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aforeward 
Welcome to Volume 6 0£ The Purple Patch. This proj­

ect has been 5oin5 on since Au5ust 0£ 2005, duri115 which I 

decided llllJ number one 5oal, as an editor, would be to 5et 

more students to submit. In past issues the pieces £elt stro115er 

in content and each author sub~11itted more pieces, however, 

the number o£ authors continued to dwindle throu5hout each 

issue. 
I cannot be5in to count how mantJ hours Mrs. Zank, mlJ 

assistant editor Jessica, and I spent trljin5 to per£ect evertJ 

pa5e. We learned horn our mistakes hom the last issue, and 

kept the traditions we liked. This will be the second edition 

with a purple cover and color pa5es. Missouri V allelJ Colle5e 

is built on traditions and we, the staH 0£ Tb.e Purple Patch, 

intend to carry that concept throu5hout the 111a5azine. 

In Vol. 6 students such as Jason Shoulders, Samuel 

Nju5una, and Dee Thal5ott produced wondedul £ictional sto­

ries that Vol. 5 lacked. LuckillJ, Missouri Valley Colle5e is 

blessed with talented artists like Shamus Bolde n, Acacia 

Decker, and Maria Dunn who submitted wonder£ul pieces to 

£ill our color section. 

I am extremellJ pleased with the students' creative 

abilities. ThelJ allowed 111lJ second and last lJear as Editor to 

be quite enjolJable. Each pa5e is filled with ideas, dreams, 

views, and beliefs which come horn the hearts of our artists. I 

look forward to seein5 how these artists will mature in future 

editions. 

Please enjOlJ 111lJ last edition. I trullJ believe this is a 

5reat volume and hope to see these artists a5ain. 

Amy L. Shimek, Editor 
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The Path of a Simple Mind 
blJ 

EvtJ Pinto 

Do not trouble yourself ... 

The universe is wider 
' 

Thousands of re<'3ions in your mind 

Which most concern mankind? 

The paths, which the mind travels 

In the direction of his dreams 

Will pass an invisible boundary. 

Do not trouble yourself, 

Every man is the lord of a realm 

Every man is an isthmus 

Yet unexplored by him, 

Somewhere without bounds 

Meet it and live it 

Seeks 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 hi$her 

Than man has ever known 

Do not trouble yourself ... 

**Information for this poem was taken from lienry Thoreau's 
"From Wal den" 

DURiiAM'S FURNACE 
blJ 

Jason Shoulde rs 

I pulled up findin$ the pl~ce worse oH than expected. 

It was still in one piece, but black soot draped the hu<'3e white 

house. The live oaks in the yard were over<'3rown and droop­

in<'3. The place must have been beautiful once, now it was just 

depressin<'3ly worn down. Three lazy doe,s, restin<'3 underneath 

the tree closest to the house, leapt quickly to <'3uard their 

domain. They barked furiously as my car approached, and 

nipped at my tires. Spooked, I sat in my car until a thin, weanJ 

fi<'3ure came from behind the house. 

"Thay ain't <'301ma bite," he said. 

lie pulled out a din<'3y bandana and wiped the sweat 

off his brow, realizin5 I was the man who phoned a few days 

before. 

"You didn' come all tha way down here ta see this ol' 

plantation, did ya? 

"This place ain't puttin' out much crops anymore, an' 

tha house been nm down fur years," he said, walkin5 toward 

me with a sli<'3ht arthritic wobble. 



J 

Mr. IiartlelJ was painfulllJ old. Iiis skin looked like 

dried leather. When he smiled the wrinkles cracked. liis 

demeanor was calm, and his elJes were still and m1111ovina. Iiis 

~ I firm, callused handshake left nothina to 

Soul hero men, 11 the imaaination of how the majoritlJ of his 
ir i111vt11i110· 

• 
01 lJears were spent. 

hold I.rue to 
Uwir ll'Ord. 

I 

"Yes sir, I'm doina some research 011 

L..--==;;;..=a;;;;;;;;;-=;;:.-=- -., Old South plantations. I heard this one 

has quite a storlJ." 

Mr. IiartlelJ chuckled a bit, "It sure does, but it ain't tha' 

kind of storlJ lJ0u
1

re a lookin' fur." 

"S ure it is. This is mlJ fourth plantation this week. I'm 

well aware of how this place operated," I said. 

"Is that riah'?'' Mr. IiartlelJ smiled. Iiis skin cracked. 

"Not this un' son. Where lJa from?" 

lie alreadlJ knew that I was not from the South because 

of mlJ accent. So, I told the truth. "Indiana, Sir." 

I could see the displeasure curl up in his lips when I told 

him. But he had alreadlJ aareed to speak with me. Southern 

men, if anl)thina, hold true to their word. lie looked me up and 

down a couple of times, probabllJ examinina mlJ attire, which 

seemed too formal. 

Mr. IiartlelJ 's blue and red flannel was worn thin into a 

faded purple and pink. liis overalls were dirtlJ and baaatJ 

from the week's work. lie took a deep breath. 

"Well, l reckon l know a lil' bit about this ol' plan ta­

tion." We walked toward the pack of the house. ReluctantllJ, 

he continued. 

"Son, tha past ... tha South .. . is rooted in pain. Blood's 

spilt all over dese parts. 

"Years a8o, ownin' slaves waz a sian of wealth. Iha 

more slaves lJa had tha richer lJa aot," Mr. liartlelJ explained, 

"but not ev'rbodlJ believed it riah'." 

lie paused a moment contemplatina where to ao with 

his storlJ, or malJbe if l was even worth his time. We reached a 

couple of ricketlJ old rockina chairs on the back porch of the 

main house. lie sat down, sol did the same. Starina into the 

half-cut cotton field, he continued. 

"l know lJa think these ol' plantations waz all the same 

... slaves an' whatnot. But, lJa ain't heard a nuttin' like dis un 

here. As awful, I should salJ. 

