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Welcome to Volume 6 of The Purple Patch. This proj-
ect has been going on since August of 200D, during which
decided my number one goal, as an editor, would be to get
more students to submit. In past issues the pieces felt stronger
in content and each author sub—mitted more pieces, however,
the number of authors continued to dwindle throughout each
issue.

[ cannot begin to count how many hours Mus. Zank, my
assistant editor Jessica, and I spent trying to perfect every

page. We learned from our mistakes from the last issue, and

" kept the traditions we liked. This will be the second edition
- witha purple cover and color pages. Missouri Valleq College

is built on traditions and we, the staff of The Purple Patch,
intend to carry that concept throughout the magazine.
In Vol. 6 students such as Jason Shoulders, Samuel

Njuguna, and Dee Thalgott proclucecl wonderful fictional sto~
vies that Vol. D lacked. Luckily, Missouri Valley College is

" blessed with talented artists like Shamus Bolden, Acacia
‘ Decker, and Maria Dunn who submitted wonderful pieces to

fill our color section.

[ am extremely pleased with the students’ creative
abilities. They allowed my second and last year as Editor to
be quite enjoyable. Each page is filled with ideas, dreams,
views, and beliefs which come from the hearts of our artists. I
look forward to seeing how these artists will mature in future
editions.

Please enjoy my last edition. [ truly believe thisisa

great volume and hope to see these artists again.

Amg L. Shimek, Editor
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The Pathof a Simple Mind

by
Em] Pinto

Do not trouble yourself ...

The universe is wider,

Thousands of regions in your mind
Which most concern mankind?
The paths, which the mind travels
In the direction of his dreams
Will pass an invisible ]Jounclarq.

Do not trouble yourself,

Everg man is the lord of a realm
Everq man is an isthmus

Yet unexplored by him,
Somewhere without bounds

Meet it and live it

Secks new pastures in other latitude

Do not trouble yourself,

To travel the path

No power can resist me.
Life is in us

Like water in the river
It may rise higher

Than man ].‘.laS evey kl‘lOWl‘.l

DURHAM'S FURNACE

]:n]
Jason Shoulders

I pulled up finding the place worse off than expected.
[t was still in one piece, but black soot draped the huge white
house. The live oaks in the yard were overgrown and droop-~
ing. The place must have been beautitul once, now it was just
clepressing]q worn down. Three lazg clogs, resting underneath
the tree closest to the house, leapt quickly to guard their
domain. They barked furiouslq as my car approachecl, and
nipped at my tires. Spooked, I sat in my car until a thin, weary
figure came from behind the house.

“Thc'u] ain't gonna ]oite,“ he said.

He pulled out a dingy bandana and wiped the sweat
off his brow, realizing [ was the man who phonecl atfew Cldl]S
before.

“You didn’ come all tha way down here ta see this ol
plantation, did ya?

L]

;
“This place ain't puttin’ out much crops anymore, an

Do not trouble yourself. . tha house been run down fur gears,” he said, walking toward

i ‘ i ight arthritic wobble.
Information for this poem was taken from Henrg Thoreau's me with a slight arthriti

“From Walden"
I



M. Hartletj was painfullg old. His skin looked like
dried leather. When he smiled the wrinkles cracked. His

demeanor was calm, and his eyes were still and unmoving. His

[ —

Southern men,
il anything,
hold true to
their word.

firm, callused handshake left nothing to

the imagination of how the majority of his
| years were spent.

“Yes sir, I'm cloing some research on

Old South plantations. | heard this one

==

has guite a story.”

My, Hartleg chuckled a bit, “Tt sure does, but it ain't tha'
kind of story you're a lookin’ fur.”

“Sure it is. This is my fourth plantation this week. I'm
well aware of how this place operated, [ said.

“Is that righ?” My. Hartleg smiled. [is skin cracked.
“Not this un’ son. Where ya from?”

He already knew that I was not from the South because
of my accent. So, [ told the truth. “Incliana, Sir.”

[ could see the displeasure curl up in his lips when [ told
him. But he had alreadg agreed to speak with me. Southern
men, if anything, hold true to their word, He looked me up and
down a couple of times, probably examining my attire, which

seemed too formal.

3

Mr. Hartley's blue and red flannel was worn thin into a
faded purple and pink. His overalls were dirty and baggy
from the week's work. He took a deep breath.

“Well, I reckon I know a lil bit about this ol planta-
tion.” We walked toward the back of the house. Reluctantly,

he continued.

“Son, tha past ...tha South...is rooted in pain. Blood’s
spilt all over dese parts.

“Years ago, ownin'slaves waz a sign of wealth. Tha
more slaves ya had tha richer ya got,” Mr. Hartley explained,
“but not ev,r]:)oclq believed it righ'.“

He paused a moment contemplating where to go with
his story, or mat}be if | was even worth his time. We reached a
couple of rickety old rocking chairs on the back porch of the
main house. [1e sat down, so I did the same. Staring into the
half-cut cotton field, he continued.

“Tknow ya think these ol plantations waz all the same

.. slaves an' whatnot. But, ya ain't heard a nuttin like dis un
here. As awtul, I should say.
"Back in them days, this place waz ownd bg My.
Charles Durham. He had it all— money, a perty wife, a young

chile, an’ a thrivin’ plantation. Durham waz a righ friendly



man. An he loved his wife an’ chile like a man'’s s!posecl to—
with ev‘rthang he had.”

