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"Fiction writing is great. You 
can make up almost anything!" 

-Ivana Trump 

"I was drowning my sorrows, but my sorrows, they learned to swim." 
-U2, 
"Until the End of The World" 

"Even if you're paranoid, 
maybe they really are after 
you." 

-Anonymous 



Andy was two. He toddled all around the house and broke Mom's 

porcelain figurines. She cried. He laughed. He took a nap in a mud puddle in 

the backyard. Dad yelled when he tracked the mud all over the house. Andy 

laughed. 

Andy was six. He swallowed a piece of a Transformer toy. He almost 

died. They had to cut a hole in his throat to get it out. Mom wept. Andy laughed 

after he came home from the hospital. He broke the heads off all my Barbie 

dolls. I screamed for Dad and Dad spanked him. Andy laughed. 

Andy was fourteen. He called my best friend a slut. She'd had a crush on 

him for three years. She cried so hard that she got sick. Andy rolled in the floor, 

laughing. I told Dad what he'd done and Dad grounded him. Andy kept on 

laughing. 

Andy was sixteen. He was walking down the street and a car hit him. The 

driver drove off. And Andy cried. After the funeral, Mom sobbed. Dad screamed 

and cursed. I cried like a baby. 

But Andy wasn't there to laugh anymore. 

- "'ro every thing there i.s a 
.sea.son,, and a time to every 
purpose under the heavens: 
A time to be born and a time 
to die ... 
A time to weep and a time to 
Laugh ... "' 

-£7ccte.sia ste.s 3 :1-
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"Love is the triumph of 
imagination over 
intelligence." 
-H. L. Mencken 

"Our lives are shaped by 
those who love us and those 
who refuse to love us." 
·Anonymous 



The Anti-Poem 
0, Thou has brought 

Bitter utterance to my soul. 
My soul stirs with such great sorrow. 

All cliche'. 
All crap. 

This is the anti-poem. 
I will not rhyme. 

I will not use s-o-u-1 anymore. 
I will not use big words I do not know the meaning of. 

I will not ramble on about stupid nonsense and try to make myself 
sound like some famous dead guy. 

I will not succumb to "deep-thought syndrome." 

This is the anti-poem. 
I will aggravate all you deep thinkers. 

I will make you hate this. 
I will make you gouge your eyes out and hurl at my shallowness and 

superficial attitude. 
But I do not care. 

This is the anti-poem. 

"Maybe I'm the one that's normal and everyone else is crazy." 
-Toni Dawson 

·-- -~·· 



"When everything comes 
your way, you're in the 
wrong lane." 
-Anonymous 

To err is 
human. And 
stupid. 
-Anonymous 

ADVICE 

What would you do differently 
If you knew what would happen 
tomorrow? 
Would it change the way you acted 
When today becomes yesterday? 
Do you consider the consequences 
Of everything you choose? 
Or do you jump in, head first, 
Thinking you have nothing to lose? 
Would you be a different person? 
Would you think things through? 
Would there he more feeling put 
into 
All the things you do? 
Answer all the questions, 
Know everything you can. 
But really, though, you should 
know 
You're just a simple man. 
Weigh all of your decisions, 
Think about how you act. 
Because if you don't, you could end 
up 
Stabbing someone in the hack. 
Gut-wrenching, heart-tearing, 
However it may he. 
Things sometimes really are 
As had as they seem. 
Take the time 
To remember all I've said. 
And don't do anything you'll wish 
you hadn't done ... 
When you're dead. 

"If at first you don't 
succeed, destroy all 
evidence you tried." 
-An~nymous 

" A career? I've 
thought about this 
quite a bit, sir, and 
I would have to say 
considering what's 
waiting out there 
for me, I don't want 
to sell anything, 
buy anything or 
process anything 
as a career. I don't 
want to sell 
anything bought or 
processed or buy 
anything sold or 
processed or 
repair anything 
sold, bought or 
processed as a 
career." 
-Lloyd Dobler, 
"Say Anything" 
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Nonchalant ... 

Coming in from the pouring rain 
Outside looking in 
Defending a heart's desire 
She'll never love again ... 

How is she supposed to 
Forget all that he has done 
How could she forget 
He was the one ... 

That took the person's life 
Whom she cared for the most 
No longer a wife 
No longer his host ... 

She has the proof within 
The proof from all this time 
This time he went too far 
She '11 never love again 

Thinking back on years 
At what has taken place 
She realiz.ed what was next for her .. . 
In taking her own life 

She '11 never love again 

A~t"ea¥ 
'R&cNWW dow V\I he-Y 

A lrec-ufy ~~ 
A~~loolv 
Veep~fhe; que«~ 

Of her- petM11 
Aq~~C!/ 
f Y'O"ml~ who­

p~ her-



My Simple Love 

Expanding my vocabular 
Educating myself 

hile searching the words 
I express to the one I lov 

Seeking appropriate behavior 
Rambling on and on 

He never looks, listens or feels 
He hasn't a care in the world 

untitled 

A violent act took place 
Wrong place at the wrong time 
Struggling for power 
And possession 
Blood was shed 
Sirens were heard 
A warning left 
The innocent was blamed 
Imprisoned forever 

Red fillnt 
Cl:n.eing .. illls af sdid uhte 
~ i1(wj 518tte"ed 
Pa~g rbm ttE QrEs 

Drip. Dql 
[k;pping rbm 

Paed fillnt 
~ 



~ 00~ ~~e that doni quite understand reality shy away from ttle ~~ 
·Amber Ellis 
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There were rats in the 
souff1e' again. The 
1ast time this happened 
Mrs. Coupen found the 
tai1 and had a heart 
attack, but she on1y 
thought it was a worm . 
I bet if she knew it was 
a rat, she wou1d've 
fa11en dead as a doormat 
right there in her 
souff1e' . Mama said it 
wasn't the rat that gave ~ 

her the heart attack, it 9 
was because she was • 
eighty-seven. I sti11 
think it was the rat . 
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My life has been tough for me. First, I was taken away from my 

mom with a11 of my brothers and sisters. I went to live with complete 

strangers. It took forever to get to their home. 

I was beginning to get carsick. A11 this motion of back and 

forth, from side to side ... oh, I was sick. I got sick a11 over the 

little boy. Then I was hollered at for getting sick. 

Finally, we got there. I was nervous. I had no idea how to act. 

However, their kids were excited about me being there. They gave me a 

tour of the house, my own food plate, and my own cup. 

"Penny, come here; you can sleep in my room tonight." 

"These kids are great." I guess I have to get up and go in her 

room for the night. I stayed in her room for a while and decided to go 

check in a11 the other rooms. 

"Penny, where are you going?" 

"!'11 be right back. I'm just checking the other room okay, kid?" 

"We11 okay, but come back okay, girl?" 

"Yeah sure, kid." 

We11 I began to do this every night and always went back to the 

little girl's room. 

While we lived there, I was hit by a UPS truck, and almost killed 

by lightning. When I was hit it only cut my leg and I just needed 

stitches in my leg. The lightning incident happened when I was 

standing next to a tree and lightning hit the tree. Ever since then, I 

have been petrified of thunderstorms. 

We lived there for only three years and ended up moving. 



"Okay, is everyone packed? We're getting ready to leave now," 

the mom hollered out. 

I had just gotten used to this place, and now we're moving. 

"Penny are you ready?" 

"Yep, sure am. Let's go; I'm ready to see my new house." 

"All right, kids, let's go." 

Everyone piled into the car; It took about fifteen minutes to 

get there. It took about four trips to get everything to the new 

house. The new house was much smaller than the other house. I had 

more land to explore. 

The kids didn't like it much because they said it was too far 

from their friends . 

I like this family but the children can get very annoying because 

they tend to hug me and cling to me too much. 

I like living here because I made a bunch of nice friends. The 

woman that lives next door ended up having like eight kids of her own. 

They were fun to play with until they got teeth and they liked to bite 

on my ears for some reason. 

I'm almost nine years old now, and I still live with the same 

people. Their children are both in high school. So I'm at home all 

day long pretty much by myself, until about four o'clock. 

We go on long trips back home where I see my mom and my brothers 

and sisters. 

I am getting much older now and the children play with me less 

than they used to. My life span is only about 13 years old. But that's 

how the dog life goes. 
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"A lie gets 112 way around the world 
before the truth has a chance to get 
its pants on." 

-Church Hill 

"I wish I got what I wanted. I 
wish I knew what I wanted.,. 

·MandyW. 
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'l'ree .•. tree ••• tree .•. treeo.tree. 'ii looked oNt tlte car 
window. Everflflting was whizzing bfl. 'tree ••• tree ••• tree. /tll11 
ltead started to feel funn11 and Daddfl said to quit looking out 
tlte window. 

''Daddfl, Whfl do we have to go see grandnt.a?'1 

"Because hone11." 
110h. 11 

(irandma alwa11s smelled funn11. Daddfl said it was the 
formalde1t11de. 'l'ltere was never anflfhlng to do at grandmas. 
Her house alwa11s smelled lilce bacon and lier chairs were it~ltfl. 
'iJt felt Uke babfl ants crawling on 11our legs.. One time, 'ii 
watched a whole ant colon11 build their house 011t of red dirt. 'ii 
wish 9 could plafl in the dirt now. 

We pulled in the drivewa11 and 'ii didn't want to get 011t. 

Daddfl came and opened the door. He took mg hand and led 
me up the wooden stairs. 

"}low give grandma a hNg and tell lier flON lo11e her.n He 
told me. 

"Whfl Daddg?" 
"(JecGNSe, honef1 ••• it's nice." 
"Oh." 
He tapped on the screen door and a~er a few seconds, 

grandma came to the door. She smiled down at me. 
"ffeg, ]tllom. How are flON?" Daddg asked her as we 

walked inside. 
"Olt ••• SJ'm aright. Slts jNSt this darn hip, it keeps poppin 1 

oNt." Site said rubbing her side. 
We went into the living room and 'ii tltoNgltt to mgself, 

olcafl ltere come the ants. 'ii ga11e grandma a htcg and got a 
good whiff of tlte formaldelt11de. 

''M.11! Sweetie! flour getting' so big! How old are f18 ?11 Site 
asked me. 'ii held up 5 fingers and site smiled at me. 9 sat 
down beside Daddfl, and grandma poured us some lemonade. 
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9 swung mfJ legs over the side of the couch and looked 
around. Siie had lots of pictures e11ert1where and a cuckoo 
clock. over the fireplace. Dadd!I carefullfl handed me a short 
glass of lemonade and winked at me. 9 smelled the lemonade 
and took. a little drink. 9 could feel mfJ cheeks gettillg little 
and ltlfl face wrinkle up lilce the time 9 found a mole in the 
bade 11ard and plclced it up t.tnd squeezed it. 9ts e!les got real 
big and }Komm11 !lelled a bad word about the devil and 9 
dropped the mole. 9 don't know where it went. 

t;;randma lcept tallcin' about her head hurtin' and she put 
a wet rag to it. 9 thought it was because of her hip but 9 
didn't SAfl nothin'. 9 sat and watched the wa11 she tallced. Her 
teeth were real shinfl and white and she moved her tongue a 
lot. 

She started working her Jaw and Cord if site didn't take 
her teeth out! 9t was a while before 9 realized Daddfl was 
pinching mg leg and he shook his head at me. 'jor the next 
half-hour 9 sat and watched her teeth float in a glass of water 
and tried to pull lfl!I teeth out. 9 figured It was magic cause 9 
couldn't do it. 

Soon t;;randma pulled out a little green box and put some 
brown stringfl stuff up under her lip. 'Chen ever!I once in a 
while she'd spit in a tin can that was beside the cllair on the 
floor. 9 didn't lik.e the looks of it so 9 aslced Daddfl if 9 could 
go to the bathroom. 

''fleah hone11. t;;o outside to the little brown building. 
9 got up and went outside. 'the ants finall!JJ went '""'"fl· 

9 saw tlle brown building and swung open the door. 'i:'ltere 
was nothin' but dirt on the ground and 9 didn't se no pottfJ. 
'lllere was just a big hole in tlle ground. 9 loolced in it and 9 
couldn't see the bottom. 9 didn't wanna fall in so 9 just 
thought 'il'd hold it till we got home. 

When 9 got back inside tjrctndma was tellin' Daddfl about 
some old person that died a long time ago. Site went on and 
on. 9 didn't care much about what site was sa.t1in'. 

'jinctllfl, Da.ddfl said it was time to go. 9 couldn't wait to 
get home and wash off the formaldehflde. Daddfl said goodbfle 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 



~ 
~ 
~ 

and we got in the car. 9 WC1t1ed bfle to tjra.ndma.. Site smiled 
at me a.gain. 

16Da.ddy?" 9 a.sited when we got on the road. "Did 
fjra.ndma. lcnow tlt.e dinosa..,,s?11

• 

~o lt.onefJ" 
11Da.dd111 how did she take It.er teeth out?" 
'1tfl.a.gic 1tone11." 
"9 thought so. Da.ddfl dld 11ou drink. fJOU're lemonade?" 
'Wo hone11." 
11}Vl.e either." 9 loolced out the car window and was glad 

to be getting home. 
'l'ree •.. tree ••• tree .•. 

..]tlla.ndy Walker 
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BLUE 

The cold blue enameled bleachers, 
Motionless under the blue powdery 

sky. 
Football players in their blue jerseys, 
Crashing down on the blue yard lines 

And the smooth blue goal covers. 
Fake smiles upon the cheerleaders­
Jumping, yelling, waving their shiny 

slick, blue pom poms. 
Numbers rising on the blue scoreboard 

In favor of us. 
The blue megaphones announcing we've 

won. 
Shiny, bright reflections on the blue 

helmets as 
The players gather to celebrate the 

victory. 
Mountains of people, walking, rushing, 

leaving, piling 
Into their cars-some blue. 

Blue numbers identifying who they are 
in the blue state of North Carolina. 

Blue headlights blinding eyes­
Blue cowbells ringing their joy of 

victory. 
Football games-Games of blue. 

-Mandy Walker 
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Jes.ska Parker sat on the cold metal chair of the St. John's Hospital waiting room. She 
watched the people's shoes as they walked by. The hospital was crowded for a Wednesday 
night. She wished to herself that she was not there, that she was at home, on the couch with 
Jason. 

Jason was her best friend, her companion, and her boyfriend of three years. She was 
waiting on him. Waitins for him to walk through the swinging doors with a smile on his 
gorgeous face and tell her he was fine. However, she knew he was not. She felt It deep down 
inside, he was in pain. 

It seemed that every person who walked out the door was doing it just to spite her. 
Finally, the man In the white coat, the doctor, came out and walked towards her. The look on 
his face was like someone punching her In the stomach. She stood up. 

•Mis.s Parker I presume?• He asked extending a hand. 

She took It. His hand was cold. Doctor's hands were always cold. She nodded her head. 
Right then, she knew. She sat down again and started biting her thumbnail. 

