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Two Important Disclaimers!


The Writers’ Workshop provides a once-a-year opportunity for high school students to experiment with creative possibilities in a very short time.  Consequently, all readers (especially parents and other adults) should keep the following in mind:

1) The following literary pieces were done in a very short amount of time.  Consequently, they are rough, unfinished, unpolished, and unedited pieces that will require many rewrites if the students choose to put in more time to achieve a polished and final result.

- And -

2) The views, values, and attitudes of the seven student writers of the following literary anthology do not necessarily represent the views, values, and attitudes of Mill Springs Academy, its faculty, administration, board of directors, other students, or parents.

Thank you for your understanding!

Don Gerz, B.A. and Hank Jones, M.A.,

Writers’ Workshop Facilitators
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On Poetry

(and Creative Writing in General)

It is not my intention to give you the definitive meanings of the following poems and other creative pieces by these young authors.  Poetry especially will be interpreted differently from person to person because no two souls share the same linguistic sensibilities.  A poem's meaning is not what makes it distinctive and important.  The meaning of a poem is much more than the mere sum of its constituent parts, even more than the limited intentions of its creator.  After all, words have meanings, both denotative and connotative.  When effectively combined as a congruency of words, their relations generate completely new possibilities of perception and even BEING itself.

Reality, the goal of perception, is not just an object, nor is it solely the goal of consciousness.  Perception and consciousness literally become vital parts of reality itself when organized in the mode of a poem.  Poems, therefore, are fertile sources for unlimited human transformation and growth.

Because poems are tightly woven and highly compressed patterns of human images, emotions, perceptions, and experiences, poetical composition and the intelligent reading of poetry are powerful instruments for developing and exercising human perception, that driving aspect of the intellect.  As a work of art, a poem's purpose is to be itself, a "turbine" empowering all human beings toward greater and more comprehensive vistas of reality.

At its very least, a poem is most certainly a part of reality itself because it exists.  By definition, that which exists is real to the degree of its unique nature.  Reality, therefore, is extended by the poem as a new layer on reality's surface—one that dramatically expresses the universal core of human and, sometimes, even divine meaning.

We hope you enjoy the following poems and other creative pieces.  Remember: All writing, to the extant that it is innovative, creative, and fresh, is poetical.

--- Don Gerz, B.A., Founder and Co-Facilitator of the Writers’ Workshop

The Poet

By Don Gerz, B.A.

The poet's eyes reveal neither lucid cause, nor opaque absolute to your 


fervent gaze.

Instead, you witness nothing—

Nothing except the creation of vision itself.

Ephemeral truth the object, translucent beauty the subject,

His soul resolves impenetrable experience into ethereal patterns of timbre 


and hue,

Into archetypes of spirit through a blueprint of his heart, the salt of his 


tears, the transparency of his style.

The poet's eyes extract vision of life not mined unalloyed in single span, 


but in fragile likeness panned within wide humanity.

Girding aspiration with grace, coupling imagination with burning 


perception,

He receives and must propel a greater vision to bestow the favor of the 


gods,

Or else be blinded in his own spirit, in his own core—his window to 


eternity.

Indifferent to paralyzing fatigue, renouncing the temperate denouement of 


repose,

The poet ascends Mount Parnassus, entreating coy Erato to bestow her 


preternatural incandescence upon his frail mortality.

Her Promethean flames purify his human dross and prepare his soul for 


volcanic eruptions of Orphic euphony and Thracian ecstasy.

The poet's lyric is music you cannot easily translate to our stained 


existence until you mark his consonance composed upon the staves


of our own nature.

Around the notes fingered on a primeval lyre, he dedicates his universal 


reading to an audience of one.

Then you thrill to an inextinguishable epiphany imploding through what 


you thought you knew of your world . . .

Through what you thought you knew of you.

	Dream Guy

By Emily L. Baskin

He walks to my doorstep

Holding flowers behind his back

He introduces himself to my parents

Gives my mom a rose

We leave for dinner

He opens the car door for me

We chat as we drive

Gives me the roses

We park the car

He tells me not to get out

He runs to opens the door for me

Reaches out his hand

As we eat

He looks in my eyes

Compliments me

Asks about my life

We leave the restaurant

He gently reaches for my hand

He sweetly laces his fingers with mine

Makes me smile

As we turn onto a road

He asks to show me something

He drives me to a meadow

Wraps his arms around me as we watch the sunset

He drops me off right on curfew

He opens the door for me

Reaches out his hand

Kisses my cheek

As I hug him

I open my eyes

Cry a tear

It was a dream


	The Letter

By Emily L. Baskin
She sat down one morning

And picked up a pen

And wrote him a letter

She bought a stamp

And took an envelope

And sealed it with a kiss

She gave it to the mailman

Watched it drive away

With a smile on her face

He got home one afternoon

And checked the mail

And got a letter

He looked at the name

Opened the envelope

Read the letter

He smiles as he put it down

Sat down on his bed

Just smiled

She picked up the phone

Dialed his number

Listened to the ring

He checked the caller ID

And answered the phone

They both smiled
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	Best Friend

By Emily L. Baskin
It only took a couple of days

Getting to know my best friend

Every minute possible

I tried to spend with him

From the moment I met him

I was truly intrigued

How was I to know

I’d want him to fall in love with me?

He’s became my best friend

It was beyond my control

After all the pain I went through

He made my heart whole

He is with me all the time

But he still does not see

He’s not only my best friend

He’s the other half of me

With every breath I take

My love for him grows more

One day he will finally see

He’s the one I adore

He’s always by my side

He always knows what to say

One day I hope he will take the risk

Hold my hand and fly me away

One day I will get the courage

“Not only are you my best friend”

I’ll tell him how I truly feel

“My heart, my love, you can mend”

I love him more than life itself

I cannot begin to explain

He is my best friend, my love, and more

He protects me from the rain

~     ~     ~

Angel Love

By Emily L. Baskin
He may not have a halo

He may not be able to fly

He may not be superman

He may not live in the sky

He has two legs to walk on

And two arms to use too

He is only human

If she only knew

In her mind, he’s perfect

Her angel from above

He may not be from heaven

But she gives him angel love

He is not perfection

He has made mistakes

But through her eyes, he’s fabulous 

He could not cause heartbreak

Her American Idol

He is like no other

Her hero and inspiration

Is only her big brother


	Your Advice

By Emily L. Baskin
Mommy I need help

I know you are watching out for me

Right now I need your advice

Who I am supposed to be

Help me if you can, dear friend

I am unable to stand alone

These rumors have overpowered me

What to do is unknown

Big brother I must ask you

How did you deal with this pain?

As an adolescent boy

Trudging through the rain

Sister, do you have a moment

I could use your love and support

Going through this heartbreaking time

Is struggling supposed to be a sport?

Daddy I know you are trying

But right now I could use some love

I am struggling trying to know wrong from right

I am not sure what to be proud of 
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Daddy’s Little Girl

By Emily L. Baskin
Every day that passes

He only loves her more

The twinkle in his eye

She is what he smiles for

When she does her puppy dog face

He never could say no

Her excitement and eagerness

Always ready to go

As time went by, she changed

Her decisions did her well

But daddy wasn’t ready

He had to bid farewell

She grew up into a beautiful woman

Thanks to her childhood

Mommy and Daddy are very proud

She became who everyone thought she would

It seems as though she knew

She had completely changed his world

He adores her more than anyone

She’s Daddy’s Little Girl




Forever in my Mind

By Emily L. Baskin
	I said goodbye at the hardest times

In my heart you will find

No matter what happens

They are forever in my mind

I said goodbye to Papa

With my eyes full of tears

After all the memories

After all those years

I said goodbye to Mama

It was time for her to go

I had time to grieve for her

Oh, I miss her so

I said goodbye to my first love

I knew I would not forget him

But as I grew up, I saw

My love life would not stay dim


	I said goodbye to my first home

I will always remember my room

Packing up and moving

Causing a lot of gloom

I said goodbye to my best friend

When I had to move away

I hugged her very tightly

Forever close we would stay

I said goodbye to my family

When to college I must head

My eyes had filled with tears

There were no words to be said

I said goodbye at the hardest times

In my heart you will find

No matter what happens

They are forever in my mind



	Forever Young

By Emily L. Baskin
Scraped Knees

Food please

Tears streaming down

Doctors’ fees

Ripped tees

Acting like a clown

Bigger sizes

Fun surprises

Growing up too fast

Hotter prizes

Tension rises

Many memories passed

Making mistakes

Raising stakes

Unable to feel fear

Heartaches

Rules break

Alive for one more year

Dreaming young

Adolescents among

Drama, go away

Nasty tongue

Lies sung

Bring me to my childhood days

Thinking straight

Ignoring hate

Maturity is what’s next

Double dates

Out late

Not too complex

What’s right

Becoming bright

Growing into an adult


Seeing light

Strong might

Look at the result


	I Want to Be Me

By Emily L. Baskin
When I look in the mirror

I like who I see

I won’t let you change me

I want to be me

You say I have some flaws

I know, and so do you

The only difference is

I already knew

When someone loves me

When someone holds me tight

I want then to be holding the real me

So I know what its like

I want someone who loves me

Not someone they could love

They should want me for who I am

Like an angel from above

When I look in the mirror

I like who I see

I won’t let you change me

I want to be me

For you I changed my schedule

For you I changed my heart

I gave away my dreams

It was tearing me apart

If you should ever wonder

Why we didn’t last

Remember you did not love me for me

Love me for my past

I have a new outlook

I see all I can do

From now on, everyone will know

To love me like I do

When I look in the mirror

I like who I see

I don’t let you change me

I want to be me

	Letting Go

By Emily L. Baskin
Half of me wants to hold you and never let go

The other half strongly disagrees and says no

My head complains about the pain

My heart says push beyond the rain

I look at you and see fascination

Then I blink again and see no passion

I’ve settled the score the game is tied

My heart came back before it died

I told myself to stay away from denial

It would take my heart and put it on trial

Part of me wants to reach for the phone and call

The other part knows that my spirit would fall

Most of me is letting you go

But there’s a part that still loves you so

My love cannot handle these lies

My heart is beginning to despise

For once and for all I say this to you

Everything is over—we are through

Today Is the Day

By Emily L. Baskin

Today is the day

I conquer my fears

I open my eyes

I dry my tears.

Today is the day

I take a chance

I pick myself up

I begin to dance

Today is the day

I open my heart

I ignore the pain

I get a new start

Today is the day

I will find me

I do what I want

I set myself free

	My Place

By Emily L. Baskin

When I am worried

When I lose hope

There’s a secret place I go to 

The place helps me to cope

If I need space

Maybe a time out

When I have a bad day

My space calms my doubt

If I feel incapable

When I am insecure

If I have spare time

My secret space will reassure

If I want to write

When my heart begins to race

When I have to get away

I go to my secret place

Wise Old Willow Tree

By Emily L. Baskin

The wise old willow tree

Standing great and tall

For she is stronger then steel

With that strength, unable to fall

The wise old willow tree

Ignoring the rain and snow

The weather cannot hurt her

She will never go

The wise old willow tree

Weeping in her own shade

As the wind blows her

Only does she sway

The wise old willow tree

Time to go to bed

As the moon comes out to play

She rests her limbs instead
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The Famous Blue Bird of Paradise

(Don’t ask how he got here!  Birds are like that.)

	Love Me for Me

By Emily L. Baskin
I have bad habits

I make mistakes

I am not perfect

But that’s ok

I make good choices

I can think clearly

I have strong feelings

Love me sincerely

I have my pet peeves

I have my bad days

I have anxiety

Love me anyway

I have strong opinions

I love to smile

I like to write

Make yourself worthwhile

I may not be gorgeous

I may show fear

I have my own problems

I’ve been me for years

I have said the truth

You may agree

No matter my issues

Love me for me


	Springtime

By Emily L. Baskin

A teardrop rolls down her cheek

As she looks out the window in fear

Mommy, why did the leaves fall off?

Are they going to come back here?

Honey, do not worry

They come and go frequently

Just look out the window in a few months

Just watch and you will see

She walks by the window day after day

Yet, the leaves are still missing

She has put her jacket in storage from winter

As the sun comes back shining

Sweetie Pie, are you watching the window?

You are going to miss them, here they come

Any day now, you will see

You will be able to see some

As a teardrop rolls down her cheek

As she looks out the window in fear

All of a sudden, she sees something green

Springtime is finally here!
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	Starting My Day

By Emily L. Baskin

The temperature outside is cool

Says my alarm clock by my bed

As I wake up in the morning

And start the day ahead

The radio blasts through my window

As I drive to meet you there

I want to beat you to the lot

To fix my makeup and hair

The sun rises slowly

As you pull into the next spot

You take away my purse and mirror

Saying, “Beauty, you’ve already got”

The school day is about to start

One last kiss before we go

You wait for me as I get out of my car

I know I will miss you so

The hall is full of our friends

Class is about to start too

You give me a great big hug

And one more “I love you”
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	Storm

By Emily L. Baskin

The rain coming down

Softly like teardrops

Washing away the pain

The pitter-patter on the roof

As if there were little children

Playing

The gradual change

Like a fast roller coaster

Speeding up as it goes

The deafening thunder

As if there was hidden anger

Blasting out onto the world

The shattering lightning

Like a scar from a cut

Unable to heal completely

The torrent slowing down

Like the end of a song

Pulling together the thought

The beautiful rainbow

Like a wonderful dream

Saying everything is all right
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(We hope you like this pretty design to fill space.)

	This Must Be Love

By Emily L. Baskin
This must be love…

The skipped heartbeats

The affectionate smiles

The obvious blushing

The hands laced together

The hugs every morning

The kisses each night

This must be love…

The fairytale quality

The dreams that came true

The feeling of completion

The shining smiles

The little gifts

The feeling of indestructibility

This must be love.

