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CAPSUYLE HISTORY
OF THE
MISSISSIPPI JUNIOR COLLEGE
CREATIVE WRITING ASSOCIATION

The Mississippi Junjor College Crestive Writing Agsocistion wnag foundad
in 1978 for the purpose of jdentifying and developing literary talents and
interests in Missiseippi public junior college students, promoting the opers-
tion of literery competitions on the verious campuses, encouraging the publij-
cation of gtudent literary journals at these junior colleges, providing criti-
cal evaluastion of student writing through both a stete-wide competition asnd
workshop, and publishing studant wrlting in a gtate junior college student
literery journal, The Junior College writer. The Mississippi public Junior
col leges respondsd positively to the Jetters of inquiry, and committees were
formed to plan and organize the sssociation.

The MJUCCWA could not have come into being and Flourished without the whole-
hesrted support of the presidents of the Mississippi pubiic junior colleges.
Their organizassion, the Mississippi Junior College Association, has been most
generous in funding the MJCCWA.

The MJUCCWA held its First annual workshop meating on the campus of Miss-
lesippi Oelte Junior College in Moorhead, MS, on Ssturday, March 10, 1979,

colleges attsnded. Approximstely sixty students perticipsted in the First
MJCCWA Student Writing Competition. First place, second plsce, third Place and
honorable mentions were awsrded in the cetegories of poetry, short story, fgor-
msl esssy, snd infFormal e®ssy. The category of gne-sct pley wes added the next
yesr., The monetary award for the fFirst year was only $5.00 for first place in
asch category, with the money being contributed by the teachers and sponsors
present. With monetery awsrds included in the MUCCWA's budget the next year,
the ewards wera gst at $25 for First place, $15 for sacond plece, and $10 For
third place in the fFive categories--as total of $2S0 for student awards,

Such rencwned suthors as E1len Oocugles end Pitrick 0. Smith have addressed
the MJCCWA annyel workshop mesting. Such practicing writers and artiste -3 John
Maxwell, Charles Ghigna, Glenn Swetman, and Price Caldwell heve served o3 MJICCwWA
judge-consultants. A unique feature of the MJCCWA is that the Judges of the
competition slso mserve se conasultants in the workshop and sre thus hetter sble
to give the student writers sound criticism on their msnuscripts.

The MJUCCWA annus] workshop has been hosted by the Fgllowing Mississippi
public junior collages: Copish-Llncoln Junior College (Netchez Campus) in 1980,
Hindw Junioe Collage (Raymond Campus) in 1981, Northesst Mississipp: Junior
College in 1982, Meridisn Junior College in 1983, Holmes Junior College in 1984,
Itewambas Juynior Lollege in 4985, Mississippi Gulf Coest Junior College (Jeffer-
son Oavis Campua in Gulfport) in 1386, snd Peerl River Junior College in 1987.
Under the influenca of the MJCCWA, crestive writing clesses hesve been esteb-
lished at guch junior collsges ss Meridien Junior College end Itawsmba Junior
College and at ]east ons local! studsnt literary journmi hass been founded,

¥riters Inc. st Hinds Junior College (Reymond Campus). Over the yesrs, nine-
teen Mississippi public junior colleges and branch cempuses have perticipated

in the MJCCWA Student Writir.y Competltion and/or the MJCCWA Annusl Workshop
Haeting. Eighty entries from Fifty-mix students of ten Missismippi puolic Junigor
calleges or brench campuses were entarad in the 198§-87 MJCCWA Student Writing
Cospet’tion: twelve ghort stories, thirty-sight poems, mix one-sct pleys, nine
fornal ess88ys, and fourteen informsl essays. Over SO0 students have submitted
@pproximately 6S0 manuscripts to the MJCCWA Student Writing Competition during
the past decade, snd 155 students heve won -39 awards. Ssveral of these students
have published their writings following their participstion in the MJCCWA. It
is, of course, difficult to mesgsurs the influence of the MJCCWA upon thgse
students who have perticipated, vut such participetion hes obviously encouraged
some of them, particularly the ones who continue to publish their writing.

CONSTITUTION OF THE
MISSISSIPPI JUNIOR COLLEGE CREATIVE ¥RITING ASSOCIATION
(Revigad--11 April 1980; & March 1982; 2S March 1983;
11 April 1986; 27 Mearch 1987)

We, the representatives of the Mississippi public junior colleges, in
order to provide an organization for the promotion of creative writing smong
th QO s of the Mismissippi public Junior colleges hereby establish this
COI:I{\l(:}n. ke y

;
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ARTICLE I--NAME

The name of this Association shall be the Mississi1ppi Junior College
Creative Writing Association.

ARTICLE I1--PURPOSE

The purpose of the Mississ.ppi Junior College Creative Writing Association
stall be to identify and to develop litersry talents and interests i1n Mississ~-
ipps public junior colleges, to prosote the operation of locsl competitions,
to encourage the publicstion of tocsl literary journals, to provide critical
evaluation of student writing through both a stste-wide cospetition snd a
state-wide workshop.

ARTICLE II11--MEMBERSHIP

The membership of this Association shall be the public junior colleges
of Mississippl. Eligibility For mesbership shall be determined by the Execu-
tive Ccamittee of this Association.

ARTICLE Iv--REPRESENTATION

Each Mississipps public yunior college shsll be entitled to a fFaculty
representative appointed by either the chsirperson of the English departasnt
or tte director of the Hussnitiee division. Each reprasentstive shall be en-
titled to one vote.

ARTICLE V--OFFICERS

The officers of this Association shall be Prssidsnt, Vice-President,
Secre* ary-Trsas.~er, Competition Coordinator, Locsl Arrsngesents Coordinator,
and Historian. The offices of President snd Locsl Arrsngsssnts Coordinator
shall be combined as dictated by the nesds of ths Association.

ARTICLE VI--DUTIES OF OFF ICERS

Section 1--The President shall preside at all regulsr meetings, servc as
Cheirman of the Executive Committee, csll spacial meetings of the Executive
Committee ss needed, and Jdirect the business of tha Associstion betwsen the
annua! sessions of the Association.

Section 2--The Vice-President shall preside in the sbsence of the Presi-
dent and shall perform sny and all functions in the abwaencc of the President;
and, in addition, the Vice-President shall be the editor of the Associestion's
journal. The Vice-President shall also serve as Chairman of the permanent Ed-
itori1al Committee.

Section 3--The Secretary-Treasurer shall keep the records of the Associa-
tion and inform the member schools of the general business of the Association;
and, in addition, the Secretary-Trasgurer shall serve ss thes Financial officer
of the Association by clearing invoices snd dispansing fFunds upon the approv.l
of the President. The Secratary-Treasurer shall be fros ths semes junior collega
English department as the Prasident.

Section 4--The Competition Coordinetor shall select the judges for the
annua! competition, receive the manuscripts, serve ss Chsirmen of tha peraa-
nent Screening Committee, disparse the ssnuscripts to the Jjudges, notify the
competition winners, snd deliver tha cospetition msnuscripts to the Vice-Pres-~
ident.

Section S--1he Local Arrangemsnts Coordinetor shall be the representative
from the junior college which will host the annual workshop. The Local Arrsnga-
ments Coordinator shall sske ths necessary arrangemants for the conduct of the
annual workshop.

Section 5--The Historian will be sppointed by the President end shall
serve, i1n an advisory capacity, on the Executive Committae. The Historian shall
keep sn up-to-date file of the records of tha Associstion to be provided by
each succeeding Secretary-Tresaurer.

ARTICLE VII-- STANOING COMMITTEES

Section 1--The Executive Committee shall consist of the President, Vice-
President, Sccrctary-Treasurer, Competition Coordinstor, Locsl Arrangements
Coordinstor, the immedista Past President, and at least fFive other represent-
atives clected annually. The current President shall precside at all mecctings
of the Execcutive Committce. The at-large members of the Executive Committee
ohall be elected st the snnual meeting of the Association from mcmber gunior
colleges not otherwise represented on the Exccutive Committec. The Excecutive
Committec shall serve as a nominsting committec for the Associat'on as wcll

)y duct the regulor busincss of the Agsociation in cooperatisn with the

E l{[/C‘an.
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Section 2--The Screening Committee shal] be cheired by the Competition
Coordinetor and s!wall coordinate the masnuscrists submitted to the annual com-
petition.

Section 3--The Editoriel Committesm shall be cheired by the Vice-President
and shal]l consist of members of the seme junior college Englisn department of
which the Vice-Pregident is & member. The Editoris] Committee <shall essist the
Vice-President in the publicetiun of the Associstion's journal.

ARTICLE VIIT--ELECTION ANO TERMS GF OFF ICERS

Section 1--The Executive Committee shall praesent & slete of nominees to
the snnusl meeting of the Association. The ennuel meeting shall be open for
edditionel nominations.

Section 2--Al1l officers shal] be elected by & simple majority of thosge
voting representatives present and voting et the annual meeting of the Asgsocia-
tion.

Section 3--No officer ghall serve more thsn two successive one-year terms,
except For the Vice-Prasident, who shall serve s two-year term.

ARTICLE IX--COMPETITION

Section 1--The Associetion shsll conduct sn annual craetive writing com-
petition end shall sward certificates for the Firast, second, and third piece
winners in each cstegory.

Section 2--the four cstegories sre informs! esssy, formel essey, poetry,
and short story. Additionsl catagoriss mey be sdded et tha digcretion of the
Executive Committes.

Section Z--Each menuscript gshall be typed, and prose menuscripts shall
be double-spaced. Egch poetry entry shsll not exceed 100 lines, and each short
story entry shsll not exceed 2500 words. Each menuscript shall include a detach-
able cover sheet upon which the student's name end junior college are centered.
All menuscripts shalil be submitted to the Competition Coordinator by the rea-
sonable deedline get by the Executlve Committee.

Section 4--.0nly unpublighed materiml (except that publighed in campus
papers or journals) is eligible. Each member junior college may subuit one or
two manuscripts in any or ell categories but no more then two manuscripts in
any single cetegory. Only gna msnuscript per cate¢ory From sny one gtudent wijll
be eccepted.

Section S--Oniy undergraduete students of perticipsting Mississippi public
Juniur colleges gre eligible for this competition. Students may enter the com-
petition for no more than three yesrs.

ARTICLE X--JUOGES OF MANUSCRIPTS

Judges of tha menuscripts shell be selected by the Competition Coordinator
with the epprovel of the Executive Committee. Judges shall give critical com-
ment on each msnuscript snd renk them according to Firgt, second, and third
plece in eech category.

ARTICLE XI--ANNUAL MEETING

The annual meetlng of ths Mississippi Junior College Creetive Writing
Associetion shell be hald at one of the member junior colleges. The Executive

snd shall anncunce et the business session of the ennual meeting the host jun-
ior college For the next year{(s). The annusl crestive writing workshop shall
be conducted et the annual meeting. A perticipetion Fee shall be charged eech
perticipant to cover such expenses es printing the progrem and the banquet.
The competition judges ghall gerve ag the workshop consultsnis, basing their
sessions on their criticiem of the competition entries. The fFirst, second,

and third place winners in esch category shell be honored with cert,ficates
snd prizes during the workshop. The annuel businesa session shall con:lude

the annual meeting.

ARTICLE XI1--PRELIMINARY COMPETIT;ONS

The Association ghall Foster the establishment and maintenance of prelim-
inery compatitions in all member junior colleges to identify end develop the
mosgt capable student -- ;ters. The member junior colleges ghoylg conduct their
locel competitions sufficiently early in the year to submit the winning manu-

'y to the Competition Coordinetor by Februsry 15 or o reasonable deadline
[: l(:ﬂhe Executive Committee. { ~
B H ()
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ARTICLE X7I1I--LOCAL JOUANALS

The Association shall Fuster the publication of local literary journals
in ail sember junior collieges in order to give interested students & publice-
tion outiet ss well @& to Furnish an opportunity For the winners of the local
cospetition to publish their works.

ARTICLE XIV--ASSOCIATION'S JOURNAL

The Association shall publish s journel From the ssnuscripts entered in .
the Associetion's crestive writing cospetition. The Firat two winners in eech
cstegory shail be pubiished. Esch psrticipating junior colliege shall have at
lesst one entry in the Aesociation's journsl. The Assocliation shall pub}ish
ite journa! during the Fall sesester folilowing the Associetion's annuel meeting
:n the spring semester. The finasl decision concerning the amlections for the
journal wili be at ths discretion of the Editorisl Cossittee.

ARTICLE XV--AMENOMENTS

Any member junior coilege may subait amsndmasnts to this constitution to
the Executive Committee. The Executive Committse shasll diatribute the amend-
menta to the reprosentstives From the aember junior coilages. The Executive
Cosmittee shail then present ths ssendsent to tha snnusl business session. A
two- thirds i vyjority of thoase representatives present snd voting shali amend
this constitution.

AMENOMENTS

AMENOMENT I--EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE VACANCIES
%ith the approval of the £xecutive Committe:, ths Prasident shall Fill
eny vacsncies on the Executive Cossittse by sppointing persons from member
junior colleges not otherwise represented on ths Executive Committee (with the
exception of s vecancy in the office of Secratary-Tressurer) toc serve out the
yesr.

O

ERIC

Aruitoxt provided by Eic:




THE SELECTIONS




CHRONOLOGY OF A HUNT

by
Williem Patrick Story
(Northeast Mississippt
Junior College)
2rd Place Poetry, 1979

the day 135 awaited

by anxious, impatient men
who

slaver over the dete upon the calendar
a8 8 child over christmas
the day when weeks

of cleening snd

oiling

and test-firing

asre to be

married

with thelr purpoae

and

consume ted

they erise at 3 a.m.

gone by 3:30

in jeeps snd four wheel drives

less like the advence force

For some gigantic srmy

then the bulk of the grest force itseif
rolling to battle in chevrolet tanks
thair loads of

Firepower

splay out of the windows

their trucks seem to

bristle

like huge

monolithle porcupines

with rifled

blued-steel

quills

the countryside
reels

with bleze 4range
snd Forest green
camouflage

Floorboard sfter floorboard
with cese after case

of jack daniele

schlitz

“budwahzer"

boxes of ghells

canteens Full of whiskey

and men .
mith caps ss red as their necks

necks as red as their eyes
and eyes as red as the
blood

they want to spill

red man, sweet gerrett and skoal

death

"good shots"
thet cleanly
pierce the heart
“bad sho%s"

o

O
[E l the skull
1 eggshell
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and spa1il gray

yolk

upon the ground
photographs

Fairst kill

biggest kill

k11l by youngest hunter
ki1ll by oldest hunter
most kills 1n one day

30:30

30 ought 6

ae

32

38

20 guage

410

12 guage

10 guage

slugs

double-ought buckshot
soft point

hollow point
dum-dums

high velocaty
"range 1 mile”
levhr action

bolt action
automatic

plugs

variuble chokes

gas escape chambers
and & 10 power scope

o warr of technology

"Y'khiuw, one time liot year I was huntin' agbout Five miles south o' here
whesn somebudy run up through th' woods an' says they done lost a Fifteen year-
old-boy up sroun' 1n there. So we gtarted a-)Jookin', looked all day. That
night they put out a bunch o' them big ol' searchlights like they shine up in
th' sky, y' know, an' shined 'em up through the fog so's the boy could see
‘em an' walk towards 'em. Well, th' nex' day, they Fount him slumped up agin
@ tree with a hole this big blowed through his ch2st. Oidn't kill him right
of f though, he crawled 'bout Fifty feet t' that tree after he was shot, 'n
then he died there,"

"Aw c'mon'"
nyaptn

‘Wol, a guy needs t' watch hisself out 1» the woods like that. Hey, did
I tell ys 'bout that new pointer I bought® Poid Fifteen hunert fer 'im,’ but
he's e beauty."

"Naw.'

dusk

and those who

don't

shoot themselves

or get shot by others
or get killed whale
driving home drunk

do 1t aguin tomorrow

ERIC
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HOUSE OF THE 'POSSUmM HUNTER
by
N. A. McSweyn
(Hinds Junior College)
2nd Place Informal Essay. 1979

It is a nice cool, brlsk autumn dsy, this Sundey in October. The tall
pecsns have released sll their leaves but still hold stubbornly to the)r
cluster of nuts. A small fFrost has nipped et the fField grass. but 1t will be
another two or three weeks before s killlng Frost cimes.

Oown from the big old house we go, ny two sons end I. They hove decided
that today they wlll explora the woods st grandmother's. My wife, being
overly protectlve es usua!, sees thest I guide this adventure.

For two umall boys exposed only to pstterned sub-divlsions, teilored
lswns, and manicured pleygrounds esch step ls s new sdventure. They cannot
understand the seemingly endless carpet of leaves, but instinctively, as ell
children will, they roll and tuable In them.

At the end of ths hollow they flnd their greatest discovery, a chimney
still standlng with the skaletesl remalns of s foundstion. Made of hand- hewn
split pine, the besms are 3till solid. One could almost Feel them say '"Build
on me agmin,” but with s deep saddening, you know thst they belong to a time
past. It was here In ,hat hed been s srall shsrecropper's house that C.0.
and Mattie had llved. Mattie helped grsndmother In the house end C.0., well,
I don't thlnk he ever dld anythlng, except hunt.

To a young boy of nlne, C.0. was ewesome. Almost as sld as my grand-
father. he was e glant of s man. With skin blsck =s ebony, gray hair. he
always wore an old dress cost snd s felt het pullod down on the right to
cover up the hollow whsre the sye had been. OFften, during the cold, he would
rub the cheek snd temple around the hnllow, end once, after I had worked up

the nerve, | asked him whet happensd. '"Thet eye belonged to e cvevil,” he
seld, "end he takes what's his." Thet wes sll he s 1d and I never questioned
him again.

In tlme we became the closest of friends, and it was he who introduced
me to hunting. He could alwsys Flnd the feedlng tree of sguirrels. Many a
time though, I would scere them off. I never could Flnd the patience he had
to sit ebsolutely still for whet seemed llke hours.

But of all the Funting, his grestest love had tc be 'possum hunting.
Many ® night in the late fell, C.0., my cousin, sand I would make the rounds
of the persimmon tress. We would Find them in the trees with his ligrt and
use sticks to drive them down. Then C 0. would throw ®» crocker sack over the
'possum. He never shot one. tach cetch would go Into an old chicken roop
behlnd the house whers he would fetten it up.

With the 'possums in *hs beg, the best psrt of the evanlng lay ahead.
For Mattie alweys hed hot biscults, salt pork, snd coffee waiting. Mine wes
always mllk with @ little coffee in It. We all gathered eround the hearth of
the flreplece to eat, end C.0. elways hed an eager sudience 1n apamsir of young
eers. Whether it wes 'coon hunting or 'possum huntlng, he slweys hed & couple
of yarns thet held us spell-bound. Then sround eleven, Mattie always made him
walk us up to the big house.

Nuw, B8 my sons explore this old chimney and walk these beems, I wonder
who will Fill thls role In their lives. I Fear they wlll never know the
woods as I did or the friend I had. Fer removed fFrom that world today, I
ponder the justice of modern civilizetion on the childhood of my sons.

"Was this a shlp?" ssked my oldest.

"No, my ton, this was the house of the 'possum hunter,” I repliecd.

WINTER TREE
by «
Suzenne Pilmer
{Meridian Junior College)
18t Place Poetry, 1980

How many hours r - e
Have 1 observed your bresnches ' ‘_
\) . Leid bare to winter half-light
EE l(: Wanting cenvas and brush?
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Your skeleton fFingers
Softly call my attention

To their intrep. pley
Againgt tha sky.

Surely the weeds

Whispering among themselves
As they do,

Must agree thisg si1ght mgkes
The hardy evergreens

Seem bashful ,, comparison.

REMNANT
by
Charles Lannie Hill
(Northeast Missimsipp:
Junior College)
1st Plece Orema, 1980

ORAMATIS PERSONAE

Leslie Whilford

Everett Whilford

Jan Oonner

Richard Oonner

Various Guests

Ghost of Stephen whilford

SETTING

On a bare stage there are two doors. They sre canter stege and fesce each
other approximately three faect spart. This sstting rspressnts two apartments
and o hall that separates them. The ones stege right is modern. The one

stage left has a Victorian setting. The sction occurring in the different
rooms will be denoted Oonner {modern setting) and Whilford (Victorian setting)

Lights come up on Whilford side. An old lady sits near s table center stage;
there 1s another chair st the end of the table. wWhile resding a book, ghe
turns reluctantly to stand, fecing the sudience.

LESLIE: Msrriage? I hed two chances st jt. At one time I pven seriously
ccnsidered remarrisge. The First was sn entrepsneur, a true man
of business. And his establ ishment wam vary successful throughout
several Southarn statss. I changed my mind for perhmps my own silly
nction of what women in my socisl leve! should be. You ses, during
Stephen's War, the man I had planned to join in merrjiage produced
armsments for the Wer. Ths man dldn't actuslly fFight in the War;
Ne wes not thers to march in Pursdes to the train. Stephen was
there i1n his uriform--and, not 1lkas he would be gone forever, but
only for s ghort time to rebuke an enemy of the world. In the ysars
of war, ha wrots me often--twice @ month, st jaast. Through this 1
learned much sbout young men, their honor sand their hypocrisy. Some-
one lika Staphen though is bound to maka his Wer ® romantic one, ®
story of gsllantry....

Lights down on Whilford sids. Lights up on Donner gide. We gee No one in the
Oonner Apartment, but Jan Ocnner is in the kitchen out of the audience's view.
Enter Richard Oonner. He :a clothed in gweaty tennias sttire. He trots in
and slams the dcor.