"Back in them dalJs, this place waz own'd blJ Mr. 

Charles Durham. lie had it all- monelJ, a pertlJ wife, a lJOuna 

chile, an' a thrivin' plantation. Durham waz a riah' friendllJ 
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man. An' he loved his wife an' chile like a man's s'posed to- thay called 'em. Little Charles became play buddies wit' Mr. 

with ev'rthana he had." Durham's little boy, Josephine kept Mrs. Durham compny, an' 

I aave him a nod to let him know I was eaaerly listen- John waz Mr. Durham's riah' han' man. Tha two £amilies were 

ina. always taaether. An' Mr. Durham arew ta love John an' his 

"lie aot tha plantation a£ter his daddy died. But, he £amily ova' tha years. Even so much as ta let 'em sit down ta 

1

cided to run thane,s a little diHernt. Thouah h e lived here in supper with his own." 

Sambera, Tennessee, a slave-state, he had diHernt views on Mr. Iiartley made the place sound perfect, but the 

how ta treat 'em. lie seemed ta care for 'em. An' thouah he increasina 8 raveness in his voice silenced my thouahts. 

had ta have slaves ta work his £ields, he took aood care 0£ 'em "Well, ev'rythan' waz aood-n-well £ur a while on tha 

so as thay 'd never think 0£ numin' oH. An' thay was more pro- Durham plantation. Till. .. I'm sure you've heard 0£ tha 

ductive that-a-way." Underaround Railroad." 

I poised myseH as comfortably as possible in the other- I started to speak, but he interrupted without takina his 

wise uncom£ortable rockina chair, expedina much more to eyes oH the cotton held. 

come. "Mr. Durham, bein' tha man he waz,' cided to take part 

"Mr. Durham's slaves had it made here, decent food an' in it. Iieck, some say he miaht've had sumpn' ta_ do with 

hours £it £ur a white man. Other slave-owners round dese 

parts thouaht hem a fool, but he waz puttin' out tha biaaest 

crops an' aettin' richer ever year. So he didn' mind. 

"Mr. Durham arew specially fond of John an' his wife 

an' chile. John waz the chie£ slave on the plantation an' his 

formin' it. Don' know really. But this plantation relieved 

many a runaway slaves, that's £ur sure. This stop waz important 

ta tha slaves, cause it lies smack dab in tha middle 0£ a twelve 

mile aap tween Miston and Dew Drop. Twelve Mile Gap is 

what folks round here call it. Ta tha slaves it miaht as well a 

wife, Josephine, took care 0£ Mrs. Durham an' their chile. Thay been a hundard miles. There's no way thay could'a made it dat 

had a youna chile a their own named Charles, Little Charles £ur in a niahts' time." 
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Mr. liartlelJ 's rockin5 chair moved franticalllJ now, and Durham didn' mind't all cause John waz 5oin with 'em an dri­

made a loud creak everlJ trip back. And he seemed to move vin' the coach. Mr. Durham spent tha few dalJS teachin' Little 

his etjes frequentllJ to the little shack that stood ri5ht in front Charles how ta ride a horse an' plalJin' cards with Josephine 

of the field. after supper. 

"Mr. Durham waz a mos' noble man in his hosbitalitlJ 'Then, after a week ur so, Mr. Durham's wife ain't made 

too. Thal] Sal] he'd have some of his own slaves take watch on it back lJet. lie 5ot a little worried, but he trusted ol' John ta 

tha ed5e of tha propertlJ ev'rlJ ni5h', as look-outs fur tha nm-
8

et'em back saf't. 

awalJS. lie'd 5et 'em 500d an' fed an' let 'em rest in his base- "After another week, he 
1

cided he better 50 lookin' fur 

ment. lie did this fur some time, till some of tha locals 5ot sus-'em hisself. lie didn' find dem or tha coach. lie even went ta 

picious. Mrs. Durham's sister's house an' she said thelJ 'd lef' a week 

"One such, waz a man who lived bout two mile that-a-a80." 

walJ, Ladd waz his name. lie waz a jealous man. lie didn' see The three do5s zoomed blJ tossi115 around a dead squir­

rel; liartlelJ didn't even bud5e. whlJ Mr. Durham took so kindllJ ta tha ne5ras. lie never 

missed an opportunitlJ ta tell Mr. Durham that either. Mr. "Mr. Durham went inta frenzlJ. lie had people seard1i11' 

Ladd resented tha fact his crops wazn' thrivin' like Durham's. fur 'em all over Tennessee, all tha walJ up ta KentucklJ, all tha 

Then, one dalJ, than5s on tha Durham planation took a stra115EwalJ down to Mississippi. There waz no trace of 'em amJwhere, 

turn." not even a hint of what happened, or wherebouts ta look. 

The summer sun moved behind a cloud and a li5ht 'Thal] 5ave up searchin' after bout two months. An' Mr. 

breeze sent a sli5ht ti115le down mlJ spine. Leaves fluttered Durham waz a takin' it awful hard. 

about in the trees like tumbli115 waves. "Some Sal] Ms. Durham waz numin' awalJ north with 

"Mr. Durham's wife waz 5oi11' inta Memphis to stalj wit1her chile. Some believe John killed 'em an' took hisself north. 

her sister fur a couple dalJS. She took their son with her. Mr. There even waz rumors that ol' Mr. Ladd 5ot his reve115e on Mr. 
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Durham, an killed all three of 'em hisself. 

"Nobody knows really, prolly never will. 

"Thay say Mr. Durham took a bit crazy after thay 

could do. Mr. Durham had nuttin' 

lef'-but hatred." 