The double dates

The ticket stubs

The raided kitchens

The pillows thrown on the floor

The spilled drink stains

The never-ending laughter

This must be love
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Watching Over Me

By Emily L. Baskin
When I wake up 

And open my eyes

The sun is there

As a disguise

Through the sun

I know they see

My best friends

Watching over me

As I drive

Through the rain

I feel safe

No more pain

Through the raindrops

They’ve got my back

My best friends

Keep me on track

As I shut my eyes

The moon stands still

There it is

On my window sill

Through the yellow

Round moonlight

My friends are saying

Sleep well, goodnight
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(Obviously, the frog is for the bird in case it gets hungry.  We are presently searching for something that the frog can eat when it gets hungry.  Frogs are always hungry.)
Trigger

By Emily L. Baskin

(This little story is not for the weak of heart!)
My head is throbbing as I light my cigarette with my neon green lighter.  I drive to my father’s house down the street but he is not home.  I take out the spare key and unlock the door.  As I walk in, I get a whiff of the distinct smell of my father’s cologne.  Champ, my dad’s white German Shepherd, greets me at the door.  I pat him on the head and then I go to the garage and open the red toolbox that hasn’t been opened in decades.  As I take out the top level, I reach into the box for the 38-caliber gun my father has had since I was a child.  As I pick up the gun and put it in my belt, I hear a door close and Champ barks as he runs back inside.  I throw my cigarette on the ground and step on it to put it out.

“Carrie, are you here?  I saw your car in the driveway,” my dad yells from the front door.  I never did understand why he didn’t use the garage.  It is a two-car garage with plenty of storage space. 

“Hey Daddy.  I’m in the garage.  I’ll be up in a minute,” I shout.

As I hide the gun under my shirt, I walk into the house.  As I walk through the door, I see my dad and give him a hug.

“Hi.  How are you?  I just came over to see if you had a screwdriver I needed to change a light bulb but you didn’t have it.  I can’t stay because I have an appointment in about 30 minutes,” I say sweetly.

As I leave his house, I took a deep breath.  Lying is not something I do very often and I am not good at it. 

I drive to my house to get ready for the night.  I take the gun out of my belt and put in a drawer in my kitchen.  Two hours later, as I put up my hair and put on my pearl necklace, the doorbell rings.

As I open the door, I smile.  My husband, John, is in the doorway. 

“Hey, I’m glad we are talking.  We can work through this.  I brought some wine,” John says he hands me the bottle.  As he walked in the door, I put the bottle on the coffee table. 

“Yeah, I overreacted when I saw you two together but our relationship has needed repair for a long time.  I have not forgiven you so don’t get all sweet with me.  It won’t work.  We are going to have to settle this.  I’ll go get two glasses for us.  I’ll be right back.  Make yourself at home,” I say to John as I walk out of the room.

I open the bottle and get two glasses from the shelf.  I open my silverware drawer and take out the gun.  As I take a deep breath, I tuck the gun back into my belt. 

From the other room, John asks, “What’s for dinner?”  I smile and evil smirk as I hear his voice.

I walk back into the living room and set the glasses down.  My heart is pounding like a drummer in a rock concert.  I am unable to calm myself so I do not try to. 

“So, how do you want to settle this?  I want to be with you.  She was a mistake.  I do not like her and I do not want to sleep with her or anyone else.  Cheating is not fun, and it goes against all my morals,” he exclaims suddenly.

“MORALS?  Now you have morals?  You didn’t have morals when we got married.  You didn’t have morals when you hit me the first time.  You didn’t have morals when you knocked me out with a lamp.  How about when you slapped me across the face at that restaurant in front of everyone?  Do you remember that?”  I rage.  “I’m sorry.  You have ruined your chance to be with me.  I don’t usually give second chances, but with you, for some stupid reason, I did,” I say as I pull out the gun.

As my hands shake in fear, tears begin streaming down John’s face.  He drops his wine glass as he begs me not to kill him.  I cock the gun and put my right index finger on the trigger, unable to rationalize what is going on.  I am pointing it directly at John’s head. 

I look at John’s helpless face in terror and I collapse.  The last thing I remember is tasting the gun in my mouth.

______________________________________________________________________________

Forever Friend

By Emily L. Baskin

I am by your side

I have your back
I am always here

Keeping you on track

I will watch behind you

I will lead the way

I will give you a path

Helping you through each day

I will always love you

I will forever be your friend

I will never let go

There never will be an end

I will stand up for you

I will give you all you need

I can help you through the pain

Together we can succeed

I will be your candle in the darkness

I will be your angel from above

I will keep you safe

Sincerely with love, your Best Friend

Alive

By Eric Brown

Like a wounded bird

I fell from the sky 

My cries go unheard

Who will wipe the tears from my eyes?

I’m alone 

No one’s on my side

Someone help me

Don’t let me die

The miracle water

Calms my nerves

I race faster down this road

I don’t see the approaching curve

Skidding off the road

The tree breaks my fall

Stumbling onto the grass

I feel nothing at all

I begin laughing

I’m still breathing

Maybe it’s time

I started believing

______________________________________________________________________________

Avalanche

By Eric Brown
When I awoke, I found myself buried in snow.  It had the air of a crawl space.  Around me were walls of snow.  Floor of snow.  Ceiling of snow.  Where’s the sky?  I began to panic. 

‘I’m buried alive.’  I began to shake uncontrollably.  Hyperventilating, I clawed at snow piled above my snowy grave. 

“Dig, dig, Jesus Christ!”  I ordered myself, fighting hysterics. 

I dug and dug but all I found was snow and my hands began to grow numb. 

“Dig, dig,” I kept telling myself.  I didn’t care to even notice that I was sobbing. 

It had probably been just minutes but it felt like hours since I had begun digging and I still couldn’t see the sun. 

“My God, get me outta’ here!”  I screamed hysterically at the sky I could not see. 

I pawed furiously at the ceiling of my white prison, not caring about my numb fingers that were starting to burn. 

The snow began to feel lighter.  I pawed faster, finally punching at the snow.  Punch.  Punch.  Punch.  I could feel air and all of a sudden, bright light streamed in from a brand new hole in the roof of my snow coffin.  I pulled my upper body out back into the world above.  The sunlight had never felt so good.  It glistened off the snow and the tears still on my face.  I began laughing, opening my arms to embrace the sun.  I had never been so happy to be alive.  When I heard the terrible roar of that avalanche, I was sure that was it.  Now I felt the sun on my face and saw the world around me. 

It was so quiet, like nothing had happened.  Through the bright light and my squinted eyes, I saw why I’d come here in the first place.  The beautiful Wrangell Mountains panned out in an arc from the right flank of this lonely peak.  The massive, green valley extended from the base of those great faces and unfurled before me over 1500 vertical feet below where I sat.  It was the raw beauty of Alaska and I was right in the middle of it.  Then I remembered how far I still had to go.  I looked at my watch: 11:33.  I had to get going if I was going to make it back to my base camp before dark.  I tried to pull my legs out.  With much effort, I was able to get by left foot, snowshoe and all, out of the snow.  But my right leg was stuck. 

‘Why am I stuck?’  I wondered. 

Pulling as hard as I possibly could, my leg flew out in a shower of snow and sent me sprawling on my back.  A searing pain shot through my leg. 

“Ahhh!  Christ, what the hell is that?!”  I screamed in agony.  It felt like someone had cut my leg open and shoved a lit torch into it.  I looked at my leg and saw a bloody gash on my pants.  Then I saw something sticking out of the snow.  It was one of the ski poles I was using as walking sticks.  As the avalanche that had swept me away finally stopped, the pole was speared into my calf.  When the pain subsided a little, I took a sweat towel from my pack and wrapped it as tight as I could around my leg.  The pressure made it incredibly painful. 

“Uhhhaaaa!”  I bit my lip so hard it bled. 

Then I tried to crawl and get the ski pole that had caused me so much pain.  I would need it if I was going to get down the mountain.  I gripped its metal shaft and yanked it out.  My heart sank when I saw that it was horribly bent.  Still, it was better than nothing was.  I thought about searching for the other pole, but decided that was probably a pointless waste of time. 

Using the bent ski pole as a crutch, I slowly brought myself to my feet, wincing with pain.  I looked down the slope and saw the path down the mountain.  It just wound on and on into the distance.  I couldn’t even see the bottom or even halfway down really.  I remembered all the steep cliffs, narrow ledges, and yawning crevasses I had traversed through on the way up.  This was going to be the longest, toughest descent of my life.

~

~

~
From

Beneath the Burning Sun

By Eric Brown
Chapter 3: Twelve O’Clock High

December 9, 1941 - Nichols Field, the Philippines


Russ found himself chugging water again.  In a place that was blazing hot year round, he never felt like he had enough of it.  The water was almost never cold at the airfield but it felt so good running down Russ’ parched throat.  He was savoring another sip when an air mechanic called out, “Hey, Rusty!  Could you give me a hand with these blocks?”


“Sure.”


Russ set down his water and went over to the plane beneath which the mechanic was standing and helped him remove the stop blocks from the plane's wheels, prepping it for a recon flight.  Suddenly the pilot fired up the engine and the plane literally roared to life.  The noise nearly deafened Russ and the mechanic. 


“God damn it, Marty!” the mechanic shouted angrily at the pilot over the roar of the engine, “Wait until we’re clear before you start the engine!”


“Sorry!” the pilot shouted back, “thought you were!”


The mechanic shook his head and ducked back under the wing.  “Moron,” he muttered. 


Russ grinned and followed him.  He didn’t actually hear what the mechanic said but he could read his lips and emotions. 


He dropped the blocks by the nearby hangar entrance and tried to get the ringing out of his ears as he wandered back over to his place in the shade.  He sipped his water and was just starting to get comfortable when he heard, behind the fading roar of the plane taxiing down the runway, a distant drone. 


‘Geesh, Brass must really be amping up the sorties,’ Russ thought, ‘I wonder what for?’  But he gradually began to notice the noise getting louder and louder.  He saw the mechanic look up at the sky as he was signaling the recon plane into position.  Then, out of nowhere, an intense whistle blared through Russ’ ears and the recon plane exploded in a fireball.  In the space of a millisecond, the mechanic was reduced to a large bloodstain scorched into the runway as pieces of the plane fell from the sky.  The nearby hangar had the front part of its roof peeled back, men near the entrance were shredded by shrapnel, and the planes nearest to it were in flames.  The impact shook the earth so violently that it threw Russ to the ground.  The concussion left him momentarily dazed as he tried to get back to his feet.  The moment he did, however, another explosion knocked him down again.  The hangar at the far end of the runway was in flames.


Through the ringing in his ears, he heard the alarm blare. 


“Air raid!  Find cover!” someone shouted.


‘Really?  What gave you that idea?’  Russ thought sarcastically. 


But there was no cover.  The airfield had no trenches and the hangars were under fire.  All Russ could do was hope a bomb didn’t land near him. 


It was chaos on the airstrip as men poured frantically out of the hangars and barracks and onto the runway.  Russ found himself in the machine gun bunker with Peter. 


“Can’t we shoot back?”  Russ asked. 


Peter shook his head.  “They’re out of range.”


“Oh God.” 


Brian raced through the crowd, trying to put as much distance as he could between him and the hangars.  He could feel his heart pounding as another bomb exploded right in the middle of the runway.  The carnage was horrific as soldiers were butchered by shrapnel.  He saw someone fall in front of him and saw Bill’s torn body lying in front of him.


“Oh God, Michaels!” 


He ran over to him.  His friend was lying in a pool of blood on the ground.  Shrapnel had slashed his stomach and torn his leg off at the knee. 


“Jesus Christ!”  Brian shouted.


“Wesley!”


“Michaels!”  Brian was standing over him now.  He looked terrible.  His skin was ice cold and white as sheet.  His eyes were gray and sunken. 


“Wesley!  I’m hit!  I’m hit bad buddy,” he said weakly. 


“Don’t worry Michaels, Doc’ll fix you up,” Brian said.  He bent down to pick him up.  He grabbed his friend under the arms and dragged him across the runway. 


“Morrison!”  Brian bellowed in vain.  “Morrison, we need help!”  The surgeon was nowhere to be found. 


Russ curled up against the sandbag wall as another bomb set a hangar ablaze 100 yards away.  All of a sudden, there was a massive explosion.  A huge fireball erupted from the fuel dump as thousands of pounds of jet fuel went up from a direct hit by a 500-pound bomb.  The earth shook from the shock of the blast and big cloud of dust descended on large chunk of the airfield.  Then, through the chaos, Russ saw the figure of a man hunched over, dragging something on the ground. 


“Wesley!” 


“Rusty!  It’s Michaels!  He’s hurt bad,” Brian called back.


Russ ran over to them. 


“Oh Jesus!” he exclaimed when he saw his disfigured comrade.  “Peter!  Give us a hand!” 


Peter rushed over. 


“Good God!  Hang on Michaels,” he said.


The three of them dragged Bill over to the machine gun pit.  None of them seemed to notice the wide trail of blood left behind them.


“Hang on Bill, I’ll get help,” Peter said.  With that, he ran off looking for one of a small group of doctors that made up the field’s medical staff.  The runway was now deserted as what was left of the 150 soldiers stationed at the airfield raced into the jungle on the hillside at the far side of the airstrip. 


Bombs continued to fall as Brian tried to keep Bill conscious. 


“Stay with us Bill,” he said, “Stay with us.” 


“Don’t worry about me,” Bill said, barely able to speak.  “I’ll be fine.” 


“That’s right,” Russ said, “We’ll get Doc Morrison over here and he’ll fix you up.”


Bill’s eyes suddenly closed and he went limp. 


Stay with it,” Brian said, lightly slapping his friend’s face. 


“I can’t, Wesley,” he muttered, eyes opening slightly, his face bearing a hint of a smile.  “Kill these bastards for me, and tell Ma I’m sorry.”  Bill’s eyes closed again and a light flickered out for the last time. 


“Bill no!  No!  Come on Michaels!”  Brian cried.  “No, no, no, no, no.  Jesus Christ.”  Brian was drained as he let his head fall back against the sandbag bunker.  Bill was gone.  He couldn’t believe Bill was gone.  Russ just sat there in somber silence, hardly able to believe what had just happened.  Where had the peace gone?  Just yesterday, he had been lounging in the sun on that very spot, laughing and joking with his friends.  How had things gotten this far?  What had he done to deserve this torment?  Oh, how he longed for the peace he once had.  Russ had a feeling that things were only going to get worse.