RICHARD: Jsn, Jan...

SAN: What”

RICHAHOD: I Finaliy beat Rob in Five sats.

JAN: What do you mean®

RICHARD: (sarceastically) IF you remembar...I went tg the Racquet Club today.
Jon Donner gnters From door stage right.

JAN. Ye¢s, 1 remember you said you'd yo by Union Planters and check on
that loan.

Alchard sits dewn on the couch and opene & magazine.

AICHAAD: Well, thut's no problem. IF we get 1t, wo'll get 1t,
héeve to worry about it coming through.
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JAN: (shak ing her head, maybe kidding) You're so irrresponsible and in-
consigerate of me sometimes. (pause) Come on, let's eat before 1}
throw out the shrimp gumbo.

She goes beck into the kitchen. At last Richerd throws down the magazine end
joins her in the kitchen.

Lights down on Oonner gide. Lights up on Whilford side. Leslie is stancing
near a het rack which is neer the edge of the stage. On it are Stephen's
uniForm end do: jh-boy helmet. Ste ls straighteming end even pampering them
es she begins to speek.

LESLIE: They were such brave souls thet went to war in 1912. It was the
lest grntlemsn’s cer. “he then turns to face the audience.) Then
€1l was rlght for Stepi A to have had a part. (From the taeble she
picks up a letter and begins to reed Fron it.)

"The war,” he ssid, "is expected to last only shortly with several
campeigns to push the German hordes out of Frence.Not one of my
plastoon'”--reglment would hsve sounded better--"has been lost to
sickness or disesse. This ls all well.”

1 Felt so exhilsrated et that polnt, I trled to write him more
often. Unlike many other ysung couples in 1917, we did not marry
before he shlpped out--and I'm glyd we dldn’'t. Tne Wer brought
us mo much closer together. Through these correspondences, I
understood him <o much better when he resturned. But he did not
want 8 milit.ry ceremony.

At this polnt a ghostly flgure dressed in black with ¢hite Fece and hands
enters only briefly. Lights down on Whllford slde. Lights up on Donner sidas.
The Oonners ere gettlng ready to go out with two of RAlchard’s unmarried

Friends. Flrst, Jan enters, crosses into the llving room, picks up some
pspers on the couch, and exits. Richard enters stralghtening his tie. He
walks quickly off. Jan enters putting on her blazer.

JAN: Richard, my gosh. Hurry up. ¥e're going to be late.

AICHARD: (offstege) Pa.ience!
JAN: Oh come of f it, Richard....

RICHARD: (entering) Keep youL~ pants or for a Few minutes, p'ease' (he picks
up hls jacket from chair end puts it on) I'm going out to the car.

- I Weit a minute.
AICHARD: What?
JAN: We need to telk...{(Richerd returns to the cheir end plops down;

even though he looks as though he is sbout to be chewed out, he
looks more disgusted than anything.)

RICHAROD: (sighing) Go ahead, tell me.

JAN: Jeen and Eric....
AICHARD: Whet's wrong with them® Heve I picked out yet anoth:~ rotten couple
<o go out with us?

JAN: Mo, it's just that they are nor merried.

JAICHARO: Well, I'n sorry that I just cen’t find eny married couples to go
out with us in the whole of the Crump Building.

JAN: Maybe I'll find e couple et work.

AICHARD: Whut are Jeen end Eric? Plegue cerriers?

JAN: No, Richard. But I'm sure they ere uncomfortable around us.
ATCHARDO: If you remember, we met on & double date with rried people ,
JAN: Well, whet's on tne merquee et the Hilton?

AICHARD: I'm not sure. Let's just go.

There ere severel moments of silence. Then they both exit through hell.
Lighta down on Oonner side and up on Whilford side. Leslie is pacir, carrying
letters. At thie tine, the ghost is standing stage center with hi. arms
folded, seeming to wait petien ly.

LESLIE: (resding from one of the letters) "I belleve in it,"” Stepi-en sald
(&) . eaversl months later. "It must be God's wlll that the Ailies drive
[E l(: out the Hun. But how cen He let it continue--this trench warfere?
- hY
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The conditione here sre mretched. We must wait For a barrage before
the wetch captein s._gnsls 'uver-the-top.’' Sometimes the battery
doesn’t receive the mame orders when we do. Then we must attsck

enc helf of the men in ths sssault are butchered. And they lie

In the muddy trenches in blood end typhoid and mustard gas. It
meskes me wsnt to die in the overcast dey of jste Octobsr when the
dead are sll sround, and ! iook out mcross 'no~man’'s-land’' and see
the merred, diafigured trees snd the splresling, tsngled berbed wirs
with the desd dsngllng from 1t. I hesr them celling, the ghosts

in drsb ollve and gray bleeding the blood of their countries, their
fsthers, and of their convictions. I can see the grotesque barbear-
ism of all this. And the desd--it is hall st mldnight

Leslie moves to stsge front.

Stephen, don’'t worry. You are all right. I know you're a Christian
and the Lord has s grest plen for everyons who believes. Be pa-
tient--when You come& home we csn be wsd ss you proposed. We can

be togethar forever.

She goes over to the table, picks up snother ietter, returns to stage front
end continues reading.

Oh...

"The cennonades now are multicolored creps etresmeres lobbing through
the air, brillisntly exploding hot smbar confstti, torching up the
black sky. At night, I sme moons, plsnets, sntirs gslaxies--red
smoke esceping to rend thes essatsrn sky. Ths desth of soldiers ig
beautifFul in a csnnonsde. When hit, whipping pinwhesls of blood

snd entreils spresy out--s bouquet of pratty rsd csrnstions' Oying

is. besutiful. They sll die. Ah, to dis in sgony!

Leslie paussas.
"My friend’s hand was shot off last Mondey. #hen we laft thes
t-ench, it wes severed and fFell on the lip of the trench. The hand
ley there, not pumping blood, but as an overturned glass of water-
“running out on the ground.'

Why do you think such things? Stephen, my gsllant beloved, what
have you endured?

Lesl ie pauses.

I've stayad heres with your latters and Jesus. What hsve I endured-
-waiting For you? All thia time!

.
The ghost’'s expression melts to one of sympsthy. Light® down on Whilford
side and up on Oonner gide. Oresesd In s robe, Richard is watching talevi-
sion. It is the middle of the dey, snd hs is watching s sosp opers. Jan
enters from hall door. Shs is dressed in stsndard blozer. She carrice a smug
expression.

JAN: Aichard, I got moved up todsy.

AICHARD: (engrossed in the ldiocy ov the soap opera) What?

JAN: I've been esmployed with Mey irs in Clerk Tower.

AICHARD: vyash..(shifting, still watching television)

Jan walks over and turns the televiaion off.

JAN: ! said I've been hired as a businees exec.

AICHARD: (straightening up and finally peying soms attention) For who?
JAN: Msyers, Inc.

AICHARD: wWell, what eoxactly do they do”

JAN: I'm in charge of twelve agents selling design and architecture
insurance.

RICHARD: Ho much?
JAN: I'm on straight salary for just nine month3--3550.00 a week.

AICHARD: Mmm...{turning heod slightly away from her)

JAN This means more money coming 1n.
AICHAHD: Thas 1% true. Just 1n time. We also get to figure out how to
spend 1t. Alwayf happens. When we get financially stabilized, you
) get o promotlon or move to another company. I'm tired of you try-
LS
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ing to out-do me just to out-do me. There’'s no sen=e 1n a1t You're
working egalnst us'
JAN: I'm working agalnat us? Look at us. You got mad when I graduated

fFrom UT. You wers tesed-off when I got my first job with Century .
21. Now this job with Meyers has really got you hacted, hasn't it?

Richard gets up slowly and lsaves the epartment. Outslde, he puts his hand

up agalnst the sall, seemlng to brace hilmaelf wlth his hand. He is angry-- |

at himself more thsn snythlng. A young black jenltor comes along 1n front

of him In the corrldor. ''e ls sw-sping aslong the corners end has a vacuun

clesner ready to go down the mldd'e. He stops at Leslie's door, knocks on it,

and the pounrds on lt.

JANITOR: Hey, Mrs. Whllford. (pouses) Hey' Come on, open up. (pounds on the
door some mors) Umph'

The janltor returns to hls vecuum cleaner but ls stopped by Richard.

AICHARD: (momentarlly breaklng free of hls own dilemme) Who lives 1n that
apesrtment?

JANITORA: Oh--that's Mrs. Wh11ford that llves In there. 1 sin’'t ssen her
slnce 1 been hers. My daddy's worked hers ® long time before I
caemo. He seys she's slck In the head. She never comes out; nobody -
ever goes ln. My deddy's seen L=2r nephew pesy the rent every month.

1 sln't never sean hlm even. R

AICHARD: So she hesn't been out....

JANITOR: (Interruptlng) About every month, & man brlngs her groceries--all
that womsn eets ls baby food. 1 sho' feels sorry for somebody
reduced to thst.

RICHARD: But she hesn't been out....

JANITOR: (movling on) Yesh, as fer as I know...She aln't been outta there
slnce my daddy's time.

The jenltor moves on down the corrldor whlstllng. Alcherd turns the other way.

Llghts down on Oonner slde snd up on Whllford alde. Leslie is sitting ot her

and of the table. The ghost ls slttlng et the opposlte end of the table just
looklng ®t her. As 1f breaklng from e trance, Leslie reises her head from the
table.

LESLIE: The lettsrs from Stephen grew less dlsturblng as the Wer diminlshed.
1 hed o vislon lsst nlght...that I rode through ® morass that flowed
creesplngly, s rlver that ended down emong cypress 1n cowslips, milk-
weed, snd wild phlox. 1 wss tsken up by ® lerge harnesscd eagle
end wss csrrled through the cloud banks to e hlgh temple ard inside
there wss s msrble colossus clad In e golden breasst-plate, helmet
snd sword. Crecks severed the ststus. 1t toppled over--face for-
werd--and wes broken on the rlch tlled floor. As I left on the beck
of the eegle, 1 saw the temple fell--consumed from within and with-
out by hell-flre. The moon was blood red. Time end space escaped
me, left me behlnd. The tempters came and scoffed at my face. The
nenty, the Ilmpure, ths lepers sat arocund me and spat 1n my fece.
Llers snd demons rosred at my falth and laughed at my sorrow. No
men cared for my soul'

She beglns to cry but holds back all slgns of emotion. She gets up from the
chalr and walks to center stage.

{ wonder where he ls. (pesuses) Then 1 mew @al]l evl] pass swasy at

last snd swirl down a splnning whiripool of blasphemy and excrement.
The unbellevers were struck and dled egeln. And they were all sucked
down Into outer darkness. 1 saw Hlm--1ln perfectlon before Him. "She
ls mlne,” he explelned. He then eald wlth a gentleness that could
naver be exprsssed (long pause), "He ls..wlthln the city." 1 awuke
here at thls tsble where I had spent so many nlghts before. What

1 had worrled sbout ell my 11fe was veln. There ls none there. But
thls ls better.

Llghts down on Whllford slde end up on Oonner slde. A blg perty is in fFull
swing. At least ten couples are present. Thelr conversstlons ers loud and
(€) us. Jan ls telking to 8 group when Richard enters from hell door. He

[E l(: almost unnotlced and is shocked by the r~udeness of the guests. He

ver to Jan as the guests' nolue feades but thelr mouths contlnue to
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RICHARD: Jun' How irresponsible' How could ycu possibly be so neglectful?
Not even telling me about the party. I.....

JAN: (interrupting) Oh gshut up, Richard! My friends are special to me
and if they want a party, why naot give them one?

RICHARD: Your friends are diagusting. I can't stand them. They don’'t esven
acknowledge my existence. .

JAN: You've never tried to communicate with tnem--to understand they are
individuals and mean something.

RICHARD: Yeah, I'm sure. (The party people just starec @i ecach other and move
their mouths mechanicaelly--still saying nothing--meaning nothing)
Jan, you know whet the problem is? We're legaslly maerried--that's
all.

Exit Richard. Jan follows him to the doo.', placeas her hand o tne door knob,
and lowers her head. The sounds of tha party incresse sgsin with averyone
in his original position excep’ Jan. She remsina at the door.

Lighta down on Donner side. Spot comes up on Whilford sice. Leslie’'s clothes
lie on the edge of the table and on the chair sa if ahe wera aleaping there
with her head rasting on the table.

Lighte full on Whilforu side. Enter Stephan's ghost and atands patiently just
on the adge of the atage lighting with his handa down to hias asides. From the
other side of tha room, Laslie’'s ghost enteras drusssa In black with white fac
and hands. She stopa &t tho table and places har hand on it. She turns and
looka et Stephen's ghoat oppoalte her.

Lighta dim out on Whilford aide and come up on Oonnar aidas. Richord and Jan
enter gimultaneously from opposite mides. Thay asuzomatically turn awey at
fFirat but then come to ait down together un tha cotch.

JAN: I'm sorry about laat...

RICHARD: (snapping and emotional) That's not the problem. (long pause) You
know what the problem is? You're not playing your part in the re-
lationship. An. it's not just you...it's ma too. God, I can't
explain and maybe you don't understand, but we have to do something
to turn it sround.

JAN: (glassy-eyed) But wha...(long pauac)

RICHARD: (steady and sure of himsslf now) Hay, listen. 1 just remembered.
There's an old lady that 1ivea acroes the hall from uc (he thinks
for 8 minuta) Ano aha dosan’'t hava any folka that visic her much.
1 think it would ba greet if wa could give her m surprise party.

JAN: (with excitement) Yeah Richard. You could invite some of your
fFriends and I could invite some of xinu. We could have it here.

RICHARD: Aa a mntter of fsct, we can have it naext weok.
JAN: Call your friends and I'll check on decorations.

Exit Jen. Richard goes over to the talephons and begins to dial. Lights down
on Donner side. There 18 a8 pounding on Les!.:e's apartment dnor. There are
murmuring voices outside and more knocking. A key turns in the lock. The
door crecaks open loudly.

RICHARD: Get the lights.. .

Lights come up on Whilford sido. Jan, Richard, and the janitor are inside the
room. The other guests remain outside. They ere awed by what they see. On
the floor, Leslic is lying on her gide with her face down. Her chair is over-
turned. Jen turns and stebs her face into Richard's chest.

Lights dim out on Whilford side. After long pause, lights comec back up on
Whilford side. A coffin 18 now on the table. It has been moved against the
corner. There are seve~al chairs lined up In the foreground. Jan and Richard
are si1tting in two chairs Facing the coffin. They remain still for secveral
minutes. Enter Everett Whilford. He welks to the coffin loden table.

EVERETT: (spcaking to thz coffin) were you the couple who called? (short
pousc aos Jan and Richard gstare at him)

RICHARD: Yess.....

EVERETT: (toughing) Huamm. 1 didn't know Leslie Whilford. 1’11 bet you did-
n't know her eith~r.

ERIC i3
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JAN: No, we hed never seen her before...

EVERETT: Well, she never had anybody...She iived here nll by herarlf for.,.
ob, since her husband died. And, Lord. it must have been a good
Fifty yeers ego.

RICHARD: What” You meen she's lived in this...

EVERETT: (interrupting) Yeeh--since before I was born she used her house es
8 boarding house for just ebout enybody who wculd come 1n. Later
she acld it to mome real sstate developers, snd they made opartments
out of it. But she (looking around) kept this spertment just as it
is

JAN: You ms8y she xas merrijied?

EVERETT: Oh. she married my great-uncle when he came back after World Wer
I, but...I don't know... He died sbout fFive days after their wadding
He drowned while fishing in Lauderdsle County. Scems to ba ell we
know. (pause) The Family's been peylng her rent every month since
ehe sold the house to the apartment monegers. She hasn't seen any-
body sll this time either, I suppose. I'm glad she didn't suffer
much....

Exit Everett Whilford. After a long psuse, the Oonners gtasnd. They look at
each other For & long moment snd then exit. Lights down on Whilford side,
but spot comes up on Whilford side. The ghostes appeer behind the coffin. They
look towsrd the epsrtment door and beck out of the spot. Fede spot.

RE -COLLECTIONS
by
Johnny Ouvall
(Northeest Misesisslippi
Junior Collsge)
18t Plecas Poetry, 1881

Seashells gethered on s skeleton besch,
in an old jute, spresd out on the
tongus-in-groove. Like s kid brother,
you'd stubbornly refuse to stay homs.
Kickin' sround sometimss sll dey.

"Gettin®' ssnd in the dsmn csrpet.*” Remember?
Thet night we got mcused on the

0id Msn's gin. Told your mother

ve'd ssten berries or somesthing

that meds us sick. But she knew.

One summsr we mede this rsft ocut of milk

juge, snd cleimed thet old shrimper. I

guess that's the last good one. No, smuggling
the sandshsrk into the city pool. Nobody
raised hell better baby. But I think that's it.

I distinctly remember one January it
snowed and I plugged you with s big
snowball. I don't guess that counts
becauss you cried snd ran homs.

We never spokeo rasl good sftar that.

Reminiscent medness only comes in the heat
of the night. You too, when you're looking,
will pick one out. Maybe s pink one

you used to like. Pretend. Blow the

sand of f into my Faece. Can ycu remember”

Seashells we'd pick up, put in s bag,
and spreed out on the fioor.

ERI
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OAUGHTERS OF EVE
by
Ahonda Ounn
{Northeast Mississippl
Junior College)
2nd Short Story, 1981

Even with the coolness in tha roos, her body was covered with a clammy,
unnaturel sweat. Parepiration and the after effects of cheap liquor oozed
from every pore 1n her skin. With straining effort she dragged her eyelids
open. A disgruntied frown covered her face. Her mind struggled trying to
remember where she was, trying to remember last night. There waé too much
fog inside her hoad. She couldn’t think.

She lay still, listening half-consciously to the hum of the airjcondl-
tioning. The room was dark except for a thin slice of sunlight cutting 1ts
way through the open crack of the heavy cossercial drapsries. Stale cigarette

amoke hung sickeningly in the roos end clung to her damp, limp hair. Another
ssel] startled her senses, jolting her Fully sweke. It was s man's smell.
The stench of soured masculine perspiration assailed her nostrils.

God! she thought. She'd slept with him. The man snorted and flopped
over onto his back. The bed trembled under the weight of his heavy body.
Emily stared at him dul!,, still unable to resember anything of the night
before. Think! she tol)d hsrself. Think! Where's Oolly?

Stealthily she sl!ipped From bensath the clinging, dingy sheets. She
fusbled 1n the darkness, trying to bas quiet, and found hsr clothas lying 1n
8 heap a fFew Feet From tha bed. She felt hsr wsy to ths bathrocs making use
of the dim glow that Filtered through the window. Oncs inside th"e bathroom
she closed the door silenrtly bafore turning on tha light. Shs dared not wake
the man.

She ran just enough water to wet a washcloth and smeared it haphazardly
over her face. The image that psared st hsr from ths mirror didn't look much
worse than it had yesterdsy. Shsdows banesth ths sySs wsrs just s shade desper.
The crow's feet on either side snd the tiny linss sbout har mouth stood out
a little more mharply. Resignadly, shs stsrsd bsck st hsrsslf snd blinked
once, slowly. Emily, old girl, you sin’t gsttin' any youngsr, she silently
mouthed the worda to hersslf. Ths whispsr of s hssvy sigh 3lippad fFros her
alack mouth, cutting her thoughts, reminding hsr thst ahs'd bstter get moving.

Sunday morning--whsrs wsrs thay now? Missisaippi? Yeah. She wss beglnning
to remember. They hsd crosssd ths ststs lins lsts ysstardsy. Never besn to
Miasismaippi; never wsntsd to go thsrs. Somsbody, sho was it? sosabody told
her once that white man down hsrs still hangad colorsd folks for gettin’' outtas
line and thay seid thst tha womsnfolks wsrs fond of shooting whores for sleep-
ing with thelr husbsnds. Thay sald you could gst worms “rom going berefooted
too. Damned uncivilized plsce, saoms to ms.

Still pondering ths msvags wsys of Mississipplars, sha turnsd off the
bathroos light snd tiptosd back scross ths room towsrd ths chair by the win-
dow. Gotts be gure to put my shoss on bsfors I gst outsids. Then s more aer-
ious thought struck har ss shs glancsd with horror towsrd the fat man who
sas sti1l] snoring on tha bed. One monstrous hsiry srs wss hanging over th~
sida. A primy paw with Fat pudpy Fingsrs hung at ths snd of it, looking like
a blown up rubber glovs. Somathing shiny glinted on ona Fingsr.

Oh my God! thought Emily, he's wssring a ring. I gotts gst outtas here.
Gotta Find DOolly! She gesrchsd for her pockstbook and found the man's trou-
sers lying under the edgs of ths bed. Quickly, har fingers dug through the
pockets and found hie billfold. Shs snatchsd & twanty from it, satisfied her-
aslf that 1t wes empty, and tossed it ssids. She crsssed the money 1nside
her pocketbook, dug out her keys, and, still clutching ths msn's pants, slip-
ped outside.

Stark sunlight struck hor with blinding Force, viciously asseulting
vision after the gloom From inside. She blinked several times, shaded her
eyes with one hand, end looked around. A dull pain gtarted somewhere 10 her
forehrad as her eycs squinted agsinst the brilliant sunlight. She spired a
blinking neon sign proclaiming its message In lights that were decidedly
dull next to the sun.

Paradive Inn. Hmph, thought Emily, if thet's paredige I don't want no
purt of 1t. It sure a1n't been no paradise for that poor sucker 10 therec.
Well, that’'s whot he gets for laying up sleeping half the day. Checting on
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his wife. And he ain't gonna get home for a while. Nope, not him. Not'iess
he's anxious to run off berz-bottomed in the broad daylight. She grinned to
herself, showing her crooked teeth to the sun.

