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My wot<I!:, 
They' te not me. 

Jugt thought!: !:Wimming in the abys!: of life, 

And I set them ftee. 
Which make!: me, a ~ervant of the Pen. 

Jamie T uclmt 
(~o~homote) 

1bey are our n>a&ter& 
Co.,trofti1'g our tbougbt&. 

\Ne fool our&elve& to believe 
1bat ~e are i1' ,o.,trol. 

But tbe trutb i& 

1# e &u'"'"'b 
1o tbeir for,e. 

Co1'f orn>i1'g 
Be.,di1'g to tbeir ~m. 

~ayi1'g exa,tly 
1Nbat tbey ~a.,t u& to. 
It i& f ooli&b to believe 

1# e 'On)n)81)cl. 

l'or ~e are but tbeir &erVa1'h> 
'1ervant& ..... . 
Of tbe Pel). 

Ju&ti1' Ba1'ner 
(Junior) 
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Juotin Banner 

5ta'y Bar~er 

Jarod 5utpbin 

Cryotal \Viln)otb 
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Cbad Mauldin 

Jenni Bartelo 

Jan)ie '1 u,~er 

A"'anda Gainey 

Brandon Brin) 

Meliosa 5"'rde1 

Josb 5beets 

Je1'nif er \Villard 

\;' i11 J a'~oon 





Angel 

Do you know an angel? 
I do. 

Balk lllllitfl ~c 
111or: A. <!L. 3li. 

Wialk wit4 mt to dernitu: 
malk wit4 mt tqrougq lift. 

malk wit.Q mt tl7rougl} jouous times. 
matk witq mt tqrougq .atrift. 

ille btt mu .sihe foreutr . 
Neutr !taut me atom~. 

Wlqtrtutr uou arr in tqt worlh. 
3J .alyall mak.e tl1at µtact mu qomt. 

t;au uou'll ntutr ltaut mt: 
111oreutr. to .Qolb mt ht uour arm.a. 

mo tqht to protect me alwaus. 
111rom all tmottomd 4arms. 

~tt lift t.a not compltlt witlfout uou: 
11Dltt soul is ontu a part. 

illlu mtnb is split b.etwttn two placts, 
Wo tqt otl7er qalf of mu qeart. 

Have you ever touched an angel? 
Brush of silken wings. 
Have you ever seen her smiling? 
Sunlight from the sky. 
Have you ever seen her crying? 
Raindrops in her eye. 
Do you know an angel? 
A companion, lover or friend. 
I often think them so perfect, 
That another, heaven will never send. 
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Thoughh! 

~itting hete, I wondet wfi:hfully ft>t 
rny lifo to catch u~ to rne. 
Running wild ftorn rny ~ai:t, 

Welcoming the futute. 
The Tic-T oc of the telentlesi: clock 

hunting rne down, ~uti:ufng 
Coru:tantly, tunning, ftorn 

d11tlc hlnt11£iei:, ft>tgotten 
Metlllcing. 

Dtearni: conce11ling 
the long to11d 

MASl<S 

HmDEN FACES 
ALL AROUND US. 

BEHtND MASt<S OF ALL t<lNDS. 
timtNG. FROM THE OU'rSmE WORLD. 

SO NO ONE SEES TtiEtR TRUE NATURE. 
WALLED BEtitND THE MASt<S OF THEm MAt<tNG 

BASt<tNG tN SECRECY. 
'tRVtNG DESPERATE._V TO t<EEP 

TtiEm FACES HmDEN 
rtu:m THOUGHTS. UNKNOWN. 

EXAMtNtNG THE WORLD 
nmoUGH FALSE EVES 

AND CLOSED MtNDS. 
HmDEN FROM AL._ 

AROUND THE WORLD. 
WE ALL 

WEAR MASKS. 



SHATTERED .. T;~,;,; fl.,,,,,,~~ t• ,,,,.,.;f¥· 

.JI.: 'f'9:JerlfJf!f'I tt'e ltaw 

ONE DAY WE WILL ALL BE SHATTERED, 
DESTROYED BY OUR OWN HATRED AND LUST. 
ASHES TO ASHES, DUST TO DUST. 

JV. clieir.e ~"' 
1' • 9" tt'ltf!f'r. if fa~'.J OIJ· 

1' • •"1" J'-tffi•u/" 

WE MUST FIND A WAY TO PREVENT THIS; 
WE MUST FIND A WAY OUT. 
A WAY TO UNCOVER HOPE, 
AND DIMINISH ALL DOUBT. 

BUT ALAS, THE HUMAN RACE IS DECLINING; 
IT'S BEING SUCKED INTO AN ENDLESS BIER. 
WE ARE LEFT, ONLY, WITH BROKEN DREAMS, 
AND SHA TIERED DESIRES. 

JOURNEY'S END 

WE'VE COME TO THE END OF A LONG PATH, 
THAT WE'VE TRAVELED 0 SO LONG. 
!T'S HARD FOR US TO BELIEVE, 
THE TIME WE'VE SPENT IS GONE. 

THE FUTURE IS RUSHING AT US; 
THE PAST IS FAR BEHIND. 
THE CONST ANT OF THE UNKNOWING, 
JS RIPPING FEAR INTO OUR MINDS. 

BUT, AS THE PATH GROWS CLEARER, 
AND IT'S EASIER TO FIND OUR WAY. 
WE KNOW WE CAN FACE TOMORROVV, 
WITH THE COURAGE OF TODAY. 

"Cfbe mind is the doonDD!J lo /be universe. 

"0eAI!k~tk~~/· 
(iJcr ._y,Dfu cla/V/ oen/fi/'f7 ifiLo.. tk ~9" 

CJlour will is lbe keg. 
olep ooer the threshold 

9/nd preptJre lo embrtJce the f•nlasfic. " 



The Crossroads 
By: Justin Heritage Banner 

The night was chill and the air crisp. Two figures stood silhouetted against a 
silver moon. Their embrace was warm, but yet, somehow cold. 

She broke her lips from his and stared deep into his eyes. "Why?" she said, 
obviously trying to hold back tears. 

"It's best," replied the man. "I don't belong here. My life is elsewhere." 
They began to walk along the shore. The sand looked even blacker in the 

moonlight. 
"Why not just stay here?!" said the woman. "You can have a life here too you 

know." 
He took hold of her shoulders so he was looking directly into her face. "You 

know that's not true; I can't just abandon them." 
She forgot all control, the tears came openly now. "You've been here for a year 

and you've loved me, why do you now change your mind?" 
"I have loved you 1but my time here is over. I have to go back; you know that." 
"Yes, I suppose I do, but it's just so hard!" 
He bent down and kissed her warmly on her cheek; it was salty from her tears. 

"Goodbye." He said as he turned to go. 
He paused to pull on a small, green, triangular shaped hat. He then produced 

a small, gold band from his pocket and gently slipped it on his left hand. 
With that done, the man walked away down the shore. He knew that he 

would never see the woman again; he knew he would never return. None of this 
seemed to matter though, he was going home; finally going home. 

As the woman watched him disappear from sight, the slight warmth returned 
to her abdomen. It was then that she realized that she would always have with her a 
part of the man she had loved. 

i'ill)e 
l='riel')d or foe? 
i'be world 
Compassiol)ate or bateful? 
1.ife 
'Witb ll)eal)il')9 or witbout? 
Questiol)s 

i'be basis of bumal? spirit. 



Fufillment 

Through all my troubles, 
Away from my tortured past. 
I now see the light of salvation, 
And how brightly its light is cast! 

That which I have suffered for, 
The object of my two year strive. 
Finally is coming nearer to me. 
Finally, becoming mine! 

I see now that this long journey, 
Has been worth every slow step. 
The truth has been revealed to me, 
In one sweet, gentle breath. 

lezM'\~ tl\e -~)"Steal v.crld, 
Never to rd:ull\ 

1>epartlr\j tl\e 1llCrtal flesh. 
Nn r~ets. 

.~ above tl\e cloods. 
~ like never before. 

FTcicn~ rredy In space, 
SD reireshl1'~ 

Winter Wind 

Cool and crisp at morning; 
Warm and gentle at noon. 

J•••••11r 
lllniot 

Cold and frightening at midnight, 
A hope that morning comes soon. 

It carries upon its wings. 
The life of autumn's death. 

You must listen o so closely; 
A soft and tranquil breath. 

-~ 

All serene and wondrous; 
All from heaven sent. 

The freshness and the beauty, 
Of a new born winter's wind. 



5tacy 

Barker 



People con1e out of your stapler 
to dance for vou . ... 

They con1e fro1n a d.iffere11t IJlanet. 
There's no telling what the)' 1night do. 

At night the stapler glows, 
con1111unicati11g with hon1e. 

These people are crazy, 
I wonder if anyone knows. 

1~hey fall out of the sky, 
landing in your room. 

Watch out and be careful, 
for they wiU conquer Earth soon .. 



It all began with a flash of lightning and a broken ankle. 
Jed, Billy Bob, and I had been wandering around in the yard 

they provide for us lunatics here at the Berbinger Asylum. Jed and 
I had seen the clouds coming, but Billy Bob he didn't have the 
sense to come in out of the rain}and we had to stay with him. The 
people in white coats would hit us with the electric prods if we 
didn't. 

When the first lightning flash came, Billy Bob thought the 
Commies had dropped the bomb. He shouted, "Duck and cover!" 
and started hopping around quacking. We just stood there watching 
him until he fell and broke his ankle. Then we pointed at him and 
laughed at him. 

Now, Jed had always been kind of dangerous, especially 
since he stopped taking his medication. Ever since he saw his pet 
ducks massacred in a holocaust of screaming tires and crunching 
metal, he'd been sort of weird about people quacking. He thought 
they were making fun of his ducks. 

I saw his eyes begin to tum red}and he started waddling over 
to the crippled BiJJy Bob. I got scared and started yelling for the 
doctors. They told me I was safe in my room,and everything was 
okay. As l looked out my window, [thought it was a good day for 
rain. 



Fantasy becomes reality 
or does reality become fantasy? 

We're living a dream. 
We try to realize the fantasy 

but our words and music 
only increase the mystery. 

The past a figment of imagination 

The future a thing unreal, 
The present, the time in which we live, 

is the only reality. 
But one day this too will be fantasy 

and a new reality real 
And the moment just past 

is the only moment in which we truly live. 



URN BOOKS 

.Jvlusic is a liiglier reve{ation 
tfian a(( wisdom and yfiifosfioyfiy. 

-~eetfioven 

I detest what you write, but I 
would give my life to make it 
possible for you to continue 

to write. 
-Voltaire 



LOOK, BUT DON'T TOUCH. 
TOUCH, BUT DON'T TASTE. 
TASTE, BUT DON'T ENJOY. 

THE BRAIN EXCRETIONS OF 



LL A BEAVER, SAVE A TREE! 

