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W hatis Serpentine?

Well for the definition of the word
itself, go to pages 50 and 51, but for the
definition of the magazine you can look
right here. Serpentine is the College of
Staten Island's Literary and Art Magazine.
We accept artwork, short stories, poems,
photography and anything else created by
the hidden artists of CSI. Our magazine has
no political agenda, nor does it appeal to
specific groups of people-it exists only to
be the showcase for the creative population
of our college. That's Serpentine in a nut-
shell, and thanks to the talented people that
make up the magazine's staff and to the
many contributors, this issue should be a
tasty nut indeed!

You will find within this issue short sto-
ries and poetry that seem to originate with-
in everyday life, but then travel out into the
realms of fantasy, or travel deep into the
heart of human nature. Sound like an
exagerration'? Well you will just have to
read through and see. Each piece of writing
contains the writer's critique of the world
we live in, and each writer has their own

POETRY

CONTRIBUTOR BIOS

unique style. The

artwork in the mag-

azine is just as

strong as the writing

contributions. In

either case, holding

on to a copy of this

magazine will prove

quite useful when

years from now you

say, "Oh | knew of

this person way

before they made an impact on society."
So without raving about the issue any-

more, | will end this little introduction and

let you begin your journey through the cre-

ative consciousness of the CSI student pop-

ulation. You might be offended by what

you see, you might fall in love with an

image or a thought you come across, but

no matter what happens I'm sure you will

enjoy ingesting this piece of mental candy.

Editor-in-Chief PeterMarsh






Love Letter
Written by Jhon Singleton

July 4, 1970
Peat™anet,

J7m you tAe time to /et ifou “notv tAat teceiiAec/*our
leftet, J7”uedJ tAe tAin” to day tJ con”tatu/ationJ onyout en*ayementto
yf{icAae/PtoJ”et. d/'m Jttiw AN'Z/fftaA™ ay tyge/ tAanAyou” ot
/ooAcn™ a*tet my mom. c/ont Anour Aou*mucA tAatmeand to me. unote to

Aet /a3t weeA”ot tAe /a:}t teme iteMoze J7 /eail'e. J7'm maAin” it oAay tn tAiJ Aut
tAey calla clinic. "/Ae clo<Mot :iay:StAatJ7'm Aeal/in® necely anc/url// a”/e to
leai/*e in aew </ayl, at /eettytfAyjieNirAly. //eec{notto u/fozt" <zE"ouimtei J7m ~ine,. J?
Ao”e J7 Aai/e iteen a™e to Miifeyou urAatyou neecec/u™enyou were my~ir/. J7
AnourJ7 can day it urad tAe modt uronc{et*u/"ii*feyeazj o my /i*e. Out /ony ta/Ad
anc{ura/Ad "e”ote tAe utat m //temain”tice/eJd to my cyiny “eatA. /ffom alurayd
to/c*me tAat you te a tiyAteouJ man, *oc/ivi//*tiny you Aappine”d in time,
etety time. IVe/l. J?djfStoAe to TatAet” e tey, tAe” tieJtattAe Aodpita/. Aleiay:S >
tAe dame tAiny. yuedd tAey'te "otA tiyAt, caude J7'ie nei/"et i"een Aa""iet ane{
c/odet to “oc{tAan at tAid moment. J7Ao0"e tAat/ffiAe c/oedn'ttAinAJ7'm yettiny
"edA witA Aidfiancee. J7" Ae i/oed,"eade te//Aim Ae c/oedntAat’e to urotty. J?
ytiedd tAe /tedtman a/u/ayd yetd tAe “edtyit/. So /ony to ttd"fdd i"m petiteom J7
Atomide you tA atS utont c/team a”“outyou anymote. :A«ron t itwn “antadi*a vriout
you wA\n J?ptfA ~/Aa/d a“tom ide..,.i%e e”iftoe dayd At ifan” it mif witA a

