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Frozen Dinner

Argroves

Myrtle Beach, S

L

Frozen Dinner

Her lips
curve in
ritanic
elacier
smiles
tor me
while
her gaze
shiches
OVET My
shoulder
owards
Yol
she
cats
vau with
.'.'E'.ulrl-:| il‘lg
sharp knife
and forls

£ves




it

i

Motherless : Motherless

IEIR

A pe Ann Cerny
house Ciraduare Studene
is 2 home Educari

until a mocher Conw:
i.:i EC‘]IL', EI.I'.I.d. l].ll:ﬂ
it becomes a house
again, a vaid full of lingerng
scents and memaries in overy
{iﬁ!‘n‘r’f_'l' End L'I{'.‘S-L‘[ "n'n-"]:'lL‘l'C |'u:r l:hing.\'
used to be, Only silence now from the
squeaky  leather  bench  beneath  her

dresser where she  once  plaited a hitle
gir’s  braids.  Her going  leaves a hollow
place that aches lor filling up. The kirchen
table groans with stacks of travel magazines,
far-off places my facher studies and hopes
visic one day soon. The busy rocker where
needles clicked and clacked intricate pacterns
sits still withou its passenger. The only guests
these days are ravenous maths and dust mices,

It hures to visit, so 1 don',

==
—
=
==
=
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In the Beginning

Rebekah Brink
Senior

Art Studio
Bipon, WI

l"]]ﬂﬁ:gt‘apl] o g o
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Attic

Yellow, dog-cared photegraphs.
dust and ancient smells,
Rozes, dried and brirtle

|:'F'I'I:‘SI:T".'(.‘L'| I'Il.".'.!fl:!r"
I'.II'.‘r'l.'n.'l'_‘l_‘!'.l [l'll'_' ]'.'C'I.gl'.‘.‘; l.}j_il‘. L:I.i':'l.l'}".

Open up Pandoras box
long since hidden
in a dark corner,
MNostalgia clutters the air
ll]‘lL‘ g}'l'-lﬁ:p’ J'l'l.l'.}r.l"l..‘i
an an Indian Summer night,

Faded ERCINENLS,
forgotten gifls.

woven from a locked up emortion.

Lerress filled wirh
Fﬁ_}l“iﬂ{.‘.\' ill'lfl WEIWE,
o ﬁi_'illfd. [T IU['I.EL‘!'
with o sweet kiss,
but rather must and age.
Faded ink o march
the taded dreams wirhin,
Hl'iTTI{' Pﬂg[ﬁs rhn::trcn (K4 ] I:l'l'l]'.l'll'.ll'n_‘
lIIILICr ITl:p" ;_{l.'lll'll‘.‘ |.'ULlL7].1.

Turmaoil of emorions
Tears accented by smiles
and Memuory:

a riny key in a locket
round my throat,

o open the door
oy arric,

Attic
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The Horn

Bryce Becker
Sophomore

Arc Studio

Long Beach, CA

Acrylic= 137"« 187
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Intitled

Jeffrey Johnson
Senior
Interdisciplinary
Studies
MNeprune, 4]

Photograph = 675" £ 9 T
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Behind the Barber Behind the Barber Pole Liquid MaMa

Behind the barber pole off 17 [ reckin I'm arghr in-a unique way
T S rrdant The news af snowbirds you may glean Thacain't by no means spec-rac-u-lar
A, GA . 5 i = _ : : Sy
OF those who winger ar Cherry Grove Ceptin I like ro shoor-up lee Tea
From Oswego and above the cove We call it Liguid MaMa here in "Orry Counry
Henry lives in Socasiee Bur that’s the Independent Republic of Oy 1w y'all
With his petite wife Marjorie And va ber-ra smile when ya say chat to me, Bo

Liquid MaMa e ; )
His chientele is unisex

J-"'L:xiﬂr::.-' L. Bruton

] Frem local guyvs to Madam X
Senior

The tootball games you may discuss
As tor polities you're on your own
Henry lets his views be known