A COFFEE SHOP CONVERSATION 

\Vhot chyou gonno get?" 

·1 dunno. Moybe o floot. Yeo . o vanilla float." 

A flootl?I I dunno how you con eat them things." 

What? What's wrong with o float? I mean, you got you pop, you got your ice cream . Why wouldn't you like 
se two things together?" 

1t s not those two things together that I don't like. It's how you eat it.· 
"What chyou mean it's how you eat it?" 

Well . eoting a float ... it's a contrad iction ." 
'Exploin ." 

"If you don't eot o float fast enough, the ice cream eventually melts into the pop. creating some ice cream/pop 

glomerotion thot is repulsive to the taste buds . But if you eat the float too fost. you get one of those ice cream 

daches. And I'd rather be kicked in the you-know-where than get one of those." 

'See. youjust dunno how to eat them. You've got to find the happy medium . You don't eat it fost, you don't eat 
low What chyou gettin'?" 

"Im cravin a s•eak." 

A steak? You can't order no steak in here. It's a coffee shop. They don't offer it." 

"T hey offer hamburger. Why wouldn't they offer steak? It's the same animal ." 

They just don't . You wanna steak, go to Golden Corral or someplace like -that." 
·1 m bettin' they hove steaks. Where's the freokin' menu?" 

·1 dorit think we ever got one . You know. we've been here o long time and we haven't been served ." 
"Well, I con tell you this much, someone ain't gettin a tip." 
"Why not?" 

Because. the service hos not been ~otisfying." 
'Well. whoever it is still deserves a t ip . Maybe they're busy." 
· 1·m busy. I haven't got time for this ." 

"Well. I'm not hungry anymore ." 

'M e neither-. Let's go." 

PADD[D WALL~ 

~o Billy Wll!: lu!:t witlking uound in the gt0cery !:tote 11nd he wu: fu!:t thinking to hirn!!elf why 'the gt0cery !:tote 
i: so bu!:y tod'ly bec'lu!:e it W'I! Jud" tegulu day of the week and usually the g10cety !tote i!: not that bully on ll 

ulitt dlly irt the rniddle of the week u~ecil1lly at that tirne of day Billy wu In the i:tote becaui:e tig,ht now rno!lt ~eo~ le 
e at work in!:tud of doing theit gt0cety !!ho~~ing becaui:e they u!lu11lly wait until the weekend becstu!:e on the weeke nd 
II :tte not :it work, but in!ltud they'te 1111 w11lking at0und buying theit Clot0t Bluch1 ~uty na~kiM, citnt:tlou~u, 
9, rnilk, btud, ehee!le, yogutf, ice etestm, e11ndy hllt!, b11ti: of h1ory ~oit~, liquid !:Oil~, even i:orne of thoi:e little ~iecu 
o:ip sh:iped like i:euhell!I that lite U!:ed fot deeot11ting yout blltht0om !I if you h11ve !IC!ll!!hell w11ll~11~et bec11u!:e if you 
't, the !:l!:t!:fll!ll!: rn ight cluh, u~eei:illy if you h11d w11ll~1t~et th11t h11d little c11h unle!:!: yout w11ll~:r~et hitd little fish 

even !::tilbo:tf!: becau!:e then th@ !ll!ll!!helli: would rn11teh the Wllll~ll~et bee11u!:e fi!:h e:in i:wirn in the i:ea 11nd !:ailboitt!: 
!:llil on to~ of the i:u :ind the little i:e11!:hell!: would rn11tch thern bec11ui:e they llll c11n do wh:it they do in the i:u 

e~t fot !:euhell!: bec:iu!:e i:ui:hell!: don't telllly do 11nythlng, they fud come ft0rn the i:u but they would rn:itch the 
lbo11t!: :ind the figfi but they wouldn't rn11tch w11ll~a~et th11t h11d ~u~~ie!: ot even gt0wn u~ dog!! on it, ot rnooni:, ot 
i:, Ot if in!:teitd you didn't h11ve w11ll~:r~et, you fu!:t h11d btick w111l fot w11lli: thllt would be ih!lide yout b1ttht0orn ot w11ll!: 
di! out of rnet:tl like !:ubrnuinu ot if you hlld w11ll~11~et rn11de out of i:o11~ th11t would be OK bee11ui:e ev@n if it didn't 
e se:i!:hell!: de!:igned into the i:o11~.y Willi, they'd both b@ thingi: rn:ide out of !1011~ itnd thingi: th11t lite m:ide out of the 
e tfiing 11su:illy rn:iteh like :ill the walli: on 11 !:ubmuine ate rn:ide out of rnet11I !lo they rnateh. 

Love is a woRl~ wheRe it's 90 ~egRees in the sun, 
an~ below fReezfng in the sha~e. 



[ _)fstNllMT or a J(aln Prop 

V"u rverr. standln!f thr.re 
·with J!l7llr shadow acting 

/f.• u, ontrast to the background. 
I .<•t11l7d thr.rr. In the rain. 

·was 1t tear.• running down mv face! 
Just memories. 

Or '/OU sta ndln{/ there. 
or vou fimlllnq. 
Or I/OU CTI/In(/. 

·what wa.<• a yellow life. 
/ 5 n11 IV blue. 

I /o(!ked Jorvn at a puddle. 
:X dlnttnq the world around me. 

P,ut then the rain hit It. 
and thr rvMld became distorted. 

.Alv wMld · 5aerved up. 
P,e, ·ause vou'rr. no longer there. 

And there stood 
Onlv the back{fround. 

Vou're not a11Jnq. 
You're not .'iml/lng. 

Vo11're s(!mewhere else. 
)( nd not with me. 

/ rva.'i standing there 
·wnh l7nlv mv .•hadorv a.'i companv. 

P,r.nwse the memories are gone. 
The rain stopped. 

Tiu puddle rvas .'itJ/I. 
Thr rvor/J rvm• back to normal. 

I stepped In It. 

A Cold Something 

I remember last year's fall 
The turning leaves 
Some had already hit the ground 
Catching a leaf, I thought to myself 
This will be a memory tomorrow 
Smoking my fake cigarette 
And really just blowing out my cold breath 
The earth was a tease 
Sunny day - not a cloud in the sky 
But it was still cold 
That cold something that lingered in the air 
It was dead - the leaf 
Teasing me again 
These bright colors 
Preluding death, foretelling winter 
I let go 

You're tral'l"!b m this ccffm. 
A'1b 1 W0'11t let \fOU 50. 

1 woulb li~ to. 
Dw.•t somtthms k¢q'f holbm5 ttw back. 
Ma\flx? it was tkat S0'15 Ott the rabio. 

Or ma'ib\! that ttecklacc \fOU save me. 
Ma\f b\! evenfthms. 

Because just whc'1 1 thmk 
1'11 ot'¢tt \fOUt' tomb, 

Somtthms holbs me back. 
Memories att alwa\fS str0'15a tha'1 acti 

A'1b tkat's wh\.f 1 w0J1't let \fOW out. 
1 f't'a\1 \fOU Ca'1 5et out Ott \.fOUt' OW'1. 

But \fOU k'1ow "fOU b0J11t wa'1t to . 
You wattt me to alw"''1s have a pl~ce 

F01" \fOU m "1'1 mmb. ™'i 5ravc. 
So \.fOU arc tke 0'1e who's '10t tral'l"!b· 

It's me mdoseb m this coffm. 
fa1doscb with 0'11\f memories as m'1 frim 

Not friettb6. fric'1bs b0'1't m~ke 1-fOU Cf'\i. 
Just compa'1i0J1s. 

M\.f compa'1i0'1s - You. 
You have me tral'l"!b. 

You sealeb tke sat'copha5ltS. 
You mabe me daustrophobk. 
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l-CUN1' HACBrnROUND 

nm HA(~KGHOIJND FADES 1'0 FORE 
111E HORIZON SEEMS TO 1"Al.K BACKWARD 
SO WE f~AN'1' GE1' WIH!HE WE'RE GOING 
IT'S AU. (~0Nl11JSION, DEUJSION 
WE'U. FALi. OFF THE EDGE 
Tim BORDER mAT FIATUNES us 
WE (~RAVE Dl!S1'1NATION 
(;ft HERE. NO HF.HE 
POINT A TO POINT B 
BU1' NOT A Cl.EAR DEFINITION 
OF 1'HE Pl.ACE WE'RE AT 
AND IN AN INS1'ANT 
Al11'ER WE RF..ACll l-CUN1' B 
A NEW BA«:tmROUND APPEARS 
ANn THAT'S WHERE WE WANT 1'0 llE 



He stcireol out tVie wi.V'volow i.V'vto title pcile clouds tVicit looV1A..ed close to tVie groull'vcl. 
c;od, Vie wcis bored. t;ut reciLltJ, tVii.s wcis reLcixi.111-9 for Vii.VitL. ENe"" whell'v tVii.ll'vgs were W~.e 
Viow HtetJ used to be, Vie wouLd covi..te to tVie wi.V'volow CIV'vGt ste1re out i.t. NowciGtCl!jS, Vie cit.Gt 
i.t V'llLore o~ell'v. 

rt LooR.ect li.R.e i.t wcis goi.111-9 to SMW. "E>alt:j Vicic! beell'v outsi.Gte ecirU.er tVicit dCltJ 
tciR.i.111-9 out tVie trcisVi, CIV'vd Vie could sV1tLetl i.t i.V'v the cii.r. TVie cold, V'vOt tltte trcisl-1 . you 
RV'vOW tlttcit coLc! sV1tLelL cirou1A-c! tJOu before i.t SV'vows . t;i.LLtJ lttcitect tVii;it sVlAeLL. He ltlcitec! 
bdll'vg cibte to see. Vii.s brecitltt i.V'v froll'vt of Vii.VlA.. He V\(.{tec! title coLd. He reciLLtj Gti.clll'v't feeL 
Li.R.e wciLR.i.111-9 outsi.Gte todCl!j, but Dad toLc! V!i.V'llL tVicit i.f Vie c!i.cill'v't tciR.e out tne c(().w..V'v 

trcisVi, Vie would be i.V'v Cl Lot of trouble. 
·r R.Mw Vie·s.Just tell'vse, • "E>i.LLtJ tnought to hi.VlA.seLf. ·rf Clll'v!jtlttl.111-9, Vie wcis tVie oll'vt 

V'itlost Viurt wViell'v VlA.OV'llL di.ed, except for VlA.e. He's just beeVI- teV'vse for Cl bout four VtA.OV'vtV!s.' 
Bi.LLtJ R.V'vtw sVie wouLcill'v't Vicive cussed cit V!i.V'llL . 

ft wcis begi.ll'vV\,i.111-9 to get ctcirR. outsi.Gte, Cl V\,c! i.t wcis OV'vLt:J Cl bout si.x o'cLocR.. BcicR. 
i.V\, J ull've, tVie SUV\. wouLdV'v't go clowll'v for Cl MtV!er three hours. "E>i.LLkj Loved tV!e suV'ltLw.u. A 
ti.VVte wheVI- tJOU could WCiR.e up cit sevell'v o'cLoc.R. i.:A. tVie w..orll'vLV'vg CIV'vd V'vot ViciV~V'vg to Viecir 
c!cict compLC!i.ll'v cibout Vii.s ccir Mt stcirti.11\,g becciuse of tV!e coLct. 