I gave him a nod to let him know [ was eagerly listen-
ing.

"He got tha plantation after his daddy died. But, he
‘cided to run thangs a little differnt. Though he lived here in
Saml)erg. Tennessee, a slave~state, he had differnt views on
how ta treat ‘em. He seemed ta care for ‘em. An'though he
had ta have slaves ta work his fields, he took good care of ‘em
so as thay 'd never think of runnin' off. An’ thay was more pro~
ductive that-a-way."

[ poised myself as cornfortablg as possible in the other-
wise uncomfortable rocking chair, expecting much more to
come.

“My. Durham'’s slaves had it made here, decent food an
hours fit fur a white man. Other slave-owners round dese
parts thought hem a fool, but he waz puttin’ out tha biggest
crops an’ 8ettin’ richer ever year. So he didn’ mind.

“Mr. Durham grew specially fond of John an’ his wife
an chile. John waz the chief slave on the plantation an his
wife, Josephine, took care of Mrs. Durham an' their chile. Thay

had a young chile a their own named Charles, Little Charles

thay called ‘em. Little Charles became }‘)latj buddies wit M.
Durham’s little boy, Josephine kept Mrs. Durham compny, an’
John waz Mr. Durham’s righ' han' man. Tha two families were
always tagether. An'Mr. Durham grew ta love John an’ his
family ova' tha years. Even so much as ta let ‘em sit down ta
supper with his own.”

Mr. Hartley made the place sound perfect, but the
increasing graveness in his voice silenced my thoughts.

“Well, evrythan' waz good-n-well fur a while on tha
Durham plantation. Till... I'm sure you've heard of tha
Underground Railroad.”

[ started to speak, but he interrupted without taking his
eyes off the cotton field.

“My. Durham, bein’ tha man he waz,‘ cided to take part
in it. [leck, some say he might‘ve had sumpn‘ ta do with
formin it. Don know really. But this plantation relieved
many a runaway slaves, that's fur sure. This stop waz important
ta tha slaves, cause it lies smack dab in tha middle of a twelve
mile gap tween Miston and Dew Drop. Twelve Mile Gap is
what folks round here call it. Ta tha slaves it might as well a
been a hundard miles. There's no way thay could’a made it dat

furina nights1 time.



M. Hartleq s rocking chair moved frantically now, aﬂdDuxham didn’ mind't all cause John waz &oin with ‘em an dri-
made a loud creak every trip back. And he seemed to move vin the co-ach. Mr. Durham spent tha few days teachin’ Little
his eyes frequently to the little shack that stood right in front Charles how ta ride a horse an’ playin’ cards with Josephine
of the field. after supper.

"Mr. Durham waz a mos noble man in his hosbitalitu ‘“I'hen, after a week ur so, Mr. Durham's wife ain't made
too. Thay say he'd have some of his own slaves take watch on it back yet. e got a little worried, but he trusted ol John ta
tha edge of tha property ev1rg nigh, as look-outs fur tha run- 8et’em back saf't.
aways. Hed get em good an’ fed an'let ‘em rest in his base- “After another week, he ‘cided he better 8o lookin fur
ment. He did this fur some time, till some of tha locals 8ot sus~‘ay hisself. [e didn’ find dem or tha coach. He even went ta
picious. Mys. Durham’s sister's house an’ she said theq’d lef a week

“One such, waz a man who lived bout two mile that~a—a 80-"
way, Ladd waz his name. He waz a jealous man. He didn’see The three dogs zoomed by tossing around a dead squir-~
why Mr. Durham took so kindly ta tha negras. e never rel; Hartley didn't even budge.
missed an opportunity ta tell My. Durham that either. Mr. “My. Durham went inta frenzy. He had people searchin’
Ladd resented tha fact his crops wazn thrivin like Durham’s. fur ‘em all over Tennessee, all tha way up ta Kc—;ntuckg, all tha
Then, one day, thangs on tha Durham planation took a strangeway down to Mississippi. There waz no trace of ‘em anywhere,
turn.” not even a hint of what happened, or wherebouts ta look.

The summer sun moved behind a cloud and a light “Thay gave up searchin’ after bout two months. An' My.
breeze sent a slight tingle down my spine. Leaves fluttered  Duyham waz a takin' it awful hard.
about in the trees like tum]a]ing waves. “Some say Ms. Durham waz runnin’ away north with

“Mr. Durham's wife waz 8oin’ inta Memphis to stay withher chile. Some believe John killed ‘em an’ took hisself north.

her sister fur a couple days. She took their son with her. M. There even waz rumors that ol My. Ladd got his revenge on Mr.



Durham, an killed all three of ‘em hisself. could do. Mr. Durham had nuttin’

—]

“Noboclg knows really, prolly never will. btk hatred.”

“Thag say Mr. Durham took a bit crazy after thay Befuddled, I looked to old 80, ev'ry lime
slaves'd come in
(hia migh” expectin’

stopped tha search. He couldn’ understand why this had hap~ man Hartley, who never

penecl, he treated his slaves 500(1, an thaq turn't on em. Or at stopped rocking in the chair, at‘ncl some shelter i
least he thought. never took his eyes off the swaying (hiay ":"'l'

“Mr. Durham los his whole worl’. Then he los his mind. cotton field, except to make an stll:::)l:lll]al l::;:ll |
He went on a binge, drinkin’ an abusin’ tha slaves, especially = occasional glance at the little
Little Charlesan'J osephine.” shack.

