attaching its 
webbing again to the Tin, but this time it was 
different. .. the spider stayed for a moment. 

She scampered and pivoted around in 
the thick dust on his lid, as if to taunt him. 
The Tin found himself thinking a little clearer 
now ... some of the dust had scattered. 

The spider taunted the Tin throughout 
the night. The spider continued to weave her 
web going back and forth from the bottle to 
the Tin. Finally, daylight dimly filtered into 
the room from a crack in the wall. The spider 
had grown quite weary from her teasing of 

the Tin, she paused to rest on the bottle for a 
spell before making her final leap to the Tin 
to complete her glorious web. 

The spider reared back to make her last 
leap, and with all her strength, she sprang out 
towards the Tin. The spider, exhausted from 
her night's work, missed the corner of the Tin 
and landed on the latch. The latch sprang the 
lid upwards, throwing the spider inside. The 
Tin's lid slammed shut. 

The spider pleaded for the Tin to let 
her out, but the Tin replied, "There is not an
other to leap upon my latch!" The tin was sad-

dened by the spider's plight, for he could think 
more clearly now, little dust was on his lid. 
The spider's pleas were growing faint by the 
end of the week, but the Tin could not sympa
thize, it had been a hundred years before he 
could think clearly, yet the spider had been 
inside for only a week. 

Night had settled in, the Tin heard noth
ing more from the spider so he shut off his 
thoughts and let the darkness overtake him. 

A tiny stream of light filtered into the 
room telling the Tin it was another day, but 

- -------------

there was something else beyond the 
light...still too faint for the Tin to pick up 
on. The Tin strained his hearing ... 

The Tin rejoiced when he realized 
it was human voices, he had not heard 
humans for a century. "Wake up!" said 
the Tin to the spider, "We are about to be 
saved!" 

The Tin watched as the man pried 
open the door flooding the musty, dark 15 
room with beautiful Florida sunshine. The 
woman cleared away the ancient cobwebs 

and made her way towards the Tin. 
The Tin was over

joyed as she blew 
away the rest of 

the dust and said 
the Tin was the 
most remark
able one she 

had ever seen! 
When the 

woman opened 
the Tin and saw 

the spider, she let 
out a gasp and 

shook the spider out 
onto the floor. Al

though the spider was in 
a weakened state, she 

managed to scamper away 
before the man could raise 

his foot to squash her. The Tin 
was elated for they both had 

made it! 
The Tin was shined up and 

placed upon the window sill 
where he could view the cy
press trees, and watch the 

Osprey's shadows circle theriver's bend. 
The Tin had found happiness because he 
could think clearly, and he was dusted of
ten. The Tin was passed on through the 
family for the next hundred years. 

--------
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Strangers continued 

cigarette. He stares at his partner and puts 
the cigarette out. 

Gil: Ya know ... she's not bad. Not bad at-all. I 
almost feel kinda bad for ridin her the way I 
did. It's not her fault our waitress is an idiot. 
(He pauses and stares at his partner taking a 
drink from his coke and breaking off a piece 
of his apple pie.) 

ridden marriage, I'd think a person wou1q start 
seriously considering some of the things that went . 
wrong along the way, ya know, which includes 
askin yourself a few serious questions, whether 
you agree with the outcomes or not. You gotta be 
honest with yourself. That's the only way you'll 
ever get any kind a answers and be somewhat 
satisfied by it. 

Gil: OK. So when you say honest questions. What 
Nick pauses before he speaks and never looks exactly do you mean by that? 
up once when he says-

Nick: She's my ex-wife. 

Gil: That waitress is your ex-wife? You mean . 
the same one you supposedly just divorced 
three months ago. That's her. 

Nick: That's her. 

Gil: So did she always look that good? 

Nick: What? 

Gil: She looks good. Did she always look like 
that? 

Nick: Pretty much. Yeah. 

Gil: Well gees man, I'm sorry. I guess that 
was the last thing you wanted to bring up to
night, huh. 

Nick: Well, I didn't plan on it. If that's what 
you mean. 

Gil: So this is really botherin you? 

Nick: (He stops eating his pie for a second 
and looks up.) What? 

Gil: The divorce. It's botherin you a lot? (He 
puts another cigarette in his mouth and sparks 
up.) 

