


e S

)
.

) T AT \\
TN |
20 A
Q —_—— =
{
' @ \:’j\\\yl } \)
THE TORCH
A8
1979 — 1980
A treasure of talent and creativity by
the students of Scottsboro High School



DEDICATION

We dedicate this, the Torch of
1979-80, to the Scottsboro Com-
munity Theater, who, in an effort to
promote a vehicle for creative ex-
pression, donated generously to our
publication. Their support was vital
in making this year's Torch a suc-
cess.
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The Blue-Eyed Boy

The smiling boy you once befriended
Concedes the fact that you have won,
With the grueling contest finally ended,
The playing is over, the damage is done.

Many times I've prayed, I've cried,

I've waited on edge for a glimpse of sight.

A thousand times a day I've died,

With no one to hide me from the dark night.

Many nights | lay awake

Yearning for precious sleep,

But | know that I am yours to take,
Alone | quietly weep.

I wish you untold happiness

With those I do not know.

Ridding myself of this torturous mess,
Ahead 1 forge, quickly I go.

—

Still, my darling, 1 think of you,

When times were made of gold,

And when I think, my heart turns blue,
Who will love you when you are old?

Ed Henderson




THE HAWK

As | sat on a bluff one crisp November day, | spotted a hawk. He was
gliding on the wind with such grace and power that | was overwhelmed
by his beauty. He simply rode the breeze for several minutes, then, with
a few powerful strokes from his mighty wings, rose higher and higher
and began to glide down once again.

As | sat, admiring him, lknew he was aware of my presence, but what 1
didn’t know was what was on his mind. As he saw me sitting on the cliff,
| wondered what he thought of me. Does he see beauty in people as we
see it in him?

Society in general believes human life to be filled with problems. A
hawk, on the other hand, seems to have an easy and enviable life.
People look at him and think he has it made with nothing to do but hunt
and soar on the wind while his human counterpart has everything

against him.

As | was fighting the treacherous wind one day, | spotted a human,
sitting on a bluff, just watching me. What does he want with me? He has
everything he could want. He has friends, millions of them. He sees
hundreds of people every day, just like himself, that he can talk to and
touch. All | do is fight this troublesome wind all day, searching for food
and water. Day after day | do the same thing, again and again, alone.

Greg Harville

i WIND

Whipping young saplings about

Innately playful, restless, shifting

Never dormant, constantly stirring
Dancing. unceasingly, all about our globe

Gregg Berry

Night Sounds

As | lay ify the darkness of my room,
My mind tends to wander and flow
with the assortment of night sounds
A dog, as if very lonely, ’
Zowls on some far-off hill.
large Tom-cat scratches a i
Crickets chirp and owls coo.t VAR RRITR I VR
The creaks and pops of the

House that | call home gi .
give the deceitf .
And ghosts. itful mockery of goblins

. As the headlights of passing cars

Whimsically flash on the creamy walls of my room
I close my heavy eyelids. '
| see flashes of bright, blinding colors

Then pitch black. '

As | drift into secret dreams,

| feel peaceful and safe

In my home.

Carol Muse
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Future
Planned---Fast--- The Little Squirrel’s Home

Set pace--- h
Non-stop---No time--- /"N P
4 Lcammg--‘-Changlng—-- ’ ‘// 5 ' There once was a little squirrel
Technology---Space--- zs ® \ J)! e
Nucle;'u'-_-War. f . ‘/;{_{;J;_ ! He asked trees all day long
L ol @ ' / But no one had a home to give.
3 \ M — A . -
END! ! ‘»\WA) g T'here was a walnut tree
3 Which grew on a pleasant f:
Ti / t farm
1c---Renewal--- / . ! _
bimme i / \,,,/" But it had no squirrel to live

Easc---Simple--- Within its spreading arms.

New Beginning---
Natural Beauty---

Radiance, Hope, Peace.
Life---

One day the little squirrel
Found that walnut tree.
He hurridly moved in

And 1s happy as can be.

Kathy Jones
Cathy Bynum

What If — Once Again?

iew the most beautiful sunsct that you had n
I'here once was an elf named Lester

'\’.\’ho had him a wife named Hester. T
T'hey lived in a house

That was fit for a mouse

And it cgused all hiiE{oblcms to fester.

What if you had the chance to v
ever scen-once again?

What if - you could sleep amongst the trees w
once again?
What if - you had the
once again’
What if - you could dream the sw

! once again?
What if - you had the time to follow
would go - once again?
What if - you could do anything your heart had truly desired-wou
Once Again?

ith your friends-

time to talk with a friend and share your secrets:
cetest dream-maybe even live it- Hia Baya)

There once was a girl named Felice
Who had grown extremely obese.
Others told her to try it

So she went on a diet,

And now she can see both her feet.

an unknown trail-just to see where it

Id youdo it-

Tamra Gadberry
Ray Tolliver




DIMESTORE ROMANCE

| sat and watched him at work, It was fascinating, the way he moved so
quickly about. | have always been fascinated by the energy and the
amount of dexterity that seemed to flow from his whole being.

| smiled and remembered when we first met. It was at a local

dimestore; | think itwas Woolworths. Ifell in love with him the firsttime |
laid eyes on him. He was something | had dreamed of all my life. | walked
around the store in a stupor, bought something | didn't even need, (I
think it was pantyhose), and started on my way home.

The feeling was unbearable; | had to tell some one about him. lranto
my friend Althea’s house. She works at the dimestore so | figured she
might see him often. She did know him and told me his name was
Johnny. | sighed. The name suited him perfectly.

That same night | had a dream that we lived together. | prepa red all of

his meals, cleaned up for him, and catered to his every whim. | was his

servant. When he wasn't looking at me, | sat and watched him work, the
dreamed about me and

same way | do now. | loved him so much. |
Johnny alone...

e over after she finished working. She

The next day Althea cam
hat she had a friend in the car whom she

banged on my door, shouting t
wanted me to meet.

y composure so my friend could

| ran down the front steps, regained m
and began walking to the car in

not see that lwas bursting with curiosity,
a casual manner.

;I’hen | saw him. My feet stopped dead in their tracks. | felt myself
lohging to touch him, but something inside me held me back, as if lwere
afraid he would bite me. Why had Althea brought him to me when she
could have had him all to herself? Althea was a true friend. She knew

how much | loved Johnny.

| held back my desire to touch him; | did not know how he would react.
He looked at me with his mysterious black eyes, although | could find no
meaning in his expression. | smiled. He was gorgeous!

Colr-nk;orl?:t:idaal;out rr:is surroundings with the air of one who is

nd at home anywhere. | tu

: s rned to Althea, who had

v(:;l:v;/::tntﬁgut of the house. She grinned and nodded in a reassuring

oo s me :e was a]l mine. | could absolutely not believe it!

s B, 13 ere, he was mine! | hugged my friend and tears sprang to
d pened the car door and lifted the silver cage that held

Johnny, my hamster, and ;
friend. . and thanked Althea for being such a wonderful

Sharon Kolakowski

Sleep?

Sometimes | lic awake at night,
And try to sleep with all my might,

I close my eyes and lay in bed.

I pull the covers over my head.

B_ul&omclimcs, try as | may, | cannot,

I'hough my head and my body would like it alot.

It could be a curse, maybe a hex,

Next time I think I'll try Sominex,
Let me talk to the silly person who
thinks,

It’s S0 very casy to catch forty winks.
I’'ve tried many ways of getting to

‘ fu: sleep,
From drinking warm milk, to counting
sheep.

But the only method that will never
miss,

Is writing Stupid poems like this!

Jan Caudle




Shadow of Success

I followed you, you know.

Oh, yes, | followed you right through

The steaming jungle of closed-in alleys and
The unwashed, wall-to-wall bodies of the
Improverished majority.

I followed you past the unreal scenes of
Colonial mansions and perfectly kepe
Lawns and the casy life, and

My longing was reflected

In your eyes.

I felt your pain on the ladder of success, but
While tears of sweat burned my eyes

You saw the rays filter through the

Starry skylight.

Now you sit in the well-worn chair and
Revel in your accomplishments while
Others wearily follow in

Your footsteps.

IF : l
S ONLY | |
Cﬂ COULD BE A TREE J

WITH LEAVES THAT DANCED
IN THE SUN’S LIGHT,
WITH GRACEFUL BRANCHES
REACHING UP TO TOUCH
THE SUN IN SHEER
DELIGHT AND WAVING
IN THE EVENING BREEZE

I visioned you here when you first
Took a step toward the goal of your
Mother's outstretched hand--

s And you never knew

A (0]
S 'l: L I was there.
B Kal/)}' Johnston
|
D /
X M o
<. & P,
# ) :

S &®
(g'r X \/ E o ?X.’- "}. \
OO N2 N GOODNIGHT - A

Sharon Kolakowski




Corners

I searched the corners of my mind,

The subject of a poem to find.

‘Tis strange, those very nooks I searched
Are that on which my poem is perched.

A corner is a nifty joint,

Where angles go to meeta point.
And there you’ll find directions end,
So ngw directions can begin.

Rounded is a normal ring.

No corners live in such a thing.

But rings and corners co-exist

From whence a boxer swings his fist.

The teacher saw a spitball zoom,
From Johnny's hand across the room.
For corner’s John had no affection,
Spitb:a‘lqls gave a close inspection.
I searched the corners of my mind,
The subject of a poem to find.
“Tis strange those very nooks | searched
Were that on which my poem was perched.

y o
TR "Rl 0
QAR

Lynn LePine




AN UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE

As | was walking down the street, | saw all of the kids playing outside. |
began to remember all of my previous babysitting jobs. Some | cherish
and remember, but some | wish to forget.

| remember once when my mom got me ajob sitting with the rowdiest
kid in the neighborhood. His name was Marvin Parks. | don’t know if I'll
ever forgive mom for that. At nine years of age he seemed to have more
energy than the sun! | could barely keep up with him.

As | walked into the door of the Parks’ brick house, a rubbertipped
arrow whizzed past my face and stuck to the door. The day had just
begun, and | knew it wasn’'t going to turn out right. | wished | were back
in bed!

Mrs. Parks was in a hurry and as soon as | steppedin, she stepped out.
| really dreaded this! | wished that she wouldn’t leave me alone with
him. | knew that | might as well get ready for the worst.

| was very surprised, when Marvin asked me to read him a story from
one of his books. As | read the book aloud, | kept getting more and more
interested. When | was through, 1said, Good book, Huh Marvin?"’, but
when | looked up Marvin wasn't there.

“Oh, No!”, | shouted as | jumped up from the living room chair.
Hearing a noise in the dining room, | decided to look in to see what was
going on. | smelled a very foul odor when | got there, | saw what
Marvin was up to. | felt like spanking him, but 1told myself tocalm down.
Marvin had emptied the garbage in the dining room floor and was
jumping up and down in it. It was a good thing the dining room floor
‘wasn’t carpeted! Now what will 1do with Marvin while | try to cleanup
this mess?”" | thought. | had a bad feeling all over. | looked up. Marvin
wasn't there. Please Marvin! | searched each room until 1 found him up
in his mother’s bedroom. Out of her jewelry box he had gotten her
expensive jewelry, and off the dresser he had gotten her most
expensive perfume. He was wearing a pair of earrings, a necklace, anda
couple of rings. He was spraying her perfume all over him and all over
the room, | got him up in my arms, pulled off all the jewelry, and put
both the perfume and the jewelry where they belonged. He smelled like
the garbage can that he had just turned overl
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After ab ; .
bathtub. Acf)tl;trtlw otor: three tries, | finally managed to get Marvininto th
e 1ot anc?owa's"r: mlthz;re, Irealized that Marvin’s mom didn’t kees
; cloths in the bath :
S athroom like most
passing any track record ever made, | raced to find him apt(i)?/stlj ad%
n

wash cloth. | knew thi
A is was one kid, if left
create a hurricane in his own bathtub Bt

Not very m i
o "azk otfxcbhu;)obry 5urp.r|se. when |returned, Marvin wasn’tthere. |
es leading to the hamper so | opened it up Marvi.n

was sitting in there hidin
g from me. | i
hamper, but not without a fight. managed to pull him out of the

I finall i
Mol Oyng;":::r:l?nslfsnke?]'up ;md out of the tub. | got some more of his
. . ok him down to the livi .
made him sit down, and told him not to ge.tv:;;.)g room. [was so tired! |

| went to the dini
‘ ing room to clean up th
Bk o ] p the mess. Very mu
Parﬁs Can\;\;hﬁzrlnreturned, 'Marvnn was on the couch asleeZ)IIW(r:\':ar:(l)Vlmy
e, she paid me, thanked me, and | left hurriedly B

The very thing thatm
ade my day was ;
of when |walked in
my house and my mother asked, “How did oiimdiniin o i
you enjoy your day?”

Myra Denson

There once was a young man named Nash
Who tried to sweep chimneys for cash
Soot was not worth his while .

He cramped everyone’s style ,

And was labled a pain in the ash.

Sharon Kolakowaski
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A DOG'S LIFE

Every morning bright and gay.
| wait for the paperboy to pass my way.

