





SEASONS IN THE SUN

Editor-
Co Editor-

Assistants-

Art Tllustrators-

Typists-

Advisor-

Art Advisor-

Printing Advisors-

Laura Graf
Les M. Johnson

Chuck Burtis
Ron Godwin
Ruby Olsen

Eric Clegg
Laura Graf
Susan Hammond
Les M. Johnson
Melanie Madsen
Natalie Richards
Rozann Scottorn

Ruth Ence

Beulah S. Graf
Eva Dawn Larsen
Pansy L. Hardy

Roland Lee

Ben Brown
Jay Slade

-Printed by Heritage Press-




ODE TO MORNING

4An ode to morning I will sing; grateful

for new dawnings, fresh beginnings, and life.
Let thoughts of summer linger silently,

with cherry snow-cones, summer thunderstorms,
cool green grass, cotton candy, and hot dogs.
Remember walks along the crystal iakes

and brooklets, shimmering, murmuring, clear.

Feel Autumn now, its crispness is so real.
The trees in majestic glory, ecrowned

with hues of rusty-red, pumpkin-orange

and sunburst-gold. The pomegranates burst

in erimsoned splendor, spilling kermels sweet
upon the frost-painted November ground.

The children's cheeks bloom rosily at the kiss
from winter's lips of ice and snow. Smoke curls
and rises lazily in puffy white

billows. Snowmen stand solidly behind

black iron fences greeting passersby,

seeming to say "How do you do?" or "Stop,

and stay a while." Inside, hot apple cake
and freshly roasted pinenute haunt the air,
and tease the senses with the aroma

of seasons joyous. Flames wildly crackle

and dance in old-fashioned fire places.

A happiness fills hearts and souls, 'Tis love.

The spring seems far and distant. After death

of winter's cold, rebirth shall once again

prevail. Puddle jumping, umbrellas

and raincoats greet the spring. Blossom buds bloom,
and stretch and reach for sunlight's warming rays.
Birds sing their melodious tunes again.

And time begins nature's cycle onece more.

By
Valeri Hughes



Autumn




What fool art thou, 0 Man, to think that clay

Is all thou art! Oh, an abode of dust,

Is the end this, when thou do'st rot away?

Did'st thou arise from naught, save earth's dry crust?

Or rather, in thy being is there part

That Llife has always known, that 'ere thou were

Did yet exist? 'Tis found within thine heart,

That endless spirit Death cannot secure.

Eternal Light that gives thine temple life,

'Tis thee that character of man would make

If Man with thee would cease his foolish strife,

And grew from what thou hast him given to take.
So art thou as thou weep, and yet much more;
Refining thyself lays eternal store.

By
Jonathan Gibson

MOOD MUSIC

On earth so beautiful and fine,

My heart rejoices thou art mine,

And love and hope doth swell my breast;
I feel that God hath loved me best.

In quiet reverie I pause

As one with claims a lover draws
And draw to me from memory's store
That subtle tendermess of yore.

Nights of dancing in the street
Mid rhythms wild and stamping feet
Yet oft entwined with tenderness
I surely ne'er will love thee less.

Our life together builds and grows,
And broad horizons no one knows
Loom before our widening gaze

And promise joy throughout our days.

But always with a note forlorn

Will we Look back on memory's morn

And lose ourselves in that sweet bliss,
Yet grateful that it led to this.

By
Sussette Sullivan



CARING ENOUGH

As dewy as the long green grass
at break of dawning's sky

A mother's eyes were moist with tears
to see her loved child cry.

She loved her child so very much THE WORK ETHIC (of the Blest)
yet lessons not to spare
So hard for each to understand

this way that she must care. My mirror has thus sternly me accused

As my reflection gives to me a stare:

Thy blessings given on high thou has abused;

To magnify them, thou shouldst give more care.

0, pit'eous man, why am I such a fake

While praise I get and not one bit merit?

If truth were known, then surely me they'd hate

For my acceptances. Could I dare it?

To humble men the faithful seem so true,

But, 'las, those faithful are not so always;

For if they would, they could so much more do,

But yet they take the low road all their days.
Judge not as good enough the good in men
That comes from "work" that's worthless in the end.

The child had asked to venture forth
with mother much alarmed.
"Oh, please don't go! No, not that way!"
"But I shall not be harmed!"

Then off towards another style
of life through fantasies
Her independence now her own
for now she was quite pleased.

She laughed her way into the games
that life would offer up,
And sure of this monopoly

the chances she'd accept. By
Steve Swapp
She found her joys, her wants, her thrills,
her temporary fun.
But soon it got monotonous
she wished this fun were done.
Iike days before her wants increased
but now for mom's advice
Remembered well, with broken heart
if only she'd been wise While strolling through the Park the other day
L I met a man once healthy - paralyzed.
So she decided to go Ib;Mk y He was depressed at what he had to say.
but on the way she fe l p He'd been a football player, Idolized.
Her life now changed with tears of pain Bis face so sad it couldn't be disguised,
and scars of her rebel. For not the Sun had set on his career.
i The good it brought he hadn't realized
Her mother knew, .and.hurt.tnszde He said his life was gone; he shed a tear.
to see her "'?'_”'Ed in pain. I told him to cheer up and not to fear
Her child did lie there wzmeaz;e. Tt's obstacles that give us agency
Her lesson, loss or gaini To overcome and grow, to God Revere.
h e I empathized but showed no sympathy
With ho_:;.}r;s of wa;t'ziong 3;':‘9 cﬁe back So then he realized that life's a test,
with 80 muc Ve Jor M Then he resolved that to do his best.
She'd fought her battle well enough T Tl ey il
now she was wanting home. By
. : Jace Hardy
A mother's eyes were moist with tears
to see her dear child cry.
But she had loved and freely given
her care would never die.
By
Laura Graf
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The Trunk
by
Norma B. Empey

My father's trunk always had a magical aura about it. It was black
metal, dome-shaped with wood straps going over the lid and down the
sides. The metal had a pretty flower design in it.

No one dared open the trunk or look into it. We were all told we
must not get into Dad's trunk. In an era of no room or privacy, that was
Dad's domain, along with a wooden box on which he had put a lid with a
hasp and a little cheap padlock.

Dad always said, "Locks were made to keep honest people honest.

You couldn't keep a crook out if he wanted to get in." Mother always told
us we weren't to open Pad's trunk. I will swear on a stack of bibles if
she so much as lifted the 1id and closed it, Dad would say, "Who's been

in my trunk?" I guess in the back of my mind it became a challenge or

a mystery.

We raised garden produce and fruit, took it to Cedar in our Model T
Ford, and sold or traded it for other produce. When Dad went with molasses
around Thanksgiving and Christmas time, (I sure would like to buy some of
that good molasses for seventy-five cents a gallon now), he would bring
home some hardtack and give us some.

One day I noticed that when he came out of the bedroom he was
chewing something. Over a week or so I saw him a time or two more. T
would watch and see him put something in his mouth. I knew it had to
be candy and that it had to be in his trunk. After a while I asked him
for some. He gave me a piece; it was chocolate and the most wonderful
thing I thought I had ever tasted. I asked for some more, but Dad said
it was gone.

After Dad came home from Cedar the next trip I decided to see what
was in his trunk. I waited 'till everyone was gone so I would have time
to explore. I raised the lid carefully and put it down. Nothing moved,
so I raised it again. There wasn't much I could see to worry about.

I couldn't figure out why Dad could tell when Mother had opened the
trunk. I decided not to do anything else that day to see if he knew I
had opened it. After a few days and I knew he had been to the trunk and
hadn't said anything about anyone being it in, I decided to see where
that candy was. It wasn't in the tray. I lifted that tray out and

sure enough, there were two white sacks with the most beautiful candy

I had ever seen. My heart was beating so hard I could hardly breathe.
I opened the sacks carefully, took a piece of candy out of each one,
folded the sacks back just as they were before, put the 1lid back on the
trunk and ran as fast as I could out of the house to the outhouse up in
the lot and fastened the door. I couldn't even remember what was in the
bottom of Dad's trunk except that candy. I ate that candy where no one
could see me and that stolen candy didn't even choke me! After a few
days and Dad hadn't said anything about anyone's being in his trunk,

the temptation became greater. I could hardly wait for another opportunity
to get some more. I stole candy several times over a period of time.
There wasn't much candy; I had gotten into it a couple of times between
Dad's trips because he never could tell I'd been in only by the amount
of candy gone.

The Trunk by Norma B. Empey, cont

One day, after dinner, Dad went into the bedroom, came back and
said, "Who has been into my trunk?" Of course no one had been into his
trunk. Mother thought that was the most ridiculous accusation she had
ever heard. No one would dare get into Dad's trunk. I wasn't too
smart or the temptation was too much. I took another piece. Then Dad
said that someone had been in his trunk again. He took us children one
by one and asked if we had been in his trunk. We all said, "No," even I.
It was the only time in my life that I can remember of lying to my parents.

The next time I went to get candy there wasn't any. It took a while
to figure out where it was. It was in the grainery, locked up in that
tool box. It was the next summer before the urge got to be too much.

I wanted to see in that tool box pretty badly.

One Sunday Dad had been watering in the field and came home at noon.
The baby was asleep; Dad was going to stay home from church with her,
but I said I would stay home with the baby. It was the only way I could
figure out to get the key to the tool box out of Dad's overall pocket,
and have enough time to look in the tool chest. Sure enough, there was
candy; 1t was hardtack.