A more honest man vou'll never see
Than Henry C from Socastee
While we are reading Relling Stone

His clippers sound a steady drone

To Acquaintanoes aned neighbars | recomimend

Archarioe o7 A brar class Gemleman and a friend,

b\
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Mist

Tricia Kress

Archarios '97

Mist

Shadows dance before my eves,
Claressing my face and scalp
As they creep their way into me through my ears.
They seep slowly out through my noserils
Like smoke, rwisting and tuming
Then curling inte my mourh
Leaving Lehind a kaint odor of cologne mixed with sweat.

They wrap around my fangue,
And dribble doven into my throar,
Gagging me with their sweet, Heshy waste,
The taste of skin, the wmaste of fears. the taste of time.

They entangle their chilled fingers in the mear of my brain,

Pinching, and prodding, and probing,
Poking at my liquid eyes,
Wringing salty droplets onwo my cheeks,
Sliding down my arched spine,
Plaving like children in a parl,
Tripping over my vertebrae like a brook over stones.



T feel them hrmthing
O omy neck.
A fine mist of snowtakes,

They snap their flinty fingers in my heart.
Again and again striking sparks o ser my cedar organ on fire,
Burning my heart,
Freezing my body,
Manipulating my soul.
Guggling and whispering,
Plucking at the nerves in my limbs.

That old familiar tingle.

Shadows wrap around my bodice like a corser.
Constricting tighter and tighter,
A vaporous boa squeezing the lite from it prey.
Claws of stone digging into my skin.
Fishhooks reeling me in and binding me torever with invisible twine.

S0 bitterswest,
My precious nostalgia,

) SOt



Suzanne Courtney
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Desire and No Exit
For Blanche DuBois and Estelle Rigaulr

The exisrentialist heraines Blanche and Estelle embraced mauvaise toi
o survive in hell. With lipstick and atioide in the face of doom,
They transformed themselves and their stifling raoms, struggling

LO CALry o,

So honestly deceiving, they were quite the rage—

Believing themselves upon the stage!

Wich all the hopefulness of youth, they created an illusion ro hide
the truch.

A colorful paper lantern around a naked bulb.

Trapped by those who had a pen, and having only a well.
They hael G]Jcm-d cheir souls, Their hells
were written lor them.

) Blanche and Estelle

My precursors—

Desperace subscribers o the phallacy—

Stand in the light, and with the ink that remains,
Color your lips in purest black and print

vour words across the page.

Sold . . . American?
Desire and No Exit

Step right up:
Evrvone’s a winner! 1L
We got somethin’ Staft
For ev'ivhody! ' Foreign Language
7 Inserucrional Center
Wendell, NC

Suzanne Thompsan

Educarion. college-style,
Learn what you want:
Wwe'll make more,

Farything

Fram history to handball,
English v ethics,
Jeurnalism o justice. ol A

[e's all you wane . . .

AND MORE!

For ane low price!

Going once . .,

(;ning EWICE o

Sold...

T the voung fellow

With the vwinkle in his eve!

Christopher L. Newton

Whar?

Yoo sav it wasn't worth 14?

S0ty 0NNy ...
Like the sign says,
“NO exchanges,

SO refunds,

All sales are FINAL.”

Archarios "97
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Heather

Kara Dalio
Senior

Art Education

I | :,'!'rh: Beach
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Tolerance

75 Tolerance Hai
Rebecea Castleberry aiku
F(}T .I'rJ(;ﬁ'I SII'E ':}-'{:[I [ ?\]I'TEI'JE"E‘]}’
and then wenr o a vardsale
The nighe is so much clearer than the day. with my Grandmother.

There is no clurtering color 1o distract the eve.
he blanker of nighe is a world of blue, like vour eyes.

We. none of us, have them...
Your eyes
But we are soill vaurs,

Haiku : It is in our faces, our bodies.
It is in our humeor, our speech.
It is in my thoughus.