atfft ana/a tiyAt Aty.  tAinA tAtty'///""A"staity oV®oL "at Artt"siny a /im/" aoj
iny tAiifAytay”sttdd tottiny vfott/a(/ooA «tvft oa/a/tt. I"ou can'timayine Aour dttanye
it id to Aate a middiny /im/, /et a/one ttvo. I/*u uront”e/iei/ tAid "uttAe (/'ety”itdt
niyAttAatmy atm anc//ey urad axec/o™, S uroAe up in tAe mic/e/le o” tAe niyAt
Neeliny tAat wad dt“tati*Ainy"oty add witA tAe /e“tatm. J7dweatJ?cou/c/ ee/Nin*
yetd//FuttAe c/octotdaic/it arad comp/ete/ly natuta/to Aai*e dendationd in my yAodt
/im/. J7yuedd tAld id one  my cAallenyed in /i*e. /Futdttanyel/y enouyA, tAid
cAallenye Aad no /udtet /iAe a//my otAetyoa/d. J/'m dti//ttyiny to”iyute out
ul'Aete'd tAe /udtet in MiyAtiny tAe l4et “ond. MetiAet tAe /edd,J/ttiec/to yet out o
lec/tAid motniny anc/*e//"/at on my~ace. /FutJ7yot /acA into it (vitAout a nutde.
Pon'tadAme Aour.

[?utS clicll ~IPe cloctot daic/tAatJ7/'/ /e alle to movn comp/ete/ly on my ou™n
in aj*eur montAd. J?dti//uronc/et Aourmy~atAet m//*ee/urAen Ae deed me. Ale'l/
pto”al/ly tAinAJ7'm a”ailute dince Ae*ouyAtatJ/otmanc/y anc/ id a dttony man.
MNanet, you Anoiv® tty Aatc/to # Mtony. J/dtayec/dttony”ot a/modtayeat anc/
dAot c/ourn turenty. J7 tAinA tAat'd yooc/. *om 7/ cty, /utJ7Anou”dAe’//eptouc/o”
me. IVAi/leJ/'m waitiny”ot te/eade, J?"//Aatte time to tAinA o” tAe teactiond my
Namily'//Aaite. llou Anour, it'd do itonic tAattAid id tAe /ettetJ7 wadyoiny topto-
jaode to you en. coutde, tAaturad /e*ote J7 teceii*ec/youtd; tAatwad myyoa/
Nfutnow J? Aat/e a newyoa/J7/d adimp/e one anc/te*uited /itt/e enetyy o” tAe
IrCiclf tAe /iyyedt cAallenye o my /"e. J?td tAif on/y onit mymin* dine”y ottt
mAeMetinJitd a /eautifu/yoa/l//d Aatc/to exp/ain doJ/wont tite you /y ttyiny.
(yoc/ca®h”ottd /y dpeaAiny to me in c/teamd. J/Anow Ae’/j otyit/e me o™ al/lmy
dind”ot unAat Aaue c/one anc/wi/lc/o. J/y lov, “anet, J/lyuedd it'd time to day
yooc//rye. "appy memotied. TAd wi///e tAe /adt/ettet**tom me dozf/iAe neednot
wotty. OA, tAe way, tAe /ee”y'etAyyou yat'e me” ot my nineteentA /ittAc/ay
wad tadty. J7tmac/e me do Aappy to Anow tAatdomeone tem em “tec//edio/ed my

jllothe, IPak



W ith out A Trace
STORY BY Enrique Inocente

Her name was Rainelle Brujaun, a bulky pink backpack slung loosely over her
petite shoulders as she hummed a happy tune. She skipped merrily down Nibelheim
Avenue with her white dress swaying delicately in the wind. Herwide eyes marveled
otthe beautiful colonial style houses that decorated the street she pranced along.

The neighborhood was quietand void of people, and as ifsensing itschance to
strike, an old blue station wagon creptsilently next to the girl. Itsbumperswere
severely dented and scarred. Carroty rustgathered Inthe cracks of the paint job,
and black, tinted windows masked the Interior from the outside world.

"Excuse me, little girl,” a gentle voice called out. "I'm lost. Could you be a dear and
help me out?”

Her attention was brought to the man Inthe decaying station wagon. The passen-
ger side door opened with the steady, shrieking sound of rusted hinges. Her little
eyes focused on a man inside, butan ominous shadow shrouded the lone figure in
darkness. About all she saw was the twisted silhouette ofa man flash a tepid smile.

"1've been lost for Idon't know how long. Isthere any way you can help me?” he
asked cordially.

Rainelle did notanswer immediately. She had been taught never to talk to
strangers because her teachers and parents made itclear thatthey were murderous
kidnappers.

Neither the child or man made motion to speak. She clasped her hands, hung her
head slightly low, and nervously rocked her body back and forth. Her restless ges-
tures made itapparent to the man she was not going to reply.

"Don'tworry,” he said as meek as possible. "I'm nota bad man. I'm just looking for
the nearest toy store. It'smy baby son’'s birthday and Iwantto get him a nice pres-
ent.”

Rainelle felt a bitatease hearing the man had a son. She figured someone with a
baby couldn't be all that bad. She still didn't respond, though. She knew of a toy store
butwas unsure of how to get there, exactly.

