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ACT ONE
Writing

Justice on Adoloe Ridge

As I came to the top of the ridge, opén country spread out below
me. Miles and miles of territory all to myself, or so I thought. It
was getting dark mighty fast. There was some old adobe casas some-
wheres on this ridge, I’d camp there fer the night. In the mornin’ I'd
make for Mexico. | :

1 was near the richest man in the union, and planned to keep it
that way. Me, Joe, Kep, and Smith had robbed a bank back in Santa
Fe. I saw it in their eyes, I knew they was gonna double-cross me, 1
shot ’em all. That taught them not to even think about duping me,
Elder Roan. Then I took every last bit a gold. The law would never

*find me, I was goin’ to Mexico. :

Just ahead. in the half-dark, was the casas, Few walls were high -

-enough to hide a horse or even block the wind, but I'd make do. .

* After unpacking the gold, I tied my horse to a bush inside the
wall. I smiled as I thought of how stinkin’ rich I was. Hearing the
crunch of boot on rock, I Erabbed fer my gun. But before I could
clear the holster, I felt the business end of a pistol at my head.

“Dro‘p it; Roan. Turn around— — ——keep your hands where I
can see ‘em.”
It was Kep.

"My mouth dropped open. How...?

“‘Shut up and build a fire.”

Kep stood back and watched me gather wood.

“It was my woman who saved me, Roan,” he began, “She dug
the bullet out and patched me up. She were furious you stole the
gold. I don’t know if it were me or the gold she was so stirred up
about. ‘Course I ain’t healed yet, but I had to git here before you.”

“But how...?”

“Remember when we was talkin’ about gettin’ to Mexico after
the robbery? It were before you shot Smith and Joe and me. You
talked about this place and I knowed you’d have no reason to
change your mind, Smith and Joe bein’ dead. My woman, she said
if I didn’t come after you, she would. But I wanted to see you die,
nice and slow. I road fast and hard to get here, but it was worth it.
To see you...”

Just then I saw my chance, Kep was caught up in hisself, not
watchin’ me. [ pitched a handful of sand toward his eyes. Ijumped
him, knocked him to the ground. Before he could move, Igrabﬁed
his gun and stov in his head. :

As 1lit the fire, I put some coffee to brewin’. After I brought the
gold over bgf the fire, I thought of all those pretty, flowered seno-
ritas I would have. God, was I rich!

When the coffee was ready, I Foured some into my tin cup. The
fire sparkled like gold, like MY gold

Suddenlv. the cup was kicked from my hand. Surprised and
angry, I looked up in time for a foot to hit me in the jaw, and
knocked me backwards.

Cold and hard, a double-barreled shot gun poked tight against my
throat. At the other end of the gun stoode a black haired woman in
a buckskin dress.

She drew back both hammers. '

“Bastard,” she said, and pulled the trigger.

By Karen Strausibaugn
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The American Dream

Wailing like a beaten child, the god-awful sitens lifted me from my daze and made me reali.zg where I was. It was April 6,
1996, and I was sitting on a bench in downtown Seattle staring dumbly at a newspaper and waiting fqr the transpoliner. A bit
disoriented, I shifted my gaze to the chaos around me. People, their eyes wide open and their faces wiped clear of any feat.ufe's.
showing only the gaping look of terror, flew past me in all directions. A vague feeling of fea.r gnawed at my stomach, but my initial
response was to laugh at such a sight. The people resembled ants scuttling around an anthill after a burning match had been care-
lessly tossed upon it. . ]

I started to laugh but a strangled scream gurgled from my throat instead. Now I saw what had frightened the people so; now
I say the “burning match> that had made the ants scurry. Above the beautiful skyline of Seattle at sundo_wn rose the cloqd of
death. Spreading higher and higher into the sky, the pulsating mass glowed magenta, deep purple, and crimson. Shapefi pke a
mushroom, it rolled and pushed outward. It was the cloud of a nuclear bomb. As if in a dream, I slowly rose to my feet to join the
mass of people running for safety. .

I began to dizzily run but realized I forgot my briefcase. ‘“Important papers, McClellan case. Do work . . . tonight,” I mumbled.
I turned around, but it was gone. 1 was no longer even near the transpoliner stop, where I caught the 6:47 shuttle every night to
go home. There was no bench nor briefcase. '

Confused, I turned again and began to walk. The sirens kept wailing louder and louder. As I stared with eyes and mouth wide
open, others shot past me in all directions, bumping me occacionally. I saw flashes of light and my mind was spinning as I walked
numbly forward. _

A shield of blackness covered my eyes, and I saw only black with bright splashes of color appearing for seconds at a time, then
disappearing. I saw dots, like the ones on the TV screen when it’s not properly tuned. I heard terrible screams and moans, and
children crying out for their parents. Over the top of the waves of sound that hurt my ears rode the screaming, ceaseless sirens.

As the mist of blackness dissipated from in front of my eyes, I saw dim forms in the strange red glow. Crouched in a corner of a
gray, dusty room I trembled. The sirens were now a bit quieter, but they hurt my ears and pierced my heart with fear.

For the first time in this holocaust I became aware of the figures around me. They were other survivors like me. Dressed
in tattered garments now blackened and sooty, they were disheveled and disoriented. A deep, painful ache ran through my chest
as I wondered where my wife Amy and daughter Rachel were. Isqueezed my eyes shut to hold back tears.