At thet moment she spotted the car. The ancient Buick Electra set dis-
mally on its worn and wesry tires, stretched out like a long black serpent
dozing lazily, basking in the warmth of the sun. She started toward the car,
psused s moment beside & large shrub, end stashed the trousers deep inside
it, out of sight to any unsuspecting eye. .

flesching the car she grcsned out loud. Oh Oolly! There ghe was, stret-
ched out on tha cer sest in s grotesqus, unnstural position. Her head was
at 8 right angle to her body. Her legs were bent double with her knees stick-
ing straight up. Her old faded dress wes wadded up sround her waist, and her
big heiry legs were shining sll the w8y to her thighs. Hsr dingy underwear
was showing too. Disgustedly, the thought occurred to Emily that Oolly never
did cere how she looked. She just esin't got no cless, she thought. Hell! Now
she's gonna be grumpy for sure for heving to sleep in the cer.

"“Oclly,” Emily’'s voice cems out shsrp end hsrsh. "Oolly. Get up!” Emily
opened the cer door snd shook her roughly, Shs tossed har pocketbook onto
the pile of their belongings in the bsck sest. "Oolly! Get up now. We gotts
get outts here,” ghe hissed. "Come on now. We gottes go or we're gonne get
shot for sure!®

"Shot!" Dolly se% bolt upright with ® shriek. "Who's gonna ghoot us,
Emily? Who'd wenns ghoot us snywsy?" She whined.

""Nobody, Stupid' 'Ceuss wa're not gonns be here. Now szoot over and let
me in."”

Oolly scooted snd Emily jumped in besida har and sterted the car. Shke
stssred it out onto the highwsy. Glencing st the ges gsuge, ahe noticed that
it was slmost smpty. The buildings along the rosd were becoming scarce She
decided they must bs hesded out of town. Thars would be snough gas to get
them to the next town. Besides, she thought, ole loverboy's wife might be
out hunting him right now. Somebody might recsll sesing us. Especially with
Oolly sprawled out In thse cer like she wss all night. Thet was s pretty sight
sll right! With thet thought, she glenced over st Oolly who, she reelized,
hadn’'t spoken 8 word since they hed laft.

"What's the metter with you?"

Oolly continuad to stsre sullenly out the window, but her lower lip hung
a little lower st this sttention from Emily. One big teer slid from the cor-
ner of her eye, trsced s shiny psth down fer cheek, and dripped off her chin.

"All right. Wwhet sre you pouting sbout this time?" Emily asked, her tone
s little more gentle then bsfore.

"I'm not etupid,” Oclly blurted out. "Why'd you call me stupid® You know
I don't like it when you telk to me thst wey,” she fFinished in a pethetically
wounded voice.

"0Oh, is that all1? You know I didn't mesn it. I was Just excited. I wes
scared too. Hey, you kno+, when I First come out to the car and saw you, I
thought you was dead'"

Oolly stole a ceutious sidaways glence from her stili iowercd iids.

“Yeah," sa&:1d Emily, "you iooked like you was dead and gone to hcaven
s-laying there in that geat sll sprawlied esvery which s-wsy. And your big
fanny was shtining 1lke & new moon'"

"NO'" gaid Dolly, pretanding unsuccesafully to be shocked. She could
scarcely disguise her delight. 'In hesven?® O:d you reelly think I was dead,
Emily? Were you scared?'

"Well, sure I wes. But I didn't heve time to think about it too much.
1 knew we better hit the rosd before the john's wife come s-hunting him and
seen us sneeking away. 'Csuse then we might both be dead. But he sin't goin’
Nowhere for e while ‘cause thet man's pants is laying under the bushes beck
et that paredise plece. And look what I got besides.”

Emily reached into the beck seat and retrieved the pocketbook from the
top of the pile end shoved it towsrd Oolly who pounced on it like an cager
child and tore it open. She found the money snd chortled gleefully. i-E)

pents--snd you thought I »8s dead and--," ghe was leughing so hard
ey ke of f gasping for air, and then went into snother spesm of gigglcs.

)
[: T lae, haa Emily, you davil' Taking thet poor men's money end--and hid-
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Emily sat back with s big smile on her Fface, quite satisfied with her-
self for getting Dolly into good humor. Oclly recovered from her giggling
fit and they sat in companioneble silenze for o few minutes. Dolly began to
fiddle with the radic and suddenly found s station. The voice of a prescher
boomed over ths elr, exploding into the car, shouting something about hell-
fire and damnation. The smile melted from Emily's fFace. In her head & vision

sprang up unbidden, from soms dark forgottsn corner of her mind--a vicion
of a smsll gir! with her dsddy stsnding over her scresming about God's jus-
tice.

"Christ' Dolly, turn that thing off! Hell, that's all thet's on Sunday
morning in this desmned plsce. You'd think it was inhabited be a peck of dev-
ils and nothing more, ths way they're slways presching day and night. fack
of lies anywsy, nothing but e pesck of lies,” she Finished vangafully.

Then, "1 was good one time. I was so good snd young snd innocent and
pure and good. You know, Oolly, 1 wss. Navar got none of them rewsrds they're
slwasys talking about. Naver got nothing but m hard wmy to go, or a beating.
Had to go to bed hungry 'csuse 1 didn't bow my hesd low enough or say my
prayers loud enough or ask God's divine forgiveness often encugh. Forgiveness
for what, for Chrimt’'s gake? Hsdn't done nothing then."

"Forgive me, Lord!" sha shouted. "Forgive me, lord, for 1 know not what
1 do!" Her laughter rose hysteri-<ally, then died sbruptly, as if gomsone had
knocked the wind out of har. Whan she spoke sgain, har volce was hushed and
solemn.

"So now 1 guess I'm bad, Oclly. I don't know. Casn't tell no differencs
whether 1°'m good or whethsr I'm bad. Lifs's slwsys ths ssme. Never no bettsr,
never no worse. Life trssts me just the ssma. Sometimss it's good, sometimes
it ain't. God don't cars one wsy or snothsr. You know, Oolly?*

"Yesh,” Oolly's voice came ss slwsys, right on cue, only . guely compre-
hending what she was sgrssing to. "Yesh, Emily, it don't mstter st all. You
sre ebtsolutely right. You're the only one ever spoke the truth.* Oolly fsl!}
silent agsin.

As If all her energy had poured cut during hsr outburst, Emily set
clutching the stes~ing whsel, stsring grimly shesd st the empty stretch of
road.

After e while, Oolly spoke again. Never sble to spend much time in deep
or serious thought, her mind hsd turnsd to mors importsnt things--hsr gtomsch.

"Emily. Emily, I'm hungry. Lat's taks soms of this monsy mnd gst some-
thing to eat.’ Dolly was slways hungry.

But Emily wasn't sven listening snymore. Shas wss lost somswhere ins:de
hsr hesd.

Inside the small csafe, there ware only tho mid-sftec~ncon regulers,
drinking coffee and discussing the sorry etste of things snd politics snd
gossip. The wa:tress who lounged in & booth nesrby was wiping silverware and
listening idly to brief gsnstchss of thair convarsstion,

Oamned dumbass men! Ain't thsy got nothing bsttsr to do? Wish thsy'd
go and do nothing scomewhere alse. Man' I1°'11 bs so glad to gst gutts this town.
Once they know the ruth sbout me I'm Finishad hars snywsy. Ths wsy gossip
flies, it won's be long till it resches ths ssrs of ths Flne uputsnding folks
of the town. Well, come tomorrow they won't bs sssing me snymors. 1 snm gonns
be free! F.-ee of this job, fress of this plscs, snd fres of thsse man with
their .eering grins snd hungry eyes and stupid tslk. Shs rsised s hand to
brush a strand of heir thst hsd fsllen Forwsrd on har Face. Her fingers
brushed ths purplish bruiss that covsred ons sys. Shs winced with pain and
the aching memory of how It had gottsn thers. Hsr movemsnt sttrscted the
sttention of one of the men.

"That's shore soms shiner you got thore, Csss:ie. You snd your--uh boy-
friend have a little tiff last night?*"

She turned to Face the men who had spoken, shooting him 8 venomous glare.

Urged on by the snickers of the other men, he continued, his volice drip-
Pi1ny with sarcasm.

"Well, don't take 1t too herd, honey, we understsnd how 1t 15. Some women
Just need to be knocked around ever once in e while, just to keep 'am 1n line.
You alwsys wew o Feisty little thing."
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The men guffawed loudly st this, their obscene laughter enguifing her
end puiiing her down into ite depths. She glared at them. seething with con-
tempt, Fighting hot teers which threstened to spill over st any moment. Her
Jow hardened as she cisnched her teeth snd swiped angrily st her good eye.
I'li be damned if I iet them see r: cry.

The man wes spwazing :gein. He resched toward her with a grimy, grease-
stained hand, jittle lines of biack showing beneath the en of the nicotine-
yecilowed Fingernajis.

"Aw, come on, honey. We was just jokir'."

., Sh= regarded the outstretched hend ss if it were ® snake, her eyes wide
wi‘n revulsion. der grip tightened on the knife she had been wiping, her
knuckles ghowed white snd tense &s the expression on her Face. The men drop -
ped his hend, eyeing her warily. She jumped to her feet, upsetting the trey
of siiverwsre. Its contents spilled across the hard tiled floor sending up
® series of thin, metailic clangs, shattering the pregnant tension between
Cessie and the men. She bolted For the kitchen.

Behind her the men isughed uneasily and the msn who had spoken before
launched into © teie he recollected about how Cassie had whipped old Oan
Msjors' boy when they were in the Fourth grade.

"...snd when the little young'un got hiome, Oan whupped 'im agin Fer
lettin’ & gir! beat 'im, "

They all leughed once more end picked up their conversstion about the
price of soybesns and the going rate For hogs.

In the kxitchen ths other waitress, Erma, rushed up to wherz Cassie was
standing, her eyes closed end her hesd iesned back sgainst the door frame.

"Whet in the world happened out there?" she queried.
"I...1 dropped the silverwsre,” Ceasie mumbled.

Eyeing her suspiciousiy, Erme guessed thal it was more than that. “well,
go puli yourself together, honey. I'il go get it up For you." *

Gratefuily,Cassis retrested to the bathroom. She could still hear their
voices echoing inside her head. The msn's rambiing hed brought a painfui flood
of memories thet swirled sround her like the muddy waters of the Mississippi
and threstened to drown her in its ugiiness. God, how I hate them. How I hate
them sll! Ail my iife trying to push me into 8 hoie where I don't Fit and
when I didn't just pop into it they just pushed e jittle harder.

And the boys. All those boys they were always trying to Fix me up with.
Ali the boys with thair pawing hends and beer breath end pimply faces. Faces,
Lisels’'s Fece. Her basutiful, pale littie Fece. Her fece covered with ugly
purpie biotcies, bruised and swolien. Oh my God' She scresmed silently. God
help me! Answer me' She sobbed snd covered her Fmce with her hands, trying
not v zce for the thoussndth time the horror of the scene with Lisele'sn
fzoher.

He had come upon them sitting by the leke. Liseia's head was cradled
in her lep. They were making plans to g0 sway together come Sunday night.
He had appeared From nowhere shrleking end shouting end spitting curses et
them. She hed called on God then, too. But he gaid that God didn't answer
the likas ~¢ %g;-, Ghe leughed bitteriy now st the thought of his frustrated
Fuy o~3 the sight of his torturad fece. He hadn't even known wha: name to
brand her with' He struck her viciously and turned on Lisela. Cnhssie sumped,
stertled at the banging on the door.

"Cessie. Cassie honey. Are you 8li right®" Erme's voice brought her back
to the present. The raging fFlood receded. Her protective armor fitted around
and her mask in plasce once more, szhe welked out of the bathroom as 1f nothing
hed heppened st oll.

In the dining room she was relieved to Find that the men had left. She
cleared away the coffee cups snd went to start a fresh pot of coffee. She
First noticed the old cer when it pulled into the service station next door.
She thought ebsently that it must be From out of town, she didn't ¢t ecnll hav-
ing seen it before. It was the xind of car you wouldn't Forget. It looked
like it might have been bleck sbuut » million yeers ago. Now it wes a dark,
dull void sort of color. As the car pulled up in Front of the cafe. Caasie
nn*‘r-d that its two inhabitents didn't look much better.
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Two women got out end headed towsrd the front door. They were both mid-
dle-sged, but one of them had s strasnge sort of childish innocence ebout her
fsce. Cassie reslized that the woman wase simple-minded. "he other one vas
wesring s hideous looking blond wig. As the two neared tne counter, Cassie
could smell their chesp perfume.

God' she thought disgustedly, these two can't be for real. The blond
wags s8yi1ng something.

"We's, ah, like to speak to the manager."
"Well, 1f you'll jyust tell me what 1t 1s you want, maybe I can help you."”

"well, we real.y need to speak to the manager,’ the womsn ."epesated 1nsi6-
tently.

“All right. Weit r:ght here." Casgia left snd reappearsd shortly with
the managcr close behind her.

"Yes?" he said, "what 1s 1t that 1 can do for you?"

"Well,* Emily began in her most dignified msnner snd lsdylike voice.
She proceeded to tell him a pitiful concocted tale sbout why they had no money,
",..and we were wondering 1f you'd be kind enough to let us order lunch. Wa'll
sure send you payment fFor it later If you'll just write down the address snd
how much 1t costs.” She gave him her gruesose gsils in hesr most winning manner
and stared straight into hio eyes.

The manager recoiled slightly snd glencad at th3 othsr wossn who was
looking at him quite hungrily.

"Sure,” he said gruffly. "All right. Tell ths wsitress whst you wsnt.”
He turned sbruptly and walksd sway.

Cassie took their order. Thay wantad ssndwiches, frsnch fries, snd largs
cups of black coffee. She turned snd busisd kesrsslf sscking the food. The
blond had been looking &t hsr brulse with whst shs suppossd wes hsr version
of & sympathetic expression. She looked like shs wss going to ssy sossthing
about 1t. God! The last thing 1 need is sympsthy fros hsr!

She placed the food on ths countsr snd begsn sdding it up.
"Thank you 6o much, ma'sa. Isn't her hsir prestty, Oolly?”

1t was the blond spesking Casssies looked up brisfiy. Their eyes met and
Just for a second she sensed s sort of kinship, sn understsnding behind the
weary, ageless gaze.

flel1ef enveloped har when they left. As they wers bsching swsy froa thas
curb, Cassie noticed en old tsg on the front of their cer. It wes so dirty
she could hardly make out the words. Than, ss i{if tha muddy fils ware not there
st all, she suddenly deciphsred its messaga--EVE WAS FRAMED.

She heard her own lsughter bsginning slowly snd rising, hsrsh snd high
pitched and foreign sounding. It wes ss {f shs wsrs outsids her body, wstching
and listening to s stresnger, lsughing snd lsughing. Thsn, the lsughter stopped;
silence descended. She stood perfictly still., Suddenly ehs knsw. Sha would
never be free. Her frustratad longing, her insstisble hunger for understending,
her eternal search would never and. But somshow it didn't satter much snysoras.
Nothing mattered except that she knew.

She stood staring after the car long after 1t had disappeared. Erma fFound
her standing there,a strange emlle was upon her lips snd sll the sadness 1n
the world was 1n her eyes.
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1 em, ot this very moment, staring et a pile of forms that need to be
filled out. Demned if it's nut big enough to give me a hernis should 1 get
the wild jdee to pick it up. It used to not be this bad. 1 mean, we're not
just telking ebout the usuel 922FR-JUS28/B Forms; they're ogver there in what
I now cell "Pile A." Nope, these are something entirely new to me: the 470
A34-F55t/J's, not to mention my old favorites, the 845F07-220F/B's. whigh
are required on ell forms to help keep track of the stuff on File. Thet's
whet the "FO" stends for: Filing Designt tion. They're in "Pile B."

Anyway, 1 wouldn't have to do all of this paperwork if it we.-en't for
last week. I was lounging comfortably behind my cluttered desk, thinking
sbout going to lunch, pretty much 1ike I'm doing now. As far as excitement
goes, things sround the Dissster Control Center leesve e lot to be desired.
It'’s & smsll, ons-men operstion funded sparingly by the locel government with
Federsl mstching Funds, snd sms!l becsuse there sren't that meny disssters
to take cere of sround here. It's hundreds of miles to the nesrest large body
of wster, which eliminstas floods and except for en occesions! thunderstorm,
the westher pretty much behsves itself since we're surrounded by mounte:ins.

1 guess the lsst disaster we hsd wss sbout four yesrs ago when Dld Lady Milton
had & heert sttack and drove her OeSoto through the Piggly-wiggly downtown.

All of the non-disastars we have around here leave me e lot of minimum-
waged free time to cetch uUp on my crossword puzzles. Oh, every once in & while
1'11 resd s comic book or something or maybe Flip through a Field and Stream
magazlne, but it's pretty much crossword puzzles for me. Sometimes, if 1 feel
Up to it, 1°11 do some of those unscramble-the-word things. Most of the time,
though, 1 just think sbout going to lunch. 1 was deliberetely ignoring a lerge
stack of paperwork (whet I now cell "Pile A": the old 922FR-F52a/B's) which
wes supposed to be on the city menager's desk by the next day--something about
renewsl of funds; nothiny important. Whast city is complete wituout a Ojsaster
Control Center? OfF course, if snything major were to happen, the Federal
Government would step in snd the city would just be psying me to stay out
of the Fed's wey. Therefors, if no disssters happen, 1 heve nothing to do,
end i{f we do have s dissstsr, 1 have nothing to do elther. I do love my gjob.

As 1 was saying, though, 1 was thinking et ,ut geing to lunch. It was
only 11:30, but 1 wssn't ton anxious to get started on thet paperwork. It
%8s more or less just @ formslity enyway, because 1 was pretty much guerenteed
the funds. The city council 1likes to tell the people that we have a Disaster
Control Center, even if it isn‘'t good for anything (something to du with
giving the pesople confidsnce in their government). Of course, the funds aren't
much, snd I'm pretty sure thers's some misappropriation going on somewh=~re,
beceuse my office is @ run-down building right on the city limits, where it's
out of the way. Every once in s while, some reporter starts out to do an
expose on fund mismppropristion and he usually cargets my beloved OCC. But
some enterprising henchmsn from the meyor’s office usually manages to put
him of F the scent or mekes snother topic seem mttractive.

But snyway, 1 wes thinking sbout going to lunch. Usually 1 hop in the
old Oissster Control Center station wagon and eese on over to Judy's Plece
and grab some of her Femous rosst beef sendwiches (I've alweys had the feeling
that they tasted suspiciously of soybeans). The city council doesn't ]ike
we to drive around in the ststion wagon too much ag it hes Oisaster Control
Center written sil over it and has s yellow light on the roof. They keep
telli?g me to keep a low profile end to use it only for businesgs purposes,
but since we hardly ever have any business, I teke it to lunch to gort of
keep the bettery from going dead. It rides pretty good; it's only about two
years old and hag hardly ever been ysed. I'm pretty sure that there was some
Funds-shufFling going on there too; the city managar's brother Just happeng
to own a Chevy deaiership over by the feed store.

Anywey, about Junch. Old Judy can fix a mean roest beef sandwich, except
when esvery once in e while you bite down on a soybesn and almost break a
tooth. 1t's not too bad, though, if you drown it pretty good with ketchup.
U ser one time about Four years ago, right after O1d Lady Mjilton crcaked,
[E l(:|tion from Rock City, KJAW, came over and did 8 remote interview of
; there at Judy's Piasce. When 1 was watching myself on the news that




16

night, I noticed that 1 had some ketchup on my nose. It was pretty embarrass-
ing. Some of ths guys over at Animal Control still ki1d me about it.

Anyhow, 1 was on the verge of getting up and going over to Judy's Place
when 1 heard a truck screech to 8 halt outside my office. I was thii<ing of
maybe pretending like I wssn't in or something, but I was pretty bored and
it was too early for lunch, snd I wssn't too intarested in doing tnat paper-
wo k. I put my crossword puzzle in my desk and grabbed s pen and tried to
look like I wes doing the paperwork (1n case 1t was the city manager or somo-
body) .

It wasn't. It was some je~k wearing a CAT cap and about three days'
growth of beard. Up under his sncient overalls, which revesled that he could
heve stood to lose about thirty pounds around the gut, he was wearing a red-
checkered Flannel shirt. He was panting hard and it took hiw a few minutes
to speak. Mostly he just wheezed and ssa1d, "Big...green...house...covured'"

1 stood up, trying to look importsnt. "Cslm down thesre, boy! Whst secenms
to be the problem?"

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you
“Great, then there's no need to. I was on my way to lunch.”

He shook his haasd wilrdly. "“NO, NO! You've got to come out to the Fara!
It's completely swallowed the house and the barn'"

I assumed that maybe the dam had busted on his pond or something and
his house had been flooded. "Just cslm yourself, son. 1'11 csll city mainte-
nance, and they'll take some pumps out to your plsce."”

"Oon't need pumps' Nasd men; lots of me--we gotts stop it! We gotts

k1dl 1t' Axes, yesah! And knivee, chsin ssws!”

"“Now just calm yourself, boy, you're delirious. You want a Coke or come-
thlng? Some asprin?' 1 was smused thst he would try to smpty wstar with
cutting tools. I figured he must've bessn smoking soms of that wscky-tebacky.

Again ne shook his head. “No asprin! I can't believe it? It must've been
thet new chemical treatment I geve it. It grew so big!"” He held up his hands
a6 For au they would go to indicate that something was pretty big. These
country boys'll smoke anything.