·you sV!ouLGt V!Cive put some of tVicit stuff i.V'v i.t. you R.Mw, tV!cit R.eeps tJOur ccir 
from lfoi.V'vg tV!i.s,' mom wouLd C!LWC!tJS SC!t:J . sVie V'vtVer RV'vtW CIV'vtJthi.11\,g abotA.t cC!rs, but 
tViell'v cigcii.V\,, sV!e WCISV'v't supposec! to. Bi.LLt:J C!LWC!t:JS thougltlt of hi.s V'llLOV\it CIS tVie WOVlA.CIV'v 
wltlo tooR. ccire of ltli.Vlit Clli\,d o!act. she V1tLC1de tVie meciLs, cLecill\.eo! up a~er tV!em, ClV'vcl CiLL 
tl1cit otVier moV'llL stuff. 

·r wi.sV! i.t wouLc!ll\,'t SMW, but f R.11\,ow i.t's golA-V'vCI, f just ~V\.OW,' Balt:J tV10ugV!t to 
V!i.VlitseLf. He Vicitect tVii.s. rte Vicitect title VtA.eVtA.ori.es . 

'TV!Cit's ciLL t)OU ever do. Looi«. out title wi.vi,dow. WltlC!t cire tJOU LooR.f.V\.g cit 
CIV\.tJWCltJ?' ltli.s GtCio! cisR.ed. 

'Notltli.ll'vg. f'VtA.just LooR.Lll\,." 
·weLL, tJOU 11\,eec! to get up ci""c! do soVlitetV!i.11\,g.· 
Bi.LLtJ wo""dered WVttJ dcic! was fussi.V\,g cit ltti.VtA.. rte V'vever di.Gt before. rte ltlcic! 

V'voti.cect LciteLtJ tltlcit daol was cV!a111-gi.ll'vg . Before, Vie V'vtVer cussed cit Vii.VIA., especi.e1LLt:J over 
title trasVi. 5ver11tVii.v.,g wcis cV!all'vgi.ll'vg. He turll'vec! bcicR. to tne wi.V'vclow. 

MartJ Amster oli.ec! OV'v NoveVtA.ber 1.-ttltt - fotA.r· V'llLOV'vtltls ago. A SV\,owstorw~ forced. 
Vier to ru"" off the rocict Cili\.ol she hi.ta tree. Title full'ver·CIL wcis beauti.fuL. 5vertJHti.111-9 was 
bLcill'vR.etect wi.Ht whi.te. TV!at·s ltlow i.t wcis at tV!e si.te, except tV!e reol. 

ft wcis darl«. ell'vougltl for tVie street Li.gV!ts to c.oVtA.e ovi,. Bi.LLtJ saw Cl sV"vowfl.ciR-e fciLL 
i.V"v the Li.gV!t. 
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The Interview 

"Please, Mr. Isaacs, tell me what you saw." 

"Call me Malici." 

"All right Malici please tell me about what you saw on 

the night of Aug. 27, 1997." 

"All right, but, can you get me a ashtray in here?" 

The cop handed Malici an ashtray while he was sitting there 

finishing his cigarette, he noticed the cop staring at him. 

But Malici just sat there and smoked his cigarette without 

looking up. The cop watching him noticed every single 

detail on this man. He was about six foot-two maybe three 

with shoulder length black hair. He had dark skin and 

looked to be about twenty-one or twenty-two years of age; 

he had a tattoo of a scorpion on his neck, but the one 

thing that blew the cop off, were his eyes. They were like 

two blocks of ice. He also noticed how Malici always 

flicked his ashes off of his cigarette constantly. It was 

like he was nervous about something. 

"All right, it all started like this. I was bummin' 

around for a job. I couldn't get one anywhere. So, I start 

towards Joe's pool hall. Ya know the one next to the 

Texaco. See, me & Joe, we've been good friends for a while 

now. So, I figured that maybe, just hopefully, I could 

probably get a job with him. It was funny because I could 

never get a job anywhere, I just couldn't figure it out, 

until it dawned on me it was because of Fluffy here." 

Malici smiles and takes one hand and pulls his shirt collar 



down so the cop could see his tattoo better. 

"So I go into the pool hall, go up to the bar and 

order myself a shot of vodka and talked to Joe. Joe said 

that he would give me a job, so I was thrilled. See, he 

knows that I can play pool, so, he said that I was to 

hustle the new faces, keep an eye out for trouble, and go 

for beer runs for him at the Texaco next door. So, I told 

him I would take it, I'd be crazy if I didn't, So, he gave 

me a twenty dollar bill, and told me to go to work 

immediately. So, I hustled all night long, and for about a 

week straight after that. Then I started going on beer runs 

for him. Ya know, he would give me some money, and I would 

go over and get some beer and anything else he needed. So, 

one night, I went on a beer run and noticed that everything 

was a little too quiet. So, I walked over to the drinks and 

acted like I normally would. Then I turned around and 

noticed that Brian, the sales clerk, was being robbed. I 

kinda laughed to myself because I can't stand that kid; 

he's a jerk-off in the highest form! So, I had to do 

something, or get out of there, and there was no out. 

"So, I knew I had to act quick. I put the beer on the 

floor, and tip-toed up behind the robber. I motioned for 

Brian to stay quiet about me being there. I noticed the 

robber had a gun pointed at Brian. I slowly walked up to 

the criminal and grabbed his arm so quickly that he didn't 

know what was going on. I banged his hand on the counter. 

The gun fell free from his grasp, and I grabbed it and 



threw it at Brian. Brian caught it and ducked back behind 

the counter and hit the silent alarm. The robber swung at 

me, and I caught his arm; we ended up getting into a fight. 

And I just fought back with everything I had, till he was 

unconscious and you were draggin' me off of him. Is Brian 

O.K.? He looked really stirred up." 

The cop looked at Malici as if he had just lost his 

ever-lovin' mind. "Yeah, the kid's fine." He looks at 

Malici as he smokes his fourth cigarette through the 

interview. "You can go now if you want to, o-yeah, good job 

with stopping the robbery, helping the kid out and all." 

The cop says as Malici gets up to leave. 

"By the way, what is your name, I at least want to 

know the name of the first man whose been able to calm me 

down when I'm fightin', especially as hard as I was 

fightin' tonight?" Malici says as he has the turn to look 

at the cop as if he's lost his ever-lovin' mind. 

"My name is Michael Myers. Goodbye, and be our super­

hero again sometime,n the cop said. 

"Later man." Malici says as he got up to leave. 
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Music 

soft, majestic 
beatinq, lovinq, flyinq 
beats, rhythm, rhyme, melody 
siqhinq, cryinq, dyinq 
sadness, mournful 
silence 
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Flowers Blooming in a Field 

Nature replenished the field with pink. 
Oh how beautiful it is, I think. 

The flowers are ready for the coming stonn. 
Like a hive of bees about to swann. 

As the ferocious storm draws near, 
the pink flowers shout and cheer. 

The flower covered field shows Nature's care. 
Nature doesn't like for her earth to go bare. 

The Beauty of Natur~ 

When the leaves bud in early Spring 
it seems to wake up all of Nature. 

God smiles when the earth is green again, 
The roughest of storms makes Nature even more beautiful 

The blossoming of a rose 
seems like the birth of a new baby girl. 

Each and every scene of earth 
plays a part in the Beauty of Nature. 

Love 
Giving, Contagious 
Touching, Conquering, Moving 
Affection, Caring, Compassion, Friendliness 
Life 

Doves 
joyous, happy, flying, soaring, diving 

love, peace, Holy Spirit, safety 
loving, caring, Angels 

compassion, rest 
beautiful 

I' 



Home Swee1 Home 

love can be found In mv home. 
Mv home Is In heaven up above. 
In heaven Is Where lhe blessed 10 
for res1 because lhelr battle ls won. 
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The s1ree1s are of gold, lhe walls are or Jasper 
and lhe 1a1es are of pearl, 1us1 Hice lhe prophels forelold 

Prineess Di 

Prineess Di 
ntade people ery 
When site lost her life 
b~fore she beean1e Dodi's wife. 
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i f au11d myseif t1t a dead 111d~ and i eauid s11 
the eyes gettf11g eiaser\, i had trl@d to bear aii af 
the heartaehes h1 iffe by myseif aftd Pm here at ii 
piiei where there is fiowhere to ga but to tur11 
irou11d a11d bieidraekQ The ~yes of my enemies 
were gettl11g eiaser every mi11ute illd i had 0111 
iast hopeQ 

There was a persa11 that taid me about a ma11 
who wfii make a way out of 'fio way a'fid that heQs 
there with you aii of the tirileQ This ma11Qs 11ame 
Is Jesus ChrfstQ i asked him ta fargwe me af rny 
silis a11d the'fi i aeeepted him as my Lard a11d 
Sa'ViorQ The'fi aut af 11awh@re~ a daor ap111ed up 
right 111 fro11t of meQ Aii of a suddett~ what had 
bee'fi a dead @lid was a datlr to b@tter sueeessQ 
There Is 11aw a 'fiiW Le@ oihrerQ My e11~rrdes were 
ieft behi11d the dead e'fid as the mysterf aijs daar 
t;ios@tt. My @11@mies hopefuiiy wfii fl11d J@sus 
ChristQ 



My lest Friend 

I have a very best friend. 
H•'• there with me all of the time. 

Mj'· best frlendt'4ove1 me always. 

tu.. I• ~l'.a.e tLll1, )CJf my Valley. 

; 

He 11 the Rock of my Salvation. 
H•'• my Refu1• from the 1t~rm • .. 

When I'm 11\'· sorrow he'• my comfo·rt. 
He's the sweetest Rose of Sh~ron. 

My best frle~d 11 th• keeper ~f my heart. 
He'• the 1reote1t Physician ·1of all times. 

He'• the 8rl1ht . and Mornln1 star. 
H•'• the Master of the wind. 

My best friend 11 the Maker of the Raina. 
He's the Creator of the Stars. 

My beat friend con mend broken hearts. 
He'a the one I depend on when I feel alone. 
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MY LOVE. 