"Soyou don't know ifthere are any around here, huh?” he asked.

Rainelle nodded her head softly.

"Doesthat mean you know or you don't know?”

"I know," Rainelle finally answered.

The man smiled with his nicotine stained teeth, pleased that the mute girl Tinally
spoke.

"Good,” he said delighted. "Doyou know how to get there?”

"Sortof,” she replied with uncertainty.

"Comeon. Why don'tyou show me how to get there?”

His pale, spidery hands emerged from the shadows beckoning the timid little girl
to enter the car. She was startled by the man's abrupt action, and hastily walked
away from hisvehicle with her new dress shoes clanking faster with every hurried
step. Her heart began racing as she saw the car drag along side her with the passen-
ger door stillopen.

"No, wait, wait, wait!” the man hollered as he advanced on her. "I'msorry ifl
scared you but I'm justina hurry. I'm running late. Hold on!”

Rainelle stopped sensing thatshe may have over reacted to his gesture. He hadn't
said anything threatening, nor given her the impression he meant her any harm. He
simply wanted to know where the toy store was so he could geta present for his
baby son.

"i'msorry,” the man said ina gentle voice. "You did the right thing by not getting in
the car. You'revery smart for your age. How old are you?"

"Six and a halfyears old,” Rainelle answered timidly.

"Well, you're very smart. And pretty, too.”

FOUR



Thecompliment made her smile.

“Those are pretty shoes,” he said, noticing her polished pair ofwhite dress shoes.

"Are they new?"

"Yes," she said happily. "My mommy got them for me."

"I'msure your mommy isavery nice person,”

"Oh, she really is,” Rainelle proudly declared. "Even though she can't afford me a
lot of stuffshe still buys them anyway."

The man was aloofto what the little girl had to say, and simply nodded his head
derisively.

"I'msure she'swonderful,” he said, "and I'msure she wouldn'twantto see you
get harmed."”

"Oh, mommy would be sad."

"Okay," he said with a hint of frustration. "Instead of getting in with me, how 'bout
showing me on a map where the nearest toy store is?"

He pulled a tattered map out ofthe glove compartmentand placed itdiligently on
the passenger side seat as ifto lure in prey. She peered at the folded paper settled
on the leather seat, enticing her to get closer. What harm would come from just
pointing out a position on a map, she thought. Heseemed like a nice enough man,
and histone was never intimidating.

The stranger grinned carnivorously as the child approached hisvehicle, and
extended her small hands for the map. A morbid grin secreted from hiswrinkled lips
as she ran her little fingers through the maze of pages in an attempt to unfold the
map. Justas she unfurled itcompletely, Rainelle ascended her gaze and noticed the
stranger's eyes. She was unable to see them before, but now his cold, piercing eyes
revealed themselves. They were black like coal and drained empty ofwarmth. His
smirk was now menacing and malicious inappearance, and justas sudden as their
eyes met, the figure pounced like a rabid wolf.

A loud persistent barking echoed through the still neighborhood followed by a
stabbing shriek abruptly cut short. Achilling wind swept all the dead leaves spread
across the pavement, and hurled them into the dull gray sky. Asthe breeze tapered
off, the lively foliage dispersed into a vibrant hue oforange, brown, red and yellow.
An intense silence eclipsed the area, and nota token was left of little Rainelle.



tjedu6”r? Jiom

iam not jesus' homeboy

for his boys

keep young boys

as boy toys

and iweep,

for these boys sleep

in an eternal nightmare

of religious guilt

sexual struggle

and seething, vivid oppression.

iam not jesus' homeboy

for iam in church

inapew,

staring at my favorite saint
unable to touch his porcelain feet
because idid not donate a dollar
to click the button on the lightbulbs
disguised cleverly under red glass
as candles

blood flickering,

but the mob boss

in his crisp, pinstriped suit

can dance with st. anthony

for all the clergy cares;

after all, he puts 20 dollar bills

in the box

and does a few rosaries

after he sins.

iam notjesus' homeboy

for itseems

thatevery stand itake for freedom
is a stand itake against him,

or at least that'swhat they had led
me to believe.

the innnocence of a child

used to breed the ignorance of an
institution.

iwas toughtofawhore named
mary magdalene,

or at least that's what they say,

but thiswhore

might also have been jesus' wife,
but that would have meant that jesus
got laid.

jesuswas hanging with the lepers
man, society treated those mother-
fuckers

like they had

AIDS

or something.

