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Clo/Ann Rabb

V1
70day I sav 4 Carding
Ay againsr My window pane
a nundred rimes or more
a frantic, harried thing,

The wiirling wings

e blood-red brogsr

e crashing of his boak

Made me cry in pain,

'O stop! Whar foolishness
0 use your life in vain'"

And then T san, My face
reflected in ryp paneg.

How like the bira" [ thoughr.
L make the samgp MiStakes
Again,

Again
- breaking hearts inszoag Of tings.
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MWithout LElysian Fields

In praise we Sing of you meduliy oblongata. e notta
11 praise we sing of you for withiout you we al
You make our rvers and our Streams,

Our Rings and queens and fairy dreams.
The octopus, thie Rangaroo.
The grass that’s green, the
Without you

ocean’s 6{ue.
now what wouli we do?

Ubiquitous ubiquinone,

Solicitous is stlicone.

Tramps so dear to the heare,

Round thie Pits in cherry tares.

And always, always day and night
Drudging with us in our plighiy,
And water, water stiff" everywhere
Though Coleridge is no longer there.
And Poe’s crow ;.

And down and down went Ezra Pound
In St Elizabethi’s fie was found.




Medulla Dulla Oblongotta
Uithiout you there

UWould be no notta.

Et cum spiritu tuo

The last event of the circus show.

Sarafl, Sarafi, Cerebellim

Without you there would be no fieaven.

No [ittle feet would pitter patter,

Thie world it simply would not matter.

And General Booth whiile ofi so clever.

Would fiave no drum _for fits endeavor.

Now Carl is gone and passerf this wayy

Yet, “Pigeons” scarf mist is here to stay.

And Edwin’s “Flood” has left a drougfit,

And Robert’s “Two Roads” converge our doubts.

And when you lay me down to sleep
Trembling, trembling at my feet

And Gay's gay song repeats, repeats.
Now slumber, sfumber, retreat, retreat
Into Puck's dreams and fairylands,
Carbuncular my wasteland hands.

That too, too red rock, that Roc
That rises from desert devotion,
The ocearn witfiout motion,
Love's [ost emmotion,

Fros is Turnos,

Yet, “WWhen half gods go,”

W hile the world remains round,
Life becomes again flat.
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Many, many years ago, I guess I was about 9 or 10 years old, my father came home from work with
a small, black, furry ball in his pocket. He took the furry ball out of his pocket and put it on the floor. At first I
thought it was the pair of black woolen gloves that my mother had knitted for him, but then I realized that it was
too fuzzy for gloves. My father said, “He’s all yours. You take good care of him or back he goes.” {‘

What was this strange thing? I got down on the floor and put my face close to it. That’s when I saw the
small black spot buried in the fur. The spot was even darker than the fuzzy ball. It looked like a tiny nose but
Icouldn’t be sure. I decided that the only way to see if it was a nose was to touch it. Ireached out my finger ‘
and very slowly moved it toward the small black spot. You had to be very careful with things that you didn’t
understand. For all you know it could be a bug or worse yet a snake’s mouth.

Finally, I touched it. It was cold and wet and then I knew it had to be a nose. Suddenly two black eyes
appeared in the fur. They were even blacker than the nose, if that was possible. We stared at each other for a
while and then slowly a pink mouth appeared in what seemed to be a long yawn. Slowly the fuzzy black ball
unrolled. First a small leg appeared. Then another. Two ears poked out of the fur and finally two more legs.
Slowly the fuzz ball turned into the tiniest puppy that I had ever seen. The most amazing thing about the puppy
was his tail. Now this was a black, black, black dog. The blackest dog I had ever seen. He had black eyes and
ablack nose. In fact the only thing about him that was not black was his small pink tongue. But when I looked
closer I saw that at the very tip of his tail he had exactly five white hairs. So you couldn’t really say that the dog
was all black. But I said it anyway.

The little puppy and I stared at each other for a long, long time. Then the puppy, in an obvious attempt
to make friends, stood up and waddled toward me. You couldn’t call it a walk because his legs were so short. It
was really more of a wobbly waddle. He put his nose against mine and sniffed three times. I guess I smelled OK
because next he licked my nose. With that, I knew that we would be the best of friends.

