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An Excerpt from On a Shady Lane
(A Novel in Progress)

By Eric Brown

Chapter 10: Crimson Tide

“And when he gets to heaven, to St. Peter, he will tell,

“One more soldier reporting, sir.  I’ve served my time in Hell.”

Normandy, France 6 June 1944 ‘Omaha Beach’

Giant swells tossed the Higgins landing craft around like it weighed nothing. Patrick Lewis stood there trying to keep his organs in place as the craft approached the beach. Toward the front of the boat was Captain Larry Foster, one of the greatest captains Patrick had ever known. He was much bigger and a little older than pretty much all of the other soldiers in the boat. At nearly six foot two, he seemed an easy target for the enemy, but he was much more agile than his appearance implied. He dwarfed Patrick, who was five foot eight and weighed 129 pounds. 

“One minute!” the coxswain shouted over the roar of the sea. 

Larry turned around. “All right guys,” he began, “when we hit that beach, they’re going to throw everything they have against us. Stay low and be alert. And stay clear of the mortar holes. Spread out. Don’t make the krauts’ job any easier by making yourselves easy targets.” 

“30 seconds!” the coxswain shouted. 

‘Oh my God I trust in thee. Please send one of your angels to watch over me, for now I need them most,’ Patrick prayed inside his head. He opened the locket that hung around his neck with his dog tags. He peered into the beautiful face that was his beloved Sarah. He cupped the locket in his hand and kissed it. And at that instant, all of his terrible fear and anxiety seemed to fade away.

“10 seconds!” the coxswain shouted.

“For you, Sarah,’ Patrick whispered, “for you.”

“Clear the ramp!” the coxswain shouted. When the ramp went down, all hell broke loose and unleashed its fury on the American soldiers. The first three rows of men were butchered by the machine gun bullets that were aimed at the landing craft. The captain was in the fourth row. 

“Over the side!” he shouted, “Jump over the side!” He then disappeared over the starboard side of the boat. Patrick scrambled up the port side and jumped into the sea. He sank immediately under the weight of his equipment. He struggled to get out of some of his gear to make it to the surface. He let his duffel bag, information pack and his tent fall to the bottom of the English Channel. Even then, he couldn’t seem to reach the surface. Patrick was about to drown when he tore his sleeping bag from the top of his pack and finally rose to the surface. He came up coughing, sputtering and gasping for air. He stumbled onto the beach, dragging his rifle behind him. He took cover behind an impalement near the shoreline. The steady rhythm of his heart rang inside his head. He also heard the ringing of the bullets off the impalement that shielded him from the wall of steel that rained down on him from above. He sat huddled there, trying to shrink back into the rusted metal as the crimson tide washed over his boots. He just stared at the deep red wash eyes wide open. All sound was muted; everything but the gentle tide of the ocean. Patrick heard someone’s voice in his ear, but it seemed distant and detached. He felt someone grab his arm and pull him from behind the obstacle and got him running as he slowly came back to reality. All during that run across the beach, the noise seemed distant and faded. 

Patrick never saw the artillery shell. Nor did he hear it. It whizzed through the air at almost the speed of sound and went straight through the man who had pulled Patrick out from behind the obstacle. The explosion flung Patrick up into the air and sent him crashing down on the shingle embankment, remarkably still clutching his rifle. And it was the nanosecond that his face dug into the sand that all the sound returned with the suddenness and force of a freight train.

“So nice of you to join us, Private,” a voice came from a few feet down the embankment. Patrick turned over toward the voice. He was greeted by Larry’s battle-drawn face. “Enjoying the scenery?” he joked with a weary smile. 

“Yeah, sure. It’s great,” Patrick replied, continuing Larry’s line of sarcasm. 

“Listen,” Larry said, “we have a little problem. Our unit is scattered all over Hell and Creation and the goddamn bangalores are nowhere to be found. And…well…we were waiting for you because…” his voice trailed off. 

“Because I’m the only idiot crazy enough to do it right?” Patrick asked bluntly. “Yeah,” was the simple, exhausted answer. 

“Thought so,” Patrick said with a sigh. “Great,” he mumbled, “I wake up on Monday to die on Tuesday.” He shook his head. “They definitely don’t pay me enough.” Patrick raced out onto the killing field. He ran along the embankment, using the raised ground as a sort of cover. After what seemed like ages of searching, he spotted a tubular shape sticking out of the sand at the Far East end of the Dog I sector. “Bingo,” Patrick whispered. He fixed his eyes on the object in the sand and ran for it. As he rushed down that strip of sand, time seemed to slow; yet he saw a thousand years flash before his eyes. Then finally, his fingers closed around the ice cold steel of the cylindrical bangalore bundle. He yanked it out of the sand and slowly retraced his steps back to the relative safety of the embankment and his comrades. 

“Way to go Patrick,” Larry said, obviously tired from battle. 

“Fire in the hole!” some of the soldiers loading up the bangalores shouted. “Fire in the hole!” 

“Pat, that means get down,” Larry said just as the fuse of the bangalore was lit, noticing that Patrick still had not moved. Patrick and Larry moved away from the blast area and had just enough time to cover their heads before the center portion of the embankment erupted like the embers of a long-dormant volcano, raining tons of sand onto the GIs below. 

“Pay-dirt, boys!” Patrick shouted to his fellow soldiers, “We’re in business, now let’s get the hell outta’ here!” Larry, Patrick and the other GIs funneled through the opening. A barrage of steel zoomed over their heads but they were too close to the bunkers for the machine gunners to hit them. Patrick made it to the bunker wall and looked over the edge of the crater he was now in. He almost got his head shot off by a machine gun at the top of the hill. He took out his grenade, pulled the pin, and hurled it at the sandbag bunker behind which the machine gun sat. The grenade bounced off the sandbags and exploded at the base of the hill. “Shit,” Patrick whispered. That was his only grenade. He asked the soldiers around him, including Larry, if they had any grenades and they all shook their heads. Then he remembered the anti-tank grenades in a little pouch on his belt. He had been annoyed with Larry for making him carry them. He thought they were bulky and took up too much space. Now they were his only lifelines. He took one out and fixed it to his rifle. 

“What are you doing?” Larry asked. 

“Taking care of the machine gun,” Patrick answered. Then Larry noticed the large, bulb-shaped grenade on the end of Patrick’s rifle. “Oh this is gonna hurt,” he said with a grin. Patrick switched his M-1 Garand to gas mode and pulled the trigger. The grenade flew from the end of his barrel and blew up right at the sandbags of the machine gun position. The sand exploding from the fabric sacks masked the brutal accuracy of the shot. And out of the sand came evidence of just how much: the head of one of the machine gunners rolled out of the cloud of sand and down the hill.

With the machine gun taken out, the GIs could now make it across the field in between the two bunkers. “Wow,” Larry exclaimed as he examined the aftermath of the explosion. “MG post destroyed. Now let’s get the hell out of here,” Patrick said. He jumped away from the wall and stumbled across the crater-riddled field. Larry and the rest of the GIs soon followed. They met Patrick staring up at the second bunker that loomed above him. “What is it?” Larry asked when he saw Patrick gazing up the wall of the bunker. 

“If we try to climb the cliff, most of us will get shot off. The Krauts are just packed too tight up there,” Patrick reasoned. 

“So what are you suggesting?” Larry asked. Patrick, still looking at Larry, took out his bayonet and stuck it straight into the solid concrete wall as if it were Styrofoam. Larry’s eyes widened. “They missed their annual maintenance,” Patrick said with a smile. Suddenly Larry realized what he was suggesting. “You can’t be serious,” he said, looking up the fifty-foot high stone fortress. “Oh I am dead serious,” Patrick said, “Hey Webber! Get over here.” The medic made his way over to Patrick. He provided him with a huge roll of medical tape, which Patrick used to secure his and another soldier’s bayonet to his feet. He then grabbed two combat knives, his and the soldier’s, and started climbing the wall. It wasn’t long before he noticed that Larry was climbing with him. Patrick looked over at him. “What? You think I’d let you go alone,” Larry said. Patrick smiled and continued climbing. He noticed that as he climbed higher, it became harder for him to dig into the concrete. “It’s less worn up here,” Larry observed. 

“Yeah, I was noticing the same thing,” Patrick said. ‘I hope it’s weathered enough up here. I don’t want to become and ostrich down there,’ he thought. As he near the top, it was a little easier to dig in, but he was worried that the Germans might hear the crunch of their knives digging into the wall. They both hoped that over the roar of battle that the Germans wouldn’t pay much attention. Indeed one of them stuck his head over the wall and promptly got a bullet in his brain from Patrick’s Colt pistol. Larry and Patrick rolled into the machine gun nest, pistols at the ready, quickly dispatching the thoroughly surprised Germans. “You know that was the first time I think anybody has taken out a bunker like this,” Larry said, removing the bayonets from his boots. 

“Yeah, but there are still more krauts in the main bunker,” Patrick said, also removing bayonets from his boots, “Remember, this is just the machine gun deck.” 

“Oh, great,” Larry said, “Fun, fun, fun.” Patrick smiled. 

“Come on,” he said, “This is an easy task for one of the greatest captains of all time.” 

“I don’t know about that,” Larry said.

“Hey, is there a way to throw anti-tank grenades instead of shooting them?” Patrick asked, getting up off the machine gun ledge.