Befuddled, I looked to old 

stopped tha search. lie couldn' understand why this had hap- man Iiartley, who never 

pened, he treated his slaves aood, an' thay turn't on 'em. Or at stopped rockin8 in the chair, a:nd 

least he thouaht. never took his eyes off the swayi118 

"Mr. Durham las' his whole worl'. Then he las' his mind. cotton field, except to make an 

lie went on a binae, drinkin' an abusin' tha slaves, especially occasional alance at the little 

Little Charles an' Josephine." shack. 

So, m'r)' time 
slarns'd rnme in 

Urn nigh' expel'Un' 
some shelter 

t.lrn11 not 
"0 

sumpm' else, 
sumpm' itll'lul. 1 

lL~--~ 

I shook my head, because Iiartley eave me a alance "Ya know how I told ya, tha Underaround Railroad ran 

and was shakina his head. I didn't dare interrupt. throuah here .. .. Well, runaways still came round cuz thay 

"One niaht Mr. Durham been drinkin' real heaVtJ, an didn' know nuttin' of Mr. Durham aoin' crazy. Thay 's just try in' 

came home a cussin' an slappin' Josephine around. Josephine ta aet free. 

tried ta calm hem down, by tellin' hem ta find comfort in tha "Most of Mr. Durham's own slaves had done run off. An' 

Lawd. Josephine's words cut hem like a knife cause Mr. he'd arown a bitter hatred toward any, an all neeras. So, ev'ry 

Durham felt betrayed by tha Lawd-by ev'rybody. So, tha time slaves'd come in tha niah' expectin' some shelter thay aot 

next mawnin' Josephine waz huna. Little Charles waz cry in' a.isumpm' else, sumpm' awful. 

carry in' on at his mammy's hanain' body. An' Mr. Durham had "In them days, folks who waz part of tha Railroad would 

hem huna too. Riah' der in nat bia oak out front." have a statue of a little neara boy holdin' a lamp in tha front of 

I remembered the doas sittina lazily or maybe sadly, tha property. That waz tha sian that tha slaves could fin' help 

under the oak tree when I first arrived. there, cuz tha lamp would be lit durin' tha niah'. 

"Iie's just a little boy, but there wazn' nuttin' nobody "So, ev'ry niah' Mr. Durham wu'ld liaht tha lamp an' 

9 W 
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wait on tha runaway slaves. Thay 'd come up praisin' tha Lawc\-i.ad to ask, "May I see the £urnace room?" 

an' thankin' hem. Thay didn' know any better. An' Mr. lie eave me a foolish alance, "Boy, ain't nuttin' in there 

Durham would lead 
1

em ta that £urnace room over yunder." but pain, ain't nev'r been myseH." 

lie pointed at the little shack. lie, with a simple wave o£ his hand, motioned for me to 

"It waz used when tha crops aot too much rain, but he ~o and have a look. I walked over with my heart thumpin8 

waz usin' it £ur his reckonin'. throuah my chest. The three does rushed by and almost took 

"Iha slaves'd be tired £ram tha runnin', an ea riah' in ta my lees out. But, when I eat to the door I saw the edaes were 

pray an' rest. Mr. Durham's heart done turn't col' as ice. lie'd ,till charred and the hinaes were haH-way oH the panel. The 

lock 'em in, an £eed tha £urnace till tha slaves eventually burn~un had all but disappeared and rain clouds moved in darken-

up. lna the whole plantation. My sweat turned cold, thinkina 0£ 

"ThatJ say he burnt up lrnnderds a runaway slaves in the souls lost inside that room. 

that there £urnace room, ever' time thinkin' bout his wile an' "No, I think I'll let it be ... " 

chile struaalin' at tha hands o:f his ol' slave, John." Mr. liartley had already £ired up the old tractor, and 

In disbelie:f and disaust, I looked at the old leather- was headin8 toward the cotton £ield to £inish up be£ore the 

skinned man. lie seemed to be done talkin8, but he continuedrain came. 

to see the past throueh the wavina cotton. So I waited a 

moment and then asked, "What happened to Mr. Durham?" 

Mr. liartley looked into my eyes for the £irst time that 

day with a lone pause ... 

"lie shot hisseH one day riah' there in that £urnace 

room. 

Mr. liartley looked £lustered for a :few moments. But I 

12 
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Ni5hhnare Stairs 
by 

Stephanie Nelson 

Girl, Just Smile For Me 

:::;irl, just smile for me. 

Performance Poetry 

btJ 

David Iiams 

---.--...... ----...-----.----..-When you first called on me, 

Colle5e Idioms 
by 

AelwynLiam 

Do pies Hy? 

Professor crunched blandly on 

a brownie 

Winked about munchies and 

lauehed. 

Obvisouly Pro£essor does. 

[ didn't know what to expect 

till an5ry from disrespect, 

And you said you didn't like 'em fake. 

o lady why are you so mad at me, 

Baby, what is it you expect of me? 

etter yet ... I already know, 

irl, just smile for me. 

irl, how can you just not know it, 

liow much your smile can show it? 

That if you 50 out to the movies with me 

Or just han5 out with me 

And I know you want to eat 

ome on 5irl, just smile for me 

The first time you saw me 

Your face displayed disapproval. 

I thou5ht maybe you didn't see 

That there was somethin5 special about me 

Then I waited a while 

The whole time hopin5 for a smile­

-And then I saw a lieht-

A lieht so bri5ht it cleared all my fears 

My hope was restored once I saw you smile. 

So 

Girl,just smile for me. 
14 
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Mrs. Noah's Luxury Cruise 

bt1 

Dee Thalgott 

oust have made would have been tremen­

lous. Roarin5 lions, nei5hi115 horses, mooin5 

:ows, chirpin5 birds; my head hurts just 

hinkin$ about it. 

lier husband builds a boat in the middle of the desert. My question is-why didn't Noah stop 

That should start the nei5hbors talkin5. Next, he 5athers twod a rest stop and ask directions? Oh, I for5ot, 

\\'its 
rnlium 
arnund 
lhen'! 

of every kind of animal. Think about at your house. Who 5ente like many males "knew" the way. In the mean time, poor 

erally said "ok" to the animals? Dad, ri5ht? But, who ended vfrs. Noah was busy keepin5 everyone from killi115 each 

up cleani115 up after them and feedin5 them? You 5ot it•.. ,ther. What a wonderful trip this was 5oin5 to be. 