Somehow, getting into that tool box lost its fascination for me.

I never tried to get candy any more. There was no more mystery.

I never did confess to this episode until after I was married. Dad
never did say he thought it was I. I think he must have thought I took
the candy because he wouldn't have thought the younger children could
have pulled it off.



Memories of music

bring family to mind.

The examples set,

the influences made -

but those whom I Look up to
have molded my world of music.
Seems silly,

Simple notes

can create such joy and happiness.

Oh, my grandfather,
remembered by me

only through a photograph.
There he sits

upon a tall horse of black,
sombrero on head,

guitar in hand.

Never known by me,

yet the image of him

left music in my mind.

His son, my father

kept quiet of hies talents.
Though in his youth

a Hawiian guitar

became my father's friend.

I often hear my father's voice
in country-western music

for this, his love,

such music to my ears.

And then,
there is my mother.
For she, above all,

established a love for music in me

that I cannot forget.
Music was her life,

her livelihood for many years.
Without her guidance,
the language of music
I would not have known.
So young I was

when she began

to spoon-feed me,

bit by bit,

with mustiec.

As I look back,

I realize

that it was my family
who brought music

to my Life.

By
Dearnma Dorman

10.

'Twas not so very long ago, when I

Was still at home, that friendships special did

I make with children pure and sweet. My Llove

To them have oft I rendered, expecting no

Return, when to my joy a thousand fold

My love was me regiv'n. The sparkle in

Their eyes mine eyes did spark; the joy within
Their hearts my heart did melt. Their needs I felt,
Their fears I shared; I calmed their troubled souls.
If child shy and lonely seemed, his friend

I'd ever be. A bully-bitter did

I find, and through his anger saw, that through
That day he hit me sure, my friend belonged

To be, for soon another one did come

To fight me as did he, but to my aid

He quickly sped, my safety to defend.

How oft a child would I take, and hold

Him in my arms, to sooth the pain within

His heart, and share my love with him.

The darkness of my own world thickened, deep
Depression 'round me pressed, suppressing strength
To fight. For three years long I battled; proud
And 'lone I fought the pressure keen. At length
My strength in self was nearly gone, the pain

I could not longer bear. But still too proud

Was I to ask a friend for help, too proud

My cross to share: What energy did yet

Remain, was spend in self controlling, so

That none might know my plight. Silent and proud,
I was, in truth, just begging for someone

To care enough to see the burden I

Had hid, and share their love with me. The pain
Intense, my strength was gone, the spirit soon
Would break.

Love's labour well spent, a friend happens by,
A child that well I had loved; and though she
Was young my grief she felt and anguish she
Understood. Her eyes sparkling bright: a long
Lost light was kindled in my own. Her heart
So full of joy; my frozen heart did melt.

She felt my needs and shared my fears, and sped,
My safety to defend. Holding me in

Her tiny arms, she soothed the pain within;
And calming my troubled soul, shared her love
With me.

By
Jonathan Gibson
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The majestic pines come from the ground;
Their numbers are many
Slowly moving, rarely changing,
The soldiers of the mountains
Stand waiting.
They're at home in the heavens
As they reach for the &ky.
Their colors of green and dried brown
Hide images of midnight
In the wrinkled bark
And in shadows
On the ground.

By
Nona Demik

e

SENSE-ABILITY

There are those who have said that man should not
Despain fon hope o4 wondrous workds to come,
But then, how can I Long for Heaven when

So many glonies yet await my plea-

sune herne on Eanth and all around me are

The s4ights and sounds my earnthly senses hold
So dean? Fon 1 have watlked a sandy shore
Besdide a sea and felt the Lcy waves

Come swink and curl around my feet and seep
Between my foes as A to coax Zhe busy

Grains of sand which s&ithen out and §rom
Beneath me as they dare to draw me 4n

And make me parnt of all the bLue and end-

Less vastness of theirn workd without an end.
And 1 have traveled mountain passes with

The chilling cold of autumn winds come Lick-
Aing at my face Like griendly dogs who bound

To greet thein kindly master. But the cold
Did not oppress me, forn the comgort of

The mid-day sun shone bright upon my back

And all around me where the nean gluones-
cence 04 mid-Autumn hues of wooded sLope

And ever-green of never-ending pines

ALL beckoned me Zo stay yet for a Ltime

As Af to say, "Stay here awhile among

Us, welcome strangern who has shared our foy.
For winten's season soon will bring to us

Hen palest blues, hen softest grays, her pur-
est whites as you have never seen before.”

But pressing onward soon again 1 come

To Life and place where every day 45 every
Day; where waten can be on or 044

0n cold on hot and phones will ning and chil-
drnen bring a weed 4into the house and say,
"Hone, Mommy! Here's a pretity flow'n 1 picked
For you today." And smile T must though fLaugh
1 would. And every day 1 never find

An end to all the things that must be done
And people smile and say, "Hello", no mat-

ten 4§ you want them Lo or not. They come

To give you news, some good, some bad. And then
There are those who will say that man should not
Despain fon hope of wondrous worlds to come,
But then how can 1 Long for Heaven when

So many glonies yet awaif my plea-

sure here on Earnth and all around me are

The sights and sounds my earnthly senses hold
So deaxr.

By
Shanon Gale



ISHKAYNAY

I'd been staring out the window for some time so
I saw my dad come home. He carried something in his
arms. "Dorla, come here," he yelled up the stairs
to me.

I had been upstairs doing homework and was starting
to get bored so I didn't mind being interrupted. I put
my books away, turned off the radio, and ran down the
staire. Dad was standing in the living room holding a
small box with rags in it. As soon as I appeared he
held the box out to me. I took it and looked doum in-
to it. There lay huddled a little furry gray animal.

I couldn't tell what it was. I must have had a puzzled
look on my face because he immediately explained what
it was and where it came from.

A six-week-old baby coyote . Some guy had come by
and said he needed to give it a home since he had trap-
ped its mother up in the hills and found the pup with
ity and since my dad knew how much I like wild animals,
especially baby ones, he brought it home for me. I
didn't know what to do fivst. I needed to make him a
cage and put a bed in it for him and then decide what
to feed him. Dad helped me build a pen and wire a
pail of water to the fence so he couldn't dump it
over.

For the first few years, though, we kept him in
the house feeding him warm milk and mush. He was grow-
ing fast and becoming a nuisance, so we took him out
to his cage. Every day I would feed him and take him
out to play. I decided to name him "Iskaynay" which
means "Boy" in the Apache language. I don't really
know why I named him that; I think I did so cause
he was so beautiful and so wild, meh like the Indians

that once roamed over this same land.

14.

Ishkaynay grew accustomed to me in thaese months
he was growing up. He hated any man and most women,
but he knew I was his friend. We had an unspoken
communication between us. Was as if I could know what
he was feeling, so I knew it was time to take him back
where he belonged, back to the mountains he was taken
away from before he came to know them.

At first I didn't know what to do. I knew that
Ishkaynay should now be fed freshly-killed animals to
get the taste of blood back into his system. That
didn't take long. Within three weeks he had filled
out and grown a thick winter coat. He was ready to go.

My mom and dad helped me get Ishkaynay into the
jeep. I held him close, knowing that I'd never have
him again.

We drove about fifteen miles from town and pulled
up onto a hill. I carried Ishkaynay to the tree where
I put some food and water to help him survive the first
few days. I put him down and knelt beside him. "Good-
bye Ishkaynay. I love you. You'll be happier this way.
May God be with you. Goodbye", and I let him go. I

closed my eyes to hold back the tears. I looked

. to see
where he hc_zd run but he was just standing there looking
from the hill to me and back again then he looked into

my eyes, as if to say goodbye, and trotted '
sagebrush. "Goodbye, Ishkaynzzy, Goocﬂ:ye?" R 2

By
Dorla Oertile

15.



SHED ONE FOR YOU

One single solitary tear
trickles sadly over his cheek.
I wonder why it's scorned

of men, this salty moist

REFLECTIONS

Young crowds.

Searching, discovering

emotion. Their corner of the world.

Why caring of man oft is
seldom seen in our
wcrld full of "do your own thing".
Unless, of course, you dare
to be true to your heart;
then do it. . .dear brother, Why life?
dare tr:
1K1y that te,
T as
often as you feel.

For feeling is to man
as important as
brEa the -

By
Sally Cooper

WAR

War is so tragic, some will live some die.
I sit waiting, worrying, will I be the one.
I can fill the pain that all around me lies.

Noises, loud noises, screams, when will they come.

The smell of death lingers all arond me.

I sit in that small but safe little hole.
Thinking of all the places I might be.

I hear the men, gquiet there over the noel.

My blood starts pumping, my brain is a blank.

I can hear one man crying as death nears.

The captain yells, "here they come on the flank."
"There's one," I gasp; "I see him very clear."
The men yell kill him or he will kill you."

I drew my gun and shot not one but two.

By
Steve Bown

16.

So much to choose -

Many decisions to be made

0ld age?
After decisions are already made
To think it was once like that.
To be young again
When no one wanted to get older
Or wiser.