“Well if it has an arming pin then yes it can be thrown but if not you’ll have to shoot it,” Larry answered, also getting up. Patrick pulled an anti-tank grenade out of his pouch. It did indeed have an arming pin. He pulled it out, opened the iron door leading into the rest of the bunker complex and threw the grenade inside. “Get clear!” he shouted. The grenade exploded with a tremendous bang. Patrick looked inside. There were a few grizzly remnants of the soldiers standing watch there and a wall to the stairwell was almost collapsed. The radio (and its operator) had been completely destroyed. Patrick summed up the scene with a simple word: “Wow!” 

Larry and Patrick made their way through the cleared passageway, shooting the few remaining Germans to make it to the back door. When they made it outside, they were greeted by excited shouts and gunfire. “God, these guys are sure as hell awake,” Larry remarked, taking advantage of the trench they were in.  

“Larry, we have to take out that second bunker,” Patrick said. 

“Well first we have to make sure we don’t get killed,” Larry said. He had a Thompson sub-machine gun that was now coming in handy because they now had to deal with the Germans lining the edge of the cliff. 

“Christ! There’s too many of ‘em!” Patrick exclaimed as a bullet narrowly missed his head. 

“Just do the best you can,” Larry said, “Our guys will be here soon.” Larry wasn’t sure whether he believed his own words. 

The scene was nothing less than triumphant as the GIs came pouring over the cliff. In their haste to shoot Larry and Patrick, the Germans left the cliff edge unguarded. Larry then spotted a solution to the bunker problem. A GI with a flamethrower had been killed. ‘You won’t have died in vain,’ Larry thought. He made his way over to the body and took the flamethrower off his back and put it on his own. He then ran across to the second bunker and readied the weapon for firing. The whoosh of the flamethrower was breathtaking. It unfurled like the breath of a dragon, rushing into every nook and cranny of the gun deck level in a fraction of a second. It raised the temperature inside to about 900 degrees. He could hear soldiers screaming inside. After seeing this magnificent tour de force, Patrick could contain his emotion no longer. He climbed up onto the roof of the first bunker and let out a loud cheer. “WHOOOOOOHOOOOOOO!!!!!” The cheer seemed to resound straight across the channel right into the heart of London. Soon it would resound throughout Europe. 

D-Day +2

Larry and Patrick sat on the edge of the hill and watched the ocean. The surf still had a red shading to it. They tried to keep their eyes away from the crews carrying bodies off the beach. “God how I pity these guys,” Patrick said, sipping from his canteen. 

“Yeah, their task is screwed up beyond belief,” Larry agreed, shaking his head. He was drinking a bottle of water. He was taking another sip when he heard it. 

“Excuse me,” said the old, Texas-style voice that could have come from only one person. Larry spat out the sip of water. Patrick nearly fell down the rocky hill trying to salute. It was General Eisenhower himself. The general noticed the captain’s insignia on Larry’s jacket. “At ease,” said Eisenhower, “are you Captain Foster?” 

“Yes I am, sir,” Larry replied.

“I’ve been looking for you, Captain. You and a private by the name of Patrick Lewis,” Eisenhower said. Patrick turned around. 

“Sir?” 

“Private do you know where I might find Patrick Lewis,” the general said. 

“You’re starin’ at him,” Patrick said. 

“Mmm. Somehow I think that was too easy,” the general said. The three chuckled. “I heard what you guys did,” Eisenhower said, “And I decided that while I was here at the front for morale support, that I might stop by and tell you this.” 

“Tell us what, sir?” Larry asked. 

“To tell you that both of you are being considered for the Distinguished Service Cross,” the general replied. Patrick’s eyes widened to the size of dinner plates. Larry couldn’t breathe for a short moment. “I’m also here to tell you that you are going to be sent on a special mission that, if successful, would cripple Germany’s war machine for months, possibly years,” Eisenhower said, “And Larry you are going to lead it.” Eisenhower stood at attention and saluted. “Good luck, gentlemen.” Patrick fought the urge to pass out. Larry just watched in awe, with his jaw digging into the Earth. They were heroes.

Prison

By Eric Brown

These walls are silent 

they hold no light

the air is stagnant 

full of fright

In darkness I reside

I’m hardly alive 

where shadows die

nothing can survive

My life is a memory

no one can heal

the pain inside me

I no longer feel

Who hold the keys?

 I cannot see

Will you give me peace?

Will you set me free?

Spirit

By Eric Brown

The spirit drifts 

His wings afire

His solemn memory

Lacking desire

He floats through time

His mind dwells in dreams 

The stained memory of his life

was splitting him at the seams

A broken soul 

is all that’s left

of a vibrant life

that was so violently swept

away and left to the knife

Dreams

By Eric Brown

These dreams dance around me

I know not what is real

They haunt me like ghosts

Yet my heart they steal

These visions of the mind

taunt me with fantasies

of a world with no time

but they are a deadly farce

these dreams of mine

They ease my pain

but I’m loosing my senses 

I fight to stay sane

but too strong are the fences

my fight is in vain

I have no reality

my soul is gone

I live in these dreams

Away from this melancholy song

The Mountain

By Eric Brown

They slog through the snow

feeling their slowing heartbeat 

and hearing the groan of the glacier

beneath their feet

They see the distant summit 

Yet the snow clogs their vision

It is impossible to see

The clouds’ collision

They get closer and closer

they’re beyond the gap

but the treacherous trail

masks a terrible trap

The pinnacle is so near

they are mesmerized by its majesty

they cannot see

the impending tragedy

Mallory falls through

Irving pulls and pulls

but there’s nothing he can do

He’s being jerked off the slope

He can’t hold the weight

So he cuts the rope

He can’t go on

He has no will left

Since Mallory was gone

He trudges down in sorrow

He loses his focus

Mind on his fellow

Cold and exhausted

he sits down to rest

the wind’s blowing hard

but he couldn’t care less

He falls asleep

never to awake again

oh what a terrible plight

this journey has been

Run

By Eric Brown

It’s time to run free

Run from life

Run from the people

Run from the strife

Run from the hate

Run from the pain

Run from the state

Run from the rain

Run from the fear

Run from the sorrow 

Run from the tears

Run from tomorrow

Run from shame

Run from crime

Run from this game

Run from time

Just run

A Review of

“Ace Combat 5: The Unsung War”

By Winn Cato


This new game “Ace Combat 5: The Unsung War” is Namco’s Playstation 2 sequel to 2001’s “Ace Combat 4” which received grand reviews from all of the major video gaming magazines. “Ace Combat 5: The Unsung War” takes place in a world that has fictional countries, fictional characters and places, but has all the modern fighter planes from all of the major military forces found today on earth. All of the 50 licensed planes are from countries such as Russia, the United States, or European countries. The planes usually carry from fifty to ninety-nine missiles as well as a large number of secondary weapons giving the game a arcade feel. The game sports breathtaking visuals, which are hard to notice while flying at incredible speeds in pursuit of an enemy fighter. The replay mode lets you absorb the great game graphics from multiple views. The details of the planes that you can fly are so close to the real thing that you might think you really are flying a Mig 29 Fulcrum. The aircraft sounds are as incredible and are as realistic as the planes themselves. The graphics are some of the best you will ever see on such a large-scale map, with so many things happening at one time. The story line is well conceived and executed in the end to make this a stellar title. This game will appeal to anyone who likes arcade-like flying games that are pumped full of fast paced highflying action while soaring through over thirty story driven missions. This game also includes a secondary game mode that takes place after the events of the last “Ace Combat” game where you are again flying as the hero “Mobius One.” I suggest to anyone who might pick up this game at the store, play “Ace Combat 4” before playing the secondary game-play mode as “Mobius One.” The game-play elements of the previous version will be enhanced, as well a better understanding the story line that lead up to the “Katina” missions in arcade mode.


The story takes place six years after the ending of Namco’s spectacular “Ace Combat 4” video game in the year 2010. It has been fifteen years since the twin powers of Yuktobania and Osea fought together as allies and defeated the country of Belka. The war ended when Belka committed the unthinkable, they dropped seven tactical nuclear devices on seven cities in their own country, vaporizing them instantly. This caused both Osea and Yuktobania to pursue peace after the great tragedy that loomed over them. This game takes place almost fifteen years since the war between the three countries. There was peace existing between the twin powers of Yuktobania and Osea until Yuktobania built up their military forces to attack Osea. This was the beginning of their unjust war. Incidentally, some events have occurred in Yuktobania that have allowed their country to go into full-scale war with Osea.