[ try te kc::]'; my rhmlghls as dark as the nig]‘lr.
Uhnclucrered |:|:.' the color of the day,
This is what [ have learned from you.

You made me.
An artist with the blanker of night in his eyes
To guide the art.

I am still a work in progress.
I "r"r'ﬂLL'h [Il'{.L creator Fnr | :iigl'l_..,
A clue to tell me that T am developing into a creation thar you can be proud of.

You keep the clearness of the night in my heart.
Th rowgh vour example | I".c‘-::[ﬂ iy world in shades of blue,
Without color.

Archarios 97




Untitled

[Dianna Mae Clark

Junior
[neerdisciplinary
Studies

Mt. Pocono, PA

Hand Colored Phatograph « 9 179" ¢ 7 2




Souls Ignited

Marne Small

Senior

Art Studio

N, Myrtle Beach, SC §

Plaster




ey IMIE

1 don't ask
for much
111 a4 man

Inr{:"'[gv.n e

A gentle nawure

The ability ro crawl...

Best Kept Secret

1 only the A-iramed barn on Old Mill's Road
could whisper of the two centuries past.

Whitls of sweaty leather and curing hanks of 1obacco
hELllg E]mllll{.l lllf d(]‘()l’ ]1]{'.‘ an ”Id. h[]ngr}’ cdrl.

Sounds of farmi-child’s life echo from the dack
inside thar have been |nng—tim{' srilled,

Bareloot buys in denim hecome work-hoored
men cacrying heavy burdens tll old age.
“When i fjuirs 1';lining, we quit wurking_. "

Tree trunks lachered by broadax and adz
caress knarred boards silvered with age.

Seurdy as ever, it has withstood fire and rain
o which ﬂims:.' COpYCits ﬂFmday have Fallen,

Un a dirc road resting between town and counrry,
a rustic historical sight remains ever silent.

i
i

e

Il

i

il

e

' i

Ui

|'J|' -'illl

o me

Sandy Argroves
Senior

Englich

Myrtle Beach, SC

Best Kept Secrer

b 21 4




Afrodisiac = Afrodisiac

Leah E Roussean = call, muscular, srudent,

Freshman = chocolate visa carrying

English = lean, witty, strong mind

Washingron, D.C. caraime]

E rwists, Fade, stock ]mlding professional
clreads, baldies. strong self-esteem
rapper, lawyer, pimp, women
musician, entrepreneur, selling strong desires
slang, multi-lingual,
dreamer, realist, utopian man.
dope slinger, srrcet
pharmacists, my babysfatha, my nigga, my man, my brotha.
Tony Montana—not.
slick
lover, sweet and nautica brighr
rough tammy cologne
karher, present, polo modeling
absent, eicher way gap sophisticated
tough b roasted
man, boy, unbarn dream ol perfection.
praise,
forescen despair bigaie, tupac. nas, fugees, d'angela, roots, goodie mob, bob, T1.
. kelly, luke, doge pound, monrell, marvin, prince—only

lips thick and sips listenin® to the bear.

.[-I'l.llll my 5wWaoor hrc:as[::.
senses wandering

zun toting bovs with from light to darkness,
strong, lite ar death,
hands good or bad

law aor lawlessness.

Archarios 97




stab wound, gun wound, abandon wound, loveless wound.

e
gone

driving a lex, cadi, g-45, legend. 2, blaer, benz

sping where?

chocolate mf:h’in_g
in the sun

caramel becoming
Slil:J-;:.' s

nmilin;_: all cver
My Cyes

hips breases thighs
stomach

in my stomach

the quickening,.

all OVED

the quick ending.
and beginning
again

all an afrodisiac,

Archarios 97




Primarilee

Lee R Jones |t
Senior

Art Srudio
Little River, SC

1 ] Acrvlics 2 L T 1L
Acrdic = 207 30




T.L.G.ERS.

