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Dedication 
 

 

 To give of oneself is quite possibly the most noble and selfless act 

a human being can undertake. According to our own individual gifts,  

talents, abilities and dispositions, we are able to give of ourselvesðif we 

so desireðand to do so in a variety of ways. Some give through writing,  

others through poetry, musical instruments, lyrics, and vocals, artistic  

endeavors on canvas and other mediums, dancing, acting, mime, and  

even photography. 

 

 I have discovered the true meaning of the words of an unknown 

writer who once wrote: ñPeople are like stained glass windows. Theyôre 

all bright and shiny when the sun is shining, but once sun has gone down, 

the true beauty can only be seen if there is enough light to shine from 

within.ò 

 

 For each of the past nineteen years, Lamar State College-Port  

Arthur has provided a gallery of stained glass windows in the form of its 

student entries to Expressions. This is provided for our reading and  

viewing as well as for our edification. Both winning student entries, 

faculty and staff have graced the pages of this fine literary magazine have 

allowed their own lights to shine brightly from deep within themselves. 

 

 As a Lamar State College-Port Arthur alumnus, I have had the 

pleasure of entering in Expressions and winning. I have also had the 

honor of walking in the company of ðand footsteps of those who 

accompanied and proceeded me. As you read the words within and enter 

future contests, I hope you will walk proudly and boldly in the same path. 

 

 May the wellspring of your creativity never run dry. 

 

 

John R. Nosler 

Class of 2002 

Member of Sigma Kappa Delta 
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Short Story-First Place 
A Shameful Killing 
William H. Davis, Jr. 

 

 Charlie checked the Jiffy Mart from the phone booth. Old Leonard would 

be closing soon.  He tried to imagine the look on the old manôs face when 

he saw the gun. 

 He pulled the pistol from his pocket and looked at it again. A .38  

caliber. He didnôt know the make or model. All he knew was when he had  

it, he was a big man. 

 Charlie had suffered from ñlittle manôs complexò all his life. He wasnôt 

really small enough to have a complex-he just did. He had tried being a 

bully, but that had gotten him beaten up several times. Still, he never lost an 

opportunity to prove to himself that he was tough, or smart, or fast or any 

number of things he wasnôt. 

 When Charlie had been paroled the first time, he was sure people would 

respect him because of his tattoos. He acted as he did before; people 

responded as they had before. When he was paroled the second time, with 

more tattoos, he was even more sure people would respect him. Surely 

someone with his experience was to be respected. Charlie was 

dumbfounded to learn that children and little old ladies were the only ones 

who showed something even close to what he considered respect. Of 

course, after Charlieôs early childhood and first twenty years of adult life, 

his thinking was so distorted that he could no longer grasp what real respect 

was; the concept of fear and respect were hopelessly confused in his mind. 

Was it something from prison? No one knew. Charlie had driven away 

every friend that he had ever had. Everyone made him feel like a no-body. 

He noticed movement at the Jiffy Mart. A customer leaving. It was time, 

and soon old Leonard would know he was somebody. 

 He told himself that if the old man made one smart ass remark, he would 

shoot him on the spot. The old man had already shown a marked lack of 

respect. Leonard had no right to be as cocky as he was. Why he was hardly 

bigger then Charlie and had to be sixty. On the day he had ejected the 

shoplifters, that old cuss actually slapped one of them up side the head. ñIf 

he had done me like thatéò Charlieôs thoughts trailed off as he felt  

apprehension swell up inside. ñIôm not afraid of that old bastard.ò He  

realized he said this aloud. He looked at the revolver again. Time to do it. 

 The isolated location of the Jiffy Mart seemed to make it an ideal mark. 