The game has the player’s character start as a novice pilot in the Wardog Squadron stationed on Sand Island. This Osean controlled island is close to Osea, but is also the closest island to the Yuktobanian mainland, which makes it a prime target for Yuke fighter-bombers, and invasion forces before and during the war. The player is the main character in the story and has no name or face, but soon becomes the best fighter pilot for Osea. The first mission takes place when the player (Blaze), Captain Bartlett (Heartbreak One) the flight leader, Kai Nagasa (Edge), and 2nd Lieutenant Alvin H. Davenport (Chopper) are assigned to escort a crippled unidentified enemy recon plane to an Osean Air Force Base after it was hit by an Osea Costal Defense Surface to Air Missile. The spy plane ditches in the Ocean of the coast of Osea as a group of unknown enemy fighters arrive to engage your flight of four. After two missions of fighting these unknown enemy fighters, Captain Bartlett the flight leader is shot down over an unidentified Yuke recon vessel and safely ejects to safety, only to parachute into the water. Right after Bartlett is shot down by a surface-to-air missile, the Sand Island base commander orders to rearm and refuel at the base while they scramble a search and rescue chopper for Bartlett. The real enemy has been revealed as Yuktobania, a former ally of Osea and they have just declared war on Osea. After this, Bartlett disappears and is assumed captured by the Yuke recon ship. Blaze (the player) then takes over command of Wardog squadron. Once in command of the wing of pilots the player can issue commands such as ordering them to attack enemies at your 12 o’clock. As the story unfolds, Kai Nagasa is trying to remember a story from her childhood; it is a fairytale about a demon named Razgriz. The story tells us the demon appears “whenever history witnesses a great change, Razgriz reveals itself first as a dark demon…As a demon it uses its powers to rain death upon the land, and then it dies…However, after a period of slumber, Razgriz returns.” After Osea invades Yuktobania, which occurs shortly after the antiwar President of Osea disappears, Wardog Squadron becomes feared by Yuktobanian soldiers for their ferocity and soon the will and morale of Yuke troops dissipates under the constant air support from the feared enemy squadron. Their front lines collapse and the Yuke troops flee in fear of losing their lives. The story of The Demons of Razgriz plays an important role in the rest of the game.

Windham U. Cato

Mr. Gerz

Writers’ Workshop

13 January 2005

How I Can Become an Air Traffic Controller for the

Federal Aviation Administration (FAA)

There are many aspects to the job of air traffic controller.  They monitor and direct the movement of commercial airplanes, helicopters, and recreational aircraft.  They communicate information to aircraft and regulate the movement of aircraft and service vehicles on the ground.  Controller also has among the best pay and benefits in government service (Air).  My research shows there is a specific college path to take to prepare for the FAA testing and screening to reach the goal of being hired as an air traffic controller.


The reason I want to become an air traffic controller stems from the fact that I have always been fascinated by planes, and both general and commercial aviation.  As a small child, I always loved playing with toy planes.  Beginning in childhood, making and collecting aircraft models became a favorite hobby.  Playing both military and leisure flight simulator games is my favorite pastime.  I have been playing flight simulator games since we bought our first Apple computer back in 1992.  My first flying game that I really enjoyed was an Apple exclusive called “Hellcats over the Pacific” which I enjoyed so much I purchased two more games: “Chuck Yeager’s Air Combat” and “F/A-18 Hornet.”  Before long, at a friend’s house, I played an early copy of Microsoft Flight Simulator; after that, I had my mind set on buying a PC, and the latest copy of the Microsoft Flight Simulator series. 

I have a huge interest in military aviation and can name and identify the various types of aircraft used in World War II, the Korean War, and the Vietnam War.  I also know the more modern American, Russian, and European fighters, bombers, fighter-bombers, and helicopters.  In addition, I can identify other larger military operational aircraft such as the C-5 Galaxy or the KC-10 Extender.  I have a large collection of aviation related reference books and biographies of famous aviators, as well as posters and calendars that I have accumulated over the years.  I have always loved traveling to other parts of the world by flying larger commercial aircraft like the Boeing 747, or Boeing Triple Seven.  Taking the controls of a small plane was great and I hope one day to earn a private pilot’s license.

Additionally I have always enjoyed attending air shows and going to see the various aircraft on display both new and old.  Some of my favorite television shows are on the Discovery “Wings” channel, such as a show called “Airport,” which is about the real life dramas that take place at the two of the world’s busiest airports, Heathrow International in London and Miami International in Florida.  


There is a greater need now for new air traffic controllers now than there has been since 1981.  As the business of commercial aviation expands and the number of private pilots increases, there will be a much greater need for experienced military veterans and Air Traffic Management graduates who can control air traffic flow over the United States.  At the same time that there is an increase in traffic, there is also a need for many additional airport facilities with manned control towers and centers to control the influx of traffic occurring now and the increase in years to come.  Most of the present controllers were hired to replace the striking controllers that President Reagan fired in 1981.  The FAA has not been able to hire enough new controllers for economic reasons during the last decade; which will cause a shortage of controllers when the present controllers all retire around the same time (FAA). 


In fact, 14,000 air traffic controllers are eligible for retirement during the next decade; that is nearly 85% of all of the certified air traffic controllers (Air).  Some airports like Los Angeles Center are already suffering with only two thirds of their required 309 certified air traffic controllers.  “The FAA has failed to address the existing shortage: From October 2003 until September 2004, the FAA has lost more than 500 controllers, but hired only 13” (Yes).  The FAA has increased the number of supervisors by hiring more supervisors than controllers and filling numerous supervisor positions; this is leaving fewer and fewer certified air traffic controllers and further reducing the margin of safety (Yes).  Consequently, this may be the best time in history to grab this potential career opportunity and run with it. 

The government has announced a plan that will allow 12,500 new air traffic controllers to be hired.  The plan also will allow the existing air traffic controllers to continue working past the age limit.  They hope to offset a looming tidal wave of older FAA air traffic controllers who plan to retire in the next decade.  There are many stringent requirements needed to become an air traffic controller but due to the crisis, that may happen very soon, the FAA might have to reduce or adjust some of the requirements to allow more people the chance to qualify and train to relieve the short supply of air traffic controllers.  Some systems are in place to allow experienced controllers to transfer to higher-level facilities to make room for trainees from other sources.  This then forces the more skilled controllers to move to facilities that have vacancies that desperately need filling.  The government needs to increase the funding to the FAA so they can hire more trainees to replace the controllers that are on the verge of retiring in the next ten years.  The FAA also needs to extend the length of time graduates from College Training Initiative (CTI) programs are eligible to be hired.  Now the trainee becomes ineligible for hire after only two years (Yes).  The fact that there are only two years after graduating to be hired in the field is a problem because there are far too few controllers and this restriction only makes the shortage worse.


There are specific traits needed to become an air traffic controller. One must be prepared to handle stressful situations that come with this job.  To qualify for entry-level air traffic control specialist positions, applicants must achieve a qualifying score on the current Federal Aviation Administration authorized pre-employment test (Occupational).  An applicant must earn one hundred and twenty hours at a certified Collegiate Training Initiative (CTI) school like the Air Traffic Management degree offered at Embry-Riddle.  Upon completion of this CIT training course and graduation, graduates bypass the first five weeks of the FAA air traffic management training school (Air).  If an applicant has not received CIT training, then there is a requirement of three years of forty hours a week training/work experience, or up to six years of part time job experience.  In an interview, the applicant must show competence in English and the ability to speak swiftly and clearly, without a speech impediment or an accent that might be hard to understand during a two-way radio conversation (ATC). 


Some of the medical requirements to be certified fit for the task of becoming and maintaining the duty of being an air traffic controller are as follows.  All applicants must have 20/20 vision or better in each eye separately, or have lenses that correct their vision to 20/20.  All applicants must have normal color vision and have standard or better than normal hearing.  Everyone who applies must have no history of cardiovascular disease or convulsive disorders, or disturbance of consciousness.  All who apply must have no history of substance abuse or a dependence on any substance, including alcohol, narcotics, or prescription medication.  All individuals who wish to work for the Federal Aviation Administration must pass a required Psychological Exam, a General Medical Exam, and submit their medical histories for review (ATC).  In order to maintain a job within the Federal Aviation Administration employees must pass regular screenings and physicals (Occupational). 


For security purposes, there is a number of background checks required before you can start a job with the FAA.  The FAA always checks for dishonorable discharges from all military branches, government loyalty issues, and evidence of dishonesty in an application or examination process.  Some other issues investigated include drug related offenses, felony offenses, alcohol related incidents, willful disregard of financial obligations, firearms or explosives offenses, derogatory employment terminations, and incidents which lead to questions about your behavior and intent (ATC). 


My plan to become an air traffic controller starts with attending two years of college near Atlanta, than transferring to Embry-Riddle Aeronautical University in Daytona Beach Florida.  The Air Traffic Management program at Embry-Riddle requires 120 hours over four years of classes to be able to graduate.  Students can also transfer from another college at the two-year mark before beginning their major classes.  I plan to transfer after I take my core curricular classes at the college I attend in the fall semester of 2005.  Some of the various classes I will need to take at Embry-Riddle include: Computer Science, Physical Science, Computer Theory, Meteorology, two aviation mathematics courses, Aviation Legislation, Air Traffic Management I-V, Principals of Management, Economic Survey, Aerospace Safety, Aviation Law, and Strategic Management of Technical Operations.  One of the tools provided to alumni of Embry-Riddle is a virtual library of jobs and opportunities in addition to tips to help you with job interviews and resumes.  This search engine also allows graduates the ability to contact Embry-Riddle alumni across the United States and learn about their areas and employers.  In addition, there are company profiles, a referral service, and a complete listing of the current job availabilities at all of the major employers (Air).  