[ shook my head, because Hartley gave me a glance “Ya know how I told ya, tha Underground Railroad ran
and was shaking his head. I didn't dare interrupt. through here. ...Well, runaways still came round cuz thaq

“One night Mr. Durham been drinkin' real heavy,an  didn know nuttin’ of Mr. Durham goin' crazy. Thay's just tryin
came home a cussin’ an slappin  Josephine around. Josephine ta get free.
tried ta calm hem down, ]31] tellin’ hem ta find comfort in tha “Most of Mr. Durham's own slaves had done run off. An’
Lawd. J 08@}3].1il‘1@15 words cut hem like a knife cause Mr. he'd grown a bitter hatred toward any, an all negras. So, ev‘rq
Durham felt betrayed by tha Lawcl——bg eV‘IIJbOCl'LJ. So,tha time slavesd come in tha ni5111 expectin‘ some shelter thay got
next mawnin J osephine waz hung. Little Charles waz cry in al surnpm’ else, sumpm’ awful.
carryin on at his mammy's hangin' body. An'Mr. Durham had “In them days, folks who waz part of tha Railroad would
hem hung too. Righ’ der in nat big oak out front.” have a statue of a little negra boy holdin’ a lamp in tha front of
[ remembered the c].ogs sitting lazily or maybe sadly, tha property. That waz tha sign that tha slaves could fin' help
under the oak tree when [ first arrived. there, cuz tha ]amp would be lit durin' tha nigh’.

“He's just a little boy, but there wazn nuttin’ nobody “So, ev‘nJ nigh1 Mr. Durham wu'ld light tha lamp an’

10
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wait on tha runaway slaves. Thay 'd come up praisin! tha Lawdhad to ask, “Mag I see the furnace room?”
an thankin hem. Thay didn’ know any better. An My, He gave me a foolish glance, “Bog, ain 't nuttin’in there
Durham would lead ‘em ta that furnace room over yunder.” but pain, ain't nev'r been myself.”
He pointed at the little shack. He, with a simple wave of his hand, motioned for me to
“Tt waz used when tha crops got too much rain, but he 50 and havea look. [ walked over with my heart thumping
waz usin it fur his reckonin . t]ﬂough my chest. The three clogs rushed ]31_] and almost took
“Tha slavesd be tired from tha runnin’, an go righ’in ta my legs out. But, when I got to the door [ saw the edges were
pray an’ rest. Mr. Durham’s heart done turn’t col as ice. He'd still charred and the hinges were half-way off the panel. The
lock ‘em in, an feed tha furnace till tha slaves eventuallq bumt;un had all but clisappeared and rain clouds moved in darken-
up. ing the whole plantation. My sweat turned cold, thinking of
“Thay say he burnt up hunderds a ranaway slavesin  the souls lost inside that room.
that there furnace room, ever time thinkin' bout his wife an’ “No, [think I letitbe...”
chile strugglin’ at tha hands of his ol'slave, John.” Mr. Hartley had already fired up the old tractor, and
In disbelief and disgust, [looked at the old leather-  was heading toward the cotton field to finish up before the
skinned man. He seemed to be done talking, but he continuedrain came.
to see the past through the waving cotton. So I waited a
moment and then asked, “What happened to Mr. Durham?”
My. Hartley looked into my eyes for the first time that
day with a long pause..
“He shot hisself one day righ' there in that furnace
yoom.”

My. Hartley looked flustered for a few moments. But [

2



Nightmare Stairs
by
Stephanie Nelson

Coﬂege Idioms
by
Aelwgn Liam

Do pigs {ly?
Professor crunched blandly on

a brownie

Winked about munchies and

1au8hecl.
Obvisouly Professor does.

12

Giﬂ, Just Smile For Me

Performance P oetry
by
David Hams

Girl, just smile for me.

When you first called on me,
[didn't know what to expect

_ / Bitill angry from disrespect,

Baby, what is it you expect of me?

tteryet ... already know,

irl, just smile for me.

1], how can you just not know it,

How much your smile can show it?
That if you go out to the movies with me
Or just hang out with me

And I know you want to eat

| 21 ;
ome on 811'1, just smile for me

The first time you saw me

Your face displaqed clisapproval.

I thought maybe you didn't see

That there was something special about me

Then [ waited a while
The whole time hoping for a smile-

~And then Isaw a light-
Alight so bright it cleared all my fears

ML] hope was restored once | saw you smile.
So

Girl, just smile for me.

14
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pust have made would have been tremen-

Mo Nowhis I_.uxurg Cloise lous. Roaring lions, neighing horses, mooing
g T
Dee Thalgott \ows, chirping birds; my head hurts just | it ‘
hinking about it. | aromd ]
: " |
Her husband builds a boat in the middle of the desert. My question is—why didn’t Noah stop i (hen?

That should start the neighbors talking. Next, he 8athers tWOl-t a rest stop and ask directions? Oh, | {orgot, —

of every kind of animal. Think about at your house. Who 8enyq Jike many males “knew” the way. In the mean time, poor

erally said “ok” to the animals? Dad, right? But, who ended f,c Noah was busy keeping everyone from killing each

up cleaning up after them and {eec]ing them? You got it... sther. What a wonderful trip this was going to be.