First things first. I had to give the dog a name. You couldn’t call a handsome pup like him Spot or Fido
or Hey You Dog. His name had to be something special. Something that befitted him. Now it just so happened
that in school that very day we had been reading about the father of our country, George Washington. I thought
that George Washington was a brave and good man. He led our country through a war that set us free and then
became the first president. I called, “Hey George Washington” but the dog just lay there. Finally I called George
and that pup got to his feet and nodding his head he came to me. I knew that this was the perfect name for him

and from that day forward pup became George.

Raising that little guy was a snap. He knew
he was not allowed to do. He always went outside whenev
the couch when my mother or father was around and he on
to go out.

Yes, that little dog and I grew up together. .
One hot and lazy summer day when I was about 12, George and I lay in the backyard under a shady tree.

I was daydreaming about what I would do that summer vacation. George seemed to be dreaming too. The?n I
heard a voice, it said, “Let’s go swimming.” I opened my eyes and looked around. I thopght one of my friends
had come into the yard but there was no one there except of course G.eorg‘e. Then the voice said again, “'Let’s
80 swimming.” It was George. He was the one who said let’s go swimming. I stared at him for a l:)ng time not
believing my ears. Then George said, “What's the matter? Didn’t you ever hear a dog talk before?

I just couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My dog George was talking to me. When I got over my
Amazement | asked George where he had learned to talk. That’s when he told me that all QOgs could talk‘ but
that people just never gave them a chance to. He said that he hgd learned to talk by watching TV. He said he
®specially liked the cooking shows but that they always mad'e him hungry. .

Hey, I have a talking dog. I wanted to call all my fnengis and tell them but Ggorge said no, he would not
talk to anyone but me. I paid no attention and called my best fnend. Henry and told hl.m to come nght. over and
that | had a surprise to show him. A few minutes later Henry came into my yafd. [ said, LlsFen to this, George'
€an talk. Come on George say something for Henry.” George just lay there with a} hurF look in his eyes. He said
Nothing. [ tried a few more times to coax George to say something but he wouldn’t. Finally Henry went back

home and I was again alone with George.

from the very first day what he was allowed to do and what
er he had to go to the bathroom. He never jumped on
ly barked if he heard a stranger coming or if he wanted

i
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‘Slowly the
fuzz ball

turnedinto the
tiniest puppy
that Ihad ever seen’
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“Why wouldn’t you talk to Henry,” I asked. George said that he only talked to his very best friend, me
fnC} that he. would not talk to anyone else. This was terrible. I had a talking dog that would only talk to me. ,
tIt’ S not fair,” I told George. George said, “Would you rather I just stop talking to you too? I can if you want me
0. Well George had me there. I sure didn’t want him to talk to any of my friends.

That’s how I learned that George could talk and after that George and I would often talk but only when
rge could talk and they never caught on to it.
ooking shows. He would tell me about the wonderful dishes

t . j

\Sat they cooked and how he wished that he could taste them. That's when we cooked up a plan of our own. I

WOUId tell my mother that I would love for her to cook some special dish for me. Then when it was ready, [
ould always give George a big helping when my mother wasn't looking. George and I agreed that mother was

the best cook ever.

_— George and | tzlilked a lot about school. :

Gerr fydday and tell him what I had learned. In this w

tho Igt(: down so I went every day and listened carefully

thi ad learned. George and I would study together an
ngs. George smiled when I told him this and then I knew that he

Understand the lessons better.
the f EVerY.SUmmer we went to visit my grandparents who lived on a farm. I h{td great fun running th[‘Ough
_elds chasing the cows. George called me aside and said that he had been talking to the cows and they did
Not like being chased. It was hot :nd all that running around made them too tired to give milk. I was surprised to
hear that George could talk cow. George told me that he had picked up the Janguage on his last visit to the farm. I
fisked if he could speak any othe;r lanoLTages and he said yes he could talk a little pig and also some sheep. I asked
- 1st squawk at each other.”