With a lick on his face my master arises,
He jumps out of bed as the sun rises.

With heavy eyes and stubbled face,
He gets in the shower at a slow-moving pace.

He drinks his coffee and reads the news,
While | bring him his favorite shoes.

He later takes off for work in a zoom,
Pets me and tells me he’ll be home soon.

While my master’s away | like to play,
With cars and cats that pass my way.

Then | come home and wait by the door,
For my master arrives at a quarter of four.

| sit and think how nice it must be,
To come home to someone as special as me.

Now listen folks and don't be sad,
Living a dog’s life ain’t half bad.

Bonnie Childress
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Poems

As I sit here
Wondering,

Dreaming;

Searching for the words
To express my feelings,
A vision appears,
Floating through my mind
Like a winged spirit.

I capture it, and

Set it down on paper,
My dreams now reality.

Jimn Thomas




Friends

As summer rushes to its end,
My fantasies and drcams O
Not in SOrrow,
But in joy. .
You gave me much happiness--
Memories never to be forgotten-—
Your smile, your Iaugh,.your kindness...
But now our paths go d_lfferent ways,
And when we meet again,
It will be the meeting of
Two best fricnds.

Jane Todorovich
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f you must also close,

GO FOR THE GOLD

The loudspeakers boomed over the busy crowd and | hear our names
called, ““Steve Jenkins of Scottsdale and Bill Jones of Fulton go to mat
number four.” It was my third match of the tournament; This was the
quarter finals and the competition was getting tougher.

When | walked onto the mat Bill Jones was already there. Since the
wrestlers on the mat were finishing their match, | warmed up by doing
some hurdler stretches and opposite toe touches. The match endedand
it was my turn. | walked out to the center of the mat and shook hands
with my opponent. We got on the starting marks and the referee blew
the whistle. We began wrestling. | got the takedown and I thought itwas
going to be an easy match until my opponent reversed me and put me on
my back. | was able to keep my shoulders up and made itto the end of the
round.

At the beginning of the second round | won the toss and took the up
position. At the sound of the whistle | broke my opponent down and
pinned him in a "head and arm.” | had won my third match and was
going to the finals.

o

| waited patiently as the round advanced up through the weight
classes. When they got to the 187 pound class, | started getting warmed
up, going through a stretching routine.

At last it was time for me to wrestle. | felt nervous about this match
because my opponent had also pinned all of his opponents. | began to
worry about losing and convinced myself that second place would be
alright.

As the refereezmotioned us to the center of the mat, | came to my
senses. “What was | doing thinking about losing?"’ | asked myself. “’I'm
not going to settle for second place because | would be beating myself by
not giving 100 percent.”

The referee blew the whistle and the match began. The first round
went by without a takedown and the score was 0-0.

| won the toss and chose the up position. The referee blew the whistle
and started the second round. My opponent switched me and the score
was 2-0. He worked for a pin and managed to get me on mybackbut the
buzzer sounded and saved me from a pin. My opponent got 3 more points

18




and the score was then 5-0, his favor. Going into the third round, | would
be in the down position. | knew it would be hard, but | made up my mind
to win. The referee blew the whistle and the third and final round got
underway. | could tell my opponent was off balance so | took the chance
and switched him. This made the score 5-2 and | had the advantage
because | was in control. | worked for a pin and finally got my opponent
on his back. | had earned the 3 “back points” and tied the score. My
muscles were screaming with pain from the constant strain of the
battle. | glanced up at the clock and saw | had only fifteen seconds leftin
the round. | knew it was now or never. Pouring out every ounce of
strength | had left| struggled to force his shoulders to the mat. At the last
second of what seemed to be an eternity the referee slapped the matand

| had won.

As | went to the stand to receive my first place medal, | had a great
feeling because | had gone for the gold and won.

Shane Wilson

A DIFFERENT WORLD

God made the world with His own hands;
He created all the seas and all the lands;
Everything was right and in its place;

God was pleased with a smile on His face.

Now the people don’t seem to care,
That there is smog and dirt everywhere
And so now when God looks down,
Instead of a smile, He has a frown.

Connie Willmon
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A CHILD’S MIND

[

Watch a child smile
And brighten up your day.
He always seems content
To play his day away.

His world is usually faultless
And all his dreams come true.
Wouldn't that be great

If it worked for me and you?

Hi$ fantasies contain no bad thoughts
For they would ruin his play.

He knows little of the outside life
And the hassles of a real day.

We all should take time out
And enter a child’s mind.
Be quiet for a moment

And leave your world behind.

Tammi Davis




The Hearth

We have built the hearth of our friendship
with the greatest of care,
Laying each stone delicately into place.

Love lit the fire within and we kindle it
always with kindness and trust.

Now, in times of chilling sorrow, we can
warm our hearts by the soothing light.

Then when joy returns, we can smile upon
the steady glow and know that our
friendship will shine forever.

Lynn LePine
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FIRST DOWN

“Come on, Stan, give me a break, this ain’t a wrestling match, " yelled

Jim. Stan had just about taken Jim’s head off with an extremely hard
tackle near the goal line.

“Well, if you can't take the heat, why don't you get out of the kitchen.

This ain't a pansy game you know,” Stan grumbled as he got up and
dusted off his clothes.

“Oh yea, well let me show you who is the pansy around here. “Jim
was really mad now. He got up ready to fight.

“Break it up,” Randy said, running toward Jim and Stan. “You know
that if you two get in to another fight out here they’ll throw us off the
school grounds. Stan, why don’t you learn to go easy on all of us when
we have the ball. You know that we're not pro’s. We're not even on the
varsity team yet. “"Randy was known for keeping a cool head. His
levelheadedness had kept the gang out of a lot of trouble, he seemed to
be the leader of the crowd. ‘

“Well, yelled .{Im if Stan would quit acting like a pro and stop tackling
5o hard, there wouldn't be any need to fight. You know how he is don’t
you Randy? He's put a few elbows in your face before, ain‘t he.”

“Yea, he sure has. Let me tell you Stan, the gangdon’tcare for the way
you play ball. If you don’t calm it down, we're gonna stop asking you to

play ball with us. You know that you need practice if you're gonna try out
for varsity.”

The feeling seemed to be mutual among all the players. Stan was well
known for his late hits and tackles in the out of bounds. He was not a

bully, just an ove'active player, and there had been many fights caused
by his egerness.

The gang decided to take a break and let Stan and Jim cool off before
another fight started.

“Let’'s go get a coke or something,” Frank yelled to Stan.

“Alright,”” Stan replied. Stan walked away slowly and then turned to

Randy. “At least | have one friend out here, but the thats all | need,”” He
said.
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Stan and Frank jumped into Stan's battered up old Ford. Stan was a
little crestfallen, but he soon managed to get back to his old self. Frank
had always helped Stan when he needed it, and Frank knew that Stan

needed help now.

"’Stan, why don’t you go a little easier on Jim and the rest of the gang.
They know that you are stronger and better than them. You know that
Jim don’t take nothin off of nobody. Why, I've seen him get in to fights
over nothing. One of these days you're really gonna hurt somebody out
there. Personally, I'd like to goto spring training without a broken arm or

leg or something.”

“Yea, | know that | get a little carried away out there, but | don’t know
what gets into me. It seems like the harder | play, the better | feel. | try
and stop myself, but something comes over me. | just get carried-away.
Well, we'd better be getting back.”” Stan said.

When Stan and Frank got back, the rest of the gang were ready to play.
Randy and Jim had been up town and they got EImo, a very talented
varsity player, to play ball with the rest of the gang. A surprise lesson

was in store for Stan.

New teams were chosen with Randy and Jim as captains. Elmo and
Stan was on opposite teams. The ball was kicked and Stan caught it.
Just about that time, a horrendous shock went all over Stan and he went

down.

“Do you think it'll work,” whispered Jim to Randy.

“If it don’t, | don’t know what we'll do. Get up Stan, let’s play ball,”
shouted Randy.

John Lovelady
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Coach

Cool, confident

Instructing, leading, directing
Navigator of our ship.

Cooley

Ray Tolliver
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The Leak

Faucet.
. Leaking, Plopping
Dripping, dropping, dribbling, trickling,
Escaping, losing,
Wasting.

Kathy Jobnston

Eyes

Deep, silent

Revealing, observing, comforting

An expressor of feelings

Communication i, '{
4 44 o¥

Pam Matthews

Computer

Computer.
\ \ C(?mplicalcd—fascinaling~
e NRRERE Blinking—beeping— working—
S il Always puzzling to me—
e Computer.

Robin Thomas
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AGE

The old house looks lonely

On the far away hill.

People pass by every day, .
But don't look in it’s direction.

No one lives in it anymore.

It needs a new coat of paint.

The shutters are broken and loose.
Is the house destined to rot away?

Once people were proud of the house.

They would point it out to strangers.
What happened to it through the years?
Does the same thing happen to people?

Pam Matthews .
Make Time

Take time in life for everything,
Don't let it pass you by.

By being too busy to notice,
You'll find that time does fly.

Don't be too rushed to visit with others,
Or just go off alone.

Before you know it, it’s too late,

And you are left to moan.

The/ckickets that chirp, the birds who sing,
M bunch of wild clovers, or a budding tree,
These things you pass by every day,

But do you really see?

Take time my friend, for all these things,
Though now they may seem so small.
Be glad you lived life to it's fullest,

And didn't let it pass you at all.

Karon Dunn




THE ROSE

Upon its crimson petal,
a drop of morning dew.
It is the symbol of love,
of everything purc and new.

The beauty is but a guise
when from its stem it’s torn.
The flower may be lovely,
but beneath the rose....
a thorn.

Debbie Winkle

CONSIDER %

Consider the flower.
! It’s a wonder of nature.
Think about it’s petals.
How could something so tiny be so complex?

Consider yourself.

You're another wonder of nature.
Think about your feclings.

How could you be so complicated?

Pam Matthews
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THE FENCE RIDER

All the prophesies are now fulfilled. From the birth of Abraham to the
rebuilding of the temple of Jerusalem. The stage is now set for the
second coming of the Lord.

Two thousand years ago, Jesus came into the world as the savior of
men, as the perfect sacrifice on which men could claim salvation. Today
he is coming to judge the world and take his children to heaven. This is
the story of one who could not be taken.

Seventeen years ago Mr. and Mrs. Ronald Britt were given a son.
[here son Robert grew to be a healthy young man. Robert grew up the
way most boys do: he enjoyed athletics and had a good social life, but
there was something missing in his life, and he knew it.

Robert was a church goer. He acted out the game of going to church
overy Sunday morning and occasionally his presence could be found on
Sunday night and even on Wednesday. Robert became involved in most
of the church’s activities. As far as anyone knew, Robert was a fine,
upstanding young,man, but still something was missing.

Now I think it is time to tell what Robert really was. Robert was a fence
rider. By this | mean that he was lukewarm for the Lord. You see he was
not against the Lord, as far as the world saw him, yet he was not for the
Lord either. In the Bible itis specified that there are only twosides to this
question, for or against. Unfortunately for Robert, it seems the Bible also
says that lukewarm falls under the category against God. It seems that
the fence rider’s only destination is hell.

“"Where am 1?” ﬁ?bert cried out in sheer terror.

A voice of great magnitude replied, “You are now before the seat of
Judgement in the presence of God.”

“What?"’

“You will now be judged by the Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.”” Now a
great light has forced all darkness out. All things visible are pure and
white. There is one figure present in the room besides Robert, a man
dressed in white with scarred hands and a face of love andjustice. "The
world as you know it no longer exists. The only two things left in the
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universe are heaven and hell.lam the Christ. | shall defend you upon the
basis of what you have done on earth. Now Robert, tell me what things
did you do on earth while you lived there that you believe are worthy |
enough to get you into heaven?

Robert was horror striken. He had heard this story told to him before
but really did not believe it could happen. Robert’s thoughts were
confused and distorted. Robert thought, “Yes, this is all just adream, a 7
bad dream. Tomorrow | will wake up and laugh about this.” It was no
dream. His first impulse was to run, but where? There was nothing but |
white. White can be such a horrible color. Now he had to answer, but
what would he say?

| went to church every Sunday morning since | have been old enough
to go,” answered Robert in hysterics.

The figure, majestic and pure, only stood there, immobile. Whatwould |
happen now? Robert had answered as best he could. “Say,” Robert
thought, “the preacher says that when we are asked why we should get
into heaven, all we have to do is say because we claimed Jesus as our -
savior.”” It was at least worth a try. '

“Hey, Jesus,” said Robert, “the only reason you should let me inisifl -
claimed you as my savior and .. The words could not come out.
Robert’s tongue burned like fire, and he screamed out in agony.

“Yes, that is true,” said the white cloaked figure. “Thatis the only way i
by which any man can get into heaven. Your going to church does not
matter to me; itwas like rags. All that matters is if you asked me into your ]
heart to lead, guide and direct your life. You found you could not use
those words, did you not? Your tongue burned with the fire of the ages. | '
am terribly sorry, but | must say that | know you not.”