Nick: (He stares at Gll and then looks around 
the restaurant and starts bouncing his head 
up and down.) Yeah. I'm somewhat bothered 
by it. It only lasted three years. And you know 
a marriage is a bust when it only takes three 
years to decide you can't stick it out. Of course 
we didn't start out that way. We started out as 
any normal newlyweds would. Excited and 
happy that we found someone new 
and .. . surprisingly refreshing, and then we 
moved on to phase 2. That's when we starte_d 
to get on each other's nerves as normal, more 
experienced couples do. But she knew the 
risks, though! We both knew the risks for cry in 
out loud, we were both just comin out f ten 
year marriages. Can I have one of those? (He 
asks for a cigarette.) 
Gil: Sure. (He tosses the pack across the 
table.) 

Nick: Ya know after ten years of a purely grief 

Nick: It means ... straight up, you gotta be honest 
with yourself no matter how much you hate to 
bring up rough experiences ... that may very well 
be your own fault. There's really only two major 
questions you should truly be responsible for askin 
yourself. Question number 1: How has my actions 
contributed to the bitter turmoil of my marriage. 
And question number 2: What can I do in the fu
ture to see that this kind of behavior won't ever 
be a consideration again. That's all that you gotta 

. do. The rest will fall into place. This is the little 
known secret that successful men in this world 
follow by and keep from fallin on their ass the 
second time around. And that's what you're sup
posed to do immediately following the first di
vorce, but if you don't do that, then there's no 
reason to jump into another marriage when you're 
still not sure of what the outcome's gonna be. 

Gil: ya know somethin Nick, you're absolutely 
right. After ten years of marriage a person should 
know better than to jump into another one. (He 
smiles.) 

Nick: Now that's not what I said. I said you should 
know what's expected of you. That's all. If you 
know what's expected of you, then you have ev
ery right in the world to dive into a questionable 
marriage. That would be foolish and stupid, mind 
you. I know. But you'd still be off the hook if the 
relationship just so happens to go sour. Because, 
after all is said and done, you'll know, and she'll 
damn well know that you put your part into the 
relationship and the only fingers to be pointed 
wouJd be pointed at her. And that's the point I'm 
tryiri to make. (He takes a bit out of his pie.) 

Gil: Man, if I were you I wouldn't be loafin 
around .. . feelin sorry for myself about comin out 
of a bogus marriage. I'd be thankin the good lord 
that I couldn't possibly come up with anymore 
excuses for stickin around. I mean. Like you said, 
it's all been said and done, and it's time for you to 
move on ta bigger and better things. I mean think 
about what you're doin here, Nick. You're sittin 
here ... was tin your time, and was tin my time, 
moan in and groan in about your ex, whom you've 
had nothing at all remotely close to sayin somethin 
decent about. Which is a little more than sad. I 
mean, come on. Listen to yourself. After ten years 
of marriage to this woman, all that's comin out of 
your mouth is how she totally screwed the both 
of ya into the ground, all because she didn't know 
how to handle her end of the deal. Even though 
you busted your but and did your part. It sounds 
ta me like you came out of this one without a 
scratch on you. It even looks like you put a few 

scratches on her in the process. Why the bitter
ness? Hell, out of what I heard, you oughta be 
willing to pay for her rent after gettin the hell out, 
man. I just don't see this! 

Nick: Ya see, that's ... that is exactly what a clean 
conscience tells you not to do. After she's gone, 
you let her deal with her own problems. You act 
like you don't care, and she begins to accept the 
fact that you don't care, and that you really don't 
have any responsibilities towards her anymore. 
You don't feel obligated, and she knows you 
shouldn't feel obligated. Cause if you did, then 
you didn't do something that you shoulda done 
in the first place, and that ruins the whole con
cept of non-obligation I'm talkin about, here. Do 
you see what I'm gettin at? 

Gil: That you're not obligated, Nick? 

Nick: Exactly!! 

Gil: Yeah. But really, Nick. Who else in the world 
cares besides you and your ex. I definitely don't 
care. It was honestly the farthest thing from my 
mind at this point. And why should anyone else 
care either? Eligible women don't care. You know 
that, Nick. They're not sittin around waitin for the 
perfect man who never makes mistakes. Most of 
em out there are just lookin for a somewhat emo
tionally stable relationship with a partner who 
earns an honest take-home, puts a roof over their 
head, and doesn't beat the crap out of em when 
they forget ta do the dishes. They don't even know 
who you are, who your wife is, or who screwed 
up what. And even if they did know. Who cares! 
All they know is that you're a descent looking 
guy who's maybe got somethin ta offer. 