The fact that his residence was only two miles away didnôt seem to be an 

obstacle to his plan for quick money. Those who do not learn from their 
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 As Charlie neared the entrance of the store, he noticed the old man had 

removed his shirt. In his tank top style undershirt, his numerous tattoos 

were visible. So this was why the old man always wore long sleeves. He 

found himself stopped at the front door. Then his heart skipped a beat as the 

old man turned and looked directly at him. Seconds passed. The old coot 

just stared; then he turned away and returned to the mundane task of closing 

up. Charlie pushed ever so lightly on the door. The bolt rattled in its  

housing. The door was locked. He felt relief. Then he cussed the old man 

under his breath. ñYouôre a lucky old S.O.B., Leonard. ñIôd oféò He stood 

there looking at the road and thought of his leaking frame house only two 

miles away. He fumed at his inheritance. He should have been given more 

land. Instead, he was given only a few acres and that shack. His brother 

Wayne had always been favored, he hadé Charlie was startled by a  

rattling. Before he could snap to old Leonard was standing there asking, 

ñYou need something kid?ò He stood frozen staring at the old man. ñWell, 

Sonny, if you need something, you better say something cus Iôm closingéò 

 ñThat old smart-ass, I ought ôaéò His thoughts were confused. more time 

passed. 

 ñIôm forty-one...old man.ò There, he had spoken defiantly; he  

wasnôt afraid of Leonard. The old manôs eyes squinted, producing a deep 

set of crowôs feet at each temple. ñListen, son, I donôt give a good shit how 

old you are. You either gonna buy something and damn fast, or Iôlockin the 

door.ò The old manôs stare intensified. 

 ñUh, yeah, uh...some beer.ò ñWell I donôt deliver. Hurry your ass up.ò 

Charlie stepped in as if walking through a minefield. He walked to the 

cooler, retrieved a six-pack, not noticing the brand. His mind was racing. 

As he set the six-pack on the counter the old man leaned over and asked, 

ñJust what the hell are you up to. sonny boy? Whatôs this supposed to be, a 

gosh-damn stick up?ò Charlie was caught completely off guard. As he 

reached his hand into his pocket the old man held up a hand. 

 ñBefore you pull that piece, let me tell you something, Charlie. I donôt 

intend to give you a mother scratchôen dime. As long as you donôt show me 

that, whatever it is you got stashed in your jacket, I can tell sell you this six-

pack of friggnô soda you call beer and forget this. But you pull a damn gun 

on me and I swear Iôll make you kill me. There ainôt a chance in hell youôll 

get away with this. So make up your mind. And do it now, sonny boy.ò 

Charlie was trembling so hard he couldnôt conceal it. At that moment car 

lights flooded the store entrance. 

 As if things werenôt bad enough, a lawman. A damned county lawman. 

A big lumbering uniformed officer exited the car, pushed on the front door 

and asked, ñYou still open, Leonard?ò  
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 Charlie laid a five dollar bill on counter. The big officer stopped for a 

moment. ñEverything okay Leonard?ò 

 ñNo, hell no everything ainôt okay, itôs ten minutes after midnight, and I 

got a fat-ass cop and a snot-nose punk still millôn around. Yaôll got one 

minute, and I lock yaôll up in here.ò Charlie hurried out without collecting 

his change. The big officer set a big bag of chips and a candy bar on the 

counter.  

 He watched Charlie until he was out of sight. ñThat guy is  

trouble.ò Leonard met the big officerôs state. ñWas a time they said that 

about me.ò  

 The big officer laughed out loud. ñHell, Leonard, you were  

trouble. Ainôt that old Minnie Prestonôs nephew? Leonard looked up and 

answered, ñDonôt know, donôt care.ò With the big guys sense of humor 

completely dampened, he paid for his chips and left, grumbling under his 

breath. 

 The door came almost off its hinges. Not because Charlie was a powerful 

kicker, but because it was so old and dilapidated. The mutt that he had been 

abusing for the last two months ran for the couch. After scurrying  

under the couch she poked her snout out looking up at her master as only a 

loyal dog can do. ñThat old bastard!ò 

 Charlie felt as if his brain would explode with rage. ñThat old bastard 

called the cops. I know he didéò He kicked at the coffee table sending it 

flying through the air. He flung the six-pack of grape soda he had mistaken 

for beer against the wall. He leaned over and called to the mutt. She came 

hugging the floor, tail between her legs. Charlie looked down at the dog. 