Hhe could talk chicken and he said no, “Chickens don’t really talk they ju at eacl .
One day my friend Henry and I had a big fight. Well not really a fight, we didn’t hit each other we just
ain. That night George asked how my day

yell :
w il Henry went home and I vowed never to speak to him ag : :
235 I'told him about the fight with Henry and how I was sorry that we were no longer friends. George said,

b let him call me first.” This fight

we hy don’t you call him, I bet he is as sorry as you are. But I said, “No way. : :
0t on for two days. Each evening George would say, “Call Henry, you will feel a lot better if you make friends
v e = =) o i

With him again.” Finally George pulled me over to the phone and said, “Call him now, we are not going to bed
Until you a1k with him y Fimﬁ ?diwled his number. His mother answered and I asked if I could speak to Henry.
c:e told me that Henry' was v‘erj ad ‘t hat wé: had argued and that he very much wantgd to speak to me too. He‘nry
me ty the phone and I said I was sorry that we had fought and that 1 wantetfi to be his frle_ndftgam. Henry szu.d
S SOy too. We again becan;é the best of friends and never argued again. George said, “See, all it takes is a

e phone cal] 10 again.”
One cold “r;?]?:z Zzirﬁ);; f:tile?e;;?;;hone call. She started to cry and told me tha‘t Lnylgrs‘tll(ld(ringthcr had

o really didn’t understand death but I felt very sad that my mother wzfs sald. Ss le eorge

at he knew about death. He told me that my srandmother, who he liked very much, was old and that parts of

ez;Just Wwore out. He told'mee“;)1t everything pzfd a beginning, 2 middle,‘and an end. f}’randn;otheT was at“the _

“ of her ljfe. I was at the beginning of my life and he was Somewhere' in between. “I'm older thc}n you,” | said,
OW can [ be at the beginni ¥ d gu in the middle of life.” He explained that dogs age much gmcker than

PeOple and ghay for e : mnglalr_’ )c/lohe lived seven years. He pointed out that most dogs only lived to about
elve which was reall yg);rEfir lvel " ears. “Not to WoITy though,” he said, “we still have a lot of good years

Aead of g » ally 84 in people years. .

. c. We talked every day about everything that

L'could ati :
You cap, imagin ego E:,] andbonhabout ml)(/:l ;0111;("::; lthat George would not be with me for much longer. He had
a 1_1ard time mov'- ' we both grew older s fas sleeping in the sun. We talked about what I would do
Withoy Geo, ing dround_ and spent most 0 J that as 1 grew older I would someday meet someone who I would
ge to confide in. George explain® = He hoped that my children would

fee] 1 w”
1ght gt . . that person would marry me.
© lucky engluocf:e with and if I were really‘h:i(;l;); E‘i‘thpa dog. He said that I should always leave the TV on for the
0g ang alwa; t:;:j\tfe t::enr‘ 0»;{1 COI‘th;I:f M;'ybe’ just maybe. another dog would come 1nto their lives.
- o the cooking § 5.

D —— T

y
ve were alone. I never let on to my parents that Geo
As I said before, George loved to watch the ¢

[ didn’t care much for school but George said that I should
ay George would end up as smart as me. I couldn’t let

to Mrs. Newmeyer, my teacher, so I could tell George all
d little by little I found that I really liked to learn new
was really studying with me so that I would

died. | because I saw th

ons with Georg
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@C"m aredhead. This fact makes me part ofiaidying/breed. lalways
knew that red hair was not the norm, rather rare actually, but | never realized
that we were heading|for extinction. Thatis, untillllspottedian articleiin
National Geographic entitled "Red'Alert*thatwas illustrated with a photoiof
long, frizzyred curls cascading across the glossy page. Apparently, “true
readheads will be extinct by 2100, since carriers of the carrot-top gene are less
and|lessllikely topairuplinaniage ofiglobal intermingling (a childusually

needs alcopy fremieachiparent to/get the redresult).”

llliken people tocows forasolution: You breed selectively toget the
traits youlwant in.a bovine, and the samemust be true forpeople. So,llican
addithelrequirement of having redihairto thellong list of must-havesina
husband. Looks like my prospectsiofgetting married and|producingany.
childreniat all, muchiless redheaded kiddos, just went down anothernotch:
And since most peapleimarry.forlove insteadlof hair color, can’t counton the

rest of the worldleither.
ad? | believe there are definite

hade that isibold, eye catching; hot;

Why worry about preserving ther
advantages tolbeing aredhead. Redisas
beautiful. It standsiout.