11Mi.ss Parker, Jason has lost a lot of blood and he's suffering from a serious head injury. 
He has broken some ribs and his lungs are bruised. He Is uncomdous right now and ... "' He 
looked down for a moment. 

•what? What's wrong? He's going to be okay, right?• She yelled. The room grew quiet. 
She could feel all eyes on her. 

•He doesn't have much time. He's lost too much blood and ... "' 

•11 11 give blood! I can give blood, can't I?" 

•it wouldn't be enough. I'm sorry ... • He said with a sorrowful look painted across his 
face. 

Those four words hurt. It's like that feeling you get after you just finished running and sit 
down and your legs are tingly and shaky. 

•Miss Parker, would you like to see him?"' 

•ves, • she managed to say after a few seconds. 

He led her to the room. Number 513. She stood at the door with her hand on the 
knob. 

-Yake as long as you like,• the doctor said and turned away to see other patients. 

She finally opened the door and slowly pushed it open. Jason was lying on the small bed 
with an IV In his arm and an EKG machine was sitting by his bed. The beeps were far apart. 
She pulled the only chair up close to his bedside. His face was no longer gorgeous with 
scratches and cuts all over from the windshield, she guessed. 

She took his hand In hers. It was warm. He was so pale. Looking at him lying in the bed 
so helpless, the tears started to pour over her eyelids. 

Who was she going to call late at night when she was having a bad dream? Who was going 
to make her laugh when she was feeling down? What was she going to do when he wasn't there 
for her? Ever? Who was she going to spend the rest of her life with? How was she going to live 
without him? 

She wiped the tears off his arm that had fallen from her eyes. She realized she no longer 
heard the short beeps, but a long, comlstent tone that deafened her ears and numbed her mind. 



Ludicrous 
Attractive 
Unusual 
Guffawing 
Howling 
Tittering 
Entertaining 
Roaring 

"Intelligence and hormones arc 
not mutually exclusive ... " 

--Guilty as Sin 
Tami Hoag 

HEART 
Looking deep into my soul, 

I find: 
Longing 
Dread 

Wondering 
Pondering 

Hope 
Depression 

Music 
Love 

And finally the reason 
That I never look­

Me 

"There is no psychialrisl in the 
world like a puppy licking your 
face." 

-- Bern Williams 
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"I'"Oenwer 
6aS t6e 
courage to 
6elie"Oe in. 
notl)in.g. • 

nJ11'1nof 
l'amandia 

The only regrel I will have 
in dying is if it is not for 
love. 

-Gabriel Garcia Marquez 

lncessant Ramblings of 
A Wandering Mind 



FOOi.! 
FOOU 
I WAS A FOOi. 'l'O WOK 'l'llEREl 
I WAS A FOOL 1'0 CAREl 
I WAS A FOOL 1'0 WONDER! 
I WAS A FOOi. 'l'O LOOKl 
I WAS A FOOL 1'0 SEE 
1'111S llFAR1' INSIDE 'l'lllS BOY. 
AND A FOOl.1'0 WONDER 
WllA1' 1'1' WOULD BE UllE 
1'0 BE llEl.D IN 'l'UIS UEAR1', 
BY 'l'UIS BOY. 
NOW, I'll A FOOL IN WVE. 