By

Julie Jones

NANCY

Not often lately has there been time
To stand here at my window
Looking out through lacy curtains
At this sieepy scene of misty-morning's frost
And ponder on passing of time which,
In this moment of new-day-dawning,
Is time suspended beneath the slowly breaking light
Of sleepy sun that yawns and stretches
Lazily over hilltops.
In this quiet, all-too-brief pause
Before the daily reveille of clock on night table,
Before the whistling of kettle on stove,
Before I must dash into the chilling morning mist
And coax a cold, old, ailing automobile
To make it through another busy day of rushing here and rushing there,
Before the world awakens
I will rest my thoughts in the calm of this moment at my window
As I gaze across the yard, beyond the redwood fence
To Nancy's house.
I've been there, in that house,
When time and time again I've longed for friend,
Someone with whom to share my joys,
Or air my woes,
Or merely pass the time of day.
A time or two we've sat and talked a day away
While the world outside continued on in cold indifference.
How often has it been
That I have knocked upon that door in need of simple things?
...4An egg, ...an extra cup of milk,
..4 loaf of bread that I forgot to buy to make the children's Lunches.
I'd like to be there with her now,
With time to spare and nothing pressing.
And set aside a moment or two for chatting with a dear friend.
But, oh, the time!
Poor timing of the chiming of the clock
That shakes me from my daydream.
No time to even call and say "Hello."
Later, perhaps,
When not so much needs doing.
I must go on about my Lliving,
Knowing she understands. Good friends always do!

Sharon Gale

He tried to sit straight and tall in his chair behﬁnd
tne desk. But as if invisible imps poked at him with tiny
pitchforks, he couldn't sit still. This six-year-old bundle
of nails, snails, and puppy dog tails looked up at me with
his choclate-brown eyes and big toothy grin. He captured
my heart. The side of his face was all skinned up, his
shirt tail was hanging out and his fingernails on his small
hands had dirt caked beneath them. He was topped off with
bright red curly hair and each freckle was truly the kiss
of an angel.

By
Valeri Hughes
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MY MOTHER

The lady in a wheel chair was
She Labored day to day
To keep herself busy, useful,

Her mind nimble and gay. Water - white - splashing
Singing songs of innosence
Her face, grey-framed, was lined with pain Sprays soft splash of mist
She ne'er uttered complaint,
The Lord did heal her knotted hands, I walk through the stores
She worked without constraint. engraved with flowers of gray
and they stand so still
She took wonder drug cortissone, stones do.
After years of constant pain,
She said she knew what heaven would be Inside the cabin
Freed from unbearable pain. Heart beats wake so happily
As the snow covers
She made quilts beautiful and rare,
Patterns all different and gay, Skies are waxed and sharpened well
Each day she did map out her jobs, little pine tree bows its branch
Not time be wasted 'way.
Ball bearings slither
She heard the news, the paper read, In the sun dry swimming pool
Her mind's growth must be done, Skate boarders "do it"
The only time she stopped, relaxed,
She'd visit friend or son. Kknee pads, elbow pads, helmets
are used to the maximum
Learning, a driving force in life,
She taught in early days, Airplane engine screams
Bach child who grew up in her town, Its heat carries winters cold
Blessed with her wisdom, ways. the bird is rolling.
She came to this town to teach school, By
And met a Godly man, Britt Reaves

Married in St. George Temple, soon,
Six Children born to them.

She gave up school for family,

For church, lessons of life, WAITING

Oh, all did love and respect her,

For friendship, love--no strife. i Flat on my back casing the sky
I wateh, I wait

If there were party, dance about, For a moment when the heavens cast out

She was lively and gay, _ 1 One lonely star.

The life of party she did make, I wateh, I wait

When organ she did play. For the trail of particles left by
One lonely star.

Each person met so special was, Carefully I watch, I wait

Good she could always find, So its loss won't go unnoticed.

And, if they came to visit her, I see the line of color.

She enlightened their minds. I watch, I wait
Till the light is gone, leaving

The lady was in a wheel chair, One million other stars.

Eighteen years lived that way,

But busy, useful, always was, By

Her mind nimble and gay. Scott Hale

By
Norma Empey
18.
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PRIVATE POETS IN PUBLIC PLACES
Why 4is there 50 much poetry wriiten
In bus stations on thain depots? Airponts
are §illed with poets as are parks. The foLks
who go to the public places are subjects,
14 they consent on if they disagree.
1t mattens Litile.

An example hene: The other day 1 sat me down fo
wait upon a seat of plastic. My Late bus gave me the

opportunity to hear

the muggled conversations. Indistinet,
and unimpontant, trivial and, by

all standands, siELy sometimes .

What they said and did:

A middle-aged woman set
A bit stuffed animal, a coyote,
upon her seat to nest while yet she stood.
She swung hen eyes around, observing all
To calm hen wornied heart. Hen prize, 'twas safe.
The younger generation is portrayed
By banjo player, travel-worn, singing
a tune s0 s04tLy, multingly, which grows
To climax. Then all eans are turned to hear
Strnains s0 melodious - They suddenly
Are gone.
1t 48 amazing 1o nealize
That Life in all neality exisis
In bus stations. The olden folks are there
They' ne sLeeping, hesting, waiting as they do.
The conversations now appear on siage
As someone tips the ash-tray on the gloor

The common bond of Life in Wisconsin

Brings total strangens close in football talk
akout the Green Bay Packers, and the snow
That plagues Milwaukée every Fall.

The tale
15 sad of San Diego's Lady poor
Whose Venus Flytrap dies because {15 sun
15 blocked by condominiums built by men
Who progress see; but hist'ry they deplone.
To me, in all the workd, man is Zhe same
In that he is s0 different from the nest
0§ man. Perhaps if one to depols goes
To watch and to observe the people there,
He shall observe his innern self as well.

By
Steve Swapp

20.

Bob Nisson

I thought I saw the fallen leaves
Returning to their branches,
Alas, butterflies were they.

Slowly
steps
summer
to background of time
autumn
creeps
forth
to dance
perilously
with fate

Green and gray
carpeted earth
Bruised too soon by
cold

dry .
air

silent color of
stillness

Crisp morning breeze
welcomed
Goodbye hot summer sun
Roses loose perfume

autumn flowers bring
spice
and
winter

By Valeri Hughes
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DESTINED

Ripping and tearihg,

Sanding and covering meadows
until we wake up,

to find the grass gone:

Man has wiped out the earth

By
Ruby Olsen

Ever-present clock
Tic-tocking on the mantle
Leaves fall, days grow short.

By
Sharon Gale

FIRE

I feel the warmth--

The glow-a foree felt fully
The light shining, shadowing,
Revealing, softly,gently!

By Sussette Sullivan

22,

MY CRICKET

It is now two o'elock in the morning.

I'm still sitting alone in this cafe.

I guess I don't have anywhere else to go.

It seems like such a waste, just letting time
slip by, but I'm just wondering what T
should be doing with all the time I have.
What does it really matter what I do?
Another cup of coffee and I'll go

outside and look at all the lights and smell
the freshness of the wnight-chilled air.

Maybe its just the soft glow of the lights

or the tingley feel of the late air

that takes me back in time when I didn't think
of what I should do or where I should go

I do know how I really want to be

I'm not going back into the cafe

I am going to walk back home and start
learning how to care again about myself,

life, other people and my pet cricket.

By
Randy Gallaway

23




Winter
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LIFE

Dark and gloomy dreary the day

The weather wet, cold and breezy

Three poplar trees just swaying, shaking, shivering in the wind
The wind and weather changes moods by day

From moods of despair depression set by dark angry skies
To moods of sunshine, happiness and glamour set by warm
sunlight, beautiful illuminating bright with no strong wind
And so it is with life so unpredictable

Sometimes life is ugly

Full of hopelessness and despair

And other times it's beautifully bright and cheery

Full of happiness eternal

Life is what you make it

I'm the one to talk

Our good deeds bring us happiness

And our bad cnes bring us despair

Jace Hardy

Today I felt the winters cold shadow
Spreading across the cold barren plateau
Freezing; my breath hangs in the air at dawn.
The last star has not yet disappeared

Nor fullest of morning yet touch the sky.

In your sleep you leave me, I am alone.

Until awake you find that I am here
awaiting you, just to be near, content

I will sleep now, again, shall our dreams meet?
Reach out for me and let me take your hand
And we shall together wonder into eternity
forever hand in hand.

Dorla Oertle
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Whenever 1 see your Picture
Something hurts deep inside
I guess I'1l have to tear it down
Though desire never shall subside

We were one once a while ago

I hurt you, You hurt me

I was too proud, You were too young
Still I dream of you loving me

Never again will I you hurt
Cause I know now true love
Your beauty makes me very calm
Let me hold you softly, my dove

Randy Galloway

THE SHORT TERM LOAN

Cold and stiff
they laid her by
my mourning body.

The damp film that
once shielded her
small structure
now only helps

to hide the
lifeless color.

Her black silky

hair would have been like

her father's-
naturally curly.

There is no
practicing of new
muscles as I

wait for a miracle
to cause herto
angel-like hand to
squeeze my finger.

The warmer is

turned off and

the "baby admittance
packet! is once
again tucked away.

On the delivery papers,
marked in red,
is the word "expired."

"Nurse, please
tell my husband
that she has
gone 'home'."

Carol Joy Christian
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He rose from the dead

Like a new rose being born,
Giving of newlife.

If we do not live worthily
to receive of all the gifts.

Millie McClenahan

DARKNESS

Darkness gathers now

Quickly showing day away

Like almighty King

Ruling over succumbed light
Light that once was very bright

Joel Pulsipher

Forgotten places

Empty no longer of use

They die without care

But remain in the minds of
Those who were there long ago

Nona deMik



"The Gift of Rain"

I feel the splashing drops of falling rain

I see the sky all sad and drooping low

It may seem like the heavens are alone.