"Al] rignt, son, lemme get thas straight; you put some chamicals on
scmething and it grew and covered your house and your barn. Ise this one of
those hidden camera things?" I figured that that's what it must’'ve been.
Either that or he was Just wasted.

“NO, NO' It's kudzu! It ewallowed my house'”

"Kudzu'" 1 was veguely Familier with the vine which covered quite & bit
of the surrounding county. The boys over at Environmental Controi planted the
stuff to keep the sides of the road from washing away after a rsin.

"Yeah, kudzu. 1 planted some sbout a month ago to keep my beckyard from
weshing away so bad. 1 fertilized it so thst it'd hurry up and grow. I went
up to see my brother in Aock City fFor a month and when 1 csme back, 1t had
covered my house!”

1 sat back down. "Why didn't you go to Environmentsl Control?"”

"1 did, but they were closed; the govarnment's suditing them. They said
they'd be shut dosn for ot least s week snd for me to come here.”

1 noddad numbly. A government audit. 1 was probably next. But snyway,
1 decided to go shead snd help out thie poor sucker {1t might look good to
the Feds). 'Okay, boy, tell ya' what. Give me the diractions to your place
and 1'11 race over to Environmerital Control and get some literature on kudzu
and meet you out there.”

“Better bring some chein sews,” he said as he wrote the directions to
his farm across one of the thirteen fForms that I was supposed to give to the
city manager." If you get lost,” he continued, '"Just ask somebody where Larry

Boatner's place 1.

] grabbed a handful of 5930F17c-12F/1's {departure forms) and we left
at the same time, ham tn his beat-up pickup and me 10 my OCC station wagon
After 1 threw the Forms 10 the Floorboard, I even turned tne 1ight on It was
u[:lz:i(:‘tlme 1 had ever done thst in the line of duty. I went over to Envir-
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onmentsa] Control, but they were closed up tighter than Dick's hatband, so 1

decided to drive over to the County Extension OFFice. I was enjoying the ¢ yde

sround town with everybody staring 1n amazement at my Flashing yellow light
The guy et the Extension OFfice wes real nice and gave me a wad of lit-

erature sbout kudzu big enough to choke a horse, which i1nspired me to stop
by Judy's Place and choke down s roast beef while 1 reasd over the Stuff

Judy's Place wssn't too crowded, even for noon, so 1 grabbed a booth over '
by the jukebox where I'd have room enough to spread out sll the reading stuff.
0ld Judy asked me if I was going back to high school or something and 1 told
her yesh, thst 1 was studying to be » doctor. She just snorted and chunked
my rosst beef and my tea in front of me. 1 begsn to eat and read those little
government psmphlets.

1 found out thet it was imported from Japen in 1876 to decorste their
psvilion in our centennisl feir. Thet cama from Living With Kudzu. It went
on to sey thet, in the 1930's, it was used 8 lot fFor erosion control, "“porch
vine," and covering up junk piles and wrecked cers. In another psmphlst, num-
ber EC-203 Kudzu: Friend or Foe?, I found out thet kudzu can grow a foot &
dey and &s much es ® hundred feet Iin the summer. It hes no natural enemies
here in the South end so it grows kind of wild all over everything. Some vines
heve besen measured up to twenty-five miles long. I fFinished my rosst beef,
occasionally hitting s soybean, snd decidad to heac or out to Larry's place.

A little while later, I turned off the highwsy onto what looked like o
deer trail and bagen to look for Lerry’'s ferm. I spied an old man on @ back-
hoe, digging ® ditch beside the rosd. I pulled up besids him snd rolled down
the window as he cut off hie motor. "Excuse ms; 1 was wondering 1f you could
tell me how to get to Lerry Bostner's place?"

The old man epit @ wad of chewing tobscco in hie newly dug ditch. "Yep.
Orive on the wey yer goin’ fer sbout & mile till ya' git to ® fork in the
rosd end take ® right. Go on down ® weys till ys' pass the hull of a '59 Edsel
sittin’ under an osk trees. 'Bout e mile pest thet, you'll gee 8 big green
blob; that's Lar's placs.” He broke out in ® Fit of uncontroliable cackles.

He epit again and batwsen ceckles he eaid, "Tried to tell the ass 'bout fer-
tilizin’' thet kudzu!" He ceckled sgein end crsnked his beck-hoe. 1 tried to
thank him over the recket, but he couldn’'t hesr me. He spit as I drove off.

Sure enough, down ths rosd a weys, pest the £dsel, there was a big green
blob sitting beside the roed. It sorts reminded me of ® movie I saw once down
st the Bi jou. It wes sbout this ~tuff that this guy grew ir his refrigerator
thet begen to stteck everybody. . pulled up in fFront of it and stopped. Larry
was there welting for me se 1 got out of the wagon. "See what I mean®" He
pointed behind him.

1 saw whet he mesnt ell right. The houss wss completely covered with the
vina; even the windows ners covered up 8o thick I couldn’t see through “‘hem.
1 saw thet he hed chopped e wey through the front door. Behind the house
there wes a8 small green blob which looked like it might hesve been an outhouse
1 sls0 saw s tractor-shspsd blob sbout tweanty Feet from where we were stend-
ing. And, of course, the bsrn wes covered up off behind the house.

"Yesh, I see.” Just then, I beceme sware of some rustling in the vines
up by the front porch; it saemed 1ike something was trying to get out from
under it.

“Well, whnt can you do sbout it?" Larry didn't seem to notice the rustl-
ing.

To be honest, 1 really didn't know what to do. Tha only other disaster
I hed been to, whan 01d Lady Milton cashed in her chipe, it was just e matter
of turning it over to the police, but I fFigured that this was just a little
bit out of their jurisdiction. "I don't know; let me Flip back through this
psmphlet.” The rustling increasad snd something begen growling and making
8 chomping sound.

"l would have cleared up a little bit with the bush-hog, but sg you
cen see, it ain't in working order right now." He gestured towards the trsc-
tor-shsped clump of kudzu.

"Yeah, 1 same that." The rustling suddenly stopped.

\;u-ll. does thst there pamphlet say anyﬁfulng ;Pegt how to get rid of

. H] :
[SIQ\L(:re you considered leaving it thereé". ‘:l)
[ provisey e
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"Leaving 1t thereo' Are you crazy?"

"No, really, i1t ssys right hsre that 1f 1t covers the house, it can
reduce temperatures on the roof by SO degress.”

“No kiddin'?" -
- ~
"Really. That'd save you money in thes summer."

"Yeah, but just look at 1t--1 can't have people dropping by and seeing
it this way. Is there anything else we can do?"

"Yeah, you could clear all of it away eand spray your place with 2-40
or Tordan for fFive years. This stuff doesn't like to die."

"Five years! 1'll go broke buying that stuff. I don't went to wolt that
long. What other choice do 1 have?"

"well, 1t says right here in old EC-203 that 1t's great for fevers,colds,
or hangovers. You drink s lot?"

"Not that much'”" he sald, gesturing towards the gresat greea mound.

“Yash, I can see whst you mesn. Well, in OF-155 1t 1 ays that cows lovae

it; why don't you feed it to your cows?"
.
"Only got two of 'em."

T gea." 1 flipped through snother psmphlet, CV-S87, to saes if there
was anthing else he could do to get rid of ths wild wesd. Finslly, I spied
s paragraph on psge S6 thst might hsve bssn ths snswsr to his problem. "Whst's
that tractor run on?"” 1 pointsd to the green clump of trector.

"Used to run on diesel, but I modifiud it to run on methsns; it's chesper
you know."

"Boy, do I! I just found the snewsr to your problam! It ssys right heres
in Kudzu for thes Futurs thet if you teske one sssson's crop snd put it in
a digester and innoculete it with sewsgs, you cen producs enough msthans
gas to power your trector for 12,000 miles snd powsr your house."” 1 slammed
the pamphlet shut. "My boy, you ere sitting undsr s veritsbla oil well. 1
suggest you harvost st onca snd gas up the old Ferm."

He was dumbfounded st first, but when whet I said sunk In, he couldn't
thank ma enough. He started sheking my hand, nearly pulling it out of the
socket. All of & sudden, the rustling in the vines sterted sgein with lots
of growling and thresshing sbout. Ole Larry was 3til] pumping my hand, not
even noticing the commotion bahind him, when an old dog, who hed to ba at
least 19 years old, stumbled out of the kudzu vines. 1 mesn, this dog wes
old. All of his skin was begging down by his snkles snd his bonas were stick-
ing out all over.

Hea yawned and trotted lezily ovar to me snd sterted gumming my leg.
1 guesss ha tppught he wes pratecting the old plece or sometning or thet Larry
wouldn't give him his Mutt Chow if he didn't put on e show. Well, Larry fin-
slly said, "Aw, don't worry 'bout him, hs ain't got no teeth no way.' Right
then the dog sunk his vicious gumms into my leg s Lerry still shook my hand.
"Thanks a lot, mister; 1 guess svery cloud hes s silver vining."”

1 choosa to ignore his uplid pun end to teke s kick st his stupid mutt
instoad.”It's ell in the 1ir ., of duty. Now, iF you'li excuse me, 1 have got
to go fFill out the thirteen 478CA34-F55t/J's which sre required on al!! disss-
tere."

The dog tried to climb in the wsgon with me, but 1 give him & mouthfull
of kudzu literature, slammed ths door before his second sttack, and drove
away es fast as I could, lesving him gumming thet pils of pamphlets.

Word 1n a smell town gsts sround fesst. Ths Feds dacided, becesusa of
my outetanding work on the "Kudzu Cess," not to close my beloved Dissster
Cohtrol Centar. 1 was over st Judy's Plsce celebreting with one of har famous
soybetnie rcast beefs. That's whare the cemers crew from KJAW cesught me. 1
made & quick check of my nose for ketchup before they started film:ng, and
then they isked mea & bunch of stupid questions sbout kudzu and how 1 ssved
the county.

All that was last weeak. 1've heard through the kudzu vine (as we call
it now) that I'm being considered for a promotion to the stste board of eg-
riculture. Hell, 1 might even get a Fed job ss Under-secretary of Ag. or
something. You never can tell. But I guess 1'd better get startad :n these
478CA34-FSut/J's (Pile B) s0 I cen hurry up end gst to those S22FR-JS52e/B's

[y Y
~0
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(Piie A) before naxt weak and maybe aven before a new pile gets started.
Whan 1 get to Washington, 1’11 have to get a secretary to hsndle all that
crap for we.

UNCLE SIONEY'S LAYING OUT
by
Tammy Smith
{(Copimh-Lincoln
Junior Coliege)
ist Short Story, 1982

It's a hot day 1n the middie of summer, 1967, and 1 am about Five years
oid. As we drive down the dry gravel rasd, I look out the back window and
sea twe traiis of dust followirg our black and whita Plymouth. Soon we slow
down and pull i1nto the ysrd of sn old unpainted house. Across the road 18
a vast cotton field, the withered stslks somahow still holding their goft
white or brown products. I racsll how Uncle S:dney took me out there a couple
of gummers before and let me pick cotton. He can't do thst now.

There are soms other cers in ths ysrd, e couple of wagons, and a rusty
bicycle. The horses to the wagons sre tied to a shady oak tree. Already, ss
1 get out of the car, my fFeet are swesty in their black patsnt shoes. We walk
up ths front porch steps, snd I notice gresnish-yellow moss growing in pstchas
on the house. I start to rub some of it off, but Mama grsbs my hand snd leads
me through the door.

It's dark inside. By the light fFrom the screen door, I see old photogrsphs
of people I never knew; their facas, enclosed in curved glass within thick
wooden frames, are scattered at random on the walls in the hall. I think of
asking Mama why 1t is so derk, then I see that sll tha thick curtsins are
closed. We go in the front room where sveryone is; all the sunts snd uncles
snd cousing, many of whom I don't know, turn and look. Evaryone is solemnly
dressed; even I, in my navy blue sailor dress, Fit in. Thare 18 a clearsd-
away area near the front windows. Uncle Sidney is there in his coffin, on
top of a low, heavy tabie. Whispers of "Oon't he look paaceful?"” and "Just
like he's asleep" seem to echo off ths high, dark wails. Nearby, an oid man
in a shiny bleck suit says to snothsr, "I hsppsd lsy 'im out. He was easier'n
most of ‘'am."

One of the many sunts, 1 assume, comecs ovar to me She 1s thin, tall,
Fentaecostal. She squats down to my levael, and I hear her knees pop. "Have
you seen Uncle Sidney Yet?" she aske. 1 look down at my feet and shake my
head. ''Well, come with ma, and 1'll show him to you."

1 take her hand and she leads me to the coffin; then she 1ifts me up and
lets me look in. The two 'amps on each end of the coffin make Flickering shepss
across his face, and 1 think 1 sae his eyeiash blink. I suck 1n my breath
and look at the Aunt. Apparantly ehe doesn’'t see, bacause she whispers, '"He's
Just gone to see Jesus.'

Than 1 notice what he 18 wearing. "Why doas he have on his overalls?" 1
ask, puzzled. Grandaddy Harwall wore his Sundsy suit when he was buried.

The Aunt looks at me and smiles. "Well, that's what he wanted. He wanted
to go see Jesus in his overslls, he said, 'cause that's what Jesus always
eeen him 1n'"

The explenation 18 satisfactor_ ; in Fact, I don't blame him. Going to
see Jesus is probably a long, herd trip, and everyons doing it wouldh't want
to be uncomfortsble--"0ces he have on his shoas?" 1 ssk.

"Ah--yes, he does," the Aunt says, shifting me on her hip.

"What kind?" I parsist. .

"His everyday shoes,” sha answers, finally putting me on the floor.

“That's good,” I reply. At lesst he doesn't have to contend with patant
leathar shoes, 1 edd to myself.

Just then, Mams comeu to me. "Hello, Nors,” she says to the Aunt.'"Mel 1sss,
this 18 your cousin Nora. You knew that, didn't you?"

"Yes ma'am," 1 say, half truthfully. I did know that she must be related
to me. While Mama end Cousin Nora talk about how bad it 16 and how they're
going to miss Uncle Sidnay in the Family. 1 wander over to the men, where

[Elz:i(zjy is.




20

The old men in the shlny sult is telking. "Now, I had one. one time. that
did give me a problem,” he tells. "Fell dead on his Face, 9"” when they found
*im out in the fField, hes wes mlresdy plumb cold. An' his right arm was bent
up tc 'is chest, an' they couldn't move thet arm Fer nuthin'. Look?d funny
thatas y, y'know. So when I got thers they asked me what t'do. I dl?n t really
know, myself; wouldn't move For me, neither. So I Figgered, why don't we just
put his clothes on wlth ':m like thet, mnd put & big purty bunch o' posies
in hls hand, en’' leave it like 1t ls. And so that’s what I did.”

"Worst 'un I ever did Yave to do was this girl sn' her baby. 'Course.'
that wes before all this hospltal an' Funeral home doln's--now them, they'll
tske & pore man fer an arm an' & Irg end don't care no more 'bout yc thun'
they would that crack In th' Fion-, Well, 'bout thls glrl an' har little ol
beby. Glrl waen't no more'n fourtesn years old--" then he sees me snd suddenly
stops. I go over to Daddy and stand by hlm.

"That'un yours, Curtis®" snother old men says. Oaddy nods. The old msn
kneels down and pats my head. 1'm your Uscle Melvin. You remember your Aunt
Cors Mee, don't che? Well, I°'m Uncle MelvIn."

1 nod, Aunt Cora Mae used to waar overalls, too. She wore har halr short'
snd drove 8 log truck. This Uncle Melvin, her husband, was notorious ln Mems's
book ; she still says it was Uncle Melvin who drove Aunt Cores Mse to her grsve.
She doesn’t heve snythlng to do with hlm. 1 stretch my neck, meking sure Mame
doesn’'t see him telking to me. She doesn't.

The old man in the shiny sult smileas at me. "I can tell where you got
thet purty red halr.”

1 grimece, ®s ususl. "I don't llke it,” I tell him. They all very quietly
laugh. a laugh that is reserved for Funers=ls end before church time.

Mama comes to the group. ''Come here,’ she seys, tekino my hand. "Aunt
Wlnnizell wants to see you."

Aunt Winnizell 1s & big, tsll woman. She looks strong enough to carry
Uncle Sldney's coffin by hersclf. He snowy white hair 1e carefully bunned
in the back and ls held by tortolse shsll combs, and her mouth is one pale
little line. She looks me over criticslly, her Indisn nose occeslonslly

qulvering. "Well," ghe Finally announces, 'she does have pretty red hair st
lesst.” '

Mame Fiddles wlth my collar and smooths my hair, smillng nervously. Soms-
thing tells me that I shouldn't tell this one I don’t 1ike my halr. Aunt
Winnizell, her verdict reached, leans back in her choir, end ths seat pops
loudly. 1 manage to tlptoe away whlle Mams and the other women tslk gbout
how peacaful Uncle Sldney looks snd how Aunt Gracie, hls wldow, is taking
it. Looklng as Inconsplcuous as possible, I get pest the man, out on the dog-
trot, snd soon I am In the kitchen. There is half of 8 pound ceke left on
the table, protected From Flies by ® screen bonnet, and 1 snitch e tiny glice.
Next, 1 take off my sho2s and my little white lace-odged socklsets. Then I walk
out thes screen door and put my shoes and socks on thes porch. An old orangs
and white tomcet nearby looks l1azlly at me end yawns, then goes back to sleep.
Chickens are taklng sunbaths, and 1 hear hogs grunting in e distent pan shaded
by & Fig tres. The dnrk, cool mud under ths shelf nesr ths well looks invit-
Ing, but I know whet can happen to undertoss when mud gets to them; Ffor gecm-
ingly no resson ©t all, the top leyer of gkln cuts open and stings badly.

So I resist the temptatlon of the mud. 1 slmply wander around in the lush

green gress, plck some blackberrles growing on thke fence, and pop them Into

my mouth. Mems and Daeddy hadn't gaid how long we would stay, although 1 know
the funerel 1s tomorrow morning. wlll we have to stey the whole night® will

I have to sleep on the Floor? The prospects ere dlsmal. I walk back to the
porch and s8lt or the top step, daydresming about all sorts of things: wlnter,
the Injustlces of belng a» child, chickent, horses and weagons, growing up some-
dey, and clouds.

Suddenly the sun baglns to set. Old 1 go to sleep? Maybe 1 dld. I look
around {dld Msma snd Oaddy leave and forget me) and sse Oaddy looklng at
me through the screen door. "They'rs just about to east now,'" he says.

*You
comlng In?"

""Any Frled chicken?" Frled chicken ]g staple Funers! Ffood.

)
Y big pot of 1t,” he replles and opens the door For ms as I heave
uplz l(: lamps have besn 11t In the kltchen, and their light reflects

br i 'f wrinkled tin Foil. Where only the pound cake remnant hed been,
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there 16 now a red-end-white checked tablecloth, almost completely covered

by pots and plates and bowls. The fried chicken, potato salad, biscuits and
rolls, an apple pie, the pound cake, and an iced Strawberry ceke coyer the
table like a Feast. I get in line, Daddy hands me e plate and utensils, and

1 awart my turn. When I get to the table, I ses that Aunt Winnizell 1s presid-
ing over the fried chicken. She starts to give me a wing, then changes her
mind and plunke a drusstick on my plate.

"Thank you,” I whisper as Daddy spoons & bit of potato sslad on my plate.
Maybe sche's nice after all--yes, ma'sm, 8 roll. Thank you. Now, which dessert
do I want® I decide on the strewberry cake. All the old people are avoiding
it because the tiny seeds hurt their gums. Cousin Nora hands me a Oixie cup
full of 1ced tea. I want to go back out on the porch to esat, but mosqultoes
are probably out, and their bites swell up on me. People are standing around
the ki1tchen, out on the dogtrot, even in the bedroom, but no one goes 1n the
fFront room with his food. It's as though they‘'re afraid they might upset Uncle
Sidney by eating i1n front of him and not offering him anything. 1 stand near
the back door. When I realize this 1s too cumbersome for standing up, I simply
61t down near the table on the fFloor and eat. It's a good thing Mama doesn't
see that.

|
\
1
It's hard to see faces in the lamplight, and those I can see ere dis-
torted. On the wall thare are huge, hunched shadows. A chill suddenly goes
through my body. Somedey, ell of these people will be lying 1n coffins in
front rooms, even me. The shadows begin to scare me, it's as though the sha-
dows are the ghosts of these people, hunched over because they are coming to
get me--1 put my food down and run to find Mama and Daddy.

They are eating as though nothing has happened. Daddy sees my frightened
fece and asks me what 15 wrong. I ran't get 1t out, so I start to cry. All
the surrounding aunts start asking what's wrony and «hy am I crying, and Mame
reaches over and picks me up 20 her lap. "I think. she's just tired. We'd better
be going soon, anyway,” she says. When the aunts are sure nothing is wrcng
and turn away, Mama whispers, '"Shame on you! A big girl like you, crying!"
There is no comfort to be found, I see, 80 I scramble down and go back to the
kitchen out on the porch and gst my shoes and sockse.

When I come back, Mame and Daddy are tel!ing everyone goodbye and good-
night. Mama grabs my hand and leads me out the front door, a pis plate in
her other hand. "What was the matter with you i1n there?” she whispars. I still
can't tell her, so I say nothing.

The horses snort as we walk by them. I look at the cottcn Field, si1lver
in the moonlight, and think about tha dead man whose arm wouldn't move. I feel
that chill again, but that's all. I ask Daddy, "Who's gonna pick cotton now?"