I believe I have the qualities required to be an air traffic controller.  My ability to multitask while screening out distractions will be an asset, as well as my expertise with computers.  The hearing, physical, medical, and background screening should be no problem.  My vision is corrected to 20/20 with lenses as specified.  After completing the CTI degree at Embry- Riddle, I should be well prepared for the FAA testing.  In four years, the demand for trainees will be even higher, so I hope I will be filling one of those thousands of vacancies for the FAA.
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Home

By Bennett Gaddes

Once upon a time, as the old cliché goes, there was this huge black thing called space. This space was full of little specks of dust called planets, and the occasional ball of flaming gas called a star. As far as anyone could tell, space was infinite, although that isn’t the exact truth. (In fact, as far back as anyone could remember, space was being swallowed by a worm of incomprehensible size, although the inhabitants were oblivious to this, and it doesn’t really play into this story.)


One of these planets, known to its inhabitants by many different names, though most importantly, it was known as Earth. Earth occupied the first solar system known to men. Earth was an extremely interesting specimen during its middle years...


The only half-working halogen lights gave the bathroom an aura that was both light and dark at the same time, giving a feeling that the bathroom was its own little universe. The light almost never worked right, but at least the bathroom was somewhat clean and didn’t have the asphyxiating stink of ketchup all the time. He stepped out of the bathroom onto the tessellation of green and gray that made up the bottom of the hall. The hall extended to the left and right from here, the left far more than the right, and each end cut off by a door. He (don’t ask his name) stepped into the atrium, which was usually flooded with the light that was constantly being sent from the welkin one infinity up, but was now quite dark. He went across the line of vision of the lamp fixture, which hung from the center, glaring down like the massive eyeball that it appeared to be. He walked slowly across the barren field and to his car, parked on the far side of the empty parking lot. He drove away, avoiding the highway (nobody inside of their mind would take the highway at this time) towards the residential area. He stopped in front of a massive shape, which was a house. He turned off the ignition, stepped out, walked toward the glass door, and stepped inside. Upstairs, and then into the darkened room, the contents of which were a bed, a dresser with a mirror on top, and a small nightstand.


He crawled into bed smiling that night. It had been a hard day, and now he was glad to be home, under the warm covers, by himself...and the thousands under him.

Finding Salvation

By Daniel Kempson

Our story begins with a war, unknown to the humans of earth, between the Elves and the Drow, the last war of its kind for earth. It had been seven long years since the Drow had attacked the Elves in their forest homes, seven years of death for both Drow and Elf alike, but it was also a time of unexpected birth. 

As a child, he was given away soon after birth, since his family was unable to support another child at the time. The Elves had taken another blow as a few Drows that had been in hiding had taken an attack and killed many of the elves. The Astalds wanted to help with trying to reconstruct the lands of the Elves, but with a new child, they would not be able to. They traveled into the lands of the humans and found a young couple. They asked this couple to see if they would take care of this child for them. The couple accepted, not knowing what they were getting. Since Elves were not commonly known at the time of the adoption, the Astalds had hidden their ears and gave Linis to the family in a blanket covering his ears. They did not want to frighten the family. The only request they made before leaving was that the child keep the name Linis Astald. 


As the child grew older, his new parents found that he had abilities that normal children did not have, as well as his ears were like no other person. They never let his hair get shorter then a shoulder length to cover his ears. On the island of Ald, about 100 miles off the coast of Japan, the people known as metas were hated. Though they were less common when Linis was younger, they were still hated with extreme passion. His foster parents were no exception. When Linis first displayed he had the ability to control the life energy around himself they scolded him. And every time after that he was punished with worse punishments. By the time he was five his foster parents beat him for the first time. Inside of Linis’ head, something changed; a new personality was formed. This personality had no name yet, but it would later be known as Lavin. There would be two more instances of beatings in Linis’ life, and each time another personality was created, though only Lavin ever took control, it was only once or twice. The beatings also left Linis with scars on his back, one for each time he was beaten. 


By the time Linis was ten, he had received his share of hate from these people and decided to leave. Only taking what he could carry, he left and lived on the streets for two years, scrounging for food in trashcans or begging people that lived nearby. As he grew older and his powers began to show themselves, without control more and more he was forced to try and find a way off the island of Ald. Making his way to the coast, he slowly began to teach himself how to swim. It was long and tiring for Linis, but he had made up his mind to get off the island for the first and last time. 

Linis was now 15, and his looks were beginning to set in as what he would look like for the rest of his life. He was a skinny, but strong young man; his oily black hair had grown to slightly past his shoulders. It stuck to its self and made long thick strands that went everywhere. His ears could now be easily seen as the hair fell behind them, the tips of the ears holding the hair. His deep crystal green eyes shined now that he was to be free of the island’s dark grasp on his life. He stood tall at almost six feet, looking down at many people he crossed in the street, helping him avoid trouble since they could not see his ears from where they stood. His body posture was tensed as he walked, and more laid back when he rested, seeming like he was waiting for someone to attack him. He knew he could not live like this forever.


Linis felt that he was ready to try to swim for another nearby island. He had been trying to see if anyone was living on it since he had begun his training for swimming. Not seeing any activity on it for the length of his training, he decided he would be able to go there and feel at home. Thick trees covered the island, nothing like Ald was. Waiting until a calm day, Linis was excited and nervous about making the trip off Ald. The day came when the waters were calm and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. He found a pier jutting out into the ocean towards his destination. Running out on to at as fast as he could, he jumped over the railing at the end, diving into the deep turquoise waters and began his long swim. 


As Linis reached the shores of the other island, he was completely out of energy. He felt as if someone had tied 20-pound weights on to his legs and made him run 5 miles. He pulled himself further onto the beach and passed out. A young woman walking on the beach saw him pass out and rushed over to him. She had no idea how he had gotten to the beach or why, but she picked him up and carried him to her home on the island. He name was Knoatta. 

As Linis woke up, he found himself in a small cot in a cabin. He slowly got out of the bed and began to look around the place, hoping to find out who owned it, and how he got there. His search of the house came up empty, there was food and supplies here for someone, but who ever it was, was not around. Since he could not find who ever it was, he began to look over the house in more detail. A one story tall log cabin, built close to the water, but far enough into the trees that from off the island it would be hard to see. Inside there were only five rooms: A bedroom, bathroom, kitchen, a living room, and a room that Linis was unable to figure out its use. The last room had nothing in it, and the bamboo covered walls seemed to be padded lightly. Suddenly a low rumbling sound erupted from Linis’ stomach and Linis realized he had not eaten much since he had left Ald. He didn’t even know how long ago that was, but it had to of been at least half a day. 


Linis made his way back to the kitchen and searched for something that he could stomach eating. It was not hard as there was more then enough food here to feed an army for a month. He found some fruit and some sandwich meat, and without bread ate until he was full, nearly eating three pounds of food. He sat in an oak chair, leaning back letting himself rest from eating so much, and as he was doing that, someone stepped through the doorway. She was a young lady, no older then 25, with long blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. She stood no higher then Linis, and carried herself in an almost Elf-like grace. Linis couldn’t take his eyes off her as he brought himself into an upright position ready to run incase eating her food was a mistake. She laughed, seeing the tension is his posture. 


“Welcome to my home, I am Knoatta…”

she said, a smile on her face. Linis relaxed and leaned back slightly again, seeing that she was not about to hurt him for eating.


“Who might you be?”

she asked a new look appearing in her eyes, almost a look of confusion. She reminded herself of how he came to be on the island. Linis looked at her with a funny look. He wasn’t sure if he could trust her, he did not know if she would accept him as an Elf. He looked from side to side. 


‘My name is Linis Astald… I ran away from my home, my parents weren’t nice to me,’

he slowly uttered. He did not want to bring up the memories of what he had gone through with his parents. The long days being beat because of the strange things that happen when he felt a strong emotion; the beatings making more things happen, a viscous cycle that happened almost every day of his life, until he had escaped from his parents. 


“How were they mean, if you do not mind me asking?’


“They hurt me, beat me sometimes. All because I have strange abil--“


Linis stopped short in that sentence his eyes quickly looking to Knoatta, his body ready to run. He had forgotten that no one on Ald liked people with powers, and he wasn’t sure if she cared for them. He did not move an inch as he waited for her to react. She made no act to move, only stood there listening to what he was saying. 


“Its ok, you don’t have to talk about it. ‘


‘No, no... Its just I am unsure of how you will react to me… I can do things. I don’t know how I do them, or what they are, but it is like a glowing light around me.’


The conversation continued for hours as Linis explained what had happened to him. To his surprise, Knoatta did not seem to mind that he had these strange abilities. As Linis was finishing his story, something he could never expect happened. Knoatta rose from the seat she had taken, placing her right hand in front of her and a blue ball of light appeared above it. 


“I too, have ‘strange’ abilities. Although we call them powers.”

Knoatta said as the ball disappeared and she pulled out her chair and took a seat again. 


“Powers? We?”

Linis asked so fast the words slurred together. His eyes were wide, the green glowing with excitement and wonder. How was it possible that other people with abilities existed? His mind filled with questions, but his mouth would not move as if it had come down with a sudden case of lockjaw. Knoatta nodded to Linis.


“There are many people in the world that have special powers. The populace calls them Metas, but we try to call ourselves what we feel we are. Ourselves.’


Knoatta told Linis of all the people in the world that she knew of. One place in particular, Anime High School, a school that young metas went to learn how to control their powers and get an education for the future. It was located north of Japan is a beautiful setting of forests, lakes, and meadows. All underneath the protection of a mountain filled with caves that students could practice their abilities in. She told him of how the teachers there had powers too, and that they went through the same things that he was going through. Linis couldn’t believe his ears, an entire community of people like him; it was too good to be true.