"My child, feel glad for this lod earth's reborn
To yield her fruilt for her inhabitants.

Just take or look and see the drops that fall

Be glad! Rejoice! It will be over soon."

I hear a symphony of music clear

It shouts with praise, adoring our dear Lord

For He, it was, who lent a helping hand

As I was young and growing up
My father once told pe

"Someday you'll be like me " he said
"A man is what you'll be,"

So as I grew I learned from him
To work hard every day

But one day come, and dad was gone
For him each night I pray.

Remembering the times we had
The joy he brought to me
I know one day I"1l be with him

To carve the beautieg we ful}y enjoy. Together we will be.
Remember my dear child it is a song.

And soon the sun will flex its rays of light.

The grass will grow the trees will stand up tall-

And all because God shed His rain on earth.
Craig Hammer

Joel Pulsipher

A child watches the storm through her window Though I consider all the many tears

New night's snowflakes glisten falling downward We've wept, o'er struggle nurtured by our pain
like shooting stars earthbound through the dark sky _ And contemplate the countless sorrowing years
beckoning "Dear Child do come out and play." | That haunt my heart with bitter-sweet disdain,

So cold and shivering now, the little babe Yet, Love, I could not give away one part

climbs into bed. Beginning slumbers show Of all the endless mem'ries of our past

her dreams beckon again, "My Dearest Child y For, filled with your dear love my wearied heart
come in and play, and dream of your tomorrow's Found comfort and a strength enough to last
adventure of white." And if the choice were given, mine to make

To have the world and all I would posess
Perhaps would be a chance too great to take
If gain of wealth bring loss of love. Confess
Marcia Rogers Oh, sweet the pain of struggle on our part
Compared to sorrow of an empty heart.

Sharon Gale
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Lilting melodies

Play in the branches of trees;
Accompany them

Voices echoing the strain

Of their sincere thanksgiving.

Steve Swapp
BIG-CITY LIGHTS

As the flower dies

None mourn the loss fashioned
While the sun rises

Beginning a new day for
People to live and forget.

You don't entice me
Bustling, busy city street
With your endless, double-dazzle-row

Of beaming beacons beckoning,
Blinking and flahing about

Like proud peacocks, some of you!
While you others staying still just stare,

Glaring down

Against a cold, black background of night sky.
I"11 not do your bidding.
Not tonight.
Maybe that cold, old dreary-looking soul
electrifying silence Shuffling along, alone behind me

Has the time to ENTER HERE, EAT DRINK,

Partake of your worldly wares.
Not I.
I am but passing through and headed homeward
Where house and hearth await,

...And soup I saved from yesterday.
I"1l warm it when I get there,

(It's always best the second day!)
And sip it by the fire before I slip into my bed
I always rest so well
It must be good,

That uncomplicated country air!

Ruby Olsen

Static strikes spearing

sky piercing the mind, ears, eyes
white bolts of lightning

glowing up the black darkness

Laura Graf

Cold new winter snow
freezing the soul into ice,
Takes of all our lives
Unless we watch our step,
and not walk on thin ice.

Millie McClenahan

Frosty-white silence

Broken by warm, gray billows

From stony chimneys,

Evidence of life and bope Sharon Gale
Beyond the grasp of winter

Sharon Gale

Forgotten places

Empty no longer of use

They die without care

But remain in the minds of
Those who were there long ago.

Nona deMik

St
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Pine Log

The severed trunk

Of the long-fellen tree
Found its place

Its destiny

Upon a bed

Of kindling branches.
Its soul-

Consumed by flames.
Tongues of yellow
Orange, blue, red, now
Black coals and

Milky soft ashes.

Julie Jones

SKIING

No one is there who doesn't like to ski

So fast across a gleaming glassy lake

The beauty it displays of human skill

Oh leaning low so low while turning bends
Like racing cyclist do while turning

Thus sending water spraying shooting up

A wall it seems of liquid spray so far

With skiier leaning lower still to side

Then quickly straightening up and slowing down
The rope with slack then tightening up again
Then suddenly he darts nearing the wake

And with momentum hits the wake so hard

He lifts aloft his ski and goes airborn

with expertise he lands on otherside

You see its lots like flying gliding free

So beautifuland graceful human being

To me you see a form of Poetry

Oh how I love to recreate this way.

Jace Hardy
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LOVE CRUEL

Why dost thou so toy with my heart? Oh fool
That I am wanting to believe in you.

Arising moments separate those who

Will love so deeply. Tearing them with cruel
And thrashing fingers once again to rule

An empty lonesome life. As I once knew

The ecstacy you gave, I know not two

Whose passions could match ours, Like burning fuel.
To hold you in my arms again, I must
Remember moments shared by you and me.

For memories are all I have of you,

Until the day I find someone to trust

And love as we did then. Then maybe we

Will realize our love was never true.

Valeri Hughes
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Solitary Sandman

I ride through an endless desert,
Sandstorms stopping reality.
Society cares little for the

State of the solitary sandman.

I journey through suburban streets
Shouting aloud my anguish
Doors slam and bolts drop into place.

No one cares to listen to my cry

My life wanders aimlessly in circles
Hands and arms outstreched
Others fall away and carry their happiness,

Keeping me prisoner in my desert.
People do strange things when lonely.
All T wanted was love

Everyone cared for the solitary sandman

When I closed my eyes into a sandy-eyed sleep.

Ruby Olsen

36.




Life had lost all meaning
hurting had healed
to a bitter cold
never to be thawed
never rekindled
but it was for the better,

never to be hurt again...

just living.

Laura Graf

We had shared

we had loved
then you had to go

all was gone,
only a memory

a hope
something better

to be found
someday...

someday, soon?

Laura Graf
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TREASURES

Though I consider all the many tears

We've wept, Our struggles nurtured by our pain,
And contemplate the countless sorrowing years
That haunt my heart with bitter-sweet disdain,
Yet, Love, I could not give away one part

Of all the endless mem'ries of our past

For filled with your daer love,,my wearied heart
Found comfort and strength enough to last.

And, if the choice were given, mine to make

To have the world and all I would possess,
Perhaps, would be a chance too great to take
If gain of wealth bring loss of love. confess,
Oh, sweet the pain of struggle on our part

Compared to sorrow of an empty heart.

Sharon Gale




A tree,

thick and wise.
maturing slower than
a well-preserved wine.

with arms

reaching, stretching, lifting
it grasps, every ounce of
life it possibly can.

stature strong,
existance inevitable
until...

fire,

wild and free,

carelessly illiminates...
life.

Helly Barton

Today

If I live in yesterday, the sorrow will
be like a wolf who lost its mate and
progression as a snail at a brick gate.

But if I live in tommorrow, my load
will be like a leaf under an ocean wave,

as I blindly pass over the beauty of today.

Today is where I am. I will handle
today with the strength of a lion, the

beauty of a butterfly and the wisdom of God

Millie S. McClenahan
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SILVER LINING

Oh, foolish, wishful, hopeful heart! Oh, blind,
Self-centered hope of such conceit which longs
For one to cherish this poor soul and find
Within my worthlesé self the simple songs,

The meager compositions of a heart

Who needs the comfort of assuring love

To mend this shattered spirit, make it whole,
That I may look aloft and rise above

This lowly lot life's casting makes mine. Oh,
But what could be within this fragile shell
Of unimportant offering, where no

Partaker ever found delight so well

As you, Dear One, who sees the promise of

The things I shall become if touched by love.

Sharon Gale
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Spring
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What a comfortable, peaceful place,
this grassy slope on which I rest
beneath this friendly tree
which shades me like a lace coverlet

And the movement,
All around me, the movement...
the welcome, cooling breeze
pressing gently against the front of me...
the branches with their small graceful feathery leaves
whispering and swaying to and fro
as if they hear some distant, secret symphony
meant for them alone...
the water, with beckoning, entrancing, pulsating rhythms
rippling blue to white to silver...
even the very blades of grass
seem to tremble and vibrate with ecstacy and wonder
in celebration of life

The buildings,
the concrete,
the lamp posts,
the dusty automobiles sitting lifeless and empty,
they are here, too,
these devices of man,
still and motionless.
And, so, I prefer to turn my attentions to the movement,
to the trees,
the water,
the grass...
the butterfly who, like me,
dashes and flits about,
not quite sure of what she is looking for
and even less sure of what she will find.

Sharon Gale

Beautiful children,
Growing buds to blossom soon,
Flowers of my heart

Magnificent dawn,
Sun's golden rays striking earth,
Heralding the day.

Mountains standing high
Paint brush dipped 2
in Sunkist gold, Nature's grandeur to behold,

Inspiring Man's awe
Timidly peeking through -
they 5 = & Defiantly triumphant
greenery.
They tower above the earth

Petals soft and delicate,
frail. : .
yet powerful.
Nature's offspring.
Life.

Jonathan Gibson

Laura Graf




When spring does come and bares its new day scent,

A sign to all that lives a fresh new day
Spring is honey bees The crisp, young buds amid the winter's gray
flying to pretty flowers Reflect a past of many springs I've wrent.
gathering nectar
The days as a child, innocent and free

When climbing trees and skipping rocks could make
Hours seem like seconds. All real, nothing fake.

A grasshopper hides
PP Growing quickly brough big changes in me.

Like a small jack in the box

A childs sweet surprise
P The world so bright went quickly dim and hope

For life and love could ne'er be mine untouched.
These thick cell walls and cold thick bars I've clutched
Have marred my simple carefree thoughts to cope.

