






























































THECREATUREINTHEALLEY 

The woman's quick footsteps made a hollow echo; the c1ap­
claps of her cheap high-heeled boots broke the eerie silence of the 
empty alleyway; empty, except for the creature. The woman whose 
name tag said "J aneane" pulled her tan raincoat tighter about her 
in a vain attempt to ward off the penetrating chill. She knew it was 
foolish for a young woman such as her to pass through a dark 
alley at night, but she was tired and it was a good shortcut that 
would save her much time. From its concealed vantage point in 
the shadow of a garbage can, the creature stared at her. 

The small woman stared about her at the trash collected in 
piles here and there next to the mass of over-filled dumpsters and 
garbage cans, forming mountains of foul refuse stacked against the 
slimy walls of the decaying buildings to either side of the cobble­
stoned way: empty soft drink cups and crumpled up hamburger 
wrappers; used condoms and discarded hypodermic needles; old 
newspapers wet and soggy with the ever present moisture of early 
spring. From that same moisture, pools of putrid water festering 
with the pollution of motor oil and the stale urine of the homeless 
collected in the low spots of the alleyway. All of this was made 
visible to her by the dull light of a pale gibbous moon. By this 
light, J aneane saw everything; everything but the creature. A light 
drizzle could be detected in the air, evidenced by the thin patina of 
cool droplets which covered the creature's hairy face and by the 
quiet pitter-patter of water running down the sides of the old brick 
buildings through pipes rusty and covered with the little holes of 
disrepair. 

From beneath the perforated sewer grate and to the ears of 
both J aneane and the creature there came the faint squeal of sewer 
rats; their massive bodies pained for the lack of food. The rats 
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made do in these grim times with small nibbles of half eaten ham­
burgers or molding pieces of discarded pizza scrounged from 
among the refuse of the dark alley. Only the industrious sounds of 
their inhabitancy of the sewer kept the solitary creature company 
on lonely nights such as this. 

The staccato rhythm of J aneane 's hurried steps came louder 
and louder to the waiting creature's sensitive ears as she drew 
closer and closer to its concealed position. As she came almost 
directly adjacent the shadowed spot where the creature lay 
crouched in silent waiting, it decided to make itself known in the 
hope that she might take it home with her. Nudging the rusty 
garbage can which created the thick, dark shadow in which it lay 
concealed, the creature sent its dented lid tumbling down to the 
cobblestones below, where it landed with a resounding din. As the 
lid crashed to the ground, Janeane's body froze stiffly in sudden 
terror. Her once dulled wits, tired from a long day's hard work, 
were instantly replaced with the heightened instincts that her 
species had once relied heavily upon. 

The first thing her wary eyes saw as the beast emerged slowly 
from its abandoned resting place of old clothing were its yellow 
ones staring unblinkingly back at her with a haunting, phosphores­
cent glow. This sight sent Janeane into a fit of terror. Her eyes of 
deepest midnight widened to their farthest limits and her delicate 
jaw dropped sharply downwards, causing her mouth to open up in 
a silent scream of terror. As the sinuous body of the watcher came 
farther and farther into the pale moonlight Janeane sawall that it 
was, wet and matted fur, sharp and pointed fangs. Shortly, howev­
er, her mouth and eyes steadily relaxed and a thankful smile of 
relief spread across her embarrassed face. She elicited a short 
chuckle, turned her covered head away and once again resumed 
her hurried pace. 
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The stray cat stood silently in the dark alley for some time 
and watched her fade away into the cold and gloomy distance. 
Then, with a mournful "Meow" of parting sent unanswered into 
the night, the lonely little animal crawled sadly back into its cold 
bed of abandoned clothes and said goodbye to a love that it would 
never know. 

Brad Powell, 17 
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JUST BETWEEN YOU AND ME 

Miss Leslie Fenster, high school English teacher, sat at her 
desk and shook her head. In her hand was a piece of notebook 
paper, covered in the scrawling handwriting of two of her students. 
Miss Fenster frowned and read it one more time. 

Emily: Let's skip P.E. and go to the mall. 
Ariana: N ah. I like P.E. 
Emily: Oh, come on, where's your sense of adventure. 
Ariana: I sold it to a longshoreman who wanted to be a 

ballerina. He gave me a Nose for Trouble. 
Emily: I think you have enough trouble with the nose you 

already have. 
Ariana: Well, I didn't keep the nose. I traded it to a bored 

Buddhist monk for some Inner Peace. 
Emily: I'd settle for some out pe ... 
The word was never finished because that was when Miss 

Fenster had snatched the paper from under Emily's pen. 