"1 suppose one of the boys will,” he answers as he opens the car door.
The "boys" are about his age. We get 1n, and he sterts the motor. The horses
neigh at the sudden noise, and we are once again on the dusty gravel road.
Tomorrow morning we will come back fFor the funerral, but For now I 1look back
through the rear window at the silver cotton bolls in the fField until they
are out of sight.

BEAUTIFUL SWwIMMER
by
Elesine McOermott
(Mi1ss1s81pp1 Gulf Coast Junior Colluge--
Jofferson Davis Campus)
1st Place Poetry, 1982

Trapped 1n my baited net,
You wind your angry clauaws
Through rope and wire.

1 tug 1t quickly
Through the salty wator
Over the uplintered raal

Tossed 10 the wooden bushel,
You extend your sapphire claw,
Mok i1ng your Ffury known.

Your placid pals feel your pinchers
) As you climb their cowardly bocks
[:I{:; And Fall crawling to the pier.

2.‘3
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Scuttling along the bettered planks,
You splash downward to the Sound.
I watch, ticd to the boundaries of my net.

MAGNOLIA BLOSSOM
by
Lisa Winters
(Northeast Mississippi
Junior College)
2rd Short Story, 1982

"Amanda'" Etta Green ce,led from the front porch, "Amarda, child, where
ere you hidlng now?" Mrs. Green gave another half-heceor ted glance around tha
front yard and decided to return tc her sewing. "You be‘ter not be up In that
old tree again, or you'll get a licxin' from your grandaddy'" she called as
she shut the screened door.

From high up in the old magnolle tree, Amanda wetched hgr grendmother
close the door and go back into the decaying menslon. Sha knew her grandmother
had known good-and-well where she wes all the time. Etts had just yelled the
werning about belng In the trae For her husband's sake. Slnce Amande hasd Fallen
out of the tree the previous summer and broken her arm, Grandps Green hed For-
bldden her to even climb a tree egaln.

Amands wesn't one to obey rules, howeser, so she usually did just what
she wanted, regerdless of her grandparents' wishes. The magnol ia trce wes her
haven, and she wasn't golng to glve up her time spent in solltude esmong the
leaves, drinking in the gneet fragrance of the trece's Flowers. How Amands
loved the magnolia blossoms'

Her grandparents thought it astrange that she preferrcd a tree to the
house or the yard. They didn't understand that she needed the pescefulness
of the megnolle tree. She could think thera. Most of her reclatives thought
she was strange; llke her grandperents, they dldn't understond her. Amands
had often heard them remark, "Sha's too much like Irls was at thot cge, so
rebclllous, end so emart'"” Others had sald, "Iris had so much brgins 1t'd
just scere you sometimes' Whot s shame she turned out like she did. Just too
pretty for her own good I guess.”

One dey Amanda ssked her grandmother who Iris was. But Etta just replled,
"Irls ie ® person you'd be bectter of F knowlng nothing mbout."”

Later Amandes Found some old pictures in e trunk In the attic theat partly
snswered her questions. One was of s little girl with long, blonde curls. She
had her srm around e smaller, dark-halred girl, who was wesring an outfit iden-
tlcal to that of the bigger glrl. Written on the back was--Irls, age § end
Ette, age 4: 1885. There wcre Lther pictures of the same beautiFul blonde-
haired girl--Iris, age 10--Iris at her '"Sweet Slxteen” Perty. Amenda qulekly
thought, "Iris must be Grandma's gister' But why have I never geen or heard
of her before®" Just then her grandmother opencd the attic door. "Grandma,”
Amanda quickly esked, "who s Iris? I found these pictures. She's beaut:iFul!

Is she your sister?"

"She was once my slster; at the time those pictures were token she was.
Now put those pictures up and come dowd to supper im *diately! ' Etts turncd
and tromped loudly down the stairs Amanda remembered just sitting there For
® long time wondering why 1t made her grondmother so mod to hove Iric even
mentioned.

She was still wondering when gho reaslized that she was loaning closer
and closer to the edge of the limb. The sc .oted herself i1nto s safe, comfFort-
sble positlon and let her mind wander back to the mysterious Iri1s. "I know
she is--or was--Grandmo's sister. And I know that she ls a lot !ike me, or
that's what people say. 8ut why 18 ghe such a gecret?"

Her thoughto werec intruded upon by a loud crack of thunder sounding In

the distance. "It'l]l rain tonight.” ghe scid aloud. "Tomorrow morning mognolie
blossoms wlil be all over the yard. Rain slways mokes them foll off. Then
Grandpa wlll wnlk out on the porch, just like always, and ooy, 'Them Flowers

look just ljike snow out there, what a sight'' Then he'll stretch and yawn,
and sev. 'Mm-mm' Just smcll that magnolia -iqg.;\Oon't know why he calls it
.ando concluded to herself,

t $

K
[EIQ\L(:HXHU blew & long blonde braid across her face. Amends brushed lt back
S nued thinklng sbout the rain. She visunlized a cold, dark, relny day-
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-abundant with thunder and lightning. A sad, loncly fFigure was walking down 1
tha driveway, her tears mi»ing with the rain. She ctopped occaslonally to i
glance at the house on the hill. A suitcase weightad down aach arm, and the |
rain was coaking her to tne bone. Amanda called out, "Wait, Iris, don't leave!" |
The figure vanished and the little girl jumped when sho realized that it wasn't
rzining at all and that she had let her imagination carry her asway. "1 hope

she didn't recally leave like that,” Amanda thought sinceraly. "That's tuo corny
for real life anyway. Maybe she laft to Find Fame and fortune, or to travel
with the circus or something like that. Whatcver ths reason, I just hope she

is happy now. Just wish I could know more about aer." Careful searches of the
house had revealed nothing of Iris or har actual existence, excopt the pictures
in the attic and the Family Bible.

Amanda pictured tha big Family Bible i1n her grandmother's room. On the
page beiween the last book of the Dld Testament, Malachi, and the First book
of the New Testameant, Matthow, wse drawn a big Family Tree. On the page was
m blyg, ornate tree with more branches than Amenda had ever seen on any tree
in her life. On each branch, in descending order, was listed a member of Aman-
da's fmmily on her g andmother's side, the Palmers. Then there was s fresh
branch started whan Etta married her husband, Bud Gresn Oown at the very
bottom was her very own name, Amanda Louise Green. But up above her grandmo-
ther's name, about middle-ways, was 8 big scribble mark. She knew now that her
graat-aunt's name had once baen on that branch. Someone had scribbled her name
out though, as if tr,;ing to erase her completely from the Family.

"My rmagnolia tree would meke a much prettier fFamily tr-ee than that one
in Grmndma's Bible " Amanda though smugly. "No tree has that many brmnchms'"
Sha sat there thinking of why on sarth pasopls would write generations of =z
family on a tree anyway. It didn't make sense to her. "Oh well, I'd rather
think about Iris.”

Amanda imagined Iris as a little garl, running in tha yard--playing games
with Etta. The house was white then, not the peeling groy one that Amanda knew.

The sunken steps and saggin’ columns were wonderfully now looking too. "I pet
Iric usad to sit here in this very tree, sjust like I do. Maybe that's why
people didn't like her.” Amanda reasonad. "They don't undarstand why 1 come

here either." Amande thought for a long time, mulling over her ncw theory.
"Yap, I bet ghe sut here e lot. Just listenin' to the birdc, watchin' clouds,
thinking about i1mportant things, and smellin' the magnolia blossoms. Shc scems
like the kind of person who would like this sort of thing, just like I do."
Amanda let her thoughts be ctill for a while, so shu could watch a ¢ rk cloud
that looked like 8 Fuzzy black cat float by . "Wherever you are, Iris, I pet
you sure do miss this old tree.”

Her thoughts were intarr.ptad by a voice calling her. "Amanda' Amanda
Louise Green, you come to supncr right now'" Her grandmother shouted, "I've
done called you threce times.” There was still no reply fFrom her granddoughter.
"I know you're up in that tree."

"Be right there, Grandma''' Amanda answerod quickly. She started to climb
down, but a sudden thought stsyed her. She got out her pocketknife, the one
Grandpa G: aen had given her last Christmos, and began carving 8 latter on ths
branch she was seated on. "I," she said as she finished the flrst lotter, and
then went on to the gecond one, "RA,"

The screen door on the front porch banged open. Grondme Grecn wss angry.
"Amande ccme down from there this mlnute! And stop and get you 8 switch before
you come in, too'"

"S," Amanda gsid as she finished the last letter. Then she called to her
grendmother, "Yes ma'am. I'a coming now." She looked at the word that would
now be imprinted on that tree forcver--IAIS--and she amiled smugly. "That's
much better then that old branch in the Bible anyway.”

As Amanda climbed down from the tree, she Felt very gsatisfied with her-
scl. When she reached the bottom she started to cut a switch, but decided to
give her grandmother & chance to change her mind. A cwift breeze was biowing,
end it emelled like rain. A solitary blossom Floeted down From the huye mag-
nolie and landed at Amanda's fcct. "IF that's your way of saying thank you,"”
Amanda said to the silent trcec, "then you're welcome. Now Iris will aslways
be & part of this femily." She turned then and ran to the house for supper.
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THE GOOO OLO DAYS~
by
Oeloris Moore
(Mississippi Delts
Junior College)
ist Informal Essay, 1383

Although nuch hes been written in drama, story, and song about the pllght
of black people In rursl! sreas earlier in the century, the only ones who actu-
eslly understand what it was like are those who lived through those times.
There were, indeed, some good days, but many were bleak. Trouble seemed to
hover constently, and despeir was all too present. It slways surprises me,
now, when I reflect on it, that we mere often worried but rarely bitter.

When I was & little girl, I lived on a smel! Ferm called Dorsey Groves.
Atout six Femilies occupied the shot-gun houses that stood two miles aport.
The floors and wells were bullt with two-by-fours and wide plenks, ceusing
the floors to squeak with the glightest footstep. 1In the entire house were
only three windows thast made a constant rat-tat-tat whenever & wind cama. We
covered the wells with white flowered paper turnec yellow from the smoke of
the wood hester snd supplemented in spots with sheets of newspaper and plctures
from catalogs or megazines to cover e bad creck or tear.

There were no supermarkets nearby, just a little country store sbout three
miles down the dusty road. My mother snd Fother visited the store once s week
for supplies. They bought things like soap, flour, meal, seeds, and occesion-
eslly dress material. We ncver needed to buy Fruit because the fruit trecs were
plentiful, and we grew our own vegetables. The soil wac so rich, the vegetables
grew big and besutiful.

When 1 was six I had to help with the chores. Like Caliban, 1 wes the
hewer of wood and the drawer of water. But with sveryone pitching in, these
jobs weren't so bad. Some would feed the pigs end chickens; others would bring
in the fire wood that my oldar brother and 1 had cut. When the chores were
done end the sun was over the trees, it was time to wash for supper in s ten
gsllon tub that my Father had gotten from the store. After supper the children
would get ready for bed. Since there were only three bedrooms for & Family
of seventeen, the girls shared one room and the boys another. My mother would
sometimes tell s story that she had once heard from her mother--about 8 little
gir]l who lived with her Family in a Farm house. They were very poor until a
hendsome prince came snd took them to s beautiful castle, and they never wanted
for enything ever again. The story, 1'm sure, was just to give us hope because
that was all we had at the time.

At dewn Father wes up end on his way to work. He worked from sun up to
sun down, plowing the fFields and planting the cotton seeds.

Scmetimas 1 would stand in the yerd and watch him driva away on the John
Osere tractor. He often had to gulp down his dinner in only thirty minutes.
Although the pinto beans and corn bresd were never a balanced diet, they were
Filling. At the =nd of the day he would dreg himself home, covared with qgrit
end grime from head to toe, throw himszlf in the ten gallon tub, wesh awny
the grime, and Force himself to sit and eet a meel thst he was too tired for.
At the end of the week he would wait on the front porch for the Foreman to
come by with his check. When the foreman passed my Father the check, I could
see the disappointment in his Face, for it was berely enough to buy the soap
to wash the clothes for the “ollowing week and & Faw extras. But that was o.k.
It was enough for the oldest girl s peir cf shoes, end my mother could get
® ysrd of materisl for a dress. The other girls would trede shoes until their
turnc came for Nnew ones.

Frrom the worries and hard work, my fether beceme ill and had to be hospit-
mlized. At that point we didn't know exactly what to do. Wlth tha grace of
God, my mother came up with & solution. Sha learned to drive the tresctor!
Father was getting better every dey. Just when we thought that thlngs were
going Flne. Mother's health Falled. The varicose veins that stood out ln her
legs would not permit her to sit on tha tractor sll those hours, and m»:
fether's doctor #ouldn't permit hlm to go back to work. Consequently, w», had
to lemve the fFarm, since the foreman needed the house fFor an able-bodied men
Though neither would have understood the term "trite expression,” they were
both given to using tham. The Family was heartbroken. Mother cried, '"When 1t
r @ ours,’” but Father said, "Where there's a will there's o way.”
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A fFew days later we moved to a little town, where my fFather wos still
concerned because he didn’t know anything except fFarming. All he had going
for him at this point wes determination. He walked half e milo to e little
school and talked the principel into giving him a chance to prove himself work-
ing around the school as a janitor. When we had to leave the farm, we thought
the world had come to an end, but it hadn't, Actually, things got botter. We
had :nside plumbing' My Father wasn't so tired after work that he couldn't
eat his suppcer. Now at the end of the month when he looked at his check, there
was 8 smile where a3 frown once was. He would look at Mother and say, "This
is two pairs of shoes and maybe somcthing nice for you."' We would all smile
and give God thanks, for we knew he had truly blessed us.

Perhaps these hardships s=asoned the black fFamilies of those days and
were character-building fFor the children. I know that our att:tude wag much
more wholesome toward our parents, our neighbors, the community, and the world
than that of many youngsters today who roam the streets to rob znd rcpe.

Although I wouldn't want to go back to those times, they were, 1n 3 way,
the good ol!d days. Shakecspeare, as usual, was right, ""Swcet are the uses of
adversity."

THE OLO HARP SINGING
by
Rebecca Moore
(Itawambe Junior College)
3rd Informel Essey, 1983

Memories are a part of lifc; they stay even if the events which inspire
them digscontinue. The "Cld Harp Singing" at George's Chapel Church is one hap-
Py memory of my 1ife. Begun during the middle 1800's, this cvent played an
1mportant psrt in the community where ! was rearaed. Here many pcople saw each
other for the only time during the entire year. They might not go to town,
but they don't miss '"the singing."

Oust squishcd between baore toes! After gsaveral dry weeko, it wos inches
deep 1n the roed. Two cousins, two sistars, and 1 were excited as we started
to the church. Today was clean-up day at the church end cemetery, and we knew
that everyone would be there. We each carried & tool to help: either a rake,
hoe, or mop rcsted on eech ghoulder. All the girls were heppy because todey
ell the boys woulc be there to help cut vines, move banches, and push the lawn
mower. Shy looks, girlish giggles, and Friendly faces would acce.t the work
day .

There was alreedy s collection of cars snd pickups st the church. Barrels
of weter stood in one truck resdy for the scrubbing of the Floor gnd the out-
door toilet. Ladders were etick ing out from another truck becsuse the windows
had to be scrubbed, too. Our gsteps beccame faster ec wa sow sevorel boys alreauy
there. Everyone worked herd, side by side, until the little church began to
shine. About lunch time, the boys began neiling boards betwcen troes and plac-
ing the large barn doors loaned by neighbors across these to form long tablcs
for eating. Huge plottery of fried chicken, bowls of potato salad, and boiled
corn sent beautiful scents through tho yerd and church. Big jers of iced tues
made their sppesrance from cers and trucks, and evaryone stopped working just
long enough to est. Then, back to work until pink streesks began to edge the
sky. Tired, but happy, we agll piled into cors and trucks, yelling, "Sce ya'll
tomorrow,” end hoped there would be no rzin. But it couldn’t rain; ;t wouldn't
dsre!

On Sundsy, alwsys the first in Augtst, the sun didn't let ug down; 1t
wag enother besautiful dey For “our singing.” 0ld peopls came or waore brought
from miles around. ODaddy's school teschere hugged him snd us as we mat fFor
snother year. Canes snd whcelchoirs wers used by many, but this didn't hamper
the voices thot rose fFrom the little church. It geemed to Swdy with the tunes!
All the seots were fFilled carly, but mary pickups hsd straight-back chairs
end rockers which now filled the aisles end poured over into the yord. Soon
quilts and blankets dotted the grounds reminding the running children to dodge
littie curly hecads and cruwling babies.

Oishes began fo cover the tables set up the day before., and once agoin
those beouti1ful umells began to Fill the oir. Fried chicken, hugo glices of
ham, beef cut in large chunks, and all sorts of veogectables were displayed.
Corn, beans, and plotes of sliced tomotoes and cuzumbers made bright spots
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here snd there. One table fFilled with fFluffy coconut cakes, crcamy chocolote
ples, cookies, and candy eapeciall,; drew all of us kids. Mouths began to water
long before the older people begsn to come out for lunch. The singing never
stopped, 60 sveryone ate in shifts.

Orifting in end out, friends met egain after & long year without seeing
each other. Hugs and klsse® were a part of this, end I endured many squeezes
from people I'd never met befors. These were Oaddy's friends and reletives
who poon became familiar to me. Teles of whlppings he'd gotten esc e boy really
tickled me, for 1t wes herd to picture Oaddy getting e spanking.

Tears went with the partlng, for meny of these people wouldn't return
next year. Alweys & fFew of these old singers dled before the next singing.
They were always missed and remarked about the noxt yeer, but they were never
forgotten by those who attended. Last year, "the singing” was very smsll, only
sbout fifteen of the old singers sttended, and ell wonder how long the old
note elnging wlll endure. None of us younger oneg leerned to sing; we just
enjoyed the older ones, so it may one dey dle out completely. This maoy be one

mory that may never impress itself on today's children. The death of the
"old herp singing' will be hard to bear for meny. Community closeness, yester-
dsy’'s friends, and childhood mamorles wait to grleve such a loss.

FROM DUR VANTAGE POINT
by
Amy House
(Holmes Junior College)
2nd Place Poetry, 1384

From our vantage point we caught a
gl impse of hlm through the trees.

Polised, as IFf contemplmting Flight, hise
powerful leg muscles tenssd with readiness.

With esech new sound his body quiver<d;
he listened snd walted.

As the gunshot rsng through the cool
morning slr, he put his head down and
immedistely pushed his way scross the
rough ground.

Running In and out of bright
sunshine, he stretched his body to the
limit, knowing thst he wes being pursued.

And pursue him we did.

Up and down, through the woods, we
ettempted to better his stride.

But he ran as if ocossessed by the wind.

Ageinst ell odds we begen gainlng
on him and our excitement grew with
ezzh step we took.

Approschling him from behino, we

became awere thet he was in trouble,
probebly fFrom the rough terrein rather
then the running itgelf.

Suddenly we were upon him, and as
suddenly he stopped end fell.

His body could stand no more.

His eyes told of his psin.

For an instent there was the urge to
help him, but it fedeu ms we ran past
hlim.

Onwsrd we ren, penting, hurting with
esch step, but knowing that whoever

won, we hed gsurpassed the best--the

champion cross-country runner.
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B8ABY ROSE
by
Ssndra Cooper
(Copish-Lincoln
Junior College)
ist Short Story, 1984

Myre pushes egainst the rusty screen door as her Uncle Sam yells, "You
hesr 'bout thst women namin' 'er baby God?"

The wa~m April wmind glams the segging door back 1n Myra's fece. Sam con-
tinues to tell Myrs, his twelve-yesr-old greast grendniece sbout & rockin' roll
floozy naming her bsby God es he and Hattle, his wife For sixty-fFive yeers,
follow Myra onto their front porch. Ssm Tucker loves s thunder storm more thsn
s long nep in his Favorite cheir, and grusbling thunder rolling in From the
mest promises him s good one.

Tha century-old house eppesrs reedy to cepsize mith ths next Mlssissippl
storm. Sem and Hattie shuffle their beet along the rotting boards. Sam craeps
towerd the low slde and Hattie moves csutiously towerd the high slde. Myrs
dregs e creaky oak rocker to the center of the porch, climbs over the srm rest,
sinks domn in the cowhide-bottom chair snd pulls her long bare legs up close
to her thin body. Har Father drives e truck and stops by occasionally to leeve
® little money snd tell a big lie ebout hor he'l]l be bsck soon to take har
with him to live in Florida. The child's mother rsn off to Nevade with an in-
surance selesmen fFrom Gulfport end left Myrs at Sem and Hettie's over three
yeers ago.

Thick bleck curls blow scross her haunting blue eyes as she metches Sam
growm more exclted with each distant gros«l ¢f thunder.

Myra searches tne marbled skies like s hawk hunting For pray. "Look, Uncls
Sem. Look et that cloud over yonder. It's just full of reln. How old sre you,
Uncle Sam™"

""Your Aunt Hettie snd me ere the ssme age, born tmo desys mpart, and we
both prasy neither one of us will have to live more thsn twanty -fFour hours with-
out the other."

Hsttle points to the Mount Zion Beptlst Church scross the gravel road
snd in s jittery voice explains, "Honey, If ths church folks fFind out .ow old
ws raslly sre, theay'l]l meke us move up wlth the old people in Sundey 3School
and Ssm snd me, we're res! heppy rlght where me sre wmith the sixty-Five to
seventy-yesr-olds. We been there twenty yesrs snd we sin't gonna promote up
nom. Are we, Ssm Tucker?"