Knoatta continued, explaining to Linis that even with this school, metas were still misunderstood, and hated by many, and the school had been attacked before. With this Linis’ heart hung low, he wished to be free of the hate, but it sounded like this would be a good place to learn about himself and finally be accepted for who he was. He now had a new goal to achieve, to reach Anime High School, and enroll. He quickly thanked Knoatta for all her help and rushed out the door to find Anime High School. His journey in life was only just beginning.

Love Deep

By Daniel Kempson

Every day, every night
My heart beats faster and faster
Not knowing my past
Not seeing my future
I walk blind for you

What would you do?
What would you say?
If I let you deep inside
Would you share in my love?
Would you hold back my hate?

Bigotry 

By Amber Lancaster

Madison entered her high school at the same time she did everyday. She made sure it was right as the bell was ringing so she wouldn’t be forced to go to the cafeteria where all of her peers would make fun of the ways she dressed, the way she spoke, or the way she looked. Madison was from India and had been at Monroe High little over half a year. Her parents had recently relocated due to her father’s job. Batty Maddy, as the other students liked to call her, had yet to find any friends.


 Walking into the school, she went straight to her locker and threw her bag in. It wasn’t an expensive backpack like all the other kids were carrying and it gave them just another reason to talk badly of her. She pulled her dark, thick hair into a bun and readjusted her long, plaid skirt. She sighed deeply as she looked down at her light yellow blouse. All the other girls were wearing jeans and dark tank tops. Her mother wouldn’t allow her to walk out of the house with any skin showing at all.


After grabbing her biology book and some pens, she headed for her first period class. She was still getting used to English and it made it difficult for her to communicate. Knowing this, she would sit in the very back and pray she wouldn’t be called on. But today her seat was taken by a preppy blonde girl with a lot of make-up. Madison realized she had spent too much time dreading the day and had missed roll call. Every single pair of eyes was staring at her as she took the only seat left, in the front row. Sweat began to pour from her hands and she continuously wiped them on her skirt. Giggles could be heard from the all around the room. She heard her nickname being whispered and caught a fragment of someone’s sentence; “I heard she was shipped here because her parents couldn’t stand her anymore.” Breathing deeply, Madison sat in the chair and waited for the class to begin.


“Ah Miss Patel, how nice of you to join us”, the teacher pronounced her name Paw-tell as usual. “Now why don’t you read the first paragraph of chapter seven?” Madison stared at the ground. The teacher knew she had a hard time with reading English. Sometimes it felt as if everyone disliked her just because she was a little different. She quickly threw open her book, unaware that she had used too much strength. The book went sailing off her table and onto the floor a few feet away. The class roared with laughter. It was if it were the funniest thing they had ever witnessed. Tears gathered in her eyes but she refused to let them see her cry. She slowly got up and retrieved the book.


Turning to the designated page, she began to read, “Biochemistry ish bah-sic chemistrah, meta-ha-bolism, eni-zeems, ene-hu-gy, and large mole-cules.”  Her face turned bright red as she heard snickering behind her. “That stupid Indian girl can’t even talk. Go back home brownie!” Tears streamed down Madison’s face as she got up and ran out of the room. She ran straight to the women’s restroom and cried in a stall. Soon the wailing cries became sniffles.


The door to the restroom slowly opened and she heard the voice of Natasha, the captain of the girl’s soccer team and also in her Biology class. “Did you see the way that Indian girl ran? She’s pretty fast. I wouldn’t mind having her on the team.” Another voice replied, “You can’t be serious, Tash! It would be social suicide to even talk to the girl.” Madison stopped sniffling for fear they would hear her. “Well you know what, Angie? I really don’t care. And you shouldn’t either. If you’re too good to respect other’s feelings then you can just leave.” Heavy feet stomped out of the bathroom.

Believing they were both gone, Madison ventured out of her stall. She came face to face with Natasha. Turning bright red, Maddy apologized and reached for the door. Natasha’s voice stopped her. “Hey, did you hear all of that?” Maddy slowly nodded her head and turned her eyes to the ground. “Can you believe some people? No one cares about other people’s feelings anymore. But you needn’t worry about it. Angie is rough around the edges, but inside she’s just a scared little girl. So do you think you’d want to try out for the team?”

Madison couldn’t believe this girl was talking to her. She lifted her brown eyes and turned them to Natasha’s smiling face. “Oh, I played shum in India. I guessh I could try out for hiss team you speak of.” Natasha laughed. “We’re going to have to work on that accent you’ve got. Hey, would you like to sit with me at lunch?” Madison smiled for the first time since she had entered the United States. “I would like dat very much.” She turned to open the door and paused once again. “Thank you.” She pushed the door open and walked out.

Caden’s Imagination

By Amber Lancaster

Another fight had erupted at Caden’s school. This time it was between Caden and another male student who had been teasing him. As he sat in an uncomfortably bright chair in the principal’s office, he imagined the scene that lay before him once he was taken home. 

“Maybe if you got your head out of those stupid books and played football like a normal kid, you would have more friends. You’re just a good-for-nothing lazy boy.” Caden would lower his head and stare at his feet while his father continued to demoralize him. “Kids your age are out with friends, getting into trouble, and all you ever do is sit around here and complain. Well I’m sick of it. Either you get out of this house and find friends or you will be shipped off to boarding school!” This is the point where young Caden would lift his head with tears in his eyes. He knew better than to say anything so he kept his mouth shut. He had been threatened with talk of boarding school before. He knew it was only a matter of time before he would get rid of him. The tears would anger his father to an alarming degree. “What are you going to cry now? You are just a sissy! Get out of my house!

The small boy would run out of the house and into the blinding sunlight. Shielding his eyes, he would scan the horizon in search of some comfort, some sign, from his beloved God. As tears dripped down his sullen face, he would run to the only place he found peaceful. Deep in the woods behind his house, he had built a shelter atop a tree. Many would call it a tree house or perhaps even a playhouse, but he called it his haven.

Once he climbed up the sturdy tree and situated himself comfortably, he would pick up his favorite book. He believed that somewhere, somehow, the magical wonderland that the book created really existed. It was a belief that had kept the mistreated little boy happy ever since his mother had died. After re-reading the book for the four-hundredth (or so it seemed) time, he would lay back with his head upon an assortment of pillows and dream about the sparkling waters, cloudless skies, and always smiling faces the novel depicted so well. He would fantasize about traveling there on a golden horse and would be welcomed with open arms and loving faces. The people of the secret country would respect him and treat him as if he were a king. After bringing him milk and chocolate muffins, they would give him hundreds of books to read and time alone to read them all.

The day would pass without Caden’s realization. Soon it would be nighttime. The half-moon would rest lazily in the sky; the crickets would chirp their evening song, and all other creatures would be readying themselves for sleep. Caden would awake from slumber, having not realized he had fallen asleep. It would be too dark to find his way home and yet too frightening to stay alone in the ominous woods. He would panic as the sound of crunching leaves beneath him quickened his heartbeat. He would stare at the wooden boards of the tree house and jump at every sound.

Dawn would find the boy with blood shot eyes and trembling from the cold. He would be too weak from hunger to move and knowing his father would never search for him, he would die there, alone and unloved with only his dreams of a distant land to keep him company.

The sound of the principal’s door squeaking open brought Caden back to reality. He quickly rubbed his wet eyes onto his right sleeve and turned to look at the figure standing in the door. He looked her up and down and ran to her open arms. “Mom, I’m sorry I got into another fight.”

Forsaken Beauty

By Amber Lancaster

Salty tears cascade down her thin face

Revulsion pumps through her veins

Loveless nights, so cold and lonely 

Hatred and deceit is all that remains 

Once defined by her beauty

She is now considered repulsive

She has scars across her wrists and arms

The cutting has become compulsive

She feels utterly lost in a world so desolate

It feels like the pain inside her will never subside

Her fate has set a strict course for her

And she knows the love and hatred will soon collide

She pictures herself as a lost little girl

With dreams and expectations

She is lost inside her childhood 

Disregarding all of realities situations

As her insanity grows stronger

And her visions persist 

The world she has created 

Will soon be all that exists

Remember Me

By: Amber Lancaster

I can’t wait around for you to save me

For my time is running thin

Where will I flee this time?

Where have I not been?

How much longer can I take it?

The fighting, the abuse

I don’t deserve this

Can’t we call a truce?

I don’t want to face my demons

So don’t expect me to be brave

Please don’t let them find me

Just bury me in an unmarked grave

When my life is over

And to death I have succumbed

Remember me for who I was

Not for who I had become

Don’t forget my carefree ways

Or the life lessons I tried to teach

Or the times I helped you through

When you thought hope was out of reach

Don’t forget the way I made you laugh

Or the smile I always brought

Or the love I tried to give

When you were terribly distraught 

The only thing I wish to ask

Is to be remembered in a pleasant way

Forgot the rumors that you’ve heard

And think of how I brightened each day

Temptation of a Rose

By Amber Lancaster

Thorns wrap themselves tightly across my ankles and wrists

While the moon willfully watches me high in the heavens

I try to flee the fearful and forlorn darkness

But I’m spellbound by its ruthless stare

Moonlight travels tauntingly over me 

Finally, I am freed from the forsaken forest

But my skin is scarred from the sharp thorns

And I am forever tainted by the once tempting roses

Even Heaven Has a Dark Side

By Karis Lange

June 1, 2001


I had never been across the great America, but my Papa, he was born there, in the great state of New York; buildings that reached to the sky, streets that were filled of people, both black and white. The pictures give me some idea, but I still want to go there and see them with my own eyes; The Stature of Liberty, Papa said that she watches over the city night and day. The Empire State Building, He told me that this is the tallest building in the world. If I could have anything in the world, it would be to go and meet my Grandma and Grandpa. I can’t wait to see this heaven called America.