The figures in the room were mumbling. We sat encircling a small fire that kept us warm. Mesmerized by the flames, I listened
to the pieces of conversation I could hear over the wailing of the sirens. The voices faded in and out and the flames flickered
before my eyes.

“Rotten Russians,” one voice croaked. It then coughed and spit up blood.

“If 1 could only . . .”” another started, but the rest of the sentence was overpowered by the sirens. Could only what?

+ “Id zap "em like zits!” shrieked the filthy figure of a fifty-year-old man with radiation burns covering his whole face. Blisters
were oozing and his gaping mouth was the only recognizable portion of his face..

“. . . step on the dirty mothers like ants. . . “roast ’em and serve ’em to my dog!” “Slowly and painfully I'd. . .” the voices
echoed and reverberated. The tlames shot higher and higher and their voices grew louder and louder. “I’d cut them apart, piece
by piece!” yelled a man with only a bloody stump where his left hand had once been. '

“Why?” I tried to ask, but no sound would come. With such death and destruction — could none of them see what was around
us? Why should another human being have to suffer? Couldn’t the understand that every person, be they African, American,
Russian, Chinese, Italian, Polish, or Australian has as much value as the next? “We're all equal!” I tried to shout but could only
grunt. Death is the answer to nothing! In disbelief I realized that these men, in pain and dying, could only wish more suffering on
others of their own race. A wave of despair swept over me as I realized that the human nature places more importance on revenge
than it does on love for others. Competition receives more importance than does cooperation.

The voices around me carried on, louder and louder, circling my head and growing into a solid sound that soon matched the
pitch of the sirens. The flames licked greedily at the scraps of wood and metal, and I felt more alone than ever in my life. I
watched the fire intently — it’s beauty, depth, and mystery excited me. It glowed colors. It danced and wavered. Suddenly, I

- thrust my body into the flames.

I jolted awake, sweat pouring from every inch of my body and a strangled scream coming from my throat. Quietly 1 turned off
the stove burner where the tea pot was whistling its wail-like tune. I refolded the newspaper and crushed out my cigarette. Silently
I crept upstairs to where Amy and Rachel were sleeping peacefully. '

Glancing out the window, I saw the dew on the grass and the golden sun just peeking from beyond the horizon, it’s light turning
the sky a multitude of different colors. Ileaned over and kissed Amy goodnight. Then I cried myself to sleep.

By Megan Dahl
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Child’s Mind

Innocent thoughts,

Whut to do when it rains...
getting out of being sick, ..

What to bring to show and tell. ..
A child’s thoughts are few.

Frustration, unger, not understanding...
“Why can’t she come out and play?”
truding home, downhearted, somber.

Complications, hopes, wishes, ..
picked first on the sottball team al recess,..
chosen as leader for the duy.

Getting to school early enough to play on the monkey bars...
Sitting up front for stary time...
-Who will be chosen as my partner today*

How simple and uncomplicated,
one day their lives will change...
I wish mine never had.

By Samantha Swain

The SkiRun
By Eric Yoxtheimer

It snowed last night. My body and mind anticipate the coming ski run with joy and loathing,
I know that both my mind and my body will he dead tired at the end, but neither will fail me
in the actual skiing. T buckle on wy boots and snap into my skiis. The air is charged with
excitment and little pins prick my skin. 1 ski down to the lift chair with the wind whipping
through my hair.

While I'm sitfing on the chair the sun comes out and touches my face with it’s muming
warmth and sheds light on the spectucle below, The landscape is 3 ghostly scene of hulking
while shapes, and flat white rivers. The sun highlights the snow with bluad red tints of color.

Finally I reach the top. Standing on top of the hill my whole hody trembles with excitment,
With adrenclin pumping through my veins, [ take one last look at the perfect scene, and hurtle
over the cornice.

My skiis soar gracefully into space, while my body experiences the brief feeling of freefall.
The air seems to be 3 cushion of support uronnd me, while the sun warms my skin, 4s my skiis
touch the snow I feel a slight bump, and I know that the snow 100, gives it’s support.

As my skis glide aver the surface ol the snow, my legs move in nerfect harmuony tilting from
left to right, The snow caresses my body with it's gentle touch, while occasional flakes freeze to
my fuce. My whole body feels us if it's flouting on u sea of feathers,

Very soon I reach the bumps. Then my legs hegin 1o pound back and forth, Keeping me up-
right, and always moving, but now feeling slightly tired. The wind howls around me, making my
face-numb with cold. My hody feels a vague pain, which brings hack some feeling into a numb
body. It mukes the run that much more cxciting by seeing if I can make it down hefore my legs
give out. My mind looks on evervthing as if from s distance, noting details but net really
registering them,

All to soon the run is over, and my mind returns to it's normal function. My leys feel as
though they are weighted down with lead, while my breath comes in ragged gasps that rip
through my chest, My pulse feels like a voodon drum, pounding with heavy beats, As I look
back up the hill T realize that my entire life can be expressed in that run, With everything from

PAGE 6 anticipation of life, to the final backwards glimpse of my past.



Chicogo: In the Ghetffo

As I strolled my way through downtown Chicago, 1 felt
a gush of wind push against my back. The skies clouded over,
making the ghetto seem more dismal and rundown. As the
day gradually turned to night, I could feel tension, anxiety,
and fear piercing through my body as I noticed shabby looking
winos and strutting young men walking past.