Sem shekes his head no. His mide grin reveals en sapty mouth axcept For
three yellowish-brown teeth, jagged o8 a j :k-o-lantern. He sucks on s dang-
ling tooth, runs his bony Fingers .nrough his thin white hair end movss fur-
ther down the low side of the porch to Inspect the tumbling clouds.

By dsgrses Hsttie gets to the high side of the porch, and she drops heav-
ily into ® worn-out rocker to admire her snow-colored szelees with bleeding
pink centers. Bright red gereniums, purple iris end yellow deisies surround
the high end of the porch, slong with six old tires, an old porcelain sink,

s cstswbs vine hunting for somsthing to run on, e fewm scettered cella lilies
and Hattie's own hybrid of white satin rose bushes loeded with gient buds.
Nothing grows at the low side of the porch because thrsa lerge ocak trees block
ths sun. Hettie's cloudy blue eyes delight at the beeuty of her herd work.

But the sight of 8 honeysuckle vine snaking through ons of her treesured
szslsa bushes brings her to the edge of the rocker: shs plots to get rid of
the killer.

Minnie, the cat, is stretched out on the top step cleaning her regyed
grey esr metic lously, while her young ebony won Screm plesys with Fluttering
lesves.

Sam calls, "Myra, come on over to my side of the porch fFor a minute."

Myre leaves the coafort of the droopy-bottom chair to js0i1n him. With his
Finger and one good eye Sam points up the gravel road thet rune 1n front of
his house. His ~ight eye is bad and stays in the ssme upwsrd pos.tion all the
time. Hs says hes can gee | “ect out of it, but Hsttic waye he 1s & li1ar, thst
the oye 18 dead blind and has been desd fFor more thsn twenty-Five years.

They wetch the wluggish green car, sitting low to the ground, stop 1n
Front of the cemetery. The Mount Zion Gaptist Church, recently modernizzd msith
white viny! siding, end a umsll decaying comstery utars dirfectly et Sam and
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A smell whirlwind 1ifts dugt and tiny pieces of gravel into the sir,
lssving grit to settle on the car and beck on the rarely used roed. A waving
hand pops out From the driver's window of the car, but quick 8s e thought the
hand dissppesrs, and three large people begin to emerge.

""They not good religious folks,” Sem mumbles.

Hettie leens Forwsrd in her rocker, grebs hold of the week railing end
pulls herself to her unatesdy Feet end Fusses. "Sam, why you sayin' that? Now
don't go end be meen."

"Hettie, I own the land that church is sittin' on end ! own thet clangless
bell hengin' in that steeple. That bell belonged to my daddy's church in Bel-
zoni, only thing that survived the 1910 church Fire. And I own the land them
dead is buried in so I can sey anything I went to. Willis is my beat Frien-,
and there sin't nuthin' I wouldn't do For him or his sife Maudy, but they sin't
good religious Folks. Y'mll come on. I Forgot I had promised Willla I'd help
him do gomethin'."

They step over Minnie who refuses to move even st Hattie's harsh scolding
and welk into the front yerd Full of old egg-less hens. Sam stops in Ffront
of his Faded blue, 19S6 pickup sitting on Four Flat tires. Sem's son, Harold
Osan, chained the truck to sn oak tree near the low side of the porch over
® yesr sgo. Sem ghakes his heed, sucks his teeth end throws his erms in the
eir. His arms Flail around as Fiercely as the osk branches high above him.

In a loud strained voice he admits, "Now I did hit thdt ire hydrant in
downtown Florence, but ye’'ll know I'm » good driver and hittin' one Fire hy-
drent in Forty yeers of drivin' ain't good 'nough reason to chain up & men's
truck. Is it, youngun>" Myra shakes her head no and screwls her name in the
dust on the hood of the truck.

Sam's voice drops, but he is still engry. "The police end mayor completely
overlooked the broken Fire hydrent, but it wes Miss Katie N=al Sojourner that
got ell upset 'cause 'er yord was Flooded For s couple of deys." Sam reaches
out, pats his truck and sings in s nursery rhyme wey, "Good ol' blue...I love
you...Me end you...Whst we gonne' do."

Hettie tugs at Myre's asrm and whispers, "He sin't the same slince Harold
Oean went and cheained up his truck."

Sem 8nd Hattie sre grunting snd panting as they enter the cemetery. Myra
slows down to admire the rows end rows of yellow buttercups nodding their heseds
in spprovel. Tiny, delicate wild Flowers embrace the weeds that flow into the
Pasture beyond the berbed wire Fence separuting the church and cemetery From
® neighbor's pasture. A disessed pecan tree stands in the mlddle of the graves.
Moss covers the headstones; two have Fellen over and broken. The three large
people stend wlth their bscks to Sam, Hettie, and Myrs.

Sam turns to Hettle, "I don't know who them two Fet women ere. Oo you?"
And then he yells, "Werm day, ein't it.”

Willis turns slowly towsards them snd replies, "Yep, real werm.”

Myrs stops. In the men's westhered erms is credled a small white casket,
no bigger than e man's shoe box. A shovel lasns egsinst his bulging stomach.
Myrs steps closer to Willis; she is amezed et the tiny box.

Sem and Hettie cerry on e conversstion sbout Willis's disfigured hand
lylng ecross the top of the tiny casket. Willis tells them the hend's sbout
the seme end continues with the whole gruesome sto-y of how he got it hung
in e disker. They have heard the story meny tlmes, but they enjoy it once
sgain.

Wiliis ends the story by telling them, "I wigh it would have chewed the
demn thing off."

Hettie asks who the two women ere. Each we~r over-..ished denim dresses
with no belts. They sre elephentine. Their bleck pump shoe tops ere spreesd
oct over their soles. No stockings, but matching dingy slips fall two inches
below thelr dress hems. Their orsngey-red halr matches the cow's coat thet
smbles along the fFence. The women stere st whatever their puffy eyes Flx on,
Simulteneously, they Fold their Flsbby srms under their masaive bosoms and
tromp soldier-like beck to the cear.

"They too heevy For their legs. Can't gtand more than Five minutes. They
my ° ‘\}' other's youngest girls. They twlng, jidentical twins," esys Willis.

EE l ‘continues to stere st the meuled hand and dwerf-like cesket es Sem
s want to bury {t here?"

38
1}




29

"Her neme jg Rose, Miz Hsttie. They named her after M1z Msudy's Ffvoritl
Flowsrs, the lily and the rose. Lily Rose van Zandt. Miz Maudy 18 staying with
ths bsby’'s wams. Bsby Rose would have been our very first greast-grandchild.

"That's a resl pretty name, Willis," says Hattie es sho dabs at tears
running down her fsce.

Hsttie holds out her arms and tells Willis, "Let me hold Baby Aose while
ys'll dig the grave. They'll be plenty of shade right here for her." She pats
the coffin gently snd & fine mist of rain vegins to dampen her hair.

"Why sin't the bsby's daddy here diggin' instead of us two wors ~out, half-
dead mules?" laughs Sas.

"Well, the daddy done up and run off three months ago. He don't krnow
nothin' *bout Bsby Rose being born,”" gays W 1l1s.

At that Hattie lets out s pitiful cry and rocks Baby Aose from side to
side ss if ghe were rocking a bsby taking a late sfternoon nap. The wind blows
s faw dosd lisbs fros the pecan tree while the derk clouds hanging gbove thelir
hesds thrssten thes with lightning. Sem ond Willis argue over who i1s going
to dig until reindrops begin to change the smell of ths late afternoon air.

Myrs reeches out for the shovel, "I'll dig, Mr. Wwillis."

Naither one likes the ides, but Willis hands her tha shove! and sits
down on tha ground. Ssm Joing him. Myra hesitates for s moment. She draws a
dsep bresth snd susps on the shovel, bresking tha goft ground. The broken sarth
relssses s gweet wine gmell as she dige deeper and dacpar. Sam tells will,s
hs'll teke over, but willis argues he should be the one to Finisgh s$o0 Myra con-
tinues to dig whils they fuss.

Qusrter-size reindrops begin to Fall along with a thick mist. Hattio takss
off her red-chscked apron and sprosds it over the casket. She uses the corner
of the drasped spron to wipe her eoyes and nose. *

Hattie whispers to Wiliis, "I'm goin' over to the church yard raal quick
to got soss fresh flowers. You hold the bsby."

AS @oon ss Hattle lesves Willig gets 8sby Rose on the ground next i, sax
snd tells thes both he'll be right beck. He gtands Up, straightens hig tight
overslls, pesrs into the roughly dug hole and says, "‘hst's a resl good jsob
you doin', Myrs. what do you think, Sse?"

Sss crawle over on his hands and knees, psors ,n, and agrees with Willag,
"Child, I couldn't do a better job syself."

Willis helps Sam to get up off the dank cold ground while Myra, excited
by their praise, digs fsuter. Sam snd Willig offer her suggestions and their
help, but Myrs turns a desf aar snd continues her frantic d1gging.

A fow minutes later, Hettlie returns panting and clutehing a small bunch
of buttercups, one lsrge white gatin rose bud and s long atem calla 1ily. She
stops st s grsve gnd disposes of gsome dead flowers sitting in a moss-covered
isr, helf-full of water. With flowers and jar she returns to Sam's s de. Her
oy®s dash eround sesrching thelr arms For the casket ond when ghe sees Baby
Rose gitting on the ground ghe explodes.

"Willis van Zandt, get that baby girl off the ground this jinstant."

In s Fluster gho moves toward a sick-looking Willis and in a piercing
voice scolds all of them. "Jugt ’'caune there ain't no preacher here or Chris.
tian service here, ain't no Feason to be disrespectful to God'

6 greatest tree-
sure. Swset child. Give that baby to me thia instant."

Willis grabs 2aby Rose and hands her to Hattie with his head hanging on
his chest and hig 1ip stuck out like a five-year-old child.

Myra stopc digging and asks, "Mr. willas,
don't you?"

I think I'ye dug deep enouyh,
"Looks alright to me. What you think, Sym?*

"Looks good to me," smfFfs Sam.

Thunder jolts them into action. “Let's ot least auy a prayer.," says Hattie.
"Alright, Miz Hattie, 1'11 say one," responds Willis.

“Cear Lord, we sorry you didn't see Fit to let thig baby, Baby Lily Rose
Van Zandt, live longar than gseven hours, but I guess you got your rgagons.
Amen "
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Hattie has something difFferent in mind end gives Willis a long hard look
right after he says Amer.. Sam's bsd eye has been staring at Willis all through
the prayer, but his good eye hes been watching the storm moving in on top of
them.

Willie nervously steps beck, twists his mauled right hand with his left
finqers and proclei=a, "I can't dgn it."

Ssm complaing, "My bad back and knee just ein’'t gonna let me get down
that far, or I'd do jt."

Hettie is busy mourning For everyone. Myra lays the shovel down, wipes
her hands on her wet shorts and reaches out toward Hattie for Beby Rose. Myra
shivers at the touch of the cold wet me al. Willis corrects her, "Turn the
baby eround so 'er head won't be at the foot.”

Myra prays quietly ¢o herself, "Please, plesse, Lord don't let me drop
‘er. If I do Aunt Hattie will surely Faint.” Myra drops to her knees and begins
to inch Baby Rose down into the derk shelter of the earth, but she realizes
she will heve to lie down on the muddy ground before she will be sble to set
Bsby Rose on the bottom. the ljes down on her stomach, atill holding tight
to Baby Rose. ny+p, siraining as herd es I cen, but my hands are wet snd she's
slipping ewey from me. whet em 1 gonne’ do® I don’t want to just let her drop."

At the next violent flesh of lightning Sem werns, "Let 'er go or they'll
have to b "~y al!l of us'"

A muted thud lets them know she hes reached the bottom. Sem shovels the
dirt in almost before Myra cen get her arms out. The tiny white casket is lost
from sight. Hettie sets the moss-covered jer et the hesd of tha grave end jams
the Flowers inside. Willis picks up his shovel and bellows & thank you es he
runs toward the cer holding the twins. Th. green car, leaving as reluctantly
as it ceme, turns back up the grsvel road.

Ail the way beck to th house Sem admires the storm. Hattie shouts some -
thing sbout digging up one of her prize white satin rose bushes and setting
it out next to Baby Rose, and Myra climbs the steps slowly letting the rain
rinse awey the layer of dirt covering her.

Hattie pats Sam on the shoulder, "Sam, you're e good man. I know y2u been
savin' that plot in the shade for yourself. It's » Fine thing you did glvin’
that spot to thst li] ol' baby. Now, I'm going to get some strong, chicory
coffee goin'. We all got to det out of these wet clothes. Myre get out of the
reain.”

Sam sucks his teeth and grins as Hattie diseppears into the unlit house.
He and Myrs atare at ol' blue shining in the rain.

"Uncle Sem, do you think ol' blue will stert?"

"You bet oi’' blue will start. She'll crank right up. I got the key to
'er. Whet I don't have is the key to thet chain that's wrapped around ‘er exle
and that confounded trees."”

He rubs his wet head and speaks in a pitiful, childish voice, "I'm too
old to drive. I know it. I might run into another Fire hydrant and the chief
and mayor might not overlook 1t next time. But I know one thing.”

He steres off into the rolling clouds, and he does & little Jig with the
lightning. After e Few minutes Myra interrupts his dence and asks, "What's
that you know, Uncle Sem?"

"1 know thems some bad Folks burjed in that cemetery. Th-re's two men
that kilt eech other in a duel back in the 1800's. They so mean their grave
markers won't stand up. There's a man that xllt his whole Family back 1n 1929
and s feller that was murdered et Parchman ‘pout twelve years ago. There's
® outlaw sher!fF From down in JUsckson County and my ol' mule Oobhy, meanest
mule that ever lived. And every worthless ven Zandt thet ever walked the Face
of the earth, ‘'ceptin that 1il o}’ baby."

Sam cleps his hands rupidly as if tc gcere axay the waning '.ght. "You
know, child, I think I'd rether be buried in Copinh County where my brother
ond his wife is buried; I'l]l have to talk to Miz nattie 'bout that though."

He# stmsels @ look back at the cemetery as darkness creeps in among the
graves. "I'm cold. Let's get out of these wet clnthes."
"3 and Scram are curleo up in a straight becl- chair gitting close

Y )
to v 1. Sam reaches down and scratches each cat behind the eesrs and asks,
"NIE l(:1.t you think 'bout ® mame namin' 'enr baby God>"

8
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Minnie raplies with a wide yawn end a long stretch. The scraen door slams
behind Sam, snd ths smell! of strong coffee pours out onto the porch. Myra
improvises hesr own little lightning jig and 61ngs softly, "Me end you...What
we gonne do,”" a8 the nodding daffodils diseppear nto the dark.

MOTHER'S DREAM MACHINE
by
Kim Clements
(Miesissippi Oelta
Junior College)
3rd Plece Poetry, 1985

Ten-cent horsey rides
Put 1n a dime
Jump Astride!

Mother smiles goftly as she wetches me race,
the dust in my syee the wind in my face.
I ride! I kick! 1 gcream! I ghout!
88 I whir! the mechsnical horse about!
You watch me gallop as I cling to his mane
as I go faster and faster down make-beliave lane.
You watch my immgination run wild
like it can do only in the mind of a child.
You never could tell me that that horse wasn't real.
You could never quite tell me he was a horse made of gteel.
You alwesys encouraged believing i1n dreems
no matter how vague or gilly they seemed.
You knew that one day I'd find out what you kneaw
that dreams will only sometimas come true.
You knew that in time tha truth would gteal
all of my dreams thast really weren't real.
But you mtill maid, "Keep hoping and dreaming
snd planning end scheminrg,
and when sll of your dreems crash down at one time
come to me child and 1'11 Jend you m dime.
The very game dime that I've had by my side,
in my purse,
since your first
dream pony ride."

UNFINISHED PORTRAIT
by
Frances Pounds
{Northwast Mimsiegsippi
Junior College)
it Informal Essmy, 1985
One morning while eating my ostmes! I noticed that the little plaqua
with the gold edge was showing ite age and wondered when Mother would teplace
it. It had been hanging in the same spot mll of my lifa and, as far ag I
w88 concerned, it was just ona piece of bric-s-brac too many. Ae 1 look back,
I am surprised how 1 changed my mind mbout it.

Masrie Ssunders had been like a migtor to me for five yaars. She and
1 had been f loundering, crabbing, and sailing in the Guif of Mexico. We had
dressed lika twins for the Mardi Gras and yellad until wa ware hoarsge at
the Suger Bowl games. We had suffered through biology exams together, snd
we both had taken art lessons from Mre. Thompson.

Mzrie was &8 resl artist. espocially good with oiis. She wanted to do my
portrait and give it to my moiher. Whan Mother heard of Marie'g inzentions,
she, along with Marie, coarced me into posing. The mere thought of sitting
still was, for me, e pain, but Marie insisted. We hed a long weekand coming
up in April, the perfect time, ghe m81d, tur her to do my portrait. Near the
end of the week prececing, et the last minute, I broke my promise to Merie
In order to visit my gigter in New Orleans.

Before I left on Thursdey, Merie went shopping with me For shoes. After
I had tried on fifteen pairs, the saleslady growled, "What you nead is a naw

pair of faet!"
O ‘ zg E}
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Merie relieved the tansion by telling ebout the lest time we had bean
ssiling: "Suddenly,' her story went, "the wind shifted, end the boom of the
ssilboet knocked me Flat." aven though she hed told this same s.c. y a dozen
times, it wes Funnier to me esch time she told it.

Even though my sister did everythlng possible to entertain me while I
wes in New Orleens, the trip was as lil-fltted as my New brown shoes. 1 kept
thinking of Merie and felt guilty sbout skipping out on her ss 1 hed done,
1 should heve been flattzred, 1 reproeched myself, that she would even consider
doing my portralt. She could have found ten better-looking subjects who would
have posed st her convenience and paid her for her work. My thoughts rambled,
tinged with guilt. Next week, I reconciled myself, 1'l]l pose tirelessly. Be-
sides, 1'1l give her e birthdsy psrt; end buy her the gold breceiet she likad
so much at Snyder's.

When 1 got home, 1 kicked off my new brown shoss snd started to unpack.
When my brother came in, 1 could tell by his expression thet something wes
wrong. "There's no easy wey to tell you this,” he announced ebruptly. "A horri-
bie accident just occurred at Fifth and Main. One of the victims was Merle.”

My entires body felt numb. I could mes that 1 wes wslking towerd thes window
but felt no movemant. I could vaguely hesr my brother's volce, but it wes lost
In space.

The next three weeks were like a horrible dream. Each time I saw s gasil-
boat, 1 thoupht of Marie. When I opened the closat door and saw my new brown
shoes, 1 was reminded of her. Seelng my cat, Fluffy, reminded me of the last
time Maries had helped me gat tha antibiotlcs down har throat when she was in-
jured in & cat fight. Our house was fllled with memorles. The crab net hang-
ing by the gsrage docr, the siliy hats we wore to the Mardi Gras, the char-
cosl pencil in my desk drawer, and the whlte silk blouse thet I forgot to re-
turn--they all reminded me of Merie.

Mother kept telling me that time would taks ceres of my grief, but instesd
it seemed to get worse. I tried to eat, but nothing tested good; and sleep
was like a form of torture. 1 drank werm mllk, 1 listened to soft music, I
tried to name ell the different kinds of cars that 1 had seen. All sfforts
wsre futile. 1 wes reastive and enerveated from fatigue. I trled to paint 8 men-
tsl pictures of what I considered the most tranguil place on earth, Biioxi Bay.
As I ley in the dark, I imagined standlng at the sdge of the water on a warm
June day with the sun on my face and the wind in my halr. In my imeginstion,
the osk trees were swaying in the breeze on Land Islend, and the seegulls wers
lighting on the end of the pier nearby. Then, towerd the pier, came & beeutiful
ssilboat--0Oh no' I tried e "shopplng spree.” First, 1 imegined 1 bought & nice
blue wool suit and @ white blouse with a big bow In fFront. Then 1 thought of
shoes--but no!

1 got out of bed and opened the drepes. The world looked dark snd sed
as though someone had hung e mourner's veil over my window. As I walked to
the kitchen, the clock struck five. As 1 sat at tha table. my eyes focused
on the little plaque with the gold edge. I read it fFor the very first time.

God grant me
the serenity
to accept the things
1 cannot change
the coursge
to change the things
1 can
and the wisdom to know
the difference

1 mede breakfanst for Mother and cleaned the kitchen. I dusted everything--
including the little gold plaque. I stopped by the hospital end visited e
friend, weeded the garde., -1 studied my algetra. Then I touched up the gold
paint on the little plaque and put it back i1n its place.

THE BLUE PARLOR
by
e Bobbi1e Crudup
(1\) (Meridian Junior College)
1st Short Story, 1986

"Just cell her Medemoiselie--ncver mind her last name,'" Mother Cachere
to Q the first Assembly of the achool year. Mother went on to explein
th[; l(:‘olnelle was & well known concert pianist from France who wented Lo
av icity. She wec preparing for e concert tour of the Midwest the fol-
1 AL mer and wanted e quiet place to practice undisturbed.
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She couldn't have chosen a bettar place to be undisturbved, 1 thought.
The Acedemy was hidden 8way 1in the Louisiana countryside, miles From a town
of any size. It wes so qulet that in study hall we could hear tf. wind whist-
ling through the tall pInes by the Chapal anc cows mooing 1n nearby fields.
The loudest noise we ever haerd at the Academy was the Angelus bell ringing
three times s dey. Mademoisalle was coming to the right place 1f it was quiet
she wanta~,

"Oon't slump--Susia, Anna Claire, Maria--sit ]like ladies'" The three girls
Quickly straightened their backs against their chairs. Mothar continued, Mad-
emoisells has graciously consented to teach two music students from the Acadamy
=hile ghe is staying with us. From tha high school, wa have choosan 01ane
Elder."