Mom. We could say God 5ave Mrs. Noah the patience of Job, 

liavin5 six children around my house, I truly relate to,ut Job came later in Biblical history. Was valium around 

how Mrs. Noah felt. I'm sure she prayed evenJ day for God to hen? liow about hard liquor? Wine blJ the tons could not 

chan5e liis mind. Six children, who were supposed to be 1ave kept me aboard that noisy craft. H the choice was sink or 

5row11 and adults, but were more likely in their late teens, an,wim, I personally would have taken anlJthi115 except bei115 

array of assorted animals, and a husband who hears voices-m that boat. 

everyone on board! We are 5oi115 on a cruise! In the old Sunday school so115 "Rise and Shine," the 

Taki115 a cruise is one thin5. Bein$ stuck in the same mimals 50 in blJ twosies and come out by tbreesies. Ok, so 

spot with six children and several animals is a true 11i5htmare,0w we add delivery to Mrs. Noah's chores. More noise, confu­

fi5hts break out in my van just 5ettin5 everlJ0ne to school in :ion and stress. Don't for5et the lovely weather ... forty days 

the mornin5. I can still hear the shoutin5, ar5uin5, and ,f rain. What a walJ to spend a vacation. 

screamin5, and we were only in the car for forhJ minutes. BlJ I almost for5ot. What was Noah doin5 all this time? lie 

the end of forty days, I would have to be committed. 1vas havi115 quality bo11din5 time with his sons. They we re 

Now le t's think about all those animals. The noise thel}ishi115 and makin5 plans for what they would d o at journe y's 
16 
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end. 

Could someone please 8et a life boat? Mrs. Noah an 

are aba11do11in8 ship. 

Every time I start to feel like runnin8 away, I think 0£ 

poor Mrs. Noah. She had 110 choice but to stay 011 that stinki 

boat. I only have six kids, two do8S, and two cats. She was 

blessed with an entire zoo. I am very confident that when dr 

land appeared, she kissed the 8round and vowed to never 8 

near water a.Bain. 

Do you want to know the real reason they have neve 

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

The End 0£ Our Beeinnin8S 

by 

Maria Dunn 

18 



Greater Good 
btJ 

Amy L. Shimek 

Emotion exchan5ed throu5h Statements, 

Ar5uments with Answers, 

beyond the Reach 

Our Generation 

Knowled5e acknowled5ed by Ea5erness, 

Chan5e challe115ed the opposition, 

many duels of Contrast 

-assertizis our beliefs, 

Sun-burnt Rose 
b tJ J essica J ames 

precedi115 a future, 
hinB is but Nothi115 nausht is MemorlJ, slow, and ¾e faster than 

slow; a 

!at and little 

ile 

ile 
re used to be a little 
ile, while the while was not little while I was a c5rowinc5 wild 

Wild rose kept in Mem
1

rlJ the once with a while 

Whilst the c5rowth slowed not mild 

Wilts in the while of suns' dial. 

Moments passed as Time forced Life, 

Forward towards a better future knowin5 

the Correct Pa th 

l suddenllJ the while is 5O11e and Death, She came upon a wild while 

ins in the wilds of MemorlJ; courtin,5 was the while Life in the room of 
livin,5 where obliteratin,5 beautlJ struck first strike oblivion; She 

19 

-reach.eel. th.e under side; 
ped throush the seal on the sill of the windows of MemorlJ 's slow 

dow shadow sons of a precedin5 future slower and faster Death 

,ckin,5 tick tockin5 for onllJ a little wild rose. 
You filled my lieart with Passion, Loveose Death, She is not the sun nor anlJ lisht and so in lack of in future of 

D rive that Suitors before f<!lt follows is dark, dark with a wild while in lack of that futured sun. 

desperately to Adrdose. 

-under th.e) 
Wild rose in crlJstal 

I missed you before I kne>\ life cut for lonesome clear vase 

even thoueh our Time has po petals fall, rose weeps. 

Ii b Tre soes the rose. 
my eart remem ers lJOur 

,_1 _ _ ... ,.1 .. ,_1 • d t>ws the rose where Life c5oes when tick tocki115 and then knockin,5 
- mroutJU- we pinna 

oes rockin,5 the windows shut, so thouc5h blockin,5 MemorlJ shut of 

R Ii C 
mories still struck the tal]S of all we need to know is the dalJ is the 

eturn my eart to its fullest ap~ t bl· d· 
lll lJ 111 1115. 

With Gifts you Preestion. 

in Ea~ c5lowinc5 dead. 

- for the Greater Good N sun shines on .... 
QO 



So lone the road 

bent at the knee 

to the midpoint aold 

starts at foet 

So pleasantly smooth 

no street unseen 

poised to the mood 

clenched silent scream 

To the peak 

on the way down 

sweet serenity speak 

before I drown 

QJ 

I slip throuah the aate 

holdina my tonaue 

quiver and wait 

till she has suna. 

BarellJ 
by 

Jason Shoulders 

t::l. "--- -

Ml] Lost Love 

by 

Acacia Decker 

Q, 
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Y a5e: The Inevitable Way You Are With Me and Go 
btJ 

A Biker Iii tchin5 Tao 

23 

AelW1JnLiam 
b ti 

Jessica James Vine 0£ death 

Undiplomatic torturer 

Alternate obscene tears swellin5 and 

The Strane,er's verti50 

After bein5 lost under 

Moon now din5in5 

To sky e,rave. 