Bumper-to bumper traffic rolled by, spouting fumes into the
atmosphere, which was smothered with immensely thick smog
and honking boisterous noises. The buildings surrounding me
seemed like giant rat-infested tombstones ready to collapse.

" From somewhere in the damp darkness ot an ‘alley came a
woman’s cry for help as a baby’s scream echoed out through

a broken window. ' . '
Climbing the stairs. to my one-room apartment I tensed as By N l k[/<| \/\/I rTh

I heard steps following in my footsteps on the decaying stair-
case. I halted, petrified with fear, as I shouted, “Who’s there?!”
Picking up my stride, I dashed into my apartment, locked the
door behind me, and crashed onto the bed, heaving an enor-
mous sigh of relief. Hearing a rattle coming from the door,
I looked up to see the doorknob pivoting back and forth.
Suddenly, the door burst open as a huge black man with a
-ragged scar across his left cheek lunged toward me with a
glistening switchblade in his hand. My body tensed and my
reflexes took over as I reached for the baseball bat under my
bed. After I swung the bat ferociously at my attacker, he
cascaded to the bare, dusty floor with a loud thud as a high-
pitched squeak escaped from his throat.

I looked around in the darkness of my room noticing that on
the floor lay my calico cat, motionless as blood gushed from
her tiny head. Red stains on my bat showed me the horrifying
reality that I had been sleep-walking again.

Imperfect _—

In this world so imperfect
Ilook upon it as a solitary place
\/\/Q r l d Unknown to only those who see it

This place is one’s mind
It’s eyes look unseeing into madness
Trying desperately to see peace
Through the haze a light shines
Tears wash the light away

. Blink and it’s gone......... forever

By TO rQ Dl ke m Q n The heart beats pushing the river along
Until damned the river stops

Numb we are blind to feelings
Deaf except for the silent ringing

We reach into darkness only to find fear
Where am I ia this imperfect world?
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Suspended in Mid-Alr

By Richard Thompson

1 could already begin to
feel the salty sweat com-
ing from my forchead freeze
to my face as Lhe icy gusls
of wind shooting through
the dJdeep canyon slapped
my bady repeatedly. Feeling
like a swinging pendulum
suspended in  vast, empty
space, I changed my hody
position lo get u better
grip on the ropes as I worked
‘my way ower the large:
slice in the mountain.

Surprisingly, my joints and
muscles began o increas-
ingly burn and weaken cach
time I moved. [ had not
even reached the hall-way
points on the ropes. My
heart pounded a fast, vhyth-
mic beat. forcing blood to my
tiring muscles. Gravity. hay-
ing the pulling effect of a
powerful, oversized magnet,
attracted my body to the
jagged canyon floor like u
small piece of metal.

Stopping to rest, 1 stared 7

at the hwge ice und snow

wall in front of me. The i
hard, crystullized bits  of ‘9.:-:\
snow rustled over rhe ledae
ubove me like fine, whirte
grains of sand blewing across
a beach un a windy day,
My eves followed the snow
crystals as taey fell to their

Knowledge s i

arions helow, -

i I thought abeut what it

By Marra-Lynn Johnson LS Sl
X this tremendons height to jce

spikes below. [ could almast

[ee] the shavp pain of break-

I have knowledge. ing bones and tecaring flesh

It is in me... on impact with the icy

It is me. fluor—the splatlered crimson

I am only the mediator... bloud stainiag the beautiful

A fountain for factual evidence and theory alike, white snow,

For fantasy dreams in form of words Another [reezing pust of

And shapes ¢f mythical creatures, wind collided with my body.

Far a rack hand, sending a cold jult through-

For u lofiy studio with perfect light, our me thar hrought me

Or for a rainhow above wispy clouds. vut of my dresm-like state,

Through the haze in my mind, With my muscles fecling

My knowledge peers through. rosted | felt a resurgence

It takes over where chaos once reigned. of hope as I steadily worked
my  way across the paping
Luny oIl
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Ocean Blue

I’m sure there is nothing on the earth that is more delightful than
the ocean, and if there is, I have not yet found it. When I hear the
word, or if anything is mentioned of the ocean, great images fly
throueh mv head. ,

I walk the talcom smooth sand and feel the powerful gusts of
wind pound against my body as they swirl from the water. It is a
pleasant power that forces me to leave all my tension and stresses to
drift away with the breeze. My body now feels as if it has been
drained of all the worries that exist in everyday life. Iam on a dif-
ferent planet; nothing can bring me down now. As I hear the huge
waves crash down on the shore, I can feel the lukewarm water climb-
ing slowly to my ankles and tugging at the sand beneath my feet. I
look out over the top of the water to see enormous white caps mix-
ing with the breeze to produce a foggy mist that carries the bitter
smell of salt to my nose. The soft plunging sound of the sea birds
missiling into the waves gives me the incredible urge to dive un-
caringly into the dark blue liquid. A childlike excitement grabs hold
of my body and hurls me into the deep dark water. My eyes feel the
pressure of the currents as they beat on my face. My taste buds ex-
plode as the strong saltwater fills my mouth. [ try to swim, but be-
fore I take one stroke, I find myself lying face down in the sand. I
roll over and look up. The skies burn grey as if they are about to
erupt with thunder, but it doesn’t matter because there is nothing
more delightful then this day at the ocean.

- Life?

Wondering through life without an aim

Having no one but myself to blame

All smiles have faded - and ties are gone

Nothing to hold onto, not even the dawn

I shouldn’t be here - this earth isn’t my home

I want to be where spirits freely rome

I'm sorry for the pain and wounds I cause

Will any human live a life that heaven wouldn’t applause?

