Page 8

The Lover’s Squabble
by Brian D. Sione

*Kill me.*

"what?”

*Kill me.*

*Nol*

*You said that you'd do
anything for me... . Killme.*

*No, | can't ever do that. | love
you: don't you see; ) really care
about you," she said as she feit
the cold steel in her hand and
loathed ils form and feel.

‘You're a liar. Killme. You're
killing me slowly; opening new
wounds with your words and
re-opening and saiting old woulds
wilh your aclions... . Kill me.”

‘I never wanted to hurt you,”
she cheked on every word she
said, "I'm... 'm sorry. Look at
me," she said as the lears welled
deeply in her eyes and ran down
her chesk, “i love you." The
words came slowty 10 her lips how,
one by one, “I ove you. I'll never
slop loving you. | really care
about you. 1--*

*Doi’l lie lo me: you liel You
naver really cared. If you really
care, why do | always give and you
lake. 1 get nothing! You use me;
that’'s why you fesl guilty. Just
finish me off. Kill me.”

*Stop itl... Stopl... Listen. ... 1
love you...l've always loved you, a
deep love that will never die or
fade. Can'l you see; | need you; |
care about you: |... | love you," the
words she spoke were slowly
becoming sofler; they were almost
a whisper now, “I'm sorry. I'm
clumsy... | try to show you how
much | love you, but | always end
up hurting you. I'm... I'msofry.”
The tears now streamed down her
cheek, down her cheek on Lo her
neck, “Hold me.”

He gave in. His anger was
abated: he loved her deeply, and
had to hold her, he loved her.
Even though the hurl caused by
her was deep, he had 10 hoid her:
he loved her. I love you,® he

The Night Air
by Michelle Carlin
The night air is cold and crisp.
The dew on the grass glistens
from the reflection of the lights that
shine from high above the field.
An array of quarier and eight noles
in black and while stream throu@
my mind. My ieft hand grass the
baton while the middie three
fingers of my right hand press
on the metal, mimicking the
routine | have so dilligently .
mermorized. | constantiy biow air
onmy hands (o keep them warm.
Suddenly, The Drum Major barks
the command to make us come 0
altention. My body responds, and
snaps into position. The smaller
muscies work logether to heip the
larger ones support this very
uncomforiable position. My eyes
aro focused dractly ahead as |
review the marching formations in
my head The cadence begins. |
march onlo the field keeping my
chin up-the pride reflecting in my
eyes. | can feel my heari bealing
heawvity under my uniform, which
now seems tighler than whn | first
pul it on. when | reach my spol
on the ffly yard line, | assume the
*parade rest® posilion. Withmy
legs apart, and my instrument
cradied in my arms, | stand with
my face poiried down. The
adrenadin is pumped into my blood
slream as | hear my name
announced as the evening's
soloist. The command Lo atlerdion
is called once again.

&

whispered in her ear as he kissed
her cheek. As he fell her tears
flow from her cheek 0 his own,
and the cold, wet feeling of her
lears: and the warmith of her
embrace soothed and healed the
wounds caused by her lies, her
“ignoring him, her actions, her
words, her past. and her yalling at
him. He loved her once again. He
loved her with a love thal was
fresh and new. Il was & love that
was greater than the love he had
for her before they had foughl. He
promised to himself that he would
never gel upsel as he did al her
again. He would always love her.
She held him as if she had not
seen him for a year. She needed
him and cared for him more than
she cared for anyone. She loved
him more than anyone in her life;
her family, her friends, or any of
her past loves. Her love for him
was an undying one. She cradled
his cheek in her lefl hand; .
whispered into his ear, "1 love you
100," and she kissed his lips gently
as she gave him what he wanled.
She eased his body 1o the floor.
As the blood trickled out of the
hole in his neck to form a puddie
on the carpel, she igfl lhe room
holding the revolver loosely in her
right hand. *! love you too, and
I'm glad | could finnaly give you
something you really wanted,” she
sald as she turned away from the
room-{0 go dowrslairs Lo make

I think | am nervous, for | have
corvinced my mind that | am
ready, bul my knees are slighlly
trembling. As | look to the slands,
| see a myriad of strange faces

_- thal are quick 10 Judge my
performance. The Drum Major

gives us four blasts of her whistie,
indicating the tempo of the
selection that is about to be
performed  On the third of these
Diasts, | lake a quick, deep brealh,
filling my kings with air, preparing
to start my rouline. Afier the
fourth whistle, the music begins. |
force the air oul of my iungs with a
sleady siream that flows inlo the
right sky. My ears are luned in lo
the bell of the lrumpets, listening
for the proper pilch and tona.