Spiritual acid 

lma5inary ni5ht thie£ 

Run throue,h veins trae,ic sweet 

Nebula; 

Fluorescent streakin5 

Brain, shone, and pullin5 

Down and bound and broken. 

Transient deserter 

Alchemist o£ emotions, 

You le£t me in my own head 

Screamin8 at God so utterly 

Splendid and hydroe,en-lost 

You never make me sense 

My slow trip away horn sanitlJ. 

ie sae,s his shoulders 
in his parka 

,next to the creek 

e,rown hasty with breath 
Ayahuasca and exhaustion 

Mae,ic healer entheo5enimder ja55ed snow hane,s 

Why can't I set us free leanin5 on bike frame 

Burn down to wakin5 his hands 
ubbed raw under 5ralJ e,loves-

Radioactive mlJstery; 

Climb those mountain eh 

Gunsmoke tension memoh. . 1venn5 

the tao is transcendent 

the Tao is transcendent-

beside the curved mountain road 
all thin5s snowed to silence 

,ut his soft beatin5 heart 
shouts murmured words 

the shakin5 

Secret addiction ~iker 
who hunted Zen truth 

Flamin5 demon 

Surround makeshi£t 

Loneliness in visions; 

Salvation, 

ky 
at mountain peak of rock a5ainst 

only to wind 

his tao down the truth of the mountain 
Drownin5 snow o£ realityl his ever dreamin5 soul-

Comin5 vir5inal vi5ilant( headlie,hts slow 
stop 

:>ad a frozen breath o£ a sae,e: 

his only tao cold to travel 

to find the truth of soul, 

24 

■ 



he hears onl-y silence 
and his eodhead beatina 

heart 
lost and weak 
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the tao is transcendin5 
the Tao is transcendent. 

Tainted Soul 

b1:1 
Acacia Decker 

Innocent 
b-y 

Shamus Bolden 
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Si Sirena 

by 
Maria Dunn 

Loch Ness 

by 
James Richardson 

PROPERTY OF MURl\ll,.L LlBR.ARY 
MISSOURI VALL~~, • 

fv1ARSHALL, Mo-~4&:·, - '28 
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Tarantula 

by 
Melody Wie5ert 
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Rie,ht: 

PretttJ in Pink 

blJ 

Dustin ChelJne 

Left: photoe,raph 

blJ 

AmlJ D.NeH 

Below: Sprin5 L 

Left: MlJ Winter fl 
blJ 

I Stand Alone 

blJ 

Acacia Decker 
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Sexy 

b1:1 
Shamus Bolden 

Beauty Baity 
by 

Leandro Justen 
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Lyric 
by 

Shamus Bolden 

Cool Sprin5 
by 

ArianeO'Day 

L1,.mch By the Bay 
by 

Dustin Cheyne 

California Poppies 
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Little Ballerina 
by 

Fabiana Andrea 

A Chip OH the Old Block 
blJ 

Samuel Nju5una 

Kimani was ready to take up the challen5e. liis father, 

au, had left his le5acy as a leader before his death. The people 

yasa Kamau who had led for fifty years knew him for his brave­

a nd for upholdin5 justice within the community. Kimani had 

·sion of leadin5 a lar5er community than Nyasa, which was 

·nally part of the entire territory of Kikuyu, fra5mented by 

ism, tribalism, and unendin5 conflict. 

The Nyasa community is comprised of nine clans, namely: 

era, Ae,achiku, Airimu, Ambui, Anaare, Anjiru, Anaui, Aithaaa, 

'------:li:..!:i::::::::!::=--.-l...;i:::::::::::..._..r::...~!!!....--.!Aitherandu.All the nine clans rely heavily on a5riculture. 

iCUIDADO!-
and Yellow 

J essica James 

A dance is heart. 

The beat of the beat to the [B ]eat is heart. 

The cadence of the cadence well-kept is heart. 

A heart is awfulness at ease. 

Ease is the dance of the heart. 

tflict between them was based on land use and the sharin5 of 

1inistrative duties. All of the clans wanted one of their own to 

l the Nyasa community. Kamau's family was from the lar5est 

t, the A mbui. 

The re had been protracted hostility between the clans that 

J came to an end after Kamau took the leadership mantle and 

ied them. lie or5anized community councils known as Baraza to 

cate the clans on the importance of peaceful coexistence as one 

.munity. Durin5 his time as the leader of the community Kimani 

brouaht far-reachin5 chan5es in re5ard to commerce within the 

munity. lie had facilitated the settin5 of the first missionary 

.pat Karibu, the administrative capital of Nyasa. 

To dance the dance of the dance with an actual dancer When Kamau died, Kimani officially took an oath to oversee 

mi5ht prove tricky; caution. CAUTION! Yellow-and-black ~r~ss and the prosperity that had been realized durin5 his 

and wet-floor-backed. er s rei5n. Kimani wanted to end animosities that existed 
t1een Nyasa and other tribes which formed the Kikuyu territory. 

Easy!-It is not easy to keep at ease and dance the dance 0 f th r differences were mainly the sharin5 of natural resources like 

heart with its cadence and beat if you fall.You'll hurt yo; rivers, tribal boundaries, and what tribe the overall leader 
heart. d come from. Kimani knew it wasn't an easy task to brine 
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The trarlitions of l'emalc 
rircumcision, the 

worshipping of 
mountain gods, 

wire inheritance, 
and 111;11TJing off young 
girls were _just, some 

of the practices 
Kimani 

wanted to rid 

I people of diverse cultures and lane'\ 
I 

f toeether. ,ernntent inclusive of all tribes. Before the Western culture was 

Iiavin8 embraced Christianity as ~oduced, the head of a tribe was known by the title of Senior 

relieion and abandoned the traditiolef. The Senior Chief would be appointed by elders who had 

form of worship based 011 a mountainm chosen by villaeers. Kimani was elected throueh the ballot as 

Kimani put his full faith in God for hisident, a n exercise that had not been done prior to the arrival of 
success. Great opposition to his lead\iona ries. 

came from other tribal leaders beyoij lie introduced capitalism in the country and promoted 

Nyasa community, who thoueht hebocracy. Before capitalism was introduced, the tribes of Kikuyu 

self-seeker and a collaborator with \ e involved in barter trade. There was 110 pape r money or coins. 

sionaries to deprive their tribes of th~h livestock and plant products would be used as the means 

land riehts and freedom. •xchanee or as money. 