By Steve Colloert

By Megan Pickerel
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Whaot?

What makes me laugh?
a joke, a funny face,
the destruction of an enemy?

What makes vs angry?
A put down, an evil glance,
the destruction of & friend?

What makes us cry?
A stubbed toe, frustration,
the death of someone close?

What makes us feel emotion?
being alone, heing rejected, being loved?

What makes us human?

tolerance dealing with emotions,
or sctting them aside?

By Samantha Swain

Wings of Sound

By Paul Blanton

After almost a day standing alone in the corner of the bedroom without a single sound coming
from anywhere im (he house, | hear the click of the front door opening, coming like a lightning
bolt to blow the cobwebs away,

A slight hum comes from the boslike appuratus a few feet away. | hear the click of switch,
The umbilical cord of black coiled plastic sways and pulls until it has reached a comfortable posi-
ﬁOnf

. A second of silence fills the room, the calm hefore the storm. Suddenly, the room reverberates
with deep, powerful sound. Staccato bursts of machine gun fire contrast with decp bellows like
a lion roaring. More switches are flicked until a satistactory level is reached.

Now we seem to leave the earth, a deep space probe riding a huge wave of sound. Up and down
we g0, ploughing through any minor errors as if they did not exist.

We now seem to be locked into a scries of intricate repeating pussages. Finesse? 1 do not care
for finesse. 1 live for barbaric power! Good. The other half of the team has decided he's bored
with finesse too. A switch is flicked and again the four foot high box roars with sound-distortion,
Ibelieve. At least that is what humans seem to call it,

We now pause for 2 moment. A sheet of paper is pluced upon a steel stand. It is scrutinized
every bit as carefully as a connoisseur reads & wine list in an expensive French restayeant. More
repeating patterns explode in the bedroom like a string of firecrackers, Above the strange writing
the words “Solo 28 bars™ leap off the page and burn in my mind like a ticket to freedom.

[ hear the pounding of feet on the stairway! The One Who Dees Not Appreciate Me has
arrived. Now my partner notices it too. The door to the bedroom bursts open like the maw of a
dragon ready to breathe scorching fire.

“If you're gonna play the damn guitar, put your headphone amp on!™
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EDEN

I'm walking through I reach for another apple
The garden of Eden My bag is full
It’s desolate and cold , But I seem to feel
I’'m not sure I'm really here. An emptiness
The hard, sharp pain has become dull.
I see three apple trees )
No fruit just right I'walk the streets
Somethings looming Of an ancient village - :
Makes no sound The crescent moon shines down - B N Th H X l l
I take a perfect apple ) The misty people anger y O O n l
From the parched ground. - . No hope for a stranger '

In this ancient town.
That somethings behind me : :
It feeds me...the apples of fear I walk through, a parched field

I turn to fight To see what Eden has become
With only oblivion there. To find it is oblivion
From what mankind has done.
I ride the icy highway
The fog so thick , When my eyes grow
The fog it engulfs me. To the darkness
A creeping shadow I can see the-
Escapes the roadway. Thoughts that invade you

As the darkness wanes into an abyss
I see these thoughts
Are...true.

By MattJormon  vq | Used 1o Live Here

I stand across the street from the old closed-down gas station and abandoned lot,
popular for midnight fights under the street light. Remembering back to my first fight,
my last fight, and those in-between, I sort through my memories, trying to recall my
trinmphs and forget my failures. :

My mind comes back to reality, and I find myself staring at a Safeway parking lot.
As I turn to go, I almost bump into a guy I used to know. “Do I know you?” -

“Ya, I used to live here,” I reply as I turn and walk on down the street.

.Coughing, I feel my throat go dry from the shock of seeing my old territory, in mom-
ents, become a food store. Mentally pleading for an ice-cold Dr. Pepper, I turn the corner
toward Ron’s Pop Shop, where you could find the coldest, sweetest, and best-tasting
pop on tap in town. Looking down the street, I feel a lump form in my throat. In the
empty lot where the pop shop used to be, a sign now sits, saying in bright letters, CO-
MING SOON: KEN’S LAW OFFICES. :

Half dazed, I stare at the sign and watch my old memories extinguish like a balloon
with an air vent.

Almost stumbling into Mark’s Market Goods, I walk to the back where the cold
drinks are kept. Walking down the aisle, I see a face out of the past confronting me.
I find myself saying, “Hello Mr. Spangler.” Not only was Mr. S., as we called him, my
old math teacher. Giving me a strange look, he says, “You look familiar. Do I know
you?” :

“Ya,” I reply, feeling the lump return to my throat. ‘I used to live here.”

Walking out of Mark’s Market, my feet dragging in bitter disappointment, I start
for the only park in town, to drink my pop. Fortunalely for me, Glees Park, or “Central
Park”, as we called it, hadn’t been developed yet. As I amble through the park, I come to
a tree I know too well. Looking closely, I can still see L.S. + M.J. 4 EVER. Giving a
slight smile, I remember back to Lisa and the good times we had together, and then
I stop suddenly at the thought of the accident.

I walk further into the park, past the wading pool and splashing children, toward
the picnic area. 1 stop suddenly to see Shannon Ellis sitting on the grass.“Well hello,”
I say, finally seeing someone who has to recognize me.

Looking up questionably at me, he says, “Hi,”_and then adds, “Do I know you?”