Nick: What are you talkin about? Where did this 
come from. · 

Gil: I'm serious man. Do you realize how many 
perfectly healthy, empty relationships you could 
of had in three months time? It's a crime what 
you're doin to yourself. You could be havin the · 
time of your life right now .. .livin it up with all 
those women out there, beggin for a stud like you. 
Come on. 

Nick: So I'm a stud now, is that it. 

Gil: Hell yes, you're a stud, you're a fully func
tional man aren't you? There's nothin broken is 
there? 

Nick: Don't you find that jumping in and out of 
bed with different women is kind of meaningless, 
Winger? 

Gil: Meaningless? What's meaningless? Ten years 
of grief is pretty meaningless, Nick. I can find a 
lot of meaning in ten minutes of gratification. You 
find yourself a prospect, have a little fun, and then 
you bolt before it turns into a broken relationship 
full of hate and regret. Come on, there are plenty 
good reasons. Do I gotta list them all ta get the 
point across. I mean, think about it man. You don't 
have ta worry about losin interest or faith in a 
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relationship because there never was any interest 
to begin with. Let alone faith. What is that? That's 
somethin that relationships keep you from acting 
like a man. 

Nick: No one ever kept me from acting like a man, 
Winger. And she had plenty of faith in me as a 
husband. That wasn't the problem. 

Gil: Oh come on, Nick! You know damn well what 
a man is. A man likes sports. Peace and quiet. 
Football, hoops, whatever. It doesn't matter what 
it is as long as it ain't Murphy Brown, or Oprah. 
He wants to be able to watch it when he gets home 
from work, and wants to be left alone. He wants 
to act like a man. And for the most part, that's 
what most men in this world want. Relationships 
keep you from that kinda peaceful serenity. No 
one wants a relationship but a woman. Because 
women know that this is the only way to break a 
man down and keep him out of trouble. But that 
can't happen, Nick. Cause you love trouble just 
like every other man does. And how you can ever 
feel free when you got someone sittin on your 
shoulder lookin over you all the time, is beyond 
me. A guy needs his space. Freedom! Period! 
Guys will do anything to get that space. What
ever it may be. Whether it's playin poker with the 
boys or payin a Hollywood hooker to perform a 
wild, sexual act. And they' II go out and do this 
stuff without thinking of the consequences. And 
women realize that and they can't stand it. It 
makes them sick, Nick. It should make em sick. 
Cause they know, whatever they do to prevent 
things like that from happening, it's bound to hap
pen anyways. I'm tellin you, stayin out of long 
term, pain in the butt,expectation filled relation
ships ain't an option .. .it's your life!! It's the only 
way you'll ever be truly satisfied. Trust me. I know 
what I'm talkin about. There's so much beauty in 

stayin the hell away it's just ridiculous! 

Nick: So this is your theory? It's been clinically 
tested and approved, right? 

Gil: Nobody said it's been approved. Or if it's 
ever gonna be approved or else America could be 
a happy place, Nick. I'm just stating what I be
lieve is the most logical path to follow regarding 
women ... and, life in general, judging from my 
own painful experiences. That's all. 

Nick: Settling down with a woman is life, Winger. 
We'd be lost without em. 

Gil: Or happy. Go get some, Nick. After ten years, 
you've earned it. 

Gil: Then why are you stuffin your face with 
it? 

Nick: I don't know. I guess it's because it's 
usually good. Man. This is the worst pie I've 
ever eaten in here before. I think I need cof
fee. Excuse me miss!! (He tries to get the at
tention of what turns out to be his ex-wife.) 

Gil: Are you sure the pie's that bad, Nick. 
Maybe you should just ask someone for a sip 
of theirs. (Lynn comes running out with the 
coffee pot.) 

Lynn: Hi there. Let me take care of that for 1; 
you. Sorry about the wait. It's been crazy to
night. 

Nick: You're just...a sick man. You need help. I've Gil: Can I have some too, Lynn? 
come to the conclusion that you really don't know 
what you're saying. Lynn: I'm sorry. Yes, of course. If there any

thing else I could get you? 
Gil: Hey!! You don't think I'm being totally seri
ous? 