"A~~/fy ~they 
~~~~." 

-G.K. C~Ol'\t 

''Nothing ... is more beautiful than 
the love that has weathered the 
storms of life. '' 

-}.K. Jerome 

"A person has two legs and one 
sense of humor, and if you're faced 
with the choice, it's better to lose a 
leg." 

-Charles Linder 

"It's easy to criticize, 
but you ain't got the same 
problems as what I got." 

-1984 

"spectr~ C..-Vff.uwe.yv~~~ 

fv<:M.L~ tnOOY4 
So-~~ drea.mt." 

-Wm;. R.~13~ ([) 

AGE 
Age is a barrier, 

A wall, 
A cage. 

Age is a blessing, 
A curse, 
A phase, 

And even a maze. 

Often too young. 
Often too old. 

Too old to be young. 
Too young to be old. 
A song yet to sing. 
A song that is done. 
Where do I stand? 

Where do I go? 

The road yet unmade? 
That road is too new­

Too young to follow through. 
That one over there? 

Too old. 

Lost and confused 
In an old world 
Yet to be made. 

I'll follow my heart 
Through the labyrinth 

Of age. 

Let me in, world!! 
I'm young, growing old. 



Daddy 
Daddy was a gentle man 

Gentle as the snow 

Daddy was a tall man 
Tall and big 

Daddy was a brace 
A brace that stood around me 

Every minute of my life 

Daddy had bad moods 
Like every man on Earth 

He'd always go back loving me 
He'd always be on Earth 

When I was eight 
I learned anew 

What it meant to be 
Without you 

I'm eleven now, 
You're still not here 

I guess it's time to face 
The truth 

You hear of other people 
Dying 

But never wou Id you 
Expect it to be ... 

Your daddy!! 

r····:i~~k--i~-~~~-;-~h~~~~-~~h;·· · · · · ·--i 
j you have no choice. Destiny is 
! making a choice when given 
! the chance." 

L . ~~~~: .... .. ...... .. ........... .. ....................... ! 

Journal #12 
Desolate and dim, 

The sky reflects 
The very thoughts 

Of my soul. 
And overhead, 
The canopy of 
My prison bed 
Mocks my soul. 
The gray walls 
Surround me. 

Are they 
The walls of my soul? 

The walls of my heart? 
The walls of my world? 

Or are they 
The walls of my life? 

Whate'er they be, 
They come closer 
With each breath 

I take. 
Oh, to escape this trap 

That is my body. 
If only I could 

Leave it behind, 
Like the shell of the nautilus 

Lying on the beach, 
While its soul 
Freely roams 

In the cheerful world 
That is now so very 
Desolate and dim 

Like the sky reflecting 
The very thoughts 

Of my soul. 

r·-;:~t-·i·~· ·;h;·ili~-~~1·h~~·;i~~~~:····· ·· · ···-· · · ·-1 

l because he is defeated from the start." ' 
! -.,A Farewell to Arms 
; Ernest Hemingway 

I 
L. ······ -· ........................................................................................ ................... .: 
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"Fall in love 
whenever you 
can." 

-Practical 
Magic 

"The eyes 
that fix you in 
a fommlated 
phrase ... " 

-T.S. Eliot 

'1111 ma: WhV Is 11 
lhat when men play, 
Ibey alWays plav at 
klUln111ach other;t" 

-Tiie Talented Mr. 
Rinlev 

Love 
Unyielding, Hopeless 

Pounding, Slaughtering, Killing 
Hunger, sadness, pain, loss 

Forgotten 

"This is courage .. . to bear unflinchingly what 
heaven sends." 

--Euripides 



The Future-- Today 
No boundaries to hold us down 
No limitations to pin us 

Into our own little world 
In a world where fairy tales 

Are no more 
And computer animation 

Becomes a nightmare 
for every man, woman, & child 
On an insubstantial planet 

Where holograms are everything 
We know 

Where substance is unethical 
Where everyone can be their own 

And everyone else as well 
For now ..• 
A world of infinite possibilities 
Each one bound and limited 
To protect us from ourselves 
In a wo~ld where fairy tales 

Come true 
And nightmares do too 

Where everyone can be their own 
Which is everyone else as 
well 

We are all one race 
Programmed by human nature 

To become 

That which we make the one 
beside us ••• 

Programmed to conform 

"'tfje secret of secrets is insffie 
me again." 

-~nna ~kfjmatooo: 

"Not while I'm just waking 
up to this ... " 

-Joseph Riddle 

"For the future, for the past--for 
an age that might be imaginary." 

-1984 

"I ASK ONLY THAT YOU ACT ON 
THOSE BELIEFS UPON WHICH 
YOU HAYE SO STRONGLY SPOKEN 
AND IN WHICH YOU STRONGLY 
BELIEVE." 

·THE PATRIOT 

"And as it went my tortured soul 
Burst forth and fled in such a gust 
That all about me swirled the dust." 

-Edna St. Vincent Millay 

"My bladder must be near my eyes." 
-Angela's Ashes 

"THIS WAR WILL BE FOUGHT 
NOT ON THE FRONTIER, OR ON 
SOME DIST ANT BATTLEFIELD, 
BUT IN OUR HOMES. OUR 
CHILDREN WILL LEARN OF IT 
WITH THEIR OWN EYES." 

·THE PATRIOT 

''There are so few of us, we 
should not hate each other." 

-Geronimo: An 
American Legend 

"The wild winds of fortune will 
carry me onward." 

" ... lay down the melancholy 
burden of sanity." 

--Man of La Mancha 

"To revel in the wonders of life, 
to think, to remember, to 
dream- this is to know 
happiness. 

-Giancarlo Di Gratsi 

"Since feeling is first." 
E.E. Cummings 
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I've made up m.y mind 
-the Get Up Kids 



Upon being ~n my own 9 decide all of the following, 

what 9 eat all the way to what 9 put in my head 

I nails or otherwise/ 

in doing so 9 become better 

known as an 9. 

An 9 is someone that sticks out in society because so much 

of society pushers you the way known as 

p.c. or (politically correct), 

and when you release that curve ball that is often missed by 

society's glove, you are quickly shoved aside. So 9 

congratulate all who manage to hang in the public eye for 

their full 15 seconds 
. 

causing as much humor as possible whether enjoyed by the 

writer or not. 



~--------------------- - -

Why my mullet is important to me? 

It is business in the front party in the back 
It is Camaro hair 
It is the ability to pick up any woman 
I love Billy Ray Cyrus 
People are afraid to fight me 
Because I love my mom 
I am the coolest guy at any bar 
Ladies love to run their hands though the mullet 

.com 

why must we all have dot corn's 
what do you really have to say that is that important to 

post it 24/7 
sure they are enjoyed sometimes 

but how many times can you read your horoscope 
do something new 

please tell me something worth the time 
it took to type 

www.snapoolBoy@frenchcow.com 
or maybe I would stop complaining if you would just 

change it to dot org every now and again 

I have no art 
Clip art did not like me 

Boohoo 
Sorry to my loyal readers 

Will Sutphin 



What if Uncle Sam was really Aunt Pam 
Instead of declaring war 

She puts on makeup and calls all her friends 
A slap on the wrist would replace dropping bombs 

Interns would be safe 
Taxes would be low 

Malls would be open 24 hours 
20% off would be law, at all major shopping malls 

Even the name my Aunt Pam 
Would strike out terror in all lands 

Near and far away 
My Aunt Pam would save the day 

Think of your country 
It is better than butter 

Now comb your hair 100 times 
Then go to bed and dream of the times 

When Aunt Pam would get her first crush 
Who would it be? 

Germany? 
However, long distance relationships never work 

Aunt Pam will cry 
The economy would die 

Maybe Aunt Pam should stay Uncle Sam 



,. 

you WILL Bf3 AMAZF3D TO KNOW THATTHf3 OTHf3R DAY AS I 

WAS Lf3AVINCj MY CjlRLFRlf3NDS HOU.Sf3 TO Rf3TU.RN HOMf3 I 

SAW AN OLD WOMAN PRIVINCj A CADILLAC DOWN THf3 ROAD. I 

KNOW you AR.£3 THINKINCj BICj Df3AL OLD WOMAN DRIVf3S A 

BOATBICj Df3AL BU.TIT WAS THf3 WILD HALLUCINATIONS I HAD 

OF Hf3R SU.DDf3NL y LOOK.IN 0Vf3R AT Mf3 AND Hf3R HAIR 

Bf3COMINCj INFLAMf3D AND Hf3R SMILINCj AT Mf3 WITH A 

SMOOTHf3R FACf3 AND A_}U.ST f3VIL LOOK. MOST WOULD BLAMf3 

!TON PRU.CjS BU.Tl DON/TDO THf3M. SOMf3 MAY SAY UU.ST 

DON/TNf3f3D TO Bf3 DRIVINCj BU.Tl'lvl A CjOOD DRIVf3R. I KNOW 

THIS. SO MY LASTC OMMF3NTIS "'WATCH OUT FOR FLAMf3D 

HAIR f3VIL Df3VIL WOMf3N IN THf31R CADDYS SMILINCj AT you AT 

12:40 f3ARL y SA TUR.DAY MORNINCj.,,. 

Go Bush! 

By the time the masses read this, if they choose to after reading the 
author's name, the subject will have probably been forgotten, but 
everyone loves old crap brought up for no reason. Anyway, as we 
remember the election and how Al Gore was one of the first to realize 
that even if you are the most popular you can lose if you don't get 
thumbs up from big boys like Florida. Another thing learned is if you 
get 50 lawyers and use the excuse, I know I lost but still want to be 
Pres. you can almost gain control of the highest office in the land. 
That is why I say go Bush, he proved he could win all recounts and 
still be made fun of on SNL. I guess what I mean is that out of two 
equals I choose the loser over the bore any day. 



' A smile is just a smile, but when 
ou're in love with someone, a 
mile can be a thousand words." 

--Anon 

" A friend is someone who 
knows all there is to know 
about you, but loves you 
anyway." 

--Glenda Nunn 

" Laughter is the 
shortest distance 
between two people." 

--Victor Borage 

" To be loved, Be lovable!" 
--Ovid 

" Not everything that can be 
counted counts, and not everything 
that counts can be counted." 

-Albert Einstein 

" The laws of gravity cannot 
be held responsible for 
falling in love." 

--Einstein 

"Don't talk unless you can improve the 
silence." 

--Laurence Coughlin 



"Time is a great teacher, but 
unfortunately it kills all its pupils" 

--Hector Berlioz 

The Journey Of Life 

Come along with me on this journey called life, 
The road ahead will be full of happiness and strife. 
Don't hesitate to walk fast through your trip, 
The gravel and rocks may cause you to lose your grip. 
The ditches on the path may force you to jump, 
And fallen trees may have to be cut, leaving you with the stumps. 
On some days the sun may refuse to shine, 
It may seem as if you are trapped in a cold, dark mine. 
Some days the birds will forget to sing 
And you will find a bird with a broken wing. 
The wind will blow and leaves will rustle, 
The fear it brings will cause you to hustle. 
But be careful once you start to run, 
Especially when you've lost the light of the sun. 
For in the dark the demons arise 
And it is hard to look for heavenly skies. 
But one day the sun will rise once more 
And you'll see the heavenly light behind closed doors. 
The ditches and holes in the road will be filled, 
All the dreams will come alive that were once killed, 
The birds will sing eternally and every dove shall fly. 
The sky will be blue and the sun will never die. 
So don't give up and don't give in, 
This is a journey that you can surely win. 
So, come with me on this journey called life, 
The road ahead will be full of happiness and strife. 
Always keep walking and never stop to sleep, 
And always remember that "still waters run deep.• 

Daydreams 
Visions, Pictures 
Hoping, Wishing, Waiting 
Love, Fortune, Fame, Popularity 
Finding, Holding, Achieving 
Wanting, Craving 
Nightmares 

"Lead us not into temptation. 
Just tell us where it is: we'll 
find it." 
-Sam Levinson 

"We are living in a world today where lemonade is made from artificial 
flavors and furniture polish is made from real lemons." - - Newman 



The Gr·eat Light 

Never 
Ending 
Waves of 
Secrets 

Deep within a world full of evil and lies, 
There beats one true soul that will never die. 
The demons and devils knock at her door, 
They call out her name more and more. 
The evil chases her from her drearns at night, 
They push her and grab her and fill her with fright. 
She closes her eyes and fears no fate, 
She possesses a love the demons cannot take. 
Through all the evi I she remains true, 
The day the devil wins will never be due. 
She refuses to give up, she refuses to give in, 
Her true soul is immune to the evil sins. 
On through the cold night she runs and runs. 
She is searching for the great light beyond the sun. 
When she gets to the light she' II know what to do, 
She' 11 walk on in and her troubles will be through. 
The demons and devils can no longer chase her into the night 
Once she completes her journey of finding the great light. 
Both the demons and devils will clearly understand, 
She is safe now, walking with God, hand-in-hand. 

Mushy dirt 
Underwater 

Limit 
Anyone 
Wanting to Defy 
Society 

Fall 

One season fading, another setting 
in. 

Taking away the flowers. 
Stripping the green from the grass. 
Depleting the vibrant colors from the 

earth. 
Sadness arrives with the hibernation of 

life. 
Gloomy leaves fall withered to the 

ground, 
And crunch beneath the feet of galloping 

horses. 
Cold winds blow and cany away 

happiness. 
Angels shed tears for the loss of beauty. 
But their heavenly tears cannot change 

the season. 
For now it is here, but not forever. 
Someday the sun will shine again, 
Overpowertng the ugliness, 
Bringing life and beauty back into the 

world. 

During the 
Pouring rain 
Unaware of the 
Danger that will be 
Dealt by the bright 
Light and provide no 
Escape from the 
Sweltering sun. 

"Research is what I am doing when I don't know what 
I am doing." 

--Anon 

"If stupidity got us into this mess, then why can't it get us out?'' 
--Will Rogers 



X Marks The Spot 

Always hanging on the wall, 
Balanced by a single nail, 
Covering up a hidden safe, engraved 

with a golden X. 
Disguising a secret sum of money, 
Eternally screaming out in silence. 
Forever stationed as a soldier, 
Guarding a prison cell. 
Hoping for a warrior who is 
Intelligent and wise and will serve 
Justice to the artist and be 
Kind enough to 
Listen as the painting 
Mutters of a secret stash 
Nestled behind a visible 
Omen of a 
Pirate on his noble 
Quest out into the sea. 
Recalling a hidden 
Stash of golden 
Treasure, wishing to 
Uncover the wealth and be 
Victorious once again. 
While the Pirate knows that 
X marks the spot.. .... 
You my friend, must 
Zap the urge to squeal! 

I dreamed 
The thief 
In the museum 
Stole the painting 
Secretly 

As the people rush by, 
The city grows noisy. 

One child stands alone. 
Silence. Silence. 

Is all the child hears. 
Standing alone, holding onto fears, 

Holding on to all the pain and anger. 
This child is rugged and dirty. 
One child stands out of reach. 
All of his troubles and worries 

Fade away as his father approaches. 
Now, everything is alright. 

He is going home. 

Unexpected &flfl6 Walks Into Yourlifo 

A Perfect Match That Fh<es 
The Gap OfLonging And Gives You 
A Friend To Share Your Dreams. 



Someday 

When you smile at me and I smile at you, 
In my heart, I feel more than a friendship, 

something more true. 
I think about you all of the time, 
A sweeter love I shall never find. 
I think about the romances that we will 

share, 
·When we are together, someday, 

somewhere. 
I often picture myself in your arms, 
You are holding me tight, away from all 

harms. 
When l hear a sweet melody in the air, 
l envision us dancing, only you and l are 

there. 
Each time I find a new love to walk with 

hand-in-hand, 
My heart tells me that you should be 

standing where he stands. 
I keep my feelings for you inside of my 

heart, 
Hoping that when we are older, our Jove 

will start. 
So 1 try to hold on to my dreams, and 

each night I pray, 
That I will be with you before someone 

else takes your heart away. 

LIMERICKS 

There was a little calico cat, 
Who slept on the welcome mat. 
While having a nice dream, 
She heard her master scream, 
For, running across the floor was a rat! 

ere was an annoying little bird 
at had the loudest chirp you 

ever heard. 
was orange, yellow and white, 
tll he fell off the branch that 

night, 
d then he never chirped a word. 
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Carefully ~~ -~ed for a -~. 
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"The covers of this book are too far apart." 
-Ambrose Bierce 

"If you can't convince them, confuse them." 
--Harry S. Truman 

"A poem is never finished, 
only abandoned." 

--Paul Valery 





FRIEND 
A friend is someone who is there 
A friend is someone who will care 

I AM ME 

Iam me 
Just plain me 
I don't do any extraordinary 
things 
I don't have a special talent 
I'm not a genius 
and I'm not a model. 
I'm not famous 
and probably never will be. 
I am just and individual 
I am one person 
I am the one and only me! 

A friend is someone who will never let you down 
A friend will always be around 

Life is depressing without a friend, 
But even more depressing when you have a 

friend that you can't call a friend at all! 



,----------------------------------, 
: ANEW DAY : 
' i II Ar' 
I ! l'\Ll FOR LOVE, AND NOTHING FOR 
I •Ila In Iha momtnu 
Open mv aves and close them aualn ! .. SPE 
The sun stares Into mv face l 
I stretch mv entire bodV l 
Ona llmb at a uma : 

I remember mv dreams 
The one about me 

: The other one about me 
: And Iha one abom 1111 cat 
: Thav make me smlla 
I 
I 
I 
: I don1 han Iha mouvauon to uat up 
: I realll don1 •m to UBI UD 
: I •uld rather 111 here 
: And never, aver move 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
1 
I 
I 
1 

: I should call In slcll 
'o e,e~ : r DllV dead <d- -»e 