The piece begins with an
inaudible pianissimo that builds
into a blaring fortissimo within the

Rise and Fall
Goodbye 10 the leaves:
They're falling off the trees.
Dead, they change lo brown
And they vanish with the breeze.
Goodbye (0 a Cily ‘
That is digging down below.
Warfare in the trenches:
Blood upon the snow.
Goodbye 1o a way of life:
So vocal, such a fool.
Helpless and disqualified,
A racecar out of fuel.
Goodbye (o my father:
So lalented and young.
Prona 1o song and suicide,
His song was never sung.

-Fritz Light

Strugale
Peaceful, here below the surface,
Though we feel the tumult
Of the pain above.
The dropping bombs have slopped
us cold:
we fight to stay alive,
Just like those above.
As lime goes by the beds fill up
8ul no one seems 1o leave.
wa're dropping like flies.
The pounding above has ended.
The fear below has died
.So have the injured.
-Fritz Light

frst eight beals. As the
performance progresses, my body
and mind synchronize with the
music. L is no longer cold. in fact,
| can feel no weather -- as if my
mind has taken Mother Nature and
tocked her in her room. My solo i§

hing. | musl constantly
ramind myself not 10 gal NArvous.
1L is now time. | point lowards the
press box so thal I'm performing
for the . Eachmoveis
precise and the musical noles ring
like bells through the nighl, clear
and crisp. Bul as quickly ast
began, the s0i0 ends.

Two other selections foliow,
each with the same precision as
the first. But the show finally
ends. | am now standing on the
sideline balween the forty-five and
fifty yard knes; | am a dot that
pelongs to the'letier “B” thatis a
part of my school's naime, ,
*Mariboro.* As |'stand al

altentiors; 1 'racall ihe performance. * *

RN the Highacres Collegian —Novemper 1988

Per Slsllﬂa Heat
The day is halved; the sun, il
roasis
And all around, the ground, the
sea, the sky
Are swaltering in pain from the
sun.
One man sils, another slands.
They argue, swealing underneath
the surrays: ;
Nothing more than verbal
Tug-of-war.
Perched below umbrellas, one
" man argues
*Fool, you'll die of cancer al that
ratel
*Provoking simple argument,

*The sun we need 1o beulify the

skin
whila undarnaath our surface. it is
ulilized
For vitamin production.
*The hours wane, as does Ihe sun,
Their argument heals up, as does

"« the sun, -

Their swealy bodies shine, a8
does the sun, :

No breeze blows off the sea,

No quenching, sudden burst of
passing thunderstorm

Meanders loward the point of
argument.

*| hate you fooll Your dayis
sooni”

*Bul no, you lose, for | will not

agree: -

| love you, and refuse 1o let yo

go.

*Apolio, race your chariots

ACross our gaseous almosphere,
and pui an end

To flaming temperatures and
tempersl

There soon came night, with
peaceful rest

Benealth the aulumn iuminescent

moon,”
So high up in the sky: a crescent
bright.

. There, both men lay, at peace for

once,

For neifher could deny the fact
that nighttime follows day,

And with consensus reached:

Thay slepl in silent, 'soothing

peace, .
And none can argue otherwise
Thal peacs is unatlainable until we

sleep.
-Fritz Light

The night is very cold now, as |
fest the wind clash against the
sweal thal has developed onmy
forehead. My mind and body
congratulate each other on a job
well done. Deep down inside of
me | know that | have done well,
when we get off the figld, | am
pleased with myself. Bubbiing
inside of me is a smile irying {0
force its way oul. My body is sore
from the rigid posiures and stricl
movement that | had been
resiricted to, bul | ignore this, for |
am exhulled o the greatest
degree. Thare is a feeling inside
of me that is unexplainable. This
fealing can naither be taught nor
learned, nor injacted nor obiained,
by any physical means. This
fealing comes from an unknown
place, deep within us, and only we
have the capabilily of releasing it.
| call this feeling “exceeding
yourself,” and this is whal makes
life all worthwhiie.