They say that blondslhave more fi
until they’re ten years from death erunti

un, but do blonds neverturngray
|lanatural disaster that takes the

strikes? |'think not. Plus, we redheads
ght brains. Youinever hear about dumb

redheads. Who cares if we're said to/have aitemper tomatchiour hair. Ifall
your kindwere predictedito be deadin less than one hundred years, you'd
need to stand up for yourself and be tough too:

Red hair also.comes in handy when youlre in acrowded area or
hurrying through the mall: When someone callsiout “Hey, readhead!” you
can be pretty sure they!re talkingito you, and it wonft be stupidifor you to

turn around and see what they want.

Being alredheadiis obviouslyquite
hat $123 million\was spent

equivalent of fifty years off their life
are smart. Bright red hairequals bri

fashionable as well- The National
Geographic article stated't last yearin the United
States on—guess what—redihair dye.

Selective breeding, toughness
chance. Ifinot, the other fact from that article proves th
last—redheads with blond; brunette, black, or gray.roots, thatis.

_ wholknows:...maybe we stand a
at redheads will




t rmal
but looking around,
you now think otherwige
But why couldn’t You be normgj
And everyoneelsebethecrazyoneg?
For who actually has the

Power
to say exactly what normal jg?

You look at all the unrecognizabje hurting £
and wonder what the cause -
You couldn’t have done ijt,

since you have no memory of ever doing anything
You don’t recall thig room,

or for that matter, thig house,

even though you feel ag you should

But your only memory,

is &3; second you walked in this room

But why did you stagger into this room?

There must have been something yoy, Wanted, ..
Ab, yes, this best seller book-

”Howi:oLoseBadMemoﬁegbyHypnw
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Overalls

I s
Onil{:n cross-legged on the carpet
I am gofélﬁ, pair by pair,
i Gra;;agdghe faded, barbed-wire chewed overalls
y had walked through the summer grass in.

I Sm

not 2321;1 2 hand‘over a grass stain

These ove ranny's Clorox could scour.

to his strr]f 11s were a sacrifice

Perhaps he gﬁ;les with the rake, the baler, and the Deutz tractor

With haystrinr e these when he patched something :
g or duct tape well enough to get by for the day,

Uncon
Dag O;?;idnabout the fact that later,
cle, swearing, would be forced to replace or rebuild it.

Suddeniv 5
y it
I rementer ¢ ieems the honey-colored smell of hay fills the bedroom
thl‘ough ri andaddy walking without his canes '
skeine of ejfds of hay in windrows like
A map tougel;q o tilwzl.sted by Rumplestiltskin's magic wheel.

an the sun-dried, mud-covered leather of his workboots,

as tieg
out iy t;(; the land as the spreading oak
pasture where grumbling bees make honey.

In ga
¥s wh z
en the sound tried to touch the hayhands with flaming fingers,

they bos
¥ bu
on the iljf_lzta pyramid as proud as Kufu's

eady backs of orange metal trailers.

Th,
e}' were summexr day5

When
en
dran) beeia; gnder the shade of creek-bank beeches,
nd complimented my mother and Granny on the potato salad
+he back of a Chevy station wagon.

They 3: baked beans they served from

When iy o haymaking days,

‘”atchig CEUS:Ln.S and I played in sha
€ woul g bhe mirage of a tractor pul
iving th: supervising it all,

at calmeq rake as it made bahala-grass tornadoes
the slowe into neat sun-golden trails
r New Holland baler could travel.

1low, cool water
1 the mountain of hay.

The Sce

ang 1 ot fades with the memory
denim before me.

I
reS;C;fe at the pile of oil-stained
L thing op for another pair,
© leaves t_he CE}Stfoff smell of the chambered nautilus
Suppoge hlts_ rigidity for roomier Spaces.
aybe 1e e simply outgrew these.
When th walks the gold-green of a late summer evening
€ sun kisses the drying grass:
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: : | “girls
I'd wanted to go east, but was traveling west. For six months 'thre_e frqends and. | TZ::::‘ ‘:;'; s*tg;eet
only” jaunt to Savannah. We made reservations at a wonderful historical Country/lnn, jus
from the park bench where Forrest Gump became famous.
“lldon’t believe it! What do you mean, youican't go?"

Angie’s reaction was exactly what | expected. | couldn’t face the truth with her.