“The Storm”’

The night time skies are filled with wonder
And the vibrant echo of distant thunder.
The stars still twinkle before the clouds
Come rolling in--dreaded black shrouds.
The rain comes pounding down
And forms a rivulet on the ground--
Blocking out all other sound.

With those words, Robert vanished from the white room. It would be
only speculation to guess where he went. It seems certain, though, he
did not make it into heaven; and Jesus said that heaven and hell were all |
that were left. Where does the fence rider go? :

Geoff Harper
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Oceans

The oceans of my mind,

Come crashing into shore,

To retrace their footsteps

Of a forgotten yesterday.

Complete with lonely beaches .

And jagged cliffs of remaining memories

That were both happy and sad. '
The gulls that cry their mournful songs are my friends
They alone understand the grief of my life.

The shells are my trinkets

Each representing a lost moment

Never to be recaptured.

The waves foam

Beating against the rocky heights

As my thoughts collide with obstacles.

And the occans of thought

Recede—

To build up strength and come

Again. Angie Grubbs
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NEVER SAY NEVER

The wind was blowing gently through the beautiful thicket rustling
the freshly fallen leaves and creating tiny ripples on the surface of the
lake. Stacy felt content here among all the beauty of her special place.
There were no hassles or proble ms here; nothing but pleasant solitude
and tranquility.

She came here quite often toget awayfrom all the problems she faced
at home. Today as she sat on a tree stump, she gazed outat the lake and
realized how miserable she was.

Stacy’'s home-life had been difficult ever since she could remember;
but since her parents” divorce last year, things had taken a turn for the
worse. Her mother tried her best to make them happy, but her
alcoholism created many problems. Julie, at seventeen, was a year
older than Stacy and had become severely withdrawn and rebellious.
The atmosphere in the household was tense and resentment was
always noticeable.

Stacy felt as though she were on the verge of losing her sanity. This
special place was not enough anymore. She knew she would have to
find anew place--one farther away. Stacy stood up and said goodbye to
the peacefulness and beauty of her place knowing she would never
return.

The following morning before daylight, Stacy packed a knapsack with
her clothes and some money she had saved. She stole from the house
without a sound and never looked back.

It was mid-m o‘;re_ing when Stacy reached the local bus terminal. She

purchased a one-Way ticket for the next bus due to leave. She did not
know its destinaion and it would not have made any difference.

Late that evening, Stacy found herselfin Phoenix- -four hundred miles
from her home in Lincoln, Nebraska. Her head ached from exhaustion
and the rumbling of her stomach reminded her she had noteaten. She
walked 10 a nearby coffee shop, had a good meal, and met Mrs.
Hutchins. She was a very kind, elderly lady who owned the coffee shop
and made her home in the back rooms of the building. When she saw
Stacy’s kmapsack and big appetite, she assumed that she was a
runaway.




For the next couple of hours, Stacy poured out her mixed-up feelings
to Mrs. Hutchins. They had a wonderful, heart-warming conversation
and it was decided that Stacy would stay with Mrs. Hutchins and work in
the coffee shop in return for her hospitality. A strong bond of friendship
was forming between the two loners that would last a lifetime.

The thought of Stacy ever returning home to her family was
mentioned only once. With a burst of rage that totally shocked and
bewildered Mrs. Hutchins, Stacy announced that she was never going
back. The subject was not mentioned again.

One day as she was cleaning Stacy’s room, Mrs. Hutchins found a
letter addressed to Julie that had never been mailed. She copied the
address and wrote her mother assuring her that Stacy was fine but
somewhat confused.
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Three months had passed since Stacy had left and things at home had
changed. Her mother had been attending Alcoholics Anonymous and
met a great man whom Julie approved of and respected. She wished to
marry him, but not without notifying Stacy to discuss the matter. She
wrote Mrs. Hutchins and explained her situation and came up with a
plan to cope with the problem. The next plane out of Lincoln to Phoenix
had three extremely excited passengers aboard.

The coffee shop was busy the next morning and Stacy was running
herself ragged trying to please everyone. She became agitated with the -
people in the corner booth because they hid behind their menus and ;
mumbled. Stacy reminded them that she did not have all day and |
suggested that they speak louder. When the menus came down, Stacy God’s World of Color

was taken back and was at a loss for words. Fwiilsarcommiissionios Folkii
ssion to Iull

After a brief emotional moment, they all had a marvelous breakfast Paint a world of color as it stands still.
together, including Mrs. Hutchins. Stacy met her step-father-to-be and | I brush on the bluc of the beautiful skies
felt an instant love for him. When the topic of returning home entered And splash on the white of the rolling tides.
the conversation, Stacy knew that Mrs. Hutchins had to join them and Isstroke on the yellow of a clear day

Jbecome a part of the family. And the red of a rose that blooms in May.
'l~hc brown of a sparrow flying in the breeze
it only took a small bit of persuading and Mrs. Hutchins agreed to go The spots of green grass, trees, and leaves ‘
back as an adopted grandmother. The coffee shop was sold within a I'he gold of a new day just beginning; ‘

matter of days and then they all returned to Nebraska as a happy family. s ks e

I'he crest of the mountains in their majestic purple;
The gray of the clouds all rippled and rumpled; ’
The plcturc completed, 1 step back to ponder. ,

Is this the same view | see over yonder?

I open my cyes only to see

a morc beautiful scene God created for me.

The first thing Stacy did upon arriving home was to visit her thicket by
the lake. It seemed like an eternity since she had said that she would
never return to Lincoln or to this special place. She realized that she
would be back again and again and that “never’ was just a figment of

someone’s imagination. ) )
Tammi Davis
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JTefe Winkee

Is there a being
On the farthest star | see,
) Wondering the same?

Lynn LePine
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“THE SPIRIT ®OF CHRISTMAS"

As Johnnie walked down the street he couldn’t help but notice all the
Christmas decorations in the store windows.

“All this hubbub about Christmas,”” thought Johnnie. “Christmas is
Just a good excuse to get out of scthool a couple of days,” he grumbled.
With this thought, he hurried on down to the neighborhood department
store to buy some Christmas li ghts for his mother.

“"Why does Mom have to have an extra string of dumb old lightbulbs
anyway? The tree looks likeone big light bulb as it is.”

When he reached the depa trent store, his first thought was that he
hadn’t seen such a crowd of peop le in all his life. There was a line at
every cashier nearly a mile long! “Gosh, " he thought, ““I’ll never get out
of here. All these people doing th eir last minute shopping. I'm glad |
don’t have to buy any presents; it"s just a waste of money.” But was this
what he felt deep down inside:? Hle thought about this while he was
standing in line to pay. Johnniefelta little hurt because it was Christmas
Eve and he hatin't received a card, a present or even a ‘Merry
Christmas.’ But he didn't real ze th at maybe if he took the right attitude
about Christmas he might be ahappier person. Instead he went on with
his grumbling. “Who cares abo ut a stupid old present anyway? | don't,
and who needs friends? | certa inly don't.”

While he was standing inlin e 1o pay he noticed that the old lady in
front of him had all the toys she couldcarry in her arms and all she could
fit into her buggy.

“My goodness, " said Johnnie , " ‘vwhoever saw such a mess of toys and
a waste of money{:too.”

“Sonny, don’t you believe in the spirit of giving at Christmas time?
You're not supposed to worry albout money.”

“Well, | do. And what kind of spirit can there be in wasting money?"’

“You mean this Christmas you'r ¢ not giving any presents? What about
your parents?”’

“Oh sure they'll give me prese nts.”
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“But you're notl g iwing &he many?™

“Why should 1?7 It's theiic dlu tyvtlo Giwes riee ¢ hwist mas presents.””

“Sonny, you have Chr is tmasalll wimoeneg..| h-awesn t gottime to explainit
now, but maybe w her y.ow geent heorn ¢ yow ¢ ould ask your parents to

explain it to you.”

Johnnie watched e 1 ssshe:malxedliowar dsth e door. ““How lucky her

grandchildren are! | ieallly wowld h awes enjope-d talking to her longer.

That's something my parerts d omt h swee rn ych time for.”

After paying, he nalkeddmwml he stieet (Oward home. The only other

person on the sidewalkw és@ ma n d ies:sedupli ke Santa Clausringing a
bell and carrying a =i gn that s & d . “Gi ve, tw:supp ort your local charity.”

As Johnnie got ¢loser Sant 3 saird,. Mer rw Chriisinas, young man, Merry

Christmas.””

Replying sarcastically he sad, "“ea, I”l have a really Merry
Christmas,” and kept wa lking.

When he got home, thefirstth img me didwas:sit under the Christmas
tree and think. He thou ght of e Santa Claus staying out late on
Christmas Eve just tohelp oth exsvvhoar e imnesed, and the old lady who
took a few minutes oul of her busy day 1 hebp him understand the

meaning of Christmas. All of a sucden, 3 large package caught

Johnnie’s eye; he was sure itwasnt there beffore. As he looked at the
name tag, it read:

To Johmnie wittha alll owr love,
Mom anad D acd

After reading this, he felt qu ity aboug wihat he had told the old lady.
Now he realized theyboughthi ma present beca use they loved him and
wanted him to have aMerry C hristmas, not becau se it was their duty.

All of a sudden, he had an awful thought He hadnt bought his
parents a present! He ram tohis bedroom , gr sbbed his coatand wallet,
and ran as fast as he cou ldtothe door Justthe n his mother came in and
asked, “Why Johnnie, whereare you going?”

“Oh, Mom, | really have to hury. Whe re's somethi ng important that|
have to do!”’

"“But Johan nie, what could be so important?”
“Oh mom, | can'ttell you. Please, | have to hurry.'”
“Okay, but please hurry; it's growing very dark.”

Johnniera n asfast ashecoulddow n the street and didn“t stop until he
had reache d the department store. Whenhewent in he saw a beautiful
necklace. "Oh, that's perfect for mot her '~ As he walked down the tool
#ide he sawv a set of screw drivers that his father needed.

He took both items and went up to the cash register and got in line
behind anold woman. When sheturn edaround, he was surprised to see
who was infront of him; the ol d lad y whom he had met earlierthat day.
When she turned around her face lit up, and she exclaimed, “Hello

ngain, Sonny, | forgot a few iterms and had to come back . Why did you
tome back?”

"ngl, you knovv what you weretrying toexplainto meaboutthe spirit
of Christmas? Well, 1 thought about it, and | think | understand.”

“Oh that's wonderful; I'm glad | could help.

q.
Af(gr h_e payed and was walki ng home he saw the same Santa Claus
still ringing his bell and saying “Merry Christmas’” to everyone who

;Nalked by. When Johnnie walkedby he was sure to drop a dollar in the
yucket.

Amy Newell

Emotions

Emotions, those tiny voices inside of you
Driving you to actions you never thought possible.
Lowe, Hate, Happiness, Sadness ---

Ho w do you control those Ernotions?

Melissa Muir




BY THE WATERSIDE

Shimmering water stretched out before us, a golden road windingtoa '
point on the horizon. The sun was completing its arc on our side of the "
earth. As though to bid us a fond farewell, she lit the sky with fire,

blending dazzling colour so that when her rays met the deep dusk blue

we could hear the sound of them touching. The sun shone, too, upon the
rippling water, and it called back to her, glistening goodbye 'til the |

MOrrow.
| asked my companion, “Does this bridge have a name?”

The answer came, “‘Quite surely it does, but call the bridge what you
like, it still spans the river.”

We sat, not on the top of the bridge, but on the grassy slope that
became shore when it reached the water. | gazed lazily at the torchy sky,
smiling to myself as | contemplated the answer to my question. My
friend was indeed a realist. As for myself, | found the old wooden bridge
a peaceful place. Tiny daisies dotted the green velvet grass, and clusters
of violets grew at the base of the oaken posts.

The sun moved down nearer to the black hills, and her light tinted our
world golden.

| turned once again to my friend and saw that he was deeply engaged
in his own affairs, scarcely noticing the beautiful sunset. He paid no
attention at all to the water that sparkled like the facets of a thousand

diamonds. | wondered how he could be so indifferent to that which’

fascinated me so.

]
4

Said |, “Isn’t the sunset beautiful?”". It was obvious that | had intruded
upon his business for he took a moment to reply.

“Beautiful?”’, he was puzzled.

“Yes, aren’t the colours of the sunset amazing?”
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“Dear girl, the sun isn’t ‘setting”. This planet is rotating as it revolves
around the sun. The colours are merely an effect. But since you choose
to term this necessity a ‘sunset’, then you must also realize thatthe sun
will only rise again tomorrow."”

Good Lord! He was exasperating! Couldn’t he seethe colours swirling
and clashing with the blue of the sky? Didn't the rose-gold shine of the
water touch a chord of wonder in his heart? | looked at him and asked,
"What value do you place in life? Doesn’t anything ever thrillyou? Don't
you find anything to hold precious, to love?"’

The spider spun slowly around, stopped, and eyed me blankly. “| was
put here to live, and one day | will die. | ask you, towhom willitmatter?”
With that he returned to the task of weaving his web.