: Whatever allo• me to stav hara o'- ~ 
: Under Iha covers, wrapped In 1111 shaats 0-o,e 
I ·~~ 
I 0~ '\) 
: The cold air brushes mv shoulder , A\.o 
: n sends chllls do• mv bOdV 1 e v·· 

J It makes mv llP qulvar uncontrollablV ! ''~~ 
: I scramble to uat back under the bl nkats : 
: Where Ifs •rm and Where Ifs sale : 
I I 
L----------------------------------1 

·1111111111 In• book ol •••on." 
·lhalles1aara 

11Birds fly hl~ tmtles don't" 
0WillSu~hm 



WORLD Was giant 
I was twelve 

med so big 
I was ten 

t seemed so small 
n I was eight 
ackyard was my world 
amily occupied my world 
ressure , no pam 
s a simplistic place 
ow I'm sixteen 
orld is huge 
things to discover 
people to meet 
when I'm sixty 
uld have done it all 
uld travel, I would fly 
e is a new world out there 
ust waiting to be explored 

Put not your trust in money. but your money in trust. 
. Holmes 

As a teenager never have I felt hatred, I have 
never know hate ... until now, at age 16! This 
feeling .. .its like a mixture of all the bad feelings 
inside me. ANGER, SADNESS, BETRAYAL, JEALOUSY, 

AND MOST OF ALL CONFUSION. IT'S A FEELING THAT 
SHOULD NOT BE FELT. 8UTYET IT IS EVERYWHERE, IN 
SOCIETY, IN REALITY, IT'S A NATURAL FEELING, ITS APPARENT 
IN EVERYDAY LIFE. 

I don't want that burden, I don't want to carry 
that with me for the rest of my life. I never want to 
feel trapped or controlled by my own feelings. Life is 
too short for trivial things like that. Life should be 
a good thing, it's not meant to be wasted, It 
is truly a gift, and some people are ruining 
their lives, they can't let go of some of their 
anger. Why can't people let go of some of their 
anger? why can't they let themselves be happy? 

But what about the racist and the 
prejudiced? What about those people? they will 
always be angry and unhappy. Because you can't 
really experience life and what it has to offer, if 
you are mad at the world. 
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m an 
"Things I've done I don't 
regret, I just learn from 
mistakes in the past, 
knowing now I had to 
earn respect and earn 
trust .... " 
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"Liff i5 TOO 5HO~T TO LiVf ALO 
WiTHOVT 50Mf0Nf TO (ALL MY 
OWN." 

-5VRFA(f 

"Laugh and cry) live a1 
Life is a dream we are 
J . " ureaming. 

-Celine Dio' 

·1.~~T THrE uOQJC~ Of lCOV~0 lEVrElRVCO~~ f3fECOMrES A ~Off o [/{/ 

=lPlAuO 



A Ballad 

Beneath the grassy mountain 
On a Sunday in the spring 

A woman was betrayed by love 
And her name was Sarah Jean. 

"I will always love you", 
Mason said to Sarah Jean. 
"But I have a new love, 

And her name is Anna Irene." 

Sarah Jean ran down the hillside 
She didn't take very long 

Before she found her daddy's rifle 
At the log cabin they called home. 

Beneath the grassy mountain 
Sarah Jean looked in his eyes 

"Mason, I will always love you, 
But Mason, you have to die." 

She drug his body down the hillside 
She placed it on Irene's door 

She knocked at it four times and cried 
''You can't have him anymore!" 

Sarah Jean pulled out her rifle 
On this Sunday in the spring 

And shot at this woman and killed her 
This woman named Anna Irene. 

A woman was betrayed by love 
And her name was Sarah Jean 

She gave them two what they deserved 
On this Sunday in the spring. 

(DON'T TRY THIS AT HOME!) 

FADED 

IN THE NIGHT 
AMIDST MY DREAMS 

YOUR PRESENCE HAUNTS ME 
AND YOU REMIND ME 

OF HOW WE ONCE WERE 
TOGETHER ALMOST FOREVER 

BUT THEN WE FADED 
FADED INTO THE SKY 
NEVER MORE TO LOVE 
NEVER MORE TO CRY. 

Paths 

Sometimes 
I look back 
On my life 

And I wonder 
How it took 

Th i s path 
How can I 

Face myself 
When I am sad 

Within my heart 
When I smile 

On the surface 
As the pain gnaws 

On me inside 
I feel my 

Inner guilt 
And all the sorrow 

I hold inside 
I tell myself to 
Change this path 

To take 
The better one 

But I am who I am · 
And some things 

Cannot be changed. 



"ft is such a secret place, the land of tea J'I' 'ft A 1 (ff f iv~ -Antoine de Saint Exupery 

fM WA1(ttitv6 YOQ 
PO YOQ Stt Mt? 
f tvUAtvOtvG MY SOQl 
wrrn YOQR 60 l001'S. 
fM PRtAMitv6 Ot YOQ 
PO YOQ P~tAM Ot Mt? 
HOlPitvG YOQ (l0St 
itv lttt PARK- Ot lttt tvi6ttl. 

-··-··-··-··-··-·· 
:J3Jarz ia5 thrz Color 

:J3Jarz arrz thrz rzgrza5 of thrz onrz I Jovrz 
It ia5 thrz a5oal of thrz hrza vrznJJ abovrz 
Whrzn mg hrzart ia5 fillrzd with pain 
I jaa5t look into thrz rzgrza5 
Of thrz onrz I Jovrz. 
:J3Jarz aJJ thrz a5parklinf1 watrzra5 
<f>hinin& in thrz nrzvrzr-rznding JJ!Za 

tfia5 rzgrza5 JJtarrz drzrzp into minrz 
'(Ynd I a5!Z!Z how Jifrz JJhoald brz. 
:J31arz aJJrzd to brz a eolor 
Fall of grirzf and rrzsrrzta5, 
:J3at now blarz mrzanJJ JJO maeh morrz. 
:J3Jarz arrz thrz rzgrz,s of thrz onrz I lovrz 

r It ia5 thrz soul of thrz hrza vrzns abovrz 
Whrzn mg hrzart iJS fil/rzd with pain 

: '(111 I ha vrz to do 
la5 look into thrz rzgrzJS of thrz onrz ! lovrz. 

. ·-··-··-··-··-··-· 
"7he humAn spirit is 
stron9er dtAn AD!Jtbin9 thAt 

hAppeos to it'. 

C.·C.· .,Scott 

FROM YOUR ANGEL 

TEARS FILL MY BLUE EY 

AS I LOOK DOWN UPON ~ 

FROM THE HEAVENS ABO\ 

IT SEEMS UNREAL I ' M G( 

THIS IS SUPPOSED TO BE 

BETTER PLACE 

BUT I CAN'T HELP BUT ~ 

I COULD BE WITH YOU 01 

AGAIN 

You GO TO BED EACH NH 

WITH OCEANS IN YOUR EY 

A SMILE CROSSES YOUR F 

WHEN YOU REMEMBER US 

AND OUR LOVE, OUR KIS~ 

THAT WE SHARED FOR ALMO. 

YEAR 

You FEEL MY PRESENCE 

SOMETIMES 

YES, I AM REALLY THE! 

I WISH THAT YOU COULD , 

ME 
THAT I COULD COMFORT ) 

TELL YOU IT'S GOING TO 

OKAY 

BUT IT'S TOO LATE TO SJ 

You 

How DEEPLY I CARE FOR 

TIME CAN NOT TURN BAC 

To THAT LAST NIGHT WE I 

BEFORE MY FATE UNWOUN 

Now ALL I CAN DO 

Is HOPE YOUR HEART WILL 

AND REMEMBER ME 

I' M SMILING DOWN ON YC 

FROM HEAVEN • 

FROM: 
YOUR ANGE 

':4 PERSON'S LOOKS ARE NEVER 
GOING TO MAKE YOU LOVE THEM OR 
LIKE THEM" 

"I wtsh they wo 
take me as I am 

-Vtncent 
-DREW BARRYMORE 



"Set sail and away! The ventures of dreamland are thine for a day." 
-Silas Weir Mitchell 

n His Dreams! 

Watching me, 
Waiting for me 

loser is pursuing me. 
He only dreams 

He could be 
omeone within 
My fantasy. 

ng me, harassing me 
ure is brave isn't he? 
To think that he 
ould ever believe 
could love him. 
In his dreams! 

Can s@metimes be IDajjiC. 

• • r.C Can s@mett.mes ... just 

illusi@n." 

-Javan 

"<Don't fet {ije 
discourage 
you;everyone who 
got where he is 
had to 6egin where 
he was." 
-<.Richard<£ vans 

rr•7i•"...' :-:- t.! i.;·· ..i-:' - -· : . .)~ -~ "- ~':>. ; .. -.;:,. - •• • l 

l·· t'· 

!I 1 Did Not Ask To B~ !! 
M Voices cry out on the streets ~! 
!~ below ~ 
i Sirens screech, and I hear them ~i 
l' 1 ;;- speak ·:: 1J J, 

i;! I can't understand them ~\ 
·~ j' ;·~ They speak German ,,l 
;1r r'• 
!~ Fear rushes through me ~l 
l~ And I can hear my own heart ~; 
.~ They are going to find me \1; 
14 It' t f . . ' f . ·I~ n s no air, 1t s not air 1;l 

!~ I did not ask to be born '.! 

l~ Different than them .·:i 

l~ Footsteps pound downstairs ~! 
l~ Booming voices ring out ~I 
!~ I crouch under my table )il 

!,~ Hoping not to be found ;! 

I~ I hope Momma and Daddy ~l 
i,' Are safe now at work 1

1 

l~ I wish I could run JI 
):i But I can't, I'm so scared ''.\ 
H Our doors burst open fJl 

!~ The deep voices, angered ·', 
l~ Voices, full of hatred ~! 
l~ Begin searching <ll 

1~ "Please God, . 
1·1 • 
rn do not let them see me. ~i 
!~ I have my life to live j,i 
1 ' !~ I am only seventeen." i:l 
!~ I pray silently Jl 
ll~ As the voices draw closer. '.lj 

l!~ THEY SEE ME. ~I 
I M ~ 

11
j y hopes diminish . , 

1~ I have no escape tJf 

I:~ I am punished for being J! 

l~ Something I did not ask to be. 11 
'i .u 

ir' '1
1 

~~ _ ... _.~.,. ,, :··."<','·-·'S;...;·! •. ~ .!~: :~:~:. '"-1!;J. .:·::.·==~~11l,_·1J 

MY 0(tAlY fYtS 

ms tYtS ARt ~tut AS l~t 0(tAN 
AlVP l~t tl0witv6 RivtRS ARt 

~fS ltARS 
Ht POS StS StS lOVt wn~ilY 

l11Al (0Mt0RlS MY ~tARl AlYP 
SOUl 

Ht (RMltS MY Utt 
wn~ so MU(~ ~APPitvtSS 

ms nus1 ttvMtts Mt 
TO gtutvt ilY OQR t(flURt 
HiS lOVt iS MY snttv6n 

AlYP w~ttv i l001'. itvlO ~iS tYtS 
i Stt tORtvtR AlYP ~tYOlYP. 

"I AM NOT AFRAID OF 
STORMS, FOR I AM 
LEARNING HOW TO SAIL MY 
SHIP." 

-HELEN KELLER 



( 

It Haunts Me 

It haunts me in 
the night 

It creeps into my 
dreams 

I try to destroy 
it 

But it still 
remains. 

In my mirror I see 
it 

Its eyes are a 
gleaming red 

Its arms 
outstretch towards 

me 
And pull 
And take 

me in 
me to 

my own prison 
Full of hate, 
Full of fear. 
It comes to me 

each 
Night 

And creeps into my 
dreams 

Vanish, it will 
not 

As it haunts me 
in my dreams. 

"The more we know the better 
we forgive. Whoever feels 
deeply. feels for all who live." 

-Madame de Stael 

GLISTEN 

MOONLIGHT GLISTENS ON 

THEIR SKIN 

UNDER THE EBONY NIGHT 

SKY 

THE TWO LOVERS SILENTLY 

SLEEPING 

IN A LAND OF A THOUSAND 

DREAMS. 

WARMTH FILLS THEIR 

HEARTS 

AND GIVES THEM STRENGTH 

WITH IN. 

THE TWO LOVERS QUIETLY 

RISE 

AND FACE THE DAY 

TOGETHER 

STRUGGLES THEY MAY FACE 

Bur LIFE CONTINUES ON 

AND SHINES HOPE ON 

TOMORROW IN A LAND OF A 

THOUSAND DREAMS. 

"Say fal'"ewell to the dal'"k o( night, I see the coming o(t 
sun. " -Bl'"i<ln Mcknight 

":Never give up on e.x:periencing true fuve. I 
6e6.eve eacli ancf every person lias a sou[mate. In 
time you wi[[ find tliem ". 

-}lmancfa }lnington 



"The man that knows somethin' knows that he knows nothin' 
at all"(Erykah Badu) 

"Never do what they do"(unknown) 

"Never feel like you have to explain who you 
are, or defend who you are, or act in ways that please 
other people if you must dishonor yourself to do so." 
(Ebun Adelona) 

"The world is mine when I wake up I don't need nobody 
telling me the time."(Erykah Badu) 

"All you must hold on to is you is you."(Erykah Badu) 



Sometimes I feel like I am running 
But I am never going anywhere. 
Sometimes I yell to the top of 
My lungs and nobody hears me. 

Maybe I am running too fast, and I 
Miss everything that is mine. 

And maybe I'm talking too loud 
That I am talking over the people 

Who are talking back. 



VOICES 

THE VOICES IN HER HEAD NEVER WENT AWAY 
They only grew louder. She never had 
a true IDYe, but she has had a true lust. 

She is just a girl with voices in her head. 
In a room full of darkness she is sitting still. 

The voices began to speak one by one. 
One voice said why did you steal the matches 
From the one room hotel. And any voice that 
Sounded like her mother said you will never 
Be anything. The voices came faster and louder. 

She is just a girl with voices in her head. 
In a room full of darkness she is sitting still. 

Noise 
As I sit here and all I can hear is noise. 
I try to stop the noise but the noise grows bigger. 
I try to take over the noise but the noise is too 
loud. 
Then out of the noise there came a sweet sound. And 
It said just breathe. I began to breathe, and the 
noise slowly 
Went away. 



''No day but today" 
Jonathan Larson, Rent 

"ThB fuftJtB hBlong~ to tho~B who hBliBVB in fhB hB:JtJfy of thBit t/tB:Jm~ '' 

tleanot Roo~evelt 

___ ..... to care abOllt• 
""i'ltuwe ts so mudi In \ill09 lfVI"' 

"Imagination is the highest kite one can fly" 
Lauren Bacall 

Laura Dern 

"Stop screwing with my 
head, it's freaky!" 

Jenny Walker 

"I believe it was 
Gandhi who said 'there 
more to life than 

lS 

increasing speed' or maybe 
it was WOW that sand's 
hot!" 

Karen Wa1ker, Wi11&Grace 
"Having a dream isn't stupid. Norm. 
It's not having a dream that's stupid." 

Cliff, Cheers 

"I have no sense of decency. That way my other senses are enhance 
Bulldog, Frasier 



Analogy of Love 

A longing, a yeatning, 
To extfnguii:h my i:oul, 
Of the i:ong, it i:fngi: coll!:tantly. 
Deep fni:ide my blood boils, 
l=t0m the ptei:sw·e, my heatt holds back. 
This thought, thfi: i:ensation, 
Neither wotdi:, not action can dei:ctibe. 
But to sit alone in silence, 
I can heat my body, my mind, my soul, 
Bl!gln to pt!!ach the wotds I longed fot. 
The i:wootei:t wotdi: I could ever know, 
The wotds that I welcome with open atmi:. 
The wotdi: ttavl!l up my spin!!, 
Back and l=otth until I can stand no motl!. 
Thi! silence ii: bt0kl!n, 
Thi! tidei: of tippling l!nergy, 
Take over my lifl!lei:s soul. 
I scream it, 
Now thl! l!ntitl!ty of God'i: creation knows. 
I have experienced love! 
What ii: Jove'? 
A heavl!nly i:ong'? 
An uncontt0lled behaviot'? 
It ii: a necei:i:ity to lifu; ft ii: the food fot thl! soul. 
ff lovl! exists, and I know it does, 
Why in this cottUpted wotld ate thBtl! datk cold pfacei:, 
Whet!! tettat and feat i:weep acrosi: likl! an ocean wavl!'? 
In an analogy such as this, 
Love is extinct, ml!tl!fy a wotd. 
But in my wotld, my dteami:, my lifu, 
Love is everywhBtl!, 
It is thl! key to out existence. 

Desires 

Oh, how I long for you, 
To love you in silence is torture. 
I cannot touch you, 
I cannot taste you, 
I cannot absorb you. 
The insanity of this feeling, 
Overwhelms me. 
My blood boils inside. 
My heart races at your sight. 
I cannot hold back any longer. 
I must have you, 
I will have you! 
You are in my grasp, 
You are almost mine. 
Closer, 
Closer, 
I have you and oh the sensation. 
You melt right in my mouth, 
And not in my hand, 
YES! They're peanut too. 
M&Ms are great. 

Once I dreamed I ate a big marshmallow and when I woke up, my 
pillow was gone. . c; ·r@. 

~ Unknown 

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



I~ 

M~falLat~~ofyour~ 
'RWen-~atyour cornm.antL 
ll~peerup, ~~ 
~~l'op~ 
~l«t'\I~ 
~a.tw~er, 
A bY~~ blowls 
Cany~your worcW, 
No-~ear at-t'\lhear them.c 
13utw~know what:d\ey ~, 
"I lov~ yOtM" 

Angel 

Your love, 
It causes a fire, 
That burns, 
Throughout my soul, 
Ignited by your warmth, 
That consumes me. 
Your wings cover me, 
They are my comfort. 
Without them, 
No longer am I safe. 
The brightness of your essence, 
Guides me down my path. 
The feeling I have, 
When you're near, 
Indescribable. 
Guard me, 
love me, 
Never leave me. 
Fear is lost with you. 
Only when you're near, 
Can I dare to live? 
You are my guardian, 
Keeper of my soul, 
Angel. 

"You can't build a staircase to heaven with 
good deeds." 

Monica, Touched by an Angel 



Deep Velvet Nights 

Life is a mystery and love an even greater mystery. I believe it was Jean Anouihl who said "There is love of 
course. Then there's life, its enemy." In my case it was fate that was the enemy. The year was 1965,and it was my 
senior year in high school You could call me Mr. Cellophane because no one even knew I was there. Nerd, geek, 
dork I fell under all those categories. I was average height but skinny, just skin and bones. My hair was a dull brown 
like :ny eyes. I was plain. Even my name was dorky, Steve~ Galem~. I went unnoticed throughout high school until 
my senior year, until Daphne H~aton walked or actually fell mto my life. . . 

It was time for the spnng play and Mrs. Monroe wanted us to have a Shakespearean Festival. We dectded to 
do A Midsummer Night's Dream. As usual I did the set and stage design and as usual Daphne had the lead role, Titania 
the Fairy Queen. Most people found her average, but I thought she possessed the beauty of an angel. She had long 
flowing hair that was a mahogany brown, her lips a crimson red. Her skin was pale and untouched by the sun; it looked 
so soft like silk, and so perfect it would be a sin to stroke her check. Her eyes were clear blue like the waters off the 
shore of some paradise island. If you stare into them long enough, you can actually feel the refreshing water against 
your face. It was as if angels had carefully molded and carved her themselves, she was so heavenly. She was a work 
of art and I was a nerd, work of Piccaso, deformed, all I could do was dream. 

"Steven, I need you to fix this forest, it looks more like a jungle, give it a more enchanting look, 
after all it is inhabited with fairies." 

"Yes Mrs. Monroe." 
"And don't forget the costumes, they're in the band room, go get them for me please." 
I walked down the empty hallway. The sun was just beginning to set,,and I was so tired. I dragged myself to 

the band room. I grabbed the pile of clothes and slowly walked back to the auditorium. When I opened the door, 
Daphne was rehearsing her part, I just watched at the entrance. I was in a trance. My heart skipped to every word she 
said. She wasn't the greatest actress, but to me she was the next Mae West. Mrs. Monroe motioned for me to bring her 
the costumes. I walked down the aisle and one of the sleeves from a shirt was dragging on the floor. I stepped on it 
and tripped falling forward and dropping everything. I rolled down to the edge of the stage right under Daphne. She 
started laughing hysterically. The embarrassment was unbearable I could have crawled into a dark hole and died. 

"Oh my gosh, are you ok?" Asked Daphne stil.l laughing. She talked to me; I just sat there looking up at her 
in amazement. Her voice echoed in my head, I didn't even understand her because I was in a state of shock. 

"Huh, wha ... wha .... What?" I stuttered as I picked myselfup and brushed of the dirt and lint from the floor. 