“Ya, I used to live here,” I say in-a shakey voice, feeling tears well up in my eyes.

Sadly looking out the car window, I see blurred visions of my past, knowing deep

inside that it’ll never come back. The Auburn, Washington, I left behind is now only

memories, PAGE i1



Gone Forever

She’s gone foreyer, everyone knows.

As soft as her hair, as red as a rose,
Struck down in the earliest of night,
not given the chance to struggle or fight.

Put away the pom-poms and the diary key,
the man at the bar had a bit of whiskey,
The people warned him not to drive.

Vodern
Maonking

What happened,

To the good old days.

The days when a horse

And a warm bedroll could get us by,
The times when the wagons

Used to slowly roll by.

Look at us now,

maybe if he listened, she’d still be alive, 4 Polluting the sy,

A sophomere in school, her whole life ahead, -':_ -"'*;g g:mi;kﬁ :ﬂ:‘:mm

now there lies nothing but a pillow on her bed. i) & That used to, flow by.
Mom called saying how sorry they were, PO Yes just look =

they don’t care, they didn’t even know her.

What will [ do after today?

She’ll be buried, and her room packed away,
It isn't fair she couldn’t say goodbye,

if you'll excuse me now, I'm starting to cry.

Look at youand I,

Pencil pushers

Underneath an artificial sky.
Just give me,

Some mounluins,

Clean blue skies

A good horse,

By Pat Fagen

Some blankerts,

ﬁ And Il get by,
By Paul Rogers

A Consumer’s Revolt

My goals concern some cvery-day products that need help, People need to he com-
fortable , instead of critical, of their purchases, Since nobody clse seems willing 10 make
changes, I'm going to do you all a favor by working my way through a few of the major
companics. 3

I plan to find a group of investors whose money [ will use and use their money Lo
build a factory. I will be known as the creator of the world's first box of unbroken
animal crackers. Yes, even the elephants will have trunks and the zehras will have legs.
Since a new product requires a new marketing concept, 1I'm shooting for the “working-
class, *‘The animals won't be shown in cages on the hox. Instead they will be shown
working in urban and city jobs such us buliding-demolition or riot control.

After making a tremendous profit, I plan to buy out Cracker Jacks, This product
i a scam because of three services the company has cut in order to lower production
cost, There must be a way to keep the peanuts from sticking on the inside of the boxes.
Prizes will be put in at the top of the hoxes (instead of the middle) so consumers won't
be spending valable T.V. time with a pair of pliars in their mouths,

Finally, I will personally terminate all employees suspected of keeping the “ncat
prizes” for themselves,

My last major effort to improve consumer gouds concerns cereal. I'd like to soften
Grape-Nuts so they can’t be uwsed as buckshot anymore. Then | want to go for a’'new
high figure in healthy cereais could be sold f moms though kids might hate it. So,

red lettering reading, “Mikey is a liar™ will be showing up on all Life Cereal packages.

What would the future be withour radicals like me? Thank me later,
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This Could Be...

The night was mysterious, a night of expectation and fear.
The air was thick of blue fog. Street lamps were the only sign
“of tife, but I still felt as though I wasn’t alone. For some reason
passing by the crowded lifeless buildings gave me a feeling of
power. I was the only one to argue my own thoughts, no one
was around to tell me wrong or to contradict my opinion. I
now ruled what was going on in my mind, therefore I ruled this

empty once socialistic street.

Somehow I knew I wasn’t the only one who had these same
thoughts on their mind, I knew I was to meet my equal, and to-
night was the night.

I had been crossing endless valleys and mountains to join
this other sense. Would this cause life or death? Would these
two powerful survivors end or begin a civilization?

When the explosion occured, nobody was left, so I thought.
Buildings, homes, streets and land were all in tact, besides the
radiating fog that never lifted or quit burning. I thought I was
left alone in this world of nothing and continuous darkness.

But I am not, for tonight I meet the second survivor ~ we see
each other in the distance and we’re both curious wondering

what will be our fate. Which one of us will take the chance to
find out? Who will surender, or who will walk away and con-
ﬁtr‘l;!ﬁ alone and inside themselves... This could be the question
of life.

By Stephanie Moe

Candles

Delicately placed on the floor, we stand tall and proud,
elegantly arranged in a pattern. In our silver holders we
wait, wanting to be made more beautiful. A man walks
in, towering over us, holding a magic wand between his
fingers. Humming a random tune, he touches the warm
magic to each of our ends. We are illuminated. We let the
magic stand tall, flicker, then break into a secretly timed

mazurks. As the man stri

. iously.

drowns us with sleep.

des out, our dance moves fur-

o Our dance changes to a waltz, as a man with flowing
robes come in. Only slight vibrations go up our slender
bodies as he steps softly to the center of our formation.
He sits down cross-legged, his every movement fluid.
Chanting, his breath forces our light to move with it.
After a time his chant quiets to a rhythmic hum. The
backs of his hands lie on his knees, palms upward, letting
our light rest on them. With his body, then around the
room and out to the world. Beautifying us, the scene
makes us weep. We shed large tears that harden on our
shiny holders. Time passes; the man opens his eyes and
floatingly leaves the room, gently moving our magic.

Tired and hot, we long for rest. The keeper of the
magic comes in. Cool air streams from his mouth and

By Megan Pickerel
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Sneakers

Tied Iooscly around its neck, a bright bloe ribbou dwarfed
the flufly kitten splashed with grey and white fur. resembling a
pompom made of multicolored yard. As it seurried across the
dull grey slate, sliding uncontrollably, | watched it struggle to
regain foolage.