Tracy Flayd
Senior

Art Studio
Loris, 8C

Compueer Enhaneed Photograph « 9" x 13




Twilight Shell Twiligl'll Shell

Zoe Ann Cerny like rarthqlmkﬂ‘[ rombstones
Graduare : broken walls lay heaped in rubble
: contents long hefore removed
Conway, SC b loving hands from omeworn shelves

dozers finally silenced the noisy srarion
where sick cars were healed

by master automaorive surgeons

and cokes sull came in barrles

from big, deep refrigerators with sliding
[ops :U'ld E:L'.'J Fernovers

for months the harren cormer sat muddy
perhaps giving us tme o ACCEPL Progress
and remember the warmeh of friendly faces
and kerosene heaters on cold mornings
when our cars died on the way to work

finally. a new place, modern and clean
claims residence shouting

“Express Stop Number 227

complete with cheap gas and tcos w go

easy on the eves but cold an rthe heart.




Barbara’s Hats

Barbara W Smith
Student

Art Srudio
Myrtle Beach, SC

hWlixed Media
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A Maost Extremely & A Most Extremely Concise Anthology

Concise Anthology = of American Literature
of American -
Literature The Tenth Muse —undercover housewife,

_ Ms. Bradscreet the first in the American strife
Jennifer ! : singing of husband, home, and Puritan life,
Senior Meanwhile, Ed Tavlor en his knees begs
Biology/ torgiveness from Him for his cursed dregs,
Marine Science his sin, his “bubs hatched...on serpents’ eggs.”
South Berwick On the Hudson Jon Edwards was no liar,

despite his red faced rales of wrath and hellfite,
it’s his belief and devation T admire.

Then there was Benjamin, starting with the news;
a reasonable man minding his Psand Qs
and listing in detail his thirteen virues.

Then the vwo Toms in a tfime wo INTEnse,

one singing of Crises and Common Sense,

the other a Jack. declaring independence.

Mr. Poe’s poor wormen waste away,

and Usher never sees the light of day,

bur, “The writing’s strict process.” Poe would 51y,
Melville contides 4 story so sad,

“Ivs a world of compromise—the truth is had,
for business—only meaningless rales will be had.”
Then, somewhere in the deep southern nighe,
Frederick Douglass, tugitive slave, rakes Tight,
using his pen to set history right.

ﬂr:_:haric_ﬁ 7

b il




Then Henry David cries, “Explore thyself

this modern life is cramping our health—

there’s more to living than dridgery and wealth!™
And among the brush, Whitman's arey songbird
warbles a new rune and makes himself heard.
claiming master of the poetic word.

Some long o breathe verse like the poet,
T sing simple truth and not even know i1,
or, like Dickinson, write it and sew it

And here T must mention one whom some did not meet,
Ms. Sarah Orne Jewetr, the author down the sueet,
whuose skerches inspired and set me on my feer,

Then, finally, to Twain the child is born.

a rruly American novel, not rorn

from English arms, nor ancient works worn,
The American voice has found s way
because of the wale T narrate woday;

my thanks for their efforts may T now pay.

:
f
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Color Slick

Trisha Dyer
Junior

Arr Studio

Myrtle Beach, SC

Handd Colored Photagraph = 8% « 107
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uncle bill and me