Seeing something of himself in the quivering mass he again lashed out, 

burying the toe of his boot into the dogôs ribs. The force sent the mutt into 

the corner with several broken ribs. It was then Charlie noticed the small 

mound on the floor. 

 ñYou shit on the floor againéò The mutt was trying to get to her feet 

when Charlie pulled the revolver from his jacket pocket. In a complete rage 

now he leveled the front sight on the dog. ñDie you bitch!ò One shot, a  

second, a third. Six in all, the shots echoing in the darkness. 

 The first round knocked a tuft of fur from the mutts hip, the force 

spinning the animal around. The exiting bullet splattering the water-stained 

sheet rock with blood as it penetrated the clap board sheathing. The second 

round clipped the dogs foreleg, almost severing it. The third hit low in the 

rib cage glancing down through the stomach spilling intestinal fluid out in a 

stream. The forth round struck the floor well in front of the animal, sending 

splinters into the air. The fifth round struck the shoulder at a sharp angle, 

slashing open a six-inch gap, then glancing away. The mutt lay bleeding  
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profusely. Charlie then kicked at the bleeding whimpering animal. 

 Leonard opened the store at 7:00am as he had done for years. He had  

just opened the front door when the big county officer pulled up. He again 

lumbered his way into the Jiffy Mart. ñSay Leonard, did you hear about 

Minnie Prestonôs nephew? Charlie somethingé? He tore up the old house 

that Minnie left him, then blew his brains out. Shot the dog, too.ò Leonard 

didnôt acknowledge him. 

 ñHell, Leonard, that could have been you. They placed the time of death 

about 1:00 a.m. A constable thought he heard a shot.ò Leonard looked up 

with his usual cold stare. ñShot the dog, huh? 

 ñA Shameful Killing.ò 
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Photography-First Place 
April Arredondo 
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Short Story-Second Place 
Extreme Communication 
William H. Davis, Jr. 

 

 Matthew tried to hear Master Kimôs words. He tried to feel as he felt in 

Master Kimôs presence. ñNever react out of fear or angeréò But this was 

not an exercise in the dojo. This was not a controlled engagement; it was for 

real. These were real thugs. Street hoods, not his fellow students were 

acting as aggressors. The one facing him now out weighed him by, 

what...thirty pounds? And there was the knife. 

 He made a conscious effort to control his breathing. As he did a fact 

came into sharp focus. He had never tested his marital skills under real 

conditions. He thought of the upcoming test for his black belt. He had been  

assured by many that to earn a black belt from Master Kim Jong, he would 

get bruised-several times. 

 As apprehensive as he was about facing the master in a real fight, this 

was different, much different. Matthew remembered his green belt. Master 

Kim had promised him, ñOne of my green belts fight good. Very good.ò He 

had one eye almost closed and a near dislocated wrist as a result of his 

green belt test, not to mention how he hurt after earning his brown belt. He 

wondered at his anxiety over this fellow facing him now. When once a 

fellow student ask Master Kim about what to do in such a situation, he 

answered, ñGive as much consideration as time will allow.ò 

 The sound of the fellow asking something about money while 

brandishing the knife barely registered as he tried to follow Master Kimôs   

instructions.  Consider...as much as time allows. He noticed his adversary 

had a weak chin. He was also missing a tooth. He stood slouching as if his 

back hurt. The other fellow, about his size, looked nervous, as if he had had 

too much coffee. Matthew remembered the multiple attacker exercise:  

address the most immediate threat first. This would be the big guy with the 

knife, who was repeating his demand for payment. From the back of his 

mind Master Kim spoke, ñhonest words transcend evil intentionsòé Matt 

found his voice, ñIôll not give you anything. I am well prepared to defend 

myself.ò Matt stepped back into an open stance. There was silence. 