I Kimani appointed an executive bo The economy of Kikuyu improved ereatly under his leader­

l!l:::,;;~~~~~~~~~1 within Nyasa with advice from some) due to proper manaeement of financial a nd aericultural 

sionaries. Some of the missionaries were part of the board, and\ urces a nd the use of modern equipment like farm machinery 

oversee the implementation of Kimani's plans for political, ecot had come with missionaries. Countries neiehborin8 Kikuyu 

cal, and social chanees. The majority of the people in the Kikuljed his style of leadership and would send emissaries to him for 

territory supported his initiatives, while a few opposed. liis 0 PJdance on democracy and economic reforms. 

from Kikuyu. 

nents feared control of their land by missionaries and erosion o In this present time, Kikuyu has drastically chaneed in terms 

their traditional cultures by a new Westernized culture that WIOlitical, economical and social structures. Iiowever, due to elob-

takin8 root after the missionaries arrived. ation, the country is facin8 economic challenees due to imbal-

The traditions of female circumcision, the worshippin5 ce of trade with other countries. Some traditional practices still 

mountain eods, wife inheritance and marryin8 off youne Birls\t 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 emereence of a few dictators 
Western civilization, or way of life, was favored because it rest{ie recent years. 

human di8 nity, especially to women by riddine bad cultural P Kimani died at a8e ei8 h ty havine achieved his 8oals. lie had 

tices. It had also introduced political structures suitable for amK.ikuyu for twenty years in addition to thirty years as the leader 

society. Thoueh he faced many challenees, Kimani was able tofyasa. liis leeacy was entered in the a nnals of the Kikuyu histo­

churches and Kikuyu formally embraced Christianity, which(imani's leadership skills epitomized everyone's vision in the 
tered on the worship of one, almiehty God, a s their major re liaild at the time . 

The infrastructure of Kikuyu had erown tremendousl-y. 

Iiealth facilities and schools spread ever-ywhere. Kimani had o 

succeeded in brinl3in8 toeether eleven tribes in Kikuyu to forn 

united and peaceful countr-y. Kimani became the first presider 
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Mountain Ni5ht Memory 
blJ 

J essica James 

mountain tin$le air breathed in 

sharp throuah white enshrouded sprina 

Clorox bri/jht and crisp cuddles; soft 
Downy on a midni{Jht comforter 

indul$ent wishes to share 

moun ta.in rush 0£ emotion 

Enfolded in sleek linen sheets worn 

smooth with time and touch 

cool vibrancy strikes Hushed £ace 

same £eel as he held me with 

Between puffed, starched clouds; condensation­

tears in heaven on earth. 

1:14 
3urnt rubber, crunch 

lMinute 
blJ 

Jason Shoulders 

Jri$ht oran$e and yellow shattered plastic 

:overed in small boy mulatto blood 

1ysteria 

.n slow motion forever 

4:13 
)pen window, sittina in a chair 

l.aH watchin$ TV ha.I£ wishin$ 

: was a child a$ain 

Yirs. freeman went inside, 

ae went down the driveway 

in slow motion forever 
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$$$ 
blJ 

AmtJ 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 knowina We can 

be nothina and still be 

Somethin8. 

WRITE-

this ability Some have yet to conquer, 

leavina Them behind seems to be the trend· 

Time is on Our side; instead this talent should be a p~rt of lil1 

Where is Pass ion? 

KNOWLEDGE-

Education of Our twenty-six mixable, moldable friends 

wars not ours to fiaht. 

Because a leader cannot rise above the norm 

he who consistently standardizes the Fate of 

Our Country. 

IiOME-

, 

W e waved aoodbye and watched You take Them to 

a land where their presence is unwelcome. 

But, all the wrona 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 huna. 

A constant reminder of Your areed. 

Their lives are precious too-except to 

You. 

CiiANGE-

When disasters endanaer our species and Chaos erupts, 

then You will see what We know, 

but perhaps You will only hear if Corruption 

is aone from the plans for 

US. 

GIFT-

perfect letters taken for Granted, 

used to decorate Our world, 

endless possibilities, 

We the ever lastina witnesses, 

molded by Our minds' 

Memory. 
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SELF 
blJ 

Brandon L Anderson 

So I met someone today, we said hello. 

Oh, and what a conversation we had, 

Tomorrow we have planned to meet for coHee. 

Today we had our mornina toaether. 

Oh, what thinas we can learn horn each other, 

Tomorrow we plan to take a walk toaether. 

The walk today was so wonderful. 

I was tauaht so much about this person, 

Tomorrow we become one. 

Today, I realized I found myself. 

I stepped out of the shadows into my own lieht. 

Courtship of the Fawn & Dryad 

by 

Acacia Decker 
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Ever5lades 
by 

Dan Peters 

The American Ni5htmare ... 
b,J 

JatJSOn Thornton 

I am told the American Dream is the idea o£ten 

associated with the Protestant work ethic, held by many in the 

United States o£ America that throu5h hard work, coura5e, 

and determination one can achieve prosperity. 

for the 20 million African victims 0£ the United States 

80vernment this was no dream. The very idea represents the 

stru55le and hell the United States 5oven11nent imposed 

on their 20 million African victims. 

The words "hard work, coura5e, and determination" all 

de£ine my people, but American Dream does not. We have not 

achieved any true prosperity. We have only 5ained survival. 