2 , , . see about
“My brother, you know, he lives in Louisiana, He's sick. It’s an emergency; | haveito go
him. Will youcall the others? I'm so sorry.”

i : " ot drunk
Illied. Ohyes, my brother was sick. Hed vomited on Melissa’s new: Persian rug, after he g
and crashed her red corvette.

So/l'pulled into the west bound
Gump's park bench. How many times h
he turned fourteen, when Mamma
my charge. She'd say, “Come straig

A e Forrest
lane of Interstate 59, headingjin the opposite direction fti; gy
ad | scrapped all my plans to run and rescue/Ben?. It Zta on Ben was
caught him sharing a six-pack with his friends. From that day

n W oldEf;
ht home from school; keep anieye on your brother.” As he gtreand we'd
there was always some kind of episode. At Christmas time his place at the table would be empty

y I Danie]s.
visit him in jail. On New Year’s Eve all plans would be canceled if Ben was home smelling like J?C:a would be
The years passed this Way until Ben married and moved away. Mom and | hoped Melis i

Iy
: habetic2
enworld—a house in perfect order with books alP

ke

»“Mamma, he cries too much, maybe you better t':r
But I found myself Peering into his crib, just watching him sleep. Sometimes I'd wake my little ingon
pull him out of bed to play, my doll. He grew into allittle ball of energy, dancié * g my

kitchen table, falling off an bone. I can still see the grin on his face the day he
bicycle—his sandy hair. flyj

pretending he was
d breaking his collar
ng in the wind, his|

) : €gs so short he could barely reach the pedals. t0acraW .
A sign warning of roadwork ahead pulled me back into the present. As traffic slowed led a0
looked ahead toward the edge of the road wh

the grassy slope, bare feet protruding from ra

. revealing a bushy,
sunlight bounced

€€ movement engaged my/eye, Someone lay sP2Y
Bged jeans. Asmy carinched closer the man n_burﬂed
gray beard and stringy hair falling across bare: S.u along
off a bottle as he lifted it to his mouth. After takiné

shifted to a sitting position
shoulders. A quick glint of

Virginia Dawlcing




swal S TRl

bteaxigdaggr?;delr:c:'qlflj, hg wiped h_is Iip_;: with the back of his hand, and as | eased past, he threw me a

S e not.hin [o] |-e|' back a.t a pathetic, lone man clinging to a bottle. He had no shoes, no shirt, no

e ;teerin g. : is at.tentuon was focused upon c_me thing—a bottle that would soon be empty. |
i sung wheel 1.:lghtlv as tears blurred my vnsiqn. | had just seen a snapshot of my brother’s life.

wapped in gray m was setting, | drove the flat roads, looking out at cane fields, marshlands and tall oaks

of Highaay W:at oss. As darkness surrounded me, | longed to be anywhere but here on this lonely stretch
Fir';all If would | do.when | got there? What would | say toa suicidal alcoholic?

over the wooc‘ile (;U_nd 11 EXI‘I':, drove down a narrow strt_aet, past the Seven Eleven, the Piggly Wiggly, and

like the e On ridge crossing the bayou. Then | was in a subdivision, passing red brick houses, each one

. One, two, three, four, five, and there was Ben’s house, looking so normal, his car in the drive-

Way, lights on in the house.
I called out. No answer. The knob turned easily in my hand. | tip-toed in and called Ben’s name
eiling fan above me. | eased down the lighted hallway and
crookedly from the doorknob. |

he bed and a shirt hung
n of struggle, no evidence of tragedy. On completing my

sa’s new rug and sabbed.
hed high upon stilts at the edge of the bayou. |

st
Piaelrne.d:::o‘ir:v reply was the dull rotation of the ¢
cased from r e bedroom. Ben’s boots sat beside t
invesﬁgaﬁOnolc’m to room searching, finding no sig