 The big guy had a puzzled look on his face. He looked to his left to ask 

his cohort if he had heard correctly. Matt noticed he had taken his eyes 

completely off him. A show of disrespect to a martial artist, a fatal mistake 

in a street fight. 

 Matt had an urge to fire a front kick into his groin. Then he heard  

Master Kim again, ñAh Matt-u, Thucydides sayô of all manifestations of 
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had even heard of Thucydides, he realized his breathing had slowed 

considerably. He also imagined how this fellow lost his tooth. Matt noticed 

movement as the smaller of the two stepped away. It was then he noticed 

the guy was armed with a length of pipe. So they were both armed. This 

perhaps changed things. 

 He was aware of the big guy speaking again, this time the words ñWaste 

your assò registered loud and clear. As if almost by cue he heard Master 

Kim, confidence and courage far out-weigh cowardly boasting.ò 

 As if he was hearing someone else say it Matt heard himself answer, ñtry 

it you big buffoon, see what happens.ò 

 The big guy took a step towards Matt. He responded by assuming a 

Kwon Boxing stance. The big guy stopped at what he thought was a safe 

distance. Holding the knife out trying to threaten, he snidely remarked, 

ñyou think you Kung Fu or someôn.ò Matt noticed a slight trembling of the 

knife. He saw doubt in the big manôs eyes. 

 ñAh Matt-u eyes, window of soul.ò 

 Mattôs words seem to come from inside. ñI am a student of Master Kim 

Jong.ò 

 The big guy again looked at his partner in crime. ñAinôt that the gook 

who messed big Burnis up?ò 

 Before he could answer Matt found himself speaking. ñMr. Jong is a 

master of Korean marital arts; he is an honorable man. I advise you to speak 

respectfully or Iôlléò 

 The big guy was taken back by the fact that Matt had closed the distance 

between them. In an over reaction to this he stepped back, stumbling 

backward as he did. 

 The big guyôs question sparked Matthewôs memory. A newspaper article, 

ñWould be Rapist Hospitalized by Local Martial Arts Instructor.ò In fact it 

was this story that brought Matthew to Master Kim Jongôs, Hwa Rang Do 

studio. He remembered how impressed he had been with the  

witnessesô descriptions of the confrontation, He also remembered how 

repulsed he had been by the character of the big Burnis fellow. 

 Burnis Hargrove, ex-heavy weight boxer, three-time loser, drug addict, 

sex offender, one of those who seem to continually fall through the cracks. 

Hargroveôs luck ran out when he put his hands on young Linda Jong. Had 

big Burnis not been high on PCP, its likely that Master Kim would not have 

broken an arm...dislocated his shoulder...smashed a knee cap...gouged out 

an eye...and fractured his skull. But the big man couldnôt get enough. 

 Matt was brought from his memories by the smaller guyôs voice, ñSay 

Spike, letôs donôt mess with this Jap hocus pocus; itôs bad man.ò The big 

guy looked from Matt, to his cohort, back to Matt; his uncertainty was  
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painfully obvious. The Masterôs words again came to Matthew. ñAlways 

remember Matt-u, an attacker must win, the vanquished must only survive.ò 

Could he avoid this confrontation? His martial arts philosophy required him 

to do so if possible. He knew Master Jong would not accept an insult as an 

excuse for fighting. ñMatt-u, Hwa Rang Do code, better to accept insult 

than risk danger or injury, better to injure than to maim, better to maim than 

to kill, better to kill than to be killed. Each man must decide for himselféò 

 The masterôs words were cut short. 

 The big guy stepped forward, teeth clinched. In one fluid motion Matt 

fired a front kick into the big manôs groin. The big guy bent at the waist as 

if suddenly violently ill and vomiting. His knife wielding arm extended, 

was an easy mark. Over and back. The knife rattled as it hit the pavement. 