Mom. We could say God gave Mrs. Noah the patience of Job,
Having six children around my house, [ truly relate tojut Job came later in Biblical history. Was valium around

how Mrs. Noah felt. I'm sure she pray ed every claq for God to hen? How about hard liquor? Wine ]:)1] the tons could not

change His mind. Six children, who were supposed to be jave kept me aboard that noisy craft. If the choice was sink or

grown and adults, but were more likely in their late teens, allyyim, | personaﬂg would have taken anything except being

array of assorted animals, and a husband who hears *voices—;.n that boat.

everyone on board! We are going on a cruise! In the old Sunday school song “Rise and Shine,” the
Taking a cruise is one thing. Being stuck in the same mimals go in by twosies and come out by threesies. Ok, so

spot with six children and several animals is a true nightmare?ow we add delivery to Mys. Noah's chores. More noise, confu~

Fights break out in my van just getting everyone to school injjon and stress. Don't forget the lovely weather ... forty days

the morning, [ can still hear the shouting, arguing, and »f rain. What a way to spend a vacation.
screaming, and we were only in the car for forty minutes. By I almost forgot. What was Noah doing all this time? He
the end of forty days, I would have to be committed. ~vas having quality bonding time with his sons. They were

Now let's think about all those animals. The noise theqishing and making plans for what they would do at journeq‘s "
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end.

Could someone please get a life boat? Mys. Noah an

are abancloning ship.

poor Mrs. Noah. She had no choice but to stay on that stinkir
boat. | onlg have six kids, two clogs, and two cats. She was

blessed with an entire zoo. [ am very confident that when dr
land appeared, she kissed the ground and vowed to never go
near water again. |

Do you want to know the real reason they have nevey

found Noah's Ark? Mrs. Noah chopped it into firewood.

The End of Our Beg,innings
by
Maria Dunn

|
!
|
!
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Greater Good

])1)
AmLJ L. Shimek

Emotion exchanged through Statements,
Arguments with Answers,
beyond the Reach

Our Generation

Know]eclge aclcnowleclgecl ]31) Eagerness,
Change challenged the opposition,
many duels of Contrast

~asserting our beliefs,

Moments passed as Time forced Life,
Forward towards a better future knowing
the Correct Path

~reached the under side;

Sun-burnt Rose
by Jessica James
prece(ling a future,
hing is but Nothing naught is Memory, slow, and Age faster than
slow;a
sat and little
ile
ile
re used to be a little
ile, while the while was not little while [was a growing wild

Wild rose kept in Mem'ry the once with a while

Whilst the growth slowed not mild

Wilts in the while of suns dial.
| suddenly the while is gone and Death, She came upon a wild while
ing in the wilds of Memory; courting was the while Life in the room of
living where obliterating beauty struck first strike oblivion; She
ped through the seal on the sill of the windows of Memory's slow
dow shadow song ofa preceding future slower and faster Death
scking tick tocking for only a little wild rose.

You filled my Heart with PﬂSSiOH, I—-OVGose Death, She is not the sun nor any ]ight and so in lack of in future of
Drive that Suitors before fat follows is dark, dark with a wild while in lack of that futured sun.

I missed you before [ knew
even though our Time has pa

my Heart remembers your T

desperately to Ackdose.
~under the!

Wild rose in crystal
life cut for lonesome clear vase
petals fall, rose weeps.

e goes the rose.

L ugb " d)ws the rose where Life goes when tick tocking and then knocking
- e pinnacl

Return my Heart to its fullest Capém,[lJ Blisdisg,

With Gifts you Pre

19

aes rocking the windows shut, so though blocking Memory shut of

mories still struck the rays of all we need to know is the day is the

estion.

in Eaé 8lowing dead.
~for the Greater Good.

N sun S].lines on....

20




So long the road
bent at the knee

to the midpoint gold
starts at feet

So pleasantly smooth
no street unseen
poised to the mood

clenched silent scream

To the peak
on the way down
sweet serenity speak

]DG{OI’G‘ I ClIOWH

Islip through the gate
holding my tongue
quiver and wait

till she has sung.

Barely
by
Jason S]JDl'llderS

My Lost Love
by
Acacia Decker
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Yage: The Inevitable Way You Are With Me and Gq

Aelwq n Liam

Vine of death

Undiplomatic torturer

Alternate obscene tears swelling and

The Stranger's vertigo
After being lost under
Moon now clinging

To skg grave.

Spiritual acid

Imaginary night thief

Run through veins tragic sweet
Ne]:)ula;

Fluorescent streaking

Brain, strong and pulling
Down and bound and broken.

Transient deserter
Alchemist of emotions,

You left me in my own head
Screaming at God so utterly
Splenc]icl and hy drogen—-]ost
You never make me sense

My slow trip away from sanity.