Isabel couldn’t think of anything else to write in her journal so she closed it. She looked at the beautiful purple velvet cover and touched the silver lock that kept her secrets safe from the prying eyes of others; mostly, Rico, her little brother. She loved her little brother, but all he seemed to love was sticking his nose where it didn’t belong.


At Lunch her eyes were fixed on the table until her Mama snapped her out of the trance, “My dear is something troubling you?” she asked with a smile that always made Isabel want to tell her everything. She looked at her, “I was just thinking about the stories that Papa told us, about his home.” She said and her mother smiled and kissed her head, “Finish your breakfast; we have a surprise for you.”  Isabel quickly finished her breakfast and waited anxiously. Her Papa looked at her Mama then at her, “Your Grandma wishes a visit from you. So we told them that we are coming down to America in about a week.” He said and was almost knocked over by his daughter who through her arms around his neck, “Mucho Gracias Papa! Mucho Gracias!” she laughed as he caught his balance and returned the hug, “I didn’t know that you would be this excited.” He said and looked at his wife who smiled, “All your stories have her imagination going wild.” The first thing she did after Lunch was run to her room, jump on her bed and open her Journal.

I just got the greatest news! My Papa told me that we are traveling to America to meet my Grandma and Grandpa! I am so excited my dream is finally coming true. I’m going to see the Empire State Building and Lady Liberty. Little Rico is looking forward to the candy and my Mama is going to meet Papa’s Mama and Papa, for the first time.


It was the day of our trip and Isabel had forgotten that they had to go by plane. This was her first trip to the Airport, “This seems like it could be its own county.” She said and looked at her 9-year-old brother who was wearing a Spiderman T-shirt and holding his Mama’s hand. Isabel looked at a sign that was hanging on the wall to her left, 

Buenos Dias, Bienvenida la Costa Rico, Good Morning, Welcome to Costa Rico.  She walked to it and read first the Spanish information then read it in English. She looked at her reflection. My Papa is American and my Mama is Puerto Rican.” She touched her full long brown hair, but I look like my Papa and it is easier for me to learn English. She went through her thoughts, pinpointing every detail of her inheritance. Isabel was eight years older than her brother had lighter brown hair that she did. Her eyes were a dark chocolate brown that both her parents had. I guess that reason I don’t feel stressed about this trip is because the part of me that is American is telling me that, “It’s ok Isabel, America is like your second home” even though I have never been there. 


She looked away from the window at the sound of her Mamas voice calling her. It was time for them to board the plane. As the plane moved she plastered her face to the window, soon it began to go faster and faster, then they were air born. Isabel couldn’t believe that they were in the sky. She covered her ears as soon as the air pressure took hold and looked at her Papa who laughed and leaned over to her, “It’s ok. When you get this high the air pressure causes the feeling, here.” He said handing her gum. The moment she began to chew it, her ears relaxed and so did she. Rico wasn’t so lucky, he was crying because he was getting airsick. 


After what seemed forever, the pilot came over the loud speaker and announced that they were over New York and would be preparing to land in 20 minutes. Isabel looked out the window at ground growing larger, “Look! Lady Liberty!” she said and her father smiled, “Yes, I’ll take you to her while we are here.” 


After the tedious flight and undesirable food that was given out for lunch, Isabel was full of energy and Rico was sleeping on his Papa’s shoulders. 


A cab came and took then away from the airport and into the heart of the city. Isabel was plastered to the window, staring wide-eyed out at the scenery, everything is so different, the people, the buildings, the cars. She had been in cabs back home many times so it was nothing new. Rico was busy with a small bag of candy that Papa had gotten him and Mama was sipping a latte. They came to a building that read, Rose Apartments on it. Inside it looked like one of those luxurious motels you only see on the Travel Channel. 


We were taken to a room that had the number 345 on it. An elderly man opened the door. Isabel knew right away that it was her Grandpa, but was too shy to say anything. He greeted her father with a firm handshake and a smile, “It’s nice to see you again, son.” He said then greeted her mother with a hug. From inside the room a woman came, “Is that my grand daughter?” she asked and gave Isabel a huge hug. 


After spending about an hour talking and getting to know each other, Isabel walked out onto the balcony to take everything in, My Grandparents are even better then I thought that they would be. I had no idea that someone like me would be in such a nice place. Grandma said that she would get me a map of the city so that I could go for a walk later. Everything is happening to fast, I don’t know what to do first, I’m a little scared about going out into this huge city alone, but Papa said that I was old enough. I think that I’ll go to the park, if it’s like the one back home, I’ll love it.


After having a snack of peanut butter and jelly sandwich, Isabel left the two-story apartment and stepped out into the city. She was wearing a T-shirt that said, I LOVE NEW YORK in big bold letters on a light blue background. Her faded jeans went well with it, Grandma said that the park was two blocks to the right of the apartment; she looked at her map then ahead. Isabel had no idea that New York was filled with people of different wealth as well as people who are black and white. A woman in a fur coat passed her holding a toy poodle, her perfume was so strong that Isabel waited till she passed then she coughed, I have never smelled something so strong before. My nose and eyes are on fire.


The park entrance was to her right as she passed the second block. Well so far so good. Isabel entered the large park and looked around at the people having picnics and throwing brightly colored friz-bees for their dogs. She saw a hotdog stand  to her left and remembered that her Papa had handed her some American money then told her how it was used. She walked to the man, “Excuse me senor, I would like to purchase a hotdog.” She said, “You one of’em Spanish speaking peoples ain’t ya.” He said. Isabel nodded her head slowly, “I don’t want no trouble ya hear.” He said refusing to sell her anything. Isabel turned away and walked to a bench sat down. Why did that man not want to sell? Did I say something wrong? She walked through the park and noted that some of the people were looking at her. She moved a little faster each time she noticed someone looking until she was at a dead run, strait out of the park. She stopped across the street to catch her breath. 

The store she was standing in front of was called Starbucks Coffee. I wonder if someone can tell me why that man in the park didn’t sell me a hot dog. She pulled the door open and was hit with the smell of coffee. A young blonde girl, roughly 18, greeted her with a smile, “Hello, Welcome to Starbucks, what can I get for ya?” she asked. Isabel looked back at the park; “Uh, I was wondering if you could tell me why the man selling hot dogs in the park refused to sell me one?” the girl looked at her, “What?” she asked confused at her question. Isabel pointed back at the park, “The man said that I was a one of those Spanish speaking people…” The girl sighed and looked towards the park, “Some people around here aren’t as nice…that man has been working there for about a yea, he doesn’t like anyone who is different.” The girl then smiled at her, “But I don’t see anything wrong with you.” She laughed and handed her a small Cinnamon Latte, “It’s free…So is this your first time to New York?” Isabel nodded, “It is the first time I have been to America…We arrived this morning from Costa Rico.” The girl smiled, “I’m a freshman at NYU, which stands for New York University, My names Rachel.” She said and Isabel smiled, “I am Isabel Garcia.” The girl walked out from behind the counter, “No way…” Isabel looked confused, “Pardon?”, “Your Mathew and Maranda Garcia’s girl?” she asked and Isabel nodded, “I’m Rachel Garcia, you’re dad’s older brother is my dad.” She said and Isabel smiled, “So we are…cousins…” Rachel nodded and hugged Isabel, “Come on, my shift is over anyways, I’ll walk you back.” She said and followed Isabel out of the store. 


It was a surprise to everyone back at the apartment that Rachel was in New York, but they greeted her all the same. I’m going to have a lot to write about tonight; Grandma wanted to make dinner, but she thought that ordering pizza would be better. After having a huge dinner of pizza and soda’s, Isabel spent sometime with Rachel before she had to return to her dorm. Around 9:00, Isabel retreated to the room that she was staying in and lifted her journal from her bag and opened it to a new page. 

June 3, 2001


I already told you about arriving in New York so I’ll skip right to the point. I wish that my Papa had told me all the stories, even the ones that weren’t as happy. America wasn’t the heaven that I thought that it would be.  I met a man who thought that I would cause trouble because I was Spanish. I wish that I could teach him not to judge people who are different. Rachel told me that some people just don’t care, and that some do.

Invisible 

By Karis Lange


  It was March 20th 2003, only one day till Angel’s graduation. Bree had spend the weekend listening to her father fuss and fret over her older sister Angel. She had always been the one getting more attention, even when the occasion wasn’t of any importance. It was as if her graduation meant that she was going to be leaving planet. As Bree shuffled through her thoughts, her father was moving around their small kitchen putting away dishes and talking on the phone with their grandmother. Bree looked at the clock, which read 7:45. The bus would be arriving soon and she wasn’t even done with her cereal, “Dad…I’m going to head on out.” She said lifting her bulging bag; it seemed to get heavier each time.  