Swift running water
Bubbling over rocks of time
Every land's blood stream

4 The day will come and spring will bring to me,
Message of climbing trees and being free.

Holly Barton

Marcia Rogers

BEGINNINGS AND ENDINGS

MUSIC IMAGES Brisk, blustering gusts
Bring an end to some things dear
OEOLg;i; ' And chill tired old hearts
EaEq] A SONG OF LIFE While the children laugh and play
I see it in clouds Bare-armed in wait of springtime.

A simple memory
A timid embrace
A quiet moment Sharon Gale
A distant face.

Heavenly!
Misty sweet.
I see through to eternity
With love.
Riding high on a cloud.
Walking on air
Teardrops:
God weeping,
golden rays of sunshine sparkling
through soft, dewy clouds-
love's shimmering seams and threads.
what love-
shining through
upside-down-rainbows
Riding on rainbows
seen the world over
Love!

A song of life
A caress of time
Two hearts that love
Two spirits sublime.

H We kneel at the altar
both dressed in white
My hand in yours.
Our love burns bright.

Soft eyes that say

as they rest on me,
'"'We'll be as one

for eternity."

Connie Anderson |
Valeri Hughes
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DAYDREAMS

Come be with me tonight by fire's light

As we have been so many times, and gaze

Into the amber flames which cast their danc-
ing shadows on the silent, sentried walls
That keep a worried world from spilling in.
And we shall sit again beside the hearth
Aface the flickering light and know the warmth
Of one another's caring, daring now

And then to let the other share a se-

cret look inside. Or we may sit here, side
By side without a word and listen to

The music that I've wanted so for you

To hear.

Along a quiet beach, we've walked,
And laughed at swirling water 'round our feet
And smiled at moonlight mirrored far across
The vast and glassy midnight blue of sea
While paused in silent reverie, our thoughts
Adrift upon the quiet swelling of
The waves that rise and break upon the black
And jagged rocks of cliff and shore and beat
Their misty music out upon the still
0f starry sky.

We've stood beneath the stars
0Of summer nights in perfect evening air
And walked in woods on sunny days, and stopped
To rest beneath a tree to see the sun-

light seeping through in shapes and streams to make

Design and lacy patterns on the grassy
Ground around us in that magic little
Corner of the world we loved so well.

But best of all by far is when we laughed

And chased each other through the icy snow,

So hard and slow it was to hurry through

And crunch our booted feet down in. Knee deep
It must have been. And cold and tired and out
Of breath, we lay there laughing once you caught
me. I remember how my fingers ached

With cold until you held my hands in yours

And somehow shared a warmth that reached beyond
The clasping, merely mortal touch of hand.

48.

Quite often , now, I come here to my place
Beside the fire to sit and rest my thoughts
In you, when problems pressing in are more
Than I can hear. I close my eyes and you
Are here with me like all the other times
Before. And all the apprehensions of

My soul, the fear of wars and disappoint-
ment in the human race, itself, I leave

To Presidents and Kings and to Philos-
ophers who dare to reason why for I

Would rather seek the comfort that awaits
My empty heart when once again it fills
With cherished images and thoughts of you.

Oh, how I long to tell you of my wealth

Of all these treasured dreams of times that
Never really were and places that we've
Never really been before except within a world
That I created out of need of '"us."

Perhaps, one day, when I am certain you

Will understand and not think me a fool-

ish dreamer. Yet, who is to say where truth
Leaves off and dreams begin, for maybe you
Have been here all along without my know-
ing. What a lovely possibility!

Sharon Gale
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I REMEMBER.......

I saw him by the wide seaside, as sun was setting low.
There was a love between us then, though him I did not know.

His hair was golden like the sun; his eyes were like the sea.
His body was so big and strong, was formed so perfectly.

So as the summer did begin, a love did start to grow.
A precious love of hope and peace, where happiness did flow.

Beneath the oak tree we would sit, until the night would cease
And sheltered in each other's arms, I felt our warmth increase.

The love we shared grew in the night, This love was meant to be
For now we saw the light, our love flowed joy from you to me.

But soon the summer days did cease; the nights grew very long
Time suddenly had stopped, but you were still my song.

My love's life now is taken, no longer him I see.
But God, Why? Oh why? Did you take him from me?

I remember the last embrace and moments spent with thee.
The peace and joy which I had found, to last eternally

By
Trisha Phelps

B




The Sun rays herald
the day. Its fingers
Like shooting stars ablaze.

The world came alive with the
Chorus of all Gods creatures, life.

The clouds darkened:
They spun to and fro;
The strong wind drove them.

Lightening flashed, thunder roared,
Dropped load to crying soil.

The Golden Glow left
Silvery rays rippling
On the glassy sea.

Night fell leaving the ocean clear
In anawesome solitude.

The restless dogs growled
Let you know someone
was near. You felt safe.

The little brown seeds
Lay groaning in earth;
The energy for birth:
The hawk soared high

On wings of spun steel
Then darted for prey.

Norma B. Empey
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CIRCLE OF LOVE

A little boy came out to play one day

He said he had a secret he must share

With girl. She ventured lest she know not what
He kept inside for only her to see.

He brushed her hair aside. He cupped her ear
With hands so bold. Moved closer as to whisper.
But quickly shifted-not a word she heard

But only one big smack upon her cheek.

Her face turned redj she gave a cry and ran
Inside to hide. He giggled, mouth in hand.

A little girl came out to play one day.
Said she to boy, "I have a present here-
To give to you. Won't you come play with me?"
He ventured lest he know not what it was
She had for him. She told him, '"You must close
Your eyes before you get my gift." So he
Stood there with hands behind his back and eyes
Shut tight. She asked him, "Are you ready now?"
He nodded, so she hugged him right around
The neck.

His eyes flew wide, pushed her away.
She ran inside and closed the door once more.

A little boy and little girl came out

To play. This day, he said to her, "I have

A ring that never ends. Around and ‘round

It goes. Won't you come share and wear this ring?
Eternity it brings to those who will.™

She looked at him deep in his eyes so brave,

"I will, but preacher we will need," she cried.

Together hand in hand they went to town
To seek a minister of God. So now

They live in happiness with children of
Their own to play with friends outside one day.

Connie Beth Anderson
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DECISIONS

Angie parked her blue V.W. at the side of the road and climbed out
slowly. Man, was it ever a beautiful, clear, peaceful day!! She was so
glad to be able to be alone out here to think.

With her books in her hands she walked slowly through the dirt and
sagebush towards the red clay and rocks. The secluded area was almost
like an old friend. She looked forward to coming here. It was a great
place for making decisions. She'd come here so many times before, yet
she'd been working on this one decision for so long and still she didn't
have the answer.

She really wanted to find out where she was headed in life and what
she really wanted to do in the future. She'd be a graduate from a junior
college in just a few months and she felt as if she'd just gotten out of
high school. She didn't want to go home and she didn't want to stay here.
Her mind was filled with more ideas and more questions than ever before.
Sometimes she'd actually feel as if she were cracking up and that she
couldn‘t take the confusion any more! 'Why can't a person just shut his
thoughts off when he's had enough and get an emotional rest?"

Angie's blue eyes were now wet with tears, tears she couldn't even
find an explanation for, but they were there anyway. '"Man, what would
all of my friends think? Calm, collected, cool Angie. Angie with her
head on right, sitting here crying over this! This is really a joke.

T should be concentrating on something constructive and doing some of this
homework instead of wasting time trying to figure out this messed-up head!"

She flipped her dark hair back over her shoulder and opened her
psychology book. ''How funny; this space case sitting here studying psy-
chology! What a laugh." She knew whe needed to study. Not that it was
really going to do her any good when she felt like this; nothing ever did
much good when she got in a mood like this.

Leaning back against the rock she gazed up at the bright blue sky
and felt the warmth of the sun upon her face! the springtime breeze felt
so nice out here today. How on earth could anyone feel awful in this
kind of an environment? Closing her eyes she just soaked in the quiet
desert air and let her thoughts run free. Sure the future was uncertain
but whose future wasn't? Yes, she was confused, but she'd find an answer
someday soon. She had always managed to make the needed decisions in the
past. Maybe it would come today, maybe tomorrow and maybe not for a month
or so. But, there were always going to be decisions, one right after the
other, so why waste this time on worry?

So with her mind fairly cleared for a while Angie picked up her psy-
chology book and began to read.

Elise Elmer
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Flower-fresh Springtime
Elates the sorrowful heart,
The rebirth of soul.

March winds blow and swirl
Creating turmoil of soil,
Mass migrating sands.

Showers of April,

Each year they come earlier.
Winter flees their wrath.
Springtime conquers in the dust
Of its hasty departure.

Where does Springtime go
When Summer evaporates
Dew of early May?

Mother Nature keeps it safe
In a rainbow crystal jar.

Julie Jones

GRASS

Soft and matted
the grass invited
weary bones
weary spirits

Children, romping
playing
feeling joy
in soft falls

Travelers, teenagers
found comfort
joy
and a refuge

"Gods" creation
a blessing

to all creatures

and mankind.

Norma B. Empey
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Summer




My PLACE

The cold water trickles between my Zoes

as 1 do 84t upon my rock 50 smooth

and hang my feet into the spring s0 cool

to feel the mossy-velvet canpet rane,

on see the Lillies grnow across the stream

and speak 504t words of gragrance sweet to me,
on hean the wind whisper to all the trees

as Leaves carefully find thein resting place,
and see the sky with softest shades of blue
undern which T will soon be Laid fo nest,
insdde the grnound that grows the things 1 Love,
beneath the place when young 1 used to play.

