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James: Today is the first day of school and it is way different 
from private school. The lunches are terrible, the people here are 
rude, I am one of the only white people here, and people stare at 
me like I am from another planet. It's cool though. Alii need to do 
is make the basketball team. 

Marcus: At tryouts today I saw that white kid. He's pretty good 
and with him on our team we should be the favorites to win state. 
He's almost as good as me. 

James: Today at tryouts I saw that really good black kid. We had 
better win state this year because our team is good. That black kid 
is as almost as good as me. 

Marcus: I talked to that white kid today and found out that his 
name is James. He seems like a pretty cool guy. Tomorrow I will 
ask him if he wants to go shoot some hoops. 

James: I talked to that black kid today and found out that his 
name is Marcus. He seems like a pretty cool guy. Tomorrow I will 
ask him if he wants to go shoot some hoops. 

palll Hanton- lrd place 

9-10th Grade, Covenant High School 
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The Next Plateau 
To Kurt Cobain 

From a distance she looked like a child. Skipping joy in the gut­
ter beside the curb. The water splashed and flew as she danced 
beneath her rain soaked layers of flannel and denim. The men 
didn't understand. The rhythm of clattering trash cans and honk­
ing horns was lost on them. They gave scornful looks of disap­
proval as they scurried along the sidewalk, covering their heads 
with briefcases. She would dance alone under the dark sky. Often, 
cold and hungry. 

Soon the summer came, and the rains ended. But the men still 
had eyes as dark as the clouds had once been. When the streets 
dried, she moved to the sidewalk and continued her trek across 
the city. Now she traveled among the working men. Residents 
cringed when they saw her coming near, and shop-keeps com­
plained that she drove away business. People became uneasy, and 
many questions were raised - IIWhat will we do with her? Are 
there more?" - but nobody had an answer. IIShe will corrupt our 
children," some said. lilt's not natural to be happy with so little." 
Others feared she was a fascist infiltrator, and thought she must 
be destroyed immediately. 

The police were called to talk to her, but she had broken no law. 
They called the homeless shelter, but she had never asked for a 
bed or a meal. They went as far as to call the mental hospital out­
side of town. The operator only laughed a trite laugh and said he 
was sorry but had bigger problems of his own. The days passed 
slowly, and rain clouds began to form on the horizon. 

When the rain came again, she moved back to the gutter. She 
splashed violently at the men and taunted passing cars. She was 
still a nuisance, but people ignored her when business picked 
back up. Nobody even noticed her until the rain began to fade. 

Meetings were held and tempers flared over a solution. She 
became nightly news, and the focal point of the local elections. 
Everyone had a plan, but it seemed that no one could agree on a 
single course of action. A mediator was flown in from some port 
town back East. He convinced the townsfolk that any action 
would be better than none. 

Finally, a decision was made, and the people bided their time. 
When the first day of spring arrived, she was met by the city 



S.W.A.T. team and the National Guard. They corralled her and 
forced her in the general direction of the train station. She 
seemed not to even notice their presence. She did not fight, or 
even speak to them as she skipped happily along to the station. 
Her fare was paid from the city's general fund; San Francisco was 
chosen as the final destination. They wondered what would 
become of the City by the Bay when she arrived, but rejoiced in 
the fact that she was leaving them. 

Everyone in town came to see the train pull away from the sta­
tion. With a sharp blow of the whistle, the engine lurched forward 
and she was headed for the outskirts of town. A cheer went up, 
and a parade was held in honor of her going. The people celebrat­
ed their victory. The effort which had so strongly bound them 
together was finally over. The clouds that summer were as dark as 
the eyes of the men, and as the rainy days went on, dissent began 
to grow within the people. Many doubted that they had done the 
right thing. No one could remember why they had joined in the 
mob. They wanted her back now. They were ready to listen. They 
wanted to understand. 

Lucas Howell- 1st Ploce 

"-'2th Grade, Lakes High School 
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Horsetale 
The horsetail ferns appeared overnight, sprouting out of the 

ground like the decaying hands of the undead in a-horror flick. 
They stretched from one side of the garden to the other, waving 
witli insidious innocence in the breeze; they were the cockroacnes 
of the plant kingdom. 