March was my favorite out of the twelve months; the weather was perfect, not too cold and not too hot, and with a soft breeze blowing all day. The sound of the bus’s loud motor snapped Bree out of her trance, making her look up at the large yellow vehicle pull up in front of her. Just like everyday it was packed, it’s not like my mood wasn’t already on edge. She sat next to Skye like she did everyday and lay her head on the back of the seat and gave a sigh, “Let me guess…your dad still ignoring you?” she asked. Skye and I had been best friends since 7th grade, which was three years ago, but the scary thing was that she seemed to know more about me than I did. Bree looked at her friend, “Have you talked to your mom about this weekend?” she asked as Skye moved some of her black hair out of her face and turned to her, “Yeah, my mom said that she could take us to the movies, but we would have to walk to the mall.” She said and looked closely at me, “Bree…this whole deal with your sister is really affecting you isn’t it?” she said in a worried tone. I nodded. I didn’t know that I showed that much, “How can you tell?” Skye reached in her bag and handed me a mirror, “Normally your eyes are brighter and don’t have dark circles under them…and you comb your hair…” She said. Bree looked at her reflection, Gee’s looks like I was so caught up thinking about the affects this graduation is having on my dad I didn’t think about how he was affecting me. I looked back at her, “Yeah…” She said and pulled her brush out of her bag and ran it through her long hair. The mixture of the cold morning air and her metal brush made it all the hairs stick out. 


Whoever thought of making math first period is beyond help she thought I can’t sit here much longer, I have too much on my mind. Looking at her textbook, she then turned to the board. Her teacher’s handwriting was so bad that there was no way she would be able to take notes. I’ll get them from Skye later. First period is never going to end and when it does, it’s going to be my graduation. I can’t see how I’m related to Angel, we’re so different; she’s pretty, talented, popular, and I’m short, hazel eyed, flat-chested, and you can find constellations on my face. “Miss Marson, why don’t you find the answer to this equation?” Miss Peers asked crossing her arms. She had been watching Bree for the last 2 minutes space out and focus, I forgot to mention that I’m a daydreamer. Bree walked to the front of the room and looked at the equation, HA! Math has always been my strong point. She turned to the teacher, “There is no right answer.” She said. Miss Peers raised her eyebrow in amusement, “Very good, looks like you were listening.” She said and gave a small smile, “I know it’s early, but please try and focus.” She said and Bree nodded a little embarrassed. 

Finally, it was time to go to second period. Bree met up with Skye, “Have you ever thought of taking up a writing course?” she asked her, “A writing course…why?” Yeah I write a lot, but is it that good? Skye took my red notebook out of my hands and opened it, “You have a great way of expressing your emotions.” She said. I think writing out my emotions, which have been mostly stress and jealously is better that beating it out of someone. She smirked and watched Skye read one of her latest poems.

Forgotten and alone

Watching life from a window

Watching as my family live their 

Lives as though I’m not there

My father and his precious Angel

And then there is me

Please someone notice me

Please someone let me breathe

I’m here

Hello?

“Are you going to finish it?” she asked after handing it back to me. As soon as I get some more inspiration, all I need to do is go home, sit and watch my family through my little window. Bree laughed at her sarcastic thoughts and Skye gave her a strange look, “I was just thinking that all I had to do for inspiration was go home and sit.” She said and Skye rolled here eyes. Gym class, another day of rope burns, bruises, and being completely humiliated. Bree and Skye watched from the bleachers as, Mandy, the head cheerleader and my number one tormenter worked on a routine with her squad of wanna be Mandy’s. To me the word cheerleader means preppy blonde with nothing to better to do but make people who aren’t as pretty or as skinny as her feel bad about themselves. Personally, I think being anorexic isn’t anything to be proud of. 

She looked at Skye, “How come they keep getting shorter?” she asked and Skye shrugged, I wonder what it would be like to be like them. Skye looked at her face and saw that same look in her eyes, “Please tell me you aren’t thinking what I think you’re thinking…” she said and Bree laughed, “No way.” She said even though it wasn’t true. 


The other classes went by quickly. The bus ride was long and stressful, “Let me know what happens when you get home.” Skye said when they came to her stop. Bree sighed and waved to her friend as she stepped of the bus, I can tell you right now, it’s going to be the same damn thing. I walk in the door, greet my dad and Angel, wait for a response but don’t get one, walk to my room and lie in bed and listen to music until Skye calls. 


When she opened the door, Angel was sitting on the couch with Luke, her boyfriend; For once can they be watching TV. She thought as she walked passed the couple and into the kitchen, “How was your day?” the sound of her fathers voice made her jump, “Long…” she said and sat down at the table, “Great, did you get the flowers?” he asked and Bree saw the headphone cord that was coming out of his pocket, And to think that he was talking to me, he’s on the phone with that flirt of a girlfriend. I’ll bet anything that she is cheating on him this very moment, lying in bed with her boss or something. She thought that she was going to cry, “DAD! You do realize that I still live here, don’t you!?” she yelled. “Hold on a second, what Bree?” he asked, “You are so busy with your girlfriend and Angel that you have forgotten about me.” She cried. Bree was gripping her glass so hard that it broke. Her father just sat there and looked at his crying daughter, “Honey are you having trouble in school or something?” he asked. Bree lost it, “Did I do something wrong? Why are you ignoring me? ” she yelled. Her father looked lifted the phone, “I’ll call you back…Honey what are you talking about?”

Bree sank to her knees, “All you have been doing is talking and doing things for Angel…Don’t I matter anymore!?” she demanded and her father walked to her, knelt in front of her and put his hands on her shoulders, “Bree, I haven’t forgotten about you…I’m just…I don’t know…stressed over other things and now this.” He said, “I think that Stacy is cheating on me.” He said and Bree started laughing, “Are you kidding…I never liked her or trusted her.” She said and he sighed, “Yeah well I was going to break it off, but honey I love you and I will never forget about you.” He said and hugged her. It looks like I was wrong, “It’s a teacher workday tomorrow, can we hang out, get ice cream or something?” she asked and he nodded, “I promise.” He said. 


Bree’s emotions had grown unstable and over the months and she had become depressed. Skye sat in her room on her computer thinking about it. Damn I can’t take this anymore. She got up and went into her mother's office. “Mom, I’m worried about Bree, she has become really depressed.” She said and her mother looked at her, “I noticed also when she came over last Saturday.” She said and thought a moment. “Let's see what happens.” 


Bree had set her alarm clock for 10 am that Friday and woke up eager and happy for the first time in about a month, finally…I’m going to spend sometime with my dad. She ran to her dad’s room and found a note on the pillow:

Bree, I took Angel out shopping and I’ll be back around 11.

Bree rolled her eyes and went down stairs to have breakfast and watch TV. She looked at the clock, 10:40 he should be home soon. She waited for about 10 more minutes and walked to the window and looked out, “Damn it.” She thought and looked at the clock 11:10. She waited until 11:30 before going into the kitchen and calling his cell, “Dad…where are you?” she asked and waited for him to answer, “Sorry honey…I got a date.” He said and she just hung up and ran out of the house and to the part that was down the street, He lied! He lied!! I can’t believe he rather go on a date then spend some time with me.

Hours later Skye’s mom came through the park calling her name. She found her standing on a rock by the huge water fall, “Bree…don’t.” she said and Bree turned head and looked at her, “Why, he doesn’t want to have anything to do with me…” she said and Mrs. Peters stepped closer, “Believe it or not people care about you.” She said, “Skye is home crying her eyes out when she found out that your father went back on his word, your depressed sweety.” She said and held out her hand. Bree stepped off the rock and walked to her, “I’m never going home again.” She said, “You can stay with us.” Mrs. Peters said and hugged her.


Skye ran out of the house and tackled Bree to the ground, “You’re my best friend I can’t loose you…please don’t do that again!” she sobbed. Bree and Skye were both in tears as they embraced each other in the grass. Maybe I was wrong, maybe I do have something to live for. Yeah my sister is getting all the attention, but that doesn’t mean that either one of them hate me. Graduation is a big deal; you’re out of school forever. I guess dad will be the same way when I graduate, but I still wish that he would have said something.

Not Until the Sun Rises…

By Karis Lange

My once pleasant dreams were dashed with darkness

That soon became the black hell of reality 

I was to scared to open my eyes


To scared to awake

The outcome is foreshadowed 

What will happen the moment I awaken?

Slowly my eyelids ascend 

The shadows dance along the gray shaded walls 

I can hear them laughing

With dark and deceitful humor  

Telling jokes of my fear

I sit and listen

Outside, branches run their nails along the window’s glass

As the cat chases a phantom in the kitchen

The shadows began a torturous dance

The rhythm matched that of my pounding heart

For how long is this to last?

What good can come from this feeling?

What good can come from these dreams? 

When will the laughter stop?

For as long as your heart is pounding

Nothing but fear and torment

Only shadows and darkness

Not until the sun rises…

Will the laughter stop

Shadows and Lies

By Karis Lange

Shadow watched the prep infested table as she poked at her cold macaroni and cheese on her lunch tray. She looked at Alex who looked at her with a sadistic smirk on his face. They spent every lunch period tormenting the popular crowd, which consisted of Jocks, Cheerleaders, and the people who become popular because their job is to make people like Shadow and Alex feel miserable. 

“So which will it be Shadow?”

“Hmm I don’t know, didn’t we dot the gravy sling-shot last week?”