For Miss Fenster the English language was a clear and pre­
cise tool through which the world could be placed into an orderly 
system of adverbs, prepositional phrases, and punctuation. Miss 
Fenster took a dim view of creativity; it had a way of disrupting 
the system. Miss Fenster looked over her glasses at Emily and 
Ariana. Emily was watching the dust settle in a sunbeam. Ariana 
was blowing pink, highly irritating, bubbles. 

"Emily, you may go. Tomorrow you will have a paper about 
our school's absentee policy on my desk." Emily grimaced at her 
friend, slung her back-pack over shoulder and hurried out of the 
room. 
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"Now then, Ariana. What is the meaning of this?" Miss 
Fenster waved the paper back in forth. 

"Please define your pronoun, Miss Fenster," replied Ariana 
sweetly. The muscles along Miss Fenster's jaw tightened. 

"Ariana, what is the meaning of the nonsense you wrote on 
this piece of paper?" 

"It isn't nonsense." 

"Do you expect me to believe that you sold your sense of 
adventure? Ariana, a sense of adventure is not a tangible object. 
You cannot sell a non-tangible object." Miss Fenster looked stern­
I y at Ariana. 

"You mean education is a tangible object?" Ariana's face was 
innocent, but her eyes twinkled just a bit too much. Miss Fenster 
opened her mouth to riposte, but Ariana cut her off. "You know 
what you need, Miss Fenster, is a Sense of Humor. I know where I 
can get one, real cheap." Ariana leaned forward and stretched her 
face into a smile that a used car salesman would have paid for. 

Miss Fenster was uncomfortable. This was not the way after­
school conferences were supposed to go. Ariana had a chaotic 
influence on the mind. 

"I don't need a ... " Miss Fenster turned her head, trying to dis­
connect her eyes from Ariana's. "I don't need a sense of humor." 
Miss Fenster fixed her eyes determinedly on her desk and shuffled 
through some papers. "I certainly wouldn't be silly enough to pay 
for one." Ariana stood up and slinked over to Miss Fenster's desk. 
Gently, she removed the papers from Miss Fenster's nervous 
fingers. 
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"You know what? I'm going to make you a deal. I'll lend you 
my Sense of Humor for the next twenty-four hours. Free of 
charge. And if by this time tomorrow you aren't perfectly con­
vinced that you want a sense of humor for our very own, I will 
never trouble you or your class again. What do you say Miss 
Fenster?" Ariana held out her hand, ready to shake. 

Miss Fenster could never say afterwards just what came over 
her. She would only say that her hand had slowly risen, without 
any direction from her mind, and shaken Ariana's hand. 

"You won't regret this, Miss Fenster. Trust me." Ariana 
picked up her bag and walked out of the room without being dis­
missed, but Miss Fenster didn't even notice. After a while, Miss 
Fenster locked her room, went to her car and drove to the grocery 
store. In the store she absentmindedly selected a cart and wheeled 
it down the produce isle. It wasn't until the frozen food section 
that Miss Fenster began to notice the difference. 1\vo ancient 
women stood next to the yogurt, gabbing about injuries and 
insults. 

One said "Yes, it's true, that nasty dog bit me right below the 
coffee shop." 

Miss Fenster found herself giggling all the way into the chips 
and soda aisle. There a man, with nothing but vegetables in his 
cart, was buying four bags of pigskins. Next to him a woman 
picked up two tins of bean dip and placed them in her cart next to 
a bottle of Pepto Bismol. Mter the toilet paper aisle Miss Fenster 
abandoned her cart and drove home. 

The next morning Miss Fenster was late for the staff meeting. 
She had started watching a Bugs Bunny cartoon and hadn't been 
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able to tear herself away. However, when she explained her late­
ness to Mrs. Smith, the head of the English department, she mere­
ly got an uncomprehending glare for her pains. And then Miss 
Fenster had the temerity to laugh at Mr. Tarlton, the P.E. teacher, 
and one of his jokes. Miss Fenster got the feeling that she'd be 
making the English department coffee for the next two months. 

Miss Fenster hurried through the day, anxiously awaiting fifth 
period and Ariana. Although in second period, she did pause long 
enough to laugh out loud at Joe, the class clown. The students 
whispered among themselves that either the world was ending or 
Miss Fenster was headed for the Western State Mental Hospital. 

Fifth period came, and then went. The bell rang and the class 
rushed away like the tide, leaving Ariana behind like an immov­
able rock. 

"So, Leslie." purred Ariana steepling her fingers. "How did 
you like having a Sense of Humor?" 