Nick: No. I know you're serious, Winger. That 
what's scarin me. 

Gil: Yeah, yeah. Alright, well.. .look what happens 
to you every time you try and settle down with a 
woman and play the serious role. Come on, you 
just told me this wasn't your first divorce. So don't 
try and talk your way outta this by pointin fingers 
at me. 

Gil: No! Just the bill please!! I don't think 
you could possibly handle anything more than 
that right now, Lynn. (Lynn doesn 't say any
thing and silently walks off) 
Nick: Don't you think you were just a little 
bit rude to her, Gil. 

Gil: Not really, no. I've been sittin here wait
ing for a refill for the past fifteen minutes while 
she was twiddling her thumbs in the kitchen. 

Nick: I'd hardly say she was twiddling her 
Nick: Yeah, it sucks every time, but at least I'm thumbs. Take a look around here. This is a 
doing my part. busy place ta say the least. 

Gil: Ah, gees, Hayden! 

Nick: I'm thinkin that maybe the right 
woman for me is still out there someplace 
and I just haven't found her yet. And when 
I do she'll fully recognize that quality in 
me and will do the same. She'll know what's 
expected of her. And I'm gonna throw her 
around in your face. 

Gil: Ah, just shut up, Hayden. You know 
I'm right. I'm never wrong, for cryin out 
loud. I've been down the same dark roads 
you have. So when is this woman gonna 
drop by? You don't know. And its killin you 
to think about how long it's gonna take. And 
because of my ... more realistic approach to 
life, Nick. I am a happy, content man, and 
you're still a miserable sack of crap. It's all 
sittin right there in front of you. Don't ig
nore the obvious, Nick. That's just plain stu
pid. 

Gil: Man that pie's lookin pretty grim. 

Nick: That's because it sucks. 

Cf.af/, ':brawin<J /,'1 
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Gil: Yea, there's a lot of customers, you're 
right. Including me who's about to leave my 
dirty napkin as a tip. You see, you don ' t seem 
to realize that one of the reasons she should 
be busy is because she's our waitress who's 
supposed to be serving us coffee and supply
ing our every need. 

Nick: Who said I didn't realize that? 

Gil: So you agree that's what waitresses do. 
Alright. That's the whole secret of getting tips, 
Nick. It's not because bleeding hearts like you 
are supposed to feel sorry for her and leave 
her a tip anyways ... all because she's busy. So 
what? 

Nick: You're so understanding, Winger. 

Gil: Yeah. Well . Hey. If you love her so much, 
Nick, then you're elected. Cause I got the bill . 
I feel the need that I should pay for our food, 
regardless of the service we received. There's 
no reason to take it out on the cook. I ain't got 
a beef with him. 

Nick: Yeah, I can see that. He bounces his 
head, looks around, and takes his last sip of 
coffee. 
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Get Away 
by Traci Burrows 

Wondering if it'll end, why doesn't it? 
I th ink I'm home free and then I'm back again. 
I cannot run, there's nowhere to go. 
Why is it t his way, why does it go on. 
I'm t hrough with it, no more for me, 
but t hen it happens again unexpectedly. 
I'm right where I hate to be, 
I feel t his pain inside of me. 
It's horrid, it 's so bad, 
I can't escape no mat ter how I t ry. 
I feel so much anger, ! could die. 
Get away, don't t ouch me, 
don't t ry to calm me down, 
right now I don't want anyone around. 
Leave me alone, get away from me!! 
Trouble, why do you always seem to find me? 
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Daddy's Girl 
by Linda Florea 

I remember when I was young 
My Father was my world 
The skies were always blue above 
And I was Daddy's girl. 

I remember lying with my Dad 
And looking at the sky 
Horses, bears, and monsters bad 
Would all pass us by. 

But as I grew our skies turned grey 
A storm was close at hand 
And in my youthful discontent 
I'd let go of Daddy's hand. 

The storm was fierce, the lightning blinded 
The thunder stilled my ears 
The hopes my Daddy had for me 
Went quickly as his tears. 

The storm did pass, the sky turned blue 
Somehow I found my Dad 
And we found a love anew 
Much better than we had. 

I did not see the sun setting 
In my Daddy's sky 
While I was blinded by my hope 
His clouds ceased rolling by. 