, | crumpled into a trembling heap on Melis

Parked bThe Gator Stop was a storm-washed shack, perc
etween two pick-up trucks, locked the car and walked through the shadowy parking lot and up

cr :
inﬁ::(i:;gst:';& A dozen male faces turned toward me as | entered a dimly-lit room. | stood like an alien,
MY words eavy cloud of smoke as my eyes searched the small, crowded [oonk | cleared my throat, but
drowneg came out like timid bird-chirps: “Has any one seen Ben Matthews?” The twang of country music
With gr oy, effort. Once again | cleared my throat and tried desperate!v_to assert myseb‘. A"stocky man
and‘},‘SId?-bums leaned out from his barstool and shook his head, giving me a _mute no. I made my way
i urried down the steps. As | reached the bottom, the door reopened behind me sendu_ng a set of
¥ feet creaking after me. | broke into a run, fumbling for my keys. Then a raspy, female voice turned me

argy “

nd, |?el?'MattheWS_he ain’t been here tonight.” : Uiy
SIOW'Vth ellinto the driver’s seat, locked my doors, and sat until my legs stoppe drehm [ Ed hen e
Passeq rough the streets searching. At midnight | gave up and turned béclf toward the subdivision. As|
Street ha darkened gas station, a figure staggered out from behind the _bunldmg. | saw a stumbling man—a
um, like the homeless men who sleep under bridges on rainy nights. | turned my car around and

Pulleq ;
Into the service station to rescue my brother, Ben.
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From Tippah to Leflore, three Mississippi

voices, Sisters Yalobusha, Yazoo, and you,
move through the red clay. foothills,
piney woods, and fields of sweet clover
where cattle graze in sultry southern heat.
Morning Glories praise you. Springtime
et of pink lousewort,
and blue celestrial lilies,
d limbs. Come summer,
hemlock, and king cotton
clothe your borders in summer snow. Long
before the white man drove his fist into your chest,
you, Rock of Waters, quenched the thirst
of Choctaws and Chickasaws, gave up
your bream and Buffalo Fish to fill their bellies,
guided their canoes upon your winding watery spine.

prepares its pall
yellow stargrass,
tattoos winter’s nake
Queen Anne’s Lace,

and insignificant,

|l wrong by rising up,

washing away what man had tried

to destroy. You even made Mattie

Delaney sing the blues. Still, man

shackled you to his sins. The Staple Singers
sang of Freedom Highway and the dead
beneath your depths. How many bodies

did bigotry force you to hide? How many tears
did you cry for the black boy wrapped in

barbed wire and a cotton gin fan, hurled
like a fishing line? For you,

into your waters
Billie Joe forsook his lover on Cry Baby Bridge
just to be cradled in your arms. To this day,

y. Only you, Tallahatchie,

no one knows wh
settle the stories within your boson.

You are worthy of song.

Called shallow
you proved us @

And you never once stopped singing,
never ceased your journey, regardless
jon to your sacred creation.

od stained terrain,

loss or gain, - dless of pain. szn, run

you pmdigal son. Seep into the f‘lCh black soil,
tickle the 1o€s of mighty magnolias, _

maples. and 0aks, because Tallahatchie,

you are worthy of song.




Ashes

Ring around the rosy

In one hand a curve of aged woaod, and in the other a grip of small fingers, | wander through the small country

graveyard surrounded by an ancient, white-washed picket-fence. Shadows of trees stretch along the path in front of
me, blending as the wind moves, in and out of the elongated shadows of headstones, On their weather-worn faces,
cracks, like the vines in my old hands, run across their surfaces, and moss climbs like beards up their sides. The
trees are now only mere skeletons of themselves; their flush of life lost at their feet, naked arms reaching up toward
a sunless sky. L i

I take note of a' few names | recognize, stopping long enough to brush off the names,
to a new keeper. My path finally brings me to the end of a row, and I turn toward th
upper right corner. There beneath the great tree, crooked and dim with age, s

It looks as old as I feel, and the young oak | planted many years
formed a ring of roots around his headstone. It is as tall and prou
remember is the old black-and-white picture in my wallet.

and pass along their history
e grand old hickory.in the

ge, sits my brother’s headstone.

ago when they first brought my brother home has
d as I had once pictured him. Sadly, now all I can

A pocket full of posy
Gone are the day_s when we could run‘lthrough cotton fields and chase chickens around the farm, and gone are
the days we would fight and argue. My brother had been three years older than I, with our sister, Julie, between us.
I had seen him like a god. He could shoot birds out of the sky with one shot, and spit clear across the creek. He

had even dared to backtalk mom on a few occasions, but no one ever got away with that, for even though I idolized
my brother, all in our household knew who was the ruling voice.

Mom had called me the smart one and my brother the wild one.
asking my brother, “Now Tommy’s going to grow up and be my smar
for me? More headaches?”