"I said 'are you ok' ." She had a smile on her face that made my limbs go limp. I almost fell down again, but 

I managed to stay on my feet. 
"Uh .. .I think so ... yeah I'm fine" I walked back up the aisle and collected the clothes and handed them to 

Mrs. Monroe. 
"Galemen, you are such a klutz, you're gonna kill yourself one of these days." 
My first actual encounter with Daphne was not the greatest experience, but luckily it got better. The next day 

she was doing a scene with Jim Snider who played Oberon. I had just built the nest like basket that she sleeps in with 
him after discovering she just slept with a donkey. I was working with lighting when I noticed that one of the ropes 
holding it up was coming undone. The rope was ripping strand by strand. I climbed down the ladder from the 
technical box and ran down the aisle and leaped on stage just as the rope gave way and tipped the basket. Jim grabbed 
the other side and held on. Daphne missed and slid right out. Luckily I was underneath her and broke her fall. 
Unfortunately I didn't catch her, but I did supply her with cushion. I was in a daze when Jim lost his grip. Daphne had 
regained her composure and got up. She helped me to my feet and then BOOM! Jim fell right on top of me. Jim 
played center for the basketball team if that tells you anything. He was a big boy, and I felt every bone in my body 
shatter into a thousand little pieces. "Oh my god, you killed him!" was the last thing I heard and everything went 
black. 

I woke up with my head in Daphne's lap and a cold wet rag on my forehead. Everything was a blur and my 
body ached in pain. When things came into focus, I was gazing into those divine eyes that I've fantasized about for 
years. 

"Welcome back, you've been out for an hour, how do ya feel?" I was too enraptured to answer; I just looked 
at her blankly. 

"Ok, well you're definitf!Ystill rattled, thankfully nothing is broken. I guess both ofus are pretty lucky." I 
finally came to my senses. 

,, "Yeah, I'm sorry about the rope, I should have checked it, it was my fault, I am so sorry you could have 
been ... 

. . "Don't sweat it, I'm fine, besides I owe ya one, you practically saved my life. My knight in shining armor." 
Did she Just call me what I think she called me? Was she really cradling my head? Or am I dead or dreaming? Oh 
God thank you . 

. "Your welcome. I just didn't want you to be hurt." she smiled and lightly caressed my hair. A shiver went 
up my spme and I broke out into goosebumps. 



"How about we go to Charlie's and grab something to eat, my treat." Oh ... my ... gah .. .I broke out into a sweat; 
my hands started to tremble; my mouth went dry and that yucky taste that you get right after you wake up in the 
morning took over my tongue. 

"Uh .... ok. .... sure." When I stood up the blood rushed to my head and I felt dizzy. I wasn't sure if it was from 
Daphne or Jim falling on me but my stomach was being attacked by rabid butterflies. 

"Let me get my stuff and I'll meet you out front." she got up and walked out the door. As I watched her 
stroll down the hall to the dressing room my adrenaline took hold and burst throughout my body. I jumped up and ran 
to the mirror in the corner of the room. I fixed my hair and took a mint from my pocket and popped it in. The taste 
finally began to fade away. I stumbled my way to the back door and walked around to the front steps. I sat at the 
bottom and waited. I heard the door swing open and shoes move against the pavement. I stood up and whirled around 
to see her bobbing down the stairs. It was like one of those scenes when a beauty like Marilyn, Liz or Ingrid made her 
entrance down a staircase covered in a red carpet, then cuts to slow motion, and an orchestra is playing in the 
background. Utter perfection describes it. 

She was stunning. She was wearing a pink, tight skirt that stopped at her knees, with a black knit tee shirt and 
a pink sweater tied around her neck. Her satiny, flowing hair was pulled back by a black hair band. She was a vision 
of blissful paradise. As she approached, I felt weak in the knees. 

"You ready?" I nodded and like a gentleman I held out my elbow praying she would take it and by a miracle 
she did. It was a perfect night to walk. The moon was in full bloom. The beams from it put the finishing touches to 
her beauty and made her silhouette glow. I just stmed with a goofy smile on my face but she seemed to not mind. 
There was a gentle breeze that glided through the Bradford pear trees that lined the yards of each house that we passed. 
They were in full bloom and gleamed in the moonbeams, which added a romantic feel. We started to talk. She was 
intelligent, I never would have thought it. Most of the time brains doesn't come with beauty. She loved Shakespeare, I 
was in luck. Her favorite play was Love 's Labor Lost, so I did what any guy hopelessly in love would do, recite. 

"By heaven, that thou art fair, is most infallible: true, that thou art beauteous: truth itself, that thou art lovely. 
More fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than truth itself." She stopped in amazement and smiled a smile 
from ear to ear that made my heart flutter. 

"This is to good too be true, you know Shakespeare!" I just smiled and looked down at my feet. We started 
walking again. 

We finally got to Charlie's. Because it was practically deserted, we sat down at one of the window booths. 
Charley came out and waited on us. I was about to order a coke, but Daphne jumped in and ordered chocolate malt 
with two straws. This had to be a dream. 

"Do you have a quarter?" I dug in my pockets till I finally felt one. 
"Here ya go." She got up and walked to the jukebox in the comer by the bar. She stood there shifting 

through the songs till a look of satisfaction showed she found one she liked. She stuck the quarter in and made her 
choice. As she walked back over "Could This Be Magic" started to play. She walked over to me. 

"Steven Galeman, would you do me the honors of dancing with me?" 
"I'm not that good of a Dan ... " 
"Oh come on. what's the harm?" She took my hand and for the first time that night I wasn't nervous; I was 

actually calm. She wrapped her arms around my neck. We started to sway with the music. I had no idea what I was 
doing, I had never danced before but it seemed to come natural. She laid her head on my shoulder. I had the feeling 
that the room had no ceiling or floor. My head was reeling, could she actually like me? "Then You Can Tell Me 
Goodbye" came on and we just kept on dancing. We were the only ones in the world. That moment will live on 
forever. It was the only moment in my life that everything seemed to be perfect, no worries, I was a king. 

We finished and sat down and shared a malt. I couldn't take my eyes off her. Everything was beginning to 
fall into place. I walked her home. We took the long way and talked. We talked about colleges, the future, our 
favorite episode of Ed Sullivan; she was the girl of my dreams. We had everything in common. As we walked up the 
steps to her house, I wished that this night would never end. 

"I had a great time" She smiled and stepped up on the porch. 
"Me too, you're amazing Daphne, I mean that." she looked at me with kind eyes and shifted her body closer. 
"You're a great guy, Steve', I wish I had gotten to know you earlier." I leaned in closer. My blood was 

gushing through my veins wildly. 
"Well it's late, I better go on in." 
"Yeah, I need to head on home." I was getting ready to tum around and walk away when she threw her arms 

around my neck and pressed her gentle lips against mine. I almost fainted right there. My hands extended out to my 
sides until I fmally returned her embrace. We stood there for eternity. It was one of those kisses that live with you 
forever. The one that if you recall it, you can almost feel it. She drew back with her eyes closed and slowly smiled. I 
was numb from emotions that I've never experienced before. 

"I'll see you tomorrow." she turned and started towards the door. 
"Daphne, uh, I was wondering, if you're not going with anyone, maybe you would like to go to the prom with 

me?" I still can't believe I gathered enough courage to ask her. 
"Yes, I would love to, goodnight Steve." and with that she went inside the house. I ran all the way home in 

excitement. I laid in the bed gazing at the ceiling just playing today's events in my head over and over again. 



The next day I drove her to school. Oh, the looks and whispers we got were of utter shock. Everyone was 
confused. The same question that was running through my mind was the same one circulating around school, "What is 
she doing with him?" I don't have the answer to that one, but it was a dream come true. She was with me, me! I 
couldn't believe it. We sat together during lunch. I actually was getting respect I never had. We became a couple that 
day. r fell in love, and 1 fell hard. I didn't know ifl loved her because she was beautiful, or if she was beautiful 
because I loved her. Every night after play practice we would drive out to McMichael's field. There was a huge 
willow tree iri the middle of the golden ocean of weeds and beautiful flowers of every color that would put a rainbow to 
shame. We would leave my car running and the lights on and dance for hours to the radio. Every night the radio 
station would play "Earth Angel," and we would hold each other tight almost afraid to let go that we would lose each 
other. Those deep velvet nights were all I lived for. Underneath the flowing arms of that willow tree was our very own 
world sharing love only few have ever known. We made vows of love that will live until I die. The words we softly 
spoke were words that no one but the sky could hear. Those deep velvet nights we spent as one. 

The night of the prom finally arrived. I had just got out of the shower. I was in front of the mirror with a 
hairbrush singing to the record player when the phone rang. I ran to the phone in the hall. 

"Hello! Oh, hey, Mrs. Heaton is Daphne ready for ........... Oh my God!" I fell to my knees. What was said 
on that phone could have killed me right then. It was like someone taking a knife and thrusting it into my stomach .. I 
was speechless. 

"Steve, Daphne's dead." There were tears in her voice as she tried to explain. "She was crossing the street 
from the dress shop and a car spun out of control and hit her. They rushed her to the hospital ..... they ..... they tried, 
but. .. " There was a long pause. I could hear her sniffling trying so hard no to lose composure. "There was too much 
damage; she died on the way over. I'm so sorry, baby," she hung up. 

I waited for her to call back and tell me this was some kind of joke, but she didn't. I sat on the bed and let it 
all sink in. The tears started to stream down my face, and an overwhelming anger grew from the pit of my stomach and 
took over my entire body. I couldn't think clearly. I could barely see straight, so I went to the only place I could think 
of. I stormed out of the house like a raging tornado. I got in my car and frantically drove to our tree. I sat there and 
held her ring that she had given me. I was mad at the entire world and at God. The girl that I wanted to spend the rest 
of my life with, who I wanted to share every dance with, who I loved and every ounce of my heart was taken away 
from me. I wanted to die, so I could be with her. I sat there all night. I watched the sun set and the stars appear one by 
one. Oh, how I wish I could see her one last time. I could just hold her again, dance with her. I sat there for hours. 
The moon was full like the night we first kissed. A bree:ze glided through the long flowing stems of our tree. A small 
mist settled above the ground. It was like something strange was in the air. Then the unexplainable happened. I heard 
"Earth Angel," but my car wasn't running. I whirled around confused trying to find out where the music was coming 
from. Then it happened. 

"May I have this dance." It couldn't be, she's dead, but it was, it was Daphne. 
I turned, and right before me by some miracle, she stood in her prom dress. It was white silk. strapless. It 

clung to her waist and flared out at the bottom. It was covered in glitter. Her long hair was pinned up in tiny curls that 
hung down around her face. She stood there in a light glow. I was stunned, I actually pinched myself just to make sure 
it was real. I fell to my knees and broke out into tears. She kneeled down and put her arms around me and held me 
close. I felt her warmth, but it was impossible. I looked up at her in confusion. 

"You're dead, your mom called and .... " 
"Ssssshhhhhh, just enjoy this moment." 
She held my hand and helped me to my feet. She put her arms around me, and we started to dance. It was 

too good to be true. I breathed in the scent of her hair. I gripped her tight, scared to Jet go for one moment. I begged 
God in my mind to let this moment last forever. The song was coming to an end, and she pulled back from me. I just 
started shaking my head no, as she caressed my face with her soft velvet touch. She wiped the tears from my eyes. She 
embraced me, and we kissed passionately for the last time. Then she pressed close against me and whispered in my 
ear. 

"I love you now and forever." And with that she was gone. I screamed her name over and over. 
I can't explain that night. I'm not sure ifit was a hallucination, or ifit was real. I felt her; I felt her embrace, 

her lips and her breath against my ear. She came back for one last dance, for one last night. Not many people are 
fortunate to say goodbye. Our love was so strong it lived on after death; it was strong enough to bring her back for just 
one last dance. I've never forgotten those long deep velvet nights that we spent dancing under that tree to "Earth 
Angel." I still feel her at night when l see a full moon or feel a gentle bree:ze. I can even feel her smiling down on me 
sometimes. I love her now and forever. 
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Emancipation Proclamation 
My 5-year-old brother told me what he wanted to be when he grew up. 

" I want to be an artist, and color in coloring books all day" 
And I told him: 

"You can do anything you think of 
Every great accomplishment was once called impossible 

Why not defy and succeed? 
No one will expect you to be anything or do anything 

The greatest feeling you will ever experience, 
Is doing something great. 

Proving someone wrong is an Emancipation Proclamation. 
You will finally be freed from bondage and doubt!"" 

My brother replied: 
"But how would I put color on an Emancipation Proclamation?" 

IA Time of Thankfulnes§ 

You've seen this person .before, 
However, you did not really care. 

You observed the ragged clothes and the disheveled hair. 
You and your friends would make fun of him as he walked with his head hung 

low in despair. 
Can you put yourself in his position, and take his place? 
You could not possibly do it, you think he is a disgrace. 
Until you find yourself standing over his plate one day 

While you are in a soup kitchen serving food to the needy, 
You suddenly think about the man you and your friends were 

teasing. 
It is not funny anymore and you do not feel the need to laugh. 

You are now thankful for everything that you have. 
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Cfirsl 9mpressions 

91 orul green blankel Iha! warms !he ground on which 9 sland . .. .it's !he grass 
'.Jln ocean high ahooe sparkling wilh lighl . ..... it's !he sky 
'.JI lemon drop stuck In !he sky Iha! awakens me eoery morning . ... ti's !he sun 
91 m!Uton pebbles Iha! lwlnkle In tz mfdnighl sky . ... . it's !he stars 
·'.Jin fnlelligenl person Iha! will succeed and overcome criHdsm . ... .it's myself 

9'U be long gone 

Why do you fight and quarrel? 
1'1nd expect me to live by your morals. 
Or shall 9 say what little morals 9 have to live by. 

9'm stuck here to care for my siblings, and you do everything out of 
spite, 
you do it just to annoy me. 

You treat me bad, 9 hate It here and 'il'm always mad. 

}tll.y mom is not here so you take advantage of me, 
9'm a teenager with big dreams don't you see? 
9 hold '"II tongue now, and 9 have never been that way, 
9 feel 'il'm losing my mind and 9 have to get out one day. 

'the day has come, but 9 feel so ashamed, 9 le~ my brother and 
sister, 
J"fnd ever11one says 9'm to blame. 

9 feel It ls better for me to go. 

'il'm not coming back, 9 just don't belong 
9'm never coming back because 9 am long gone. 

"Creneattla Bowman 
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A Hollow Promise 
By Justin Sands 

Tue windshield was flooded with the pelting rain, and all Peter could do was peer from behind the 
wildly flapping wipers to see what little of the road was visible. It was dark out, and the storm had just 
begun. 

"How are we going to get home?" asked Julia. 
"I can make it, you sit tight. It's going to be okay," Peter said. 