That morning my mother sighted the dastardly weeds, growled 
like an affronteCi mastiff abouf to be freed from Its chain, and 
donned a pair of frayed jeans, an old sweatshirt that exuded a lin­
gering scent of decaying grass, and the gray-speckled gardening 
gloves with the sma" hole near the end of the right index finger. 

Horsetail ferns can grow anywhere; I wouldn't be surprised if 
there are a few on the back siCle of the moon, grown to monstrous 
proportions out of sight of humankind. Above ground each plant 
consists of a single stem emerging from the soirwith a bundi of 
thin, cilia-like tentacles sproutmg from it. But below ground the 
roots start, where, according to my mother, they descend all the 
way down into Hell where tl1ey are nourished oy the screams of 
the damned. Once a horsetail-has sprouted somewhere, it never 
leaves, unless all of its root system is eradicated, a feat next to 
imQossible and roughly equivalent, in my estimation, to uprooting 
a flfty-year-old oak free with your bare hands. 

The dreaded horsetail fern is my mother's nemesis, and as such 
follows her everywhere; when she plants flowers, horsetails follow. 

So when they once again appeared in her garden she launched 
a quick offensive, arming herself with a kneeling pad and her 
Trowel of Doom on her way out the door: the nine A.M. warrior, 
ready for battle. 

I've never been much of a garden person. I just can't grasp the 
appeal of mucking around in the dirt, putting a few things in then 
pulling a lot of things out, and repeating the whole process when 
all of the plants die Cluring the winter. Flowers may be colorful, 
but green's a good color, foo, and grass requires much less 
upkeep. 

For my mother, however, gardening is something of a passion. 
Every weekend after another week of putting UP. with shrill off­
spring at home and a filing cabinet at work in which finding any­
thing is like diving for p'earls in shark infested waters, she escapes 
out fo her flowers. She'll get down in the dirt and coax the little 
flowers up and viciously uproot the weeds and otherwise have a 
grand old time. Until, that is, the inevitable horsetail ferns rear 
their mottled stalks. 

On this occasion I could see her outside, kneeling on her pad 
and vehemently tearing horsetails out of the ground. It wasn't 



really all that out of the ordinary, so I turned my attention to other 
matters. 

I'm not really sure how long it took me to realize that this wasn't 
the usual brief bout of horsefail slaughter, but it was at least five 
hours later when I noticed that my mother was still at it. This was 
rather odd; normally she'd go on a brief foray against the hated 
plants, then cut out at the next meal or so, her need for retribution 
sated. But now she seemed to have developed a serious vendetta, 
had totally disregarded lunch, and was still hacking away with 
her stalwart Trowel. I could see from my vantage point at the liv­
ing room window little bits and pieces of horsetail flying about, 
some of them making it to the waste bucket (which was now 
overflowing onto the grass around it), some falling short, or, in the 
more extreme cases, snooting off in the opposite airection. The 
garden was a mole hill of ditches and pits, strategically' winding 
around the flowers and other plants; it looked sometHing like a 
mine field might after a large herd of fuzzy, green bunnies had just 
hopped over It. 

Finally, though, my mother did come back inside, dirty and 
scowling and covered with horsetail guts, and I figured that was 
that. 

But I was wrong. 

Two days later, the horsetails rallied together and swarmed the 
garden in force. For all of my mother's furious troweling the roots 
nad still remained, and until the roots lie withered in a plastic 
bucket, the horsetail will continue to return, much like a vampire 
will if not staked prop'erly. And believe me, horsetails don't care 
about garlic, so tnere's one thing they have up on vampires. 
My mother was back out in the garden weeding furiously about 
four seconds after she sighted tne plants once more infringing 
upon her flowers' space, but it seemed to me that it wouldlJe 
wasted effort. As they say, When once the trowel fails, try you the 
spade. yvell, perhaps they don't actually say that, but I'm sure it's 
something close. 