23

A Biker Hitching Tao
by

Jessica James

Je sags his shoulders
in his parka
next to the creek
joggles
' grown frosty with breath
Ayahuasca and exhaustion
Magic healer entheogenimder jagged snow hangs
leaning on bike frame
waking his hands
ubbed raw under gray gloves—
the tao is transcendent

Why can't | set us free
Burn down to
Radioactive mystery;

Climb those mountain ely
i the Tao is transcendent—
Gunsmoke tension memoh_ "
ivering

beside the curved mountain road
all things snowed to silence
it his soft beating heart
shouts murmured words
the shaking
diker

Secret addiction

who hunted Zen truth

Haming demon
at mountain peak of rock against

Surround makeshift kg
Loneliness in visions; o

Salvation, his tao down the truth of the mountain

Drowning snow of realitys his ever clreaming soul—
headlig]:ts slow
stop

Coming virginal vigilant

sad a frozen breath of a sage:

his only tao cold to travel
to find the truth of soul,

24



he hears onlq silence
and his goclheacl beating
heart
lost and weak

the tao is transcending
the Tao is transcendent.

Tainted Soul
by
Acacia Decker

25

Innocent
by
Slldl’l’lL‘lS Bolden

26



Si Sirena

I_.OCl‘l NC—.‘SS

by
Maria Dunn

4

b
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ERTY OF MURRELL LIBRARY
ARSHALL, MO 85346~
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b
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Tarantula
by
Melody Wiegert

Ebonize
by
Me&an
MCDOW

30



Right:
Pretty in Pink
by
Dustin Cheyne

Left: photograph

by
Asny D, Neft

[ Stand Alone
by
Acacia Decker




by
S]J.al‘nlls Bolden

Beauty Baity
by

Leﬂnclro J usten




LLJriC 1 Lunch BLJ the BCILJ

bLJ | 131.]
Shamus Bolden : Dustin Chegne
California Poppies

Cool Sprin8
by
Avriane O‘Dag
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A Chip Off the Old Block
by
Samuel Njuguna
Little Ballerina |
i ; . v "B ] Kimaniwas ready to take up the challenge. His father,
Fabiana Andrea [ . .. o . B oo hadleft his legacy as a leader before his death. The people

: sm, tribalism, and unending conflict.
®  The Nyasa community is comprised of nine clans, namely:

era, Agachilcu, Airimu, Am]oui, Angare, Anjiru, Angui, Aithaga,
Y _Aitherandu. All the nine clans rely heavily on agriculture.
i CUIDADO - iﬂict between them was based on land use and the sharing of

d Yell rinistrative duties. All of the clans wanted one of their own to
an ellow

Ly ] the Nyasa community. Kamau's family was from the largest
|, the Ambui.

There had been protracted hostility between the clans that
] came to an end after Kamau took the leadership mantle and

Jessica James

A dance is heart.

Thaleatol the best toihe [B]ea T, - ied them. He organized community councils known as Paraza to
Theradinesol Saondansswell-leiisliand. cate the clans on the importance of peacetul coexistence as one
munity. During his time as the leader of the community Kimani
brought far-reaching changes in regard to commerce within the
munity. He had facilitated the setting of the first missionary

p at Karibu, the administrative capital of Nyasa.

When Kamau died, Kimani officially took an oath to oversee

A heart is awfulness at ease.
Ease is the dance of the heart.

To dance the dance of the dance with an actual dancer

might prove tricky; caution. CAUTION! Yellow-and-black jress and the prosperity that had been realized during his
Tot 41 L ic q er's reign. Kimani wanted to end animosities that existed
and wet~iloor—~backed.

veen Nyasa and other tribes which formed the Kikuyu territory.

x diffe inl i t i
Easq!~1t R T lceep shenseain] danre s dawes o 18 rences were mainly the sharmg of natural resources like

; , rivers, tribal i tri
heart with its cadence and beat if you fall. You'll hurt lJOL’“[ d Fikaans ]Jounclanes, and what’ ribe the overall leader
ld come from. Kimani knew it wasn't an easy task to bring
eart.

38



| T i people O{ diverse culﬁures éll’lCl 1&1181_1:

The traditions of female together. rornment inclusive of all tribes. Before the Western culture was
i ) h Al . P 5

; . e | Having embraced Christianity as }, uced, the head of a tribe was known by the title of Senior
circumeision, the e

| religion and abandoned the traditioy ¢ T} Senior Chief would be appointed by elders who had

worshipping of | : |
pping | form of worship based on a mountalnin chosen by villagers. Kimani was elected through the ballot as

mountain gods, | e . : S :
illl § | Kimani put his full faith in God for L]'Si Jdent, an exercise ot el mad e dans W

Wile I"I!{"]'"ﬂ."[‘ﬁ’ | success. Great opposition to his leade .
and marrving off young

= sionaries.
1 - came from other tribal leaders beyor He introduced capitalism in the country and promoted
airls were just some
of the practices

Nl] asa community, who thouSht he Yaocracy. Before capitalism was introduced, the tribes of Kikug u

self-seeker and a collaborator with Ye involved in barter trade. There was no paper money or coins.