ithink that jesus sort of likes me
imay not be pure,

perfect,

forgiving without anger,

butifight for whatibelieve in,

and ipray when the spirit strikes me
and ishun tradition

with every mission

eJxM f

Written byJessa Shoutbaby

ichoose to accept,

S0 no,

iam not jesus' homeboy

iam NOT jesus' homeboy

I AM NOT JESUS' HOMEBOY.

iam his ancestor,

bred in catholic school

where iwas taught the rules and
regulations

butwhere that mischievous jesus
whispered in my ear,

“read between the lines, baby,"

and idid.

iam jesus' ancestor

and ilet his tears fall on my head
every time

a priest molests a child

and ipromise him

thatido not believe

insweeping pedophilia under mar-
ble tile

and crimson carpets.

iam jesus' ancestor,

and boy, did Mrs. Miele
ever fuck up

when she let us listen to the sound-
track

of jesus Christ superstar

in second grade

aswe colored pictures

of jesus on a cross, dying,
for easter.

all icould think was,
"jesus would love to dance
merengue

at the next family party."

iam jesus'ancestor,
praying for understanding,
begging for help,

asking to be saved from the
hypocrisy

of a church

thatdemands money

in the middle of an homily
(that church being

Sacred Hearts & St. Stephens
On Summit Street

In Brooklyn).

and iam jesus' ancestor

an outcast,

a pariah,

scared,

for we all have crosses to bear,
and at least ibare mine

with my dignity intact.



THE MEMORIES WE HAVE NOT LIVED

For Karin

Jennifer Hermus

Idyou ever forget the time

>nwe feU bockword onto summer grass grown
1

stoi“d up ot the whispering stors

flyllppur souls and made us paper dolls

H G |ed by tittle girlsin handmade dresses?
|[H H [ho be lilce us.

arth.
id and snorted,

have smoi(ed poetry.”
m |d a boolc
H k ed bacicin
pH fctinour hearts,
K fjnlb Shalcespearean air,
ii“"jM iting for love.
ji|I"|Hughed atour glowing sicin
“"Hpxrdust and the grease of

Iplecrayon and drew ourselves
m as a gown

ligel feathers,
p forgot

me to open my eyes.
E ted them,
that crayon?

y window.

PACE 7



Zombie

Peter M arsh

RAPPED INSiOe A BUNKER
BELOW A CONTAINEV SURFACE,
THEAIR HASA THICKNESS
AND A LACK OF LIMINO SCENT
/ AM A GROOVED CORPSE
WITHA PULSE,
AND SOMETHING MORE THANA BRAIN
DECIDING JUST WHICH
CHEMICALS| WISH
TOBREATHEIN.

/ DINE NIGHTLY ON

THE FOCD OF ASTRONAUTS.

EATING HAS BECOVE

A MECHANICAL PROCESS—

INTO THE GRINDERS
GOESHARDENED ICE CREAM

TOBE BROKEN IN A SEDIMENTARY FASHION
I MISS THERAVCR,

BECAUSE | HAVE GROWN SO USED TOIT
I NO LONGER GRIMACE

AT THE TIMES

THE ROOF OF MY MOUTH IS QUT

THE MAN WHOSE NAMVE

I NO LONGER USE,

READS ALOUD FROM HIS COLLECTION CF
OGCONNER SHORT STORIES
TOMORROWNIGHT, A DIFFERENT AUTHCR—
HE WILL READ LCLITA

/ LOOK TO CONSUMING THE WORDS-
A LITERAL FEAST,

SAUCE, SMOOTH AND SWEET
TRAVELING THROUGH MY EARS,
WHETTING THEAPPETITE OF
SOMETHING WITHIN ME THAT

IS NOTJUST BRAIN CHLLS,

GMNG MY MIND'S EYE

A CARNAL HUNGER,

FAR STRONGER THAN THE LUST
ALOVER FEELS

WHEN EXPERIENCING FOREPLAY-
THAT COULD BE BEST DESCRIBED
USING HEAVY METAL

POWER CHCRES,

YET

| FEAR TOMORROWNIGHT'S READING,

An

m i AWAKEN IN ME
riRE TO BE CONSUMED
w W m HESH,
to toltcii
sd/IETHMG NON-MALE,
TtfdVGH | WILi fiND NOHi

nsSr -1.

| cdttLD RISE UP ABOVE
AND m iiw THE LIFELESS
UPON ME

BUT HOW WOULD | GET A
"PRESSED UP AGAINST
ItHE cold and CIAMMY,
STICKING MY FINGERS
m~"~"MN WOUNDS, =
AS&IiIIGIONS
WOUIDNEVOUR ME,

Ju iiiS THEY DEVOURED
EVERYONE ELSE.