______________________________________________________________________________

From

Beneath the Burning Sun

By Eric Brown

From Chapter 16: The Living Dead
September 22, 1942 - Cabanatuan, Luzon, the Philippines
Brian was tired.  He was always tired now.  He was tired of begging for food that was never given.  He was tired of longing for sleep that was never allowed.  He was tired of waiting for rescue that never came.  The pain in his stomach had stopped now.  The cold ground felt so good; he just wanted to sleep. 

The shock of a blow shook him awake.  The Japanese guard kicked him again. 

“Get up!” 

The guard dragged him to his feet.  His ribs throbbed, he had no energy left, and he could barely stand. 

“Move!”

The plow stood idle in front of him.  The guard picked up his rifle and clubbed him on the shoulder with the butt end.  The pain was dizzying.  Brian’s head was spinning. 

“Up!”

The guard dragged him up again. 

“You work or you die, understand!” he shouted, shoving him at the plow. 

Brian was still in a daze and he couldn’t move his arm an inch.  Somehow, he found the strength to move.  He leaned into the plow with his good arm and tried to push.  The plow seemed to weigh a ton.  He had to keep going.  Any day now, help could come.  Any day now, the war could end.  He just had to keep going. 

Pushing hard, Brian noticed his feet were moving. 

“Thank you, God,” he whispered.

______________________________________________________________________________

To Be Loved
By Eric Brown

I see the life inside your eyes

Their beautiful blue shining on me

Telling me everything is all right

When depression set in

You wiped the tears from my face

And taught me to smile again

When I was alone 

You picked me up 

and carried me home

When I fell down

You grabbed my hand 

and pulled me up - off the ground

You breathed life into these bones

And gave me the happiest feeling

I’ve ever known

With an angel’s hand

You pushed and shoved

But most of all you showed me 

What it is to be loved

Silence

By Eric Brown
Silence, deafening silence

Do you remember that peaceful quiet?

Its soothing calm

Quelling the riot

It was like warm sunlight

On a cold, dark world

Beneath its rays, flowers bloomed

And life unfurled

Do you remember that blissful calm?

Now just a fading memory 

I’ve forgotten its wonderful sound

And it’s forgotten me

It left me here

In this terrible place

Where the ground is cold 

And lives are erased

The fallen seem to bear

A smile upon their face

They can’t hear this war anymore

They’ve gone to a quieter place

Silence, deafening silence

Oh what a beautiful sound

My ears ache for it

For it means the hate is no longer abound

______________________________________________________________________________

Chin-Chin

By J. Samuel Collins

My First Day of Work at Chin-Chin


I remember: I was only bus boy; delivery boy “this bitch!”; delivery advertising; communist porcelain; drunk girl; silverware protocol. 


I don’t remember: what days these happened in accordance; names, except for Wilson’s. 


My first day of work in Chin-Chin Chinese Restaurant wasn’t what I expected.  No other means have truly introduced me to the real working world other than the experience I gained there.  My shift began at ten o’clock sharp to help with the lunch crowd.  My employer, Wilson, was nowhere to be seen; only the waiter Joel was with me.  Calling Joel dedicated to his job would be a stretch, but claiming that he was personable was a flat out lie.  At first, I suspected he didn’t understand much English; however, he merely did not care for any social interaction. 


After lunch, I found myself sweeping cigarette butts outside.  I returned through the front door to find the hostess, Mary, and the delivery man, Jin, sitting at the bar stuffing menus into what appeared to be neighborhood notice letters.  


Mary cupped her hands to her mouth and whispered, “This is really a pain!”


To the contrary, Jin turned around looking furious and yelled, “THIS BYEOTCH!!!”


I felt my face turn red as I quickly realized that the restaurant was still full of customers.  Two women sipping red wine sunk into their chairs nervously as the outburst sestet.


At the end of the day, I was instructed by Wilson to ride in Jin’s truck to deliver the menus.  Despite my better judgment, I agreed.  To my surprise, Jin was not unsafe but merely fairly eccentric.  


“Des piss me off!” he said angrily as we climbed into his pickup.  He continued to explain to me with a long strand of cursing of how his boss did not pay for his gas and was inconsiderate.  As Jin’s rebellion, he decided to do his errands while he was out, while taking his sweet time.  After picking up his laundry and groceries, Jin offered me a cigarette while filling up his truck at the local shell gas station.  


After a long day, I returned to Chin-Chin to discover that Wilson had received a shipment of goods from China to sell.  The object that held the centerpiece was a porcelain medallion with a painted soldier and embossed with a large red star of communism.  I proceeded to attempt to explain to Wilson how I really thought the medallion might not sell.


The following day, Wilson told me that my services were no longer needed.

______________________________________________________________________________

From Genith
By J. Samuel Collins

- Chapter 1 -

The heavens were dark.  Relentless water was bombarded downward from troubled skies to crash upon the solid earth.  Puddles of rainwater had soon become pools in the downpour of the outskirt city streets.  Although vision was almost obscured by the weather, one could barely note the silhouette of a man.  As he briskly made his way from a corresponding garage, the man approached the Historical Anglican Church Cloister doors.  The great oak arched doors were opened and the warm glowing light of candles illuminated his features.  


The man was a fairly tall, and despite his mature appearance, was still young at the age of twenty-two.  He had light brown hair that was parted into descending bangs, as well as a pair of brilliant emerald eyes.  The man slipped through the wooden doors and entered an illuminated dome temple.  The walls were plain tan, illuminated by the soft glow of the flickering candelabras.  The chapel, although veiled by the darkness, was still arguably the most noticeably evocatively beautiful architectural works for miles.  The gray stonework maintained such fine details in arches, mosaics, statues, and great windows of stained glass, that it almost held a slight gothic design.  A large bell tower extended from the central chapel entrance.  Despite its expert attention to detail most of which had faired adequately though the test of time, the chapel was not large in relevance to more modern churches.  


 Removing his soaked overcoat to hand it in the church coat rack, the young man walked through the rows of pews when he heard the clicking sound of the church doors being opened again.  He knew exactly what was to come.  Swiftly, the man ducked into the pews and knelt with his hands folded, pretending to pray.  The individual who entered was the exact person that the young man had hoped to avoid.  

Officer O’Brian was the lead investigator into a case that was by far the most disturbing and bizarre he had ever encountered.  After scanning the chapel for the witness he wished to question further, only to see the portly, smiling abbot standing before him.  From the pews that he shielded himself with, the man could here the two speaking.  After a few moments, the officer seemed content and left the chapel.  The youth then heard a familiar voice behind him.

“Ronan?” the abbot said softly in a thick Irish accent.

After a pause in which only the sound of the whispers of candle flames could be heard, the man replied, “Yes, Father McCollum?”  His words carried no less the weight of a whisper yet held great clarity within them, the sound of a man with everything on his mind and seemingly no wish to speak of anything.  

“Ronan…he’s gone,” McCollum could sense the both the relief at this knowledge but also the confused senses of feeling.  “Ronan?”

At the sound of his name, Ronan felt the flood of imagery return to him and the memory that had turned his life inside out.

Two days earlier, Ronan was leaning on the wall of his apparent complex’s elevator as he approached the seventh floor.  The borderline antique lift made unpredictable clicks and moans after decades of laboriously carrying occupants.  Although the building itself was practically a historical monument, it was religiously well preserved to continue to maintain a rustic and nostalgic atmosphere.  

A graduate student in ancient cultures, he shared an apartment with his two best friends.  Brian and Alex had known Ronan since high school; the three remained in close contact up until their present struggles of obtaining a professional degree.  Unlike Ronan who possessed a bachelor’s degree in herbology and ancient culture, yet was unsure how to use his education in a career, Brian was more direct with his approach to archeology.  Alex, on the other hand, was already anticipating his occupation in architectural design.  The apartment itself held two rooms with a kitchen and bath that was fairly priced.  Since each man was usually out or busy with attending some form of education, the small space didn’t bother any of them.  

That weekend, Ronan had decided to visit the cloister, the home of the only other family he considered aside from his two friends.  The Sunday night of his return, the midsummer’s moon was obscured by lingering storm clouds, remaining steady until the time of squalls was upon them.  The elevator gave a ring as the light for the seventh floor flashed on in the complex elevator.  Ronan pulled the metal grate aside and closed it behind him as he casually walked down the hall.  Suddenly, he paused as he distinctly caught the poignant stench of blood in the air.  With his right hand, he tightened his grip of his traveling bag that was slung around his shoulder.  After scanning the hallway for any sign of disturbance, Ronan continued sniffing curiously thinking a neighbor might have had a cooking accident.  His hand paused before grasping his apparent door handle, as though fear and compelling inquisitiveness had cemented his shoes to the stained white floor tiles.  The scent of blood strongly seeped through the gaps from behind Ronan’s apartment door.  Eternity seemed to whirl around his mind as thoughts of what could be or what would be entered in a jubilee of damning possibilities.  Human attempt to rationalize a situation to counteract the overreaction of a radical imagination began to relieve the sight fears that ran through Ronan’s head.  He forced himself from his daze to hurriedly open the door despite the hesitation that was only quelled by ignorance.  Although Ronan, at worst, was anxious that his friend’s might have been hurt by innocent means, it was ignorance itself of the possibility of the worst outcome that he realized as he opened the door.  

The hinges seem to give passage to a place Ronan didn’t recognize.  He let his bag fall from his shoulders as he stood petrified at the sight that lay before him.  The door had seemingly led to an unknown passage to a hell beyond anything Ronan had ever seen, in which both fear and terror whose forms lurked in ambiguous shadows.  The room would have been completely dark if it had not been for the windows that were shattered letting dim light seep over the floors.  Two figures were sprawled on the floor: one lay face down fallen from the sofa; the other was wedged under a fallen bookshelf that was covered in broken glass.  As Ronan’s eyes franticly moved from one body to the other, his eyes became aware of the great pools of blood that were draining from the figures.  

Ronan frenetically rushed to Brian’s body.  Turning the body over from its position from halfway off the sofa, he felt over the bloodied chest and neck for any sign of life.  Only a single slightest flutter of a heartbeat could be felt by Ronan’s bloody hands.  He quickly bolted to his chest of drawers and grabbed a pile of his own undershirts.  Ripping them into crooked straps of cloth, he began to apply pressure to the countless wounds surrounding the body.  After sprinting back to his drawers, he lifted up the bookshelf that pinned Alex to the floor.  Both men were unconscious and what blood remained in them was quickly being drained out of them.  Their wounds seemed countless.  There were lacerations from on their necks, exposing their jugular veins, to skin pealed away from their Achilles tendon, that were slight in half.  After frantically binding what wounds he could, Ronan groped in the darkness for the telephone.  

After dialing the 911, Ronan began to slip into shock.  Suddenly, a flash of lightning illuminated the room.  In the time that lasted less than a second, he witnessed the smeared floors and furniture all painted red.  However, the single thing that struck even more fear into Ronan was the large sidewall.  That which was once blank, was now covered with strange, smeared symbols in blood.  Ronan couldn’t understand what they said, but the mere sight of them seemed sinister beyond all expression.  Then, in large letters were written his name.  “RONAN,” it read crookedly in the blood of his friends.  At that moment, whether on account of the intoxicating stench of blood or the terror that lay before him, Ronan shook uncontrollably and vomited as he heard the sirens approaching.

۞


“Ronan!” the voice of Father Paul McCollum pulled Ronan from his daze.  The small portly abbot was now sitting next to him in the end of the pew.  He was an elderly man of seventy-five with a balding head, long white beard, and kind eyes that wrinkled skin crowded.  Father McCollum had been Ronan’s guardian from the youth’s infancy.  Ronan glanced at him with a somber face.  The silence was almost piercing as the glow of candles danced on the dome ceiling. 


“Officer wanted a follow up on your statement to the department,” Father McCollum said pensively only to see Ronan merely nod his head in response.  “Wasn’t your fault, boy,” he paused to let his words sink into the youth.


“I know,” Ronan replied.  His words were soft and deep yet trite in their full notion.


“Come now, you look as miserable as a fig caught in a winter bog…How are Alex and Brian, then?” the abbot tried to view the brighter side of the situation upon sensing that neither direct comfort nor guidance seemed to reach Ronan at the moment.


“Still in intensive care, but they’ll be alright after about a week or more.”  


“That’s good,” the abbot struggled for something else to say.  “Well-”


“Yeah,” Ronan replied to save the abbot before he could fumble with more words in his old mind.  “It’s late.  I’d better get to bed.  Thanks again for letting me stay here, Father.”


“Pah, you know quite well you always have a roof here, lad.”  Father McCollum coughed trying to force a smile through his dry, worried face.  “Goodnight.”


Ronan gave him a slight smile and nodded to him before he stood up from the pew and made his way to a door on the far right side of the sanctuary.  The door opened to an old and cramped cloister foyer.  A lantern hung from the ceiling to illuminate the single antique satin bench.  Beyond, a worn door led into the kitchen and dining hall.  He turned left to ascend a spiraling stone staircase illuminated by candles held by crevices in the stonework.  He continued down a narrow corridor to open the door to his childhood room.  


It was plain, as he had left it as though neither time nor space had touched anything.  Exhausted, Ronan fell into his undersized bed to bury his head in his pillow.  Sleep quickly fell over him, but he knew that sleep didn’t always mean peace for the dreamer.

______________________________________________________________________________

Genith Bard Tunes

By J. Samuel Collins

Hath this world been undone?


Hath the stories gone unsung? 


Hath the peace been broke?


Nay, for even as I draw me dyin’ breath, I still draw hope!


(musical solo)


I seen many a corpse before,


And I’ve laid down many a more,


Perhaps I am too good at this war,


Days grow darker when the best season will die,


And I miss the autumn blue sky,


Perhaps the heavens have grown thus wry, 


I lift up mine sword once again and pray,


And I weep for those whom bodies I sever astray,


Perhaps I will meet those again whom I slay


Oh, Nay, Nay, Nay-e-He-ay-e-ay! 


(musical solo)


I am thus a lone mercenary!

______________________________________________________________________________

IRA

By J. Samuel Collins

“BLOOP BLOOP BLOOP GLOP BOP,” the Guinness poured from its dark glass bottle.  The foam rose until it teetered on the pewter mug, threatening to overflow onto the oak bar.  


I sat in the corner of the pub, candles light and shadows held a jig of celebration that all men in the bar took part in.  My partner, Angus Locoer, walked brazenly up to me with a large foolish grin plastered over his face. 