A..s my love stares i"to my eye.s 
I feel my presel\ce 

wanti"9 me to wa"t her 
I l>ite i" to her pale neck 
The J,lood flows across my ltps 
so sweet and thick 
I feel the sharp patl\ of her piercing my wrist 
I cal\l\Ot think as I feel myself Leing drained 
Her l>eavty Lecomes foUer 
Her vi1>rance makes my instincts alive 
I want to rip her apart 
Yet love her and never let harm tovch her 
for her immortal kiss 
is what I cherish 
A..nd her J,lood is my essence 
To taste her Hf ellne 
A..nd to feel her flow through me, 

I ca" live not 
ff I live l\Ot with her 
For to me 
She is my lover 
She wUl Lring forth my chlld 
A..nd let him reign 





Rain and Tears 

The sky is a wonderful thing 
It is similar to life. 

Some days the sun shines. 
Sometimes it is cloudy. 

We all have good days and bad days. 

The rain is just like tears. 
Rain can fall unexpectedly 

Flooding the land. 
Tears flood your eyes. 

Rain helps the grass and trees grow. 
Tears help a person grow stronger and overcome problems. 

Rain and tears both have the ability to help things grow. 

Spirits Soar 

She knelt by his bedside. 
She aiways promised she would be there with him. 

This was her chance to show him. 
As he lay on his bed of death. 

She held his hand 
In his final moments 

And scaled his lips with a kiss. 
He went out of this world 

And his spirit soared 
Into the sky. 

He was finally at rest. 
He doesn't have to suffer anymore. 

Bank Vault 

Charlene Gentry woke up at 6:00 that morning and despite the fact that she was 
nine months pregnant and past her due date, she went to work. She worked in a bank 
across town, an hour away from her house. 

"Hello, Charlene," said her boss. Will you go inside the vault and count money 
for me? I think that it would be a very easy and light job for you to attend to considering 
that you are pregnant." 

"Yes, Mr. Rowbuck. I will do a good job," said Charlene. 
Charlene had gone inside the vault to do her duties for that day and as she went 

inside the door slammed behind her. This scared Charlene. Charlene then felt her water 
break, and she was in labor. She put a lot of the money on the floor so that she would 
have something soft to lie on, and then nature took its course. Charlene went to the 
hospital afterwards, and she and the baby checked out fine. 



The Love of a Daughter 

"ls she going to be all right?" cried Gabrielle as they rolled her mom towards the 
emergency room. Her mom had always been her hero and always done anything for her. 
The last couple of months her mother had been sick with a kidney infection that had 
progressed badly and finally led to kidney failure. 

"Mrs. Leader, your mother's kidneys are both infected very badly, and I think that 
the only way that she can survive is for her to have a kidney transplant immediately," 
said the doctor. 

Gabrielle looked at the white floors and the walls of the waiting room,and then 
she saw the gloves and lab coat that the old bald-headed doctor was wearing. She felt that 
she needed to do something to help her mother, and she decided to help her mother 
survive by sacrificing one of her kidneys to save her mother's life. 

"Can't I donate my kidney to help my mother," asked Gabrielle? 
"Yes you can, but you do realize that you will be putting your life at risk to save 

your mother," said the doctor. 
"I don't care; I want to help in anyway that I can," said Gabrielle. 
Gabrielle went down the narrow hallway into the operating room and she smelled 

sterile air fresheners, and then she saw the bed that had a white crisp sheet thrown across 
it. Right beside of her she saw a corpse. She saw two feet sticking out from underneath a 
white sheet and this frightened her. Her heart began to beat like a drum and they told her 
to change her clothes so that she could go into the operating room. 

The next thing that Gabrielle remembered was that she was in the recovery room 
and when she looked up she saw the white ceiling and beside of her she saw her mother. 
Her mother was happy, because she had a kidney, and she was going to survive. 

Gabrielle was a very good daughter and the savior of her mother because she had 
risked her whole life to help her mother receive a kidney. 

Gabrielle's mom was a very grateful person because she had given her daughter 
life and now her daughter had done a remarkable thing of giving her life. 

The Turtle 

Turtle 
Slow, shy 

Walking, snapping, rolling 
Afraid, intimidated, scared, happy 

Tortoise 

t 



Kitten 
Gentle, hairy 

Meowing, purring, scratching 
Paws, whiskers, claws, tail 

Clawing, swinging, cleaning 
Groomed, protective 

Dog 

Elephant 
Heavy, big 

Charging, walking, eating 
Sad, hurt, mad, confused 

Innocent 

Sadness 

Sadness is blue. 
It sounds like rain hitting the top of a building. 

It smells like a sewer. 
It tastes like salty tears. 

Sadness feels like a heart that has a hole in it. 

Things I like: 

Mickey Mouse 
Elephants 
Reading 

Television 
Pizza 

School 
Driving 
Flower 



MMM ... 
MMM .... 



I watch you 
content with silence 

I try to break your contemptuous gaze 
only to be drawn back 

Drawn back by the beauty in your face 
and the purity of your soul 

Your cruel words shatter the silence 
along with my heart 

My soul is left hollowed by your anger 
fragile and weak 

I retreat into my own subconcious 
only to find memories of you 



SCAPEGOAT FOR REALITY 

You sell yourself! 
You conform yourself! 

for what? 
Profit? 

acceptance? 
your vague sense of reality? 

Your spiritual beliefs? 
Your governments beliefs? 

But never your own! 
why? 

I SWEAR THIS POEM HAS ABSOLUTELY NOTHING TO DO WITH THE JAPANESE MAFIA 



ASSASSINATION 

He couldn't help but feel a little remorse as the man began to 

grovel at his feet pulling on the cuff of his assassin's jeans. 

"How much are they paying you?" the pitiful man managed to 

blurt out in the midst of all his fear. "I'll double it, triple it, just don't 

kill me, God, pleases don't kill me." 

"Are you a religious man?" the stranger said as his cold breath 

vanished into the night air. 

What?" his victim whispered. 

"Are you religious? Do you trust God? What's your 

denomination?" 

"My denomination, what does that have to do with anything?" A 

lifetime of regrets streamed down his face. 

"You're Catholic, aren't you?" the stranger said with a sadistic 

smile. His victim watched as the assassin reached into his left breast 

pocket and pulled out an old brass watch, the kind you would expect 

to be owned by someone's grandfather, not a killer. "I'm giving you 

twenty-five seconds to repent." 

"Oh, God, no, please, we can work this out!" 



"Twenty seconds." 

"Just please listen. I have a savings account. It's all yours just 

I 
,, 

pease .... 

"Ten seconds." 

"Please, I have kids, a wife, please ... " 

"Five seconds." 

"Please, no, who hired you?" 

"Times up." he said, as he began slowly methodically unloading 

the clip. First the left arm then the right. Make him suffer, the voice 

rang out in his head. He paused for a second. The third shot was in 

the stomach; he watched his victim's eyes widen as the gun slowly 

began to ease north. He tried to scream, but all that came out was a 

soft, gurgling $OLmd, and with the fourth blast it was over. The 

stranger placed his gun back into its holster hidden underneath his 

long, black trench coat. He folded back the cover on the old brass 

watch and placed it back in his pocket. He withdrew a pack of 

matches. The smell of burnt sulfur and a freshly lit cigar filled his 

nostrils. The streetlights flickered as the man slowly disappeared into 

the darkness. 



... 
When there's nothing to see. 
and nothing to be 
Just as sure as your smile. 
I 'II be gone for a while 
Nothing to say. 
no reason to stay 
Just as sure as the past. 
nothing good ever lasts . 

"Nothing" by Velocity Girl 
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!:VPERFICIAL 
rhe ~pie of yovr 11}'11 

Is only an orang11 to me. 
I Jon 'f see what yov see 

Yov see things tl.11 way fl7'y ar11, 
I se11 fh11m how I wislt tA11y cov/J J,11. 

I wa fch clovJs m11lf 
Like a marsltm:J.llow in yovr movfh 

I SBll fh11 fr1111s reaching for flie skies 
AnJ aching fo fovch yov 

I h11ar roses scr11aming for wa fsr 

I s1111 /,l(){)J J,11yonJ fhe l>eavfy, 
Yov only sell tl.11 skin. 

IUM IS II TIB m ar m IBIDLDIB; ILllD l'£ll'LI SBB aum Ul'GIB man Br.SB. 

Slllnl SCRtftf\tR 
Stt( SITS IO tttR R00tt 
ftl0 nt ftnD C0 tD. 
SlnCilnCi ftnD SCRtftrJOCi tttR SILtnT S0 no. 
Sttt L°ST tttRStlf 
ftl 0 0Ci Tttt WftT 
S0 Sttt SlfS ftl0 nt In tttR C0 ROtR 
Wffl1 n° TIN T0 Plf!T. 
Sttt f'\UST C0 0TIOUt 
unm S0 f'\t0 nt tttftRS 
~UT sttt ~news 
Sttf Knaws 
IT fflllS on Dtftf tflRS. 
SNt ttftS 0° f RltnDS 
no lift 
no DRtft/'IS. 
S0 Sttt sirs in tttR ROO/'I 
MOD Slltnfil SCRtllt\S. 

Butterflies flutter 
Until they crash into your 

Car's pretty windshield. 

.. 1(' • 

uilaat I forgot to renaetnber 
Bert and Ernie are not gay. 

The mayonnaise is in the fishbowl 
And God is on the front porch. 
Mother's in the kitchen cursing stew 

And I should be outside playing. 
But instead 1 'm in the basement with the 

farmhand 
Time goes by so fast and yet we say we 

have too much 
But then when you died 

You said you didn't have enough time 
And then I remembered 

HAI KUS 

To put the cat out. 

Stop being a pig 
I am not your stupid maid 

Wash your own clothes, jerk. 
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He Didn't Think It Would Ha~~en To Hirn 
On the s:troot they once 111/ed s:o happily, 

tJo one could make a s:ound. 
~he lay there deed on the s:fdewelk, 

And no s:us:pect could be found. 
Bes:lde het lay the gHJCetfl!!! 

~tam the stoM she'd jus:t been to, 
When they rontacted het husband and ho s:aw het thete, 

He was convinced his: llf'e was: through. 
Do they know what they'd done to him? 

Do you think they even cete? 
Het childMn wete crying, 

"Is: Mommy dying?" 
But all ho rould do was: s:tete. 

In ell the time that he'd been alive, 
The light of (us:tice was growing dim. 

But he nevet thought he'd los:e i:omeone this: way, 
He didn't think ft would happen to him. 

I Don't Know You 
I know you see me in the halls 

I know you look away, 
I know you pretend you don't know me, 

Because you did it yesterday. 
I don't even know you anymore 

You're not the person I saw before, 
You've looked away and shut the door, 

And I don't know you anymore. 
I see you in the halls, 

Unaware of my heart breaking, 
You don't know that something's changed, 
You don't know what pills I've been taking. 

And I don't know you anymore 
We were inseparable before. 

But now you've frozen your heart to the core. 
And I don't know you anymore. 

And I've sat up and wondered late at night 
What made that light burn out? 

What made your heart take a different route? 
I don't even know you anymore. 

You aren't the person I saw before. 
You've looked away, you've shut the door, 

And I don't know you anymore. 