WHAT HAVE THEY PONE

TO THE wantD

| LEFT ABOVE?

HOW WOULD IT LOOK

FKpM A SPOT

BENAMHE CLOUI?

A WORLD WHERE ART MUSEUMS BURN
FROM fIRES SPREAD FROM

TH$ BURNING OF CHURCH SAFE HOUSES,
Where technological marvels
ARE MADE USELESS

BY THOSE WHO OPERATED

ONLY BY THE BRAIN'S

BASIC FUNCTIONS.

I WILL NEVER SEE THIS WORLD
WITH MY OWN EYES AGAIN,

BUT | WONDER WHAT WILL THE
EXPERIENCE BE LIKE

WITHIN THE SKULL

AND BEHIND THE EYE SOCKETS
OF THOSE LIKE ME,

WHEN THE WALKING DEAD

HAVE FULLY AND FINALLY
DECOMPQOSED

AND THE SANE CLIMB BACK

TO THE SURFACE.



Untitled
Victoria C. Gueli

there were nights that you

forgot me—

slept on in the semi-dark of your Dark House
unconscious,

without dreams,

as | sat by my window filled with night

and dreamed ofyou

watching the tree-lined mouth of the street
for your car

and knowing you were not coming,
ifthiswere a story to be told

around a fire,

you would ride a sleek, black stallion,

and carry a silver sword at your waist,

you could only be a highwayman,

iwould trail scarlet ribbons out ofa
lattice-paned window—

thick glass glittering by candlelight

singing a haunting song,

and leaving roses by my sill.

(by day my father would shout and
shake awrinkled fist.)

ifonly my lover could sweep me up
in hisarms )
and command his horse away.

my fingers would find their way

beneath your black eye-mask—

sky-blue pupils winking,

your hands would find their way under

my foamy ivory skirt,

and the grasses, the deep curves of the hills
would be our bed.

a golden ring would glimmer on my hand—
a simple token,

as we slept afterwards.

but | am awake, here

i scribble the story, not live it

like all my tales—

while you rest

your children sleep too, and

your wife slumbers fitfully.

iam jealous ofyou all

as you sail the silk, onyx waters of sleep
and i hunch, and write,

and wait for repose.

i left the candle burning in my cottage—
i need to get back into the story,

i forgot to latch my bedroom door—

i must get back into my story,

the dawn comes, i must hurry back—
out of this dream

away from this window

back into the story.

this may sound strange, but an abortion has
occurred in my brain.

today I tried to write a poem

and could not.

i placed a hand to my forehead and felt
for my poem's pulse,

it's heartbeat,

it's kick,

anything!

all was silent and still—

no flutter of bats in my belfry,

i stared at the paper

white, grainy, crisp

felt the cool shaft of the pen between my
Three Wise Men- thumb, index, middle
and began to sweat—

one bead plopping down onto my pad—
a single, frail offering to

the holy ground of my notebook

(_it‘s)pages reek of old chants and my devo-
tion

i could squeeze out no more.
the words stuck in my temples,
choked on my lips,

died in my hands,

bled into my womb,

and | finally gave up,

opened up,

and let the carcass slide out—

afew more days and I'll be pregnant enough,
i'm sure

to try again,
to birth myself—

damn you, you've infected my poetry once
more.

there's evidence of your infestation
everywhere,

your legs and mandibles

tunneling sickly, crumbling yellow trenches
through my poetic phrases,

busily nibbling through

my careful meters and measures

(i try so hard to be a real poet, ithink i may
never succeed)

flakes of letters fall

from your tiny, gnarled lips.
suddenly spotted

by the searchlight of my pen

your beady eyes regard me warily as
you quickly scan around for

more nourishment,

with a buzz,

a high-pitched humming,

you scurry away

in search of

more tasty, virgin volumes-

no, you did not fly away.

(iwouldn't deign to give you wings even ina
poem)
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T o uched B vy

Christtan Tubito

Acareless grin sits upon his face,
showing no real emotion

As his mind wonders like a lost girl
inthewoods

Pondering thoughts which will drive
him mad

Though hisemotionless movements
motivate others to act

The carelessness which he expresses,
which isexperienced

Lost in his thoughts, grinning
Just Grinning.