our destination
Arkansas

bue i being 9
renamed] it
ARLE-KANMEAS

the aged corners
of his smile
folded bacl
like a well reacd
newspaper

uncle bill

sang o me

songs off the radio
and songs in his head

my curls
bounced along
to his sweet
o{{'—akc}' LGS

brown-gold hills

ﬁ]ippcd LILEEY ur;mgr:—rt'd

CIDUI’.{' Lﬂ})f'.lL‘L{
MoUnNains

an LI

1 warched

as the warld
ew by

ITI}' I'.I‘E aal ngl:r
window

1 was 9
anel this
was heaven

Only Then

Whar would you da in more difficult times,
much darker than the now,
Could vou travel the courageous line,
or make an eternal vow,
il blinded by doubt could vou arrain your vision,
refuse to comer and run.,
if confronted by the fruits of decision,
could you choose the ripest one,
Would vou pursue an “impossible” dream,
despite the accepred norm,
Spill your blood ar the bartle scene,
fighe in the midst of a starm,
If strung across the execurion post,
for all rhe warld o see,
Would veu stay rrue to whar you believe in most,
or for mercy would vou plea,
Pur your convictions to the test,
question your every need,
Pursue with vour heart and refuse to rest,
only then shall vou succeed.

uncle bill'and me

Diana Jo Wilson
Sentor

English
Columbia, 5C

Only Then

Likes
hman
declared
Myrtle Beach, !

v




Uneitled

auzanne Courtney
Senior

Art Studio

N. Myrtle Beach, SC &

il = 16" x 207
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View Under A Pier

Carrie Cerny
Senior
English

Conway, SC

I’hnlﬁgr.iph a0 BT S




Lintitled

JeHtey Johnson

Senior
Interdisciplinary
Studies

Neprune, NJ

AR

Phocopraph = 949" 5 6
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The Unbreakable Ones

[ don't remember much abour my childhood uniil six.
[ just remember images, litde things,

I remember a fow of my stepfachers.

I remember my grandparents and how | was secing them more and more.

[ was seeing my marher less and less,
Thae didn't seem s marrer, rlwugh.

| remember 2 livtle brool: behind one of the houses.
| remember 1y fricod Lauren.

(1 dicln’t know Lavren was a girl's nanie,

It wouldn't have macrered, T think.)

| remember Lavren and the brook and the sun.

| remember ]::r_ﬂ;ing for worms,

Wed pretend the warms were paratroopers.

They never broke.

They' just land in the water and swim a lictde ways.
(Laveen and | would prerend that we were worms.

N didn't wanr o break, eicher)

I remember one thing Lauren said more chan anvthing.
“Look below rthe mud and vou'll find the best ones.”

I knows” 1'd sav.

Poow that 'molder, | see the higgﬂ.l' WIS,
'|'h1.'y'n: all under a ton of mud.

If1 l-:u_'up :|ifq:i i '] find them,

The Unbreakable Ones,

The good worms like Lauren would like.

Tust below the muld,

I can dig betrer now, though.

I'm going 1o ger all of the good worms.

These worms will be the besc partroopers ever.
i‘h'|'.1:."|!‘u' 'l find rt‘:_'r.-ct']l"m the md, toeo.

J‘k-'|'-1}'l‘u: U'm the real Unbreakalde One,

The Unbreakable

Freshman
English
Myrtle Beach, &

Archarios 97




 Myrtle Brach, 5C

Boss

Ohar house was toe cool that moring to be comfoertable but not cool cnough o
justity turning on the heat. We had covered the fowers the night before to save thpins o the
first frost — just prolonging the inevigble, These were the signs of fall that spurred me o
gather in the last supplics for winrer.

As [ drove wo Cherry's Orchard, [ noticed white wood smoke nising slowly over
tarmhouszes. | could picture the people inside enjoying the first fire of rhe season.

At the orchard, the crops had given without restraint to fill che long white building,
Bushel baskets of apples, pears, and grapes blended with the yellow and purple dried flowers
create & feeling of warmdh and plenty.

There in the midst of crares, baskets, and firewood was a pothellied stove, just like the
one we had on the farm a long time ago. While Mrs. Cherry flled my order, T hacked up o
rhe stove and pulled my skirt up a few inches o warm the back of my legs.

Our family life used 1o be centered arcund a porbellied stove. We nicknamed it the
Boss, because everything we did was in reference to how far we were from the stove, [t was the
anly source of heat in our six-room house,

The Boss was beautiful. The round case-iron runk sar on a base held up by chromed
legs. I was rapped with a decorative crown and skirted wich a fared chrome strip about four
inches wide,

The stove would move into our house ar the end of September, or when it was so cold
thar lite without it was miserable. Grandma Fluharty was the only member of the family who
hated 1o see 1t move in. She considered the Boss a bad-tempered, dirty necessity.