Years pussed and Sneakers aged, growing into a massive tom-
cat, exploding fur marted and tangled against his flabby flesh
nearly scraping the floor a3 he sauntered throughout the house,
After he appcared miscrubly uncomfortable for quite some
time, we decided to regulate his diet and shave the dirty ratlted
furballs.

His body now had short bristly fur, not quite thick enough
(0 hide the pink skin, but in the hot summer sun he was conl
and content. For weeks his playful atritude picked up: he cven
seemed to be slimming down a bit.

I+ was a sweltcring hot afternoon lute in August when I no-
ticed Sneakers looking a little peaked and bedraggled. [ im-
mediately began to comfort him, but after several minfues it
became obvions thut his condition was very scrious. Suddenly
his body went into uncontrollable contortions, his cyes flut-
tered, his limbs stiffened and he shook intensly for ahout thirty
scconds. Crushed by the sight of his helplessness and high
screached meows, T knew that 1 would lose him. This horrible
scizure took over his imnocent body again and apuin nearly
every five minutes. Leaving him more and more  para-
Iyzed each time. After sbout twenty-five minules. my mom
drove me, with Sneakers held tightly in my arms, to the vetcr-
manan.

As 1 set his limp body on the stainless steel table, a vet and
.an assistant quictly confirmed what 1 utready koew: he would
have to he taken trom his miserics. As I held his paralyzed
limbs which molded to my crossed arms, my teurs clouded my
vision and fell on the cold metal surface below,

The look of panic in his eyes had now chunged; they were
pleading for a way out of this hell, a relief, -death,

By Heidi Eveslage
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By Molly Nistoet

Nightmare

Transformation

Those eves I knew

But pone was their familar smile
Replaced by something wicked, vile
Discomfort grew

You looked al me

With evil glitter in your stare

1 cringed away, burned by your glare
My destiny

[ fought to change

And push the knife you held away
The lighting swirled from black to grey
The setting $77= it

Your lender iiid

Mud now become a thing of pain
While searching for my vital yein

I tried to stand

My hreath grew short

Repeated blows 1 tried to fend

As blood and tears began to blend
Of futile sort

Yet when you ceased

My wounds were healed, the pain erased

You drew me to vour arms in haste
And killed the beast

s



Colors of Life

Colors ot Life,

Shades of Memories,

Brighter to behold

Than present hues.

I once asked why Love

is the same color as embarrassment,
The same color as anger,

and the same as blood...
Loving you told me why.
Your kisses try to apologize,
To make up for what I missed,
and heal the hurts

of my childhood.

An impossible task,

paint it blue.

Like the coolness of your
frustrations,

When I couldn’t break the
grey steel chains that bond me.
Yellow is my mind,

The insane, the fantasy for
which reality does not exist.
And tomorrow, when I wake,
1 shall live in

black and white.

By Nathan Hill

By Alicia Clark

‘Take these, my poems

For they are my weapons of war.
My undying energy

That gives life to my fortress.
See these, my paintings

They have survied through ages
My island, in this arcadian sea.
My past, my present

My soul on paper that describes
The future that one can lead.

-Feel this, my music

To become a way of life

How liquid and crystal clear

It can all be.

To share my wisdom

To spread it through all the worlds
kingdoms and villages,

1, take these to inhale the clouds

And to breathe the atmosphere.

I see the world as a court

One judge and poor defeated belzebub
can’t dance above him.

I see one universe, one intersteller love
And the boy can make Eden

Live again he can pronounce

The old world dead...

A poplace can indulge in its delights
From its golden avenues and silver cathedrals
Flows and breathes the life of gracious music
All the world’s creatures

Rise out of extinction

The man of Nazareth, to touch their
Bowed heads, to bestowe immorality

To bestowe hedonistic immorality

Of the...human once great creature

Of the mother earth, sinful, greed infested
Monarch of the battered mother earth.
Now equal in wisdom to the owl of old.
All is now peace, free of warring

Nations and pestilence,

All is now peaceful.
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Ripple Effect

The smothering grey mist enveloped land and sea causing them to become one, Damp greenery
shrugged limply under the condensed coolness of the early morning fog, the burden causing it to
n;';pn:ar tired and worn. Without hope, Resigned. The sounds of silence stifled the air, No stirring
of emotion,

Looking out acruss the watery expanse it seemed an unending silvery mirror. A reflection of
despair, A realization of a dream lost. A dream of death. A virgin stillness, unstained by the cor-
ruption of movement, totally undisturbed, And yet, is it so pure?

Upon closer scrutiny there exists a slight blemish on its apparent perfection. Nothing unduly
disturbing; just a slight ripple upen a limpid pool. No, not undnly disturhing, Why should it he?
Then why does a knot of fear clamp around your throut, and why do your heartbeats rapidly in-

erease, making your chest heave with sick anticipution? Just a little ripple. Not more than a drop
of sand on un oceun shore. A grain of sand that screams oul (0 you, turning vour blood cold and
causing you to sweat with fright.

Huunted cycs refuse to turn away from the cause of your distress, Some unknnwn force un-
willing to release you from the crucl trance, Your mouth opens in a silent scream. A scream in
which your mind breaks the barriers of sound, but to which your voice will offer no assistance.
For the small ripple is growing to a frothy turmoil of sea and debris, churning and bubbling in time
to your pulse, Stationary, vou cannot move, No matter what force of will vou exert, your body
is frozen, spellbound to vour chain of horror.

