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knows exactly who can hear her. The ground has nothing whatever to do with it,
Rose says, more loudly. Lightning always goes from the sky to the ground,
period, and that’s how it works, Rose says, scornfully, and anybody who’s ever
seen lightning knows it.

How lightning split one of the big windbreak trees at the Memorial Arena
parking lot — right in half — and the halves landed on both sides of the
Studebaker, opened out like the two arms of a V, missed the fenders by less than
an inch and there wasn’t a scratch on the car.

How Mr. Kapinski won’t ever say one more word about lightning.

Rose swings her bandaged knees around, turns her body to face the tidy back-
hand Science notes on the blackboard, carefully arranges her sore elbow on the
arm-rest of the desk, poses her head to stare straight past him.
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Another Dropout

The way it am

is not the way I were
and the way it were

is not the way I am

so way and I and were
ain’t am

and vice versa

which is how it went in school today.

William E. Goding
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Misty’s Chrysalids Journal

I really don’t know about this novel,
But there was a lot of bad luck

In that one chapter.

I feel afraid for what the father
Does to his son.

I don’t know.

But you do know!

You know that the world is falling apart,
And babies are being sacrificed,

That crops are burnt while people starve,
That God is unforgiving and cruel.

The kids are running from their parents,

Who want to kill them!

Neighbors spy on each other,

And shoot arrows

To shut each other up.

You do know!

You see the horror in all of this,

The tragedy, the despair.

While others sit and read,

And say how much they are enjoying
All of the action in

This novel,