As time Goes 

iin)e drifted tbrougb tbe balls of ber old bouse a"d realized it would be tbe last 
tin)e. ibe n)OVers were 'o"'i"g tbe "ext day to pa'~ t~ bouse up, so tbis was tbe ol)ly 
'ba,,,e sbe'd bave to er)joy ber bon)e ii) ifa J)Orn)al state. i'omorrow it'd b~ full of dust. 
brow" boxeo ar)d smelly b'-lbble wrap. 

Gbe lit a 'igarette ar)d glal)ted past tbe blad~ velvet drapes il)to t~ rail) tbat 
pou,,ded agail)st tbe wil)dows. Gbe bated to leave ... Memories everywbere. 

i'be eJe,tri,ity ii) tbe old bouse bad gol)e out al) bour before, al)d tbe ,a.,dles sbe 
fit gave off al) eerie Iumil)es'e"'e tbat sbe bad <;ome to love. Gbe put ber tigarette out 
al)d tried siffi"g dowl) al)d readil)g, b"t sf>e toufd1?t ,o.,ter)trate. Gbe stared o"t t~ 
wi.,dow, rememberil)g all t~ f"" sbe bad ii) tbese walls as a tbifd. AU tbe i"spiratiol) tbat 
tbe waifs bad breat~d il)to ~r ears. Gbe f eft as tbougb sbe bad ~rself stapled to 
every il)tb of tbe walls al)d teilil)gs of tbe bouse. It tould1?t be to1?del1)1?ed! 

Gbe felt berself growi1'g sbort of breatb. Gbe looked aro,md al)d all sbe saw 
were tbe ,a,,dles. i'be gra.,dfatber ,10,k ii) tbe ball was tid~-tot~i"g ii) tin)e witb ber 
beart. It let ber ~"ow tbat every time tbe peodulu"' swayed, it was al)ot~r se<;ol)d 
tloser to tbe den)ise of ~r bouse. If l/li6 /1()'1$t! qit!s, / qit! wil/I if, 6/µ! f/loug/11. Ifs all 
l'vt! go! lt!fl. I wo17 ~ lt!f f/lt!l1J fa/ft! ii. 

Gbe got up al)d too~ a tal)dfe from tbe ma1'tfe. Gbe wali~ed very solen"'ly dow" 
to tbe baseme"t as if ii) a f uDeral protesoioD. i'be .basemel)f was a t{)itk blatk. extepf 
for ber tal?dleligbt' s wea~ illumi.,atiol). i'be ligbt made ber loo~ li~e a beautiful 'orpse. 
witb ber wbite s~i" a"d ~r big. su.,ke" browl) eyes. 

Gbe moved J)oisefessly to tbe gas tal)~ al)d turl)ed tbe dial. 

••r 
''"" C&Ofl•• ., $flCAa ,, •• , •r ,,. A ••&ICIOfl• •&11• 
aa.•••aar •••••c&• ••r. 1 ••r AM• 1 wo•••• w11ar 1r 
WOCIY rur• ,,,,,. ,. &IC• ,,.. C&Ofl• fllAf , •••• &1•' A 
ra••· va&var cau• r•c•&•• ar r••• AM• r111 •11• •••••• 
•OWMI &l•a r11a •111ar ..... , flla ••r• WAll",_C 