Kimini - _ g
“"llllt.dlm - 310121611'1&9;JL to deprive c‘;helr tribes of th&h livestock and plant products would be used as the means
b land rights and freedom.
\ : or as money.
from Kikuyu. xchange )

Kimani appointed an executive by

The economy of Kikuyu improved greatly under his leader-

e PR i Nqasa with advice from SOme; Jue to proper management of financial and agricu]tural

sionaries. Some of the missionaries were pary of the board, and‘a)m'ces and the use of modern equipment like farm machinerg
oversee the implementation of Kimani's plans for political, €C% had come with missionaries. Countries 11ei81’1]30ri118 Kikug u
cal, and social changes. The majority of the people in the Kikuﬁed his style of leadership and would send emissaries to him for
territory supported his initiatives, while a few opposed. [is Ol ce et democracy and economic reforms

nents feared control of their land by missionaries and erosiona [y, yL,; present time, Kikuyu has drastically changed in terms
their traditional cultures by a new Westernized culture that Wolitical, economical and social structures. However, due to glob-
taking root after the missionaries arrived. ation, the country is facing economic challenges due to imbal-
The traditions of female circumcision, the worshipping e of trade with other countries. Some traditional practices still
mountain gods, wife inheritance and marrying off young girlsyt due to some people who did not accept the Western culture.
some of the practices Kimani wanted to rid from Kikuyu. The nocracy has also been stifled due to emergence of a few dictators
Western civilization, or way of life, was favored because it resthe yecent years.
human dignity, especially to women by ridding bad cultural p  Kimani died at age eighty having achieved his goals. He had
tices. It had also introduced political structures suitable for ani](ikmju for twenty years in addition to thirty years as the leader
society. Though he faced many challenges, Kimani was able tdyasa. His legacy was entered in the annals of the Eikuyu histo-
churches and Kikuyu formally embraced Christianity, whichKimani's leadership skills epitomized everyone's vision in the
tered on the worship of one, almighty God, as their major religld at the time,
The infrastructure of Kikuyu had grown tremendously.
Health facilities and schools spread evergwhere. Kimani hads
succeeded in bringing together eleven tribes in Kikuyu to forr

united and peaceful country. Kimani became the first presidet
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Mountain Night Memory
by

Jessica James

mountain ting]e air breathed in
sharp through white enshrouded spring

Clorox bright and crisp cuddles; soft

Downy on a midnight comforter

indulgent wishes to share

mountain rush of emotion

Enfolded in sleek linen sheets worn

smooth with time and touch

cool vi]orancg strikes flushed face

same feel as he held me with

Between puffecl, starched clouds; condensation~

tearsin heaven on earth.
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[ Minute
by
-IC'ISOH Shoulders

£14

3 arnt rubber, crunch

sright orange and yellow shattered plastic
sovered in small boy mulatto blood
aysteria

1 slow motion forever

£15

Open window, sitting in a chair
aalf watching TV half wishing
‘was a child again

Myrs. Freeman went inside,

ac went down the driveway

in slow motion forever
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$5$
]3LJ
Amq L. Shimek

MANKIND-
We are not kind or of one kind,
We pride ourselves on Unity, but are fearless to equalize
“Be all that we can be” is hard knowing We can
be nothing and still be
SOmething.

WRITE -
this aljilitg Some have yet to conquey,
leaving Them behind seems to be the trend;

Time is on Our side; instead this talent should be a part of lif
Where is Passion?

KNOWLEDGE-
Education of Our twenty-six mixable, moldable friends
wars not ours to fight.
Because a leader cannot rise above the norim,
he who consistently standardizes the Fate of
Our Country.

HOME-
We waved goodbye and watched You take Them to
a land where their presence is unwelcome.
But, all the wrong reasons keep Them there.
When did the American dollar become worth more than Ou
American life?

LIES-
Or perhaps Deception has become the American way.
Most shoulders still stand Tall, but not for the
Country.

SYMBOL-
today the red, white, and blue will not be hung,
A constant reminder of Your greed.

Their lives are precious too~except to

YO‘LL

CHANGE-
When disasters enclanger our species and Chaos erupts,
then You will see what We know,
but perhapsYou will only hear if CorruptiOn

is gone from the plans for

US.

GIFT-
perfect letters taken for Granted,
used to decorate Our world,
endless possibilities,
We the ever lasting witnesses,

molded 131] Our minds'

Memorg.
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SELF
by
Br&ndon I_ Aﬂclerson

So | met someone today, we said hello.
Oh, and what a conversation we hacl,
Tomorrow we have planned to meet for coffee.

Today we had our morning together.
Oh, what thiugs we can learn from each other,

Tomorrow we plan to take a walk together.
The walk today was so wonderful.
[ was taught so much about this person,

Tomorr ow we l:hecome one.

Toclag, I realized [ found my self.

[ stepped out of the shadows into my own light.

Courtship of the Fawn & Dryad
by
Acacia Decker
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Everglades
by
Dan Peters

‘ The American Nightmare...
l)L]

Jayson Thornton

[ am told the American Dream is the idea often
;;associatecl with the Protestant work ethic, held ]31] many in the
i.;Unitecl States of America that through hard work, courage,
|[*anc1 determination one can achieve prosperity.
| For the 20 million African victims of the United States
'égovemment this was no dream. The very idea represents the
;Estruggle and hell the United States government imposed
‘on their 20 million African victims.

The words "hard work, cou rage, and determination” all
define my people, but American Dream does not. We have not

achieved any true prosperity. We have only gained survival.

We live cleuyto-claq in oppression.
Through my studies and life experiences [ have learned
the true meaning of the so-called American Dream. It is not
'reallg a dream;itisa plan. The American Dream is merely a
criminal's scheme. The American Dream is justa villain's plot.
It is a tool used 1:)1] oppressors. | he white power structure of this
country and the world use tools like the American Dream to
undermine our struggle.

