












FAILURE 

Failure is for those who are little fools 
Big ones, strong ones who break the rules 
Failure is painful, Failure is hard -
While the success often comes from playing 

the right ·cards. 
By john David Russell 

(>REAM OF DEATH 

By Peter Del/era 

He's dead. It's the middle of the night and I've just killed again. 
However, I remain the victim. 

As my father and I climbed out of the truck in front of my aunt 
and uncle's new house, my attention was drawn to a group of 
children playing with a dog. I was terrified and confused. What 
was there to be afraid of? I must have asked myself that question 
fifty times. Never had I been afraid of a dog and I certainly wasn't 
afraid of other kids. Still, I remained scared to death. My fears 
began to fade as I approached the house. I couldn't wait to get 
inside .. As my father opened the door he turned and said, "Wait 
outside." I beggd him to please let me go in because I was afraid. 
When the door shut, I was on the wrong side. 

HGet him!", shouted one of the kids and the dog lunged 
towards me. As I started to run, I glanced over my shoulder and 
could see the dog gaining ground. I remember hearing the 
laughter of the kids as they followed the dog, both. in hot pursuit. 
They were enjoying every minute of their sick little game. Finally, 
I collapsed. · 

The dog attacked, biting my leg. My screams for help brought 
my father to my rescue. My leg throbbed with pain and my mind 
with anger. I don't really know if a five-year-old is capable of feel­
ing such deep emotion, but I knew I hated those kids for what 
they had done. 

During the past seventeen years I have been attacked many 
times by dogs of all different sizes and shapes but the confronta­
tion remains the same. With a big leap the dog is upon me, biting 
and tearing my clothes. As we wrestle across the ground I get a 
surge of strength. With one mighty thrust I plunge my fist deep 
into the dog's throat, tearing his heart out. He's dead. The sweat 
pours from my face as I lay on the ground exhausted. Suddenly, 
I'm awake. Once again the victim. . 

A DAY IN DETROIT 

By Wanda Cruz 

Walking toward the Detroit bus stop· to get to school, I decide 
to take a short-cut. While walking, the area quickly becomes 

· unfamiliar. Suddenly, tall black projects loom up before me. 
Panic-stricken, my legs feel like col_lasping. How the hell did I get 
here? I've got to get the hell out of here fast! Oh God, please! 
.Don't let me get gang raped! Walking quickly through the neigh­
borhood, piercing eye? ·follow me. They·'re wondering. what a 
wJiite girl is doing in their territory. 

Something looks familiar up ahead. I begin to walk faster, then 
I begin to skip, then run. It's West Grand Boulevard! My bus stop. 
The heavy weight of fear lightens when I reach the bus depot. I sit 
down on the benc.h and wait for my .bus. · 

A young black man sits down beside me. He's obviously 
checking me out. Then he asks in a superior tone of voice, uAre 
you prejudiced?" .. 

I look into his eyes; blood i-s rushing to my head,and I'm about 
to blow my top. l'm-famiHar with his mind game. If I say no, he'll 
start rapping. All at once he'll want my telephone number, to go 
out tonight, and get an easy lay with the stupid white-broad. If I 

. say yea, I'll get hassled. I reply angrily, uWhat is it with you blacks? 
It's none of your business if I am or I'm not. Don't play that shit on 
me!" I see my bus coming. Thank goodness! I quickly get up and 
board the bus. 

The black bus driver and I exchange quick smiles and hello's as 
I drop my fifty cents into the fare box. I sit near the back of the 
bus, along· with black men and women. As the bus starts, I look 
out the window and notice the young black man at the bus stop 
approaching a white girl. · · 

"What's your name? Hey babes, what's your name?" 
I pull from the window when I realize the question is 

being directed to me. _ 
"Wanda." 
The middle-aged black man sitting across from me continues 

to ask questions. I'm the main attraction among the blacks in the 
back of the bus. I feel like an object. "Do you like blacks?" he 
asks. 

"It depends," 1· reply. . 
He continues, "Would you go on a date with me; ,or do you 

think you're too good for me?" 
"I have a boyfriend." 
"So what! I don't want to go out with your boyfriend. I'm 

asking you!" he says sarcastically. 
Then he asks loudly, "Are you a virgin?" . 
I jump up on my feet and walk toward the front of the bus. I 

feel like my gut was cut open. I feel like shit! I glance at the back 
end of the bus while seating myself. He sure looks proud. I 
should've known what ·he was up to. One more stop and !'II be at 
school. · 

The bus pulls over, opens it doors, and I step out. I walk briskly 
toWard the entrance. I find a group of black girls holding the 
doors shut preventing a cold white girl from getting in. I shove 
the doors open, and some of the black girls stumble backwards­
Almost falling from the surpr:ising .blow. I walk in expecting the 
worst. One black girl begins to say, "You white ... " 

"White what?" I-quickly reply, as I glare at her. She doesn't say 
a word; nor does any of the other black students present. I turn 
my back on her and walk up the stairs. 

As I enter my history class, Maria, a Chicana friend, happily 
greets me, HQue pasa hermana?" I smile and answer in Spanish, 
"Toda esta bien muchacha!" -

·we sit down when the teacher begins to lecture. 11 0pen your 
books to chapter twenty-one. We will finish discussing the en­
slavement of Blacks." 

At the end of the fifty minutes, the school bell goes off. Class is 
over, and so is chapter twenty-one. As the students leave the 
classroom, a black girl, supported by other black students, begins 
to yell at Maria, me, and the other white students: "Damn . 
whites! We'll never forget what you did to us. You made us suffer 
once. Now you will!" 

I was wrong; the chapter isn't over. 
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THERE'S. ONE ·PLACE 
TO GET $15.100 FOR .. 
COLLEGE IN JUST. TWO .. 

. Soon you'll have your associate's degree. 
And if you're thinking· of continuing your education, 
you know just how expensive that will be. 

. But consider th~ Army. In the Army, if you 
participate in the Veterans' Educational Assistance 
Program (VEAP), you can accumulate $15,200 for 
college in just two years. · · · · 

That's significant for two reasons. Obviously, 
-

It's strictly a savings program, and the money 
is all yours for school. . 

VEAP is surprisingly simple. If you save be­
tween $25 and $100 each month while you're in the 
Army, the government will match your savings two­
for ... one. And, on top of that, you might even qualify 
for the exclusive Army education incentive of $8,000. 

· And remember, in jqst two years, you'll be 
back in schooL ' that's a lot of money. But what you may 

not have realized is that two years is the 
_shortest military enlistment available. 

MAXIMUM VIAP BENEFn'S . . Serve your COUI\try as you 
serve yourself. Call800-421;4422.- -
In California, call8Q0 ... 252 ... 0011. 
Alaska and Hawaii, 800-423 ... 2244. 
Better yet, look ·in the Yellow Pages 
under "Recruiting." 

VEAP is a great way to make it 
on your own. Since it's not a loan, you 
won't need a co-signer or collateral. · 
And you'llnever have to worry about 
making payments after graduation. 

You Save: -
Gov'tAdds 
2-for-1: 

·-
Total: 
Army Adds: 

Total Benefits: 

PerMo. 2 Yrs. 
$100 '$2,400* 

. $200 $4,800 

$300 $7,200 
. $8,000 -
$15,200** 

*Maximum individual contribution in the program. 
**Certain four year enlistments can get you as much as $25.100 . . 
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