I think my mother had heard that saying as well, or maybe one 
more strongly worded, for after fifteen minutes of choPPlngjmpo­
tently at the horsetails/ she disappeared around the house.lhere 
was the slam of a shea door, the snap' of protective glasses,and 
my mother came back around armed with the weed whacKer, 
gasoline fumes hovering behind. 

It probably didn't do much against the horsetail problem, but it 
was sure fun watching my motfler stand out in the garden, 
screaming what seemed to be "Diet evil plants, die!" (although I am 
an imperfect lip reader at best), while bits and pieces of horsetail 
flew all around like cows will in a large twister. 
Amazingly enough she seemed to miss most of the flowers, a feat 
which I personalfy could never hope to duplicate. I, too, have had 
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the opportunity to use the weed whacker, and it has always been 
my experience that it is extremely reticent about only whacking 
weeds, that in fact it will whack just about anything nearby' thaf is 
living and more than two inches off the ground. I've even had it 
leap towards bushes, as a red-eyed, drooTIng, ravenous Doberman 
Pinscher will toward a particularly scrumptious looking visitor's 
leg; the thing is practically uncontrollable. But my mofher was 
controlling if; I guess that's what righteous anger will do for a per­
son. 

After her hour of whacking, my mother returned to the house, a 
satisfied smile upon her lips and dismembered horsetail in her 
hair. 

But, as ever, the horsetail returned. 

And that was when my mother discovered "Weed-B-Gone" at 
the local hardware store. It was advertised as a heavy-duty' weed 
killer, although the small print warned that in concentratea form it 
was not selective. Apparently my mother didn't read the small 
print. She was by now so enraged at the horsetails that she just 
started slinging the stuff around the garden. I think that Weed-B­
Gone musfhave been a close cousin of nitroglycerin; the plants lit­
erally went up in smoke. 

After a surprisingly brief interval, quiet descended over the gar­
den, and as the smoke dissipated my mother was revealed grin­
ning like a death's head, alone upon a desolate patch of dirt that 
hac been completely scoured of life. 

So now we smile contentedly from our new cement patio at our 
neighb<;>rs' plight as they engage in their hopeless battles against 
horsetails. 

Ian Beck- 2ndP/ace 

" - '2th Grade, Sumner High School 



Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young 

Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young came on the radio as Tess drove 
down the dark roads towards her house, wondering what her par­
ents were going to say when she told them. She supposed that 
her mom would tell her that things never go as planned, but that's 
part of life. Her dad would probably throw a glass or two, break­
ing the few they had left in their cupboard. 

"Rejoice, rejoice, we have no choice but to carryon ... " 
The lyrics caught Tess as she struggled to piece together the 
shambles that her life had become. She was so tired of things 
being the same. For her entire life, her mom had been the posi­
tive, upbeat parent and her dad the angry, pessimistic parent. 
Both of them didn't believe in showing emotions, and got angry 
with her for "acting like a baby." Tess fretted over telling them the 
story, because she knew she could never tell it without feeling. 

The night had started innocently. Tess, her boyfriend James, 
and four of his friends were driving out to the coast to build a 
bonfire and play in the ocean. The hour-long drive was fun, with 
talk easy and playful tension building in the air. The beach had 
been amazing - Tess left the group behind and danced in the 
wind, salt air stinging her cheeks and the moon blazing down on 
her like a spotlight. 
liThe questions of a thousand dreamsIWhat you do and what you 
see ... " 