Showers inside dampening his spirit
Stress of histhoughts causes the
weight ofthe wetness to overcome
his emotional strength
Aroar thunders in his mind
Lightning explodes internally as rage
isrepressed
Questioning, "Can serenity be
reached by self mutilation?"
"Will they notice my weakness?"
"Will they notice my strengths?™
Though those who matter most,
make like he matters, their actions,
their inconsiderate thoughts, and
their constant causes of disappoint-
ment
weaken hissoul.

weakening hisonce weakened heart.
All fears have grown stronger.

Fear causes fears, as his grin lowers
his head
Bowing as ifhe isin prayer,
Ateardrop touches
the floor of his lair
Beware,
he believes, belongs to only him
No longer emotionless
No longer a grim grin
Weeping violently as weakness
begins
to set in.

The strength of a loved one,
can no longer help him
He believes histhoughts, thinking:
"What Ithoughtwas being taught
by these thoughts, is now being
fought
by the thought that Im lost."

Feeling like a race horse,
with a broken shoe
Slower than the rest,
though there only few
Forthe one strength he can give
Took away his will to live
As lshiver and he weeps
Together we rest
for eternal sleep.



she sprang without consent

into the underworld o fdisgrace

no soul cared with whom she went
no one checked upon herplace
and this little girl with azure hair
and eyes as dark as night
wasfound sofar beyond repair

a helpless, hopelessfight...

They sat amongst themselves in a vacant sea o fsameness, eachfigure mirroring the next. Disproportioned
headsfilled withfrayed tresses and deep set eyes watched in fear, as each girl was called to the metalfiend.
Click, Click, Click, "echoed through the naked room, as the nursesfingers moved the dial The weight was
recorded in discretion, but wandering eyes tried to catch a glimpse ofthe horrific digits, nonetheless. ‘Click,
Click, Click, Click,'andpause. Wow, right in the middle o fthe bar.

"That must mean that she$ close to seventy, afeeble girl uttered aloud. Snickersfilled the room and oth-
ers whispered remarks o freconciliation.

“This is not recess", waled the nursefrom the opposing end o fthe room. Upon the nurses bantering, each
girlprompted up in complete silence. The cackle ofher ‘smokers voice was one which they came to abide
by. Their remarks and insults would merely have to wait until after lunch —if they ate any.

1 watched them closely, memorized their distinctfeatures, which difierentiated eachfrom the next. They
were all so similar andyet so different. 1 wondered what went on inside o ftheir rooms when no one was
observing. | could never except that | had conformed to their sorority o fhysteria. | wouldnt except it. 1
wouldnt allow myselfto be entirely consumed by such a minor part oflife. | wished that I could crawl
beneath my mere crate o fa bed and revert back to my childhood. | wanted to be encompassed by the after-
math ofa summers storm. The air so sweet with the scent o fpollen, and the picturesque rainbows gliding
over the Earth. | still remember those summer days. Summer days in which | could devour a soft serve
vanilla cone, without the mere thought ofa caloricfigure.
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PART 3:

If failure was acontribution
How\' much would the scale rii)
What type ol order \\ ouJd there be *
rf there was a lagade by every person
Walking down the street
Il It was quite the contradiction
\ ©) be accepted and outcast *1
How much would it take to be adored wsi* IS:
It by memories ol everj' hardship
Would fix each one
Maybe the smiles wouldn't be hard
But as he lays down and thinks tt through in his head
Circulates through the words and transc ends
To each thought, iliinking it hard
Masturbating to the sight of f
And the voice ol hatred's angels
This is a lullaby to a man in suburbia
City howls at tlie peek of the clitf
Lightmg up his window
Filling in the mystique
W liere shadows piay
And insanity runs around
There is a danger inside the glass house
Kobody around so there’s not athreat f
I"ut his henid is occupied
And yet he is still satislicd
With the though that tomorrow he will In. ilit h.ijipv
Because he can't retreat
Irle can't dose oil ~
He IS emotionless
When people have turned on turn
He just walks /
ha| been hui? "o
And heisnioK 1ii like than icsus Jum
He is'sitisIKd iKt-UiM. he wont let ilr liuki.l \in
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JENNIFER BURTNER

He refused to buy toilet paper. He stole it from wherever he could, even though this made
his wife unhappy. She tried to explain how the econo-class paper left her soft underside irritat-
ed. He did not care: paper was paper. That was when she started seeking alternate sources.

The affair began because she liked his paper. He only bought ‘Charmin.” When she was over
his place studying, she frequently used the bathroom. He just shrugged it off as a small bladder.
She confided to friends that she loved going to his house, that she loved sitting on his bowl, and
most of all she loved his toilet paper.