As | got older, I learned that mom was hard on my brother not because she didn’t love him, but just the opposite.
She loved all of us dearly, and | think even my hardheaded brother knew that. Consequently, when she died one
dreary day in August, there wasn’t a dry eye in our house for weeks. That had happened when I was only ten.

When | was fifteen, news of the war came to us. Off went my brother with only a brief goodbye and a promise
to return. No one can ever say my brother never kept his promises. Half a year later we were burying him in this
old cemetery.

On more than one occasion | would hear her
tlittle lawyer, and what are you going to make

Ashes, Ashes

Now there he lies encircled by a tree with only me to remember him and his great deeds, which many overlook
and take for granted. Some would even say good riddance to such a hothead youngun’ who had promised to go
against the world. | don't hate these people for thinking less of my brother and what he did for not only me, but
them as well. I'm not even sure he did it for us in the end. Who can ever really say?

It still doesn’t change the fact that he is now at rest and others benefit from what he and his comrades fough; S0
hard to achieve. Life is like that. Eventually all will die. The question is not when death comes, only what can be
made of life. For the only thing certain is...

We all fall down.

oy
aa

Ellen McCaslkill
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MISSISSIPPI SIGNPOSTS

. . ices with the
There is something like magic in a good hook Some are like hvnngfélb\iil:igavg:]cy bit of

Capacily Lo change the reader's life. Good hooks cap cra§k ODEZ]Z rd[;(:c;oand (ime. The reading 0‘1 a i)]f:]f;k
e e Elses sou andthetlfrzoiuntflzg(ajse ;S;Zn[?lapcizpi ]tl:]j; lalloo themselves inside_lher;aslelrnif Illlead-
Somehott'g Zurﬁgizv? his happens, but | know that skillful wrilers have drawn ]fillcl[:whed in my
Years after I've read their stories and Lhe pages are vellowed- and lrayec_l, Images Ia]-r:a?i a story, | have
mind. There's alsg Something like a map with signposts inside l.ny_bra.m_ When W life. 1 suppose LS
Lo connect it with some Place I've been, Since I've lived in Mississippi most of my life,

ime
d ATIDE
P ; e, when | réa g
Natural to have lots of Mississippi signposts slanding inside my head. For msllal:(;ard about him writing
To Kill by John Grisham, maybe [ was thinking about the author and a slory I'd h
While sittj

iming
: : of a mana .
eps? Nevertheless, a picture placed itself in my h'e[a\ldow when | yisit
ississippi.
agun at his daughter' rapist on the stairg of the courthouse a1 Oxlord, Mississipp
the old-fashioneq Square in Oxforg, | find mysel( looking up, trying Lo

See inside the secong story window qf the courthoysge on the square.
Union Station ip M

A Time To Kil
eridian, Mississippi. iS one of Lthose
signposts. [ cap’ int '

on |
- Meridial:
. . . eel in Me al
and feel the panic of hayj 0.go for reljgf S0 now When | drive up Front Str will always sed .
S€arch for trees ang 1q)] Orass. I see gn)y buildings ang Lrain Uracks today, but my eyes
lor a safe place for Hele

k then-
: orld bac
Ne Lo rest Anq | Will question again why it was (hat kind of w
funny I dop 't femembper the IesL of the Story

. ene d
0 ust He
Or the other Characters in Morrison's novel, ]
Ber urgent negq lora rest sqp,
When | driye along T

for a li“leL
tha

hoes

d hers

L'l think aboyt the dress she wore an .




alittle from side (o side, wi ;

her shoes, And if | eurl B go searching for that little grandmother so that I can Lie

me and tnal people sho Jd ; er, [ would lollow Phoenix Jackson home and tell her that she was very

little QTE;ndscm e Swanowe;alzg‘ respected her. I would go inside her shack and try to comfort her

m i . -

e mogt Onaecggjiglizv\::t[h Wlll?lam Faulkner's .noyels. Bul i's his short slories thal have impressed

2tale 10 poncler e FrOOrglel A Rosﬂe for Emily” or his story about the Mississippi Flood of 1927,