Since our being kidnapped and forced in chains and
dragged to Jamestown, Virginia in 1619, one year
before the Mayflower, our brain power, labor, skills, talents
and wealth were taken away from us. They have been taken,
given and spent towards the building and addition to the civi-
lization of another people. These are the people who
engineered our hell. Theg are the criminal schemers and

i’iﬂainous plotters. Yet, we still look to them for answers.
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No, for the black man in America there is no American
Dream. We live in an everyday American Nightmare. Just | Misconshmed
look around. Our brain powey, labor, skills, talents and wealt} B
are still being taken to build and add to the civilization of Jason Shoulders
other people. We are the athletes who are treated like
livestock to enrich white America. We are the actors and Fyen bold waves tumble
musicians who are used to entertain and teach style to an | atsight of the shore,
otherwise boring, dull, and uninteresting white America.  inder Lis breath L "
Yes, we live in the American Nightmare. But night- and fell silent once more,
mares do not last forever. It is time to wake up out of this |
dreadful dream. It is time to wake up and take back every-~ He didn't think like this
thing that was stolen from us. It is time to wake up and over- the war had taught him.
throw our oppressors. It is time to stand up as a individual cul ~Jopched hands to fists,
ture and demand our independence. It is time to wake up. Mg‘ and prayers grow solemn.
alarm clock is set. Check yours. |
Captain didn't mind,
- he'd grown accustomed to his fears,

! hesaid, “the cleaf, clum]:), and blind are left behind

i and your prayers fall on deaf ears.”

Behind a Bush he yelled, “bring up the rear.”

We went to our graves
- with the choices he made

and a wave is ]arealcing near.
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Irene

by
Emilee Murphlree

[never knew

[n my youth

You had so many stories to tell,
Or that they needed listening to.

All T knew
Was the way you showed me
Tofold my nightgown

Nice and neat.

Alll knew
Was the sadness [ couldn't understand
When he died and left you alone.

[knew

The orange tree and the ]olaclc]oerrg bushes
The softness of your hands

And your fiery, stubborn ways.

[knew
[loathed to visit on Sunclag 5,
The conversations between you and my mother

Would last too deep into those lazy afternoons.

A L= O B,

- Te Other Side Me, sitting in the big pink chair
]31] Secreth roHinS my eyes
Amy L. Shimek Asyou brought up Chicago

ke
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And how the world had done you wrong.
And now

It has done you wrong.

And Itry
So hard to remember those Saturdays

When [
In my ignorance made you so old

And ]aurclensome

And those stories

Whose lines | may never hear,
Lay locked up with you.

Locked up by that awful sickness
Silent

[ remember

The sterile smell of the hallways,
Your arduous aided breathing,
The softness of your hand again,

But the fire is gone.

That stubborn woman [ knew,
The one with the cigarettes
And the grudge against God
Now lies meek and ]nelpless.
Ifonly I had listened.
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Macro Island-Beach
by
Dan Peters
Bird in the Ocean
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Rodeo Legacg

by
Kirlc Nelson

Driving down this old broken road
It's just another part of that rodeo code

I'm a cowboy who's broken with a body busted up
I'm so stiff and sore [ can't fill my coffee cup

I gave up too much for this rodeo life
[ gave up my future, my daughter, and my wife

Yet there is that drive within me, a spirit that's strong
With an influence like that my choice can't be wrong

So I head for Cheyenne and push through the night
I gotta be there by seven, and then putupa fight

I spur the hair off of my bronc and they score me 89
Then I throw my hat to the crowd, ‘cuz [ know the buckle is mine

Astake up a knee, ] thank the man up above

‘cuz he made me a cowboy a life that [love

Baity [Hall and Me
by
Dee Thalgott

Fat people can't dance. Good!] have two left feet and
am always tripping over something. As a child, five years of
ballet only taught me how to gracefully walk into a wall.

Fat people can't jump. Great! | have two bad knees, am

older than Mt. Rushmore, and can't R

imagine why anyone would want to The Goodyear hlimp

has landed
in Yarshall
ind lives

on . Bell.

jump in the first place.

Fat people can't run. Wonderful!
Then [ don't have to take a dumb aer-

obics class and wear those ugly spandex thinéie;. Mg “lo;re
handles” have turned into “love satchels” and enable several
children at one time to experience what cellulite looks like
from the outside.

My body image was created by my German grand-
mother. As a child, [ was so skinny if  stood sideways, | disap-
peared. She kept telling me to gain some weight. Man! Would
she be proud of me now! The Gooclg ear blimp has landed in

Marshall and lives on N. Bell.

Grandma used to make all kinds of sweets and goodies
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for us kids. My problem was an “air pocket” in my stomach
and nothing ever stayed down for longer than forty-five
minutes.

After several trips to different doctors, an x~ray {inallg
showed the cloud. The doctor pushed on my back, then my
stomach, and I let out one huge belch and the rest is history.
Food and I have been together for the past fifty-five years.
Unfortunatelg, some of the same food remains hidden some-~
place in the folds around my tummy.

Now that I have your attention, let me explain about
our wonderful lanclmark, Baitg Hall.

In the year Baity was built—according to my children
this is the same year [ was lborn——people were more athletic.
This was only because they worked hard in the fields so these
wonderful stairs we climb daily were “No problem.” Most \
likely the stairs were considered a mild workout before hit-~
ting the fields.