, •• ••• au••rr r11• •••• ro ... ,,,.. r11• r11ao••· 
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" If' Ne.var" 

~~~-. ~:·~ .... ~ 

If' I was ttavar "'"" 
l'ti Jtevar have. t:e die., 
altci ff I haci 1'avar levaci 
I'd ltava Mvar crlaci. 

-~~·0:-~ ... · ~ ... ..-~ 
If l haci Jtevar Mat: Beu .1' . . · • -·! '. Z. 
I weufci'va Nvar see.JI tteu set.ld199 l1t 'the. rallt, - ·' 
a1tci If Beu had 1tavar Dreb1t MB heart 
I weufdw't: IN drew1tf119 l1t t:hls pal1t. 

Altci ff' I had tteu IHlck, t:hl199s ceufdJt't. Ila 'f:he su11ta. 
Hefdf1t9 tteu as tteu ccaff e¥-t aJNi:iN.r gu9's IMIMe. 

Wha1t I cfesa "'B •ttas 
aff I saa Is tteur face, 
ltut: t:hat:'s ekatt 
I:tecausa se"9aene. wffl t:aka @eur pfaca. 

A•Hi 'this t.rekart haart: wlfl he.al wJt:h f:IMa, 
se l ca1t st:ep pfatt1"9 'f:Jtls palri:eMIMa. 

But: If' t:ltfs we.re. a pal""fact: wet"ld 
Ma91ta t:ltl1t9s weulci IMlva werkaci eut. ••• 

" Liar" 

I stand alone in the crowd 
my mouth moves not, but my soul speaks loud. 
I feel the pain from the scars that won't heal. 

I feel the pain that the truth was never real. 
I feel the pain that I've been left all alone. 

I guess I'll have to live life on my own. 
I walk with the living, though inside I've died, 

because I speak native tongues in a world full of lies 



l/hy of Life 

Yov a.sK for respect l>vt yov w:a."t me to worship you. 

tha.t's "ot wh:a.t 1 w:a.""a. clo. 
Yov toy with my emotio"s til 1'm t:a.tterecl a."cl Lroke" inside 

my sovl provides "o shelter for me to hicle. 
Yovr sul>tle torture. you try to live my ltfe 
yov wa."t me to be like you :a."d live '"strife. 
Yovr je:a.loos of wh:a.t 1 clo, a."cl wh:a.t 1 ca." l>e 
l>vt yovr just ma.cl it's yov. a."cl hy to stop me. 

1 will do wh:a.t I w:a."t to clo. 
l>vt 1 refose to live my life like yoo. 

I had faith in you ... stupid me 
You had my heart in your hands, 
and you let it bleed 
I believed what you said, 
and I got played for a fool 
I instilled in you my biggest leap of faith ... love 

and I got hurt again. 

r~ Af~AJI;) qf ~~E.~,c;rA ... 
~DAY.ID BO.WIS 

I IO I • I I 

Before VOB ICCUS8118 llk8 1 IOOk at voursan 
-Eric Clapton 



{fJ(1,,11rl,$ an 1r1.lj <''f<'J) '11,ake ,.,,,,1'1. 

.f~r flt(' J;faf' nn 'hr.I/ eJ<Jj. 

E Or,,111ld I J die "WDf/tf>11f 'J"'rr lranJ vn ncHne, 

l?11f f w.fF>1111rl ,,,,( flraf J'QQ heJ;me. 

)

9

..," C«11G)<>rl "t,e G)«> 'ht.11Clt J'T'iief an'j'W9.'jc$• 

tlre fii1r1,e.§) ~l "1,e 'hz~inJ 'J"" 'd.f'e r~f Ja'f~· 

J ('an f9;:;,r>rf '1 f'e"1,e'11,79eT' f/tefeafur'e/!) tf 'f""1Jac.e, 

'f""l' { "'"-1 l9{~nJ hah'. 'f"U'Y' ~f'f Qe, «if' 'J""f' J'Y'aCe. 

I"" ,J;f,,c~ . lf"'' on f/re l9ack.. ~ nc'f 'h(,onJ. 

wlrrt'r 1._fnnrl '1?,ljJ>eff v;;nhn9 afQ f/te fin;,e 

and J 1'e<J1'd f/1cj'i1Cf f/t'i1f I C~<n 1

f j"'l"'Jef 

fire 'f\''d.'f We tVeT'e. 

1 (ne f,, "t1!$elf ,,, 'fteer "'1.'/ rnJe. 

l-1,,f f71e fr11ll1 ~ in~HJe f Ve JiieJ. 

1?f.>,,'1'c $f;QQ f!rr:.re »n "t'f f/t,,,,,'jlif~ anJ '17?,'j Jr>e'd.'ht,c$• 

y,,,, WMQJ l'e 'JMC h'f n,,W sf ~ee"t$• 

.JJJ. Qf7,lf>,,'J7' ii($ wer, f ~hQQ caf'f''J f/t~ fifffe bif ~f 'Jt,,rc 

e" I wriife f/t~ c-rar ,,, o,re· 

If never I met you I'd never have seen you cry. 
If not for our first hellc I'd never have to say goodbye. 

- KISS 



I• ~- ' 

l' ,. ;. 

1'1Yn't k=te me b~=tt~ ~·m , ~e:!'lttfiifuL. 
M=!Jbe ~·m tt~L!J huide. 

1'1Y !JIYtt k=te me be<:'1tt'e ~·m ,ft.,?t f=t, '1Yld b=Lfl, 

IY? be<:'1tt'e ~'m Mt in 't!JLe. 

~t'' :!'> f=,Qbf; INIY?Lfl fuLL 1Yf ,f;e~IYt!Jl'e', 
but ~ 1 LL b?e=k tfte,e ,.,<:i=L b.,nfi, .,f re?~e<:utilm. 

1'1Yn't k=te = mme, ?'1<:e IY? ~Li~ilYR 

k=te = re?jlYYl. 

A' LIYn~ '1j ~ kifle bekind tkb reYl 

!JIYtl Q'1Yl1t jttd~e me b!J m!J <:IYLIY?. 
V IYtt' ~ f IY?Qed t1Y knlYIN tke ?e:!'>L me 

if m!J f=<:e j, unde? <:mre?. 

~., ~et f;;., knlYIN me, Le'1?Yl f;;., Lmre me IY? ju,t Let me be. 

~f ~'m j?IYm tke N1Y?tk, tke ~1Yutk c? ,.,mewke~ mre?,e'1' 

dlYR'fii jttd~e b!J wk=t !JIYtt ~e 
1'1Yn't k=te me be<:'1t.Ue 1Yf wk=*- ~ L.,.,k Like, 

••• k=te me SIY? me 

t, +ke w.a "-"'/ ~~.~ / 0 
"'- J ,·e 

- 'JZ DI la Sf ov-JS 
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- Lord~ oF Ac'1 cl 
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DADDY 

You were the giant 
And I was a liWe girl 
But things change 
No matter how hard we pull 
rm not who you remember 
No innocence resides in me 
I /<now secrets that you 
Thought be st t:o keep 
You see me as the doll 
You molded from clay 
But rve tasted the 
Fruits of temptation 
And thrown all 
My Barbies away 
My words shod<:: you 
And your lies have no effect 
r ve seen past the image 
That your love would reflect 

lFe Ja~c; cicf;re I'\ m li'e 
>uj"> c:<n'rfvi!p ~ f~ Cl\~-e 
1'b1 ~ tun te rubb6' 
"1'.""e)' ~F<.:e ~~ 11\'/ nw<l 
Ca-t"~a ~ m ~f 
Ca-t f-.eclt · !J'.e "IYJ"d of Ire traff t: 
Ci11(t-,,a· !J'.e ~~ m 1f.e stre.et· 
lr!y a bu7z. I'\ 11\'/ brar, 
t~.e a fly ~ m ~ 

'ic. ~ave file", ~ beei"l 11\1'\e 

115 ~ ~ iest-11'-e 11'\e 
Jt.r-:i a1&; fiti1r. realty 
°' !!\ lt-e ~ of fea-
:Wls ~hl"~e 
Jr<1 1 ~11'.e roze 

If (J 'Slr>N 
Thr st11rs iwre brl(!ht 
candles 111 the sky 

Thrv fr// all ar1•und us 
Soft Iv ltkr snoiv 
Srcu!n(1 dreplv Into 
f.vf's tlwr c,,ufdn't see 
I Nard (11>/den bells 
Tlt.11 crumblr.d to dust 
"Brf..yr (I-faring day/l(lht 
And vour l<>rr. 

V.>t1r bmuttfu/ facade 

< ruml>Tt'cl '•'•' 

'!'be l)ig!:)t was bled~ 
Slippi1>9 al')d slidi1>9 
Arcxaid ~ body 
l.il~e tj)e softest &ii~ 
\' O<Hlll)e !O "'4! 

1., tbe d1r~i;t "°"r 
My sil)5 "'8r.!ied o~r me 

'1'!iey didll't "'8fter 
l 5il)1't!d 191il) 
"1ocild forever 

T'eefi1>911 body 
Pre&Hcl into "'illt! 
S"'4!Ri"9 tt,e s'e"I 

o,,1y you "" "'"" 
\' ocir bf11)~et 1rcxaid roe 
~ecle"'l'fiollsof1ra~ 

ruur 

'rm hvld the key 
f() Che chalni aroond me 
'rm Calk d lrf!edcm 
All I feel h repr~§loo 
'rm hdd me ck>..m 
f ,autht In ya• net 
Died me.hdd me f() the llthl 
hwal lhe Ml«etl hidden away 
rm a Pt..-et ru yu.- p1eas1.-.. 
Make me bend f() ~u- ,..n 
rm t:mtlfled fa- emdla1 
'rm hunt me llke a f()X 

"5me In the -..tld .,,oo trcn.f lnt«l my mind 
Uh.e a parcnlte lmlde 
'rw bum lhrwth my Mlli! 
~ neWl"endnl blare 
l\eep me tilled foc ymr deilre 

i\\IUOI 

Its HARO SOMfTIMEs 

lfARO TO GO ON 

HAID TO 'MAR A MASK 

r-,,: HEID FWl?\'llilNG IN 

I THOIJGHT IT WAS 

13mIR !HAT WAY 

13UT I LOOK AROUND 

i\\'1 WOlllD ON Oli'f 

/\ND I 'M)N()fR 

How COU~IHIS BE 

How COUID I FAU. 

13£N£AIH BURNING !IMBUI 

l\NO I Al.WA~ ASK 

Wuo STlllJCk !HE MATCH .. 



1'1.c.J. ~! 
Sc ~ t" Ol"f 
Y """· ~ t..cU tf..e .u.ut. 
To~~ 
T~ tat t~ tale 
oi~~~ 
at~~-..).~ 
y OWi et~ AfJ"""'f 
tAJ®d aA4laAJ ~ tf..e l4sb 
Yo.. ta.ke -a_,,, ....,._ tf..e ~ 

A~~oi~~ 
SU-Uai~& 
I wa-1'1 to ~ ~ 'f"W'- ".o4 
w~ ..,, ~ 'f"W'- ILeJ.. 
INJde~~ 

POWt ~t~4 
Ma.ke 40~ ~ . ____ ... _ ...... 
S/..a:tt«. ~ -'14 

Fui~v~ 

"Okay rm going to the picnic and 
1~ .. brlnglag the cryogeaicallY froze& 
head of Walt Disney." You lll\"1:> ~ "'1m:> 

po,.o!lll? """ S<>UL 
GAN vo1.1 H& r11s llSSl.ILTI 

l,OClll AT Tiil IOl~l!l4' ~ 
fsn ?CV~.,. lllMIT 
fJ~ A~ I~ Wf'llllW 
Al+ !ti ¥01.111 TO~ 
)!I Tiii M 1'1'* l>ll 
ANQ IOQ!U lll.l1tN 
Atll> l'CA'BI 'l'O,lJ'U. ,.,. 

Wtu1r ¥01.1 i:>W~• 

l A.M. 

lt'1 lAte 
l ft1 tke momms 
'No fOlmbf, tto bilt'r~ 

Ot-tl\f "' lotwhf bas 
ltt tke bimme 
Howtms kt• "'5~'f 
~or tkou af tke tti$kt 
M\j CAttbk \mm1 low 
I WAtck tke WAX 

Drip. brip. brip 
~ft1b• me af teAN 
Skeb too oftm 
Vtt.11tt1Wereb 
M\j worlb coll.}'fU 
ltt tke flame 
Dum1 tt1\j tkow5ku 
Maku me kelpk11 
I feel tt1\j IOWl tlfp AWA'f 

Attb brift to bream• 

"'' 'tqf.I Wl!iai .,,. Sltf\.¥ .... 'i<;T "' " 
~"~'-'i• ~S1S1i:>•fi'J11• ~ ...... ~ 'tqJJ ~ 
_,.fiffi;>J~ Jff ,,_ ~RIK.?R •<m~ffit" 

-$Q"~" 
'• 

·-------- ·---. --· - -·--· - -·· 

"l:>ON'r WOQQ.Y, I DONT MVE LOW 
SELF-ESrEcH. tr'S A HiSrAKE. I MVE 
LOW ESr£EH FOQ. E\/£'2..YONE ELS£." 

-l:>A'2..iA 



< J(, n;/•I m.I m1~1tf•' moron{! 

'J mnlrh _tr >11.<IPP{'lttP, 

< J mu I• /•11/ /ml ll>P co11m~ 

'To111f>/f<!llOlll."l1m<W 

• 17,.. /im1· l•11.< n>m<-' 

' Tinw to /.,1 P.-' 
• ;;,,,r ... .... Vrf!tl m!t ·"J,n 
CJ) {rclint? '/ /..n()((> .<o rrwll 
1,'l11t .li./.1µw 11r-.Pr .<PP //-.pm 

(),,IA/it<"' mrr l>rtrr 

'J",.,., 1.11! lo />11m the rholo ttlhum 

'!lr/J'TI lhi< !>f'.I /mm m.'I m11m(]l'ft 

' T,,,1!<-•l.tf!Wr n11mP. /r.lr(!l'1.lf0ur foce 

' ?r!t1.t1l"' lc>mormt'l' <J m011 'I {Pp/ so TIX?ok 
Or mt1f;/"' ll>i• {1111/ing M< jusl begun 
en,;, tt< fie. thi• lnnlin11.<S 

t J f;..1111 ~l>PT'ftlfm11 .11011 mnlked tJtDtJY 
<} forvn < J"ll.<iJTT>inP 

( :,m .II'"' .<rl.'f lhv .<ttml1 

"iOU FELL BEFOQE 1"16 
~UrvK D66? irv n..16 l"IUD 
: WA.VE, LA.UGUil\JG 
AS ir PULLS YOU Ul\.ID6Q. 

DEMON 

Demons are hard to see 
1l1ey lurk behind masks 
Of innocence and laughter 
Sometimes t.hey creep 
Step past lhe barrier 
Only for a second 
Too quick to see 
We pass U1em on the streets 
We ask them for lhe time 
Stand next to them on the train 
OU1crs we ignore 

- Afraid to look 
At lheir ravaged faces 
And our own demon 
Urges us on 

'. 

-tjud '"9U. ~ ~ 
,,l,,,d ~ °' ~ ~ 
dee u t4 -iu,e/" 

-?llUtlda 

"iO'J SQUiQ.M AGAil\JSr rue FOQC6 
TQ.Yir-JG ro BQ.6AK Fe.66 
n 16 MOe.6 YOU Sr'2.UGGL6 
HIE riG~lrEQ. ir 56C01"16S 
MAYBE iT'S QUiCKSAl\JD 
MAYBE YOU'LL DQ.OWl\I 
I CAtv 4lOP6 

"The good only know what 
the bad tea~h them." 

-Candyman 