Rising, falling. Rising higher yet again, the serpent-like beast closes the precious distance be-
tween itself and you, the rhythm of movement tiring your resistance to its spell. Rising, falling,
Your mind begins to spin. Almost. Yet, not quite. Your are undeniably his, Rising, one last
time. His shadow falls upon you. Rising. Falling. One last time,

By
Held
Evesloge

Gopher Catching

Wkea 1 was about five years old, we lived in a little country house in Walla Walla,
My two brothers and I pluyed mostly among owrselves, catching gophers as one of our
fayorite pasttimes,

I can remember gefting up éarly one Seturday momming, First, [ watched the early
cartoons on television. Then, smelling the ripened onions in the ficld next to ours, |
trotted outside Lo play in the midmoming sun, The gopher mounds were plentiful that
morning, They were made of fresh dark earth, the tops just beginning to dry in the
hot sunlight. Gophers stay underground most of the time, so we had to flush them
out with water. Usually the gopher had more than one exit, or entrance, to his hole,
$0 we had to watch both when flushing. The first thing 1 did was clear away the mound
of dirt; then I fetched the hose. | had to drag the hose because the weight was too much
for me to carry.

Cody, our dog, had been [ollowing me around all this time becanse he Knew what
was going on. As | turned the water on full blast, Cody hit me with his wagging tale,
almost knocking me over. I jammed the end of the hose down into the deep hole, Water
gushed down and filled the hole up quickly, There was no gopher at this hole. We mowved
to the next one, repeating the procedure. Cody stood vver the hole with a flame-like

3y

redness in his eves, ready (¢ kill. He knew that under the lush grass lay a gopler with rrenT

his name on it. This deep hole took a while to fill up.
Suddenly, a small fuzzy animal popped out of the hole, It didn’t have a chance.
My fearless dog pounced on the unsuspecting gopher. Tuking it to his mouth, he shook

the life out of the little animal. With his deceased gopher, Cody triumphantly marched BlOC kmore

to his doghouse to gnaw on his trophy.
Killing cute little cuddly gophers might seen a little cruel, but we didn’t think of
them as cute or euddly, To us, they were nuisances that needed to be destroyed.
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There sat Person,

Candle on one side,

envelope on the other.

Envelope was white, black, sealed.,
Candle was tall, straight, new.

Person lit Candle,

and flame began to dance.

Leaping and Bowing, yielding to Breath,
but springing back to life to bow again.
Heart beat quickly as Breath became Angry.
Angry swept across Flame, and

Flame disappeared, remembered only by Smoke.

Heart beat slowly, Candle did not stand

quite so tall,

Heart beat a little more slowly, and a little more
Then Silence swallowed them all.

By Nathan Hill

Waix Visions of Lunoacy

By Alicia Clark

All'to A Stil

High on the mountains rise
The goat takes its energy
From the snowcap peaks
And how the wind freezes
All to a still.

In the forest glade

The elk challenges

All to a still

To die in the underbrush
Would not be to Kill.

High above the trees rise
The eagle overtakes the sparrow...
Before the child’s eyes.

Deep below the underbrush

The badger challenges

All to a still

Enter....

The hunter, one evil man to Kill for lust
When all is at the still

The deer is downed

To kill, a lethal thrust.

High above the killing

The crow circles...death.
The crow’s eyes see colors
Of amazing hue

He circles the bloody hunter
His gaze pierces through.
Enter...

The great grizzly

Awakened in a froth

it is not the claw of the grizzly
That shreds the hunter

But the fear of the moth.

The great grizzly

Utters the forest glade

To a still.

And peace flows through

The veins of the creatures

And from the carcass of the hunter...
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No One

i And there they stand, as they’ve always stood...
when no one else was looking.

Just the same as they were yesterday,

So they are today, so theyll be tomorrow...

The clothes with no one in them.

And there they are, the arms ahout me...

trying to squeeze the life out of me.

The arms with no one between them, ' '

1 feel the breath on the back of my neck, and my Bv Al |C| O C'O rk

liair stands on end,

The breath which no one is breathing.

The face floats above me, it looks so real,

One could almost believe, if they'd never seen the

deatl in.

That face with no one behind it.

The eves bore into me, no, they bore through me.

Those eves with no life in them.

And the smile that mocks me.

as horror courses through my veins,

I've never seen it, though I'ye always known

it was there...

The smile which No One

is smiling...

Dreams

I must return to live in an opaque shell,
Into which none else can sce.

I can’t continue fiving in this hell,

And ] can't yel cease to be,

God will be calling me home soon,

And with him 1 want to abide.

1 wAll fly 1o the bright side of the moon.
“Will you meet me on the other side?