We still lay and watch the clouds 
From each side of our world 
I still see my downy friends 
Because I'm Daddy's girl. 
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by Lynn Crandall 

The surface looked as smooth as glass, 

but when I touched it my finger passed through it. 

Removing my finger made a droplet 

and the droplet left many concentric circles, 

each growing larger than the one before it. 

The outside circles were disappearing 

and once again, glassy smooth. 

The surface looked as smooth as glass, but as 

I touched it, I noticed a crack. 

One crack led to another and yet another to follow 

until all the cracks ran together into an orbital web 

of crystal threads. 

The surface looked as smooth as glass 

and when I touch ed it, I was carried away to a place 

with stars and a sandman too ... a moment of peace, 

tranquility and "blessed sleep. 

Blindly Sets Upon Us 
by Cassandra Cress 

My dawn horizon sets the hue of the morning
a palish gray with lavender tones 

A monument size the mountain behind us 
and winter is coming, the icy wind moans. 

Too far away is the Rendican sunset, 
with tropical breezes and matching degrees 

I long to settle with Mexican heather 
and carefully watch for the dreaded disease. 

Its cold wind rips through the town of St. Austin 
taking its victims along with the day 

The night of destruction comes slowly upon us 
and Hamiker Sound is right in the way. 

Go run little children and hide in the jungles 
take with you your crowns and harmonies, too 

Never forget. us, your parents and loved ones, 
Never forget us; whatev~r you do. 
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The State 
By John Claude Barningham 

they march to the steps of rule and reign, fall prey to 
the theory of hope and pain; 

they honor loved ones in black alleys and streets, watch 
skull-crushing tanks roll by, without missing a beat; 

the sun sets and rises, days weary on, the screams of 
the masses begin to dwindle; no longer a roar, but a 
short-lived family song; 

.as a dark decrepit looks upon his moistened skin, and 
20 all the years his brothering lived in sin, rises up with 

an astonished sigh; realizing this struggle for freedom 
must start from within; 

an expression of grave hatred forms upon a sun beaten 
face, dropping a half torn basket of rice with forceful 
vengeance, and he begins to leave his space; 

as this peasant's walk begins to stride, eyes of 
brimstone, cracked clenched teeth, veins tense; a 
personal vendetta based on deep rooted pride; 

grabbing a sharpened bamboo, the peasant heads for a 
guard, without barely a chance this lonely warrior lays 
shot, bleeding and marred; 

others in the field catch wind of this pioneer's plight, 
grab weapons of war, and begin the endless fight; 

many dead, others brutally beat, the peasants rejoice in 
a victorious clamor for no longer can the heads of state 
drop oppression's arduous hammer. 

A Lesson in Paucity 
by Janet Lee Soucek 

It was the final insult to the man's life. 
plant; she did this to insure the shirt would be 
delivered back in time for the service. The clerk 
had wanted the shirt pressed free from the 
wrinkles of life, and starched sweet with the kind
ness from sharing the same struggle of penury. 
The counter girl took the shirt in her hand, and 
walked the few steps to the woman waiting at the 
counter. The girl hung it on the rack for inspec
tion. She knew in her heart that it was too late for 
anything to be done about the shoddy pressing 
job. 

The two women gazed at one another; their 
eyes locked. 

Tears welled up in the widow's eyes. 
"One dollar and ten cents, please," the clerk 
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gether, while hot tears streamed down her face. 
This was an additional injustice the widow had 
not expected. Her beloved would be laid to rest 
with a shirt that was as permanently creased as 
the worry folds that had knitted his brow. The 
bereaved widow plunked her change on the 
counter. She took the shirt in her withered arms, 
and hugging it close to her breast she walked out 
the door. 

When the clerk re-examined what had tran-

He was dead. Thank God he would not know 
what had just taken place. The anger burned 
the clerk's face red. She had examined the 
collar of the thin white shirt as she lifted it 
off the rack. The shirt had hung limp, worn 
and wrinkled on its hanger. The woman at 
the counter stood patiently waiting. The shirt 
which she had come to retrieve was to be 
her husband's burial shirt. The clerk knew 
that the man had worked hard to break the 
circle of poverty that encompassed him. Too 
hard. He carved out only a meager exist
ence for his family in spite of the long hours 
he had toiled. The counter girl knew this 
same meagerness, and had gone out of her 
way to take his shirt to the main processing said. spired, she did not recognize the magnitude of 

The old woman scraped her change to- poverty with which she was afflicted. 
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The Loveless Umbrella 
by Leah C. Mason 

Fabric once taut, 
now an old web 

over bony fingered spokes. 
Faithful shelter, 

closed away still un-dry 
in closets of spidery dust. 