"It was nothing but trouble!" exclaimed Miss Fenster, ignor­
ing the use of her first name. "I laughed at complete strangers in 
the grocery store, Mrs. Smith thinks I'm insane, Mr. Tarlton said 
we should get together sometime, and now Joe thinks he can get 
away with his shenanigans, just because they happen to be funny! 
A sense of humor is nothing but trouble!" Miss Fenster paused, 
realizing that she had just uttered a run-on sentence. 

"Leslie, you're not looking at things from the right point of 
view. Think how boring life is without humor. I mean, when was 
the last time you had that much fun at a grocery store. As for the 
teachers, well, Mrs. Smith thinks everyone is insane and Mr. 
Tarlton is king of cute." 

33 



"What about Joe?" Miss Fenster asked sullenly. 

"You're more than a match for Joe. Trust me." Ariana smiled 
her predator smile. "Leslie, can you honestly tell me that you'd 
like to live your life without a Sense of Humor? Go ahead, picture 
it. A whole life of nasty children, boring people, stupid jokes, 
oddly shaped vegetables just being oddly shaped vegetables ... The 
list goes on. Do you really want to be that bored for the rest of 
your life?" Miss Fenster shifted uncomfortably in her chair. The 
she raised her eyes and whispered "This doesn't leave the room, 
right?" 

"It's just between you and me." Then Ariana smiled. "Now 
let's talk about price." 

Bethany Maines, 19 
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NOFARE 

There were not as near as many taxis in Seattle as there were 
back in New York. It took me fifteen minutes just to get one at the 
hotel. Usually there are taxis around a hotel like lawyers on an 
injury accident. But not in Seattle, especially at Thrifty Sleep 
hotel. 

When the taxi pulled up I was relieved to get out of the cool 
drizzle. I took a seat in the back. The taxi driver was a middle­
aged man, clean cut, glasses. He looked like a bachelor, like me. 
He wasn't too talkative, yet not too withdrawn. In New York the 
taxi drivers scared me. No matter what they do, they make me feel 
uncomfortable. But this one wasn't like the cabbies in New York. 

"Where to, pal?" 

"The Kingdome," I indicated quietly. I wasn't good with peo­
ple, I've always known that was a fault of mine. But somehow this 
cab driver made me feel different. I felt like I could tell him my 
deepest secrets. He was almost a counselor, a bartender might be a 
better example. 

"What's going on up at the dome?" he asked. 

"An investor's seminar, this is the second day. I'm going to 
be rich someday." I never would have said this to anyone, but for 
some reason I found my self opening up to him. 

"I got an uncle, Uncle James Brunette, me and my brothers 
always called him Uncle J. He bought himself some stocks and 
now he's pretty well off," he replied in a friendly tone. 
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"Yeah, yesterday was kind of a pep talk, a motivational thing, 
today they're gonna tell us the companies to invest in. This guy, 
Maurice Green, he's a smart man. He knows where to put his 
money. He knows how to make more too, charging twenty thou­
sand men two hundred dollars to go to the conventions," 1 stated, 
almost as if 1 was boasting about Mr. Green. 1 grinned a corny 
grin. The driver smiled. 

1 knew it was only a short drive to the Kingdome. It had 
awed me when 1 first saw it. 1 've never been inside a big domed 
stadium like that before. 

"Shoot, 1 missed the exit. Sorry 'bout that. Tell you what, this 
ride's on me," he said, "I wouldn't want you to have to pay extra 
because of my stupid mistake." 

"Thank you, no problem," 1 replied enthusiastically. 

"So, what's your name?" he questioned boldly. 

"Robert, Robert Lee Papp," 1 responded with a confidence 1 
had never seen in myself before. 

"My name's Allan Sparks, but you can call me AI. We might 
as well get to know each other. It's going to be a long ride." 

1 wondered what he meant by that. 

"When do we get off? The Kingdome must be five miles 
away." My friendliness had worn off and 1 was beginning to get 
irritated. He didn't reply, he just turned around, smiled and winked 
at me. 
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We weren't in Seattle any more. The city had gradually 
begun to stop. We were driving north on 1-5. "Hey, do you think 
you could take me to the dome now? I'm late." 

"I can't turn around now," he said, "you'll just have to wait." 
His smile wore off and the dark side of Allan was showing. I 
looked in his eyes through the rear view mirror. All I could see 
was evil. 

Ten more minutes passed. I began to get scared, "Just get off 
at the next exit and I'll find my way there," I demanded firmly. 