To run with tenden feet s0 small and bare
upon the s{Lky 504t and Lacy grass

that tickles Legs and neck when Lain upon
and hearn my Little Laugh at mister toad
as 1 do see him fjump from nock fo rock
and §all upon his silLy Little nose,

or feek the joy Zo nun and catch a Leag
as playgully the wind does fake away,

on watch the sun shine radiantly for me
as 1 do hope to catch a beam of Light
that brings the memonries 50 near my heart,
but know that 1 am much too ofd and gray
except fo use the senses given me,

and dream about the time when 1 can do
again as Like 1 did when T was young.

By
MLLie MceClenahan

The bed on which 1 Lie
A5 s04%
Smelling gresh as
the monning dew
and sLightly damp.
1 see the breeze is hene
nustling through.
I geel it though
An actuality 1 cannot
see £t - 1 can
only sense its presence.
Mogmund‘ g rays gé
_ golden sunlig (Lten
through the axms .tha,tﬁl:gde me,
allowing me warmth.
Woe Zo those who wander
about in discontentment
for a gheaten peace
I have yet to §ind.

By
Donka Qentle




A SIMPLE LIFE

Claudia Castleton

The sun beat down hard on my back, 50 T carefully fturned over
thying to get as Little sand on my towel as possible. The front of
me was moist with sweat, and the hot California ain actually felt
cool against my skin. Sitting up, T Looked out upon the ocean water
which Looked 50 cool and inviting. A squeal turned my attention to
a Little girk being chased by a boy her own size. My eyes followed
them down the beach a way, but my attention once again shifted and
T forgot the nunning children. A small sailboat was Launched upon
the beach; it was old and Looked almost as if it couldn't hold
up, even undern the small waves crashing against it. An interesiing
old man Leaned against this boat watching every bit of Life around
him. He had a grey beard, and what hairn he had on his head was
topped with an old captain's hat. He smiled at people as they passed
by and tipped his hat to the Ladies. T watched, fascinated at his

style, then pulled a book from my bag and tried to nead.l had completed

only a few Lines when my attention neturned to the funny charactern
down by the water. T watched as he stooped to pet a Litile dog, but,
before he could, the dog nan off. He only smiled and once again
Leaned against his shabby-Looking boat.
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*A Simple Life by Claudia Castleton, page 2

As T continued to watch him, 1 felt a bit of pity come over me,
akmosi hurting because he appeared 50 Lonely. This beach was f§ull
of people, Laughing, nunning, enjoying the summer fun together. But
there he sat, s0 alone, yet he kept night on smiling, a fact which
made me curious Zo know more about his ALife. 1 finally stood up,
put on my T-shirnt and headed in the direction of the old sailboat,
not really sure of what 1'd do when 1 got there.

"Hello, Little Lady." He tipped his hat and smiled, exposing
his mouth holding only half his teeth.

"Hi. How are you?"

"Ah, on such a beautiful day, how could T be but happy?"

He had an accent; T supposed it was Inish. We stood Looking at
each other, and T was fust neady to turn and Leave because of the
uncomfontable silence.

"What brings ye here today?"

"Oh, the ocean, the beach, the sunshine! What about you?"

"The people."

"Why's that? T1've been watching you. You never neally talk
Lo anyone. Do you have any friends?"

"Little Lady, everyone's my griend. People are fascinating;
each is s0 different. VYou can see through one's eyes and know
what's inside." He climbed into his boat and pulled an old wicker
basket from the front of the boat. "Would you Like something %o
eat?n

"No--thank you, anyway."
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"A Simple Life" by CLaudia Castleton, page 3

Pulling some bread from the box, he took a Large bite, then poured
something grom a bottle fo wash it down.

"Do you ever get Lonely?"

A fwinkle gilled his eyes and, throwing hs bead back, he Let
out a heanty Laugh. "Darkin', you only get Lonely when you can't
be yowr own griend. As Long as you goit yowrself on your side, you
can do anything."

"Do you have a family?"

"1 do at that. 1 have my boat, and the water, the sand and the
sky. . .all the things you came to be close to today." T Looked
at him, puzzled, yet he continued to smile and sLipped me a wink.

"T hope you don't mind me asking, but what makes you s0 happy?"

"Ah, danlin'. . .Look around. Look at the happiness, the smiles--
T think of myself as part of it all. This is my Life."”

The old man seemed to drnift into a world all of his own.
With a calm smile stilL on his face, he Leaned back, taking in the world
around him. 1 stood up, and brushing the sand §rom me 1 thanked him
fon the chance to talk. 1 rambled on for awhile about maybe seeing
him again, before I noticed that my voice was only blending in with
the othen sounds of the beach. He probably didn't hear me, but 1
said good-bye and then went and gathered my sand-covered towel and
othen things.

While driving home, my mind was §ilLed, making plans for when 1
neached home. Let's see. . .take a shower...0Oh, T wonder what I
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should wear fonight? Maybe T better iron my white pants. What
tme did they say they'd pick me up? T wonder if Sue's godng. ..
My mind went blank, then 1 pictured the ofd man. So simple ,
40 happy. The road before me blwwred as my eyes §illed with
tearns. No mone did T pity him. T was amazed at his wonderful

and simple wisdom.
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REFLECTIONS

Young crowds.

Seanching, discovering
Theirn connen of the workd.
So much %o choose -

Many decisions to be made
Why Lige?

04d age?

Aften decisions are already made
To think it was once Like that.

To be young again
When no one wanted to get olden
Orn wisen.

BY jubie Jones

Tip of a chin,
Quink of a smile,
A cheenful wink of eye.

My teans ane drnied
without touch
By the Sunshine
in your smile.

By
Julie Jones

64 .

A seagull soans within the cloudy,
ghay sky. FLying higher and higher,
absonbing (and feeling) the heat of
the sun as it passes by. So
beautiful and pure.

The bLue and gray waves beneath

the gull, playing, fighting Like children,
nolling underneath each other, hitting
the nocks. The §luonescent colons of

a Luminous hainbow above the rushing

cool watens. The seagull sELL soars,

his white feathens clinging to his

warum body.

HAPPY BOX
Ris4ing

Falling, s04§tly
Swirnking

Music scented ain and
Bitterness of teans

Soun

Sweet
Sakt.

By
Julie Jones

The naging waters, giving a

heavenly, peaceful feeling. The

sound of it Laughing at me,

the sand sLowly moving grom

undesaneath me. The waves endlessly

senene, sparkling, shiny, calm.
The ocean

By
Trnisha Phelps

Upon waking this moaning
finding the clouds scattered

wandering

gLoating
scarcely apart

gaining strength

when joining fogether again.

by

‘Claudia Castleton

TANKA

Yawning, sinetching, spring
fLowers seem to Love sunshine.

175  bright beams slowly descend.

withone vital spark of Light,

though dark, we can see the way.

by
Sally Cooper

Tanka

The sun's golden nays

sineam down on §lowens budding
bud and bLoom, then die

the same to man does happen

Do not 84t and wonder why

By
West McCallie

IMAGERY

I §Ly
through the wind,
on a
painted pony
seeding
The green gray of the hillside
blending
With the many hues of blazen-blue
washed--
Across the silent sky,
And, here and there, a butternfly
fLits
from §lower to fLower
proclaiming
. 145 monarchy amid the meadow.
o..._
Content

I
watch nature passing by
§eeling the cool breeze
brush my face,

And, feeling, also--

a sense
0f being,

belongding.

by
MeLanie Madsen

SNOW'S CANYON

The multi colored walls o4 the canyon

So tall the crags touched the azure-blue sky
The breath-taking beauty degied descripiion
The eagle and hawk took joy in great heights
The call of the coyote resounded clearn

The wind whistled through its valleys and crags
Sand dunes were a joy to all ginks and boys

As they nolled, wrote and sLid on its smooth waves
The autumn sun 58id behind the red hills

1ts nays of Light a halo against the sky

The whipporwill giving its Lonesome cry

The quail and her brood answened afar off

A chorus of insects began their serenade

As night crept over the hills, God was nigh.

by
Norma Empey




Sensony Impressions . . .

. . . College - with a capitat "C" -
15 a workd of such "wondern-fulll things
Which dnift 'til your mind cannot see
The death manch that the fLaden man 54ngs.
For we
are
gree!
Long Live adfectives: ) ’
strange! new! Loveable! tnying! marvelous!
May the voices not confuse, but just amuse,
Forn the various aspects ghow 4into the whole,
But sounds Live not in solitude
non in utten Loneliness;
They are accompanied by the others, 4in name:
sights, smefls, and feelings ’
grom within as well as grom without.
The voices all have died, and now me'appnemted
the tit-tat of the typewnilenr,
the music on the intercom,
the nising, nolling mountains
teaching uu.é&ém o4 eﬁiuu,ty
An eternity of what? Cands for adaing
i and then dropping all?
Smiles nadiate fnom beaming gaces
who care to see us wan.
Change exposes frailties;
the smiles coven such.
So to help our griends,
we smile,
meaning AL.

By
Steven E. Swapp

THE BEST

A kind, Laughing father who Loves to dance
calls Alice Louise,

"Herne's a quanter;

get a sack of candy, sweets fo savon.

Run now, quickly,

time's a wastin'

Get the best, child, get the best.”