Lynn LePine




The Fly Spoke Unto the Flea...

The fly spoke unto the flea,
You are you and I am me,
We can't change this
You know my friend
And on that
You can depend.

For example:

I am large and you are small.
I can fly and you just crawl...

I don’t mean to brag | say
But I could beat you anyday.

Said the flea (with much glee),
On only one thing 1 agree.
Yes, you are you and 1 am me.
But hold it, hold it my dear sir!
This to you did not occur.
I have features just like you
That stand out in a crowd, | do!
So, said the flea unto the fly,
I am glad that [am [

Jennifer Falkner
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THE DECISION

Ann was working beh ind the des k inthe library, wondering how two
people with such different interests had somehow gotten together;
Steve, a sp ortsfamatic and she,abo okweorm, whenthe phonerang. She
knew it was Steve; He had told her he was going to call at three
o clock, after baseba |l practice.

“Wear your finestdress, ‘hesaid,” this wil Ibea night tore member.

“Annicouldte |l byhiswoice thatheplann edonasking herto marry him
again. She cowldn't help remembering the first time.

He had taken her to the best restaurant in town. He looked so
handso me inhis blue suit. Yet, mo maitte r hovy he looked in his suit, she
could stil lonly picture him inhis warm-up shirt and tennis shoes. And
this wa s supposed to be the most romantic mamen t of her life ! He was
filled with love for her but she feltshe could not commit herself to him
yet.

Whenshie hesitted, e leaned ove rthe table and said very seriously,
"You don't hawe toanswerme tonight Ican wa it until you are ready, but
| can’t wait forever .”

Remembering what Steve had said, Anmnknew he would notbe put off
any lon ger. She had to decide either to marry him or lose him.

"Hows can two people with such differences have a happy, lasting
marriage, even if they love each other?” she thought. “He likes all
sports, summer and winter. Me, | li ke boo ks, concerts and movies. We
enjoy e:‘ich other r)st)w but what abouwt ye ars |ater. VWould it last?’”

Ann began to think again, drea mily, with nothing else on her mind.
Then shie heard a woman'svoice ask, “What a reyou dreaming of, Ann?”’

“Oh, Mir. and Mrs. Davis, I'm sorry, lwasn 't paying attention. |'m very
glad to see my favorite visitors here 1ad ay.”

Later on Ann went to the back of the library 1o talk to the Davis'. But

she noticed t hat Mrs. Davis was asleep. Annleaned over and asked Mr.
Davis, "7l th ought she lik ed to read?”
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“Oh no,” said Mr. Davis, “she really doesn't like to read at all. See,

before we were married, we couldn’t find anything we liked to do:

together and we thought we were going to have to call everything off_

between us. But then we realized that we would rather be doing

something we don’t like to do with each other more than with anyone‘

else. And, we felt lucky that we had each other to care for. So, we arean '?‘
old happily married couple and we still love each other very much.”

Ann stood up very slowly and smiled, “You have made this one of the ,
happiest days of my life."” 1

Then Ann left work a half hour early because she had remembered
her best dress wasn’t pressed.

Cathy Myers

Nt gl

My Dreamland

I see a meadow with tall, green grass,
And a brook that's flowing through;
And beyond the brook is a little house,
With a dog and children, too.
Fluffy clouds float above, high above the land;
And daffodils and rippling hills on the grassy
pasture stand.

The leaves are crisp and golden brown,
And the dew has fallen to the ground.
The brook is full of lily pads, and frogs that
leap and bound;
And I love the many facets of silence thac have
50 sweet a sound.

This is my dreamland and maybe some bright day,
I'll get o go chere...
But dll then I'll say...

I'm content.

Jennifer Falkner
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STRANGE?

Musicians are strange people,

Set apart from the rest.

They are quite used to the spotlight,
And always think they're the best.
Some people say they are weird

BAND CAMP Because of their personality.

) Greatest highs and deepest lows,
Sweat Give them individuality.
Freshmen Although they may be strange,
Mr. Smith (Please do heed my advice),
Excrcises ” Because | am one of them,

HDOP ! lack yomr knees | think they're really nice.
Sectionals
Sunburn

Eight to five

Cool Daddy
Seniors

Bullhorn

Cokes 1-

Section leaders
Flounder ﬁ
“Get those mark times up”

Wednesday night off >4
Blisters

Pictures

Initiation

Nothing else like it.

Lori Parrish

RobinmThomas %

4
4,

M elodies and harmo nie s, rhythm and meter;

U nbound pleasure from something so abstract,
S taccato and legato, arpeggios and chords,

| nstruments of strings, percussion, winds, brass
C ombined to make . . ..

Lori Parrish
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The Yell ow Mo nster

Your car won’tgo,
It's time to cuss,
You know you’re doomed to ride the bus.

The seats are hard,
The road is bumpy,
The brats are loud, the driver’s grumpy.

Zelda giggles,
Says you're sweet,
You grityour teeth as she takes your seat.

Thirteen stops,
The crowd, it grows
Foreign knuckles invade your nose.

You step aside,
To let Joe by,
You poke a thumb in Elmer”s eye.

Your elbow’s jammed
In someone’s ear,
The driver's screaming, “Mowve to the rear!”

Bodies are mangled,

Faces are smushed,
L\ L L d i U ! J J J J |/ Lives are endangered in the maddening crush!
[ 5 4 2 bt -/

R " AN
Centuries pass,

You finally arrive,
You find it surprising you're still alive!

You leave the bus,
Relief issmall,
‘Cause now you're doomed to face the hall!

]
[
'M

Lynn LePine

Teff WinkL E
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My Day

American History starts off my day;
I'm certain there must be a much better way.
Mr. Keller lectures ‘bout the great Civil War
While I'm doing my best to stifle a snore.

Typing I is next up in line,
Day after day, it’s all one big grind.

And while I sit there, typing a theme,

Ms. Campbell is fighting a broken machine.

My next thrilling class is Drama/ Debate.
Despite all the work, I still think it’s great.

Talking to Mark ‘bout our unbeatable plan,
And trying to put on a play (if we can).

The ntxt fun class that 1 go to is SPED,
While all rules of grammar dance through my head.
Hawthorne, Melville, Irving, and Frost,

Personally, | wish they'd all get lost.

Right after lunch, I head towards band.
Hearing us play makes me feel rather grand.
Mr. Smith drives us all to our best,
Fixing dynamics, tone, and the rest.

Last omemy list is ol’ Chemistry:;
It's really not much of a mystery to me.

I hear Mr. Behel talk of Quantum mechanics,
And watch as the class goes into a panic.

L.

Yep. that’s my day, from the start to the end,
And when tomorrow comes ‘round, it'll all start again.

Jim Thomas




Hurt me no More

Hurt me no more
For my heart is scattered
Like pieces of torn paper.

Hurt me no more
For my eyes;
Are wet with tears.

Hurt me no more
For you have made
My life a shambles.

Hurt me no more
For | will surive

Like a Phoenix rising from the ashes.

Peggylene Moore

WE COULD HAVE BEEN

It could have been nice
Making it work with you
But you couldn’t sce things
The way | wanted to.

Jee Shaling
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| wanted you to take my hand
And lead me along life’s roads.
el O follow you would have been so grand:
“*Couldn't you handle the load?

Just you and me then:
I thought 1 had won
But I guess you grew tired
Of having only one.

G\’ea,}’ona 1A asv aquaﬂ Ke/wf,

(fﬂ’ (o8 HIQ.H'\‘;(’.«'L Orf 1‘71(’ rﬂ )(L

| really am sorry.
Yeah, I'll get out of your way.
Please be happy with them

I only wish you'd stay.

.(,Bc\’mf’” C;dgmdaau)v

Tammi Davis

51

52




“PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS"

’ "f\élydfeet arekilling me! I exclaimed to my husband, Allen as | sank on
1e bed.

It's no wonder. You danced all night with the senior class president.”’

Allen said, as he took off his shirt and puton his pajamas. “How long has

it been since you've seen him?”

| I tl:?ught for amoment. “Oh, about twenty years. Gosh, it’s been that
ong!

As Allen shut the door, he turned around and asked, "Who was that

blonde that kept giving you hard looks all night? She looked like a faded
beauty from long past to me.”

Ohf you me'an Julie Quinn, former prom queen and cheerleader |
rolled into one,”” | answered as | made a disgusting face.

Allen laughed as he said, “Yeah, that must be the one.

He climbed into bed, leaned over and was about to kiss me goodnight
when he saw a far away look in my eyes.

“Penny for your thoughts,”” Allen said teasingly.

| g';.nnned and said, “It's funny how Julie still has a grudge against
me.

A_Ilen looks surprised, ““What? Why should she have something |
against youl?”

| propped up my pillow and settled back as | started my story.

“I was once a very shy little girl. My mother thought the only way to

cure it was to go out for something at school to build up my confidence.
And that something was cheerleader.

' “At Crestvigw High, we had only one ninth grade cheerleader. Lots of
girls were going out so | thought | would give it a try.

Everyone said Julie Quinn was going to get it. Back then | could see
why. She was blonde, pretty, and very nice. Everything a girl needed.”’
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"As cheerleading clinic came to an end, most of the girls had dropped
out.”

“Julie, for the past month, had really gotten stuck-up. Many people
had turned against her, and it seemed she would go out of her way to cut
me down. Girls and boys would notice this and started coming up to me
saying they hoped | would get it instead of Julie.”

“The funny thing was that | didn’t think | was going to get it at first. |
was just going to give it a try. But asitcame near election time, | thought
| had a good chance.”

“As il turned out, Julie was elected. | wasn't far behind in the votes
though. After that, | had more friends and confidence in myself than ever
before.

The next year | got cheerleader and Julie didn’t. Everyone said that
they were glad | did and Julie got dropped from the squad. | felt sorry for
her. | guess she saw that and has hated me ever since.”

I smiled as | looked at Allen. | thought how lucky | was to have him.
“It’s funny how aJ| that came back to me now.”

“I suppose that's how all class reunions are,”” he said as he kissed me
goodnight. “They have a knack of bringing back fond memories and also
the pain and hurt of memories we would like to forget.”

“I guess you're right,”" | said as | flicked off the light and turned over.

Debbie Stewart

Old People

They are alone,

no one to talk to.
They are forgotten,

no one to love them.
They are wisc,

yet no one will listen.
Why?

Theresa Myers

54



""What is Spring?”’

Spring is when nature awakes,

Fishermen scurry to the lakes.

Crocus and tulips peep through the earth,
Buds on the trees begin a rebirth.

Rains descend and growth appears,
Tornadoes and storms bring about fear.
Pollen falls with a slight breeze,

Bluebirds and robins are seen in the trees.
Frolicking lambs and children at play,

Are part of the cycle of a spring day.

Cathy Myers
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AWAKENING

When | fall asleep
| dream of f

stars
of bright pallette colours
of love, laughter, and endless sun.

When | awaken
| see you
and dreams
become
reality.

Sharon Kolakowaski

GOOD MORNING?

The sun was barely up that morn,
The ground was wet with dew,
The sky was filled with color

Of every imaginable hue.

Yes, it was a beautiful morn

‘Till | had to go to school.

Thé& day dawned bright and shining,
The birds were singing their song,
It started out a perfect day

But, guess what | had to do;

Get up and move that lovely morn
And make my way to school.

The mornings always dawn so bright,
But then there come the blues,
For having to get up on lovely morns,
And make my way to school.
Cheryl Barrier
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America... The Beautiful?

I wonder what the world will be like
In twenty years or so;
I wonder 1f we as a nation can sull
Make this world a go.
We have had a lot of chances
But forever our chances won't last.
And it we make use of che future,
We must hkewise make use of the past.
But brooding o'er scars and misfortunes
Is not that which will help us ac all;
It's crediting from our mistakes thus far made
That determines our rise or our fall.
As liberty-unified neighbors
We must resolve in our hearts to begin
To live our lives one day at a ume
Till God brings our time to an end.
We must fight for the freedom we've cherished;
We must make resolutions anew.
We must go back to sound doctrine by-laws;
While applying these to new needs, oo,
We must think of ourselves as a nauon,
Not merely a place on the map.

We must let other countries see strengeh in our hands;

Not folded hands in our laps.
‘We must not wait for the future;

We must forge ahead with courage to spare.
[et's not blow 1t America;

WE ARLE NEARLY THERE!

Jennifer Falbner

The Decathlon
Of every kind of human competition
One stands out from all the rest.
Ten events combine to make it up,

With athletes that are all the best.

Jeff Winkle

L)
Softly falling rain
trickles
down

to the ground.

Sweet smelling breezes
gently
refresh
the air.

Spréits of green

everywhere
promise
new life.
Spring
has returned
once more.

Cathy Bynum




WHAT AM I1?

Here | am, surrounded by circles of many colors--red, yellow and
green. I'm different though, I'm blue! As I look around | see a world that's

different from mine. | see things that look strange to me.

What's this? There's something looking at me! It has two big blue
glaring things looking at me. Oh, it opened something that's round with
big white squares! Now it's gone.