"~ail) $ball~"~ d~ witb 5'Kb ~t 
as you to feed upol)." 

-M'"" Ado Abocat fl4otbi"9 



ICICLE 

YOO.RE LIKE THE COLDEST WINTER WIND 
PU5HJN6 THROUGH MY DOORS 
CHILL ME 1U THE BONE 
I SHIVER fROM THE fORCE 
TREMBLE INSIDE YOUR EMBMCE 
YOU PULL /i\Wl\Y IN I\ CLOUD OP fROST 
M I REl\CH fOR \'OU ICICLES 5111.L MY flN6ERS 
l"M LIKE I\ SMl\LL ·Pi'\LE FLOWER 

~4 ltuut.. 'Peo{de tlie. &t ~ ~ 
~~ ... 

TR\'IN6 1U GROW THROOH 111E Hl\RD SlUNE OP \'OUR HEl\RT 
I Wl\NT 'TO BUILD I\ flRE INSIDE YOUR BOD\' 
LIKE Ii\ VIRGIN PRIESTESS IN I\ TEMPLE 
I W/i\NT 1U TIIRN ON \'OUR DEFROST 

Th'!! end draws near 

Jlrd '.JOt.r qod frembr~ 
Hid;nq ;n lf,e sJ.adows 

ThoM wf,o ~ bef~e 

Th'!Y wa;f f~ a new b"'.lm;nq 
~e blood w;l1 run as r~ 
F;res ~II bcrn lhe nW]hl 

T eelh l;f.e raz~ ,.;p ffv-ouqh scJs 
Our anco!'SI~ cry arone 
No one w;l1 be Jeff lo "'<XJm 

The pass;nq of h......anay 
The .-..r;"'Son wave 

Sf.all wash ~ away 

ro·r 

WI: Wl:RE BOl?N TO l)IE 
IJKI: AN'i'S WE SCURl?Y 
BEAT THE P.ACE 
e1: THE e1:sr 
WE HIDE IN FANTASY 
Pl?t:il:ND IMPCl?i'ANCI: 
SOMEWHERE ABOVE US 

A FOl?C:I: l.AlJGHS IN A WHISPl:P. 
WI: ARE THI: iO'fS 
CF ITS c:mEAilON 

DEATH 
The Vo/heel is turning 
My fate dra1NS near 
He waits in 1he darkness 
Silently damning rne 
Tearing my world to ashes 
Turned me into a corpse 
I walk and talk 
But maggots fill my mind 
My limbs are crumbling 
My blood flo,,.,.... free 
Death pulls me ever near 
And buries my heart 
In a worm plt 





Conspiraey? 

The pig eats, 
eats, 
eats, 
and eats, 
not knowing the eonspiraey against hbn, 
getting fatter with every bite, 
the fatter he is, 
the happier farmer Joe is, 
Life is a eonspiraey, 
So eat up. 

Every 
f lllldatbl 

hWI .. 
II 

.lllltnatlml ...... 
Uttle 

Mmltal ._ 
Iver ....... 

The world passes on, 
Death, disaster, hatred, 

somewhere it is beautiful, 
leaving a special feeling for whoever is blessed enough to see it. 

Unwanted 

Cool breeze blows, 
blowing away unwanted heat. 
or unwanted scents. 
Moving seeds along to create new life, 
The new life grows creating new scents. 
whether wanted or not. 



~ . , .. 

THI FAVOR AND THI PARDON 

As t:he dear ..,. .. k ""-"' a sMall st:rreaM deep i1t ithe 
Ru1111i119JKIM Fere.st:, seMa ef t:he. ki119's kJti9Jrts wara laavi.119 
""-"' Hellew Pein Casitla. 'l'MB ware sat:ti.119 euit wr t:he 
Livalt:'e11 l'leultitaiJtS t:hat: wara "" t:he et:her sida ef t:he JaJKI. A 
kJti9Jrt JKld Halt faff khiJKI aarliar t:hat: waak, his Jta.Ma was 
Arithur. Arithur was sli9JrtlB a119arad. Sea he dio't: kltew t:he 
'trail itheB ware "" t:e IN9i1t wHh. 'l'MB were eut: leeki.119 ifer a 
peasaltit whe awed t:he kift9 .fer a parde11. 

'l'Jtrree Melt'ths a9e, t:ha peasaltit shat: aJKI killed e11a ef t:he 
kift9's caws aJKI t:he ki.119 decidad t:e 9ive hlM a parde11, INlt: he t:eld 
it.ha pe.a:saltit t:JKlt: he awed hiM a tfaver. lit caMe tiMa wr hlM t:e 
rret:ul"lt t:he tfaver se t:JKlt:'s WhB t:ha kJti9Jrts wera leeklft9 .fer hiM. 
Ha livad ilt a sMGIJ shack hi9h i1t t:he 11teuwtai11s, he e1tlB caMa eut: 
t:e ffJKf tfeed. Arithur JKlu't: raallB wawt t:e 9e sat: hlM i1t t:he 
first: placa, se he was ava1t Mera upsat: after ha 9et: lest:. Whlla 
he was lest: ha celtitiltuad t:e leek wr t:ha peasawt, it: t:eek t:we 
dap, INlt: ha fi1tallB did fiJKI hiM. Whe.lt ha huJKI t:ha shack, 
Arithur INlrst: i1tsida, i,,-eaki.119 t:ha deer dew11. 'l'he. peasawt was 
scarred t:e deat:h, kcausa Arithur caMa i1t all i,JeedB aM i1t his suit: 
ef arMer. Ha 9rai,1Nd f!ha paasawt llB his 'threat: altd said t:e hiM 
"Shew Ma hew t:e 9et: eut: ef t:hasa i,JeedB 11teuwtai1tsl" 'l'he 
peasawt dacidad it: weuld IN "5t: t:e sJtew Arithur Jtew t:e 9at: euit 
altd lat: hlM 9e "" his Mal"l"B WGB. Arithur JKld ditftfarrewt plaJtS >fer 
ithe paasawt. Arithur dacidad ha was 9ei119 t:e Milka it.ha paasawt 
shew hiM all it.ha wag Nck t:e it.ha casitla. 811 t:ha waB kck, t:haB 
ra11 iwte t:ha et:her kJtl9Jrts. . :(. 

~Wa'rre se glad t:e saa geu Arit~r~" t:~B. $Gld. . .. :· ti 
".I'M 9Ja.d geu 9ugs ca11te.1Nlck f.e 9et: M~." ha said: 
"Leek I tfeuJMI it.ha peasawt t:ee." said Al"t:.htH• jarki.119 

t:he paasawt al"96tM t:e t:ha either sida etf his .herse.. 
11'.halt sudda1tl9 AritlMJr draw his da99ar aM st:ai,INd t:ha 

paasawt t:e daat:.h, as ha diad Art:hur pullad t:ha da99ar eut: aJMI 
t:.hrrew ff iwte t:ha haart: etf t:ha laad kJti9Jrt, killlltf) hiM inst:awtf g. 
'l'he. either kJtl9Jrts Mada a charsa at: hiM, as ha drew his sward i1t 
datfct.Jtsa. Ha slit: t:ha first: e11a 's it.hreart aJMI it.ha ltfl.X't caMe. A't .hiM 
aM al11test: st:ai,ltad hiM, llut: he usad t:he paasaltit as a shiald. Ila 
MG1ta9ad t:e fi9.hit eftf t:ha rilNr itwe kJti91rts, INlf: Jt9't wititetlf: it.ha 



pe.asa.trt 9eitti119 sitat.t.ecl 'twice Mare. Al'"ithur Mavecl a11 itawal'"cl 
ithe cast.le. lit was a Ja.119 jauf'IN.tt? sa ithe Ja119er iit itaak ita 9eit 
i.ac~ ithe Mare l"G!Je he hacl 9rawi119 i1tsicle hi"9- As he al"'l"ivecl 
Nck ait ithe casitle MaftB 8'f ithe. sel'"Valt'ts were 5'11'"prwisecl ita see a 
cleacl pe.asaltit Malt lttiJts aCl'"ess Al'"ithtlr?s shaulclel'"S. Al'"ithllr was 
Cl"Gzecl he INll'"Sit iltita ithe kift9?s t.eclraaM? while he was Makilts 
lave ita his Misit...ss. Al'"ithtlr saicl? "Ciaacl clatt sir? here is ttaur 
l:Jlaacltt pe.asaltit." .lusit as ithe kift9 N!JGlt ita speak Al'"ithvr ithrew 
ithe pe.asaltit a11 hiM altcl his Misitress? wiith t.laacl still clrwippi119 
ifreM his calcl? cleacl t.acltt- 'l'he1t Al'"ithur pullecl auit his ofaur .f..t 
~wal'"cl altd a9a1t hacki119 ait all ithree laadies alt f:he kift97

S 

t.eauti.ful7 eJesattit t.ecl. As t.laad was spratti.119 all ave.r ithe 1'"88"97 

Al'"ithur was .5Cl"aa.Milt!J7 "Here is ttaur t.laacltt pe.asaltit. He. left 
ithe casitle. u11"9ithere.cl altcl was 11e.ve.r heal'"cl .fraM asailt. 

Meaning of life 

Life is a journey, 
A journey filled with emotion, 
Joy, heartache, love, and peacefulness, 
Making us wiser, knowing more, 
When the journey ends, another one begins. 
The afterlife is eternal and wonderful, 
or so they tell me, 
each journey is joyous. 
Making for an eternal good feeling, 
of love, joy, and acceptance. 
Is life a journey, or is journey a life. 
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·WtLL JACt<SON-
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-JOSH SHEETS-
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GOD SUPPOSEDLY LOOKS LIKE 
AN OLD MAN WITH A LONG WHITE 

Bl!ARD LIKE SANTA CLAUS 
BUT GOD IS NOT LIKE SANTA 

SANTA GIVES AWAY GIFTS AND 
ASKS FOR NOTHING IN RETURN 

ClOD GIVl!S, ASKS FOR YOUR HEART, 
MIND, BODY AND SOUL 

GOD Nl!l!DS TO Bl! MORI! LIKI! SANTA 

·• 

SMALL CHILDREN PLAYING 
INNOCENTLY 

NOT KNOWING THATDAETH 
IS COMING FOR THEM 

DEATH WATCHES AS THEY PLAY 
NOT WANTING TO TAKE n-+EM 

BUT KNO\NING HE MUST 
fv\AYBE HE WILL WAIT A LITr~E 

MAYBE HE WON'T 



CHILDHOOD 

MM:S:~ or. PWPLt WALK 
r.ROM Cl.AA.<! TO CW:S: 

S:J.la:P GRAZllJG WWLt HltY WALK 
OtJL y RAIS:ftJG nmR 1-ttADS! r.OR A BtLL 

WALKltJG ltJTO AtJ UtJl<tJOWltJG J.IRL 
TRAPPtD ltJ A CAGt Tl-ltY DO tJOT S:tt 

TtttY DO IJOT S!tt Hit BARS: 
Hltv DO tJOT TRY TO ~CAPI: 

HltY DO tJOT KtJOW THtv'Rt CAGI:D 
I S!tt Tl-It BARS:, I S!tt Hit CAGt 

I TRY TO ~CAPt 
I RAIS:t PAY J.lt:AD WITHOUT A BHL. 

CHILDHOOD IS GOING TO THE COCKPIT OF THE F>L1\NE 
EVEN THOUGH YOU'VE DONE JT A HUNDRED TIMES BEFORE 

cHJlDHOOD IS ASKING "ARE WE THERE YET" AND 
.. I HAVE TO GO TO THE BATHROOM " EVEN THOUGH you J\JST 

ASKED 5 mins AGO 
CHJLDHOOD IS WATCHING YOUR DADDY GET lN A CAR 

DRIVE AWAY AND KNOW HE'S NOT COMING BACK 
CHILDHOOD IS LISTENING TO YOUR PARENTS' LIES AND TRYING 

NOTTO BELIEVE THEM BUT HOPING THEYRE TRUE AT THEY SAME TIME 

(MffJ?7·Yf/1 fR>c5ec5c5WJ9r 
J.:10' /Jt: C:tY .. Mt:t5 CfV 

o/HVc5G 'li'9f0 C/tfif7T 
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9 C}fTi)(:, '}{(; Cf().{3j}()C/J,k5 

f.C]/C:U (f3Clf}e'r C/tJ<.719{ 
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<JlCl!<'){X CCfl?':7rffRc5 CfF919c5 ~ 
'Ht: 9J()f,c5 ~l'r(YF}{-Jr(f7JJ 
pvc 11t: CJF.¥D crec/1Jl uo CJ]Ooe o/Jie'Jf w:Jle 
(JJrt-: 
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STANDING 

THOUGH I STAND BESIDE YOU 
I FEEL MILES AWAY 

l'VE STOOD BESIDE YOU 
FOR SO LONG 

THOUGH YOU DO NOT KNOW. 
WHAT IN THE WORLD IS 

WRONG WITH ME 
WILLIEVERLEARN,TO 

LOVE WHAT I 
CAN HAVE AND FORGET 

WHAT I CAN NOT 
TIME WILL HEAL ALL 

HEARTACHES 
THIS I MUST REMEMBER 

BECAUSE UNLESS 
TIME KICKS IN OR YOU 

LOVE ME 
MY HEART WILL HURT 

FOREVER 
AS FAR AS I CAN SEE 



SoM4 -\ J.JV\ .e <; l' 1 

•' .-,, \:>~-1: "\'-('. (' -\ (J 

s "' u..~ "'() """~ 
It~~"" ~b i 11 ~ 0

"hi• C -"oo I · 
"'Ra11Mls-

Tk ~ (cl-l"c.-tuN-1 Rc-Mlo\MJqS 

-g~~ 1kJ_• __ _ 
I.(: ~+\-vi \osQs its w:.-J~S 1's 
f't C<\11£ ~ o.. r~o.I k'f 



CHANGES PEOPLE 

SEASONS CHANGE PEOPLE 
DEATH CHANGES PEOPLE 
FRIENDS CHANGE PEOPLE 
MONEY CHANGES PEOPLE 
STYLES CHANGE PEOPLE 
GOVERNMENTS CHANGE PEOPLE 
THOUGHTS CHANGE PEOPLE 
PRESIDENTS CHANGE PEOPLE 
TECHNOLOGY CHANGES PEOPLE 
MUSIC CHANGES PEOPLE 
ENDINGS CHANGE PEOPLE 
I CHANGE PEOPLE 

The aftermath of heartbreak 

It is ridiculous to think of such minor things. 
She is the trouble, the pain, and the hate I breed. 
She is the reason I go with a smile on my face. 
Not because she makes me happy, no, it's because 
I know she's ten times as unhappy as I am. 