“Fight alright for a Yank!” he laughed, finding his understatement extremely humorous.  “Do you have any more grenades shoved up your arss?”


“You told me that you would pull the fire alarm so there wouldn’t be anyone in the embassy,” I was almost scowling at him.  My face felt red and as though someone has poured hot oil into my pores.  


“Dilly dally!  Only a couple of English watchmen, boy!” 


I could tell that Angus did not give a damn who died or what he told me.  The only blood that could be shed for him was Irish.  However, I was almost used to such things, after defecting and joining the Republican Army nothing surprised me anymore.  It was like becoming numb to all of life’s little horrors and quintessential truths.  No man could be a liar if no man knows.  


I was sick of the world’s “none participation” in world affairs.  A bomb goes off, politicians wander if tariffs will rise, everything else is collateral.  “So no more hypocrisy,” I told myself.  I would bomb the bombers, kill the killers, and oppress the oppressors, but what does that make me?

______________________________________________________________________________

Tree’s Prophesy (Celtic Lament)

By J. Samuel Collins
O all of nature, all of life,

Tis all known as trees shake with earth’s strife,

Spring to Fall, Fall to Spring

All in the notes by which the song birds sing,

As tales are told by mortal men,

They wait, learn, and listen,

The silent and wise are they, the immortal of kin,

For all that is, and was, is all by them, written,

O traveler, listen to the tale of he who has stood,

And I shall show you of the prophecy that lies in wood,

The bark tis cold, old, and numb,

To mighty winter’s chill the ash tree shall succumb,

Yggdrasil tells of a mighty and vast a drum,

Yea, the great a war doth come.

Idol

By J. Samuel Collins
Who art thou that flavored smoke doth rise?

In way thou sat on aged wood,

Would thou stand if thou could?

Now thou sit in death, carved in stone.

Art thou a clay man that man may own?

I heard much of thine manner,

By all that which I was told,

He who once was so humble why sits in gold?

In wisdom and cryptic speech,

How did thou teach?

He who now sits marked by cold stone,

Does thou sit all alone?

Does thou speak in truth,

Or does thou speak in anointed gold?

Is this what thou wished,

Or, shall I crack thy stone? 

For who needs carven metal,

When words are winds that shall not settle?

When thy smoke stalks die,

Who does thou sit by?

When the ground is covered in ash,

Now great stalks lean about to crash.

Thou sits in stone now,

With silent and serene a brow,

Keep right thine eternal peaceful vow, 

Sit here in carved of stone pedestal divan,

But art thou a man who sits in heaven? 

O Son of Man, why does Thou hang,

Eternity mourning bells doth rang,

Carved in metal, wood, or stone,

Hung by deeds of man we all have sown.

Thy spirit doth not lie up nailed,

Does not dwell in ideal hailed,

Where art Thou, Mystery?

Thy named flowered in history.

As night turn light and light turns cold,

Truth be told, Thy ghost we now hold,

Let the ocean crash in mighty jubilee,

For it is You who dwell in me.

Those Long Days

By Emily Elkind
The days are mild, crisp, and cool

On the days we have school

The leaves have fallen

The trees are bare

The lights keep the house full of cheer

The cold is kept at bay

As long as the warmth can stay

There is no need for snow

The cold is just enough

______________________________________________________________________________

The Home in My Heart

By Emily Elkind
I have a map in the back of my head

A crystal clear map of the old house where I lived

The map continues, going into my old school, remembering my classes

Maybe heading into the classrooms, seeing different teachers there, 

But picturing the same kids I remembered

Nonetheless, the school feels like home, a home where I don’t belong

As I remembered the memories, I used to share, 

Watching my old life flash by like a train, my mind so eager to move on

My mind wanders through the downtown,

Going through the town, finding my favorite places 

Going past the streets in my neighborhood, seeing the ghost of my life

Passing my old church, the roads that are still so familiar

There is a certain feeling that 

Things stay the same but things feel different

I looked out the window, trying not to cry,

Knowing that the town would never be home.

______________________________________________________________________________

From

The Mysterious Figure at the Window

By Emily Elkind

I walked back upstairs to find Mom’s door closed, but the sounds of her waking up, the small shufflings of her putting clothes on, pulling up the covers on the bed, so they were taut.  I walked away from the door, down the hall, to the immaculately clean, white bathroom.  I always thought it came from the magazine.  The tiles were cold against my bare feet, so cold that the muscles in the bottoms of my feet flexed in protest.  I ran back to my bedroom with its four-poster bed and blue velvet drapes to find my bathrobe hanging on my pegboard.  I ran back to the bathroom and started the shower, the warm water feeling refreshing against my cold skin.  After a shower, I went back downstairs to find Mom curled up on the couch in her bathrobe.  I sighed angrily.  She had always done this ever since I could remember.  That didn’t stop me from being angry, though.

“Mom!”

“Hmmm?” was her reply.

 I tried again.  ”Mom?”

“What, Isabel?”

She sounded tired, like she always did these days.  “Please, Mom, go change out of your bath robe, and shower.  It’s time to start the day,” I said coaxingly.

“Mmm...I don’t want to.  I just want to go back to sleep.”

“Mom, listen to me.  What time did you go to bed last night?”  No answer.  Her eyes had closed.  “MOM!”  I practically shouted.  Her leg twitched and her eyes flew open.  I coaxed her off the couch and up the steps.  I led her to her bedroom, and closed the door, but stood outside to make sure she got into the shower like I wanted her to.  Sure enough, I heard her feet pad across the tiled bathroom floor, and I heard the water turn on.  I waited until the water turned completely on before walking away.  

I walked back into the kitchen, where I had left the paper earlier.  I glanced at the article about the woman and the car, and then had an idea.  I ran across the hall to the downstairs office, where my black Dell computer sat waiting.  I turned it on, and while I was waiting, I went to get the newspaper article.  I clicked on the Internet, and the Google webpage opened.  In the Search bar, I typed Missing Colorado Women.  I was determined to figure out who the woman really was.  I clicked on the link to many websites.  I clicked on the first link.  In the search bar, under missing people, I typed her name in.  My idea was that if I typed in the woman’s name, as she told us, under Missing Adults it might lead me to her actual name.  I typed in the name she gave us and hit Search.  The screen said Sorry, no matches found for the specific criteria.  I let out my breath and closed the computer down.  Just then, I heard the Thump!  Thump!  of Mom’s black flats on the wooden stairs.

“Hey, Mom.  Did you see the paper this morning?”

“No, I didn’t, Isabel.  What is it you want to show me?”

As a reply, I grabbed the newspaper article from the computer desk and handed it to her.  I watched her bright green eyes scan the article.  When she was done, she looked up at me.

She said, “I think the woman mentioned in the article as the owner of the car is the same woman who unexpectedly showed up at our house last night.”

“I think so, too,” was my reply.  “So,” I said, “what do you think we should do about it?”

Mom said, “Let’s tell the police about it.  It may be that she has family out looking for her, and they may have filed a Missing Persons report.”

“I don’t think it is a good idea,” I said.  “We promised her, and I mean PROMISED her that we wouldn’t turn her in.”

“But now that I think about it,” Mom said, “she didn’t exactly tell us what she did.”

I said, “She had no right or reason to tell us what crime she committed.  It’s none of our business.”

“You have a point there, Isabel.  But I just wanted her to feel like she could trust us, and that we weren’t going to do her any harm.”

“I know, but now that I think about it, I don’t think it was right for us to try to force her to tell us about the crime she committed.  But, again, there’s nothing we can do about it now.  She’s already missing.”

______________________________________________________________________________

The Strength of Women

By Emily Elkind
Women who were once portrayed as weak

Are now able to be portrayed as strong

Through being given a chance to make a difference 

While this world is full of strife, poverty, pain 

Women have contributed to making the poverty go away

Helping ease the pain, helping quell the strife

Where there was no light at the end of the tunnel,

There is now light, as the possibilities unfold

People around the world are now rejoicing

Where there was no chance of a future

There is now a future

There is a chance, there is strength,

There is hope

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Dreams

By Emily Elkind
My eyes are open

To the possibilities of this world

The entire world is in front of me

There is no stopping

To hesitations about going on

I push ahead

Pushing away all the negative thoughts that fill my head

Careers and dreams fill my head

The dreams are possible  

As long as I can work to make them real 

To Be Different

By Emily Elkind
I refuse to be the same

I refuse to conform

To be “normal” is not an option

To be like everybody else 

Does not appeal

Conforming is hard, you are different by your standards

But of course there is someone else who is just like you

If you said conforming was impossible

Impossible would be the right word

There are always those who refuse to fight this fight

They say it is easier to conform

But I don’t think it is right

That is why I am still willing to fight this fight.

______________________________________________________________________________

Excerpt from

The Train’s Wrath

By Emily Elkind

As days passed, Elizabeth began to sense more of her surroundings.  She sensed the cool air, which seeped in from the partially opened window, the dimmed halogen lights throughout the room, her mom’s presence by her bed; she was sometimes even there during the night.  She would hear the beeping of the heart monitor, the periodic squeak of the door as it opened and shut with the comings and goings of doctors and nurses, and even the grave voices of the nurses and doctors, talking to her mother about how she had fractured three vertebrae and would need surgery to be able to walk, and her mother’s voice, terse and tense, as she replied.  But she was still unable to open her eyes or sit up on her own.  This made her hate herself for running out in front of the train.  She had tried to kill herself because she couldn’t imagine going back to a school where people had betrayed her, lied and gossiped about her.  Instead of killing herself, she had fractured three vertebrae, and may never walk again.  She really wished she had not tried to commit suicide, and because she had tried, things would never be okay again, things would never be the same.

She felt like she was a failure, her morale had been low since kids at school had begun to talk about her behind her back; she could tell by the looks they gave her when they talked.  They looked up at her every time they finished talking, always whispering and talking in a circle.  She was also an easy target.  She had a few close friends, but she didn’t have a group to hang out with consistently.  They also took advantage of the fact that she took many things said too personally.  But if she knew about what kinds of rumors the kids spread about her, they also knew that she would tell an adult about what was happening, but she had never gotten the courage up to go and talk to someone.  She knew very clearly that she wouldn’t ever talk to her mom about these types of things again.  For many years, she could trust that her mom would always be there to make her feel better about the problems at school.  But then suddenly, her mom said she’d gotten tired of hearing about the problems and said she didn’t want her to come to her with her problems.  So, she began to feel unloved; she had lost her mom’s trust, which she had always valued.

______________________________________________________________________________

The College Town Murder

By Emily Elkind

The man was found dead, lying in his own blood.  He had been dead for only a couple of hours.  The prestigious college professor was found in the library, the dim lights casting eerie shadows on the walls.  His hands were tied, his legs bound.  He was lying facedown, and rigid.  A small gunshot wound was just above his temple.  All the doors and windows were locked, furniture in its place.  Even the heavy library door was completely closed.  The door had always been hard to force open.  Even the strongest of men had trouble opening the door.  So, when his wife needed help opening the door, she called one of the menservants to do it. 

Harry and Marie Finland had a good reputation among the small town.  Harry was a college professor at Dartmouth College.  His wife worked as an attorney. 

911 Phone Call

“Hello, what is your emergency?”  (911 dispatcher)

“Oh my God, my husband, he’s dead!!!  He’s dead!!  He’s dead!!”

“Ma’am, we’ll try to get someone out there as fast as we can.”  (911 dispatcher)

“Hurry up!  Hurry up!”

“Someone is coming, hang on ma’am.”

The door closed, then opened.  Loud stomping of feet could be heard as the police trooped into the library.

“Ma’am, when did you find his body?

“Just a few minutes ago, lying on the floor!!!  Just like this!”

Ok, ma’am, try to calm down.  Try to relax.”

Marie exhaled at this point and relaxed her shoulders, stretching them as she did so.  She looked up attentively at the officer, waiting for his next question.

“Come with me, ma’am, we are going to go to the police station for questioning.”  (Marie gave him a horrified look, then turned away.)

“It’s just for questioning, don’t worry yet.”

Marie let herself be led away to the police car where she settled herself.  They sat in silence for the drive.

At the police station, the officer and Marie were sitting in a room with frosted glass over the door and top half of the wall.  She was sitting in a chair facing the officer.

“Did your husband have any enemies that you know of?”

Marie leaned her head back against the wall.  She cast her eyes up to the ceiling tiles, beginning to count them.  She was suddenly startled by a sound outside.  She jerked her head forward.

“He had some problems sometimes with a colleague of his, Mr. James Green.  They occasionally disagreed on a couple of things, but it was never a major fight.  The problem was always quickly resolved.  But he complained that he had gotten a raw deal on his paycheck.  He felt that he hadn’t gotten a fair deal for the hard work he had done.  He had been complaining about this for months, and he mentioned this to his boss, but nothing was ever done about it.  His boss got really tired of hearing about his complaints of a lower paycheck.  But he said that his boss mentioned in passing that the way he had been managing his class.  He hadn’t been working them hard enough for a college class.  But I don’t see how it would make them want to kill him.”  The officer’s pen scribbled across the pad, never looking up once to acknowledge her presence.  His pen stopped moving, and he looked up.

Who were your acquaintances? 

“Of course, there was Mrs. Miller, who was down the street.  And there was Mr. Smith who worked alongside my husband, and he always said that he worked very hard, always trying to help other of us.  And there were Frank and Mary Reed, who live around the corner.  I have a close friend at work, Eleanor Rilkes.  I’ll give you our business card.  I’ll also give you the phone numbers and addresses of the people I mentioned.

“Thank you for the information, you may go.”  Marie left, the door slowly closed.


The officer left the station, driving to the addresses on the paper that Marie gave him.  He went down the list, pulling into each driveway, going up to each door.  He pulled away if there was no one home and called each phone number on the paper, asking them to call him back if they had information. 


Sure enough, the next day, he got calls from two of the people he had left messages for, and when he asked them to come to the police station, they gladly consented. 


Mrs. Miller, when she was asked whether Mr. Finland had done something to bother her, really bother her, so much that she would want to hold a grudge.  She said that no, he had always been pleasant to be around, very considerate, very thoughtful.  He had a great sense of humor.  She couldn’t believe that he had died.  When the officer asked if she had anything to add, she shook her head and she was dismissed. 