We live day-to-day in oppression. 

Throu5h my studies and li£e experiences I have learned 

the true meani115 0£ the so-called American Dream. It is not 

really a dream; it is a plan. The American Dream is merely a 

criminal's scheme. The American Dream is just a villain's plot. 

It is a tool used by oppressors. The white power structure 0£ this 

country and the world use tools like the American Dream to 

undermine our stru55le. 

Since our bei115 kidnapped and forced in chains and 

draaaed to Jamestown, Vir5inia in 1619, one year 

before the May Hower, our brain power, labor, skills, talents 

and wea lth were taken away £rom us. They have been taken, 

8iven a nd spent towards the buildi115 and addition to the civi­

lization of another people. These are the people who 

en5ineered our hell. They are the criminal schemers and 

villainous 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 Ni5htmare. Just 

look around. Our brain power, labor, skills, talents and wealt1 

are still bein5 taken to build and add to the civilization of 

other people.We are the athletes who are treated like 

livestock to enrich white America.We are the actors and 

musicians who are used to entertain and teach style to an 

otherwise borin5, dull, and uninterestin5 white America. 

Yes, we live in the American Ni5htmare. But ni5ht­

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

thin5 that was stolen from us. It is time to wake up and over­

throw our oppressors. It is time to stand up as a individual cul­

ture and demand our independence. It is time to wake up. My 

alarm dock is set. Check yours. 

Misconstrued 
btJ 

Ev-en bold waves tumble 

at si5ht of the shore, 

Jason Shoulders 

under his breath he mumbled 

and fell silent once more. 

He didn't think like this, 

the war had tau5ht him. 

Clenched hands to fists, 

and prayers 5row solemn. 

Captain didn't mind, 

he'd 5rown accustomed to his fears, 

he said, "the deaf, dumb, and blind are left behind 

and your prayers fall on deaf ears." 

Behind a Bush he lJelled, "brin5 up the rear." 

We went to our 5raves 

with the choices he made 

and a wave is breakin5 near. 
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The Other Side 

by 

Amy L. Shimek 

Irene 
btJ 

Emilee Murph ~ee 

!never knew 

In nllJ youth 

You had so many stories to tell, 

Or that they needed listenin$ to. 

All I k new 

Was the way you showed me 

To fold my 11i$ht$ow11 

Nice a nd neat. 

All I knew 

Was the sadness I couldn't understand 

When he died and le£t you alone. 

Iknew 

The oran$e tree and the blackberrlJ bushes 
The so£tness 0£ your hands 

And your £iery, stubborn ways. 

Iknew 

I loathed to visit 011 SundalJS, 

The conversations between you a nd my mother 

Would last too deep into those lazy a£ternoons. 

Me, sittin$ in the bi$ pink chair 

Secretly rollin$ my eyes 

As you brou$ht up Chica$o 
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And how the world had done lJOU wron5. 

And now 
It has done you wron5. 

Andi trlJ 

So hard to remember those Saturdal._)s 

When I 
In ml._) i5norance made lJOU so old 

And burdensome 

And those stories 

Whose lines I mal._) never hear, 

Lal._) locked up with lJOU. 

Locked up blJ that awful sickness 

Silent 

I remember 

The sterile smell of the hallways, 

Your arduous aided bre athin5, 

The softness of lJOUr hand aaain, 

53 

But the £ire is eone. 

That stubborn woman I knew, 

The one with the ci5arettes 

And the erndee aaainst God 

Now lies meek and helpless. 

H onllJ I had listened. 

Macro Island-Beach 
by 

Dan Peters 

Bird in the Ocean 
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Rodeo Le5acy 
biJ 

Kirk Nelson 

Drivina 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 stiH and sore I can't £ill my coHee cup 

I eave up too much £or this rodeo life 

I eave up my future, my dauehter, and my wi£e 

Yet there is that drive within me, a spirit that's shone 

With an influence like that my choice can't be wrone 

So I head £or Cheyenne and push throueh the nieht 

I eotta be there by seven, and then put up a £ieht 

I spur the hair oH 0£ my bronc and they score me 89 

Then I throw my hat to the crowd, 'cuz I know the buckle is mine 

As I take up a knee, I thank the man up above 

'cuz he made me a cowboy a life that I love 
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Baity liall and Me 
by 

Dee Thaleott 

Fat people can't dance. Good! I have two left feet and 

am always trippine over somethine. As a child, five years o£ 

ballet only taueht me how to eracefully walk into a wall. 

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

older than Mt. Rushmore, and can't 

imaeine why anyone would want to 

jump in the first place. 

Fat people can't run. Wonderful! 

Then I don't have to take a dumb aer-

The lloodJcar blimp 
hits li!ndcd 
in lh1rshall 
and lirns 
on\. llell. 

obics class and wear those uely spandex thineies. My "love 

handles" have turned into "love satchels" and enable several 

children at one time to experience what cellulite looks like 

from the outside. 

My body imaee was created blJ my German erand­

mother. As a child, I was so skinny i£ I stood sidewalJS, I disap­

peared. She kept telline me to eain some weieht. Man! Would 

she be proud of me now! The GoodlJear blimp has landed in 

Marshall and lives on N. Bell. 

Grandma used to make all kinds of sweets and eoodies 
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bl " k " h for us kids. My pro em was an air poc et in my stomac 

and nothin5 ever stayed down for lonaer than forty-five 

minutes. 

After several trips to diHerent doctors, an x-ray finally 

showed the cloud. The doctor pushed on my back, then my 

stomach, and I let out one b.u13e belch and the rest is history. 

Food and I have been toaether for the past fifty-five years. 

Unfortunately, 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 landmark, Baity Iiall. 

In the year Baity was built-accordina to my children 

this is the same year I was born-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

tina the fields. 