 As if in slow motion the smaller of the two raised the length of pipe over 

his head. Matt felt the side kick start in his shoulders, the motion traveling 

through his body, his hips picking up the momentum, his left leg  

firing out. Textbook in its execution, the extension was perfect. He was 

barely aware of the resistance offered by the guyôs solar plexus. The kick 

lifted his attacker off his feet sending him several yards through the air. He 

landed squarely on his back struggling to regain his breathing. 

 Matt stood there. He heard Master Kimôs voice, ñMatt-u, had you good 

cause to risk such dangeréò He was startled. This time the voice was real. 

He turned to see Master Kim standing a few feet behind him. 

 He assumed the respect-stance, bowed at the waist. ñSensi.ò Master Kim 

bowed slightly in response. ñForgive me Sensi, after all your teaching I 

allowed myself to react out of anger.ò 

 Master Kim looked into Matthewôs eyes and without his lips moving he 

clearly heard his words, ñAh Matt-u, sticks and stoneséò 

 Matthew bottom jaw dropped. He realized the old legend of a Hwa Rang 

Do master, being able to project his thought telepathically was fact. All he 

could do was utter, ñMaster Kiméò 

 Master Kim smiled. ñCome Matt-u, you have much to learn.ò The 

moment was broken by the sudden moaning of the big guy suffering from 

his dislocated shoulder. 

 Matthew looked around and asked, ñMaster Kim, what about them?ò 

 ñAh Matt-u, they have much to learn as welléò 
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Short Story-Third Place 

Letter and Dispatches 
William H. Davis, Jr. 

 

 TO: Sarah Ann McMillian   FROM: Lt. Andrew 

McMillian 

  P.O. Box 100, Rt. 1     MAC-SOG, 

2nd Battalion 

  Barns City, Iowa      Ranger 

Co. 123, Attc 24th 

          

 Mech Infantry Division 

          

 Baghdad, Iraq 

 

Dear Sarah: 

 I love and miss you, Darling. Iôm sure you know by now that not only 

did I survive the snake bite, but it go me two weeks off duty. Thing about 

those saw-scaled viperôs, the bite is subject to infection after most other 

wounds heal. But the free-bee is over soon. Just as well, Iôm getting antsy 

in this infirmary. The photos of little Andy did my heart good. So he 

learned to walk already? Hopefully this freeze on tour rotation will end 

soon. Sarah, give my love to all. I have looked at the photo of you and  

little Andy every day for the last two weeks. I love you Sarah. God Bless. 

  Andy 

_______________ 

 

 TO: Lt. Andrew McMillian  FROM: Art McMillian 

  MAC-SOGé      P.O. Box 100é 

 

Dear Andy: 

 You donôt know how relieved your mother was to learn how prepared 

you Rangers are. She was also hoping the snake bite would get you sent 

home. She and Sarah talked about it for a week. They both suffer every day, 

Andy. It reminds me of Nam, only there it was bamboo vipers and Kraits. 

Those damned Kraits. Donôt know of one victim of a Kraitôs bite to survive. 

Fortunately, youôre working under different conditions. Still, the lack of 

cover has got to be hell for recon. The corn crop is looking good. May 

apply for that government subsidy if they pass it. Your father would be 

proud of you, Andy. Just keep your head down and watch out for  
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 TO: Robert Hammons, Sr.   FROM: Lt. Andrew McMillian 

  215 Crescent Drive     MAC-SOGé 

Dear Mr. Hammons: 

 It is with deep regret that I fulfill this promise to my friend Bob. Your 

son was my best friend and respected by all. He believed deeply in what he 

was doing. Your son died a hero. He saved many of us. We were caught in 

the open, and Bobby laid down suppressive fire for over seven minutes. He 

laid behind a small berm no more then eight inches high. Withering fire was 

coming from all directions. His actions allowed us to regroup and call for 

air cover. He not only saved us, but basically the whole convoy. Some of 

the trucks were carrying wounded. Major Drake has recommended Bobby 

for a Silver Star. His absence leaves a void in the 123rd. Please let Uncle 

Art and me know if there is anything we can do for your family. 