Mr. Green, when he was asked whether Mr. Finland had done something that made him hold a grudge against his colleague.

“No, he never bothered me, he was an extremely hard worker.  He was always able to make someone feel better if they were having a bad day.  I know this information isn’t able to be very helpful.”

“Any information is helpful.  I’m glad you came in to give us help.”


When the officer went to Frank and Mary Reed’s home, they said that they didn’t see him out very often.  The only time that they had gotten to know them was when they had had a Christmas party last year.  But otherwise, they really hadn’t talked much since then.  The officer went on to the next person on the list.


When he showed up at the law firm looking for Eleanor Rilkes, and she was taken aside to talk to the officer.  He asked if she had heard about the death of Harry Finland, and she said that Marie had mentioned it at work, and then burst into tears.  When she asked gently if she wanted to talk about it, she waved her away.  She also said that Marie was out of sorts all day.  “But then I overheard that she didn’t care that he had died because she would be entitled to his life insurance policy.  That’s all I have to say.”

“Well, thanks for your time, and the information.”


The officer went back to his desk back at the police station.  He looked through his notes on the case, looking for a pattern.  The only pattern he could find was that everyone seemed to think highly of Harry Finland, and felt that it was a pity that he had died.  Obviously, he would have to dig deeper.  He would first start with the entire street where the Finlands lived.  Then he would question all the faculty that worked in the college with Harry Finland.  Then he would question all who were in the firm with his wife to see who had heard about his death and who hadn’t.  Those who had heard about his death, he would ask them how much they knew, and then ask them to give details about what they knew, all the while looking for signs of lying, and asking everyone he interviewed (only those who knew something of his death) to take a polygraph test.  He was only interested in administering polygraph tests to people in the college because they worked closest to Mr. Finland.  If he didn’t get anything from that, he would work with the people from their neighborhood, interviewing them again, asking for a second time what they knew.  If all this work he was doing was fruitless, he would have to start thinking about hiring some help for the case.

______________________________________________________________________________

EPCOT

By Whitney Ott
It was a scorching hot June day as my family entered Epcot for the third time that week.  When we were at Disney World, my brothers didn’t torture me like they did at home, like pushing me down the stairs in a laundry basket, not to mention I was blindfolded and only four.  Here we could have fun, and that is exactly what we were headed to do, until Mark saw the shooting water.  The shooting water was in the middle of a large courtyard, full of other families and children running to their next ride or show.  The heat was almost unbearable, so my brothers decided to play in the water.  Water would shoot up from the ground, at random times, and the pressure behind the water was strong so that the water could fly high into the air.  Mark and John did some whispering and I knew it couldn’t be good.  Why weren’t my parents watching?!  At the time, I thought we were all going to play a game together in the water but I was very wrong.  Then mark told me something very exciting!  He said that there were toys and stuffed animals that were below the holes in the ground, where the water came out.  He told me if I looked, I could pick one out and keep it!  So there I was, four years old, with my head over a hole in the ground.  But where were the toys and great things that they’d told me about?  Water rushed up my nose and into my eyes.  It hurt so bad.  But I still couldn’t figure out where the great surprises were.  As I cried I realized that they’d tricked me again.

______________________________________________________________________________

Are We Still Friends?

By Whitney Ott

Are we still friends?

Or did that end a long time ago?

You broke my heart,

But that’s understandable

I used to hold your hand 

And everything would go away

No, I wonder what if it had lasted one more day

I didn’t sleep for those three nights 

After a blow-off of unspoken fights

I didn’t speak from then on,

I didn’t speak…now you’re gone 

An innocent look 

Turned into innocent lies

We got caught 

But was it really a surprise?

If I died tonight, 

Would you cry tomorrow?

I just can’t take it…

Where did you go?

Never Say Goodbye

By Whitney Ott
As the days pass slowly,

And the months creep by,

It seems like only yesterday

That you were still alive.

The days we spent together,

The times we spent in song,

It’s almost been a year,

But it hasn’t seemed that long.

We got the call that morning,

Your name confirmed my fears.

I hit my knees in shock

That soon turned into tears.

I remember you that Friday,

As you left familiar halls,

And only two days later,

Cards of sympathy filled those walls.

Why’d your kids have to see it?

For now their hearts, they cannot mend

Why couldn’t you wait another day? 

Why’d that have to be the end?

Thanks for all the things you taught me, 

Even for the times you made me cry.

You know I’ll always miss you,

But I’ll never say goodbye.

Believing in Love

By Tina West
Love is beautiful but hard to find.

Some people see it and some are blind.

How can you find it without crashing hard?

The wind will help guide us to wherever we may go.

But the truth is, love comes and goes.

______________________________________________________________________________

Living with a Broken Heart

By Tina West
She lives for the moment

For that is all she knows

She can’t be stopped

But nobody knows

How she feels inside

So lonely and dark

She is trapped from opening her heart

______________________________________________________________________________

Every Day

By Tina West
The blue sky looks like the ocean color blue and stretches across the land as far as we can see.  Our dark skin soaks up the sun as we walk for miles to deliver our fruits and vegetables to the market in the village.  We are surrounded on each side by dense jungle.  The trees reach up towards God and they protect us.  We chase each other’s shadows for enjoyment and speak about our families.  The baskets filled with mangos cover our heads from the rays of the sun shining down.  We can smell the mangos, sweet and sour.  Sweat drips from every inch of our bodies and all we have is the night to look forward to.  Scabs and sores on our tender feet rub against the hard soil, but we just keep going.  Our families rely on us…we care for them and have learned to find food.  We envy the birds flying above us.  They are free and can roam the world without question.  We hear the waves crashing and know we are close to home.  The breeze blows on our body and we smell the salty ocean.  Nightfall has come and the sun has gone back down, under the water.  Our day’s work is done, and we ponder…maybe tomorrow will be different?
Please

By Tina West
God I feel so low tonight

The tears won’t stop pouring down

Will you able to be there for me?

All you do is lie

Just let me be here lonely tonight

You can’t change who I am

Will you be able to be there for me?

Tell no truth I know I will believe

Just don’t walk away

I cover up the real me

I do what I please

Please care for me

Will you be able to be there for me?

When I act like nothing matters

When anger fills the air

When my legs won’t carry me anymore

Will you be able to be there for me?

I’m begging you please don’t leave
______________________________________________________________________________
I’ve Changed

By Tina West
I was wrong and you were right

The words are screaming inside

You never let me sleep

You’ve gone but I still hear your voice

Stop treating me this way you say 

I wish that everyone could see

How confusing love has made of me

Now I am not in any thoughts in your mind

Now I am different

Speak in slow motion

Speak to me with those brown eyes

I am positive you’re here

The people who you know help you

Remember what you’ve done wrong

I’ve changed in so many ways
Never Felt This Before

By Tina West
It’s been 41 days since you’ve been gone

Glad you weren’t here to see the tears

You couldn’t have whipped them away anyways

Life got hard and I had no one to rely on except for myself

I doubt your love sometimes,

But then you’re always there for me in the end

Were we meant to be or do these feelings just come and go

Everything’s different but everything is fine
______________________________________________________________________________
Time Will Come

By Tina West
I would’ve put everything I had into us

But my heart is still broken

I’ll try to care again

Please don’t let me down

Now you’re gone

And I’m wondering what life has made of me

I wish you were still here

To help me get through this

I know I will try to love again one day 

Be patient…and

Love will find its way into my broken heart
______________________________________________________________________________

Tuscany

By Tina West
I step outside, take a deep breath of air, and look around.  The sunrise is coming up and the colors of it are magnificent: orange, pink, and yellow.  It looks like the Impression of the Sunrise by Monet.  The air is dewy and smells like the beautiful daffodils that are scattered across the rolling valleys.

As I walk down the pathway through the garden, my feet clomp across the tile stepping-stones.  I get to the top of the hill and all I can see is the rolling valleys that go on and on.  The grass is fresh and glistening from the drizzling rain from the night before.

Going inside of Tuscany’s hidden towns, the shops were beautifully decorated and it seemed they only had barely enough room to breath.  The houses set upon the Florence River were majestic and were all different colors.  They were at least four stories high and had tiny little windows with flower boxes overflowing of flowers of all sorts.  The people have smiles stretched from ear to ear and have skin like caramel.  The statues are so intriguing and lure you to take a closer look.  The Biancone statue was the most beautiful; it had a huge carriage with water flowing out at the bottom and the nude men staring at the top of the carriage where the women were reaching up towards the heavens.

I visited the Livorno beach, which looked like paradise on earth.  The water was the color aqua.  As I walked along the beach the soft, squeaky, white sand tickled my feet.  A man who looked in his late 50s was taking tours on the water.  I jumped aboard the white sparkling boat and we headed off.  The wind pulled my hair back from my face and the sunrays graced upon my shoulders; I looked back and saw the perfect view.  The grape vine trees were scattered next to the perfectly tan colored villas and red roofs.  After the long day out on the ocean, I headed home.  I traveled on the road of Val di Cecina, which was covered with beautiful trees that went on and on.  I could never forget how beautiful this was.

______________________________________________________________________________

Whispering Away

By Tina West
The beauty is here

The winter is fading and summer is near

The leaves are gone and floating along

To higher places where the stars are

Cool breezes give me chills

As I cover up and wish them goodbye

________________________________________________________________________
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(You guessed it: The bird ate the frog, and the lion ate the bird.  However, do not be concerned, because none of this survival of the fittest stuff has anything to do with our anthology.)
New

By Megan Young
I don’t think that I will ever be able to understand the world.  I don’t think that I will ever be able to understand the people that live in it.  How their minds work I will never know.  And, to be honest, I could not care less.  This subject used to move me more.  Now…well, let’s just say that it carries no feeling.  It has no effect on me anymore.  And that is how I want it…and how it is going to stay.
______________________________________________________________________________
Flying

By Megan Young
I see you flying my way

I see you flying up and down and all around me

You are my bird

You see, you are a part of me…
______________________________________________________________________________
Turkey

By Megan Young
Dear Diary,


My beloved country is falling apart.  I cannot stand it.  When I mean falling apart, I mean in more ways than one.  Everywhere I turn, another building is falling apart.  It hurts to look.  I do not even have a clue to what any of us can do about it.  If I knew what to do, then of course I would try to do something about it.  My family is falling apart as well as my country.  My country is absolutely filthy!  It reminds me of the dessert.  Being able to look past its absolute filth, it is a very beautiful country.  Just yesterday, Diary, mother and I went into town to purchase a few turkeys.  We are going to have a party as well as a feast tonight.  It is going to be so delicious I cannot bear to wait any longer for it.  Mother says that this feast is very important.  It is a symbol of freedom to come.




Pieces

By Megan Young
A

Heart

Is Not

A

Plaything

A

Heart

Is Not

A

Toy
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Want
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Give
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How to Teach Writing

By Donald Gerz, B.A.

“Examples are not just the main means of teaching;

they are the only means.”  --- Albert Einstein
__________________________
I have been teaching writing for over thirty-six years now, and it is one of the more difficult tasks I have had as a college preparatory English teacher.  The reasons for poor writing abound.  Here is a partial list:

· The regular reading of good literature by important family members in the household has been on the wane now for at least fifty years in the United States.  Children must grow up with good examples of good-to-great writing around them constantly before they even go to school.
· Today, most parents no longer require their children to read and appreciate good literature as they grow up.

· By the time most children arrive in high school, if they have not developed an ear for good literature through the habit of reading it at home as they develop cognitively and emotionally, they will not be able to differentiate good from mediocre writing as they enter the high school classroom.

· If children cannot differentiate good literature from mediocre literature, they have no reliable literary patterns on which to base their own writing skills.

In this year’s Writers’ Workshop, Hank Jones and I attempted to address the pattern described above by using the following strategies:

1.) daily warm-up exercises using examples of good writing

2.) three guest speakers who supplied perspectives and examples on writing, point-of-view, college education, and different societies and cultures

3.) literary examples by Hank and myself

As you can see from considering how reading and writing are being addressed in our culture and in our society today, especially in the home, the only way to teach students to write effectively, is to show them examples of good writing and require them to hone their linguistic skills on these sound literary patterns.

Oh, yes: Learning to write well does not happen overnight.  It takes a lifetime. 

On the next few pages, you will find some examples Hank and I want to provide for this year’s new crop of writers.  Happy reading and writing!  (  - Don Gerz
Heroes and Saints

(The Great and the Good)

By Donald A. Gerz, B.A.


Last week one of my literature and composition students remarked that he found little to admire in the person of the highly decorated World War II U.S. 4-star general, George S. Patton, Jr.  I noted that I certainly understood how he and many others would probably not like to have "Old Blood and Guts" as his best friend.  Certainly, in war, where discipline, toughness, and focus on the basic needs of the group over and against the selfish desires of the individual, the job of a general is not to be liked!  It is to lead!  After all, generals are not politicians, nor are they supposed to be.  Rather, the general’s job is to end conflicts as soon as possible (and therefore save as many lives overall as possible) by taking decisive and regrettably bloody action.  A wise man once said, “War is hell.”  And so it is.  War will always be hell.  However, that war is inhuman is not the fault of generals!  It is the fault of those civilian leaders who have failed to preserve peace.  Still, once war has broken out, it is the job of generals to end it as decisively and as quickly as possible.  No general was better at fulfilling his vocation as a military officer in this regard than Gen. George S. Patton, Jr. was.


At any rate, I hastened to remind my student that the personally flawed Patton had played an undeniably essential part in stopping the Nazi juggernaut of Adolph Hitler's Third Reich.  I reminded him that any course in world history routinely notes Hitler's totalitarian regime as unmatched in its oppression and crimes against millions of people it deemed as inferior.  Indeed, Hitler's regime did not see its crimes against humanity as crimes at all because it did not even view certain people as human beings!  Instead, the Third Reich regarded Jews, Gypsies, Negroes, and most other non-Anglo races as inherently second-rate.  Furthermore, Hitler's regime viewed the mentally ill, the infirm, the elderly, the handicapped, and numerous other groups of people as nothing but vermin to be eradicated like insects.  Certainly, I am not suggesting that Patton single-handedly stopped Hitler in his tracks.  However, one must remember that World War II was a very close conflict of epochal proportions, and it was very nearly won by Hitler's Axis powers.  The contributions of the heroic Patton made a difference...a big difference in how (or even if) some of us would be living today without his great deeds.