The song played quietly on the radio as Tess recalled how one 
of James's friends had given her a beer and walked with her out 
into the surf. He's sweet, Tess recalled thinking, and felt at ease 
with this guy she had never met before. The ease ended though, 
when Tess woke up, the 5 guys standing around her laughing and 
joking. She had fallen asleep? Why was she lying on the ground -
last she remembered she had been playing in the warm ocean 
waves. She sat up and felt a stabbing pain in her sides; it was so 
intense that she leaned over and threw up several times in the 
damp sand. James came over and squatted down by her, smiling 
and inviting her to come join them. She passed though, and 
reached over to cover herself with one of the guy's jackets. Out of 
the pocket fell a bottle of pills - unmarked - almost empty. Tess 
panicked, staggered off the blanket and demanded to know what 
had happened to her. James just smiled dumbly and the other 
guys looked off at the moon. It only took a few minutes for Tess to 
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figure out the truth - date rape. Retreating into a world of pain 
and emotional turmoil, she didn't talk for the entire ride home. 
When the group reached the gas station where Tess had parked, 
James tried to reach out and hold her. She ripped her arms from 
his grasp and stumbled over to her car. That was the easy part. 
Guns N' Roses was on the radio now. 
"I know it's hard to keep an open heart/When even friends seem 
out to harm you ... " 

Tears slipped down Tess's cheeks, and she felt her will falling 
with those tears. She pulled into her driveway and saw her mom's 
smiling face in the window. She turned off the car and sat there 
for a few minutes until she could see worry set in her mom's eyes; 
it was only then that she pushed open the door and stepped into 
the damp grass next to the driveway. Pain accompanied her with 
every step as she slowly made her way towards the house. 
Her mom greeted her at the door, asking questions about the 
evening and how it had gone. Tess sat down on the couch next to 
her dad and gave him a weak smile. Her voice cracked as she told 
her parents the story; she felt her dad tense up next to her, and 
saw her mom's cheerful mask shatter. Her dad got off the couch, 
stalked angrily into the kitchen and grabbed a glass out of the 
cupboard. The pieces went everywhere as the cup hit the wall and 
shattered. Tess's mom got up and grabbed the dustpan, sweeping 
up the mess. A few moments later, the backdoor closed as Tess's 
parents went outside to the deck. 

Tess decided to leave them a note before she went upstairs to 
bed. She scribbled on a piece of paper and placed it on their bed. 
"Mom and Dad - I'm really sorry that I screwed up so bad. I didn't 
mean to and I really trusted James. You guys did too, I'm 
sorry ... but I don't know how to fix this." 

Around 3 A.M., Tess felt herself being prodded awake. Her mom 
stood over her, looking bleak as tears slid down her cheeks. Her 
dad stood in the background, pretending not to be too involved in 
what was going on. Tess's mom grabbed her shoulders and pulled 
her out of the bed. They took her down to the car and buckled her 
in. 

The radio came on; Wilson Phillips was on now. 
"No one can change your life except for you/ Don't ever let anyone 
step all over you/ Just open your heart and your mind/ Is it really 
fair to feel this way inside?" 



The car was silent for the entire drive and Tess wondered where 
they were going. It wasn't long before they reached the 
Emergency Room though, and a nurse came out to greet them. 
Tess's parents explained the entire situation, and Tess was taken 
into an exam room. She explained what was going to happen but 
Tess didn't really care; she just wanted to curl up in her bed and 
forget the world. The whole process only took a half-hour and 
then the nurse asked Tess if she wanted to press charges. Tess was 
speechless; she had loved James, but now she couldn't have hated 
him any more. She nodded and a cop came in to take her state­
ment. 

At home the next morning, Tess sat at the breakfast table and 
poked at her toast. Everything looked disgusting and she thought 
about going back to bed. Before she could leave the kitchen 
though, her mom came in and sat next to her. She smiled and 
gave Tess a pat on the back. Everything will be ok, she said, some­
times life gives you things that you don't plan for. Tess smiled 
weakly. But then her mom started talking about "horrible James" 
and what an awful person he was - her anger was so great that 
Tess almost laughed in surprise. A few moments later, her dad 
came in and sat next to her. He looked her in the eyes and she 
could see tears. He smiled at her and told her that everything 
would be all right, because he would always be there for her. Tess 
didn't really know what to say - everything was changing so 
quickly. 

On the radio on the way to the store that afternoon, Crosby, 
Stills, Nash and Young came on again. 

"Rejoice, rejoice, we have no choice but to carryon ... " 
Tess sighed. 

Karin Pearsnn- 3u1 Place 

11-12th Grade, Gig Harbor High School 
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