Four years ago [ tried to get the administration to con-~
sider my climbing these stairs twice a day, three times a week
as my physical education requirement. The administration
didn't understand what a major project it was to lug my fat
self up these stairs. Then | convinced myself | had to lose

weight anyway, so this would be good exercise. Wrong!/ All it

did was encourage me to eat more.

[ started using only the cement stairs. [ thought they
could hold the weight better. Also, I had landings on which to
rest and have a snack before going all the way to the third
floor.] became a “secret stairwell eater.” Does anyone know of
a program to help me kick this habit? [ have visions of after
graduating having to sneak back and have a snack on the
second floor landing.

So as you climb those stairs, look for me. If | have passed
out, please call EMS. I either need food or oxygen.

i & S
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[mpassioned to the Mountains
by

Jessica James

I rode out over the plains of Nebraska
with far stars above kindled atop the land,
so close to gank from the heavens,

and capture home in hand.

Past of Nebraska was only a Kansas

of yellow lines and loud semis ﬂashing by in dark,
and old stretching western towns of wide blank roads,
blown flat and lonesome stark.

So when rose the plateau of Colorado

beyond the night so vast I nearly longed to die,
it lifted too the moon a flame, loaning

depth to my starlit sky.

My soul was flat but ran ragged high

across the earth, with prophecies and rages—
since these mountains steep have earned my keep
elsewhere [ feel encagecl.

[ rode dreams to truth; flames from strife,
to end where [ can find respite.

Young Guns
}I)L}
Kirk Nelson

Young cowboy, young cowboy, O’ what have you done

You've shot the sheriff and now you must run

You've chose the wrong path, the wrong life to lead
Your life will be short for soon you will bleed

Your best friend will hunt you; hell be coming real soon

He'll shoot you from behind, by the light of the moon

A bullet in the back, one final farewell
They've dug you a hole and you're headed for Hell

You're life is over; gou‘re through with the game
But everyone knows that Billy the Kid is your name.

60



above: Winter Cowboy
by
Amg L. Shimek

below: Clouch_] Mountains
by

James Richardson

aciremA

by
Jason Shoulders

Breathe it in for the first time
the sweet serenity of god-blessed land
the sweet somber sound of sorrow

and burdens for the last time.

Alone in a crowded room

two disappointed believers

thought God was to blame.

As the tired message of the New World
sank deep into their bones

deep into their souls

like a faded memory

lost for eternity

stolen from chivalry

and tortured by the dream to be.
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LIFEIS GAY

by
Peter Ferak

*Dedicated to Susan Hessenthaler

You were a lesbo once
Now gou!re just one of us.
[ never thought this dag would ever come

I didn't realize your penis virginity was gone.

But then again, wouldn't you say

Every now and then, life is gay.

And]I hope for you that life with a man
Is gonna turn out to be more than you thought it can
But [ know that you will always be just fine

Because there is a place for you in this heart of mine.

Don't get me wrong, ['m not sure what to think

I really don't know how you overcame this penis thing,
So put on some nice clothes and go out tonight

Maybe 1:}01.1,11 fall for a man, and not a dike.

But then again, wouldn't you say

Every now and then, life is gay.

So throw this scarf of yours around your head
‘Cause you no longer like Angelina but Brad instead

Make sure you show off these blue eyes of yours

And major cleavage simply because that's what scores.

In the end, | hope gou‘ll just find a friend
Someone who'll be there till the end.
Encourage you to dare the unthinkable

And understand even if youre not believable.

And then again, wouldn't you say

E.verg now and then, life is gay.
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The History of

Naming the Magazine

by
Sarah Casaletto

The white paper contracts deeply with the black ink
stamped upon it. The words leave the page intact, until he or she
sees a portion where the black ink seems darker, as if the passage
of writing were jumping off the page. A person reads over the
words, leaving the page intact, until he or she sees a portion where
the black ink seems darker, as if the passage of writing were jumjp-~
ing off the page. The highlighter comes out, and the page is now
marked, the significant passage a new color all its own. This is
known as a “purple patch.“ The Handbook to Literature by
Harmon and Holman defines a purple patch as:

Now and then authors in a stronglg emotional passage
will give free play to most of the stylistic tricks in their
bag. They will write intensely colorful and more than
usuallg rln_]thmic. When there is an unusual pi]ing up
of these devices in such a way as to suggest a self-con~
scious literary effort, the section is spoken of as a pur-~
ple patch- a colortul passage stancling out from the
writing around it. (The expression comes from Horace,
for whom purple dye was much rarer- hence more con-

spicuous~ than it is for us) (4(21)

Generally the purple patches are the “quotable quotes.
and the parts of the pieces which stand out to the reader. Just open
any “Zankified” book and one can see purple patches llighlighted
in many works of literature. A new literary magazine for Missouri
Valley College represents some of the best writing, art, and pho-
tography of the students in the school. It shall be our “purple
patch“ for people to open and immediately recognize as the best.

The printing cost of Vol.O
was deferred in part by
donations from members of the
community, staff, and faculty.
We, the members of Sigma Tau Delta,
wish to express our
thanks to you for

your continued support.

“As the editor ] extend my personal thanks to
those of you who helped in supporting this edition of
The Purple Patch. It is your encouragement

which allows for this positive voice of

student expression to be heard.”

PR Amq L. Shimel,
Editor
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