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MT. VERNON TOWNSHIP HIGH SCHOOL
LITERARY/ART MAGAZINE.
JAVA IS A STUDENT PUBLICATION
EDITED AND DESIGNED BY THE STUDENTS.

THE JERRY D. BUMPUS SHORT STORY AWARD is named for a former
Mt. Vernon High School student whose many short stories and two novels
have been published in several literary magazines and America's Best
Short Stories annuals.

1ST PLACE Amy Dousman Green Eyes

2ND PLACE Stephanie Leathers Shadows

THE HOWARD D. RAWLINSON POETRY AWARD is named for a Mt.
Vernon resident and past Dean at Rend Lake College whose poems have been
published in various journals and magazines.

1ST PLACE Vanessa Cohoon Within One Doll

2ND PLACE Maria Liles Seems | Was Wrong

THE GERARD CURTIS DELANO AWARD is named for a former summer
resident of Opdyke, lllinois whose paintings are collectors' items today.

1ST PLACE Melissa Martin Pencil Drawing-Sorrow

2ND PLACE Missy Smith Colored Pencil-Melissa

THE MAYO BROTHERS PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD is named for the
Brothers Mayo, Stan and Gerald, whose photographs and developing have
appeared in a nationally acclaimed literary magazine.

1ST PLACE Jim Naorris Billboard Vampire

2ND PLACE Chris Bond Squirrel in a Tree

JAVA is printed at Mt. Vernon Township High School by the Graphic Arts
Department and Mr. Brad Hearle. Typesetting done by Ms. Tami Gentles.
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Byford Beal 91

ASISTARE

As I stare out the foggy window,

I watch the tiny raindrops hit,

shattering into a million pieces.

I wonder about life,

How I have changed and about growing up.

There's a big world out there.

Am [ daring enough to take on that big world?
Jennifer Jones 90
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EARLY POETIVENESS
(a brief summary of one’s first poetic years)

Roses are red, violets are blue,
but some violers are white.

Roses are red, violets are blue,
lemonade without sugar isn’t sweet,
but you are.

Starlight, starbright,

First star I see tonight,

And if I may, and if I might,
Try not to pee the bed tonight.

Mary had a little lamb,

it's fleece was white as snow,

And everywhere that Mary went,

people wondered why that damn lamb followed her
around.

Jack be nimble,
Jack be gquick,

Jack jump over the mud puddle.

Jack and Jill went up the hill,

to fetch a pail of water,

JTack fell down and broke his crown,

and just what is a crown?

Little Miss Muffet

sat on her tuffet,

eating her curds and whey.
Along came a spider

and sat down beside her,
and ate a few bugs.

Quintin Anderson 90

Keirsten Anderson 89



WITHIN ONE DOLL

Long black hair, coarse and braided.
Brownish skin, worn and faded.

She sits serenely, head held high.

Arms straight down, nothing awry.

Her skirt of black, with pink below.
Bodice of crimson, cut slightly low.

But then again, as modesty sighs,

Sewn to the top, a large black tie.

Her eyes so blue, stare straight ahead.
They will never laugh, or have tears to shed.
There she sits, against my wall.

My childhood memories, within one doll.

Vanessa Cohoon 90

Keirsten Anderson 89



GREEN EYES

"Isn't she adorable?" said the twelve year-old, blond-haired, blue-eyed girl. She held and
cuddled the black kitten whose green eyes shone brightly. It did not purr. "Can | keep her?
Look, Daddy, isn't she cute?"

Her father frowned. "Yes, Kayla, she's cute, but | don't know whether or not we should keep
her. Remember what happened the last time?"

"Daddy, please," Kayla begged. "itll be different this time. I'm older now, and I'll take care
of her. | promise | will."

"Well, sweetheart,” said her father, "she does seem to like it here. But, don't forget, you
promised you'd take care of her, and if you don't, the kitten must leave."

Kayla was overjoyed. "Oh, Daddy, thank you! And don't worry, I'll take good care of her." she
petted the kitten. It looked at her with ils green eyes, but it still didn't purr.

Her mother poured her dad a cup of coffee. "l was talking to Diana Martinez yesterday,” she
began, "the lady across the street.”