Alice Louise

Looks in the counter,

slick clearn glass protecting all that good--
ned and white peppermint

Long black Liconrice

sugar-covered horehound

rainbows of souns

50 many chodices, a

sendious matten.

Papa expects the verny best.

Brown paper sack twisted at the top
bulging with its secnet.

Put it on the Zable

waiting forn supper.

The clock in the cornern ticks away the seconds.

Alice Louwise thinks,
The best, Papa, the best.

Yearns o4 happy times

Dancing and 84nging

A tall good husband

Two ginks and a son

A Little ned brick house
Spring time for waterncress
Hard times and better times
Wintertime for snow
Everything has been the best
So garn. TIt's been the best.

CAREER DAY Loofz,égg out the window an old woman
A a golden-haired granddaughten calls.
Swing sets, braces, Junion prom, college. "G)gw_mm--r "m he;{g_" ke

What do you want tn be when you grow up? Turning, she smiles,
"Here's a quarten.

Get a sack of candy, sweets to savonr.

Questions, choices, decisions.
How do they expect me to know wha® T want to do forn the nest of my Life

when T can't even decide what to do tngMAmepa, effontls, Rau;t e;tab;, wgﬁ,%ﬁ?y’
ALL 1 can do 46 try. : Get the best, child,
Accomplishments ! Get the best!
by
Sally Coopen by

Rozanne Paxman

67.
66.




MOM GAVE ME ANOTHER BATH TODAY

I'm shoved in Less than warm water;

Mom sadld it would have been warmern
14 1 had cooperated.

1 s2id as she soaped my tiny body;

Mom told me 1 wouldn't bang my head
14 1 cooperated.

1 scrneamed when the thick biting shampoo

entered my eyes; :
Mom covered my mouth and said,

"Cooperate!"

But I can't, and T won'%t, 40
1 shan't!
by

Ruby 0fsen

A child bends down
on hands and knees,
and watches Zthe
steady Laboring ants.
He nuns his fingen
achoss thein thail,

walts,

watches momentarnily,

then walks on to find
out othen cwilosities.

by
Ruby 0&sen

HIS WAY
1t 48 sadd
that a babe
While 4in the womb
A8 §ilLed with the spirit of God,
That he knows and undenstands
everything.
He is heaving, unbound,
§ull of the spirnit.
And yet, when he 48 born
the knowledge
and undenstanding
45 taken away
So that he can find his way back--
Back to the presence of God.
Because he wants to--
Because he 45 drniven to know
and undesstand
Again.

by
Laura Quinney
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RADIO WAVES

Radio waves 3
Floating through the ain
and across broadcast stations
Down ear canals
Like
Fog along the beach
and the heavy scent of cologne
PLeasing T
only those who'fL enjoy 4L.

by
Diane Barney

I HOPE IT RAINS

1 hope Lt nains
1'2L walk in it and get soaked

The day 48 §illed with exquisite beauty
Sunging in from all directions

1 see with new eyes

Hear with childlike and eans

My hearnt is §illed with joy and wonders
My only sadness comes

From krowing what has been Lost

Thz precious Lime

Which passed while T was asleep

But even this is washed away
by Zthe nichness of now
and the promise of tomorrow. . .

1 hope it nains!

by
Shelly Wood

1 heard the knock on my gront door in June
1 heard the ning above in earnly May

I got the Letten, but 1 couldn't go

So many thoughts were in my head, and oh,
places Zo be, gaces I Long fo see.

But standing hene in front of me tonight
The Lights will take me where 1 want to be,
Just Like a thousand nights before, 1 know.
Someone said to me, "Why do th«s to you?
Go to the 1sfands and fonget it all,

Just sLow it down you're moving far too gast.
you see the parade but it will not Last,

My §niend, take my advice-go straight, settfe.”

Thank you, my griend forn caring but .toni.ght
The Lights will take me where I want fo be
I can't explain but it gives me something
Give me the Lights, these precious Lights,
Give me my hope, give me my energy.

By
Bob Nisson
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THE GLASS MANAGERIE

Deconative pieces of crystal
nocks; motionless.

Collecting dusty thoughts
over the yeans.

Pieces of glass . .

1% was his workd to Laugh and play at day,
To strwum guitan strnings sweet and s04t, to nest
His feet in gnass so green, and binds would sing
For him %o dance.
"How do you rest yourn soul
While 4in sun's neign of Light when you know well
That night brings 4in your own black grip of hell?
I see you hide 4in silent fear as past
WAL bring 4its tear. T know you do not know
The past, but it does know you well",
She went
To him; they were fogethern for a while
But when she Legt and darkness came his wonrds
Wene these.
"Who does baing this gift from where
The gire bwws Like oceans waves in stonm.
This Load of unknown tm'.cke)l# sthaps to
My back Like packer's sack,
A man with hain
0§ silver came, with silver on his chin.
He told the child who was §ull-grown where he
Could §ind this burnden strong that he might fight
1L welly there were now two things he did want.

" T want to go Zo place unknown, in caves
On top of mountain high or where with sand
In eyes, the desent does not end, fo find
This thing that haunts me 50, that teans my sLeep
To shne’s and nags. but this 1 know 1 can
Not do 44 T will have hen by my side,
To nun my fingens through her hair and we
togethen Love and Laugh,”
And then again

She came; He met hen thenre.

"1 Laughed a fean
You gave my eye; you heard the hefl that 1
Did taste M "1 Love you stil&Y she said,"you need
Not Rook on mountain top but in youwr heart.W

by
Brett Kearney

. blown out of proportion

Transpanent structunes neglecting one's

Lige grom day to day.

By

Shelly Wood
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THE EAGLE OF My SOUL

The eagle of my soul

{lies high above the earth

Where skies ane blue,

And ain is cnisp and clean.

Over the expanse of wilderness

wnmolLested by human hands

Free Lo Aoan,

to wanden with wonden,

wishing gorn nothing more.

Carefully caressing miLlions of molLecules,
maintaining §LLght.

At Times

the unge to Leap to the earth

with talons of death _

destroying, devouring, Life as prey

is suppressed by the will Lo rematin aloft,
free,

content.

For the eanth 4s not home

to the Eagle of my soul.

Y
Vance Bowlen

FINDING

My time has come, I'm ginding me

I'm ginding twth, 1'm §inding gree

My sail does soar An gresh new air,

But anchored glesh won't Leave me there.

Cemented by my griendly foes,
Who say they Love . . but hearts are those
Who envy newgound LLght.

Thein rotting wornlkd, a stagnant sphere
They know not how, orn why they'nre here
So othens they decedve.

I must escape this worldly state.

HATKU

Onange, cnisp, crunchy
Eyesight improved underground

Fean Noi

How could it chance
that this moment,
This brief, gLeeting moment in Lime
Could be my time, my only Zime
To Be
Forn deep within and §rom beyond me
Whispens the small, silent,
Pengect Pant of me
Who knows the fruth of this My Moment
which 1 call Now
It has been befonre
and will be again
gor neilthen was my beginning
norn shall be my end
And 50 then, sunely,
Now must be exrernal
As must I

By
Sharon Gale

O4ten 1 note that when 1 Least expect,

I met a man, one prayernful night
His name was all 1 knew.

With searching heart, 1 carried on
Until my prayern was through.

I asked gon strength; he gave me pain
That strongen 1 would be. i
He told of Lessons 1 would Learn

In searching to be f§nree.

»

Forn once 1 Lived as you do now,
Each paingul path 1 walked.
Upon my knees, as you are now,
My Father and 1 talked.

"The bittern cup of which 1 drank, was
Sweat through bLoody pores

And all of this 1 did for you,

To make my kingdom youns."

I felt my heart, my mind, my soul
thwst omwarnd gor his Love.,

To understand his Loving power,
To know from up above.

This imward burn embraced my Heanrt,
My seed . . . A Tree became,

"1'2L trhy once more, My Lond, My God
And Live and Love Your Name."

By
Chaistian Ward Forsyith

TANKA

Gay, bright summen sun

Makes my heart buwn Like fire
Butns my soul from Lie

Pure cleansing of grace's Love
Leaves only serentity.

B

1 geel the doubt that comes when I'm unsure.
Some foLks 1 know seem clear of paths, and yet
Compared to darning minds, my soul seems poor.
Outside mysel§ 1 think I Look s0 brave;
So staunch and sure. 1 tell myself, "They'lL find
Out who 1 am and Leave." 1 try and save
My time has come. 1 Live o Learn, My gaults o out away. But in my mind
My hunger thiwsts, my insides burn I fear thatsome day all will show. 1 think,
My quest has now begun. 1 must have Xoxs o4 good to share, but siLL

My fearns of weakness make my spirnit sdink.
These thoughts of doubts persist and Last until
That quiet vodce Linside me whisperns true,
"You'll be all night. The Lond has faith in you."

His paths are straight with narrowed gate. Carrots nudge brown earth. 5'Comr,f:e Anderson
These chains 1 feet around my feet by
Cut deeper. . . As T neach Lo meet

My new-found Love of me.

Connie Andernson

My time has come, I'm ginding me
I'm ginding truth, 1'm finding gree.

By By

Christian Warnd Forsyth Rozanne Paxman
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PEOPLE

People are weind creatuwres! That may sound Eike a bLunt and
somewhat derogatony statement, but it is the truth. |

Having had a number of yeans' experience working with the
public, 1 have come to the conclusion that the creations that God
Almighty put upon this earnth and called his off-spring are total-
Ly impossible to undenstand, gLgure out, or nelate to. The only
thing predictable about them is that they are completely un-
predictable. T will prove this point with some examples of
what we call "human nature."