God Bless you all. 

  Lt. Andrew McMillian 

_______________ 

 

 TO: Sarah McMillian    FROM: Lt. Andrew 

McMillian 

  P.O. Boxé.       MAC-

SOGé 

Dear Sarah: 

 I love and miss you Darling. Sorry itôs been so long since Iôve written. 

Things are heating up a bit. Iôve been pretty pre-occupied here of late.  

Recon is getting more difficult. Insurgents seem to be everywhere. I hear 

there may be an official inquiry into last monthôs ambush. Major Drake is 

raising hell. They keep putting him off, oh, I got the care package. Thank 

the ladies at church for all of 1st platoon. The cookies were great. We will 

be leaving early, so I must sign off. Give my love to Mom and Uncle Art. I 

love you all. God Bless. 

  Andy 

________________ 

 

 TO: Col. Harold C. Chuckworth FROM:  Maj. W.H. Drake 

  Commander, MAC-SOG    Dep. 

Com.,MAC-SOG 

  Command One, 2nd Battalion,   2nd Battalion, 

Ranger 

  Ranger Co., LRRP, Attc.,    Co., 123, Attc., 

24th 

  24th Mech Infantry Div.,    Mech Infantry 
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No less than twenty men under my command are over due on their rotation, 

and the 123rd has taken on every Class Two assignment for the lost ninety 

days. The continued rumors of an intelligence failure are causing a lapse in 

morale. My request was on behalf of my men as much as it was the security 

of 2nd Battalion. I ask you to reconsider Col. Chuckworth. 

  Maj. W.H. Drake 

 

___________________ 

 

 TO: Maj. W.H. Drake   FROM: Col. Harold C. 

Chuckworth 

  Dep., Com., MAC-SOG   Commander, MAC-

SOG 

  Ranger Co., 123é    Command Oneé 

Maj. Drake, 

 Your concern for the security of 2nd Battalion is noted. Your requests 

are denied. All of them. The 123rd attached Ranger Co. will do its historic 

duty, without question, to the last man if necessary. I suggest that if you 

properly disciplined your men they would not give merit to rumors. The 

ambush of June 9th was unavoidable. We are at war, Maj. Drake. I expect 

you and the 123rd to act accordingly. As soon as this unnecessary inquiry is 

concluded, I will deal with you insubordination. 

  Col. Harold C. Chuckworth 

________________ 

 

 TO: Maj. W.H.Drake   FROM:Capt. Frank Cromwell, 

MD,PPS 

  Dep., Com., MAC-SOG        2nd Battalion, Med. Corp. 

  2nd Battalion          Attc, 24th Mech Infantry 

Div. 

Maj. Drake: 

 It is my considered opinion that after reviewing Lt. Andrew  

McMillianôs last psychological profile he be pulled from active duty  

Immediately. He is suffering from sever Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome as 

a result of the June 9th ambush of the Baghdad convoy. I have written  

directly to Col. Chuckworth, to no avail. I feel it is my duty to warn you of 

his condition. Unfortunately my superiors do not agree with my diagnosis. I 

will be contacting the A.G. about this matter. 

  Capt. F. Cromwell, Md. PPS 

  2ns Battalion, Med. Corpé 

_____________ 
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Col.Chuckworth: 

 Harry, we have known each other for a long time. I write this letter as a 

friend. I hope my next one will not be in my official capacity as J.A.G. of 

this sector. The old man is on my ass, Harry. I just received a file from  

INCOM and it contained your last three replies to Maj. Drake of the 123rd. 

I had to polish the generalôs brass to get him to let me clean this up 

unofficially. Several people up high are receiving really bad press from the  

families of the June 9th ambush. The August 22nd incident has been worse. 