Dad nodded and picked up the newspaper.

Mom went on, "And she told me she heard that the husband of a couple that lived here some
time ago, murdered his wife in order to collect her life insurance. And since then, anybody who
lived here has ended up leaving because strange things happen as if it were haunted. What do you
think of that, Shane?"

He looked up from his paper. "You know I don't believe in ghosts, Marlayna. This house is not
haunted. No house is haunted. Have you seen a single ghost? Have you heard one? No, of course
not. That's because there aren't any, and there never will be.”

Dad stood up and drank the last of his coffee. "I've got to go or I'll be late for work." He kissed
Kayla and her mother goodbye. _

Kayla heard the car start. She stroked the kitten. "What shall | name her?"

"Your kitten?" Mom asked. "Oh, I don't know."

"I think I'll call her Green Eyes,"” Kayla said.

Weeks passed and Green Eyes grew. At first, the cat seemed normal. But soon, Kayla noticed
some strange things about her pet. For one thing, the cat never purred. And her eyes were 50
green, they seemed to glow. Also, she never really played; she destroyed. Kayla bought her toys.
Cloth toys got shredded in hours while plastic ones sometimes lasted a few days.

Green Eyes grew worse all the time. She liked to swing from the living-room drapes. She
clawed the sofa. And she loved to knock over waste-paper cans and drag the trash all over the
room.

Things did not improve. Green Eyes took over Kayla's room. It was in shambles. She couldn't
leave anything out or it would get shredded or torn or chewed to pieces. Before long, Kayla
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couldn't even enter fier room. The cat would sit on her bed, and if Kayla came near Green Eyes,
she would hiss and spit.

Her father had tried to get rid of Green Eyes. The first time, he got badly clawed and bitten.
The n.lgxa‘ time, he called the police and they came with people from the animal shelter. A man
with heavy leather gloves caught Green Eyes. The cat screeched and struggled as the man put her
in a canvas bag. They thought they'd seen the last of Green Eyes. '

The next day, she was back. How or why was a myslery. Dad opened the door to go to work,
and there was the cat. She zoomed by him to Kayla's room, and there she stayed.

That night, Dad looked tired. He ate dinner slowly. "I don't know what to do,” he said. " fust
don't know anymore. That cat is ruining us, and | feel so helpless because there's nothing I can
do about it" '

Kayla was afraid to speak, but she knew she must. "Dad, I've go to tell you something . . .
something that Stacy told me today.”

"Stacy?" Dad asked. "Oh, yeah, one of your girlfiends.”

"Yes, Dad. She says that Green Eyes really belongs to a lady that used fto live here. The lady
died and now she wanlis her cal fo be with her instead of here.”

Her father looked at her mom. He shook his head. "What's she talking about, Marlayna?"

"Stacy claims her grandmother can speak with the dead. She holds regular seances. This
woman keeps coming to her and demanding her cat, and Stacy figures it's Green Eyes. Who
knows, Shane? She may be right.”

"Really, Marlayna!® Dad said. “This is ridiculous!”

"Yes, Shane, it's ridiculous, but it may be true. You remember those rumors. People believe
this house is haunted. Welf, Maybe it is.”

"So what if it is true?" Dad said.

"Stacy's grandmother will hold a seance,” Kayla said.

"Yes," Mom added. "She'll hold a seance right here and call the woman. If the story is true,
then the woman will come and take Green Eyes.”

Dad nodded. "O.K. [ think it's stupid, and it won't work, but let's have the seance." Mom and
Kayla smiled at each other.

The seance was held when the moon was full. Stacy's grandmother, Mrs. Olsen, arrived early
50 that she could prepare the room.

Soon the room was ready. Candles were lit. The lights were out. Mrs. Qlsen called in the
others. Everyone sat in a circle around the dining-room fable, with Mrs. Qlsen at the head. She
slowly closed her eyes.

“Join hands," she ordered. "Put them on top of the table. We now form a living circle.
Whatever happens, do not break the circle! Keep it together at all costs. It's our only hope.”

Mrs. Olsen's head jerked and her whole body quivered. Then a voice came from her. It was
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