Mevertheless, once it was nestled in our living room, Grandma, as well as the rest of
the family, gave it the respecr and attenton ir demanded.

[ the evenings we would gather around the Boss to pop corn or roasr marshmallows
through its apen door, Then we would lean back in a chair, put our feer up on the skire. and
relax.

Owr living room was warm and cozy, but the rest of the house was as cold as a corn-
crib in winter, especially my bedroom upstairs. Mast n ights 1 curled up under mounds of
covers and rubbed my feet frantically on the sheers o ger warm. Grandma knew how [ hated
to crawl in on rhar sheer afice. So. an those nights when the wind was blowing the currains
and slipping in through every crack, she would hear a blanker beside the Boss, fold it together
to hold in the warmrh and hurry ap the steps 1o tick me in for the night, causing a shiver of
delight that shook the bed.



Only one event would bring the family downstairs before morning — that was the Boss
showing its temper. It would flare up about 2 a.m. —— all heated up, red, and chatering something
frightful — hor enough to catch the house on fire. Somerimes the wallpaper behind the stove would
be scorched, The living room would be too har, but we still had to open the stove door to cool the
Buoss. While we were all roasting and freting, Grandma would make a snack o calm us. She knew
no one really wanted to go right back upstairs to those cold beds.

Just a red nose would be showing (rom my bed in the morning, Pecking out from under the
cover, | could see a thin layer of ice on the inside of the window. | stayed tucked in unil | gor the
nerve, or the orders, to get out of bed, Then would grab my clothes and run down behind the
Boss to bathe and dress in privacy, one side of my body burning, the ather side freczing,

The Boss was pur in the shed each spring, usually right before the last cold spell. Grandma
was alwayvs anxious o put it out and clean the house. Then, for about two weeks, we would have ro
sather around the oven in the kitchen o keep from fieczing,

Central heating eventually replaced the old potbellicd stove, and our lifestyle changed.
Everything was cleaner and warmer. We could relax in our own rooms, read. and have privacy. A
runaveay fire did net rout us from our beds in the middle of the night.

But ather things changed, wa, because the Boss wasn't there, There was no reason for us o
relax together in the same room. Grandma didi't carry warm blankets upstairs to tuck me in and
there was nothing to back up ro and get really warm.

Mr. Cherry had filled my order and was trying to get my attention.
"Hey, Alma, your potatass are ready,”

“Oly, excuse me, | was just getting warm,”

“Yeal, it's even bereer when 1 huild a fire,”




A Peek Through
the Patio Gate

Rebekah Brink
acnior

Art Studio
Ripon, WI
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Tea Set

Jane Kerg

Junior

Arc Sudio
Indian Lake, OH

Pottery
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Field Trip

Joyce Beemer

Greenville, SC

Field Trip

“Skill without imagination is crafissmanship and gives
us many uscful objects such as wickerwork picnic
baskets, Imagination without skill gives us modern
arr.”

—Tam Stoppard, Asrine Descending a Stairease

For all of Paris

a blor of stain

smeared for the Seine
O in MNew York

one brushstroke drageed

and tagged a swork

A museum piece in Greenville:
grayish-blue oil on wax

and one lone circle of red

(A perfect circle, framed in glory)
Yer ane is not cerrain,

and 15 afraid to say the thing

is what it appears—

eere gmnmtrjf

I a realist. count the price

HQTiHST rl'lL‘ l]l'.l(_'l'l HP:‘LL'L‘_

One red circle worth 200 n:cmn.g[es green
I'har is an achievement

Bt 1 have missed possibilities
Says frail pinli v

The circle is not a cirele

but a mewaphor in Japanese—
an angry world,

an E".-'Cﬂlf'l.g sn,

a measle,

an echoed dot of pox,

or a lie wld in the round . . .