Over the next two weeks, I continued to reflect upon my student's negative reaction to Patton, and I thought he was missing another major point...one that goes to the core of the research essay I had assigned on the various characteristics of epic heroes.  I realized he and some of my other students might be confusing greatness with goodness--that perhaps he and others unconsciously might be comparing heroes with saints.  When considering epic heroes like Beowulf, Achilles, Patton, and others I will discuss during the semester, it is important to remember that the difference between greatness and goodness is real: they are not the same!  Similarly, the difference between epic heroes and saints is substantial; although they are similar in some ways (as apples and oranges are similar as fruits), it is essential to remember that great heroes and saints are not moral and ethical equivalents.


Saints pursue the Good with a supreme being (their God) as their end.  Their means toward that ultimate end is a reflection of that end.  In other words, saints do not distinguish between ends and means.  To them, how one reaches a moral end is as important as the end itself.  In fact, for the saint, ends and means are united in the experience of goodness...of "Godness."


Epic heroes are a completely different matter.  For them, means are instruments that are often at variance with the good ends they relentlessly pursue.  Consequently, the means and ends of epic heroes tend to produce disconcerting (and sometimes disturbing) moral ambiguities and ethical dissonances.  Although epic heroes fight for the good (or at least against evil), because of the scope and violent immediacy of their pursuits (which almost invariably evolve within the cauldron of war), their souls lack the moral exquisiteness (purity) of saints, whose souls burn deeply in the core of their God.

To put it simply, saints act solely to bring humanity to God with little concern for their own recognition, fame, or the estimation of human history.  Epic heroes, however, carry out great actions toward a good end for vast numbers of their people in order to achieve a fate or destiny that will preserve their vast community and keep their memory alive in human history.  Both saints and great heroes seek immortality.  However, great heroes seek virtual immortality in human memory, while saints seek absolute immortality in the memory of a divine mind.


I end this little meditation on the differences between the great and the good, between epic heroes and saints, with these reflections:

Greatness


"Greatness is more than potential.  It is the execution of that potential beyond the raw talent.  You need the appropriate training.  You need the discipline.  You need the inspiration.  You need the drive."  - Eric A. Burns

"Be not afraid of greatness: some men are born great, some achieve greatness and some have greatness thrust upon them."  - William Shakespeare

"The price of greatness is responsibility."  - Sir Winston Churchill

"I think of a hero as someone who understands the degree of accountability that comes with his freedom."  - Bob Dylan
Goodness


"Riches and power are but gifts of blind fate, whereas goodness is the result of one's own merits."  - Heloise

"The ideals which have always shone before me and filled me with the joy of living are goodness, beauty, and truth.  To make a goal of comfort or happiness has never appealed to me; a system of ethics built on this basis would be sufficient only for a herd of cattle."  - Albert Einstein

"We are here to add to the sum of human goodness.  To prove the thing exists.  And however futile each individual act of courage or generosity, self-sacrifice or grace--it still proves the thing exists.  Each act adds to the fund.  It needs replenishment.

- Josephine Hart

Greatness or Goodness? / Great Hero or Humble Saint?


"One of my students asked me which was better: to be great or good...to be a great hero or a humble saint?  I was not able to give him a definitive answer, but I know our world desperately needs both.  I simply answered, 'Yes.'"  - Don Gerz

The News

By Don Gerz

If a sacrament is a sign of the

Presence of who we are, the

Nightly news is the image of our

Failure to choose that presence.

Quite a contradiction of terms: a

Ghost of someone lacking himself.

Stand clear of this reflection.

No mirror can find it; yet surely it

Seeks to destroy in others what it

No longer finds in itself.
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Infant Mortalities

By Don Gerz
Conceived and expelled onto squalid, vacant lots

with lawns of sharded glass in any metropolis

of every nation,

We dimly Xerox the star-presaged Nativity

of the stable.

Our hearth is a sinkhole of the soul ---

His barn featured fresh hay and the preconscious,

knowing more than philosopher-kings

with their perfume and stones.

Our probabilities suggest a flinching existence ---

His purpose lances the meanings of our wounds.

Our distress is a rheostat of the sun ---

His peace expands the envelope of our mortality.

Our madonna’s fell on what they mistook for

God's blunt sword ---

His mother died with a cellophaned soul to bestow

a transparent heart.

Presidents shirk their vows, Herod slew his future,

and Pilot wiped his hands on the body politic.

The Word is prostituted on expedient charades

of lip service to debased constitutions

and bills of rights.

Meanwhile, in every city we work out our despair.

And every city is a new Bethlehem waiting

for a few wise men. 

Guido’s Gift

By Don Gerz
I’ve often heard it said, “Life is beautiful,”

But I’ve seen a lot of ugliness in this life.

And I’ve also heard it said, “The world is your oyster,”

But something on my plate has spoiled.

When I was a child, beauty fell into my mouth

Like a bird fed by its mother;

And warmth was all around like feathers

Protecting me from lighting and rain.

Without words, I was assured morning would come,

Maybe not as soon as I would like,

But eventually, there it always was.

Under feathers, I learned the trust that a morning of sorts

Would somehow arrive, although never in the same way.

I learned that tomorrow, like beauty,

Is a product of my hands,

That my mind moves my hands,

And the tomorrows I build are reflections of my mind.  

Now, as a man, I must feed the young

And protect them from storms with the strength of feathers,

And assure them that life is beautiful.

Is life beautiful?

Yes…no…yes…no…maybe.

Life is neither all beauty nor all ugliness.

It is mixed.

Finally, only beauty remains as its own proof…

A sign that life is indeed “shot through with beauty.”

It makes no difference,

Because two things are clear:

Life goes on,

And life needs beauty.

We need someone to feed us

Until we are able to fly out of the nest

and build our own.

Then we can drop beauty into mouths

Like birds feeding our young

As we assure them that, yes,

Life is beautiful.

LuJiang 2001

By Hank Jones, M.A.
His parents, having survived the famine and starvation from Mao Ze Dong’s Great Leap Forward program in the late fifties and early sixties, impressed upon him in childhood that he should eat every grain of rice in his bowl.  And now, when he and I eat together, he never fails to tell me to do the same. 

He told me that when he was growing up, he planted rice sprouts while standing barefoot in water and while feeling the leaches sucking the blood out of his legs, and of peeling them off, only to have them return again because his starvation was worse.  He told me of his resolve to overcome the poverty of his existence by study, and study he did, uncompromisingly.  When he graduated from upper middle school in Lujiang, he went to college to begin his undergraduate study of English.  He was 18 and for the first time, he saw a train, a large iron dragon filled with crowds, as he tells me.  He excelled as an undergraduate, and then went to Shanghai to complete his masters program.  He is now a teacher, speaks fluent English, strives to better himself continuously, and most importantly, he is my friend.

He represents something that occurred in the United States two centuries ago, but now in our contemptuous, unenthusiastic selves we can only read about it, and learn about great men, never really knowing the catalyst behind their greatness. 

This, I suppose, is the downside of modernism, where commercialization, competitiveness, and worldly pursuits have woven an unseeingly tragic perversity into our consciousness as individuals, something that Walt Whitman, Mark Twain, and other writers foretold 150 years or so ago when rapid industrialism and capitalistic growth were first making their foothold into the North American continent.  Now, modern America is obscenely wealthy.  Its streets are clean, its food packaged and inspected, and cars everywhere.  Its people commute daily to businesses, factories, and schools, but it is a strange solipsistic attitude that truly define us.  We are forceful and deafening and inconsiderate in public, unconcerned to the wound that our words might cause to anyone outside our perimeter.  We seem never able to make a connection between our thoughtlessness and the difficulty we bring into the lives of others.  Our insensitivity is almost a form of innocence.  And I cannot disregard that I am the same and molded by that culture too.  I face this one lone fact, intimately and daily, and with great difficulty here.  For better or for worse, I am part of a world, where, Alex De Tocqueville observed in 1831,"democracy make[s] every man forget his ancestors, but it hides his descendents, and separates his contemporaries from him; it throws him back forever upon himself alone and threatens in the end to confine him entirely within the solitude of this own heart."

However, I would greatly be mistaken if my thoughts were seen as a denunciation of democracy or individualism.  It is not.  For the individuals I have met in China, frankly best exemplify what I believe we have lost-that ability to rise above the circumstances in which we are born in, rather than resign ourselves to them.

I had the incomparable opportunity during the Spring Festival of 2001 to return to my friend’s hometown of Lujiang, where I was invited to spend a week.  He warned me that the conditions would be very rough and primitive: no inside toilet, no shower, and no heat.  That didn't deter me, for I wanted to know.  I wanted to know the catalyst behind his greatness, that ember of determination.

Immediately upon our arrival, we met a farmer prodding his fat hog to town for slaughter, we saw his many friends on bicycles and exchanged cigarettes, and we saw farmers digging in the muck of the lotus pits.  Most farm machinery was non-existent.  Most farming was done by hand as it was done 500 years ago.  I heard a loud speaker in the center of one of the fields.  He told me that it was the Lujiang County Agricultural Bureau forecasting the weather as well as other community announcements.  Finally we reached a path to the left of the road and crossed through about 500 yards of rice fields.  We came to a river where ducks were swimming.  We moved up hill to the village.  Most of the homes here were mud houses and concrete cinderblock houses.  Chickens and ducks were everywhere.  To our left was another river where women were washing clothes by beating them against a smooth, flat rock with a wooden club.  Finally we reached his parents home. 

It was a cinderblock home where tall bales of hay and grass were piled just outside a large wooden door, and chickens and ducks walked freely inside and outside the home.  The floor was made of rough concrete with a large wooden table in its center.  He told me that both of his parents were illiterate.  His father shook my hand, and I felt the calluses of a lifetime of hard farm labor.  His father was tall and wore a thick fur cap.  His mother was a small woman also with rough hands, but a cheerful no-nonsense demeanor.  I met his brothers too, who assisted with the daily farm chores.  Food in the kitchen was cooked over large wide woks, which received heat by burning grass that was constantly fed through a flue in the back of a stove.  During that week, we ate rice, chicken, beef, green vegetables, tea eggs, and cow tongue, considered a delicacy here in Lujiang. 

It was here in this home so far away from the modern conveniences of the United States that I learn to squat in a hole every morning, directly next to the pigsty where I heard his family's 300 pound hog grunting in the fog that arose over the fields which were now fallow because of the winter.  It was here also that I saw my first live chicken killed one morning.  It was quick, and it was done with the abrupt slice of a small paring knife.  And one afternoon, after an exhausting tromp through the fields of Lujiang, I took a nap, and, unknowingly to me at the time, his father entered the room and laid a heavy blanket over me.  Because showers were a luxury in which the communal shower facilities were open only during warm weather, his mother brought me a basin with boiling hot water in the morning for shaving, and another in the evening for washing my face and feet.  They lived a simple and frugal life, but they had shelter and they had food, and most of all, they had hospitality.  This word depicts the greatness of these people, something you can't find back across the water, where the word is thrown around to entice customers to reach out to some commercially defined image, one which is never truly defined, but instead easily accepted and one that allows us to be easily shaped.

His parents rarely left Lujiang, except one time when they went to the provincial capitol of Hefei, and it was a traumatic experience since they couldn't read.  They were absolutely amazed that their son has done what he had done, and even more amazed that he could speak to me, a foreigner, effortlessly and joyfully. 

One morning, we hiked up a mountain to visit his grandmother's grave.  She was buried between some short spruce trees.  He approached his grandmother's mound.  First, he made an offering of sunflower seeds and candy, placing them on top of the grave.  Then, he kowtowed, and then, I kowtowed, consciously awkward about everything at the time.

"Ah she would be so proud to know that a foreigner came to her grave," He said.

"Uh, why?”

"Because you are from the other side of the world."

I didn't have the heart to tell him that on the other side of the world, our education and habit of thought requires us to be first.  We are, as Emerson, so eloquently pointed out, "born with lotus in our mouths and very deceivable to our merits."

Usually, homes in the countryside keep their doors open all day and all night.  But, because I was a guest, he requested that the door be closed.  His parents allowed me to sleep in their bedroom, and they chose to sleep in the chicken coop with the roosting chickens.  He also brought a chamber pot into the bedroom in case I had to relieve myself during the night.  The bed consisted of a sheet and a large quilt folded similar to a sleeping bag.  After placing a bottle of hot water beneath the quilt for warmth, he showed me how to enter the quilt.  I slid inside the quilt.  It was snug, it was warm, and we said our goodnights.  I discovered for the first time that silence made a sound, beyond what is audible into what is instinctive.

A Bad China Day

By Hank Jones, M.A.

Built just two years ago, the building where I am lecturing during this cold morning remains in a state of perpetual and rapid decay, paint peeling off the walls when they aren't crumbling, coal dust everywhere and the desks themselves dismantling.  On the floor are empty plastic bags, soiled tissue, and yes, despite my untold efforts to stop it-even a few puddles of saliva.


At the end of third period, I had ten minutes to catch a smoke and relieve myself before resuming my British Literature class.  Leaving the podium, I lit a Hongtashan, scampered out the door, trotted down two flights of stairs, and walked briskly to the end of the third floor hallway.


The restroom was crowded; a few boys were patiently waiting, joking, and glancing at me as I surveyed the opportunity to urinate; others had given up their jocular waiting and were paired off pissing together into one individual urinal.  The restrooms, boys' and girls' are never cleaned; I smell the stench daily inside my classroom and have become, more or less, more on a good China day and less on a bad China day, accepting of it.  But after three years of inhaling the putrid methane of decaying feces as well as the ammonia derivative of stale urine, I wonder if my loathing and disgust will ever truly go away.


Frustrated with waiting, I turned around and departed the restroom, gallivanting down three flights of stairs, exiting the back door of the building and headed to the Old Foreign Language Department building where I hoped I could possibly secure a vacancy in the restroom there on its first floor.


I entered this restroom, again inhaling the reek of decomposing human solid waste and rancid urine.  I stepped up to the communal urinal; a small canal made of tile.  The drain to the communal urinal was clogged up, and so the urine was brimming at the very top, ready to breach the urinal walls and deposit gallons filled with the flotsam of still more sewage.  I went ahead and made my small contribution, being careful not to soil my shoes.  I then gave my hands cursory washing, which would make my mother slap me for a whole month of Sundays, and finally, I made a dash back to the top fifth floor of my classroom to resume my teaching.