I wonder what that was. What am 1? | know | don’t look like that funny
thing! I'm round and blue! Nothing else around here is blue. Everything
is red, yellow, or green. Perhaps if I keep on watching those funny things
out there I'll find out what | am.

I wait and wait. A green circle looks at me.
“What's wrong with you?" it asks.

“I’'m waiting to find out what lam, and what those funny things are out
there. Do you know?"’ :

“Well, I've been here a long time and I've heard that those strange
looking things are people--(what a name!)--but no one here knows
exactly what we are. | have heard that when we get out that it’s the
greatest thing that could happen. But the only way to getoutseemstobe
these people put something round in this machine where we live.”

(I'm certainly glad to find out that | live in a machine.) “But | want to
know what | am!”

“Don’t be so impatient! You'll find out what you are soo
enough...you’ve got to wait."”’

I'try. It's hard to sit and wonder. Slowly, very slowly, I go down in my
machine. | see many of the people. I'm getting used to them now: they.
don’t look funny any more. I've learned from some of my friends that th
little people seem to be the best and that the people called parents seem
to always be looking in pockets or funny looking bags for little round
things. (Pennies, I'm told.) Then they put them in my machine and | jolt
about. i

Days and months have gone by and | still wait. Today is just like any
other day, except that it is especially long. The first person to stop by my
machine has two big round circles with something called glasses
around them. As this person puts the penny in the machine, down, down
I move. It seems so strange. | can hardly see out now.

As the day wears on, Ibecome anxious. It seems that I'm growing up--
I’'m not so curious anymore; | just want to be free!

When | mention this to my green friend he says, “Many times I've
wanted to be free from here, but now | wonder what it will be like after |
get out. How do | know | won't be scared or hurt?”

“You're the one that told me how great that world out there is. Don't
you think it will be marvelous to know your identity--to know what you
are--to be able to describe yourself as something other than a green
circle?”

“Yes, that’s true. No matter what happens, it will be wonderful. Il
finally know what | am!”’ '

Perhaps he knowls he has nearly reached his fate. Soon a person, a
child I'm told, puts one of those funny things called pennies in the
machine, and my green friend is chosen to meet his fate. | can see him as
he is picked up. He glances at me. | don't feel sad. | know that even
though he has left me and this world within the machine, he has finally
found his identity, and the joy that maybe someday | will know.

As the days pass, | begin to feel lonely even though I have other friends
about me. | must be very close to the bottom of the machine. | have just
noticed a small person. | like the way it looks--red stuff on its top, funny
brown spots, big stérﬁhg things--why they're blue--my color!

The person takes his penny and puts it in my machine. | feel so funny.
Suddenly, down | slide! I'm FREE! The small person picks me up and
looks at me. I'm going up-up-oh, it's dark! I'm squishing...I'm
squishing...moving all around...I'm flat. | KNOW! | finally know what |
am! I'm a piece of B-ub-ble-g-um...

Jane Todorovich




Memories

Yesterday we began the first of the next taelve yeam

Since then we’ve shared our smiles; we've shared our tears;
I never dreamed it would end so fast.

As a first grader, | thought it would never pass,
The first day of school we were scared, and we cried ;

The last day is soon; the tears we’ll try to hide.

With a new world of promise--with so much 10 know,
A new life opened; | will never let go.
Before this new year | had few friends,
But the new friends | gained, | will keep to the end.
Just close your eyes tightly and think once again,
Our friendship with each other will never end.

The friends | have, | love so much
I'll soon be leaving. Please keep in touch.
Best wishes to all--may your future be bright;
May your successes be many.
May you reach goals of great heights.

As we travel through life, through the sands of time,
May the best of all memories be yours and mine.
Look for the future; remember the past-
And the good times we’ve had will all last and last.

Jeff Watkins

ROADSTER

Wind whipping your hair into knots

The pungent scent of exhaust scantly present

‘The whir of tires meeting the road

Pavement passing swiftly bencath you

I'he road ahead beckons you onward

Dwellings, barns. tences, foliage rush by

The challenge of a treacherous bend, and afterwards
the cuphoria of acceleration

Silent communication between man, machine, and road
brings near-perfection, and the joy found in excellence

Gregg Berry
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A Friend

A friemd is a person:

One who is always there,

One who never fails to care.

Omne 10 counton
When things go wrong.

Ome who would walk a mile,
For a chance to make you smile.

One willimg to lend a hand.
Constantly there by your side to stand.

fte

One interested in what you say,
Who s always there day after day.

One vou can count on to understand
And never make any kind of demand.

One who will be with vou until the end

This tvpe of person is called a true friend.

One who will stay by your side forever and cver.

Will they let you down?
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Never!
Jerarifer Lovin




Evening at Home

I hear the familiar crackle of cedar
I feel the warmth of the glow, ,
| see the red-hot reflection

On the box from which Ma sews.

Supper is over and done with—

The dishes are put away.

We warm our hands by the fireplace
And ask our company to stay.

We qather in the parlor—
Reminisce about all that's passed
And wonder how our life will be
When we're all gone at last.

The cold air came blowing in
As our Company went on their way—
We called into the darkness,

Hope to see you some day!”

Diane Jordan

Home

Warm, comfortable

Welcoming, beckoning, solacing
My place of refuge

Home

Gregg Berry
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Beau Diddle

Timid, furry, first impression

Amusing, cute later on

Growing, changing, mice, and lady cats
Replacing me as your mom.
['&neliness, laughter, tears and triumph
Please don’t go yet or grow yet!
Cuddling and tickling, teasing and training
Plcase watch your fur around gum.
Shedding fur and sore paws,

Sneaky fleas and collars,

Changes vou'll always go through
Torn papers, pulled hose

Messy floors and spilt milk

But. Beau Diddle, I'll always love you!

Angie Grubbs




THE LOVE OF A MOTHER

Wrinkled and old,

More precious than gold,
The love of a Mother
will never grow old.

Wayre Moore

TO MELISSA

We have shared many secrets,

The same Mom and Pop.

We have had many good times,

I won’t mention the bad.

There shall always be sweet memories —
love to no end.

I'm so glad she's my siser,

I'm so glad she's my friend.

Wagpnze Moore

DAD

God placed my life in your hands--
I'm so glad he picked you for me.
Friend and advisor;

My security and warmth,

You've loved me--made me special.
Thanks for all you've done,

Dad, I love you.

Melissa Muir
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SMILE

Seein g someone dear 1o you

Makes you feel warm

In your heartwith

Love which will endure

Eterniaty

Pocms
Many, Varied

Entertaining, stimUlating, inspiring
Reflections of the soul

Words

Riplee Yearwood

Pat ie Cobb

A

Jello (Scientifically Speaking)

It wiggles,
It wobbles,
It never staysstll;
Kt is a colloid,
not a sol, but a gel.

Theresa M yers
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Forever

Like roses in bloom
Each petal a parc of us--
Our love unending.

| ottt b i bt kil

Kathy Johnston

A Dozen Red Roses

One is for freedom,

Two is for love,

Three is for God’s praise in heaven above,
Four is for good times, silver and gold,
Five is a secret that’s never been told.

Six i1s for memories,

Seven’s for years,

Eight is the silent falling of tears,

Nine is for living in God’s promised land,
Ten is a young boy becoming a man.
Eleven is for all the heartache you gave,
Twelve is to place on my freshly dug grave. :

Ed Hendersoné
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Alone

One solitary rose,

Pressed between the pages
It’s beauty has gone,

[t left with the Ages.

Just like our love

That was lost in the years.
We'll find it no more,

It left with the Tears.

The kindness | saw

When I looked in your eyes,
Will never return,

It left with Good-byes.

The softness I felt

When | touched your skin,
Has ended forever,

It left with the Wind.

The coldness | feel
Alone at this sight,
Where our love began,
...but...
It left with the Night.
Dee Denson

Life at its Best...

Life is one of earth’s greatest joys,

However some of us consider it nought.
Welive for yesterday, not for tomorrow,

“As though back-issued days can be bought.
We go around grumbling if things aren't the best,

And wish for what cannot be ours.
We look to the plains instead of to hills,

And to footstools instead of to towers.

So what is the answer?
How can life be secured?
By generous giving...
And by learning the difference between living

your life...
And simply earning a living.
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RklAMé

A small boy sat and looke

P at the |moon,
m‘a’ t how nice i
uld be

/W"WQ” ust fly «

‘away up there
Those lunar wonders

to see

o n -

(g sttt E RN
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He sat and imagined the
“ wonderful time ;

He would have on his =
trip to the moon.

The hardships or cares never \

\ entered his mmd S
. He'd like to get on his

. way soon.

§ \ \
It was then that his

mother called\from the house,
And he knew from her voice

he must go. \\
Klis trip to the moon would

just have to wait;
He’'d a few more years he \

must grow.

Who knows just how far
these dreams will go; \
Who knows what our hero N\
may do? .
Without dreams of the young---
the hopes of the world---
%e ‘d never have anything
new.

Jim Pitt




The Definition of a True Friend

Someone you can feel
comfortable around.
Someone you can trust.
Someone with whom you can discuss,
any, nevermind or must.
Somecone you just couldn’t do without—
A friend.

Terri Thrasher

Stuffed-elephant

Grayed, old 1
Warming, consoling, comfortin;
Constant in trouble times. '
Friend

Pattie Co




The Hostage '<

My fate is in your hands.

As | sit tied in this chair. :
“Will | be freed?””
“Will | be tried?”’

The decision is up to you.

| think about my family.

The torment they're enduring.
“Will | be freed?”’
“Will | be tried?”

You’'ll make the right decision.

Everyday | say my prayers.
That we are not forgotten.
“Will | be freed?”

“Will | be tried?"”’
Countrymen, it's up to you.

Lauren MclLelland

My Friends

My friendg are very special to me.
They share my joys,
they calm my fears;
they make me laugh
when | am sad,
and calm my angers
when I'm mad.
They ignore the stupid things 1 do
and correct me
when I'm wrong.
. They're al)_,v 1ys there
v when I'm in need
and help me right along.

Without my friends
I would be lost
and surc to go astray.
I thank my friends
for being them
and pray they stay that way.

Theresa Myers




Listen

Listen
To the soft pattering of the rain.

/ - ] Listen |
‘ = ' To an old man cry out in pain. |
- |
| Listen
AP (. H//J. To the children playing in the street.
RCAE
) Listen
N 3 To the people you chance to meet.
v )
Listen
' TR ET ~— To the cars whiz by.
|
Listen
o ] To the newborn baby cry.
N 3
R l Listen
Z : To the wind whistle in the trees.
v Listen
\ To the child praying on his knees.
] Listen.
t Jennifer Lovin
| i
Tranquility THE CAT
Sametimes ‘. The cat is a mystery
I just sit, and ) ] , intriguing to all
Watch birds flying ] y Ao
_; Across the clear blue sky k| with questionable history
| , Without a care in the world. .A d digni I
1t ‘ And while I watch ' ARy Sortdi
I Their tranquil flight ] He bows down to no one
‘ I often reflect ,
i And find peace E || his actions discreet.
And contentment ) Joili h
i Within myself. - And whatever happens
) the cat lands on his feet.
Jim Thomas _
ii - Jim Keller
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The Ghost of the Moor

Twas a night full of mist,
And the story goes like this...

There was a man and bold was he,
Who sailed the wild and treacherous sea.
The boat would toss and turn about,
But this man stayed straight and stout.
The story goes he had no fears,
But we all know one fear was near.
He feared the legend of the ghost of the moor,
Who supposedly took vengeance on the
dead and the poor,
on the sick and the helpless,
on the lost and the found.
That was the ghost of the moor.

It was to be a sick and dreaded sight when the ghost
came out at nighg;

And this poor sailor at the mercy of this sea
might at any time be laughed at with glee by chis
dreaded monster (and a ghost! I say again, a ghost
was he!)

-.Yet this man to save his pride still let on
as he was not afraid of the ghost of the moor...

This sailor was after this night

Never seen again and this brought about fright
But no one believed in the ghost, 1 say,

For it was just a legend of his day.

Still he haunts me, that ghost of the moor;

For two, I am a ghost of the

dead and the poor,
of the sick and the helpless,
of the lost and the found.

I am the ghost of the moor!

Jennifer Falbner
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I Want to Sing my Songs for You...

| want o sing my songs for you.

There's not much more that I'd rather do. ,i’:‘]
To sing is to live and my life is a song. ¢
And when I sing not one thing can go wrong. .

| wouldn'e be proud or boascful if |
Could conencly sing till my ~voice reached
the sky.
I'd write a song f#r cach tme of the year;
One about peace, love, ambition, or fear.
| wouldn't care if they all laughed at me.
1d write and sing till 1 set myself free.

When | feel mad, | make up a mad song.
When | feel I have been, | sing like I'm wrong,

But if you sing what you feel;
{And feel what you sing),
You won't believe, F‘ll the joy it will bring.
e will fillLup your [ife
With a peace from within,
And you'll be as happy as you've ever been.

| say to you, out there big world,
1 won't be stop ped, stayed, or hurled;
And no matter what the future may bring
I'll never, no never be afraid to sing!