Man, grom the beginning of time, has always been absent-
minded. Man has grown up saying "yes" when he really means
"o and "no," when he really means "yes." Take for example the
case of Adam and the apple; "no, Load, 1 will not partake; and
then, presto! . . . apple pie! And £ hasn' stopped thene.
People are weird creatures, spending Friday nights with the gang,
drinking been, throwing up, doing all kinds o abnornmal things
they would never be caught dead doing at a sober moment, and
then consuming more of the aleoholic beverage. Saturday moin-
ings are spent in bed with a severe headache while they tell
about the fabulous Zime they had the night before, although they
cannot nemember anything about Lt.

Women are wiend creatures, spending three howws and forty-
five minutes in a bathroom pouring all kinds of gobbelty-goop on
themselves, tuying to impress some guy they hardly know.

People are weird creatunes, spending a Lifetime trying Lo
build a neputation they can Lose in fwo minutes. VYes, people
ane weind creatures; one cannot Live with them, but Life would
be awfully boring without them.

By
Steve Jolley
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Oh, once there was a homely gink

A ginl named Ethel Pump

Whom all the foLks would tease and taunt
And call an ugly Lump.

Well Ethel grew to be eighteen

An torturned well was she

For all the folks had closed theirn eyes
To change they wouldn't see.

A wanderning prince came into Zown
As handsome as could be

A singing, Loving, gighting man
Each ginl cnied, "Please cﬂoo&e me."

A ball was onrdered for the prince
A grand and glorious night
So each gink could be seen by him
To avodd a ternible gight.

The ginks all danced with him one by one
And smiled up 4in his eyes

Each hoping she'd be chosen by him

To be his one thue bride.

The prince yawned to his servant Seth
"Oh, won't you help me please

These ginds are borning me to death
Theyne dull as they can be.™

The Senvant Seth ran to the man
Who'd planned this ball with care
"You've got to gind some bettern ginks
Orn he'll Leave, to §ind more fain.”

The man in charge cried out so0 Loud
"Whatever will we do,

The only gink that's Legt in town
15 homely as you."

"Well,get hern anyway, "Seth said,
"We've got to try this quick,”

They nushed to bring poon Ethel there
Hoped shedd not make him sick.

Ethel was brought before the prince
She cuntsied and he bowed

He was s0 glad to see her there
That he shouted out Loud.

"Ah, what a girnlk, a chanming thing
Whene's she been all my Lifeg

Go tell father,king of this Land,
I've found my Lovely wife."

The people mused and 0§t wondered
What happened to that girk -

To make the prince to Love hen 40
And drape her neck with peari.

But Ethel knew the secret well

The secnet prince did gind

You've all hearnd that old saying told
That often Love 4s Blind!

By
Rozanne Paxman




I am
on a
Lop
Spinning, Whirking, Tuwirling
My geet are implanted
on the outern conre
I Lean forwarnd
to keep
my balance
My asms
spread wide
N Yy
Z
n fy
1 Y5
Objects §Ly past me
1 am a blur as T whirnk
1 feel the nush of ain on my gace.
1t pleases me . . . The top wobbles
1 throw out my anms to catch my batance
and grabbing the top, 1 hang on
tightty. ..My gingens Lturn
ned, then white ;
1 clasp...gripping, clinging
The ftop sLows. My gingens
nelax as my body hugs
the top...My hands
Let go...my arms
and feet hang
Limply.
They
D
B
on the ground
Then 1 Lie at nest
AL cunked about my Top
My head is stilL spinning about inside
SLowly
SLowen
SLightly
Steady
Shifting
Stopping. .. 1 sLeep.
By
Connie Beth Anderson
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Classical Guitar

Listening 1 hear the sound of 404iness
fluld swirls of happiness

entwined in saddened so0rrow

neaching inward gorn an answen

In Love your eyes hold my gaze
your 506t touch settles on my shoulden
as warmth passes between

Tripping Lightly touching s044Ly
oun feet glittern to and §ro
Zthe path 45 paved with posies

Determination sthong and sune

MusIcC

So s00thing to the soul
Feelings of being free,
§loating effortlessly through clouds
1 ease back into reality.
Though my mood 48 changed
My circumstances are the same
Music 45 s00thing
But only temporarily
So supengicial
But healthy.

By
Jace Hardy

efudes to caring but for that thath right
grom starnt to finish building bLock foundations

contrhol and balance

the cincle well-rounded
called mysel§

nepeats and reassures
before nesuming progress

By
West McCallie

WRITING TO MUSIC

T almost envy you
though not knowing you

to express your thoughts and announce
your Love 50 greely.

Soft, gently-spoken words Lie deep
within myself.

Your sharning with me has Lightened my thoughts
AELL unspoken.

Your song enchants me.

1 84t, fascinated at your talent,

wanting to share myself
in song. . .

by
Claudia Castleton
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Valeri Hughes

A Time for Love

Seasons come and Seasons
go.

Beautiful memories from Seasons
ago,

Fill our hearts with song and
rhyme,

With time for love, we love for
time.

Seasons were and Seasons
are.
Love will earry the Seasons
far,

Through childhood days and grownup
years,

Our love has survived through
laughter and tears.

Seasons then and Seasons
now

Thoughts of Seasons our minds
will allow,

A fraction of time we hold in
our hand,

To let our hearts swell and our
memories expand.

Seasons present, Seasons
past.

The love that we cherish will
forever last.

Our thoughts bind together as
we think of

The Seasons that provide a time
for love.

by Valeri Hughes
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A SIMPLE LIFE (Claudia Castleton)
Illustration (Les M. Johnson)
REFLECTIONS (Julie Jones)

BALLAD (Julie Jones).

HAPPY BOX (Julie Jones)

FREE VERSE (Trisha Phelps) R G G R T
IMAGERY (Melanie Madsen). . . S T
FREE VERSE (Claudia Castleton)

TANKA (Sally Cooper). ol S ety T
TANKA (West McCallie) . . . T T
SNOW'S CANYON (Norma B. Empey) :
SENSORY' IMPRESSIONS (Steve E. Swapp)
CAREER DAY (Sally Cooper) 2 .
THE BEST (Rozanne Paxman)

FREE VERSE (Ruby Olsen)

Illustration (Susan Hammond) .

MOM GAVE ME ANOTHER BATH TODAY (Ruby Olsen)
HIS WAY (Laura Quinney) e

I HOPE IT RAINS (Shelly WOod)

RADIO WAVES (Diane Barney).

BLANK VERSE (Bob Nisson).

BLANK VERSE (Brett Kearney) E

THE GLASS MANAGERIE (Shelly WOod)
FINDING (Christian Ward Forsyth).

HATKU (Connie Beth Anderson). :

THE EAGLE OF MY SOUL (Vance Bowler}
Illustration (Melanie Madsen)

FEAR NOT (Sharon Gale).

BALLAD (Christian Ward Forsyth)

TANKA (Connie Beth Anderson).

BLANK VERSE (Rozanne Paxman).

PEOPLE (Steve Jolley)

BALLAD (Rozanne Paxman)

FREE VERSE (Connie Beth Anderson)

MUSIC (Jace Hardy) . i s

CLASSICAL GUITAR (West McCallle} .
WRITING TO MUSIC (Claudia Castleton).
Illustration (Laura Grafd) . .

A TIME FOR LOVE (Valeri Hughes)

SOUTHERN QUILL History .




HISTORY OF SOUTHERN QUILL

ACADEMIC YEAR STUDENT EDITOR FACULTY ADVISOR(S)

1951-52 Loraine Taylor Juanita Brooks
1952-53 Loraine Taylor Juanita Brooks
1953-54 Rose Workman Ross Esplin
1954 55 (Note: No literary magazine publication
1955 56 due to lack of funds)
1956-57
1957-58 Karen Vawdrey Juanita Brooks & Betty J. Allen
1958-59 Karen Vawdrey Juanita Brooks
1959-60 Barbara Larkin Juanita Brooks
(Note: Although materials were gathered no
literary magazine was published due
to lack of funds)
1960-61 Titine Spillsbury Reed Blake, Jr.
1961-62 Joan Esplin Robert 0. Dalton
1962-63 Joan Esplin Robert 0. Dalton
1963-64 Ilene Harmon Pansy L. Hardy
1964-65 Emily Cottam Pansy L. Hardy
1965-66 Kay Lichtenwalter Pansy L. Hardy
1966-67 James Force Robert 0. Dalton
(Note: A second volume was published
during 1966-67)
1967-68 James Force Pansy L Hardy
(Note: Although materials were gathered no
literary magazine was published due
to lack of funds)
1968-69 Linda Sue Hunt Pansy L. Hardy
1969-70 Linda Sue Hunt Pansy L. Hardy
1970-T1 Roxanne Schmidt Pansy L. Hardy
1971-72 Michelle Thomas Pansy Hardy
1972-73 Gordon J. Peterson Pansy L. Hardy
1973-T4 Connie Gifford Pansy Hardy & John G. Hacking
1974-T75 Cathy Pam Heaton Pansy Hardy & John G Hacking
1975-76 Cathy Pam Heaton Pansy L. Hardy & John G. Hacking
1976-77 Michael Perry Janice F DeMille
1977-78 Marilee Camp James Force
1978-79 Bill Batzli Pansy L. Hardy
1979-80 Laura Lee Graf Pansy L Hardy
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