The last few days here in Huaibei have been brutally cold.  The college has refused to turn on heat to any of the buildings.  The administrators-who have big black cars and drivers and big banquets with lots of baijiu and nice apartments, who hire staff that falsify receipts for padded reimbursements, who allow maintenance workers to overcharge for repairs that are never done, who hire janitors who never clean, and who promote teachers into leadership positions who encourage cheating from students on band exams and gifts in exchange for passing marks-have noted that the college will have heat officially on December 15th. I wear many layers of clothes when I teach, and fortunately my apartment has small heating units that will suffice until the coal oil is allowed to enter all the buildings on campus.


Yesterday, during my office hours, a freshman student approached me.


"You're the first foreigner I have ever talked to," she said.


I smiled slightly and shook my head.  I've heard this line many times for the past three years, and now, it's outworn its novelty.


"What?  Are you laughing at me?”  She asked.


"NO, I am amused at the difference."


Actually I was amused at the mundaneness of her comment.  By now, I can predict the comments before they are even uttered.  It's simple, it's easy, and it's too expected.


"Well, I think it's great to be talking to a foreigner," She smiled.  "I waited for two hours hoping to catch you."


"Two hours?”  I asked, almost smiling again, but checking myself: because waiting two hours to meet someone with a white face and ask the same questions that hundreds have ask in the past may strike me as ridiculous, but her sincerity does not, and she has to be pretty damn sincere to wait in the cold for two hours, I reasoned.


"Yes, two hours, so I ran up and down the stairs of the library, all seven stories, to keep warm.”  She smiled as she said it.  She wasn't wearing a coat, and her face was blushed from being cold.  I bet she hasn't taken a shower this week because there's no heat, I thought.


Once inside my classroom, I began shuffling my notes and trying to return my thoughts to the lecture, but I could not.


This is one of the days here that I want to break down-as in cry my guts out at the utter futility of it all-at the poverty, the filth, the corruption, and the ignorance, the overwhelming uselessness of me being here and trying to teach and always having the feeling that I am getting screwed, everyone is getting screwed, and feeling that the pigs are winning-the restrooms are symptomatic of the problem: the complete lack of care for the humanity and welfare of others.


"Everyone listen to me," I said.  "Close your books!"


"Your restrooms are disgusting, they are unhealthy, they stink, and damn, I don't want to look at your shit and smell your shit, and I just can't take it anymore."


"Do you know how bad it seems to a foreigner?"  Lots of blank faces stared back.  "It makes you out to be a third world country.  Don't give me that bullshit that this is a developing country."


"You have people begging in the streets."


"I know 'Mei Banfa!'“  (No solution)


"You just accept it and don't do anything!"  I shook my head.  "Okay, sorry, I just had to vent.​"


I swallowed hard, and began my lecture on Hamlet's Soliloquy by reading from the textbook that has violated international copyright laws, to students whose educational system has included the drudgery of overcrowded middle school classes, inadequate teaching, rote memorization, and propaganda.  Against those odds, how can they understand me, especially when the system that they have been educated under demands that they see me as something different, maybe even threatening?  Quite often, I feel what I try to teach is just seen as fodder for exams-no more and no less and sometimes for amusement but never for enriching their minds.


"To be or not to be that is the question: whether t'is nobler to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune or to take arms against a sea of troubles and by opposing, end them."


"My dogs live better in America than you live here!" I exclaimed caustically, adding, "You could have so much more!


They know that Mr. Hank is not happy today. No jokes.


I continued Hamlet's Solioquy:


To die, to sleep, perchance to dream. Aye there's the rub!"


"Okay, here's the rub: "Why the hell am I here? I mean it's bad enough that sometimes I am badly treated, but YOU Chinese treat each other a lot worse! Do you know that?"


A voice in wilderness answered, "Yes, that's true we do."


This was quite unexpected.


"Why?" I asked, dumbfounded that this student had answered.


He just gazed down at my podium, and few other students did the same.


I gritted my teeth, not in anger, but to try to still my voice from wavering in emotion.


The rest of the class I anchored my emotions and kept to my lecture.


At the end of class, everyone departed for lunch at the crowded dining halls. I picked up my coat and put it on, sighing heavily, feeling defeated.


"What the hell!" I said startled, as I felt my back being stroked. I thought the classroom was empty.


"Your coat is dirty. I clean it off," One of my students said. Snot was draining out of his nose and just beginning to touch his upper lip.


"It's okay," I said.


"No, not okay. You're my teacher. Mr. Hank, we understand how you feel. We feel the same. We do know the truth, but we have to just take it."


He continued to brush my coat with his tissue. I gritted my teeth harder.


"I will walk with you down the stairs." He was smiling. He was cold. His hand touched my shoulder. There was heaviness behind his eyes.


"Mr. Hank, it's important to have a happy life. You have a beautiful wife, and your students really love you and respect you. So don't let those bad things or bad people affect your life. Your students need you."


At the bottom of the stairs, he said, "Okay, I go eat now at the dining hall."


"Okay," I said weakly.


I watched him walk away, still smiling and still cold and chances were great that because he took a little time cleaning my coat, that he would have to fight the crowds at the dining hall and probably not get what he wanted since he would be late arriving there.


And I thought, for the first time, I half-understood what my students had kept trying to say, but now I am not sure. I can't remember enough. Emptiness everywhere is a live thing.


The campus was empty, and everyone was inside eating lunch.


I walked back alone, and being alone was a good thing. I didn't want anyone to see what happens when vanity doesn't offer consolation.


And I didn't even remember his name.
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Locusts and Honey

By Don Gerz

Part One

Fashioning artful spans with reverence into plausible,

   deliberate meanings few understand,

Fathers thrive beyond the philosopher's best of all     

   possible worlds.

Residual angst from wars waged before privileged birth

   spilled over massed absurdity---splendid defects smack     

   in front of faithless heard unseeing---mobs bored,

Flaccid yawns at minor dramas are their wages.

Sons and daughters ponder genetic shadows, watered 

   reflections spread like oil over frigid waves of deluded   

   legacies from the paternal past.

In their sleep they murmur,

What was that all about?

Dad fought private, quixotic wars---

   thought it his vocation to joust

   with random windmills.

We saw the windmills, never dragons;

   but we could surely see the desert.

We were not part of his silence,

   could not ride his donkey,

   did not care to bump across the sands

   of his obsessively chosen desolation.

Did he really think it noble to martyr 

   himself down the tubes of America?

Blind from looking into the sun,

   he saw what he saw.

To us it was nothing but starved kites

   in solar orbit.

We never fathomed what he tried to do,

   who he tried to become,

   or where he was going.

Where he went was nowhere

   we wanted to be.

We did not know him---

He never knew himself well enough for that.

Anachronistic, he thought himself 

   "postmodern," but grasped every mystery,

   save his own inevitability.

Time sprouted in a forest of trees too close

   to the fate at the end of his nose.

Locusts and Honey (Continued)
Part Two
Children first perceive foolery, later ambiguity,

   finally mystery.

Advancing into the breach, they spy the quest,

   or else posit one where none exists

   (youth containing more than it knows).

Neither fools nor fathers possess knowledge of their own   

   ends---their reasons for being.

Their time is measured out in the coffee spoons of their

children's souls.

Mirrors cannot perceive, and reflections are conceived only   

   when seeded light flowers on the retina.

Image is mere phantom without the eye's focus resolved and 

   filtered by cortical mandates and neural cues.

Its illusion preying on instinctual reflex, even a shadow   

   requires flesh to cast its spell.

Each generation has its own visions and its new eyes

   to see what must be seen, what must be assimilated

   into the whole, into the universe spinning out of a bang   

   and a whimper.

Biology deludes us in the assumption the cell is devoid of  

   spirit, bereft of the divine impulse dragging its DNA  

   kicking and screaming to heaven, sometimes to hell. 

History's constituents as redeemed matter gather around

   the possibilities of divine will.

Electric, they charge human purpose---numinously soluble,    

   they permeate human vision so to regard the holy edict.

Below, an eternally new age is metabolized in the stomachs

   of desert fools and fathers eating locusts and honey

   in the sun.

A father is a solitaire grinding the grains of the  

   collective unconscious, easing tribal digestion.

Yes, he tilts at occasional windmills, regards the ladies

   when most see kitchen sluts, and pantomimes the quest

   to children like a cat modeling the death bite

   to its young.

He is the court fool who knows his role as jester,

   conscience of the king---one who mimes the patterns

   of life spliced from the genes of history's

   eternalized moments.

His narrative is familiar to even torpid audiences,

   who recall primal verses of their own elemental                

   purposes, yet fail to respond.

Ultimately, a father must be another Moses straining

   to see beyond a water laden boulder, and keeping watch   

   as his children stumble into the Promised Land.

Staying Put

By Don Gerz
No place seems like the right place when you are not inclined to be there.

Time is not your time when precious hours are bound by a cord other

than your own.  But a common thread—a tie you cannot see unless

you look hard—joins others’ places and times with your own.

wait it out, wait it out

time not my own … time out of sync with my heart,

heart walled with others’ bricks,

bricks of dried blood (others’ blood)

patient, patient

stay in a landlord’s place, stay in this house,

this house that cannot be my home,

not my place,

place where my heart is not

stay, stay,

stay for now

out of the door, out to the deck,

cold morning with its fingers wrapped around my coffee,

steam curling snugly around my head,

divining its way into my eyes

butterfly-bird leaves hovering uncertainly,

flickeringly descending, no ascending,

downward finally falling on the forest’s floor

thousands of water drops striking and deflecting off November leaves:

Autumnal pinball machine

resolutely dragging a dead snake across the road,

a dog does not stop for screeching crows

or wrens twittering their percussive accents in the cleansed air

suddenly dissecting my view like a feathered zipper

separating the landscape’s top from its bottom,

a wild turkey majestically pounds the air

with its massive wings as he swoops from stage left

he slices all times and all places with his brief flight

before landing uncertainly next to the creek below

now all times are my time, all places are my place

I was there in mind, body, and spirit—alert and aware

I saw, felt, smelled, tasted, heard, and reflected upon it all

I was there when the wild turkey suddenly appeared

I stayed

How Does a Daffodil Sound?

By Don Gerz

First, you have to listen

Beyond sight and sound

Turmoil and chatter

Traffic jams and exploding engines…

Beyond the trivial pursuits

Pursuing us modern cave dwellers

Then step out into the daffodil sun

Into the daffodil sounds

Inside the arpeggios and crescendos of their

Yellow melodies, trumpet shades of petal bright

Beams of eternity grasping earthen harmonies

Brassy declarations ringing in our waxen years

Blasting through our sodden ears

The sounds of a singular, golden

Flower making all the difference

In this gray world.

______________________________________________________________________________

I Might Be Wrong

By Don Gerz
I can’t remember what you said,

why you said it,

and what you meant…

But I think it meant you loved me once.

I might be wrong.

I might have forgotten when and where

we were together.

If we touched, I don’t know.

Perhaps we never touched.
I might be wrong.

Perhaps we never meant much to each other,

or perhaps we meant everything to each other.

Maybe we meant to love each other forever,

or until one of us forgot.

I might be wrong.

I don’t know…

I can’t remember,

but I think we loved each other once.

I might be wrong.

Kitty Hawk

By Don Gerz
Startled in my dream, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of space and time,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you might be.
Progress was easy at first, my speed unfettered by partially

  congealed particles strewn and adrift upon perpetual seas and

  undulating in measureless waves.

Undeterred by parties we danced at and kissed into long ago

  nights, I removed the mask we artfully crafted to reflect

  clever faces and camouflaged wiles, the thickened smiles

  painted with purposes ordained by numberless dilemmas and

  enigmas we actually solved (yet we left each other torn and

  unresolved).

Detached from our hopes and sometimes forbidden desires and

  acts, I saw stale time dragging its hours through the furrows

  of our prior passions and rotting upon desolate altars and

  neurotic shrines somewhere west of satisfaction.

And I made fluid headway without the crutched and dripping

  clocks we hung on our faces, faces set to times we never could

  tell and never could keep, to times and seasons out of joint

  with us and who we used to be when we were just we.

Shifting in my dream, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of time and space,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you could be.

Plunging into the sifting emptiness of the sand like nothingness

  that is matter, I chipped away the edges of my substance,   

  those harsh musings, thoughts idle and merely speculative, the 

  cells of imagination, fire, no doubt blood itself, of our 

  futures coalescing and pasts once commingled, but presently 

  separate, of bruising materiality now slamming against 

  immortal fruition with fitful slowings, with many jolts and   

  surges within deathless bodies and souls.

Kitty Hawk

(Continued)

Then finally through buildings, bridges, oceans, walls, skies, 

  and earth my body streamed and pierced through every   

  obstruction and impediment to you.

I surged through rivers and stars, darkness and black holes, 

  voids and droves, through anything, everything, everywhere,  

  anywhere and everyone all.

Shattered and dispersed within my dream,

Annihilated, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of space and time,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you would be.

My body began to lose its form, maintained its substance in a   

  truer way.

Atom for atom was exchanged, was sown and laced within all I 

  flew through, within all height and width and depth of 

  everything known and unknown,

Through electrical plants and steel, through concrete, trees, 

  and stray dogs, through byways and expressways, insects and 

  dread, cause and effects, and lead, through sacred liturgies   

  and vacant lots and parks to name but only a few, through 

  swords and whispers, through the mating songs of every May 

  throng, through London and Bombay, through various national 

  and world affairs, through each city, population, race, and 

  time, through ancient wisdom, modern texts, and future 

  designs---through these and through many more, I once again   

  saw you.

Serene in that dream, I planted my soul

Within the fullness of time and space,

Within the thick voids of empty matter,

In everyone and all, forever with you.

The Children Are Gone

By Don Gerz

For Andrea and Paul Gerz

Transformations in still lives on the walls

Leave traces of images of the unceasing phases

Only a mere smattering of reformations

Look at me because most could not be photographed

Life changes that quickly

As I walk through our empty rooms

Even these few images change imperceptibly

They forever change because we forever change

Smiles, their fervid pursuits at the time

Are worn proudly on their kaleidoscopic faces

We had no idea where they would go

Who they would become

Even as they were becoming

We had no idea

No one ever does

Not even them

Especially not them

Mystery happens before unseeing eyes

Twenty years later it stares at you

From the walls of an empty room

This place looks better now

More money on the walls and

Floors…more money everywhere

The place looks good

Yes, the place looks good

Doesn’t it?