Jewznifer Falkner
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Lonely, alone,

By yourself.
Forever wondering
If anyone cares.
Never knowing
What’s going on.
Not quite sure
Who you are.
Forever puzzled
Why you live.
Ever questioning
Your existence.
Positive,

No one’s watching!

Debbie Winkle

Too often I've been labeled
“The happy go lucky clown.”
But seldom do people notice
the times I've been let down.
I have always been expected
to do great and wonderful things.
But do people ever realize
the pain that my life brings?

“The will to die does exist.

It’s even crossed my mind.
Because, too often, I feel

my life has been all but kind.
During my life, so far,

I’'ve had my share of pain.
And when the outside is sunny

the inside is pouring rain.

Debbie Winkle



THE STALLIONS

You can see them—

Proudly standing on a hill with heads held high;
As they await the coming of the battle.

As they approach one another they neigh warningly;
Rolling their eyes;

And tossing their heads in anger.

Sweat covers their flanks—

As they meet for battle;

Bearing their teeth threateningly.

Raring back on their hind legs—

They kick each other;

Slashing each other—

As the blood mingles with the sweat on their flanks.
They fight for possession of the herd—

As is their nature;

Fight until they are weak and winded.

As the battle ends—

The victor chases the defeated stallion—

While neighing triumphantly;

Only to return to stand guard—

Over his harem.

Regena Campbell
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THE KING

The old handsome king strolled aimlessly through his paradise. Soon
his reign would be over and forgotten, but for now he was content to
gaze about his kingdom.

As the king walked along he thought back to when he, his brothers,
and his sisters had walked with his father, the king. Then he
remembered how his father had been shot and killed and all the turmoil
that had followed.He remembered all the princes who had fought for the
crown. As he thought back, he again saw the mauled bodies of those
who lost their battles.

Later that afternoon as the king lay in the summer sun with the young
ones playing around him, he thought about how long ago it had been
since he was just a babe. Yes, he was getting old now and his reign was
coming to an end. Soon young princes would be fighting over the old
lion’s position and he would be forgotten. For now, though, the lion was
content to watch the cubs play.

Cheryl Barrier
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HOMECOMING

Karen looked up into the big blue eyes of the six foot super star of
Ridgedale High, John Drake, not believing that he had actually asked her
to the Homecoming Dance.

“John, I'd love to go with you! I'll have to change from my
cheerleading outfit before we go though.”

“Don‘t worry about that, I'll have to change too. You girls ready for the
game?”’

“We couldn’t be more excited. | hope we can get enough school spirit
going this week. It'd be great to get everyone involved in making floats,
yelling at the pep rallies, and really getting into theme days. People think
being a cheerleader is all fun and glory, but we work jut as hard as any
one! | love it anyway!”

“I know,”” John answered. “Sometimes people think I'm crazy to go
out there and get knocked around, but | wouldn‘t do anything else.”

“l don’t think yc;u're crazy, John. The team wouldn’t be anything
without you.”

“You can’t say that, Karen. | wouldn‘t be anything without the rest of
the team. |---"

The sentence was interrupted by the bell signaling the end of lunch
period.

“Karen, I'll call you later, 0.k.?”
. AN
“Fine. I'll be home sometime! See ya later.”

v

"Bye.

During the week Karen was on top of the world. Every day at school
she had lunch with John and when she saw him between classes there
was always a special grin or a look she knew was only for her. She
couldn’t help it. She honestly thought she was in love, and she had
never been happier. John was just the kind of person she had wanted
him to be. So far she had found no faults with him. How could she--John
was perfect!
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“Karen, Thursday after the Snake Dance and bonefire, how about
going with me to get something to eat?”’

“John, I'd love to, honestly, but | have to make sure the junior float
gets finished. | have to. | really want to go. If you could pick me up around
9:15 or 9:30..."

“Oh, sure.”

“John, don’‘t be mad. Maybe Sally will stay.”

“No, you go ahead. I'll pick you up. Uh, | gotta go. See ya later.”

“Bye.”

The snake dance was great. Karen put all she had into it. The band
sounded as if nobody could possibly beat Ridgedale and spirit mounted
everywhere. When Karen looked up and caught John's eye she knew all
her wishes would come true. She felt as if she were a balloon filled with
helium floating up-up-up. But like all balloons when they reach a certain
point, they burst!

“Karen, it's 10:00. We can't stay here any longer. He must not be
coming,”” said Sally. “Karen, don’t cry. It's not worth it.”

“Yes, it is, Sally. | really cared about him. Can’t you see?”
“Sure, | know. It hurts. Come on, I'll take you home.”
“Sally, how can | go to school tomorrow? What will | say to him?"*

“Come on, Karen. You don't know why he didn‘t show up. Maybe his
car broke down.” ‘

Maybe.”

The next day Karen avoided John whenever possible. The only time:
she saw him was at the pep rally. He looked at her funny.

“Did you see him, Sally? He looked like he didn't know what waé
wrong."”

“Have you talked to him yet?”

“No, I...”

“Karen, don‘t be a fool. You just can't fail to go with him tonight.”
“I know, Sally. I'm going to talk to him.”

Later that evening as Karen checked her appearance in the mirror,
she noticed that one could hardly tell that she had cried all afternoon.
Thankfully, she brushed back her long hair so her Homecoming mum
would show. No matter what had happened, she still wanted togo to the
dance with him because she still liked him!

The Ridgedale cheerleaders jumped, yelled, and sang as the
Ridgedale Wildcats went ahead 14 to 3. After Ridgedale had completed
their halftime show, Karen waited until the team came back to the field.

“Karen, you've got to talk to him now, " said Sally.
“I'm going.”’
“Luck.”

As she walked toward the team, John came over to her. He really
looked concerned.

“Karen, what’s wrong with you?”’
i

“Me?"

“You've avoided me all day. | looked for you after school. | couldn’t find
you.”

“You looked for me? John,...why didn’t you come last night?”

“Last night? Oh, gosh, didn’t Steve tell you? Coach Harris made us all
go straight home. Since I didn’t have my car, Steve was suppose tocome
by and tell you. Kargn, I'm sorry. | called your house, didn’t you get my
message?”’ )

| didn’t bother to read the bulletin board. | went straight to bed when |
got home. | thought you were mad at me.”

“Oh, Karen, of course I'm not mad at you. The float was part of being a
cheerleader. | told you once before | understood about such things.
Remember? Karen, | still want to go to the dance with you if you'll go.”

“You bet | willl” she said. His smile was proof enough--their
relationship was truly speciall
Jane Todorovich
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Music Man
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Music man, stand tall as mountains;

lyrics rise within him.

Drums rhythmically play his life.

Music man; sing us your song;
make us smile for a moment.
Let your music embrace the world.
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Peggylene Moore

Thank You, Ma‘am

| kissed her in the morning light,
The morning bright did shine.
Departed were the fears of night,
She said she was forever mine.

| held her close and laughed inside,

| thought “Poor darling, you're so naive.”

But time would tell her | had lied,
Broken vows of former eve.

Ve talked of life together,
A town still young and small.
Always one, parting never,
Kids, the works, I swore it all.

She thinks I’ll return, by the while,
She does not know my heart of stone,
For | hide it so well beneath my smile,
But as for tonight, she’ll sleep alone.

I"ve traveled far and traveled near,
They know not where I've been,
Il find tonight another dear,

and swear my life again.

Ed Henderson
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Secrets

Have you ever noticed secrets,
Are the darndest things to keep?
No matter how hard you try,
They always manage to seep.

They slip right off your tongue,

Though you never mean them to,

And you can’t see why your friends get mad,
Until they do it to youl

So gingerly | say to you,

“Beware to whom and what you have said,
For three can keep a secret only

If the other two are dead!””

Karon Dunn
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THE BEAR AND THE ‘BACCER

Now, | wants all of you’uns to know that this be my story, and I's just
having this Kirk feller write it down being as how | don’t write too good.

Well, this all started back when I'as just a little squirt ‘bout nine or ten
year old. One day I’as walking up in the woods ‘hind my house a-hunting
for a spot where's me and my best friend Joe could build us a secret
clubhouse. | hadn't gone much more than a mile or two when | comes
upon this clearing. |, bein of the lazy sort, decided that | needed a rest,
so’'s | walked out into this field and laid down. Purty soon this strange
rustling in the leaves on the other side of the clearing caught my
attention. | kinder popped my head up and looked in that direction and
what should | see prissin’ it's self out into the field, but a big old black
mama bear and trapesin’ right along behind her was three of the cutest

little cubs ya ever did see.
i

Well, bein’ a little feller, | weren't to educated in the ways of mama
bears so | decided I'as gonna go get me one of them cubs and take it
home wit me. This, of course, didn’t go over so well wit the mama bear,
matter of fact, she got a mightangry. Ittwas ‘bout thattime when | made
my own jedgement concerning mama bears wit cubs. But, bythis time it
was too late. That ol’ bear put her head down and charged straight
towards me making a worse noise than my pa does trying to sing
Amazin’ Grace at Sunday Go To Meetin’. I tell ya what, hitdidnt take me
very long to decide that I'd alot ruther be up in a tree than down thar with
that mad ol’ bear:So’s | took offin the other direction towards a little
stand of hik'ry trees.

Well, | reached that tree at ‘bout the time that bear’s paw was ‘bout to
separate me from my legs. Lookin"back, | don‘tquite recollectas to how |
shinnied up that thar tree as quick as | did, butall Iknow'd was | made it.
Well, it sure didn’t take me too long afore I'as settled all nice-n-snug
amongst them branches of that good ol” hik'ry tree. By the way, when |
gets up enough money, I'm gonna make a national shrine out’en that
there tree.
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But, back to my story. By-by, after I'd purty well quitshakin”, lwentured
a look down an’there set that mama bear looking up atmeandnot givin®

the weeist little bit of a indication as to when she might take it upon
herself to move.

After I'd been up thar fer ‘bout an hour or two, | begun gettin™a might
figity, bein’ as how that bear was still down there eyein’ me thewa yan
ol’ coon dog eyes a big hambone. All of a sudden | got @ honest-to-
goodness, for real, idear. Bein’ as how | hadn’t had toomany ofthem, I
reckon | got a might excited. One time | saw this picture book an ‘it had a
picture of this funny lookin’ critter called a monkey. Well,in this picture,
this here monkey was climbin’ from one tree to another. So's | said to
myself, “If'n he can do it, so can Il

Well, llooked around an’ sure enough, thar was another b ighikrytree
right smack dab beside the one I'as sittin’ in. So’s | took off towards a
spot where the branches of the two trees came together. VWhen Igotto
that there spot, | lit out across the branches jest as purlty as you please_"
when | hears this big crach an’ the branch I'as standin’ on took off.
straight fer the ground. If'n Ihadnt been ‘aholdin onto another branch, |
mighta gone with it, but things bein’ such as they was, I got myse I back
to that tree purty quick like and hopped back up into the littleperch | had
up towards the top of the tree. ‘Twas along ‘bout this timewhen |looked
at that mama bear, an’ there she sat, not movin’ a muscle. ;

I began to wonderin’ whether I'as ever gonna get down, so”s | pulled;f,
out my chewin’ tobaccer and got myself a chew to kinder setile my.
nerves. Well, | worked it around an’ chewed on it fer aminute or two till I’
had a big mouthful of juice. Then as was my usual habit, | spit, not |
thinkin” much “bout it. But somehow’s that ‘baccer juice found it ‘sway.
all the way down that there kik'ry tree and landed smack dab in the
middle of that ol mama bear’s eye.

,She commenced howlin” an’ such like | never heard. Thenshe started’
runnin’ around in circles rubbin’ at her eye. Finally, she headed off
towards the creek still ahowlin’. So’s | seed my chance an’ hoppedout'n’
that there tree an’ run all the way home. An’ ‘till this daylain’t never =
seed that ‘ol mama bear again. :

David Kirk
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THE STAR

You must hurry £ This show is the most important event (_)f your career.
Ifyou do it just right, oh, if youcan keep from goofing up, it will be open
doors all the way up for you.

Oh no, the stage hand hasjust knocked; you only have eight minutgs
|eft before showtime. You sure want to make Steve proud of you. Heis
the best friend and manager a person could have.

Great! Just look at yourself in that mirror. You are a_wreck! Llster.l,
you, that is, you in the mirror, | mustget my make-up finished. I_ don’t
careifyoudoor not.ltis time for meto getmyself toqether. Where is that
other false eyelash? If | don’t look just right those pictures in the paper

will look disasterous. -




I wonder who that is knocking at the door? "Oh, come on in Sandy, no
you better just leave me alone. | can manage that zipper o.k.”” Good

night! Who else is at my door? Three minutes? Are you kidding? Vel | A BRIDGE
here goes, one more going over ought to do it. Do you think you | ook ,
superb? Are you fit for presentation? The gap has been filled.
| The path has been shortened.
Do you remember all those shabby, run-down theatres thatyou hadto |} The way has been opened. .
live in before you got your shot at the big time? Oh, can you still feel the |} Now we can go on to new horizons. i

heartache of all those cruel letdowns? Is it worthiit? It'sbeen hell, hasn't
it? Oh, all the people you have known. Where are they now? Theyare still
working the same old routine. Do you remember what they told you?
Over and over they said, “Carol, you won't make it. Face it, kid you ju st
haven't got the talent or the guts to handle that kind of performin’. You |
just ain’t cut out to handle that kind of pressure. Listen, why don’t you
just go back to Tennessee and forget this wild dream."”