T My dance is hesitant, my steps unsure,

By Al |C I O ClO rl,( My movements remain unsteady,
God wants e with my heart and my mind pure,
I know I am 20t ready.
All avound, all | see is false and untrue,
I need love, I need reality,
Could what | be looking for be found in you?
—Or are my dreams only fullucy?
1 searched far and wide, and withing m) self.
But have vet to find what | am looking for.
Some claim to haye formulas for hapgpiness, love,
and health,
But, in spirit, they all are very poor,
Give me power, I need support,
I can’t mind my life alone,
I'm looking for more than passing rapport,
I need and cteraity; I want to be yours from

now on,
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By Karen Straustoaugn

“Four men and a women were found dead near a small Brazilian village. Their faces were muti-
lated beyond all recognition. It is evident that the mutilation occured before death and that the
victims wandered for miles before coming to the village. “The Commander-in-Chief of the Special
Forces turned off the television. “But, that’s not all. Professional trackers followed victims’ trails
for several miles. The trails converged on a sinall hill and lead into the rugged country of West
Brazil. The trackers radioed in that they had found a small city and were going to follow the trail
to the city. That was the last we heard of them. The alleged city is not on any map.” He paused.

We have the approximate location of their last transmission. I’'m sending the six of you to in-
vestigate the alleged murders and the disappearances of those trackers. It’s pretty rugged country,
so there will be no air back-up.”

“You will be fully outfitted. We don’t know what we have got to deal with. You’ll be flown in
as fast as possible to a base camp near the village.
“Any questions? No? Patrol dismissed!”

nied on foot toward the rough country of west Brazil.
to talk. She gave in.

Mounting a tall hill the patrol stopped.

there.”

“0.K., where’s tae city?”

Srgt. Holt.
“Gorgeous valley,” observed Spurnam, “Home of Jack the Ripper.”
“Funny, real funny.” The Commander was not amused.

beacon and proceed with caution.”

line was nearing when---
“Get a load of that,” someone whispered.

Wet with perspiration, their shirts adhered to their bodies. Beneath the trees the patrol jour-
“Should be there within the hour.” Lt. Hooker was tired of the miles of silence. No one wanted
The course got steeper and the trees thinned out. Large boulders lay on the slope around them.

“Holy--—, this is it folks.” Commander Baker glanded at his compass. ‘“Mead, radio in , we're

“Maybe they had had a little too much to drink,” commented Lt. Spurnam.
“These people were serious workers. There was ne chance of mass hallucination, ’explained

“Sir,” Mead cut in, “Communcations are poor. There is a lot of static. Base said to turn on the

Choosing his steps carefully on the rocky incline, Baker lead his patrol into the valley. The tree

At the center of the valley, a small city appeared out of the mist. Dome buildings and short
rectangular structures were clustered around a central square. A silvery lake graced one side of the
compound.
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He had purple eyes.

PAGE 20

“Sir, what is it?™ asked Mecad.

“Whatever it is, tell base we're going in.” Baker signuled the others,

“Communcations are out, Sir, I can'l ruze Base.”

Suddenly from hehind the trees stepped beige skinned men dressed in green coveralls, All arvund
the patrol were fierce men armed with machine guns.

They lead them dowa inte the trees. Just inside was a wide path, Baker noticed that all their
captors looked alike. Their cropped hair grew thick and black. Only one was perceptively different,

In the village the patrol was taken to a small cubicle and shoved inside. Their escort buzzed and
the floor decsended,

An clevator, thought Baker, is there more to this place than we can handle?

“T am Conumander Baker of the Bruzilian Special Forces. Where are yon taking us?™

Silence. The other members of the group rustled quictly. They took their clues [rom Baker.

The floor came to an abrupt halt. A wall slid aside. Stepping out of the elevator the man mo-
tioned them to du the same, and to follow him, At the end of the long corridor a pannel slid open
us they approached, revealing a dark room. Once all were inside the punmel closed.

A light clicked on, spotlighting & womun standing at the center of the room. Her eyes pierced.

Buker’s soul.

“We know all, see all, speak all, and think alf, Since you have come here in search of something
we will not refuse you. You shall learn all you need to know.”

The light blinked out then a flood of light filled the rovm. Men and women filed in to the room
from doors ut the front, They tock the clothes off the patrol members and fitted each one with
green coveralls, The mass of people filled the room and pressed the patrol into a small troup.
roo.n was silent,

Hard to breathe or think! Baker pasped for breath.

A high hum resonated through the guict room. The people in front of the patrol members
moved aside, crcating an aisle. Pressure from behind forced the captured party to the front of the

room. Piercing eyes of gold met Baker's cyes.



“We are one mind, one breath. We are one thought, one idea.” She looked from one person to
another throughout tle room and back to tne patrol. The hum dropped in pitch.

All the sane! thought Beker. fard to think, it must be that insane humming!

“We are one mind,” chauted the mob. *"We are one being, one breath.”” The words repeated and
grew louder and loader. Mead’s Spurnam’s and Hooker’s eyes glazed over and they , too, began to
chant with the crowd, becoming a part of the unity.

“Won’t listen!” shouted Baker, his mind screaming from the effort. He saw Holt’s eyes become
vacant.

The chant repeated over and over. Baker fought fiercely to think of home and of his brothers
and sister. He closed his eyes to blot out the mass of identical people and the eyes of gold.

“We shall see, Commander Bzker.” The words floated in to Baker’s mind through the chant.
The golden -eyed woman seized Baker’s hair and pulled him through the door nearest her.

Dimly lit, the room had only a table in the middle around which eight women stood. Their
purple eyes surveyed Baker viciously.

“You are iniquitous, Commander Baker,” began the golden-eyed woman. “We shall wipe your
face from the earth!” Four of the women placed Baker on the table and held him. The other four
held triangular blades................

“God, what a mess. Just like the rest,” said the investigative police chief. He frowned and
ordered the body removed.
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Rossow's Campus U-Tote-Em
Mr. and Mrs. Warren Street
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