At this point her husband had become suspicious. He had noticed that she never used the
bathroom in their apartment anymore. But he did not know that her tutor had already leaned
over and kissed her. At first she panicked when their lips touched, but then she thought of the
rolls and rolls of toilet paper she saw stacked in his bathroom.

It was then thai she dccided her marriage was over. She knew what she wanted and she knew

lo gel ii. .She quickK divorcedVr husband .ind ikik him fof erything he hail. SheiKf?
lim Niranded. alone on ihe bowl, with nothing [o uipc his Witl'.

4 TEEM
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A Dim inishea S ta rJoe M cuor"sR estaurant,

By Frank (fitirinip) Iniperato

Joe Major'sdemise came slowly. The final momentofo dying star ison exploding,
expansive red giantthatenvelops everything in its inflated trock. The "black hole”
sucks everything into its cavernous tube, including light-- itisa monstrous vessel of
energy. Joe Major's Restaurant died with very little eniergy. Itslastgqsp was a silent
exhaust expelling memories of exciting, sporkling bygone years.

W here do departed restaurants go? Perhaps to an area called, "Restaurant and
Diner Heaven." Perhapsto an outoftheway place called, “Restau rant In Peace,"
where former owners and patrons can come together to mingle and remember. In
this imaginary place the coffee, donuts and dinners are free, with no out of pocket
expenses tothe owner. The neon lights flash, "Eat & Drink Free," forever free buffet,
free beer, freeparking ind pleasant waiters, waitress and barmen, an endless? *
menu and part®sugge”ions, also, live entertainmenton theweekends. ™ iif

My dad am'|is friendffrequented Joe Major's especially on Friday niglA"fH|ht
night.” Joe Ldilis, Billy~bnn”~ JonyZale, Rocky Graziono, Sandy Sadler, Wtfee Pep.
Allthe greatflghters dnd nolso”~reat fighters. When there was a chdifipi®phlp fight
thej~loce w<«|*owd#d,lo4dlaild ~okey. The largestand mo$tattend” party at-

ajor'swas St. Potrick's Day. % Is wtlisxi day t%itw”s spectacular ini tendar”®
WtiylUeSr Adjqcefrt fo Joe Maior's wo™Curren'~s bM (arfother old tir * srsbar,
now”~cuffy Murph/~, Thatsection BIFFt*yr4~Ayenke "% a|("~9thStreetc< jld some
times be quite noisy.® L] w A
.. During the Second ~orld Wor trucks adcars going to Staten Isldrtd hdll to tak™*|
the Staten island ferr*«t<he69tjh Street Pier, trucks and carswould line up frdfh
Shore Road past Narrows Ave., past Colonial Road, Ridge Boulevard, Third Ave.
and up to Fourth Ave. Duet"”~""~"~#people, trucksand carsitw”'ci prosperous
e notonly for Joe Major'ibutaU the surrounding business;the R oya~""~"~r~y
New Royal, the Ridg”™ K «f hoW Yiannis, the Drew's Brothers Deli, bgkeiy
hrstores and the Dodge delilership thatwas locatecfSn the Soulhw /"t s~A"?

er patronscam "k and Joe Major's (5ontlnued;to do:o thfclltfS M If

from “the long bar" were lepther covered boothswhich “tended tolhe $
of the restaurantwith d few febne tables for couples, Joe Major*swas gpe of <
lars that had Qfree buffet and siiack table for its patrpns. One of the palp>0§,
>Slentlen#n 2~ ® inMlipNitj~an fronin N tesnrftftn-~ \
ry) :gnd I had dinnei’there Iwould always see friertds of myfathler qrtd parents
friends thafrgrew up in theneighborhood. Itwas d:i*~”orabre, heartfelt

pl|[Alc™”™ajor sold the name
and mdde sOhie minor~cthif mqgjoi|<id|usimenfs. The firstboothst”™ o were the
bobthstidjocenjto the "loiiii bar." New pictures pn thewallswere provided for the
back halfofth”~estauronfv Thechan” was slom unrelentirrii and insidious.
Finally, the boMhsln.the b~k holfofthe restaurqifit werci*replaced with tables. This
reduced an antiseptic condition, which excluded, Orat least discouraged, the "old
n~rs" from patronizing the highly polished Joe Major's.
~ w e and I,oldng with hundredi*”™”™"mns, will miss the "ole watering hole."
m going to miss the "long bar,” the booths thatwere small havens for dinner and
‘iye discussions "ofshoes and ships and sealing was, ofcabbages and kings.” I'm
g to miss the food thatwas served ina "home style” atmosphere and the peo-
ple, the patrons. The believers. Thedemise of Joe Major’'s must be that portion of life
thatis called "progress.” lexperienced a tragedy of lost precious moments. Thanks
you, Joe Major, for making this little partofthe world a brighter place to live; afford-
ing people the chance to get together, a chance to communicate, a chance to appre-
ciate happy times and wonderful memories.
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you are not real