Pam Matthews

No, you have come a long way girl. Look at you in the prime. Wait till

they hear about you now. It is funny isn’t it? It was really strange back . Fow
then how those remarks hurt. You really took care of ‘'em, didn’t you? It 5

was almost crazy! You got rid of that pain very quickly and now they are

sorry.

It sure is getting noisy out there. You, in the mirror, did you knowt hat |
there is a full house tonight? Well, there sure is! Those people are i The Pattern f
begging for my performance! Itreally feels explosive. No, that's notright, |
it feels like nothing else could. You feel wanted, don't you? Leaves falling slowly,

I walk across the bridge.

Not again, they are knocking at the door. It is time to go. You m ust Leaning over the railing,
leave now. Watching the leaves drift,

‘ Huge oak trees towering above me.

Look, you, what is this? Cobwebs are on the ceiling. The curtains are | Seems like paradise;
hanging in rotten rags. There are holes in the dusty stage floor. The once ; Gazing down at the water .
plush seats are sagging and filthy. Is this a joke? Well itsure isn'tfunny! ‘ Hundreds of feet b.elow i
Steve, where are you? Where is the stage crew? Where did thepropsgo? 1 ‘ Bar/)l§§ of lovely white sand,

Where is the orchestra? WHERE IS THE AUDIENCE? Bleached by the sun il
A leaf catching in my hair, i

Carol floated to the center of the stage. She could sense something Is gently loosened by a gust of wind
but it refused to surface. She felt confused. Why was she here? What Round and round,
was it about this particular place? Taken to rest by the water

, The patterned leaves

Then the memory hit home. She had just recreated the events that On the sand are joined by one more.
happened on the night that she committed suicide duringthe lastscene Paradise is interrupted
of the last act of her last performance. They had said that she couldnt By my broken figure,
handle it. ) Lying half covered by the patterns of the leaves.

Riplee ;garwood i AngieGrubibs f
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FROM SOLITUDE TO HAPPINESS

On the outskirts of the town of Nople, North Dakota, lived a widow,
Mrs. Weeks. Due to the high cost of living she had moved here from a
large town. She had no relatives or close friends so shechosethis srmall
town of approximately two thousand, hoping she couldraise a garden
and find a little work.

Using all her savings, she purchased a small run -down house. The
house had been vacant for almost fourteen years. It h ad previ ously been
the scene of a robbery and an assumed suicide. The tow nsp eop le
considered the house haunted and no one dared go near it. Everyone
wondered why anyone would want to live in this house.
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No one bothered to welcome Mrs. We eks to Nople. At first she wasn't
b othered by the town speople’s inconsideration as there was too much
worktobedone, but eventually it began to upset her. She had no one to
urn to or no where to go. Whenever she walked to the store or went to
church she was stared at and mocked, as she usually wore the same
dress and hat. Mrs. Weeks became quite depressed as she lived in
solitude all of the time.

People began spreading rumors that perhaps Mrs. Weeks was a
witch. The gossip became very bad, and people said you could walk by
the house and see Mrs. Weeks dressed in black stirring somethingin a
blackiron pot over a open fire. All ofthe parentsforbade their children to
go near Mrs. VWeeks or her house.

Tom Johnson, one of the neig hbor hood brats, who would do anything
e was told notto, decided to wait after school and walk home by Mrs.
Week’s house. Hoping mo one would see him, Tom hid behind the
shrubbery t rying to get up enough courage to look in the window. Mrs.
Weekswas notto be seen. His curiosity was so strong that he decided to
return the next day. Peeping thr ough the window, Tom saw Mrs. Weeks
im normal cl oth escgooking inth e kitchien. Tom left without trying to talk to
her. He bel ieved she must be very lonely, so he decided to return on
Saturday, still not telling anyone of his visits.

Before most childrenwere up Saturday morning, Tom left his house to
go to Mrs. Weeks' . He knoc ked on th e wooden door and asmall, old lady
appeared. She looked startled 1o see a young boy standing on the porch.
She invited Tom in and offered him milk and homemade cookies. After
eating Torm began questioning Mrs. Weeks about her pastlife. Before he
knew it, e had divul ged the gossip of the townspeople. This extremely
upset Mrs. Wee k§,§s she had always had friends in other towns.

Tom began to make a habit of stopping by after school. Even though
Tom told ot hers the truth about Mrs. Weeks, they still would not accept
her. He began to contemplate a way for the ladies to meet Mrs. Weeks.
Tomknewif only they could see howkind and lonely she really was they
wouldbe eagerto help. His birthday was the only idea he could think of.
He asked his parents for a party and offered to address and deliver the
i nvitaions. Not only did he invite his friends, but their mothers also. He
made a specialtrip to Mrs. Weeks' to invite her to his party. She thought
perhaps this wasn’t a wise idea, but finally consented to come.
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Tom felt as though the day would never come. At last it was time for
the party. Friends and mothers began to ariive, but no Mrs. Weeks.
Suddenly, Tom realized he had forgotten to tell Mrs. Weeks where he
lived. Dashing out the door and down the stree towards Mrs. Weeks, he
saw her going from door to door. She saw Tomandcame rapidly tomeet
him. Together they arrived at the party. Pecople stopped talking and
stared as they entered. Tom quickly began to introduce his friend. One.
by one the ladies began to talk to Mrs. Weeks. She was so polite and
friendly they readily accepted her and apoligized for their unkind
actions.

Tom thanked everyone for coming and especially for welcoming Mrs, |
Weeks. He felt as though this day would be very beneficial for her.

Ladies began inviting Mrs. Weeks to socialget-togethers and offered
to help her in anyway they could. Also, her hom e was frequently visited
by children after school and on weekends. She always mentioned how
grateful she was to her friend, Tom, for bringing her from solitude to ]
happiness. 1

Cathy Myers

Phantom Foundling

I lie under the cover,
afraid to look and sce.
If I look under the blanket,
will something look back at me?

Oh no! I feel something fuzzy and warm!
: Should 1 run or stay here,
and hope it does no harm?
Maybe I'll scream or shed a tear!

A sudden thought rushes through my mind.
I peek under the cover,

knowing what I'll find,
It’s just my socks and nothing other!

Beverly Edgeworth

AT THE TRACK

Off-road racing;
Fast and furious;
To the spectators
Kind of curious.

They wonder why;

As men fly by;

On bikes, in buggies, and even Jeeps;
Why these men don't get the creeps.

Round and round the track they go;

Over the whoops, both high and low;

Off the jumps they fly;

Sailing through the air so high;

Until they land with a loud "KA-WHUMP"!
Knowing well on that last bump

Their fine machine just turned to junk!

Don Trammell

GAS POWER

There was a young man from this town
Who met a tremendous let down.
On visiting the gas station
He was overwhelmed by inflation
And now he is walking around!

4 Jim Keller
Life Is Like A Car

Life is like a car,

It employs many functions,
Destinations,

Pleasures,

Conveniences,

And times to remember.

Jeff Winkle
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THE ENDURO RIDER’S LIFE

Enduro riders | have known
Must have their minds completely blown.
They'd sell their houses and their kin

Just for that almighty win.
Their bikes come first, right after life;

It's so much fun in all the strife;
They fix their bikes all week long;

And on the weekend they’ll be gone;
Riding over new terrain;

Oblivious of all their pain;
And what will happen when they die?
They'll become ghost riders in the sky.

T s

Don Frammell

Motorcycles

Fast, tough

Racing, wrecking, breaking
Trouble in the making
Junk
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Don Trammell

GRADUATION NIGHT

Brent Phillips was a senior at Rankin High School in Copeland, North
Carolina. He was not only the star quarterback, but he was also one of
few students with a 4.0 grade average. Brent had already accepted afull
four-year football scholarship at the University of North Carolina.

Brent was an all around good guy. Everyone enjoyed being around
him. He never thought of himself as being better than anyone else,
whether they were upper classmen or lower classmen.

It was the middle of March and Brent was already looking forward to
the following fall. He and his best friend, Tim, were planning to room

together. Tim was a nice guy but wasn't a football player or as smart as
Brent.

One day after school Brent went over to Tim’s house to make plans for
the summer and fall. They decided to look for a job where they could
work after school and on Saturdays and where they could go on working
through the summer.
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It was getting late and Brent hadn’t been home since that morning
before school so he went home to eat supper and to do his homework.
When he left Tim’s house they were so excited one would have thought
they were leaving for college the following day.

Saturday came and the guys set out to look for a job. Fortunately, there !
was an opening at a wholesale company loading trucks, so they took the
job and started work the following Monday after school.

After Brent had been working for several days Mr. Phillips made an
agreement with him. He agreed to buy a car for Brent, if Brent would
make the insurance payments.

As the days went by Brent got more and more excited. The night
before graduation Tim was over at Brent’s house making final plans fora
party they were giving for all seniors graduating with them. They talked
and planned until 12:30.

The next morning Brent slept late. He woke up feeling a little scared’
but very excited. He thought, “Today is the big day.” All that he did that
day was run around in circles like a chicken with it's head cut off.

The time finally came to go to the school. Brent drove his car so his
parents wouldn’t have to leave early and he left in such a hurry that he
forgot to call Tim. '

It was thirty minutes until the graduation exercises were to beginand
Tim was getting worried because Brent hadn’t shown up yet. The
minutes seemed to pass like seconds to Tim. It was time to begin the
program and he still hadn't arrived.

As the students marched down the aisle, Tim noticed every person
tHat moved. None of them seemed to be Brent, so Tim looked around for.
Brent's parents. The principal walked up to the rostrum to make an
announcement and hesitated before he spoke.

Finally, speaking to the students, the principal said, “After tonight
each of you will step into the future. Tonight one of our outstanding

graduates took a future step. He was killed in a car accident enroute to.

the graduation exercises.”

Beth Barbee
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POKER

Shuffle, deal
Count your cards.
Watch your eyes.
They could reveal.
Should 1 bid?
Could I win?

I wonder what

He is holding.
Shifting cyes
Waiting to catch
That give away smile
Never knowing
Quite what to do...

T.M
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Debbie Winkle

Time

Time
Swiftly
Moving
Never
Ceasing
Flies

By

Can't

Be
Captured
All
Gone
Nothing
Left
But
Memories

Pattie Cobb
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THE VOYAGE OF 1492

The prevalent smell of the sea air was strong as two men standing
amid the crowd of people in the village street were talking among
themselves.

“Have you heard the news?* began the smaller of the two. ""King
Ferdinand has agreed to finance Columbus’ expedition.”

“Really? It's hard for me to see how anybody can even consider the
possibility of a spherical earth. Why, everyone knows the world is flat.”

“Well the King seems to think there is a possibility of Columbus
finding an alternate route to the Far East.”

“Still...”

“I don’t know, but Columbus is setting sail tomorrow.”

The mist hung heavy over the Spanish countryside as the sun
appeared slowly over the horizon. The songs of birds filled the air and the
distant bark of a dog could be heard.

Docked at the village port were three small ships: Nina, Pinta, and

Santa Maria. Cargo was being loaded into each of them as Columbus
and his crew prepared for the voyage.

One by one the tiny ships glided silently out to sea. Columbus himelf
was in the lead ship, the Santa Maria.

He had gone through tremendous difficulty in getting the expedition
started. It was easy to get people to listen to his ideas but when it got
down to the problem of money, these people quickly disappeared. After
months of getting nowhere he finally went to the King of Spain, who had
heard of Columbus’ reputation as an explorer and had faith in him.

Now here he was--sailing into the “'sea of darkness,” as the Atlantic
was referred to by the people of Spain.
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For weeks Columbus and his crew drifted aimlessly without sighting
land. The men were scared, tired and were on the verge of mutiny.
Columbus, with his comforting and enthusiastic manner, persuaded his
crew to continue on their journey.

At dusk at the end of the third day of their sixth week a fierce wind
began to blow. Dark threatening clouds filled the sky. The bright flash of
lightning could be seen off in the distance followed by a deafening
rumble. Twenty foot swells beat again and again against the sides of the
small ships. Rain began to fall in torrents.

The ships were tossed to and fro by the gigantic waves. All the men
could do was to sit tight and wait for the storm to subside.

Disaster struck! A bad leak had sprung forth on the Pinta and within
minutes the fragile ship along with its crew, had sunk beneath the
foaming surface.

The Nina suffered a similar fate. A lantern fell from its hook. The inside
of the ship was like a tinderbox and the fire quickly spread. The crew
fought desperately to extinquish the blaze, but it was hopeless. The fire
soon reached the ships magazine and both ship and crew were blown
out of the sea.