"It's going to be terrible when you try to get to your house. I could check and see if Mom will let 

you stay." . 
"I would, but the lines are down and mom won't know if I'm safe or not." Peter said stoically. 
He tried to act tough but inside he was more afraid than she was. He was afraid that he would 

wreck and Julia might be hurt or even killed. The thought chilled him. He knew what death did to 
someone. When he was a kid, his parents were out on a night just like this, the same storm almost. He 
remembered his father died that night. Peter's mother never was the same after that. Sometimes he even 
thought that the one who died had it better off. After all, they did not have to live in the wake of such a 
tragedy, he thought. 

They could barely see Julia's driveway in the bleakness of night and storm. Since the beginning, 
the rain had put a chill into the car and the sight of her house brought them closer to a glimpse of hope. 
Peter pulled into the driveway with half his journey complete. The long and winding road to his house was 
next. 

"I love you, Peter. Please stay. It's too stormy; you can barely see t.hree feet in front of the car. 
Your mom won't mind. It's better for her to worry than for you to risk this." 

"Don't lose confidence in me yet. f'll drive slowly and carefully. You shouldn't worry. It's going 
to be okay." 

The two kissed deeply and separated with the will and want that only young love could generate. 
They had been dating for almost a year now and it showed. The way he instinctively touched her hand, 
picked it up, and placed it into his was the definition of beauty. She looked into his eyes one last time 
before they parted. Love poured through those eyes and spilled into her soul. They were going to miss 
each other and they knew it. 

With hands trembling, he backed out of the driveway and into the ongoing flood of lightning and 
thunder. Driving slowly and hugging the obscured yellow line, his homeward trek had begun. The rain 
was falling harder now and it was tougher to see in front of him. Despite the twisting curves and the 
occasional hydroplaning, he managed to navigate through the storm and keep his vehicle on the road at the 
same time. The drive was, for the most part, okay and he gained confidence with each mile he drove. The 
curves began to seem straighter and the road wider. 

Then lightning flashed. A tree struck afire and fell into the path of his vehicle. The gash of light 
froze him solid with fright. Seconds too late he tried to maneuver around it. He braked, hydroplaned, 
skidded, and slammed into the fallen tree violently. Peter blacked out. 

His head sang: 
"This is your great grace, 

In front of Him ye shall face. 
He you shall meet 

And lay at His feet. 
From the love he hath shown, 

Welcome home." 
Peter woke µp in white space. He could see nothing in this great whiteness, not even himsel( 

"Hello, Peter. We've been waiting for you," a voice echoed. Another soul stirred about him. Though he 
could not see him, he felt the presence of a comforting soul. It felt soothing to him. 

"Let me lead you to your final destination." He followed although he knew not where he was or 
what he was following. It seemed natural. 

. . "But wait," said another voice more pleasant than the first. "What about your family? Your mom 
will miss you greatly, and your sister as well. Who will be there for your mom and give your sister away at 
her wedding?" The Tempter was amongst them. 



Something changed inside of Peter's mind. Anxiety infected him. He was the only living male, 
and it meant a lot to his sister for her to be given away by someone inside the family. More importantly 
however, was what would the two do without him. Mom was aging and getting sick. Because she could 
not work, he paid the bills and was helping his sister with college. With their father dead and their mom 
sick nobody was there with the money the family so desperately needed. 

Another thread of dread compiled here was the emotional loss they will have. Peter vividly 
remembered how his mother and sister took the loss of Dad. They coped, but were never the same again. 
Holidays and family times seemed absent of happiness and filled with longing. How would this affect 
them? 

"Yes, that's right," Peter answered. ''What about them? What is going to happen? They 
depended on me and need me. Mom is getting sick and cannot pay the doctors. My sister is going through 
college and needs help with tuition. How will they survive?'' 

''Do not worry," the first Being said. ''Your family will get through this. It will be tough, but they 
have the strength inside of them to carry on." 

''No they won't!" The Tempter said, his voice more aggressive now. ''You've seen how families 
crumble when they lose the center, the breadwinner. Think of your father. You have tried to fill his shoes 
and even you could not do that Imagine what is going to happen when you leave them. 

"When your father died, your mom nearly committed suicide. The only reason she didn't was 
because of the same dilemma you're in. She knew that nobody would be there for you, to feed you, and 
clothe you. She made the right decision. She loves you and the only reason your mom is alive today is 
because of that Without you, who can she love and where will she get love? Your sister will be there but 
she can't make up for both you and your father. 

"Your mother did all this, her hard work and determination. she did it all for you. She made the 
right decision for you. And here you are, not even stopping to think of her. You should be ashamed." 

"But that was suicide and this is different:' the Being said. ''You're number has been called, 
Peter, hers wasn't. He's turning the tables on you. Who do you think coerced her into even thinking 
suicide? He was there one hWldred percent! She barely escaped his deception. Be strong. Don't believe 
him." 

''Think of what will be the greatest benefit to them: an earthly support or a spiritual one? Sure it 
will be tough on them, and yes, they will miss you; but they are stroog. Their needs won't be neglected and 
you will give them spiritual strmgth just like your father has. Follow me, it will be okay." 

Peter was struck with grief. He couldn't decide which would help them more; physical support or 
spiritual support. He contemplated deeply within himself. And then he thought that the richest man could 
be wrought with depression as well as the poorest man. And the poorest man can be the happiest man on 
earth. Pain and sadness, aloog with joy and happiness, know nothing of money. He had seen the happiest 
people live in the most decrepit conditions throughout life because they had faith. He summed it up and 
decided to follow the Being. 

''Sure, okay. Your ramily will, maybe, survive without you. But what about Julia? How will you 
live without her? How can you do this to Julia? 

The Tempter had him. He couldn't let go of Julia. His own self was defeating him. He loved her 
too much and couldn't think oflife without her. Peter, blinded by his own physical love, decided to follow 
the Tempter. 

''You're being foolish and disobeying God. Don't you understand that if you trust in Him it will 
be okay? Your own selfishness is getting the better of you! Nevertheless, as much as I want to help you, 
you must make your own mistakes. Just remember what you gave up, and if you repent, God will still 
accept you. But take this as a warning, this man that you are following offers nothing but a hollow 
promise. Once you leave this place, he will take everything from you. Just remember who is there for 
you." 

Everything went black. This white world was gone and replaced with a cold feeling and a strange 
darkness. There was no singing as he was laid back on the gurney. 

Peter was in a cmna. The doctors suddenly revived him. but he was paralyzed from the neck down 
and suffered severe brain damage. He could not feel. he could not talk, he could not see. Peter cried. 
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ct Woman 
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A Crush. 

A crush, 
Do I confess, 
A face, 
I wish to caress. 
her eyes that shine light to 
infinity, 
her laugh up-lifting me, 
affection for her sweet 
serenity. 
I long to live to love her. 
A crush, 
I dare not see another. 

A crush, 
In her word. 
A spectrum, 
where rainbows are blurred. 
her beautiful body, 
a soul to fall into. 
my brain in captivity, 
her light to shine through. 
A crush. 
I love you. 

*i love you* 

· A Little Bit about Me: 
Favorite Books: The Bible, Walden, On the Road, The 
Catcher in the Rye, More Than a Carpenter 

. Hopes: To become a great musician, serve God, and to 
change the world. 

Favorite music: Bob Dylan, Led Zeppelin, The Who, 311, 
! POD, Project 86, Pearl Jam, and much, much more! 

Greatest Love: God 



The Stepping Stones of Greatness 

God creates men and women with great care, paying all his attention to the 
details, their personality, personal glitches and what not. He must do this for 
a reason, because why would he create so many different faults? I believe 
these faults are the stepping stones to greatness. In life, you have to 
overcome many obstacles to succeed, and if you look at most of them they 
deeply involve overcoming yourself. The ability to stop your own Being from 
its own fate is a virtue greater than all that Is holy under God, 'cause the 
greatest fight is the one with yourself. God planned this, in my belief, to 
make us great men and women. When you master this, Greatness is yours. 

I look at a crucifix, and imagine the greatness He created just by 
overcoming every man's faults. I want to be a great man and I want to do 
great things, deeds that change society and change the way people think. I 
must realize, however, that above the highest mountain, the greatest 
pinnacle, that on top of every platform of achievement unto which I will rise, 
there lies a man that will be my only obstacle, my only demise, and my only 
road block to greatness. That man ls myself. 

In life I am faced with problems that are relatively easy to overcome, 
materially and physically speaking, the only thing I really have to face is will 
I be able to overcome it spiritually, and even more so will I be able to 
surpass it without it haunting me for the rest of my life. Because that is 
where it gets you, where it stops you. If it makes you lose the will and give 
up on your prospecting triumphs then they have won, if it makes you change 
your entire makeup and philosophy then victory is Satan's. 

This is man's ultimate flaw. It creates self-doubt and it stops the 
magic and fire inside every great man and woman. Rejection is hard, defeat 
is a blow to the confidence and to the soul, the feeling of refusal to get over 
something that kills every fiber of your being (like a love leaving you for 
someone very close to you in your life}, these are the things that all men and 
women have to face and its a test of sheer character. The things that make 
life miserable are the things that make life what it is. If I gave you a 
hundred thousand dollars a week, you would doubtlessly become my best 
friend. If I gave you a million and asked you to worship me, I bet that many 
people would, but what if I stopped? Then you would get up and leave me 
without ever turning back. Many people are like that, it is not hard to find 
friends when you have money, they find you. It ls the same way with God. 
People are there for Him when he blesses the miracles but only the faithful 
stick by Him when he stops. This is the way God separates the greedy from 
the faithful. This fs how God builds us by playing heavily on our faults and 
conflicts deep down inside our entity. Some win and some lose, but it's 
always the strong ones that God delegates the most to, because It gives 
them strength and tests our character. It prepares them for Greatness. 



~et Love 

r beauty fall upon me, 
my sweet love. 
Id and need your honeydew blanket, 
i1our sun to warm me, your flowers 
h me, and your warm gentle breeze 

r-ace me. 

bf this drab world pass away, 
hlY sweet love. 
fall into your blue-eyed soul, and 

wn with your tranqu!I body, 
niy shape and form to follow 
ere heaven you'U take me. 

lay myself at your feet, 
my sweet love 
~mble and need to be at your service, 
to give to you, your love is all the due 
need in my life-
omplete me. 

of my and your inhibitions go, 
my sweet love. 
laiting for the true day of truth, 
Dur trust is supreme and our love even 
0. 

our selves from the chains of 
resent, future and at last 
I be one with me. 

prayers be answered, 
my sweet love. 
h knees, as are you so that 
e may be strong and pure. 
only God to know where 
you and where to go. 
have the Will and to love you 

ossible for me. 

t. be one with you, 
my sweet love. 
e hold you and kiss you. 
II' soul flow within you, 
hen I am whole with you, 

11 you be with me. 

I Will Remember Autumn 

When Autumn comes, 
I will remember you. 
Short light, dusk and tomb, 
The darkness of night and the sky's absence ofblue. 
That is what I remember of you. 

The red leaves and· dead grass, 
From stark cold and newborn frost, 
The cold wind and bold draft, 
Left from the summer and heat lost, 
The crumpled leaves and dead hue 
Is what I remember of you 

The greatest of men are the ones 
who admit their faults with intent 
to solve them.-Js 

LOVE 

I've never known myself to ever be as enveloped in 
love as I am now. 
In the course of two months or so, I've one of the 
most beautiful women 
I've ever had the pleasure to gaze upon. 

Her strange entrancement, 
Like that of a snake. 
A strange enhancement, 
From Heaven to take. 
Dreams taken to place, 
Never knew beauty had a face. 

Strange to feel this feeling, 
Strange to feel this healing. 
A guiding light and a light in life. 
My Love, My wife. 
Strange to feel love again. 
Strange to be in love again. 

I've never been in love, as I am to her, 
She lights me, gives power to my soul. 
A grace of beauty, in her beauty there's grace. 
Dreams of my void to fill, give my love a face. 

>NLY WAY TO CHANGE YOUR REGRETS IS TO CHANGE YOUR 
FUTURE ... Js 



The early bird gets the worm, but the second mouse gets the 
cheese. 

Steven Wright 
-
'~ 

Ambition is a poor excuse for not having enough sense to be lazy. 
Steven Wright 

Hard work pays off in the future. Laziness pays off now. 
Steven Wright 

Eagles may soar, but weasels don't get sucked into jet engines. 
Steven Wright 

The problem with the gene pool is that there is no lifeguard. 
Steven Wright 

The sooner you fall behind, the more time you'll have to catch up. 
Steven Wright 



The Mall 
I was so happy that morning as we got into our van and made the trip 

to the mall. I was turning five in two days, so I knew I would be getting the 
new Transformer BumbleBee. The trip to the mall usually takes an hour so I 
brought with me my favorite Optimus Prime and a few G.I. Joes to battle 
with while we drove away. Last year I got this Optimus Prime and if I got 
BumbleBee this year, my set would be complete. After the drive to the mall 
was over, I hid my action figures under the seat as we got out of the van 
because I knew somebody might see them and try to steal them. I grabbed 
my mom's hand as we got out of the van and started to walk to the mall 
entrance. Mom always told me to hold her hand when we walked so she 
wouldn't get lost, I think she just wanted me to stay close to her. As we 
went through the entrance, I noticed a huge model train in the center of the 
mall on display. I wanted to look at it but Momma said we had other things 
we had to do. The first store we went to sold old women's shoes and smelled 
funny. I asked Mom why we were not going to the toy store to get my 
present. She only said we had other things we had to do. I swear we were in 
that mall forever and all we did was look at clothes for her and went into a 
million stores. We passed by that train in the mall repeatedly and I begged 
mom to let me go look at it, but she said no. So when she was not looking I 
walked away from her and made my way to the center of the mall. The train 
was awesome, and it had controls to make it move. I stood there in awe as I 
made the train race about the track totally ignoring everything around me. I 
stood there for a few minutes then I remembered, wait where is Mom. I 
looked around trying to see the store I left Mom in. For the first time I 
knew what being alone felt like, and I frantically ran around but I could not 
find her anywhere. I felt something my hand and when I turned around 
there was Mom. She smile softly at me and said I am so glad you found me I 
was so afraid I had gotten lost. I looked up at her, gave her a big hug, and 
said its okay Mom I won't let go again. 
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he worst thing about censorship is [deleted by censorship bureau]." 
-anonymous 

'What you talk'in 'bout Willis?" 
·Different Strokes 

·~- k- •• • 1p-e- 1-yay ••• 
-John McClane 