Wouldn’t you know it, 1 thought,D1ane Elder, of course. Good things always
happa;~ to Diana. I looked to ses her reaction. She was sitting quietly, smiling,
sccepting her 17 :est piece of ]uck calmly. Her light blonde heir curled under
in a perfact pageboy, and the school uniform--a navy blue woo! skirt and white
blouse--looked slmost stylish on her. Her hends weres perfectly positioned on
her lap--left hand with the palm up, right hend laid across it palm down. Her
white gloves ware tight and smooth, gacured by 8 tiny pearl button at each
wrist. A two-inch wide sspphire grosgrein ribbon crossed hear right ghoulder
snd circled to meet itself at her waist on the left gida. The ribbon was pinnsd
8t her waist with & round qold pin engraved "OIANE,” and tha teils of the rib-~
bon hung down to the hem of her skirt. The ribbon showed that she had been
chosen es a leadar of the senior class. Oi1ane wore the blue ribbon casually,

88 if it were something she just heppened to find in her chast of drawars,
instead of an honor anybody would have worked hard to have. Most of my friends
in the 8th grade wanted to be Just jike har.

Mother Cachere’s voice interrupted my thoughts about DOians. "And from
the lowar school, we have choosen Barb -a Jean Smith," ghe gaid. I wanted to
Jump up end shout. Instead, ! tried to i1mitate Diana's calm gsmile. I had to
bite my lip, though. Music was very important in my 1ife. Secretly, I was hop-
ing to be & Famous p1enist someday.

After the Assembly snded, on the way tc math cless, I whispered to my
Friend Susie, "I'm so excited, I could die. Imagine taking music from a real
concart pjanist'"

Susiv wrinkled her nose and seid, "1’11 bet she'}l be strict.”

"Who ceres?” 1 gaid. "IF You knew anything sbout music,you’d understand.
1 don’t mind how strict she 1s. Nobody can be e reel musicien without work ing
hard.”

"Oiene probabiy could,” Susie gaid. Sometimes Susie could be really ir-
riteting. I didn't say another word.

The next morning, Susie and I were sitting on the bench at the tennis

courts waiting our turn for = game when the schooi car pulled up in fFront of
the lay feculty cottage. A womsn dressad in a navy blue suit got out.

1 punched Susie's erm. "Look--that must be Madamoi1seile.’
"She's not very pretty, ig gha?"

Susile was right--4ademoiseiles wasn’t very protty. She was & little plump,
snd her brown hair was pulled back 1n a tight bun. But she was talking and
gesturing, gmiling snd fooking around. Clarence the driver wes laughing, which
he naver did, @o she must be nice. At lemsst, 1 hoped 80, bscsuse ] wes gatting
very nervous about taking lessons from = wail-known musician.

Thet sfterncon, a truck arrived at tha visitor's entrance to the Acadomy
snd Five men unloaded a grand pieno. They wrestled it up the heli and irto
the blue perlor. 1 guessad that the nuns had decided the perior wouid meke
® good music studio, gince they only uaed the room whan the Bishop ceme for
® visit. ] was supposad to be bringing a message fFrom Mother Cachera to the
sister who was keeping tte visitor's door that day, so I had to pass right by
while ail this was going on. That's how I got to seas averything. The man sare
Swssting as they tugged und pushrd the piano. When thay hsd gottan ;t half way
through the door, ones of tha men sald, "Hold up fellas,” and he want over to
ths .indow and opened 1t. The wind rushed into the room, billowing out the blus
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moiré =—urtsins. When thay got tha pisnc all the wsy into the room, the men stood
sround breathing deeply. The pisno wes so large that it made the small tables
and biuve velvet cheirs look inmignificant. Its mahogany cese wass dark and rich
sgeinst the piain white walls. I wantad to touch 1t, but I didn't dare. After

s few minutes' rest, the men pushed the littla blue velvet cheirs asida to make
room fFor the piano opposite the window. They were just Finishing up whan Made-
moiselle came Flying down the hmlliway, her Fece flushad from moving so fast.
When ghe saw the pisno in plsce, she smid, "Ahhh," and stroked it as if it wera
= pet dog. After the men left, she sat at the pisno and began to play Beetho-
van's "Moonlight Sonsts." It took my bresth away. I was lasning against the
door yjamb listening whan Sistar doorkeeper came up behind me.

"0id you want momething, Esrbara Jesn?"

0:d I want gsomething® Yem, I did. I wanted to play like Mademoisells. But
I just seid, "No, Sistear," handed her tha envelope from Mother Cachere, and
laft fFor study hall.

On Monday I went back to the blue psrlor for my first lesson. When I knock-
sd, Mademcimelle opened the door, smiled, and spoke rapidly in French. Mother
Cschere had warned me thast Mademolsella didn't know much English. My one year
of "baby'" French--the kind where you learn the French word for an object, than
color a picture of tha »sbject ir a little colorbook--wes not much help in e
real conversation. Ouring that lesson, and in the lessons that followed, Made-
moiselle and I used a makamhift lsnguage of our own, s mixture of English,
French, Itelian musics]l terms, and sign language. When I pleyed weil, Mademoil-
melie smiled, her eyes sparkled, ano she nodded encouragement. When things went
badly, she frownsd, shook her head, and said,”"Non, non." Sometimes she took
my hands and placed them a certain way on the pisno keye. If all else failed,
she played the piece to show ma how 1t should sound. Whan that happened, the
blua parlor geemed 1ike = different pisce, far removed from ordinary life--a
place where nothing axisted but music.

Sometimes, after she playad, I would esk, "Will I ever be able to pley
like that, Mademoiselle?"

"Practice...practice," was her only answer.

1 did begin practicing more, and my ploying improved as the weeks went
by. With asch lesson Mademoiselle's smiic grew wider, and she nodded so much
that often her Fface grew red.

"Prectice, practice,” Mademoiselle kept urging. The strange thing wes,
the more I practiced, the more I renlized how Far I was from playing the wey
I wished I could. Luckily, I wes !+ to go to tha practice rooms whenever I
hsd e spere moment. Most music students could only go st their regulsr, sssign-
ed practice hour. But Oisne end I were allowed to practice snytima, since Mother
Cachere said we were "students in s specisl situation."” Olene seldom practiced
extra, but she should have. Her Bach certainly needed work. And sometimes I
could hear her playirg "Body and Soul" or "Charmsine" during her practice time.
When I asked her how she liked tsking music From Mademoisella, she ssid, "She
expects too much. Mother Mouton last year was easier. I'm not going to kill
myself practicing.”

One Mondasy in Msrch when I went for my lesson, Diane wem in the blue par-
lor telking to Mademoiselle. Since she had had three years of high school
French, Oiane couid slmost carry on a conversation. I gathered that the were
telking sbout the Southwestern Louisiana Music Festival Competition in .pril.
Mademoiselle hed decided that Oiane and I shouid go to the Competition. Oiane
would play Chopin's “Polonaise,”" My festival piece would be "Golliwog's Ceke
Welk™ by Oebuesy. The idea of going to the Festival reslly excited me. I began
to spend even more time practicing. Susie complasined, "Al1l you ever think of
is practicing thet Golliwog song. It's positively sickening. You don't aven
csre whether you heve any friends or not."

"“That's not true, Susie,” I seid. But actuslly . was -Imost true. "Golli-

wog" had such & strenge rhythm and so many surprising sharps snd flats. It wes
difficult For me, and I wanted to get it right. Besides, I noticed that Made-
moiselle didn't have much time for friends either. I heard her practicing more
and more ss the time for her concert tour grew closer. Sometimes she would re-
peat the same phrese over snd over until even I Felt like screaming.

Finally, two days before the festival, Oiana and I met in the gstudio for
our fFinel rehearsal. Oiane went First with "Polonaise"” and Mademoimelle was
rtandina by the piano smiling and nodding. Then,without any warning, Medemol-
|[:I{:i(:jmmed her open palm down on the top of the piano. Disne's »3Inds stopped
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in midair and she looked up wide-eyed. She pushed the pieno >ench back and
started to get up. '"Non, non, continue,"” Mademoiselle said, still smiling plea-
santly.

"But what did I do®" Diane said. Mademoiselle anewered i1n French--just
a few sentences.

Diane listened, shook her head, and began to smile. Before long, she had
to put her hand over her mouth to hide her giggles.

"What is 1t? What's going on?" 1 asked her.

"Mademoiselle says we have to learn to keep on playing no matter what
happens. She says that at the festival people will probably make noise or move
sround and we mustn't get distracted. She wants us to practice trying to dis-
tract each other."

It was a crazy ideas. But it was the most Fun I had had in ages. Diane
launched into "Polonaise" again. I circled the piano banging on the 1id every
now and then. Mademoiselle stood by, watching. I reelly got carried sway with
it all. 1 began to giggle and make faces at Diane, evan put my thumbs 1n my
ears and wiggled my Fingers at hor, trying to make her laugh. She got revenge,
though, when it was my turn to play. It's almost impossible to keep to diffi-
cult timing with someone carrying on like she did. Even Mademoiselle thought
it was a little too much when Diane kicked the piano bench. But after several
turns playing, Oiane and 1 were vxrtually undistractable. Mademoiselle was vary
plessed. Diana and 1 dscided that playing at the fFestival would be a cinch
after this rehearsal.

And, for me, it was. 1 played at 10:30 the morning of the festival. It
went really well. Mademoiselle beamed and her Face grew red. By noon my rating
wes posted--Superior. Diane played at 2:15 that afternocon. She missed & (18
notes and her timing wes off at ones point. Mademoisalla shook her head and
aighed. But while Diane was playing, the wind blew the door shut with a bang.
Tha judge nearly jumped out of her seat. Diane didn't aven blink, just kept
on playing aa if nothing had happened. The judge whae very impressed with 01-
ane’'s poise--that was plsin to see. She scribbled commants in the margin of
her copy of "Polonaise" and gave Oiane a big smile when she fFinishad playing.
Oiane got a rating of Superior. 1 knew she reslly only deserved Excellent for
the way she had playod. She was just lucky the wind blaw that door shut while
she was playing.

After the fostival, Oiane and I had no more music lessons. Mademoiselle
had closed herself up in the blue parlor to prepara for her concert tour 1in
two weeks. It was a reolief to me not to have to practice for a whaile. 1 had
to do some serious studying to pull up my grades, which had slipped bedly while
1 practiced so much For the festival. And it was nice to have time For Frineds
again. I hadn't realized how much 1 missed them. Susie sai1d, "You're almost
human agsin, B.J.” Even so, I epent &s much of My spare time as I could stand-
ing outaide the door of the blue parlor l1i1stening to Mademoise!le play. waith
my oyeas closad, I imagined I was doing the playing...in a packed concert hall.
The audience loved me. Once or twice the applause was so loud, I didn't even
haar tha Angelus bell and was late for Chapel.

In the middle of axam weak, Mademoiselle sent for Diane and me to say
good-bye. When we want into the blue parlor, ws gsaw that the prano was gone.
There was an empty space whoere it had been. The curtains were opened wide. Sun-
light was reflacting brightly on the white walls and the blue velvet chairs
looked bluar than ever. Madamoisclle was standing at the open window, her back
to us. When she turned around, she looked different. Her hair was looss, down
sround her shouldera, and she was thinner. The navy blue suit she always wora
hung loosely on her. And thare was something strange about her hands. On each
Fingertip thera was a amall bandage.

"Mhat happened to your hands, Mademoiselle" Di1ana asked. Mademoiselle
jJust lifted her eyebrows, shrugged her shoulders as 1f the subject wasn‘t i1m-
portant, and told Oiane something 1n French.

"Sho suys,"” Diane trarslated fFor me,""she s3ys her hands will pe fFine Sha
Juiit wore the skin off practicing.” Di1ane was eshaking her head 1n disbelaiet,
She obviously couldn't imagine anyane practiring enough to wear the ukin off
her fingers.

But 1 could. I knew what i1t was like to prectice for hours, then realize
1t wasn't enough. 4 concert pianist like Madamoiselle could never be patisfied
with less thon her~ best offort. So, of coursé, she would keep on practiciny,
even 1f she wore the tkin off her fFingers. 1 could understand oxactly what had
hau%ened to Mademoigelle in the blue parlor.

$
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"Oh, Mademoiselle," 1 said.

She took both my hands into her bandaged hands and looked into my eyes.

Even though she spoke very slowly in French, I couldn't understand her.

I turned to Diene. "Wkat did she say>"

Oisne shrugged. "She said you heve so much talent. She hopes you will
practice herd end become e concert pisnist someday."

Prectice hard® I looked at my hends with their smooth pink Fingertips.
As much as | had practiced getting reedy for the music Festival, I hadn't come
snywhere neer weering the skin off my fingers. I looked et Mademoiselle’s Fin-
gertips with their neet geuze bendages. On the third fFinger of her right hend
@ jittle blood hed seeped through the gauze. I wondered how much precticing
it took to meke such raw spots.

“Medemoiselle, I...Thank you,” was ell I could menege to say, asnd I could-
n't even smile good-bye et her.

The next deay she was gone. I went to the blue psrlor and stood in the
doorwey. Someone hed drawn the blue curtains .nd moved a small table and two
blue velvet cheirs where the pisno had been. The room was utterly still snd
sirless. ! tried to remember the music that had Filled the blue parlor--Beet-
hovan, Chopin, Oebussy--but there wasn’t even en echo, just a strenge ead si-
lence. When I left, I carefully closed the door of the blue parlor behind me.

AEMINISCENCE
by
Joseph Alexander
(Holmes Junior College)
ist Plesce Poetry, 1986

Waiest did you think, old Fellow, when you sew
the new-born wrinkles of e lsaf in spring
smooth into coolness that defied the sun

in lawn chair grottoes undarnesth the trees
where Fentasies could grow? What of thet shede
that drew lswn cheirs together with a touch

of tenderness that's mimicked in mown gress
end well-kept flowar gardens, and the rcent

of leden tebies, end the touch of lips

at meeting end at parting? Whet did you *»' ¢?
0ld man, you felt the =!r grow colder,

sew the shedding leaves, and gezed upor

your wrinkle covered skir, thet once wy:- coth.
Did you recall First wrinkling time

and wermth of touching chairs

in long embrece upon a pleesant lewn?

KITTEN "OUCHES BACK
by
Suzet ne Clemons
(Northergt Mississippi
Junior Coliege)
2nd Short Story, 1986

She was & simple child, a product of years of struggle in the red clay
hills of cotton soil. As 8 child, she celighted in exploring the North Miss-
issipps spreed of rolling hills, pristine underbrush end semi-fertile soils
that had supported the generstions before her. Those Miasissippi 1950°S didn't
show the graatest kindness to those who wirked the soil. Cotton Top and Bet
will Finish fFeeding those ole pigs...they ocne fed the cow. We get to play
sl]l day. 1']l]l climb trees and see everything. The scent of wild roses brushes
her nose as she feels Mey's caressing warmth. The sun's :ozy blenket would
have made her lazy if the Full) day's play hadn't crcwded ' - mind. Her thoughts
flicker to nature's playground that ley in the grove of . .8 beside the sweet
potato patch. The small trees, still easily bent, co.ld b. rode fFor miles,
et lesst until har legs grew limp From bounding up ard down, bending snd re-
banding until the muscles gave to fFatigue. The thoupgits of "tree horses" trig-
§ \) *ge of energy, snd she bounds to her fFeet. fhe ire swing beckons her,
0B yulls into its credle. Inner threeds of meterisl on her fingertips give
JZ l(:1ce of holding on, and the heavy synthetic smell! of rubber touches her
[rsereisn 4“2
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nose @G & worm breath of air brushes her face. Higher and higher she fjlies,
gresping a glimpse over the white roses of the baby-plants that lay »n forma-
tion in the Family's huge Necessary garden. The full bursts of wind whisper
in her ecars, gravity tugging her in pendulating motions--her mousy brown hair
toasas with every glissading move. The eged oak 1% completely oblivious to
her parch on ite gigantic, twisted 1imb.

The front door breaks, and Cotton Top's white hair glistens 1n the bright
sunlight followed by the pale tones of Bet's dishwater blonde. "Daddy said
go play.” Cotton Top bounds across the grass, heeled by Bet's quickened stepa.
"We'ra going to the woods."

"I'm gonna go too." Goat struggles to stop the swing. With one leg dangl-
ing long, she dismounts i1n an instant run. Bounding the rows i1n the sweet po-
tato patch, she scurries to catch the two heads oobbing i1n the distance. Cotton
Top disappears into the woods and Bet follows. Goat enters the grove and moves
in tha cool of ghades surrounded by the rich greens of new 11fe. She listens
8% tha two voices flght to covar the timed notes of birds speaking of spring.

Cctton Top grabs the grape vine and 8wings wide over the red clay gully.
Bet site Firmly, legs x-ed, and gathera pine cones from last year's crop.

"l wanne swing,” Gcet whines. "It's my turn.'

"I don't care.'” Cotton Top raleasses his binding grip. "I'm building o
fore.”

Goet Fixes hor hands and 1n one firm thrust takes Flight, dangling vine
between her spindle legs. Cotton Top rusties away and reappears gweaping as
two galvaged limbs drag behind. Me places thoa in lean-to fashion, disappeara,
and raturns, repeating the asotions. He glides under; his head gsticks from the
side. "Well need some laaves For the top.”" He beckons the two girls for help.

"I'll get 'em." Goat abandons the vine and bresks the tender umbrella
limbs as gha passes, tossing the maimed branches near Cotton Top's feet. March-
ing along, selecting and breaking the desd limbs, ghe returns har load to the
pi1le. With oach trak, she wanders sti1l]! Further from the building site.

"Come hera' I found a dog." Her vyoice smothers the subtle sounds of na-
ture, her eyes fixed upon the dog lying swollen, motionless, and wide-eyed.

"You’re lying. They ain't no dog." Bet approaches in disbelief,
The two stand staring. Footsteps rustle behind.

"Look, a dead dog."” Bet Firmly speaks.

"Poor ole hound dog." Goat sympathiZes. ""He died, didn't he®r

Cctton Top edges closer, fFollowed cautiously by the two girls. Goat clin-
ches his shirt in both handc.
"1'11 tell Daddy."

"Daddy don't care 'bout No ole dead dog. He ours. We found him." Cotton
Top spraks with authority.

"we'1} bury him and have & funeral, huh®" get questions as the mid-day
sun fFloods through the troeos.

"1 know--we can cook him. We'll build a Fire and roest him. He croaked
anyway." Cotton Top knaels nea" the carcass. "Ya'l] g0 get a knife and some
matchee. [']l] get eome wood. Hurry up. Don't tell nobody. This 18 our dog."

Bet and Goat push their way through the underbrush. "Poor oje dead dog.
What xilled him, Bet?"

"l don't xnow. Me prob: iy hongrey.,"

"Maybe he was a mad-dog end jyust died like Nickel g,d. I 8t11] miss Nick-
el--who'll miss that ole nound dog? Nickel wes a good dog, wasn't he, Bet”"

"Yeh--yeh, he wes. Come on. We gotts get the knife and the matches. You'll
have to sneak and do it, Goat. Don't be telling nobody ! "

Gcat take a deep breath as Bet opens the rickety screen door . "Momma,
we's hongrey'"”

"Where've ya'll been--where's your brother?"
"Flaying. He's hongrey too. Can we eat i1n the woodg®" Goat Jeans around

the xitchen door, f.nding her mother knitting 1n the Front proom rocking chair,
her stomach bulging through the thin cotton dress.

"1 suppose Fix it Up and put 1t in the ‘ard bucket there 1n the bottom
of rha digh cabinet. Don't forget to bring t'ie bucket back. I'1! need it to

[: \i(:pur daddy'e dinner for the field tomo-row. Get a jar of Peachas from
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the cupboard snd those blscults on the table. Bring me the jar. and I'll open
it for you."

Goat wraps the blscuits in & kit 3n towel as Bet pulls the home-c~» 1ed
pesches from the shelf and grabs s spcon to pry the lid. The vacuum-lid pops
snd is quickly replaced.

Goet edges the butcher knife beside the bliscuits and closes the 1id or
the dinner bucket. Bet resches sbove her head to the match tin and fills her
smell heno with wcoden matohes.

“Get some tee from the lce box and behave yourselves,” Mother yells as
the door slams shut.

The two bound ecross the back yard.

“Where’'d you put the knife, Gost?"

“In the bucket. She didn't even know, huh?"

“Hurry up. We gotte go."

Cctton Top stood impatiently in the distance. They quicken their steps
snd breek into e run.

“Let's eat right hure.” Goat sets the dinnar bucket down, plops to the
grouns and spreads lunch between them, al. three drinking from the quert jar
of cold tes.

"You two sure took long enough.™

“You wes hongrey too.' Goet's food muffied her voice.

"Ju' get the matches?"

"In my sock.” Bet spoke between chews.
"We're ready than.' Cotton Top stands up end throws s mostly eaten bls-
aside.

"We're reaiiy gonna cook'm?” Bet was on her feet.
"Yeh. Come on, you sissy giris."

The three near the site, Cotton Top srmed with the knife. The dog lay
grotesque and helpless. Cotton Top drops to his knees, hesitates, moves the
knife, snd touches the tsut, hslry flesh. One shove; skin rips and splits.