But, the children are gone
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January 4-5 & 8-12, 2007
Emily L. Baskin (Class of 2009) - A first-time member of the Writers’ Workshop, Emily is one of the most prolific writers in its entire seven-year history!  In fact, Emily published no less than twenty-one pieces in this year’s anthology, plus another four currently under revision!  Her poem, “I Want to Be Me” (page 9), should be the goal of every person.  Emily is a sophomore.
Eric Brown (Class of 2008) - Eric’s prose works are mainly historical fiction.  His poems are usually reflections, expressions of things that are or have been…or they are a pondering of certain situations.  Eric’s short story, “Avalanche” (page 16), shows that he has a strong sense of survival, as do many of the characters in his writing.  His novel in progress, Beneath the Burning Sun (page 18), demonstrates a traditional sensibility of epic heroism.  2006-2007 is Eric’s junior year.

J. Samuel Collins (Class of 2007) - Genith is an ambitious novel-in-progress by J. Samuel Collins.  The work aspires to that of its predecessors in the fantasy epic genre of J.R.R. Tolkien and C.S. Lewis.  Genith seeks to fit a world’s unique culture into one novel, proving to be a promising project.  His ambitious poem, “Idol” (page 29), is one of the most profound poems ever penned in the Writers’ Workshop.  Sam will graduate this May!
Emily Elkind (Class of 2009) - Emily generally writes fiction, and her stories tend to be about the difficulties of life.  Agatha Christie’s mystery novels have inspired her greatly, and Harper Lee’s famous work, To Kill a Mockingbird, has been a strong influence in her writing as well.  Emily’s poems, such as “Dreams” (page 32), show that she posses tremendous resolve.  Emily is currently a sophomore at Mill Springs Academy.

Whitney Ott (Class of 2008) - Monday, January 8, 2007, was not only Whitney’s first day in this year’s workshop, it was also her first day as a student at Mill Springs Academy!  Whitney chose to write about many experiences that mean much to her.  Her poem of intense lament, “Never Say Goodbye” (page 38), is an especially moving tribute to a former teacher.  Whitney is presently a junior at MSA.
Tina West (Class of 2009) - Writers’ Workshop VII was also Tina’s first workshop.  She submitted a number of extremely interesting pieces, not the least of which were seven poems, a prose piece based upon a miniature painting (“Every Day” on page 39) , and an innovative travel piece generated by an imaginary visit to Tuscany, Italy (page 41)!  Tina is currently a sophomore.

Megan Young (Class of 2008) - Another first-time author participating in this year’s Writers’ Workshop, Megan also wrote an interesting travel piece—this one on Turkey.  A very reflective writer, she contributed a deeply felt contemplation on the state of the world (“New” on page 43), a highly compressed poem on the interconnectivity of relationships (“Flying,” also on page 43), and a humorous (but true) poem on the fickle hearts of boys (“Pieces” on page 44).  Megan is a junior at Mill Springs.

Guest Speakers

Brit Butler of Oglethorpe University

- Monday, January 8, 2007 -

A former student at Mill Springs Academy from 1998 to 2002, Brit Butler was a founding member of the Writers’ Workshop, having participated in its first three sessions.  An accomplished writer, Brit is currently attending Oglethorpe University, where he is majoring in economics with a minor in mathematics.

Of his writing, Brit has said, “I don't know that I set out with a particular mind towards my work.  Rather, when the muses speak or visit, I go; and I write what I feel is mine to say.  If anything, I would say I try to accomplish what weak language cannot do on its own.  I speak to the essence of a thing (action, object, or event) whose essence would otherwise go unnoticed or unrecognized.  As for themes, I am not sure I have any just yet, but I like dealing with the notion of progress, whether or not it can exist (and at what cost), the unique pressures and situations pressed upon our being by modernity and how that changes our subjective experience, and finally the evaluation of values and how our condemnation or conviction of them in sociopolitical and economic spaces affect modern life.”
___________________________

Rebecca Paisley of Georgia Perimeter College

- Wednesday, January 10, 2007 -

A 2006 graduate of Mill Springs Academy, Rebecca Paisley has been a valued and esteemed contributor to previous MSA Writers’ Workshops.  Her stories often feature a dark but benign view of self that is frequently found within her own effervescent yet grounded personality.  Utilizing her whimsical and fantastic persona, Rebecca deftly weaves a magical web that ensnares the reader's mind, heart, and spirit.  Indeed, Rebecca's characters are faithfully rendered extensions of herself.

While at MSA, Rebecca consistently earned A’s in English composition, grammar, and literature.  As well, she made high grades in all her subjects.  Having been accepted for admittance to Agnes Scott College, she is currently attending classes at Georgia Perimeter College because she prefers that school’s creative writing program to Agnes Scott’s curriculum.
___________________________

Zhang Saisai, Formerly of Anhui Province, China

- Friday, January 12, 2007 -

In fiction (and even in poetry), who tells the story and how it is told are critical issues for an author to decide.  Depending on who is telling it, the tone and feel of the story (and even its meaning) can change radically.  Someone is always between the reader and the action of the story because that someone tells it from his or her own point-of-view.

On the last day of this year’s Writers’ Workshop, Mill Springs Academy was extremely honored to have had as our guest Ms. Zhang Saisai, formerly of Anhui Province, China, for a roundtable interview and discussion comparing and contrasting cultural and social similarities and differences of China and the United States.  The workshop’s facilitators reasoned that expanding the students’ ability to see the world through the eyes of someone with completely different perspectives would help them to create more diverse and less parochial fictional characters—that is, literary figures imbued with fresh, varied, and more believable points-of-view.

Donald A. Gerz, B.A.,

Founding Director and Co-Facilitator of the Writers’ Workshop

· Don received his elementary schooling and secondary education in Dallas, Texas and earned a Bachelor of Arts degree in English and philosophy at Stephen F. Austin State University in Nacogdoches, Texas, where he was elected president of that school's philosophy society, The Academy.
· He taught for five years in Dallas, Texas at two college preparatory schools (Jesuit College Preparatory School and Ursuline Academy) in the fields of literature, grammar, composition, logic, psychology, history, and philosophy.  Additionally, he pursued postgraduate studies in philosophy at SMU (Southern Methodist University) in Dallas, Texas.

· For much of half of the Seventies and all of the Eighties, Don traveled throughout the southeastern United States as a sales and marketing manager for companies that design and manufacture medical, research, and hospital laboratory equipment and systems.

· From 1990 to the present, he has been studying additional subjects in psychology, English, and secondary English education at Kennesaw State University in Kennesaw, Georgia, where he presently holds a 3.96 grade point average out of a possible 4.0.

· For eleven years between 1989 and 2000, Don was a teacher and counselor of adolescents in residential mental health settings in the Atlanta area.
· In August 2000, he came to Mill Springs Academy’s Upper School as an American literature, philosophy of ethics, applied mathematics, and grammar and composition teacher.  In August 2001, he was appointed as a teacher of psychology, British literature and composition, and world literature and composition.  Since August 2002, Don has been teaching world literature, British literature, and honors world and British literature.

· He received the 2002 Star Teacher of the Year Award from Georgia Perimeter College and Mill Springs Academy's 2003 Nelle Lewis Award for excellence in the art of teaching.

· Don’s most recent publication is "Language-Based Learning Disorders and Language Development: Surmounting the 'Insurmountable,'" as found in Connections (2005), published by The Georgia Council of Teachers of English: Columbus, Georgia.
· His more recent thesis papers are: "Language-Based Learning Disorders and Language Development" (Linguistics: Summer 2004); "Personal Mythologies: Meaning and Truth in Tall Tales and Other Narratives" (Critical Theory: Spring 2004); "Effects of the Aesthetics of the Harlem Renaissance on American Literature" (African-American Literature: Summer 2003); "Senecan Rhetoric and Stoicism in Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus" (Shakespeare: Summer 2002); "Persistence of Personality in Vampires from Folklore, Literature, and Film" (Nineteenth Century British Literature: Summer 2001); "Effects of Divergent Christian Theologies on South Africa’s Struggle for Social Equality and Political Enfranchisement" (Film and Literature: Fall 2000); and "Inside the Belly of the Language Whale: Teaching Grammar within a Comprehensive Writing Process" (Grammar and Composition: Summer 2000).

· Don’s main literary and philosophical works are Notes in the Key of Happiness (a work of systematic ethics), Raids on the Inarticulate: Artifacts of an Experience (reflections, essays, and poems), and Burnt Offerings: Collected Poems, 1968-2007.

· After twenty-two years of high school teaching (six and a half of them here at Mill Springs Academy), Don retired from the teaching profession on January 12, 2007, the last day of Writers’ Workshop VII.  He plans to devote more time and energy reading, researching, writing, and thinking about his own literary pursuits.  Don has produced two unpublished manuscripts, and he wants to try to have them issued by a reputable publishing house.  As well, he has many ideas for new works.
Hank Jones, M.A.,

New Director and Co-Facilitator of the Writers’ Workshop
Education

8/98-8/2000
M.A. English, Mississippi State University

9/94-6/98     
B.A. English, French Minor, Summa Cum Laude, LaGrange College

1996
Rutgers University Cour d’ te Overseas Program: French Studies at the Universitaire Francois Rabelais, Tours, France 


 

Teaching Experience

10/2005-2/2006 ESL Teacher, Web International English, Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, People's Republic of  

                          China


             Taught Beginner English, Lower Intermediate English, Intermediate Business English, and Advanced Business English to Chinese students.

2/2002-9/2005   Lecturer, Foreign Expert, Huaibei Coal Industry Teachers College, Foreign Language Department, Huaibei, Anhui Province, People’s Republic of China

Taught American and British Literature, American Society and Culture, Film Appreciation, and British and American Survey (geography and history) courses to Chinese English Majors as well as taught English Conversation courses to students from other departments.  Also, edited English translations as well as served as a consultant for English translations in the Foreign Language Department.

8/2001-12/2001  Lecturer, Mississippi State University English Department



Taught freshmen composition classes and ESL classes.

2000-2001
Lecturer, Foreign Expert, Huaibei Coal Industry Teachers College, Foreign Language Department, Huaibei, Anhui Province, People’s  Republic of China

Taught British Literature, American Society and Culture, Film Appreciation and British and American Survey (geography and history) courses to Chinese English Majors as well as taught English Conversation courses to students from other departments.  Also, edited English translations as well as served as a consultant for English translations in the Foreign Language Department.

1998-2000
Teaching Assistant, Mississippi State University English Department

Taught Basic English (concentration in grammar and paragraph development), Composition I (essay organization and development), and Composition II (MLA format, argumentative and research papers, literature), and maintained a computer lab/writing center.

Hank Jones, M.A.,

New Director and Co-Facilitator of the Writers’ Workshop

(Continued)
1995-1998
Assistant Student Director and Tutor, LaGrange College Writing Center

Tutored students in essay and technical report writing, made presentations to classes about the writing center, and assisted Director in responsibilities as well as attended writing center conferences.

1994-1998
Private Tutor
                           Tutored international students and remedial students in basic writing skills.

Professional Activities

7/2000              
Conversation Partner for Chinese exchange students, Mississippi State University ESL Center

4/2000              
Short Story Judge for The Scroll, The Literary Magazine of LaGrange College

4/2000         
Short Story Judge for The University Honors Council of Mississippi State University; Sponsored Jack H. White Literary Competition          
9/99-5/2000        Fiction Editor, The Jabberwock Review: The Literary Magazine of Mississippi State University
9/99-5/2000       Graduate Student Faculty Representative, Mississippi State University English Department 

9/98-5/2000       Graduate Student Representative, Curriculum Committee, Mississippi State University English Department 

1/99-8/99           Research Assistant, Mississippi Quarterly

4/99                    Short Story Judge for The University Honors Council of Mississippi State University Sponsored Jack H. White Literary Competition            

3/98-5/98            LaGrange College Library Consultation Committee

3/98                    Volunteer, Appalachian Service Project, Jonesville, Virginia

9/96-3/97            LaGrange College President  Retention Task Force Committee

9/96-2/97            Editor, Hilltop News, LaGrange College Student Newspaper

9/94-1/96            Volunteer, Good Shepherd Riding Academy for Disabled Children

                           Awards & Achievements

1998                   Howell H. Gwin Scholar at Mississippi State University

1997-98 Who’s Who Among Students in American Colleges and Universities

Hank Jones, M.A.,

New Director and Co-Facilitator of the Writers’ Workshop

(Continued)
Recipient of the LaGrange College English Department awards: The Walter Jones;  Excellence in Composition and Scholarship Award and The Murial Williams Excellence in Literary Studies Award

1996                   Delta Airlines Scholar for International Studies (For French Studies at the Universitaire Francois Rabelais, Tours, France)

1995                   Townshend Press National Scholarship for personal essay Taking Charge of My Life       (placed in top 18 out of 1,000 submissions nationwide)

Languages



French (intermediate reading and speaking)

                           Mandarin Chinese (intermediate speaking)

Honor Societies

Past President of the LaGrange College chapter and member of Omicron Delta Kappa National Leadership Honor Society

Past President of the LaGrange College chapter and member of Alpha Sigma Lambda National Adult Non-Traditional Student Honor Society

Past Sergeant at Arms of the Mississippi State University chapter of Sigma Tau Delta National English Honor Society

______________________________________________________________________________
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We live in a multi-faceted world with 6-billion complex individuals.  As a writer, 

your sacred mission is to capture it analogically, metaphorically, and truthfully with memorable and vivid words in each poem, short story, and novel.  When you write, you are not in Alpharetta anymore!  A true writer is home wherever he or she is.  Take your mind outside itself and shake hands with the whole world, not merely what you know of it.  Force your consciousness out of your little comfortable world.  It’s a lot bigger than Georgia and the United States, and not all people are like you and me.  Goodbye, student-writers.  Remember what I taught you.  See you in the bookstore!

~ Don Gerz, January 12, 2007 ~
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