Weeping and left 
drying alone in the tears of its labor, 

wiser with each drop. 
A tattered skin, a pitiable testimony 

to how well it has served. 
Finally vowing never to endure 

the storms for another. 
A Pyhrric victory. 

Hattie's Garden 
by Cheryl Ann Lackey 

In Memory of Harriet "Hattie" Taylor 
1874-1963 

Plump and plentiful petunias 
in shades of pink and purple-

Hearty hyacinths hover haughtily. 

Statuesque and stately, 
snapdragons stretch skyward. 

Tulips trump their tunes to the heavens . 

White, green and gold, 
zippy zinnias show their zest for life. 

Clumps of crisp, cool crocus crowd together. 

Pert and petite, but also plump, 
pansies in shades of purple af!d yellow yawn lazily. 

Domineering daffodils dance daintily. 

Clusters of crisp, coral-colored 
chrysanthemums caress each other. 

Robust roses, in shades of red, 
seek out the sun. 

Volumes of vibrant violets 
vacillate in the breeze. 

A cobblestone walkway weaves wondrously 
among the beautiful blossoms 

in Hattie's garden. 
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A GoodMan 
by Clint Bryant 

James stuck closely to Miriam walking 
slowly beside her as she stumbled on and 
off the sidewalk, each time James, putting 
his hand around her back and pushing her 
onto the cemented path. Miriam swaggered 
from foot to foot mumbling incoherent 
phrases to the autumn breeze that blew them 
back to her dorm. Step by shaky step they 
advanced up the sidewalk crunching Octo
ber leaves under their shoes. The brisk air 
blew James' once perfect part in every di
rection and Miriam's once luxuriously 
combed hair stood in amber tufts. 

Miriam's lipstick lay on her lips like spilt 
rubies and the bitter sweet stink of alcohol 
now laced her breath. This is the girl you 
love, thought James pushing his hair back 
with his free hand. James looked at her half
disgusted, how many martinis had he seen 
her inhale, drinking them down quickly and 
then sucking in the cool wintry air between 
her teeth. Eating the oiive slowly with her 
seductive red lips and then obtusely smiling 
at him, unaware of the fire she had started in 

Another Day Stronger 
by Brian J. Eddy 

The eastern sun greets the golden sands below. 
The ocean water meets the sandy beach's edge. 
The tide falls. 
Waves roll, and begin to crash. 
Helplessly, grains of sand, are engulfed. 

his breast. The garden party had been quite a 
success for her. Integrating the old friend James 
and the much talked about, new friend, Arthur 
Feildman together. The minute James and 
Miriam entered the stone garden Feildman had 
been on them. Darkness had just descended as 
James shut the old oak door to the garden. Rows 
of candles lined each stone table, puffing and 
flickering as the wind breathed slowly on their 
flames. Then Feildman had spotted them, and 
assuredly walked over to where James and 
Miriam stood. 

Miriam, seeing Feildman broke into a coy ish 
smile, showing off a row of pearl white teeth. 
Feildman, noticing Miriam's company broke into 
a stiff trot, walking slowly to Miriam with out
stretched hands and a slightly faded smile. 
Feildman grabbed Miriam's gloved hand. 
"Hello," said Feildman cupping his giant white 
hands over hers and patting them warmly. 
"Hello," Miriam said in a quiet voice that the 
wind could whisk away at any minute. I see 
you've brought a friend, said Feildman, casting 
a suspicious eye James' way. "Yes," said Miriam 

A rain drop, another rain drop, again and again and again. 
Darkness blankets the sky. 
A battle erupts between heaven and water and heaven and earth. 
The rain connects the ocean with the intimacy two lovers might know. 
However, the rain attacks the innocent beach in a furious rage, like a predator receiving its prey. 
Crashes as loud as the sky performing a symphony. 
A lost messenger of light breaks through and delivers a beam of light to the beach. 
The battle is over. 
The darkness fades. 
The sun is reborn in the west. 
Milny divides pocketed where defenseless sand had stood. 
Each rain drop had not suffered. 
The ocean had partaken savagely. 
The beach had ... survived! 
The red sun gleamed down on the sorted sand with condolences; 
Also, with admiration. 
The tide rises. 
Waves subsided to rolls. 
Once lost sand is recovered to the beach's shore. 
The beach renewed. 
All is calm. 
All is well. 
The beach lives on. 
Another day in its future. 
Another day stronger. 