“Yeah, it nailed Stacy right in the chest.”

“Yep, nothing is more amusing then watching the most popular girl in 11th grade, run around in circles with gravy running down her shirt.”

Shadow had to admit that is was the funniest thing that she had ever seen, well except when she put the dead snake at the bottom of her salad bowl. 

She looked at Alex; they had been best friends since, well since forever. She looked at him, and noted that his long brown hair was uncombed and sticking up in some places, “Miss your alarm clock again?” He smoothed his hair, “Yeah, I think that Lori turned it off again.” She laughed. His little sister made it her job to make his life a living hell. The entire 8th grade knew her as the prank master. Even some of the teachers knew her by that title and she and the principal had become very close friends. 


Alex looked at Shadow, since when did shadow have black streaks? He looked at her dirty-blonde hair, which had thick black streaks going through it. She saw him looking at her, “What…” she asked and raising an eyebrow. 

“How long has your hair been colored?”

“I’ve had it that way all week.” 

“How come I haven’t noticed?” 

“Alex...you’re hopeless.”

Shadow patted the top of his head then laughed. He looked up when their table was approached by Stacy and her posse of wanna-be’s. She smoothed her black t-shirt and jeans as Alex looked up and cleared his throat.  

“I have my eye on you Peerson. I don’t know who put that snake in my salad, but I’m going to find out who and I’m going to make them pay.”

“Really now? How are you going to do that?”

“I am going to make them suffer so much.”

“Tell me how. Are you going to go on a rant about your popularity or-“

She was stopped when Stacy scoffed in an annoying huff, but paused and turned to her with an annoyed look on her face that made the vein in her forehead pop out.

“Now I know why you are the number one loser in the whole school.” 

“Uh…didn’t you announce that like our freshman year Becker?”

‘I…You…You are wasting my time.”

“Hey…let me know when you find out.”

Alex let out a giggle that caused Shadow to almost drop her tray, in all my life I have never heard a guy giggle.

She was reading an article in a teen magazine that someone had left in the girl’s locker room, So just about every girl thinks that the worst year in high school is your junior year. She put it down and walked out of the locker room. For ten out of the sixteen years of her life she had been in gymnastics until she was injured from a fall. 


Stacy was on the balance beam and seemed to be having trouble bending down, readying herself for a backhand spring. The teacher, Miss Baxter, was trying to help her, but was doing it wrong. Even though Stacy had made her life miserable, Shadow could feel that all the jokes and lies were a cover up for personal insecurity. 

“Miss Baxter, I can help”

“I can do it on my own.”

“Not without hurting yourself.”

“Fine, then you show me.”

Shadow watched as she dismounted and then climbed up. Shadow squatted with one foot in front of the other and had her arms strait out in front of her. She then moved upward then back and at the same time moved her arms in unison with her body. 

“There is a trick.”

“What is it?”

“Which hand do you write with?”

“Left.”

“The balance on your right foot and put your left foot in front of you so that you land on it.”

Shadow then went back to stretching, but sat so that she could see Stacy. The girl did as she said and did a perfect backhand spring. Shadow smiled and did several on the large mat before getting a bottle of water from the machine outside the double doors. When she is with her posse, Stacy makes a sport of putting people down, but when she is alone, she’s different. That stuck up look she waves around is gone and she actually seems like a normal person.

The seniors always came in 20 minutes after the juniors and of course, Stacy’s older sisters, Angela and Megan, walked in side by side. Shadow watched as they confronted Stacy. It hit Shadow then; how can two people like Angela and Megan be considered a role model? I don’t get it, but it sure seems that Stacy has been trying hard.

“You don’t have what it takes; you know my rules: No talking to...other people…meaning people who aren’t like us and you don’t have the body.” 

Shadow was having trouble holding herself back, she’s saying that if Stacy wants to be like her, she is going to have to get skinnier. She is already at an unhealthy size. 

Back in the locker room, Shadow found her looking in the mirror. 

“Why do you want to be like her?”

“Go away Peerson.”

“I’m serious; she is asking you to make yourself sick to be popular. Do you really want that?”

“I want to be popular.”

“Is making yourself anorexic worth it?”

“I…I just want to be happy...You’ve seen the other girls…they have all the hottest guys…”

“The way they dress is going to get them into trouble. I saw Amy and Mark sitting in the gym the other day. The whole time they were sitting there, he never once looked into her eyes; he was just looking down her cheerleading top. I know that isn’t like you, deep down.”

“….” (What is this supposed to be?)

“I know all the super models and singers have these awesome bodies and show them off all the time, My 15 year-old Cousin idolizes Britney Spears so she began to dress like her…One night we got a call that she was raped.”

“Shadow…I’m sorry…I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s ok. Remember when you said I was named Shadow because I lived in the shadows and refused to show myself?”

“Yeah.”

‘You were partly right.”

“I don’t want to flash myself around like other girls do, so I stay quiet and keep myself in the shadows.”

Stacy and Shadow walked out together still talking. Alex was waiting for Shadow. He watched the two girls with a blank expression on his face, “What…you’re talking…” he stuttered and Shadow smiled.

“You might say in a way I came out of the shadows.”

“And you might say that I ended my lies.”

Ghost of a Dove

By Matille Maton

My love song the dove can no longer sing

Is it forgotten? Or simply never learned?

But what do the angels teach the sirens?

To sing songs of love but for themselves?

What is of theirs that is not mine?

None, if bear they not feathers of a crow.

And yet, they share not with me as I with them

For songless morn’s in mid springs peak?

What ghost of romance does plug my ears?

To recall not a single simple tune

The call of love to pull the strings

To draw my limbs out through the door

Leave not my home without rose in hand

For like the rose in age I wither

But dare I not venture into realms of real

For only in fantasy my miracle lives

And despite I hope, I yet do feel

My dove has fled by my discourage

And life of loveless shameless lust

Lust not for flesh but needle and thread

And by and by, I shall scorn this hope

To waste such hours in brooding gloom

And yet, the day before I curse

My dove sang songs of freedom…

Just(ified) Discrimination

By Matille Maton

Before the ages became known as themselves, there was nothing but a lingering darkness. The familiar agreement was that light appeared to counter darkness, yet it still remained. It was not uncommon for one to state they believed something differently. However, it was very uncommon for someone to say they believed everything differently. And for one, this was very much the case.

Her name was Jane Doe; rather it was the name she came to use. It was not certain where she had come from, but many believed an encounter with her would lead to some form of their own personal demise.

Those fond of logic would find this strange phenomenon easy to decipher. They would simply wander over to their bookshelves and thumb aimlessly through some psychological texts. And eventually get to the point and state some bizarre fear driven theory far beyond anything I could ever hope to comprehend. But to those who still believed in simplicity, she was dubbed, “The Queen of Spades.”

If you recall, there is card game entitled ‘Hearts’. Those who know the game are familiar with the rule, that receiving the Queen of Spades is the single worst card to have in your hand. Should you receive the card, the only way to demagnetize its penalty, is during the current hand also receive every heart in the deck.

Jane earned this title in honor of this game. The Queen of Spades in the game of Hearts… for her entity was an explosion waiting to happen when carrying a single heart. It was only with many that she cursed her foes and prospered.

For the longest time she thrived despite this title, the title that was known only to those who met and spoke of her. To the world, she made herself known, and spread herself about the lands like a plague intent on its own prosperity.

In the game, being penalized with the Dark Queen meant the only proper move would be to collect all the hearts before the hand is through. However, when you are Jane Doe, being stuck with yourself, meant being stuck with the Queen. And hearts became victims, and rounds became years.

Progressively through her dark life, her face attracted attention. The stories spread from within every town she lived, and so on until the world was consumed by familiars. She thrived where people knew her name, and as many times as she was caught, that many more times she was still about.

If she ever were to die, it would be in a Hall of Mirrors. For gazing into the mirror, she would no doubt see the truth that all mirrors may reveal. The unrecognizable face that is society as a whole. This strange world where being different was being the same, where being kind was being cruel, where being nothing was being something, and where being right was being wrong… It would never matter who you were, because the only escape from hatred is to embrace non-existence, and even then, your fate is uncertain.

Every time someone sits in front of the television, flips on the news, the latest hate crime blaring on the scene. You hear the ever-familiar words “What is the world coming to?.” It is that very phrase which shields us from the truth of Jane Doe’s life… For Jane was not born into this world in the sudden moment everyone suspected… she has lingered all along, and the ignorance to this realization, taxes on humanities will to eliminate her.

Upon average thousands of these entities are created every day. For Jane Doe exists to this day, and will forevermore through the ages. For Jane is there every time a church is wrecked and burned, every time a man is beaten for the sake of color, and every time a teenager is stabbed for wearing the ‘wrong’ clothing. And for as long as mirrors and humans exist, Jane will live.

Lullabies and Alibis

By Matille Maton

Hope I do for wind between the leaves

For not its rush, thy lips I truly seek

In coldest winters, I care not for the snow

But for the hand who spreads its silky flake

Read books I do but care not for their words 

For words mean little when quill it was that wrote 

In songs I hear I oft’ forget the sound

When wind take all the pleasant beat to heart

And where were the words, when the page was blank?

And where was the wind, when the leaves were gone?

And where was the snow, when clouds were faint?

Care not I for lying lullabies…

Alibis
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