20e 19 ane e her[i d ]m Qld Man" (hese words elched indelible images in my head: "..chained

lhe Shadow of e o e yy armed guards..they had plowed and planted and eaten and slept beneath

of 197+ Whea V]_S“ee itsell_bul many of them have never seen Lhe Mississippi River until the flood
he Delta and see Lhe levee against the river, I recall those men in leg-chains,

lheir ¢
Ves slarin
, d ‘ ir mi
Chains 1o g al the ground. never looking up because their minds were bound in strong
| have read slories that made me hear and feel and
see more clearly. My mind now conlains a rich treasury

Sula | .
of characters and ideas cel in courtrooms and cotton fields,
Lrain slations and riverboats, mansions and shacks. Mississippi

is the place where wrilers have drawn piCLUTes in my head and

tattooed Lheir words inside
my hearl.
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tee each submi
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Date

Categories

Short Story
Limit, two entries. Must not exceed 10 typewritten

double-spaced pages with regular margins.

Informal Essay
Limit. two entries. Must not exceed five typewritten

double-spaced pages with regular margins.

Poetry
Limit. three entries. Each poem must not exceed 50

typewritten lines.

Submission

Each contestant can enter onc or all categories. Put
your name on the entry blank, NOT on the entries
Entries will only be used for the 2009 contest.

You will be notified by mail as soon
as the judges return the entries.

ant should use this rule sheet for a title * * ‘
|

page. Be sure 10 fill out all necessary information.
All manuscripts must be original and typed on white *

g1 x 117 paper. Entries will NOT be returned. Be sure

to include TWO copies of each entry.

Each contest

Deadline
for Entries!

e e

Entries must be
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Feb. 27, 2009

Mail entries to
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Literary Contest
Attn:Morgan Boothe
910 Hwy 19 North °
Meridian, MS 39307

rve the right to submit
pub]ished
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The Language and Literature division of Meridian
Community College is pleased to sponsor the Literary
Review contest each year as a method of encouraging
writers to submit poetry, short stories, and essays.
Our entries are always outstanding, and we are
fortunate to have so much creative writing talent in
Meridian and surrounding areas. Therefore, the
Literary Review contest and magazine seeks to
showcase some of the best writers of our area.

The contest is open to any high school sophomore,
junior, or senior from any school in our area. We are
pleased each year to receive so many outstanding
entries from the local high schools. Furthermore, we
welcome entries from anyone in our community. At
MCC, we strive to meet the needs of our community,
and this is just one more way we reach out to any
creative writers who write for the simple pleasure of

putting their ideas on paper-

At the conclusion of our contest each year, the entries
are divided into two categories, high school and
Then, the entries are further divided by
genre. Outside judges evaluate the works and award
first, second, and third places in both high school and
community poetry, short story and essay. The
Language and Literature division is grateful for the

e MCC Foundation in funding our

community.

support of th
monetary prizes.

Meridian Community College publishes the

eview magazine. This magazine 1s a
eative works we received

Finally,
Literary R
compilation of the best cr :
that year, both high school and community. The

magazine is developed by our graphic design students,
and they are responsible for the layout and art work
found in each year’s magazine. We tht.en use th,e
magazine as a showcase for the following years

competition.

If you would like information on our I:iterary Review
contest, please call Meridian Community College and

ask for Morgan Boothe or Katharine St?wart,

Language and Literature division Coord.mators of the
contest. We would be pleased to talk with you about
submitting your work and answer any questions you

might have.



Meridian COmmunlty College Library
910 Highway 19 North
Meridian, Mg 39307

GAYLCRD M
q




%6%220000928¢

ST AIY

AYUHEIT 3937700 “WH0I NUIQIN3IW



MERIDIAN

COMMUNITY COLLEGE

ur
The mission of Mendian Community College 15 1o 'Mprave the quanty of "fl‘ze': :m,
community thrgy, " excelence in teaching diverse learning oppontun ties and serve basts of
vistonary aademqnp Mendian Commumxy College does nol discriminate on the o o
face. calor natpgna) orgin sex disability relgion or age in admission or access o0
treatmen) o ¢ (8 e N 1S programs ang aclviies Comphance with Section 504 ai
e 1X 18 cootdingtag o S0raya Welden [y way 19 North
Mendian’ 115 39307 Lgm--se mal swelden@mendiance edu

Ivities
ean of Studeny Services 510 K
4-8628, Fay 1.604 484.8635 ¢