I have to tell you, Harry, your last reply to Maj. Drake was considered a 

direct threat by out office. Itôs not my call Col., but everyone in C.D.I.  

believes the Al-hag are reliable. And scuttlebutt had it youôre sending; the 

123rd out on a C-1. If the Al-haq is right again...Well, it will cost you, Col. 

Oh, yes, Maj. Drake has let it be known he has already notified Sen. Drake. 

Youôre playing very dangerous game. Harry, please take this under 

consideration. 

  Lt. Ralph DeWitt  

  J.A.G. 24thé 

______________ 

 TO: Lt. Andrew NcMillian           FROM: Maj. W.H. Drake 

            (OPERATIONAL DIRECTIVE)  Dep., Com., MACé 

 MACé     24thé 

 Andy, I did what I could, if it means anything Iôve contacted Dad. Iôm 

afraid it wonôt help in time for this next one. That bastard Chuckworth has 

assigned us direct escort on a hot one. Word has it I am to be relieved of 

command if I survive this. I will be with the 123rd this time. Go ahead and 

requisition what ever we need. Iôll sign it!! It will surely get bad out there. 

Chuckworth thinks this will get him a star. Iôm also trying to get some air 

cover. The Col. Seems to balk at every safety measure available. 0400 

Andy, may God go with us Lt. 

  Maj. Drake, Dep., COM., MACé 

_____________ 

 TO: Maj. W.H. Drake 

         Dep., Com., MAC-SOG 

         2nd Battalion, Range Co. 123 

                Attc. 24th Infantry Div. 

***OP. DIR.  EQUIP REQ  *** (op. Eqp. Invoice) 

15ééM 1026 HMMWV (Humvee) 

 (4, MBð50 cal. Mountings) 

 (6Mð60 BMG mountings) 

27éé.SAW 249  

 (6000 Rnds SSð109 5.56 ammo) 
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 (300, 200 Rnd assault paks) 

117ééM-193 Fragmentation grenades 

12éé..M-60, BMG 

 (2200 Rnds, M-127, 7.62 NATO Ammo) 

(all personal weapons to be charged by individuals) 

 

1 CCCP (Soviet)  RPG-7, 5 inserts (Cap., Supply) 

 Note: Lt. Mac,  I gave you all the M-193 frags we have and all 

the .60 ammo. Say Mac, I donôt know what the hell is going on, no one 

seems too. But yôall keep your heads down. All the 24th are praying for the 

123rd. Donôt know what you will do with the RPGôs, but Maj. Drake said 

heôd take full responsibility. I guess you know what F- - - worth has 

planned for him. Oh, yeah, these inserts are the new copper-based  

magnesium. Supposed to penetrate 300mm of plate. Good luck Andy. 

  Lt. J.C. Moore 

  24th Infantry Sup. Mag. 

_____________ 

Associated Press Bulletin: 

 A fierce attack on another Baghdad convoy was beaten back by heavily 

armed Rangers and helicopter gun ships. A battle lasted for over an hour 

Monday, leaving at least five American soldiers dead and twenty wounded. 

Over fifty insurgents were killed ***In a separate incident a highly  

decorated officer, Colonel Harold C. Chuckworth was killed and his driver 

critically injured when an insurgent fired an RPG at his vehicle. Col.  

Chuckworth had come under criticism recently for his failure to pay heed to 

certain intelligence channels considered reliable by many. The Colonelsô 

body will be flown back to the States for the funeral ***In Far Northern 

Iraqé 

________________ 

 

Uncle Art: 

 I hope I havenôt hurt you all too bad by not writing. I couldnôt. Uncle 

Art, you always taught me that sometimes a manôs heart is contrary to his 

thinking. You have been like a Father to me. If Dad had lived I would be 

telling him this now. I hope you can forgive me. There was something I felt 

I had to do...  