Death Happiness Governments Police 
Equals Is Harvest In 
Freedom Just Ignorance, General 

Knowledge Justifying 
Killing 

People 
Of 
Eternal 
Thought 
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S1Mpt c roo1s 

\\hat ~1mpl' tools \\Care, !aughmg, 
dancing. -,1rnlmg 

All in a rac~ w get a.head, so we cao 
makt~ harda to die. 

f\.foncy, greeJ, and viol~ncc rule 
u~ h~c a cnu:eJ dictator 

lhr.;•se au~ mv untitkd ones 

I squct'Zc1l her hand tighter. 
I looked at lwr face and it was 

lo 'l' for the first time. 
I fdt dazPd lik( coming oui 
of a 2 -hour movie I didn't underntand 
I thought ~hmu her tav<" th~t night. 

1\nd love. 

UNTITLED 

Rainbow tipped tears drip down my fac 
They leave behind shattered dreams 

and hopes. 
I just want to be golden. 

I just want to be pure .. 
I just want to be purew 



POPULAR 

Faceless zombies, 
they are all the same, 
more worried about their appearance to others 
than what they feel about themselves. 
Conformity is their comfort. 

Childhood 

Childhood is lying in your underwear eating Fruit Loops 
watching Saturday morning cartoons. 

Childhood is seeing how long a bug will last under a 
magnifying glass. 

Childhood is playing kickball and then fighting over getting 
out. 

Childhood is playing hide and go seek everyday of your 
summer. 

Childhood is having heroes and believing they are 
perfect. 

Childhood is saving the world in your bedroom. 
Childhood is not taking things serious even when they are. 



' WA~ f!'ml~1' TC 9&; A g1Z\/&NT 

tJJ!' Tn& 'S'C.N 

~h• moon no lon1•r loves th• spoon and Solly 
1 wearln1 o leash whll• everyone hos funkl• 
oes. do11 or• meltin1 and the 1to11 hove 
tone mod. Th• 1ro11 turns purple 01 th• 
'resident bums money from me and looks 01 
tty toenails b•1in to peel. No one 1leep1 
1nymore because th• sun 11 no lon1•r hot and 
' Y •Y•• oren 't really mine. but my Ups ere 
11rnin1 to wax 01 on• day fad•• away and 
~•n all my teeth will belon1 to you. 
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Magnificent blue skies are being stolen; 
The clear green oceans are turning black; 
some one stop the craziness before there 9s no 
turning back. 

The bark falls from the giant trees, 
Squirrels search constantly for something to eat, 
What's happening, it's like were searching for 
defeat. 

The fish are wrapped all il1 plastic; 
The birds can hardly breath; 
Someone stop the madness before it gets to me. 

The trees are slowly dying; 
The waters no longer flow free; 
Sadness is overwhelming, and nature we no 
longer see. 

Jennifer 
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Sorrow 

The coffins are laid aboard, 
as the rain continuously pours. 

Some people dance, as others cry 
while I just pretend to be shy ' 

as I hold my umbrella close to th~ sky. 
I.catch myself asking why. 

Why 1s everyone dressed in black? 
Why do their tears fall like sap? 

They come from the eyes, and crawl down the nose 
down the chin they come to a pose. ' 

They weep today and forget tomorrow 
I don't know why they bother with sorrow 



just another day at 
.school 

School's starting next week, my last year of high school. Thank god there's only one 
more year of this hell to put up with. I'm finally seventeen, what difference that makes I 
don't know. I'm not old enough to purchase a pack of cigarettes. yet I'm old enough to 
work forty hours a week and pay taxes. "Life's not always fair honey", My mother would 
say, she's right about that there isn't anything fair about this school. 

"Miss. Lane, are you awake"? 
'Yes, Mrs. Pell, and by the vJay we are in school right, well if we're in school and 

not in the army, could you please call me A lei, you know my name". 
On and on, she could go about how to do a sit-up correctly, when we' re the ones 

that have been doing sit-ups all through school; there's not one fat person in our class. 
When the whole time, Mrs. Pell weighs close to 300lbs. I know, maybe she needs to learn 
how to do a sit-up correctly. Finally the sound of happiness fills our ears, the bell. 

Lunch is the same as it's always been, except higher in price. I never understood 
why they charge so much, when we have to study the menu just to identify the food. "Say 
what Stef," Stephanie's a cool chick, if only she could skty off the drugs. She comes to 
school high on pot, dressed like she's going to Woodstock, a classic pothead. Oh well I 
thought they had clinics for that. 

English literature isn't that bad. I enjoy reading novels. but sometimes English 
teachers take their jobs a little too seriously. It's like we're going to war, and unless 
everyone's got their homework., we're sure to suffer defeat. English also makes me sleepy, 
maybe if we could turn this heat off or down ten degrees, maybe I could stay awake. Ahhh 
the bell, one more bell to go. 

One last class and I'm home free, and it's the most fun of the day. Art, it lets me 
express my thoughts although William distracts me orten to admire his 32 inch bottom 
jeans, I orten wonder if the boy has any feet. As he would say, 

"Yo, yo, yo, Alei check out these bad @11'@* jeans". 
"Nice William" I reply. 
Sometimes I believe something could crawl up those jeans and make itself a comfortable 
home. 

The bell rings once again, just another, normal day at school. 

B'I: JENNIFER AllLLARD 



Memories 

I'll never forget snack. time, 
Wendy George eating crackers and cheese 

I'll never forget the sixth grade, 
Mrs. Tolbert, the crew and me, 

Kevin Venable and our step-monsters 
boy were they mean. 

I'll never forget Gentry, 
No I s~vear It Wasn't ME; 

or basketball or learning how to ski; 
Steven Hiatt don't forget that 3-pointer 

I made just for you, 
and to all of my girls, I still love you 

I'll never forget 
North Surry wasn't that bad, 

Mr. Garris you were always rad. 
Lunch, I need not say more, 

but Angelica did lik.e the smores 
Lyndsay Watson wakh that curve, 

I found it! It was in my sock.. 
Hannah Hiatt itS been a trip, 

and remember tak.e no more sips. 
In powder puff we k.ick.ed butt, 

we are seniors I need not say much. 

So goodbye friends, 
stay in touch; 

I love you all very much! 

By: Jennifer Lynn Willard 
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Disarm 
Encroach 
Fade 

Cats 
Do 
Everything 
Freely 

SKATE.BOARD 
W OOD£N--------M£TAl 

fUM'IN.G. GlUNtHN.G. SLIDING 
B£A1UNGS.CONCAV£.BVSHINGS.W'H££tS 

RO.LUNG. TVRN.1NG .• SKlDD1NG 
WORN. TORH 

STAN.nAan 

atttratn 
I'm-an AmeFican 

I like to sport my American 
Tommy Hilfiger flag 

My peeps like me because I'm 
Phat, Dope, Cool, Jive, 

I'm Fly1 I'm Cheezin '1 I'm Delectably right on 
The man would like my ideas 

but the man is the one 
who is still trying to bring me down 

I rise to his competition 
I see the devil in his eyes 
and the sin in his offerings 

so I say no 
to a cannibalistic society 

in which my views 
will be torn apart like a small animal 

So this is me and I am 
American 



Control Us Please 

What ever happened, 
to the arts 

Those lustful synonyms 
of happiness 

I11en our love guided us 
but now 

Now we are cultivated 
by the machine 

our lives are run over 
over, by a remote 

a rowid plastic disk 
something that doesn't 

talk back 
but sends us into 

a mindless state of self 
consciousness 

Then we would paint 
Then we would write 

but now we stare 
stare mindlessly 

at a screen 
our souls drift 

our minds wonder 
"get him Mario" 

we shout 
not thinking about reality 

our lives no longer fill 
with love 

but our lives <-'t)' 
with confusion 

why do we 
envelope these things 

why do we 
try to kill the past 

why do we even try 



Need 

I cried for you 
you were so much 
not only to me 

but to everyone 
the things our rove 
could be 

the way we loved 
our bodies 
our souls 
combining to be together 

the bond of everlasting 

I tried to catch you 
but my love was to slow 
your love flowed 
like the water of a river 
nonstop, evergoing 
I need, I feel, I miss 
us 

Cry of hope 

A reflection of what 
used to be 

all our lives of the past 
trapped in a glass case 
trapped, screaming 

for release 
leaving me thinking 
is this what I will become 

is this all I mean 
my badge a symbol of 

nothingness 
his work a symbol of 

pride 
is this all I mean 

is this all I am 



Switchboard Man 

What ever man 
you think your all there is 
well your not 

your groop is all there is 
well it isn't 
your way is the onlg way 
well it's not 
NOT at all 
Why you act 
the way you do 
well its still your fault 
your a product of television 
your brain is a switchboard 
for the pigheaded evangelists 
ofT.V. 
you can't be the man 
because the man controls you 
he lets yoo think 
he lets you work 
he runs the switchboard 
that is 
your mind. 

SPIN 

Flow 

Crash 
down I 

nonstop 
freight train 

like the hatetrain 
corning· like a storm 
m'9 mind a blW' 

crying out stop please 
but no 

I keep going 
only t.o stop in a foreign 

land 
a land of metal and pain 
the hatetrain co1nmeth 
never stopping 

never slowing 
faster the hate goes 

down I spin 
like the hatetrain. 

down I spin 



ALL tiAtL TtiE MOUNT AfRV SK8 POSSE!!! 

tN TtiE FUTURE WE WtLL ALL BE REAL .. 
AND NOT tiAVE TO mv so tiARD!!! 
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