"The harder you fall, the higher you bounce." 
-Unknown 
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A Rivalry for the Ages 

The Varsity Gym echoed with screams and cries from both sides. Most of the 
noise erupted from the two student sections. It was the biggest game of the year. Oak 
Valley was playing North Mount, the biggest rivalry in the state. However, this was -not 
just another Oak Valley, North Mount game. This was for the Conference Championship. 
Oak Valley had not beaten North Mount in the past seven years. 

It had been a brutal match-up so far. Each team had had several players 
unintentionally injured, supposedly. There had even been one brawl, in which one of 
North Mount's best players had been ejected. 

Isrial leaned over his knees at half court. He looked like he had been in a bar 
fight. Blood stained most of the "O" and part of the "A" on his jersey. Some more blood 
appeared on the "22" and the light blue mesh. None of it was his. He didn't think so 
anyway. His left eye was almost completely swelled shut. A vicious elbow from North 
Mount's center had done that. It had also left a big gash on the inside corner of his left 
eye. It didn't matter. An unintentional knee by Isrial on a lay-up to the tall North Mount 
player would halt anything going on between him and his girlfriend for the time being. 

The boy's mother wanted Isrial out of the game. However, it was his senior year 
and this was the last chance he would be able to play North Mount. Isrial was also the 
leader of this team. He being the only senior on the team, his teammates looked up to 
him, followed him, and he was not about to let them down now. 'Not when we've come 
this far. ' Isrial thought to himself. 

The Oak Valley senior looked up at the clock, as his teammate was about to shoot 
a foul shot. Moose was the worst free throw shooter on the team. North Mount's side 
cheered as Moose bricked it. Isrial looked up at the clock again. Seven seconds left, Oak 
Valley was down by six. Isrial swore loud enough for the player beside him and the 
referee to hear. 
"Watch the language 22." 

Iflsrial Morre had said what he was thinking right then the ref would have 
thrown him out of the game. 

Things looked hopeless. Moose on the line, down by six with seven seconds left 
in the fourth quarter and out of time-outs. All he could do was hope that FatBack would 
get the rebound. He was good at that and was relatively fast to be his size. Isrial was 
surprised that he had even made the team, but Fat played a vital role. The large 
powerhouse forward had saved Isrial from being blind-sided tonight and probably kept 
him in the game. Isrial looked over at the bench. Everyone was hurt. Trae, Mace, Wes, 
Opey, all of the starters, except for Isrial, and that was only on account of Fat taking out 
North Mount's shooting guard who had charged at Isrial with the strength of a line 
backer. 

Some of the Oak Valley crowd was already filing out of the building. Only the 
faithful remained. Isrial Morre forgot about everything except winning this basketball 
game. In his four years of playing on Varsity, they had never beaten their long time 
rivals. Tonight, he was determined. He regained his composure and his senior leadership 
began to beam through once more. His one good eye hit the boy from North Mount like a 
cold arctic storm. Although his voice sounded calm, he was totally infuriated on the 
inside. 



"Your girlfriend's that blond cheerleader over there right?" 
The North point guard looked a little irritated. "Yeah. We're engaged. Why?" 
The referee handed Moose the ball. The Oak Valley Side was silent while the 

North Mount side yelled, screamed, and stomped like on the shot before. The basketball 
was released from Moose's hands. 

"She sure is one ugly bit. .. " and the crowd erupted as Moose actually made a free 
throw. Now, Oak Valley was only down by five. 

The point guard stared Isrial down for a few seconds, until he remembered his 
responsibility as a player and then sprinted for the basketball with Isrial following closely 
behind. But Isrial knew he was faster. The ball was thrown in. Isrial knocked it away. He 
was going in for the lay-up when out of nowhere came the enraged point guard. He leapt 
up in stride behind Isrial and clotheslined the boy onto the hardwood floor, his head 
smacking against the padding on the wall behind the basket. 

up. 
''Son ofa ... Oh." He heard his mom crying from where he lay. Stone picked him 

"Thanks," Isrial shook his head. "God that hurts." 
"No problem. Now go make this foul shot." 
"I got the basket?" Isrial asked his teammate unbelievingly. 
Stone nodded, "And an intentional foul." 
"Which means we get possession after the foul shot." Isrial nodded at his own 

comment. "Let's go win this Godforsaken ballgame," he remarked with determination. 
Isrial stepped up to the foul line. The ball was handed to him. The same noises 

began to erupt from the North Mount side as before, when Moose was shooting. It did 
not bother the senior. He had heard them for four years and made the basket easily. Isrial 
looked at the scoreboard. Four seconds left, down by two. 'God you know I don't like to 
get you involved in basketball games. You have enough to do, but if you could help me for 
about four seconds ... ! would really appreciate it. ' 

"Blue ball on the side!" the referee screamed. Isrial was being fiercely guarded 
before Moose was handed the ball to throw in. A pick from FatBack blocked two 
defenders. Moose bounced the ball in to him at half court. The entire gym started 
counting with the clock. That didn't help with the pressure at all. 

"FOUR!" Isrial faked around one defender. "THREE!" He dribbled around 
another coming to the top of the three-point line. "TWO!" He picked up his dribble and 
ball-faked another guard to get him off his feet. "ONE!" The shot looked like it had been 
fired from a cannon. Isrial had put every last bit of strength he had into it. It hit the 
backboard and banked in. The buzzer sounded. Oak Valley had defeated North Mount for 
t~e first time in three years. Oak Valley fans stormed onto the court and Isrial Morre was 
h~cd upon the shoulders of Moose and Stone. He looked out upon the crowd, giving 
high-fives to excited fans and savored the best win of his life. 

"The game isn't over till it's over." 
-Yogi Berra 

'Tt's a legalized street fight. " 
-Johnny Beamer 
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Yellow are the field goal posts, 
That I use every game, 
When we play at home, 
These uprights bring me fame. 

Kickers use these posts, 
No one else I see, 
These posts bring me honor, 
Make me what I want to be. 

A person who gives credit, 
Not take it for myself, 
It takes eleven guys to do what I do, 
I need a lot of help. 

A good snap, a good hold, 
Is all a part of the game, 
These are crucial things, 
Of what bring me my fame. 

Although I'm the one who kicks it, 
Through those golden-yellow bars, 
I give credit to my line, 
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"We're on a mission 
from God." 

-Blues Brothers 

"It's kind of fun to 
do the impossible." 

-Walt Disney 

Definition 
Kicker: The Least Respected 

Position in Football. 

Because without nine guys blocking for me, 
I would never have those two seconds of time. 

My name goes in the newspaper, 
When I kick the ball between them, 
But when it flies between those sunny-colored posts, 
I owe it all to Him. 

Ts Ill wWhsyou get bocked down; it's whetllerJUU get If apn. • 
.rai.banli 



Justin Nichols 

If you judge people, 
you have no time to 

love them. 
-Mother Teresa 

noone cares about me because i dont care about them so without 
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ifi has a friend he would sit here with me but until then i'm lonely 
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i would not mind having a few friends but i would settle with one 
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Caution: Don't Bother Reading This With A Closed Mind. 



Another Sunday 

Every Sunday is a ritual for Nicholas and Matteo. They would get back from 
church, go to Nick's house, and lye on the bed for hours while wearing out the ashtray. 

''Nick, you need to quit your job 'cause it's already two-thirty and you gotta-' haul 
your butt in at four, right?" 

"Yeah, I'm about tired of this too, I believe I just wont go in today." 
"Whatever Nick, so, do you have any homework due tomorrow?" 
Of course, Nick had homework, he always did, and of course, it has been finished 

since Friday evening. 
Those Sunday lounges were the best. Although the two hardly even were able to 

speak to each other at school, those times on Sunday caught everything up for the guys. 
When Nick had to work, it put a damper on things but, although he always fantasized 
about quitting, he never had the nerve to do so. 

Nick's job was like a kid pulling a tooth in the sense that he never wanted to do it, 
but once it was over it was certainly good money. 

On a Monday, the typical conversation at the "Cheap Grill" went very much like a 
Spanish teacher on the first day. 

"Sandra, where's the vacuum?" 
"Round the office, up, left" which when translated means that it is in the closet 

behind the desk, against the back wall, in the left corner. 
This constant jabber annoyed Nick because he did not like anything to be more 

complex than it had to be, but he tolerated it every day. 
Nick longed for more free Sunday afternoons to spend with his friend, but school 

plus work plus volunteer work at the retirement home limited the possibility. Something 
had to give. 

"Matt, do you think I'll ever be offered the perfect reason to quit the burger 
shack?" 

"You want to quit?" 
"Yeah." 
''There's your perfect reason." 
"But something with substance, you know, something they'd understand so I 

wouldn't have to lie, or have them smooth-talk me into working just weekends, or 
something, you know?" 

Nick knew that Matt was right, and all he had to do was quit, and say no to their 
weekend offer that was sure to come. 

As Nick drove to work on Monday, he thought about what to say. He almost ran 
a kid over in a residential street because of his lack of focus. The only things he could 
think of were lies, and Nick was not the type to throw around a lie as fact. 

Nick worked that night and never said a word about his secret desire to quit. 

"Mr. Jenkins ... Mr. Jenkins ... Mr. Jenkins!" Nick got the sudden awakening from 
Mrs. Belle, the short, fat woman who claimed to teach Biology but instead just rambled 
on and on about something else that constantly bored her students right into a deep sleep. 

"Yes, Mrs. Belle?'' Nick asked. 



"As I was saying, my husband ... " She continued with her rambling. 
''Nick, do you realize you've been asleep long enough to get a button imprint 

from you jacket on your face?" Jennie, his lab partner asked. .., 
"Well I was up till two doing her homework." Nick mumbled as he tried to gain 

his composure. 
The second period bell rang, Nick got up and quickly excused himself to the 

restroom where he found Matteo. 
"What's up man?" Nick asked. 
''Nothing, bro. Just trying to decide if it's save to smoke in here yet." 
"Oh, well, hope you don't get busted! I gotta' run." Nick said this as he left 

without even visiting the toilet in the fear that Matt would get busted and the teachers 
would fmd his cigarettes that he had forgotten to leave in his car. 

Nick didn't have to work that night so when he got home he did his regular two 
hours of homework, actually a small load for him, then he decided to rest for a while. 

The telephone rang after Nick had been lying on his bed for thirty minutes. He 
stood up and started to answer it, on his way to the telephone he tripped over the pile of 
college catalogues that had collected in the floor. 

"Hello." He heard his mother say from downstairs. He picked up the telephone 
just in time to hear Mrs. Belle introduce herself 

"I'm really concerned about Nick. He has slept in my class every day this week, 
Mrs. Jenkins. This is completely out of his character, and I thought you may want to 
know." 

"I'll have a talk with him, I'm sure he's just worn himself out from all the work 
he's been doing lately." 

"Well, I know how hectic a high school student's life can become." Then she 
went on for twenty minutes with a story about her oldest son having two jobs and 
community service during his senior year, but Nick had already turned off his phone 
before he would be subjected to that. 

Nick's mom did not mention the telephone call until a week later. She gave Nick 
the perfect excuse to quit the "Cheap Grill". She forced him. She even called the place 
for him. 

"Nick, I'm sorry but this is how it's going to be. You're working yourself to 
death, and you shouldn't have to worry about that yet. You've got all your life to worry 
about that kind of thing, just go to school, and go to bed, that's the only thing you should 
worry with." 

The only thing Nick could think of was how ironic it was that she was 
apologizing for making him quit. 

The next Sunday was great. 
"I'm sure glad you fmally quit that slack job." 
"Yeah me too, but I didn't exactly quit." 
"Yeah your mom told me. So do you have any homework due tomorrow?'' 
"Yeah, but I already ... " 





My Best Friend 

Written with a pen, 
Sealed with a kiss. 
If you really are my friend, 
Then please answer this: 
Are we friends? 
Or are we not? 
You told me once 
But I forgot. 

So tell me now 
And tell me true. 
So I can say, 
"I'll be there for you." 

Of all the friends 
I've ever met, 
You are the one 
I won't forget. 

And if I die 
Before you do, 
I'll go to heaven 
And wait for you. 

I'll give the angels 
Back their wings. 
And risk the loss 
Of everything. 

Just to prove, 
My love is true. 
Because I have ... 
A friend like you! 

Not~ 
When I first met: you, 
I Knew it was true. 

The heart never lies, 
I was in 1ove with you. 

I 100Ked in your eyes 
That were 100King at me. 

I wanted you to say, 
"Hey, lets run away." 

But worse came to worse 
And all that I Knew 

Is the one thing I wanted, 
Was to be with you. 

I saw you with her, 
But what could I do? 
All I could say was, 
"How COUid YOU?" 

All the times we spent together 
Was nothing I can see. 

you had always wanted her, 
And not me. 
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'lt is something hard to cope with. 

Something hard to understand. 

'When your life makes a sudden change, 
.9\nd the sky lets out some rain. 

Of ou are full of many mixed emotions, 

'J"hat you nor anyone else can explain. 

Sometimes you feel completely alone, 

.9\s the rain falls down to the land. 

'People push you to try harder, 

'Though you can only try so much. 

'Life is very exhausting. 
3'ever-ending rain is such. 

3'ow the rainstorm has ended, 

.9\nd all the clouds have disappeared. 
"f ou are imally able to move away, 

'F.9\'ilJ>eyond your teenage years. 

Untit\ed 

t\earts t.an t.han9el 
Mine wi\\ too. 

You said 1ou were mine.I 
ihe e~perient.e was roo\. 

6-ut now l don1 t \(now m1 fu\i 
l re.a\\1 don1 t \(now 1ou. 

I didn1t \(now 1our intention 
Not a word 1ou said was tr 

You \ied to me.I 
Time and time again. 

~o now it must rome to an e 
l \(now what has to be done 

And ifs the \ast thing l want to 
l wi\\ \oo\( 1ou in the e1es 

As tears fi\\ mine. 
And sa1 9oodb1e ... 

for the. \ast and fina\ time. 



10 Mearrinffs of Life 
Here are the 10 meanings of life 

From the back of my mind ..... 
The 10 meanings of which to live, 

10 meanings not hard to find. 

I was told #10 is laughter, 
It cures an empty, breaking heart. 

I overheard #9 is happiness, 
Which is good to understand and see. 

I think #8 is friendship, 
It makes you feel complete. 

I read #7 is peacefulness, 
Something the world has yet to see. 

I believe #6 is faithfulness, 
Which is something I have gained. 

I was told #5 is freedom, 
I love to have the privilege. 

I heard #4 is trust, 
What do you think this word means? 

I think #3 is love. 
It fills your heart with joy. 

I understand #2 is lessons, 
Important things you learn. 

Fin.ally, #1 is life itself, 
You must take it for all it's worth 

Always live it to its fullest. 
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When you ... 
I get chills when you look at me. 
I get weak knees when you smile at me. 
I go crazy when you touch me. 
I feel empty when you look past me. 
I become sad when you don't know me. 
I grow cold when you aren't near me. 
I see you when you don't see me. 
I love you when you don't love me. 
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Fate 
We used to sit together 
Vnder the apple tree 
Me beside you 
And you beside me 

We used to play together 
On the swings and monkey bars 
Then late at night we'd come out 
And lay beneath the stars 

We used to eat together 
Two cherries on our banana split 
For when there wqs just one 
We would always tight over it 

We used to hang out together 