in a louder tone, "this is James Norris." Feildman's · 
eyes widened to the size of two grapes as he 
looked James up and down. "James," Feildman 
said loudly, "tell me about yourself. Miriam 
speaks so little about her closest friend from 
home." Feildman paused at this, seeing if James · 
had noticed the jab. He had but, before James 
could form his own insult, Feildman intervened. 
"How rude I am," said Feildman mockingly. 
"Come sit," said Feildman grabbing Miriam's arm 
and shooting a jealous glance at James. Feildman 
quickly led Miriam to a stone table, where two 
white candles sat flaming in the night air. "I won't 
be a second," said Feildman to Miriam patting 
her lightly on the back. Feildman walked to the 
tiny bar glancing back at James as he took his 
seat at the stone table across from Miriam. 

Feildman arrived quickly balancing three mar
tini glasses in his hands. He sat down one in front 
of each of them and then took a seat next to 
Miriam. "How about a toast," said Feildman 
smiling maliciously at James. "Yes," said Miriam 
excitedly "but, what should we drink to?'' "How 
about to," Feildman started holding his glass in 
the air. "How about to old friends," said Feildman 
staring sardonically at James. "And to new ones," 
added Miriam with a squeal of excitement. And 
they drank to that. 

The martinis went quickly for Miriam and 
Feildman and James was often left alone as the 
trips to the bar became more numerous. "So 
James, what's this I hear about you wanting to 
become a writer?" said Feildman lifting the drip
ping glass to his mouth. James reluctantly took 
the bait and began to talk about the short fiction 
he had written. Feildman ey~d him carefully as 
James began to explain the finer points of one of 
his short stories. Feildman finished his drink in a 
gulp and broke in as James was coming to the 
point of the story. "You know, I've known quite a 
few writers," said Feildman slurring his words 
slightly. I find them ponderous bores, said 
Feildman with a smirk. "Always talking about 

Like Bats Out of Hell 
bv Suzv Smith 

The bats from their caves dailv do flv 
before the dusk comes on. 
From hamlet to hamlet thev each go 
following the 4. 4 and 1 . 

God bless the creatures who dare to go 
in the same southward route. 
If thev chance to gaze on the landscape 
filled with God's beautv. no doubt. 

How sad it is to witness havoc 
with which the trail is laced. 
When caution and courtesv could ease 
the fears God's creatures here face! 



Good Man continued 

inspiration and the way life is, most are just dread
ful conversationalists," said Feildman. Feildman 
grimaced slightly seeing the jab was too deliber
ate. "Present company excluded of course," said 
Feildman bellicosely. 

James sat silently sipping the insipid drink and 
watched as Feildman and Miriam became more 
and more drunk. "You really should come here," 
said Miriam breaking up the quiet tension. James 
gave Miriam a small frown and she gave him a 
blissful smile in return. "Yes," said Feildman with 
a hiss. "It's a small school but we love it," said 
Feildman putting his arm around Miriam and 
flashing a reptilian smile at James. Like this the 
night wore on with harsh gestures and small chal
lenges of territory. A cold wind 
blew through the garden at eleven 
as Feildman and Miriam worked 
on the next morning's hangover. 
James became more and more so
ber, talking smaller and smaller 
drinks then, not drinking at all . 
The minutes and minutes wore on 
and when the giant clock struck 
twelve, all tables were empty and 
all the candles were out except that 
of the Feildman party. Miriam was 
now drunk, her burgundy gloves 
wet from the perspiration of a 
thousand drinks. Her beauty now 
masked with the small of alcohol. 
The old clock now struck the quar
ter hour and as Feildman stumbled 
to the empty bar to make more 
drinks , James gathered Miriam to 
leave. James grabbe&M iriam's 
purse that didn't look big enough 
to keep cigarettes in and stuffed it 

·· into his baggy pants pocket. James 
now grabbed Miriam's arm, her 
head swaying back and forth as if 
caught between sleep and drunk
enness. James pulled Miriam off 
the stone seat. Like spaghetti, she 
wiggled in his arms, her feet buck
ling under her and her hands slid
ing up and down James' back. James half~ walked, 
half-carried Miriam to the garden door, pulling it 
open with one hand. A cool breeze flew in as the 
old oak door creaked open and blew out the 
candles on Feildman's table. As James began to 
walk Miriam out he heard a yell · from the bar. 
James took Miriam outside sitting her on the steps 
leading to the stone garden and then stood in the 
doorway and awaited Feildman. 