The humid, hesvy stench of rot bursts. He drops the knife and, open-handed,
grebs his face ass thumb and finger pinch his nose. Emesis sounds of wet vomit
explode. They bolt sway, gmagging, hasving, and gesping in the putrid smell.
Sitting, hesds hung low, they struggle to regroup. Limp, they Fight the essy,
natural urge to vomit agein and agsin. The "bieack” sounds of hesving cease.
They ait motioniess, not dering to spesk. and one by one thay l1ie beck snd re-
lax @3 relief moves in.

"God, that's awful. That'li «ill ye, that ugly smell. Boy, did it stink,”
Bet babbled.

Goet rolis and moens In the dirt.

Cctton Top hesitantiy spoke, "We gotts get the knife. I lost it."
“I'm not going back,” Goet mouns.

"Not me."” Bet sits up. “"We'li be sick again.”

"Listen."” Cotton Top stands straight, head turned. "Greandpow Foster's
caliing us. I'1i get the knife. Ya'il get the dinner bucket. Oon't tell nobody,
not nobody.” He moves away.”

“We're coming,” Bat snswers Grandpaw Foster's yello. Retrlieving the rem-

nants of lunch, they approach Grandpsw Foster standing anxiously at the edge
of the sweet potato patch.

"Where's Cotton Top, giris? We gotta talk."
"He hadde ¢o pae,” Bet cieverly spoke. "He said he'd be here in a minute."

"You two go in. We'll be along in a minute.” He turned and yelied for
Cotton Top agsin.

"I really got sick,” Goat whimpers.

"And who didn’t' Oon't talk about it--they'li be trouble--just don't say

[E l(:}y move pest the aged oak, across the ysrd, and into the house. Toddy
188 the bed reading as Runt slept at the and.
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Grendpaw Foster's heavy feot come across the porch. Cotton 1op disappears,
lsying the knife on the kitchen table, and returns. The Five stand 1n confer-
snce forsstion. Grendpaw Foster grows stern. "Your mom and ded hsd to go to

town. It's your mos's time."
"Time For what?" Soat questions.

"Time to have the baby.'" Toddy speaks mattar-of Factly.

"Oh."

Goat lies tired in the cocl black night. The ole black dog sneaks into
her hesd. "I hope Mamma don't die.” She spesks to the thickness of the night.

"Be quiet and go to sleesp,” Bet whispers next to her.
Gost ]igm still--crickets and whipperwilla sing their distant chorus.

Gost's oyelids open to the glow of deylight. She hsars t' - gounds of
breakfsst fros the kitchen. She soves to dress for the day anc hurrieg to ths
crudaly modelad bathroom In the besck of the house. She pretends to wash her
fece by watting it gnd just ss quickly drying it off. She sits at her plsce
on ths bench. The table is crowded with breskfsst prepearations. Chatter fills
the roos. Her mind wanders to Messa, snd ghe wishes she was home.

A wsek pesses before her daddy returns, and then Just long anough to
gether frash clothas snd laave ths dirty. Grandpaw had agked what they nessed
the little girl. "ODon'¢ have one,”" he had ssid. "May not need one." Osddy spoks
hurrisdly, leaving in the dusty black 'S0 sodel Ford. Grandpaw kept telling
Gost thet her mamsa would be home moon. Gost resesbered how much better jt
wes when Mamms was hoss.

The door slass, and Grandpew Foster's footesteps move through the house.
"Kids, you mamss'sg coming home tomorrow. Mr. Glen tslksd to your dad in town.
It was touch snd go for s while.” Relijef softens his sged voice. "Ya'll get
to the choras. We have to resdy this place for your masm® and the bsby." Grand-
Psw busiss hjsself with the dighes. '

"Thay brlnging the bsby hoss too? Where's the baby gonns gleep? They ain't
No room for a bsby." Gost sposks impatiently.

"Oon’t think ]lke that, Goat. She'll glesp with your mamms and dad." Grsnd-
psw grins.

Gost lay covered tg her nose. She could almost Feal the warmth of her
semms ‘s cozy lap ss the covers snuggled sround her. Splotches of light flicksr
ceutlously scross har clossd eyas. Why couldn't she go to gleep? She slowly
drifts Into nothingness. She hurries through broskfsst snd rushes to stack
the dishes. It wus Bet's turn to wash. She soves to the front porch, glering
down the S-turn that lsy botwaen two newly planted cotton fFialds. A cloud of
dust buhbles In the dlstence. "Sosebody's coslng,’” ghe squesls.

“It's them," Cotton Top cells in excitesent. "Thay're comin now."
]

Onm by one, they gather st the end of the antlque, minus-one-whosl, wagon,
Gost jusping ss though shs were riding s tree horse. The gld Ferd moves casu-
tiocusly up the dusty drive and stope with = jerk. The driver's door gpens,
snd Osddy grins snd Supports Mamma and the new bsby to the ground. He ghoves
s wesk's personal collection into the hands of the crowd.

"Let your mamms get inside, Goat. She needs to git down with the baby."
Gost stops on the spot.

The Family line makes its way ingide ss Mamms painfully pyllsg Up the steps
an Grsndpsw’'s srm. Chatter and broken sentencss Fill ths front room. Mamme
seess 8tiffly jnto the rocking cheir, not able to keep up with thae questions.

"What's its neme?" Cotton Top stands beside Grandpsw Fogter as he holds
thea baby close to his Face--one leg stretches, en arm wsggles, but the ey=s
never open.

"Kathy,'" Mammo enswers. Goat moves to Mamma's lap. "Mamme']] love you
standing there, little Goat. My tummy's real gore. B¢ cereful., It']] gake time
to get well.”

Goat gets her distant love and moves awsy, head down, watching her feet
to ths front grass. She lies For @ long time, looking up at Fluffy cotton
clouds parading for her across pstches of gresy-blue sky.

Five months of long days and short nights were the order: tilling, plow-
ing, middle-busting andg picking Fur :those who were "big" enough for hard labors
Gost's days of work with diepers, rocking and attsspte at keaping the baby

- \) ly repeated their scquance. She lonped for pley and da .ghted in the
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stolen times of frolic. She sneaked to pley in cool shades on hot, humid sum-
mer days. Memma's calls in the distance meent only one thing--work. Oiapers

to ba hung, glaring white in November 's sun, rocking the baby unt:i, with ti1red
sweety arm, she tiptoed to lay her down and begged her not to wake.

Sleep came too easy those days. Even the n’'ghts,Goat thought, were con-
sumed with cryings that woke her in the middle of beautiful dreams and deep,
restful gleep. I'11 do the dishas, she thought, hands moving too slowmly, and
then I'11--

"Goat, come take the beby. I need to gat your daddy's dinner. He'3;] be
in from the fields to eet."” Meamma's voice aschoes through the room.

Why--why? Goet dismounts the streight-backed cheir. The only thing she
aver does is cry. She inches into the front room.

"You keep her quiet, Goat." Pots rattle snd bang in the xitchen.

Goat gits in the ell too Familier rocking chair, gtaring fin%o the tiny

dalicate face. "You not gonna cry, ere ya®" Goat speaks to a fece thet only
stares back.

"Kitten's not gonne cry. Give her to me. I'11 teke her. Get me m: medi-
cine from the kxitchen and go play."” Grandpeaw Foster takes the rocking =zheir.

Gost grebs the pills snd a nesrly full glass of water. Grendpaw svallows,
snd sha returns poth to the cluttered kxitchen and tekes Flight.

Her retreat is made to the Fermenting smell of over-ripe fruit under the
paach trees. Birds sing a unisoned, distant melody, and she tries to look st
svey sunbsked leef on easch drying limb. She lies and twists to her side. Real-
ity pesses snd sléep devours her. She feels groggy, rested and chilled. The
cool late efterncon touches her bones. She moves, stands, end makes a path
to the back door.

"Hélp your mamme with supper--fell esleep, didn't ye?" Daddy greets her
in the xitchen. The nothingness of sleep, school, doing, redoing--days come
and pass ewsy.

"Cost, a®s soon es you're resdy, gat Runt clean and dressred." Mamms's tesr-
meimed voice spesks in painful, blunt tones. "Funeral's at 2:00, and it's an
hour's drive."

"l went Grandpaw back, Bet." Goat reads the cold gtone. "Henry Clifton
Foster--Born: August 24, 1878--Oied: November 15, 1956. Jesus called him homa."

"He wes home wasn't he, Bet? I want him back.'" Tears flood Gosts eyes.

“He's not coming beck, not never." Bet's eyes bulge with hurt. ""Come on,
they '~e lemving us."

"Gi"ls, get this mess picked up. I've got to get us something to eat. Goat,
stop that baby From crying. She stould be ready fFor 2 nap.* Pain iingers in
Msemma's voice.

Back and Forth Goat pushes, her mind and body Filied with death. She looks

at the beby. She moves and clams Up Goat's smali, burdened chest. I went my
grendpsw. Goat rocks snd AgAain supre:ses the tears. She fFeels two, werm, del-
icote hands touch her neck. Kitten p..ches, wiggles, and lays her fresh, baby-
oi1led head upon Goet's too small shoulder. Goat feels the closeness of the
tiny body. Her gensesa Fill with the Full warmth of her baby...baby sister.
Grandpaw would of renily joved her now ‘cause Kitten touchcs beck...back and
forth she rocks, and rocks, and rocks.

A NEW RITUAL
by
Pet Hossgell
{(Meridian Junior Coilege)
tst Place Poetry, tggy

Oone eagain, the rjtusl cimensing path
of weter dipped three times among the stones,
Dipped clean to drink in steaming aftermeth.
Oipped in and sprinkied over steeming bones
thet lie in caustic writhing, Feces gone
) in sacond jight of night's exploding sun.
O 1 - A new song is sung; » hoilow rijtuel song
]E l(:‘l O by hollow men mwho have no plasce to run.
The ceremony's logt. A mutant rijte
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evolves from babies born of the dying men

who wash in water hot from burning night

and lose their faces from their father's sin.
They remember only what they‘'re told

by dripping water and faceless men of old.

ON CHANGING A FLAT TIRE AND WONDERING WHERE TO GO
by
Jessica Mullen
(Hinds Junior College)
2nd Place Poetry, 1987

Like a sti1ll cut motion picture screen
s wildfire of clover blazes at the roadside
tire-iron gripped in calloused hands
leather boots powdered i1n road dust
ceught for a split second
tn the fresh breath of unmeasured boundaries
wide stall air

Time forgotten
only the thoughts of a full tank of gas
ard the twenty dollar bill
in the back pocket of faded levis
wondering how far it car. take me
to the rice fields of east Texas
the sands of €1 Peso
the swamp bridge of the Atchafalaya
just to run easy
ard caich a glimpse of myself
smiling free .
in your blue road-hypnotized eyes
We were chasing summer
in roadside truck stops
endless interstates
your fingers tangled in my hair
sLnburned snuv laughing
we fell into autumn too soon

I toss the jack i1n the backseat
Arms crossed on the roof of the car
I rest my chin, close my eye
and feel the distance.

THE COCK FIGHT
by
Pat Hassell
(Moridian Junior College)
1st Short Story, 1987

"Not too many people here, Manny."
"No they ain*t. It's early yet."

The fight was soet for three o'clock.
had beer - ‘ious to get s good seat,
roosters

It was only ten after two, but Jerrel
one near the pit so he ¢ould watch the

"Let t over on Dulany's side, Manny.

) Since we'ro gonna bet on hisy
ol* blue ci...ken, we ‘*or*a root fer him."

"Yesh. ¥e can do that, Jerrel. Jist don't get so bent up ,f Oulany's cock
don’'t win. He's an ol' bird."

"But he's gonna win. Ouiany's honed him up. He's old but
fightin' rooster 1n the state, Oulany told me so0. He eaird,
best fightin' rooster in the state. Con‘'t nobody beast 'ip."

he's the best
‘Jerrel, 1 got the
"

Shat Jerrel, yo« 're simple. Cecil Kent's got the best chickens 01!’ Ou-
lany's been lucky with his bluce rooster 1 all."

Jerrel and Manny wut on wooden boxes
Ouluny and his hand arrived with several w
Thevlnut their beer on a4 short wooden benc
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on the champion side of the pit
ire crates, each holding 4 roostear.
h and the young hjyred boy began to
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sort out what they would need: spurs, rags, water bottle, a quart of 8lack
Jack . Oulany picked up the whisky and stepped up the slight i1nciine to the
row of boxes where Jerrsl and Manny sat. "Boys, today ig my lucky day. Today
I'm gonna take Cecil Kent's ams."

“Howdy Oulany," Manny greated the chicken fighter at the same time reach-
ing fFor the bottle. "You'va been real lucky, slright. That ol' blue chicken
is a tough bird.'" He took =a long pull at the whisiey and wiped his mouth on
the back of his gleeve. Jerrel resched for the bottle and 1mi1tated Manny's
drink but his eyes began to water and he coughed and sputtered the bottle back
to Ocloany.

"Luek, hell. 1 got the best birds in the state.”

“See, 1 told ya,” said Jerrel ss he wiped whigkey from his fFace and shirt.
Oulany turned the bottle up.

"Cecil Kent's been saying he matched pullets with your blue the last two
fights so's he could jack up the odds on this fFight. And 1 wouldn't put it
past him,”" drawled Manny, like it wasr t important.

"Shit, Manny, he'd say that for sure, sfter he jist got two birds kilt
by my bird. D1' Blue cain't be beat. Put your money on ‘'im. He's gonne wipe
Cecii’'s 888." Dulany took his Jack Daniels back to his bench and a8 Msnny and
Jerrel watched he handed & roll of bills to his boy. The boy ran up the incline
to 5 knot of men who were taking bets on the fights.

“Is it time to bet my money, Manny®''

"Yeah, jist don't bet too much. 1 got me a Feelin'. Put five dollars on
the First Fight for Dulany's spotted rooster. He's a good bird. 1 think he
might win, -

Jerrel ran to plece hijs bet. But he stopped and hollered back to Manny.
“Ain't you bettin'?-

“Not yet, Jerrel," said Manny ss he wstched Oulany attach spurs to the
big spotted rooster. "Somethin' goin*' on here," thought Manny.

It was three g'clock and pit sida was full of raucus good humor from men
who had come to see the cocks fighting to the death or to when their owners
called off the fight, which was rare. The roosters on both sides were being
teased and angered. Dulany was tessing hig gpotted rooster with a big old
squawling cock who had never had a fight becasusa he was more gquawk than fFight.
But he was good et getting other chickens mad. The spotted rooster, being held
by Oulany's boy, was spurring high in the 8sir, struggling in the boys hands
to make contact with t.e old chicken. His eyes were red pinpoints, his nib
open, his comb straight up. His neck Flared like o cobra's head, swasying,
looking fFor & chance to strike. The pit was opened and Cecil's trainer dropped
in with 8 yellow, purple-tailed cock. Oulany's boy dropped in and they circled,
Pushing the roosters, held high in the air, around the pit. At the signal they
released the birds.

The fight was short Oulany's ,potted bird was stronger and he flew higher
then Cecil's bird. As the crorZ of men yelled, cheering for their favorite
rooster, the spotted cock gea'.hered himself up, spruny upward with wings flapp-
ing end struck at the yellow bird with his metsl spurs. A spur connected and
the fight was over. Oulany's ~kizlen gtrutted sround the ring. The trasiners
jumped into the pit and snatched up the birds, one dead and one still wanting
to fight.

""See, see Menny. I told ya Oulsny's birds was the best. I won me some
money. If I bet it 8ll on Oulany 1 can be a rich man.*

"Keep 1t cnlm, Jerrel. All the fights ain't over yet." Manny had his eye
on Oulany and his boy. They were hesd to head, squstted down by their bench.
Ths spott=d rooster was being wiped down with an old rag. His spurs were re-.
moved and he was put back i1nto his crate.

“Manny, 1 got to bet my money. I got to hurry. Fight']l start and 1 cain't
bet after. You told me 1 cain't bet after the fight starte."

“Put & lid on it, Jerrel. You can bet now. But jist five dollars. Bet
on Oulany agein--but jiot Five. Hear me®"

"Sure Manny You're smarter’'n me. 1 trust yas but I sure would like to
be a rich mon." Jerrel ran for the odds-taker and made it back for the second
fight. There «ere cight fights set up for the afterrcon with the final one
b=*~-7§ “ulany's blua rooster and cecil’'s bird, s young chicken that had been
i Y he other fight. With each progressive fight Manny told Jerrel how —
m[z l(:et on Oulany's ch!cken and each fight was a8 win for Jerre)l. By thas ;)
f ommmsigm ch the crowd was in 8 frenzy, much the seme as the birds. Betting

.
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was heavy on both sides but with Dulany winning, the odds dropped some after
each battla. Jarrel was unabls 5 sit etill on the woodzn box next to Manny.
Each time he won he grew more animated. The blood from the roosters’ wounds,
the savaga din of men hot fFor more blood and the sure kniowledge of winnming
his fortune drove him to bounce and yell on his box. Manny put his hand on
Jarrel's arm to steady him, to get his attention. Jerrel slid back from the
adge of the box which wes tilted on end. The box jorred Jerrel as it popped
back soléd sgainst the hard ground and Jerrel jerked around to look at his
friand. His eyas wera s red as the rooster's 4ho had just fought and won. -
"I won me some gore money. Now I'm gonns put ;t all on the Blue. Now I'm gonna
ba rich."

"Jerrel, listen to me. Don't bet on the Blue. He ain't gonna win. Cecil's
red rooster's gonna win. I went you to bet of the Red so's ya can be rich jike
y8 slways wantad to. You can win it all, man, J1s8t bet on Cecil this time."

"Naw, I ain’t. Oulany's got the best chickens in the state. See my wad,
Manny, I got it bettin' on Dulany."

"Try to understand. It's fixed or somethin'. Dulany’'s gonna lose. I been

wetchin’ the bettin'. Dulany's bettin against his own bird this time. Trust me.”

“Oulany wouldn't do that. He's honest with his birds, Manny. Ain‘'t he?"

"Jist do what I tell ya, Jerrel.” Manny then left his box to plsce his
only bet of the dey. He had been observing the gembling and he determined that
Oulany had bet on his own birds before each bout but this time Duleny gave his
boy 2 wad of money end the boy passed it to 2 man sitting midway up the chal-
lenger's gide. The mon, unknown to Manny, left his seat after looking around
to see if he was being watched. He made his wey to the money man and placed
the bet. Manny figured the bet was crocked or Dulany's boy would have placed
it as he had the others. Manny placed a hundred dollar bet against Oulany's
Blue. He was confident that his bet wculd Fatten hs wallet. Jerrel had fol-
lowed Manny to the money man but when it wes hi1s tyrn to bet he hes:tated.
Manny wes his Friend. He elways listenad to Manny. Manny was the one who fixed
his papers for the welfare lady. Menny helped him buy groceries. Manny taught
him how to use a cun opener and how to cook Raviolios without burning them to
the bottom of the pen. Manny had money and he was smart. Jerrel Jerked his mon-
ey, what he had already won plus what he had left of his welfare money, three
hundred end nine dollars, out of his pants pocket. He thrust 1t at the money
man. It was wadded, with bills sticking out of the wad, unfolding ;n slow mo-
tion in his hand.

"Oulany's blue chicken,” he said, hoping Manny wouldn't be mad. The man
scraped the wed of bills off Jerrel's pslm, sorted end counted the bills and
sarked & peper tablot. Jerrel stood in front of the man, his eyes on the grimy
ped. Hia fortune was written there and if he left it, 1t would be gone. But
more men began to press money to the man and Jerrel was pushed out. He returned
to his seat es the mein Fight was about to start.

"0id ya meke your bet?" Manny ngked as Jerrel plopped down on his box.

"Uh huh.'” Jerrel hunched fForward, his hands clasped batween p)s knees,
and stared at the pit. Duleny and Cecil's boys were circling the pit with *
their roos%ters for the last time this afternoon. The birds were frantic and
both traine~s were bleeding on their hands and wrists where the spurs had
sleshed trem. They didn't notice their own blood as they sparred their birds.
The whircle blew. The boys jumped clear. The crowd of men stood up, roaring
et the pit a8 the two clawing roosters Jumped at each other. ODulany's blue
iunged, feet First, at his enemy. They banged into sach other, circled and
lunged agein. Their necks wecre stretched. Tufts on each neck flared, ringing
their heeds in a necklace of feathers. The tail of the blue wos spread out 10
2 bralliant Fan. The red rooster spread has glossy wings and Jabbed with his
bexk . He leaped and plunged, hissing. At each plungs both birds tried to con-
nect with the metal spurs necdle sharp and deadly.

Jerrcl's position hod not changed since the beginning of the Fight. He
starcd at the cocks i1n their decoth battle and with a clarity hi1s slow mind
seldom produced sawm the nobility of the two birds locked 1n battle. He saw the
nasty sham of the ancient duel. He saw his greed.

Oulany’'s Bluc was tired. He was old. He wes pitted aguinst a younger blrd,
but he had cxperience on his side. He Jumped, wings Flapping, and rose asbove
the shiny red bird. He sank a sharp metal spike deep i1n the surprised bird‘s
brain The red dropped on the dusty floor of the pit. Blue danced around tha
dead bird pecking at his splayed wings and open mouth. He Flapped hi, wings

() ~ed s victory peal.
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The rush of men to the odds teker left Few spectetors st the pit side
Menny end Jerrel sat wetching the trsiners collect the birds. "I'm sorry I
steered ys wrong, Jerrti. ! guess my Feelin® wes fer shit.”

"1 bet on Qulany's bird, Manny,” said the still hunched-over man. He set

back on his wooden box and Manny sew wet streeks on his Fece. "I'm sorry I
didn’t do whet cha’® told me to.” They watched Cecii open e -eper beg and his
treiner drop the red bird into 1t. Cecil wadded the bag up and threw it in the
berreil by his bench:
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