I had missed a lot, 1 found

1 anly saw a circle

Just an unspectacular circle of red
on gra}'ishehluc sepuare

Thaugh the pink veil assured me
it was more than are—

it was Modern




Forever Chained

Barbara %W Smith
Student

Are Srudia
Myrtle Beach, SC

Mixed Media




Reflection

Jane Kerg
Junios
Art Studio

Indian Lake, OH
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Just Another Day

Tabby Shelton
Freshman
lnterdisciplinary
Studies

West Palm Beach; FL

Color Shde




Creck Divided

The Sad Truth

[Manna .".'|.|51l].'.l
Alumni
Charleston, SC

W

Creele Dhvided

There are moments
When memories
Of vou

Trvade

My conscience.
Remember how
[nterconnecred

W were?

Clase and zlive
Mavigating life

As it moved us

o ports and places
And changing faces
O rhose we met,
B thar was before
The thunder

And the lighuming
MAa raging waters
Swept you away

L the river’s
Swirling

Deach

Eddies.

TI'IL' Sad Trll'[l'l

Melancholy
Is a sweeet
Bitrer rastin’
Thing
When you
Dont

Wanr

T be

Happy.



Crylove

Mina McDufRe
Alumni
Myrtle Beach, SC

Aceylic= 32 70" ¢ g v




The Fool (Jester)

Nina MeDuffe
Alumni
Myrtle Beach, SC
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Contyibutors Awards =

Angels Visuals
_ =

Cloastal Caroling Alumni Association Fivstyioanamas Rebekab Brink ... ... C. It The Beginning

Horry Coltural Ares Council Second L. ... Jare Kerg:ouens v Reflections

Patrons Literature

Phe Chanticleer ({12 Sandy Argroves . . coovi e v, 10 Me

Athencum SO o LOEANMCENY o inivpsin o Twilight Shell

Judges: Mona Dukes Seeve Hamelman

Pacricia Smictana Preston MeKever-Floyd
Prashant Sansgiry

Cditor’s Note:

Avcharfos is about artistic endeavors, The artists, writers, and staff combined their various talenss o produce a
magazine worthy, at least, of clurtering collee tibles and bookshelves, [ appreciate all the contribuiors’ effars
and especially cheir parience with my continual harassment until T had their work in hand. Also, 1 deeply
ipreciate the stall's dedication and creativity as well as cheir ability 1 take my rantings with the grain of salt
they deserved. This has been a learning experience—as it should he—and a tibute to whit a few studens and 2
sty old advisor can do. given a few pieces of art and some literanre, Thanks,

ACAR
[Horry Cultural Arts Council

A LUMDAELLA Qb ANITATE Y FORA THE ARTS
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Trokiarios is a publication preduaced by students, funded by the Swudent Media Commirree of Coastal Careling University,

i pronced by Sheriar Press. drofavior is 2 member of the Associaved Collegiare Press All earries are selected and juded
nrilizing a blind selection policy. All sighs are reserved by the individual contributars. Submissions are accepred from

students, facul and staf throughour the academic school year. Excluding faculty and staff members. only studens are eligible
for awards, Berelicuies, parronages, and subscriptions are available annually, Plezse direcr all indquiries to Arcbarias, Caaseal
Caraling University, BOY. Box 201954, Conway, South Caraling 29328-6054, ar call (8051 349-23 28, The dssharior office is
ceared o the Student Cenrer of Coastal Caroling University, roommn 2038,

i,

| s projece is funded in pare by the Horry Cultunal Ares Council and the Soudh Caroling Arts Commissian, which receive
support fram the MNacional Endowrent for the Arts and the Homy County Accommodations Tax Advisore Compicee,
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seftaring weas prinked at a cost of 39000 for 1500 copies, or $6.00 per copy.
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