James didn't wait long before the heavy 
drunken footsteps came towards the door. "Come 
on," said Feildman out of breath and horribly 
drunk. "Let's have one more James," said 
Feildman swaying from foot to foot. "Look 
Feildman, I am tired and you're drunk so let's call 
it a night," said James briskly. "Well, if you don't 

want to stay at least Miriam can," said Feildman 
breathing his hot alcohol breath in James' face. 
"She's had too much to drink," said James irrita
bly. "Well," Feildman said, "I think Miriam can 
decide for herself," and then clamorously tried to 
walk passed James. James grabbed Feildman by 
his tree branch of an arm and pulled him back. 
Feildman's eyes exploded in shock at the grip 
James had on his arm. Feildman struggled to no 
avail to loosen his arm and finally after much 
struggling James released Feildman pushing him 
back a step. Feildman stared at James coldly, his 
cheeks turning red and sobriety popping back into 
his eyes. "You don't like me, do you," said 
Feildman agitated and almost crying with emo-

up. Up three flights of stairs James half-car
ried, half-walked Miriam, abbreviating each 
flight with a stamp of his patent leather shoes. 

Finally, they reached Miriam's room. 
James sat Miriam on the floor as he searched 
her purse for the keys. As he found the keys 
in the tiny purse he heard Miriam retch and 
when he turned around he saw that she had 
emptied the contents of her stomach on the 
hallway carpet. She sat dumbfounded, let
ting out a small belch. He opened the door 
and brought her into the room, dropping her 2 
lightly on the bed. James threw the small 
purse on the night stand and began taking 
Miriam's shoes off. Laying down seemed to 

clear her head and she 
gazed up at him mischie
vously. "I am so bad," 
said Miriam with a bit of 
quirkiness in her voice. "I 
always drink too much 
around Arthur," she said 
quietly. "You're fine," 
sai d James calmly. 
"You're so good to me," 
sai d Miriam warmly. 
"Sometimes, I think I love 
you ," she said confi 
dently. James looked at 
her seriously, realizing the 
girl he had been smitten 
with for years had finally 
uttered the words he 
wanted to hear. He looked 
at her a mome nt, not 
knowing whether she was 
still drunk or knew what 
she was saying. He had 
saved her from the sharp
ened claws of Feildman, . 
maybe her love was his re
ward. Then with a wave 
of his hand, he dismissed 
this, looking into her hazy 

, ,. ·, eyes he told her to go to 
' . \' ' . . ..· . sleep. She closed her eyes 

tion. James stared at Feildman for a long time and Black and 'White Plwlo and then quickly opened 
finally turned and shut the big oak door with a /,'1 ;---4p,.;1 B.~l.'l them again. "You are a · 
crack. ;ood man James," she · 

James heard Feildman mutter something as ?Mter J;,,mfain ~aid staring at him as he 
he shut the door but ignored it and turned his at- stood at the foot of the bed. "Yeah, I know," 
tention to Miriam who sat on the steps mumbling said James demurely, "now get some sleep."· 
inaudible words to the invisible night. James She closed her eyes and quickly fell into the : 
picked up Miriam now and began the short but hands of sleep. He went into the hall and 
laborious walk to her dorm. Miriam mumbled in- cleaned the mess she had made up and came ~ 
audibly most of lhe way to the dorm, singing a back into her room. He looked at her as she 
song or poem in her slurred alcoholic language. slept not aware of the night's battle he had. 
Even if she had said anything James was too fought for her. He slept in the chair beside , 
caught up in his own thoughts to hear it. They her all night, waking once in awhile to hear~ 
walked solemnly into her dorm feeling the warm her mumble. When she awoke she remem-
air ofthe building fight off the October chill. They bered nothing and he truly was a good man. 
tooktl;te steps to avoid anyone who might still be 
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