The freshness of dawn filled the salty air as a lone ship drifted through
the calm, blue-green water. The vessel was nothing but a wreck. The
mast, with shreds of a sail still clinging to it had blown over. Water
seeped through the cracks in the hull; dead and dying bodies were
strewn here and there.

A single figure stood upon the bow. Columbus stared wearily off into
the distance. He couldn’t, wouldn't, accept his defeat. He would prove to
the w'orld that the earth was round if it was the last thing he would do.

Suddenly Columbus’ eyes widened in disbelief. How could it be? How
could he have been wrong? The earth wasn’t round it was...

Ever so gently a tiny battered ship dropped off the edge of the world.

Darryl Anderson
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Haiku

The hot melting sun
Drips slowly behind the earth

Splashing pink and gold.

Sharon Kolakowaski

106




ANOTHER DAY

Mark did not notice the chilly north wind, nor did he notice the cold
rain that drenched his body on this January morning. He had spent
many freezing mornings sitting in these dreary woods since deer season
opened the previous November. So far he had had no luck, but he had 1

faith that, one day soon, all of his waiting would pay off.

Mark sat shivering in his tree stand thinking of how excited he would *
be after he killed his first deer. He could see himself driving down the
road with a trophy buck across the hood of his jeep. He envisioned
himself showing off the big buck to all of his friends. Oh, what aglorious k

day it would be!

The silence was suddenly broken by the snap of a twig. Startled outof L, r

his dream, Mark quickly looked around, but could not see what had
caused the sound. His heart beat quickened to the tempo of an Indian
war dance. g
As the sounds came closer, a form began to appear out of the
darkness. His heart raced on. Quietly, he eased the safety off his rifle,
quickly estimating the distance to his potential target. As the form broke
through the mist, he suddenly realized it was his dad approaching, nota .
deer. :

“Seen anything, son?”
“Nope. Just like every other day.”

“Well, come on down and let's go home. Your mom will have.
breakfast waiting.”

]

“0.K. We're coming back tomorrow, aren’t we?’ Mark querried
enthusiastically. ;

His father smiled. “Right, son!”

David Carter

Haiku

See the icicles
Shimmer in the winter sun--
A frozen rainbow.

Kathy Johnston

Rainbows bursting warmth
Hues of seven rich colors
Stretching through the sky.

A soft pink blossom,

Sprung from green and touched with dew
Opens at sunrise. ’

Lynn LePine

Lisa Bayer




THE ROLLING OF THE DICE

Ninety-eight percent of the earth’s natural resources :ast:r\:;\:;vl\;
been exhausted. For two decades the moon has been use fo e
as a source of energy. Parts of Mars have alsp been utilize 'dorred .
eight years. Only recently, however, has Jupiter been conside

energy resources.

For many years reports of radio waves being emitted from Ju;l)(l)t:r
have left many unanswered questions. Mrs: Marcina Holloway, aamg
with a team of astrophysicists from the Nuchengrgy Corporation, crs .
up with evidence of radioactive deposits on Jgplter. After fouhr yelaanet
development and experimentation, a scout ship was gent :‘o tPe ptheo,;
When deposits were verified, a special transporter ship, The Pan

was sent there.

The huge transporter ship had gathered deposits for eleven days from
one of the few solid locations on the Jovian surface. Hydrogen, oxygen,
helium, and ammonium were gases that were also collected.

When the mission was completed, it was disc_overed bY onre: c;f tlr;?)
engineers in the cargo area that certain gases native to Juplterh ?‘. aher
entered the tanks. The density of these gases qu muc ' ig
than the four others, resulting in a payload of excessive weight.

The escape velocity of Jupiter is about sixty kilomet-ers per secorr\:i.
With the additional weight on The Pantheon, the achievement of this

velocity became a big problem.

Captain Raymond Burgundy, the command'ing offlqer hofI 1;#:::
Pantheon, was a man of much experience. He was involved in the §:in
the Space Shuttle missions as well as many of the Lupar rr::ning
operations. Burgundy also co-commanded four Martian
missjons.

With The Pantheon in the situation it was |n Captain Burgundylhadta
problem facing him. In order for the ship to leave the pdabnai';
approximately one-third of the gas in the tanks hgd to be relea(sjzit. oo
into the atmosphere. That would have meant staying thereana N itio e
.three to four days. It would require so much more oxygen for the cre
that they might not live to see their home planet again.
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After considering the alternatives, Captain Burgundy thought of an
idea that might serve as a compromise. There was a possibility of using
that gases in the storage tanks to give the ship additional propulsion.
The only mediums of transferring the gases from the tanks to the
engines were the corridors.

What is the nature of this Jovian gas? Does it have to be processed in
any way to become applicable to the antigravity acceleration? Could the

alien gas contaminate the empty corridors? Those were risks that the
captain had to take.

“I want all personnel to evacuate sections Beta, Delta, Zeta, and
Sigma. Please go to the Alpha and Lambda security halls as quickly as
possible.” The captain had made his decision. He gave orders to transfer
the gas through the evacuated hallways. Exhaust and ventilation
systems were used to move the gas.

When the gas reached the propulsion chambers, seven doors opened.
The engines, which normally operated by a fusion process of dilithium
crystals, were switched to a semi-automatic state. This allowed themto
receive the alie.n gas.

After twenty minutes of gas transfer, the doors to the propulsion room
were closed. With extreme caution the last preparations were made. All

seven of the engines would have to be started simultaneously to prevent
any off-balances.

“Start the engines,” Burgundy stated. A humming noise could be
heard throughout the ship. As The Pantheon rose it began to shake.
Gradually the vibration subsided.

The ship had avelocity of five kilometers per second. Soon the velocity
increased to ten, twenty, and then to thirty kilometers per second.
Captain Burgundy saw that the velocity was approaching the sixty
kilometer mark. Faster and faster it rose; fifty-nine, sixty, sixty-one,
sixty-two!

After escaping the inner atmospheric layers, The Pantheon assumed
an orbiting route. The engines were monitered, revealing no sign of
malfunction or damage. The ship orbited the huge planet twice and
altered its route for Earth. The gamble paid off.

Jeff Winkle
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Just a Memory

The full moon shone on the lake,
The breeze blew slowly,
Riffling through our hair
Like the first breaths of winter
Making an early showing.
Your dog ran impatiently to and fro
Nipping at our ankles,
Wanting to play.
I don’t know how we stopped,
Suddenly we weren’t walking anymore.
The arm that slipped round my waist
Trembled.
Was it the cold or me?
| inched closer to you,
And | felt warm inside.
We needed no words to express the
Feelings that flowed between us.
I could hear you talking,
Gently whispering, just to me. ;
We exchanged the expression “I love you
‘In a million little ways.
Then we turned
To go back to reality, .
But we would always have this :
Moment with us as 1
Just a memory.

Angie Grubbs
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HONEYBEE LOVE
“Boy, that Fanny Beeswax has the cutest little wings, I've ever seen!”’
“Yea, and she’s got a nice little stinger, tool”

“Forget it, you guys, Fanny's Fanny’s taken. You don‘t have a chance
with Fred Stinger hanging around!”

Buzz Droner listened to this conversation between his comrade
bumblebees with a despairing heart. How well he knew the slim
chances of transferring a little pollen with Fanny Beeswax. He had long
adored her velvet black eyes and her shining antennae. But how could
he, with his shy and taciturn personality, ever hope to compete against
that self-assured, debonair Fred Stinger?

Not far away in her cozy little fence-post home, Fanny Beeswax was at
that very instant wistfully yearning for something meaningful. But
what? She had all she needed: a nice home, some loyal bee-friends, and
someone as sought-after as Fred Stinger to look out for her. What else
could she need? Fanny didn‘t need anything, but why wasn‘t she happy?
Because she WANTED something, something new and exciting,
something--Oh, what was that something?

On his way to pick up Fanny for the buzz-ball game, Fred Stinger
should have been thinking about winning. Instead, he was thinking
about Fanny’s growing discontent. He had seen her looking with
lowered lashes at that quiet little Buzz Droner. He couldn’t help making
all those derisive remarks about Buzz. Fred was furiously angry that she
should want to look at anyone else while she was with him. Why,
couldn’t he have any bumblebee he wanted? Didn’t Fanny know she was
putting their relationship in jeopardy? Well, it was her loss, not his.

Warming up on the court before the game, Buzz suddenly felt a
beautiful light descend upon the clover field. His heart’s pace quickened
as he turned and recognized Fanny’s yellow and black striped sweater.
Then he recognized the blue colors of the opposing team, and inside the
blue was Fred. Buzz felt his heart sink as he realized he would be
competing against Fred. Fred spotted Buzz, and maliciously eyed the
small stature of his opponent. What a perfect opportunity to prove to
Fanny how much better than Buzz Droner he was in everythingl
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Buzz was afraid to look for Fanny in the stands, but he knew she would
be cheering for the blue team. Oh, he just HAD to show Fanny he was
good for something. He just couldn’t let Fred make a fool of him tonight!

The first half of the game passed as expected. Buzz put all his heart
and soul into keeping Fred from the pollen goal, but the crowd couldtell

the more dexterous Fred was teasing poor Buzz. Fred danced and buzzed
around, and faked right and left around the flowers and clover. Buzz
tripped over his own wings, allowing Fred to score again.

At the peak of his humiliation, Buzz lay exhausted on the ground. The
crowd roared and buzzed with glee as Buzz peered through misty eyes at

the gold banners of his home team. Suddenly he buzzed straightupand ]

his heart jumped to his throat! Fanny! Fanny had a banner, and it was

GOLD! She was cheering for Buzz! Did this mean Fred had finally lost?
Buzz knew the answer as he and Fanny flew into the sunset to buzz

happily ever after.

_( fé ¥ y C

“’My Paradise’’

Water runs rapidly--
Cool, clear.

Kathy Johnston | Surrounding hills are green
1 With tall timber.

The air is crisp.
The promise of pine is in the air.

'I'hg roar of the water fall is within hearing
This is my Paradise. .

Diane Jordan

!.ost
“£ ANl alone
Silence

Then you,
Joy
Happiness
Eternity.

Karen Brandon




Before It's too Late

2 Why do we wait ‘
€ Till its too late

A To, air feelings, indicate
A love we feel, a warmth we share
The ability to confide
When its’ really there.
| So many times,
i Like so many others,
We fail to treat
Our fellow men as brothers. !
,{ We all are humans
E In a race for life
: We need each other
b Day and night.

A e Lo

| i We can share something Q
; so special and rare, I

! If only our shield of conceit |
| We will fail to bear '

b Ged made us all equal, i
No man better than another,
So lets all try to treat

{ Our fellow men as brothers.

Carol Muse




NUCLEAR ENERGY

They say nuclear energy is what we need,
It produces electricity with ease and speed

But nothing’s too safe: we may find out too
late,

Glowing in the dark is not so great

Darryl Anderson
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Lisa Bayer

TRAPPED

I'm trapped in a shell
Where | can’t get out.

The people can‘'t see me-at least
The real me that it's

All about

Why can’t they see me,
I'm trying my best to let
It show.

But the way it looks there'’s
Just no way to go.

With all these defeats I'm
getting a little tired.
Maybe with a little help
I might make another step.

Johngeline Abernathy
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Optomist
/ , 3 .
[ & |
Do you ever sit and wonder { LA J o
! ‘bout things that might have been. ' il ‘
' . v \ \ TN 1{
Do you ever sit and ponder 2 N i -
: ‘bout things that should have been. ezl , '(\'-*\'i
L W s ” b } : .‘-l N %
b Not me e Ny
I wonder ‘bout things about to be. A EN
Phil Sisk - \ /- 1
! | A - f
| ‘ )
i 1 5 )
: g e W, SN
r_ ! W
i T N -
i . = f
| '
| ;, |
| ‘;:" i
i N ALONE f
", India, oh India, i Q
t' A wretched place to be. !
I Ah, what luck it is to live N
5 ; An;ig_s_k caring questions with concern.
l z India, oh India, ? Yet_, with all this friendship,
I . Thishace) canallons 3 I still ffeel terribly alone.
, , India would not be bad s There is not one that | can talk to,
‘ | I oriciwera hotn 27CoW. ' Not one of all these can I tell of
il . | My most secret wishes,
Lynn LePine | My hopes and dreams,
il ! Of life.
Lori Parrish
i" |
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The sky is quite bleak
There is silence in the air

Yet | am content

You have your own world
| have my own ideas

Apart, we can’t grow

Riplee Yearwood .

(

Riplee Yearwood'
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¢ 3 SPECIAL RECOGNITION
. A Cover DOSIAN . ...cammmmmmmsmom s e samss Sharon Kolakowski
Dedication Design ............uuuiiieiiiiiiniia. Jon Reed
;., - Work presented in this book was selected from the many contribu-
= tions of the stugents in Scottsboro High School. The staff considers all
»z 1 participants winners.
i 4
It’s over & 2
All is gone i
What was, is not
Nothing is left
We've changed
Time has passed
We are alone
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