Watching movies old and new 
And when we wqtched a romance 
It was just like me and you 

But now we' re not together 
You high up, and me so far down 
And when I think of old times 
It always brings Cl ftown 

But one d<ly we'll be together 
For everyone to see 
Me beside you 
And you beside me 
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"A friend is someone who knows the 

song in your heart and will sing it 

back to you when you forget the 

words." 
-Unknown 
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"Love thine enemies ... 
it really pisses them 
off. II 

-Anon 

. '·"' 

"Trust in God, but 
lock your car." 

-Anon 

"Men are born ignorant, not stupid. They are made 
stupid by education." 

Bertrand Russell 
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"If you tell the truth, you don't have to remem~er anything." 
- Mark Twain 

What I Want To Hear 

I'm sorry I didn't hold you 
When you needed me close, 

I'm sorry I didn't listen 
When you needed me most, 

And I'm sorry I wasn't there for you 
When you were overcome by fear, 

These are the things I want to hear. 

I'm not angry with my family, 
I'm not angry with my friends, 
I'm not angry with the world, 
I'm not angry with God, 
I'm not even angry with you •.. 
Just myself for thinking I was. 

"If yow cu-et pat't.et'lt iNll 01'\.el ~of~, 
yowwaL~ett1.1 ~eii~Jrof ~yow." 

~C~f'yove,.r-TY 



"The pure and simple truth is rarely pure and never simple 
-Anon 

To Be Sorry 

I'm sorry I hurt you 
I f 

I m sorry you care. 
But the world isn't you, 
You need to be aware. 

Stop being angry, 
It needs to end. 
Be a true man, 
And a true friend. 

I'm sorry I hurt you 
I f 

I m sorry you care. 
But keep this in mind 

' I won't always be there. 

I am not sorry, 
I have been there. 
I am not sorry, 
I've done nothing but care. 
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WJlat They Expect of You 

Keep going, 
Don't stop, 
They're all watching, 
Expecting everything 
And maybe more. 
Pressure 
And more pressure. 
It comes in many faces ... 
Love, pride, support. 
But there's a line 
Between them 
And it will be crossed. 
Don't stop, ,IJ· 
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Keep going, 
Don't lose. 



"When I tell the truth it is not for the sake of 
convincing those who do not know it, but for the 
sake of defending those that do." 

- William Blake 
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Scribble 

YcnvdoWthww ~ 
But" a;' Jr JIMit' ~ well.t. 

I try so hard 
Everyone's looking, 
Watching, waiting. 

All eyes on me ... 
But yours looked away. 

It's so hard ... 
To laugh, to love, to smile, and be 

It won't take long, 
To live and learn to be. 

Your eyes may look back on me someday. 
It's not so hard and not far away. 



'-~~ 
Ht',,.~ 

&,.;t~.wl.A' 
SIJ:U,. ~ #t. IMI. ~, 
w~ ~ di. f,;;at,,. e.JJ., 

A"°"~"~~~~~ A/J~' 
W£,~ ... 

~A~'4wt.' 
01) kt4. k ~ IM!t., f,,,,uJ., ~ JA,t' 

~fAJJ~ •.. 

,.,~~~ 

EaAJJ~ (,a,f. ,,,,,J. ~ ~ ~ 

"What we call the beginning is often the end. And to make 
an end is to make a beginning. The end is where we start 
from." 

-T.S. Eliot 





"Screw-Up" 

Readjusting his grip on his rifle, Logan lit his cigar and looked out from behind the 
building. 

"Well?" said a voice behind him. 
Logan turned to the voice behind him, ''Not much to worry about." 
The voice belonged to a middle-aged man with a reddish beard and he wore a 

standard military looking suit. "I'd like you to be more specific." he said. 
"Geez Jack, lighten up," Logan responded, "There are four security guards around 

the target, plus about four more on the roof" 
Jack let out a sigh, "Well, let's hope that we can get this done without any 

trouble." 
"I wouldn't worry about it," Logan replied, "With his security like this, we'll be 

done and getting paid before supper." 
Jack sighed again. 
"Ease up Jack, this'll be easy street." 
"Let's hope so Logan," Jack shot back. 
Logan grinned and let out a puff of smoke before crushing the cigar under the heel 

of his boot. 
"Here they come ... " Jack muttered as he drew his pair of black revolvers. Logan 

had his rifle set up and was taking aim at their target. 
"Wait for them to pass ... " Jack whispered. 
"I know," Logan snapped, "I know how to do my flamin' job." The group was 

nearing Logan and Jack's position. 
"Jack, you get the four on the roof, I'll mind the shop here." 
With a nod Jack holstered his revolvers and starts up the ladder on the side of the 

building they were using for cover. 

"'I know how to do my flamin' job," Jack muttered as he pulled himself onto the 
roof "Well, knowing and doing are two different things." Jack drew his pair ofrevolvers 
as he stalked along the rooftop towards his prey. 

Logan was lining his target with the crosshairs of his sniper rifle scope. He could 
hear his target speaking with one of the security guards as they neared. 

" ... but sir, are you sure about this?" questioned the head security guard, 
readjusting his sunglasses as he took another look around. 

"Nonsense," replied a man in a gray business suit. He was almost laughing as he 
walked, "Who would dare to risk such an attack on me? Besides no one knows that we 
are here." The group moved along as they passed one condemned building after another. 

Logan cracked a grin as he rested his finger on the trigger, "See for yourself, fool," 
he muttered under his breath. "You've caused my employer a great deal of trouble from 
what I've been told, and he's paying me a nice sum of money for me to do the job and not 
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ask questions ... " he squeezed the trigger and a low jjfttthhp! sounded as the rifle fired off 
a silenced shot. 

"Well. I still don't like it sir," the head security guard complained. 
The man in the gray suit chuckled, "Don't be so up tight over so-" He never 

finished his sentence because he jerked forward as a bullet tore through him and flew out 
his chest. A spray of blood followed this as he fell forward and crashed into the ground. 

The head guard's eyes went wide as crimson red sprayed on his black suit, the man 
he was talking to only a moment ago was now on the ground in a spreading pool o·f blood. 
"The decoy's down!!" he roared to the other men as he drew his gun. 

Logan's eyes widened in surprise, "'Decoy'?!" As soon as he uttered the words a 
hail of bullets smacked into the building he was using for cover. 

Jack's head swung towards the direction of the gunfire. "Damn ... " he muttered as 
he holstered his revolvers and charged away from the four bodies lying on the roof in a 
pool of red. Taking a quick glance down the ladder, he saw Logan firing at the advancing 
men. "Oh yeah, I leave for five minutes and you screw up the whole mission!!" he growled 
as he slid down the ladder. 

"It's not my fault!!" Logan cried as he fired a shot from his rifle at the men, "I hit 
the target like I was hired to do!" 

"Then what the hell went wrong?!" 
"The target was a government decoy!!" 
"W-what?!" Jack said in a flash of surprise. 
"You heard me," Logan said in a clam voice, "Let's get outta he while we're able." 

He fired off three more shots then backed away from the edge of the building. 
"Agreed, we need to talk to the boss about this screw up." Jack also backed away 

and the two made a mad dash towards their hidden car. Jack knew this wasn't as simple as 
their employer boasted. 

Crashing into the side of the car, Logan opened the door on his side and started 
the car as soon as he was in his seat. 

Jack ducked behind the car as a spray of bullets missed his head by a few inches. 
He leaped into the car, "Go, go!!" he yelled at Logan, the car screamed out of the area 
followed by a hail of bullets far behind. 

"A government decoy ... " Logan snarled as he said the words. "This was supposed 
to be a cake walk ... " 

"Only high ranking government officials get decoys, we were supposed to be 
taking out one of the low rungs of the ladder ... " Jack said as Logan pulled the car up to 
an empty building, or so it seemed. 

Logan and Jack got out of the car, walked around to a side .. door, and went inside. 
"Think he's here?'' Logan asked. 
"Dunno." 
"How did the mission go?'' .asked a voice from the shadows at the back wall. 
''Not too good boss." Jack replied. 
"EX.Pl~~" The voice ordered. 



Logan let oµt a sigh th~n spoke up, "The job was going like it was planned, but 
when I made the move to take out the target, the whole operation went to hell." 

A figure took shape ·and separated itself from the shadows, but not enough to 
make out any details. 

"What happened?" 
"Turns out the target was a decoy. Not a cheap one either," Logan replied, "The 

voice, face, posture, the way he walked." 
The man in the shadows was silent for a moment. "It must have been an A-1 class 

decoy. Best of the best." 
"But I thought he was a low person, not really important," Jack said. 
"It would appear that someone thinks him important. .. " the figure said aloud. The 

figure tossed a suitcase onto the floor at Logan and Jack's feet. "Here, payment in full. 
Stay low and keep in touch, I am going to need your help again, and soon." 

After the pair ofhitmen had left, the figure walked from the dark room into an 
office and picked up the phone. 

"Walter? It's Burman. Things have gotten more COJD.plicat~d than we feared. I . ' 
need you here as soon as possible, and bring your best maq. yes, J understand ... good." 
He hung up the phone and sat in the soft cushioneq cµair m tlW qffice. "Well, it would 
appear my sources were far from accurate ... we'll he ~µsy.'' 

To Be Continued 
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Note oF etemity 

In the twilight hours, 
Nothingness appears to dance with me, 
Twirling in the silence oF death, 

. Striking the note oF etemity. 

Mysterious shadows play on the floor, 
Going in the direction oF no tomorrow 
Reaching in the dark For hope, 
Finding only a solitude oF soi-row. 

Hoping the day near 
With this immortal kiss, 
When fullen angels dance at our Feet, 
Beckoning us into immortal bliss. 

"The iournev is the reward" 
-Taoist saving 

··we are what we repeatedlv do, 
Excellence, then, is not an act 
But a habit" 
-Aristotle 

Silent eyes sing 
I ponder life as a butterfly 
I cry to have colorful plans 
I want butterfly friends 
All soft gossamer, delicate things 
Sparkling, transluscent wings. 

, 

If I go to sleep and dream of being a butterfly 
And go on my merry way 
Did I actually dream of being a butterfly 
Or awake from a dream of walking human 
being? 

Ponder•ng l• f e il f ter 
the bUss of a 
bloom•ng. red rose 

S•lem:e grows 
But no one hnows 
What c:omes 
After l•fe d•es 
ln that l• ttle rose. 

On the dawn of 
combustion of hearts 

Open silence smiling 
unc\oubtful te(:lts 
Porcelain fuces almost 
cle(:lt. 
Ponc\eting suc\c\en almost 
certainty 
Poison ftom my smile 
ChC:lsing bitter heartache 
Unleashing ioy on evety 
heart 
WhC:lt S<lY you shC:lll 
(:lccic\ents such as this 
occut? 
For the cty of C:lngels, 
speak sttength C:lnc\ 
stC:lbility! 
RemembtC:lnce of all pute 
goodness 
Look yonc\er fot thC:lt is 
beyond juc:\gment 
Sip on my life to open 
yout sarc:\onic eyes. 
Exploc\e intemally with 
insanity 

1 

All is fu II of love. 



Nightmares and Spider webs 

Spinning nightmares in their web 
The spiders of horror 
Poison olir minds 

Breaking into our silky dreams 
Eating at safety in our sleep 
Slashing the hearts in unmade beds 
They stuff us with fears 
Sewing up with envious thread 
Leaving shadows to feast on the dead 
Watching us suffer in this madness 
Crawling out as they came shrieking in laughter 
Playing with our daydreams in spools of light 
Crushing them inside out 
Reverting to macabre games 
Dancing with spite around crying eyes 
Killing the innocence 
With dawns brand new 
Boiling and flying 
Through stained-glass eyes 

"Red wine and sleeping pills 
help me get back into your arms." 

~Radiohead~ 

Happily never after 

And she bit into that luscious fruit. 
She tasted its tartness 
Her heart was bittersweet. 
After all that has happened no one pays attention. 
Much of the tears from her face are clear 
Even though her face is cold and blue. 
Did everyone just think it was a phase? 

What he really is ... 

Prince Charming rode up on 
His jet black horse. 
He looked at the fair maiden 
And spit in her face. 
He rode off into the sunset 
Full of himself. 

Anti-lover Daydream . 

Who will wait for me, . 
Ifl fall behind myself 
When my love is gone? 

Snap your fingers 

Ya/re a :la" 
ft~ 
Ywr $tf1er seas my eyes 
9iltmy eas 
ft ft/bMmd 
f:a1 I :J(DW up to he ji:J-/i;e ~ 
ft~ 

.!f I rM5h so f.ad my mm' 
~es. 

tai I51 to~Slnp7 
h,~ .btf?is !YJ ~ ~ 

-sfd'"dov.ri hy ~ tl-e'f.ld'~er 
Tlltles-

I wll l>e yx1 a-rd dnVe 
awndjj-

;J-hn#" a-rd sh!riy :la" 
Sett-to eaffi so fle',V to 

oisaprroVe 
7Fie !iKYtal fa/h 
ft Hil;Mrod 
Yal daf!1 !l!y !l!l!'d 
~ fit"efill tmii 

/<J/ltf!5 my frectaJS dreams 
Yal dl/lk !l!y Um' 
.l-Ov.ri //1 J-lest/ic//y.;.ro;/ 
Wait-my Jfe 7 



Mechanical 

Imagination held back. 
Originality destroyed. 
Mamma can I have a new play toy? 
Everything shuts down 
The batteries went dead. 
Creativity, a gift from the most radical heart. 
Beauty is suicide 
Everyone is trying to capture it and dying 
quickly 
Hate is the center of the universe 
But no one asked why it had to be! 
Just let it go, controlling maniac. 
I need my super mega toy to see 
I am blind, boys and girls 
Mamma where are you? 
You stuck in the well again 
Because Daddy wouldn't be 
the man of your dreams? 
Escape is impossible to turn on. 
No feeling only cold thoughts 
And everything is turned on 
All mechanically. 

"Thought I could organize freedom, 
how Scandinavian of me" 
-Bjork 

Still waiting 

Wait. Wait. Wait. 
All day I wait. 
Wait for nothing. 
Wait for no one. 
Tired of nothing. 
Tired of waiting. 
If this .... 
If that. .. 
Maybe next time. 
How about no time? 
Still wait and wait. 
What am I do to with myself? 
I suppose I shall wait 
and wonder what I am waiting 
for. 

Tracing circles 

Forgetful ladies trace 
circles in pools of 
light 
While nymphs dance 
In the shadows of 
resolution 
And scream their 
names. 
In the overcast pool 
the evils want to pull 
them down 

LLThe course of true love never did 
run smooth. 11 

to drown them in 
honeysuckle kisses 
While tracing circles 
In pools of light 

-William Shakespeare 

not knowing their 
awaiting fate. 



Talk to your dog 

In the middle of the night, 
nothing matters 

Nor do I care to dream about 
anything else. 

Kiss me on my lips, on my 
eyes, 

And warm my melancholy 
heart. 

Play with my cactus heart. 
Try not to get hurt when you 

pull a needle out 
But be careful, it hurts me 

dearly. 
You said you didn 't like 

Chinese food, 
then why did you eat 

my fried rice, 
my General Tso' s chicken, 

and drink my Pepsi 
too? 

When we looked at the night 
sky, 

I wondered if you really did see 
the stars. 

When I call you on the phone, 
You talk more to your dog and 

the TV 
Than you do to me. 
Now you never call. 
We were happy and in love, 

but now I am just left 
wondering, 
"why?" 

Blinding Reflections 

This bitter love rots 
in my fingers. 

My sardonic eyes 
are tired. 

I never liked 
losing awareness. 

I am a spy that searches 
for your truths. 

Within these alabaster walls 
I crave your name aloud. 

I guess no angels weep 
blinded by your vain 
reflections. 

I smash love's defenseless 
shell. 

Magnitude 

You stand there all neon like. 
The burst of red on lips made cold by 
the winter cold flashes me a smile . 
Delicately your porcelain hands grab 
my wrist to show me the way. 
Your heart is like a loving word 
whispered in my ear. 
No one knows how fragile you are or 
how your beautiful eyes 
hold me in suspense when you tell me 
about that guy in the hall 
that said you were a freak. 
Why doesn't everyone just fade away? 
That shirt you wore the other day was 
awesome, how beautiful of you to be 
yourself. 
I wish I could place you in that heart 
shaped box that you said 
would be perfect to live in and hide 
from the pain. 
Doves sing at the drop of your tears. 
The creativity could continue to 
collapse but it clings to you like a 
crutch. 
Remember last night when we drank 
bottled water, sang with helium filled 
voices, 
and watched The Rocky Horror Picture 
Show? 
The incense you burn attaches to your 
auburn hair 
with the sweet, tartness of 
strawberries and follows you wherever 
you go. 
You are like modern art puzzling to 
the eye. 
I have this feeling deep down that the 
universe revolves around your heart. 
Don't worry about not being a 
Buddhist, you still find love in the 
smallest bug 
and the coldest snow. 
You are my greatest friendship with 
magnitude that no one has ever 
known. 

-To my flaming angel-

/11-.oof) 
,ale, ll)ySferi°'-15 

~efle,tif'lg. da,,,if)g. ~of)derif)g, 
Godde~. "'agk~. tides, sateTiites 

~igbf, love, rotatiQg 

'f'aitb. fad 
~I.If) 
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