Four years aao I tried to aet the administration to con­

sider my climbina 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 lua my £at 

self up these stairs. Then I convinced myself I had to lose 

weiaht anyway, so this would be aood exercise. Wrona! All it 

did was encouraae me to eat more. 

I started usina only the cement stairs. I thouaht they 

could hold the weiaht better. Also, I had landinas on which to 

rest and have a snack before aoina all the way to the third 

floor. I became a "secret stairwell eater." Does anyone know of 

a proaram to help me kick this habit? I have visions of after 

araduatina havina to sneak b~ck and have a snack on the 

second floor landina. 

So as you climb those stairs, look for me. If I have passed 

out, please call EMS. I either need food or oxyaen. 

i ~-. :·· t_-
• •• i ·- ·-· . 
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Impassioned 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 1:Jank from the heavens, 

and capture home in hand. 

Past of Nebraska was onl1:J a Kansas 

of 1:Jellow lines and loud semis flashin5 b1:J in dark, 

and old stretchin5 western towns of wide blank roads, 

blown flat and lonesome stark. 

So when rose the plateau of Colorado 

be1:Jond the ni5ht so vast I nearl1:J lon5ed to die, 

it lifted too the moon a flame, loanin5 

depth to m1:J starlit sk1:J. 

M1:l soul was flat but ran raaeed hiah 

across the earth, with prophecies and ra5es­

since these mountains steep have earned my keep 

elsewhere I feel encaaed. 

I rode dreams to truth; flames from strife, 

to end where I can find respite. 

Youn5Guns 
btJ 

Kirk Nelson 

Y oun5 cowboy, 1:JOun5 cowboy, O' what have 1:JOU done 

You've shot the sheriff and now 1:JOU must run 

You've chose the wrona path, the wrona life to lead 

Your life will be short for soon 1:JOU will bleed 

Your best friend will hunt 1:JOU; he'll be comin5 real soon 

lie'll shoot 1:JOU from behind, b1:J the liaht of the moon 

A bullet in the back, one final farewell 

The1:J 've due 1:JOU a hole and you're headed for liell 

You're life is over; 1:JOu're throu5h with the 5ame 

But ever1:Jone knows that Billy the Kid is 1:JOUr name. 
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above: Winter Cowboy 

by 

Amy L.Shimek 

below:Cloudy Mountains 

by 

James Richardson 

aciremA 
by 

Jason Shoulders 

Breathe it in for the first time 

the sweet serenity of 5od-blessed land 

the sweet somber sound of sorr.ow 

and burdens for the last time. 

Alone in a crowded room 

two disappointed believers 

thou5ht God was to blame. 

As the tired messa5e 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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LIFE IS GAY 
by 

Peter ferak 

• Dedicated to Susan Iiessenthaler 

You were a lesbo once 

Now you're just one 0£ us. 

I never thou5ht this day would ever come 

I didn't realize your penis vir5inity was 5one. 

But then a5ain, wouldn't you say 

Every now and then, li£e is 5ay. 

And I hope £or you that li£e with a man 

Is 5onna turn out to be more than you thou5ht it can 

But I know that you will always be just £ine 

Because there is a place £or you in this heart 0£ mine. 

Don't 5et me wron5, I'm not sure what to think 

I really don't know how you overcame this penis thin5. 

So put on some nice clothes and 50 out toni5ht 

Maybe you'll £all £or a man, and not a dike. 

But then a5ain, wouldn't you say 

Every now and then, li£e is 5ay. 

So throw this scad 0£ yours around your head 

'Cause you no lon5er like An5elina but Brad instead 

Make sure you show oH these blue eyes 0£ yours 

And major cleava.5e simply because that's what scores. 

In the end, I hope you'll just £ind a hiend 

Someone who'll be there till the end. 

Encoura5e you to dare the unthinkable 

And understand even i£ you're not believable. 

And then a5ain, wouldn't you say 

Every now and then, li£e is 5ay. 
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The liistory of 

Namin5 the Ma5azine 
by 

Sarah Casaletto 

The white paper contracts deeply with the black ink 

stamped upon it. The words leave the pa5e intact, until he or she 

sees a portion where the black ink seems darker, as if the passa5e 

of writin5 were jumpin5 off the pa5e. A person reads over the 

words, leavin5 the pa5e intact, until he or she sees a portion where 

the black ink seems darker, as if the passa5e of writin5 were jump­

in5 off the pa5e. The hi5hli5hter comes out, and the pa5e is now 

marked, the si5nificant passa5e a new color all its own. This is 

known as a "purple patch." The Iiandbook to Literature by 

Iiarmon and Iiolman defines a purple patch as: 

Now and then authors in a stron5ly emotional passa5e 

will 5ive free play to most of the stylistic tricks in their 

ba5. They will write intensely colorful and more than 

usuall1:1 rhythmic. When there is an unusual pilin5 up 

of these devices in such a wa1:1 as to su55est a self-con­

scious literan:J effort, the section is spoken of as a pur­

ple patch- a colorful passa5e standin5 out from the 

writin5 around it. (The expression comes from Horace, 

for whom purple dye was much rarer- hence more con­

spicuous- than it is for us) (421). 

Generall1:1 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 hi5hli5hted 

in many works of literature. A new literary ma5azine for Missouri 

Valley Colle5e represents some of the best writin5, art, and pho­

to5raphy of the students in the school. It shall be our "purple 

patch" for people to open and immediately reco5nize as the best. 

The printin5 cost of Vol. 6 

was deferred in part by 

donations from members of the 

community, staff, and faculty. 

We, the members of Si5ma Tau Delta, 

wish to express our 

thanks to you for 

your continued support. 

"As the editor I extend my personal thanks to 

those of you who helped in supportin5 this edition of 

The Purple Patch. It is your encoura5ement 

which allows for this positive voice of 

student expression to be heard." 

~~ Amy L. Shimek, 

Editor 
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