15 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

General Art-First Place 

Serenity 
Ryan Andrew Hanson 
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Short Story-Honorable Mention  
F.L.O. 

Julio A. Marcos 
 

  We came upon the building where the hostages were being held. It was 

early morning and the place was still virtually deserted. It was 7:10, and we 

knew the place would start buzzing with activity. We also knew the 

kidnapper/murderer was in the building but that was of no real concern to 

us. But we had to wait for the right moment to strike.  

  Just like clockwork the door to the building opened and the  

kidnapper, we will call him Mr. Brown, came out on the steps, just like he 

has every morning we have scoped the place out. He was very predictable. 

very mechanical, very annoying. He looked around, but he did not see us 

hiding behind the bushes. We waited till he moved away from the building. 

To think he left the hostages unattended. The fool! But it made our job  

easier.  

  Our tension was mounting. Our muscles ached. We had to do this 

quickly and quietly. It is what we have trained for. Our band of commandos 

consisted of three, I being the leader. My codename was "Frog." Billy, 

codename "Toad" was to my right. Mary, codename "Tadpole" was to my 

left. We were young and inexperienced, but we had determination. And we 

were not afraid of getting caught.  

  We glanced at each other, knowing that this was the moment of truth. 

Toad was holding a crowbar in case we needed it to pry open the door. 

With a nod, from me we ran out from behind the bushes to the  

building. We ran up the stairs and the door to the building was unlocked, so 

we stepped inside. That was something in our favor. We stepped in  

unnoticed.  

  The hostages were in a corner in the room. There must of been at least 30 

of them. Tadpole was watching out the front door for Mr. Brown to  

return. Toad was taking our backpacks and lying them on the ground.  

  "We're here to get you out," I told the hostages.  

  They stared at me in amazement and awe. I could see the fear in their 

eyes.  

  Toad unzipped the backpacks and pulled out a cardboard box from each 

pack. He opened the boxes and laid them on the floor. They were empty, 

but only for now.  

  "Come on, guys, hurry!" Tadpole said excitedly.  

  I jumped up. "Is someone coming?" I asked nervously.   
  "We will be out of here in a jiffy." I said.  
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 We went back to the task at hand. We needed to get this done. I walked 

over to the hostages and pulled the lid off the first aquarium. The hostages 

jumped around excitedly or nervously, I donôt know which. Toad opened 

the other aquarium and filled up his box with the hostages. I filled my box 

up also with hostages and put the lid back on the aquarium. Tadpole did not 

want to touch the hostages because she was afraid of warts, and which high 

schooler isn't?  

  We put the boxes back into the backpacks and zipped them up. Tadpole 

was still doing lookout and said the coast was clear. We opened the door 

and ran to the bushes. We jumped behind the bushes with our hearts  

pounding and sweat pouring off our bodies. We waited to catch our breath 

and to make sure the coast was clear. After two minutes, which seemed like 

an hour, we left our hiding place.  

  We ran behind the other buildings till we were at the edge of the road. 

We kept looking back to make sure we weren't being followed. After we 

were sure that we were safe, we turned our attention to the road. Traffic was 

still slow and we waited for our chance to run across the road. It came sure 

enough, and we made our way across.  

  On this side of the road was a huge field. There was nothing- on this side 

of the road except for a creek that flowed through the field, and that was our 

destination. We calmly walked to the creek feeling that our mission was 

almost over. It was roughly sixty yards to the creek from the road, so we 

made good time.  

  Tadpole kept a lookout even though I was sure that we were not being 

followed. Toad and I knelt by the water and took off our backpacks. The 

creek was not very big, maybe two feet across and maybe six inches deep, 

but it did spread pretty far and the water flowed easily along it. We  

unzipped the backpacks and took out the boxes. We opened the boxes and 

the hostages stared at us.  

 They saw the water, and like a magnet headed for the metal, they were 

gone. We felt satisfaction for a job well done, it was another successful  

mission for the Frog Liberation Organization.  
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