"Mr. Papp, don't worry about it; this rides on me," he hissed 
softly in a snakelike voice. It was then I knew I would never make 
it to the Maurice Green's Investor's Seminar. The minutes passed, 
they were going by so slowly. We drove by a city called Everett. I 
was getting goosebumps. I was truly afraid for my life. 

I considered my possibilities. How could I escape? As soon 
as the car stopped, at a red light or something, I would open the 
door and jump out. But cars don't stop on the freeway unless 
someone makes them stop. This time I shouted. I had a lost my 
patience, "Stop the car! I want out!" 

"But Robert, I have something very special to show you. I 
can give you what you want." These were words of a mad man! 
My blood felt like it was boiling. I knew this man was going to 
try to kill me. I had to stop him. I would just wait until he stopped 
the car. 

The evil wore off his face and he again looked like the jolly 
man I'd known before he took me on this ride. "Do not be afraid 
Mr. Papp. Please be patient. I'm going to give you something 
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Maurice Green could never give you," he remarked in a voice 
almost too friendly. I didn't know what was on his mind, but what­
ever it was, I didn't want it. It scared me. 

On a stretch of freeway, maybe fifteen minutes after we 
passed the city called Everett, we exited. We drove on a barren 
two-lane road, no cars anywhere, a perfect place for him to stop 
and have his way with me, whatever that may be. I was sweating 
like I had never sweated in all my games of tennis. He drove ten 
more minutes and turned off that road, onto a smaller, well-kept 
road. It looked like it was a driveway or something. "This is where 
he was going to kill me," I thought. I panicked! I looked the back 
seat over for things to defend myself. Nothing! I was a dead man! 
I put my head in my hands and began to cry. I noticed something. 
It was then I knew what I could do! I unbuttoned my pants, and 
pulled the drawstring out of my boxers. I would strangle Allan 
Sparks with it. I couldn't let him get me first. He turned and 
looked me in the eyes as he carefully guided the taxi down the 
road, "I'm going to make you a very happy man. I'm going to 
show you something I've never shown anyone before. We're 
almost there." I cringed. This removed any doubt about what I had 
to do to him. 

After he turned back towards the road I lifted each hand over 
his head and tightened the drawstring around his neck. He swiftly 
stopped the car, nearly knocking me through the windshield. But 
my grip remained. After a minute and a half or so he stopped 
struggling. I had killed him. I had saved my own life. 

I got out of the car and took a deep breath. I looked down the 
road. There was a gate, where the road came to an end. There was 
a sign near it. I couldn't quite make out the words. I walked down 
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maybe thirty yards. I looked at the sign again. I read it to myself 
aloud, "Brunette's Elite Investing Company." 

' ~ Good God," I whispered to myself, "what have I done? He 
really did want to make me a happy man." 

J eft Anderson, 15 

39 



glfll 1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 ~ 111111111 ~~~~\ 
FEB 17 1998 

MAY - 5 L u 

OCT I 7 2001 

-, 

~: Pierce County .ll Pierce CounJ;y Library 
: Library System ~~ Found~tion 

. . pelf pelF 5/97 (500) 


	OurOwnWords_1997-001
	OurOwnWords_1997-002
	OurOwnWords_1997-003
	OurOwnWords_1997-004
	OurOwnWords_1997-005
	OurOwnWords_1997-006
	OurOwnWords_1997-007
	OurOwnWords_1997-008
	OurOwnWords_1997-009
	OurOwnWords_1997-010
	OurOwnWords_1997-011
	OurOwnWords_1997-012
	OurOwnWords_1997-013
	OurOwnWords_1997-014
	OurOwnWords_1997-015
	OurOwnWords_1997-016
	OurOwnWords_1997-017
	OurOwnWords_1997-018
	OurOwnWords_1997-019
	OurOwnWords_1997-020
	OurOwnWords_1997-021
	OurOwnWords_1997-022
	OurOwnWords_1997-023
	OurOwnWords_1997-024
	OurOwnWords_1997-025
	OurOwnWords_1997-026
	OurOwnWords_1997-027
	OurOwnWords_1997-028
	OurOwnWords_1997-029
	OurOwnWords_1997-030
	OurOwnWords_1997-031
	OurOwnWords_1997-032
	OurOwnWords_1997-033
	OurOwnWords_1997-034
	OurOwnWords_1997-035
	OurOwnWords_1997-036
	OurOwnWords_1997-037
	OurOwnWords_1997-038
	OurOwnWords_1997-039
	OurOwnWords_1997-040
	OurOwnWords_1997-041
	OurOwnWords_1997-042
	OurOwnWords_1997-043
	OurOwnWords_1997-044
	OurOwnWords_1997-045
	OurOwnWords_1997-046