I"ed Up

In the I1MQitxt 'Cale

and rakee Tip Painting

Naesiue /~ggreeeioeneee

you merely phallic fantasy
some half cocked fallacy

of a real man
reality

dictates that you don (juan) a fagade
to appeal to the fairy tale porridge
we are forcefed during our youth
well, i'm fasting for a principle

and trust me, it’s not pleasurable
the searing pain intensifies

with every kind word 1am denied
and every touch my skin evades

or does it evade my skin?

am i running

or shielding myself from the sin

of indittcrenco?

soiNjeT-nisb i long ior the lies
that float languorously in your oyes

and yoi,r Pyds
and yours too
different skm

but

same mentuMty

Hmuse you>'E»eives iinttl you re through with

i long lo paint you

\ 50|JP»casso)

f&iaehoods oresanted 9ft tiruihs
and fo$P ur« 'tiw i*

Itve?8.0n" csanvats-

one earth tones anc tongiife Hng4
deep raw sScnna mixed wilh titanU-'fT!
white

quick silver

on your quick tongue

that delivers slow, moist, fiery kisses
baked clay tongue

once malleable, soft,

now hardening slowly

with the heat of your

indiscretions

and excuses

the other chiaroscuro
all planes and angles
black and white
blended

and divorced

at times themselves
at times gray

with a stroke of winter sky blue
to distract

from the harsh angles
your words create

iftftd then there is the

oil his chrome hog

feeding greedily on my juicc
with hj» revved-up engine
motoHIi” a lapdog tongue
he is colorless

humorless ,
loveless \

and not worth my paint

all of your colors blend and bleed
into my gray matter

making a permanent home

in my cranium

the toxic oils

eroding my sanity

but my serotonin

is paint thinner

and i'm phasing you out

until i finally have

a blank canvas

on which to paint my dreams.



Independence Day always seem s to
have the perfect breeze. Tall oak trees
refusing to move... the wind did it's best
to bully them during this time ofyear but
itstrong enough to dance with
Granddadd/s nose hairs. Butitwasn't
too calm to allow the humidity to con-
template treason against us. Yeabh, it
blew justenough to smell the fried
chicken, mash potatoes, collards, and
unfortunately, the stinky chitlins.

Ifyou‘re standing on Aunt Helen's five-
step wooden porch, you can always tell
ifsomeone was coming because the car
wheels always start a Greek battle with
the gravel that paved the dirt road.

The house is mostly brick now painted
pea green with white trimming. You can
tellwhere the house was modernized.
The house has the smell of damp earthy,
mossy, rotting wood exposing her
secretage. And some secrets are not
meantto be exposed, especially when it
would only cause trivial upset. One such
secret was the ice cream on the Fourth
of July in 1980.

You see Ronnie, my cousin, begged his
mother. Aunt Helen, to make the ice
cream for thisyear's family picnic. To
my surprise she said yes. She should've
known better...

Every year our family gets together on
the fourth of July and has a big celebra-
tion. Thatincluded everyone who could
make itand some of our ancestors, too.
As usual, the meal was delicious-except
in my opinion, those nasty chitlins. Black
people in my family refuse to eat it.
Mama isalways saying, "Look it, Ican
afford real pork to kill myself
with...slavery isover." Butpapa, who's
a Black Catawba, devours the stuff like it
was his last meal. Probably because
mamma refuse to make itand this is the
only time he gets a chance to eat it.
Matter of fact, all the Catawba side of
my family relished the dish and Aunt
Helen was more than happy to oblige
since food isthe only thing she thinks
she has incommon with Catawbas.

Itwas Papa's favorite side dish. Go fig-
ure. Then again, he can't begin to
remember any of hisancestors having
shackles on their feet as they were
dragged offa slave ship. Then once you
get to the "promise land," having chitlin
scraps thrown atya by your master...
but lhave to admit, ittastes good, if I'm
eating itoff Papa's plate...

Anyway, back to the ice cream....

Itwas homemade. And itwas a ritual
with my family on the fourth of July for
one ofthe children to make it. This is the
only moment during the entire feast that
seemed like a family gathering because
the rest ofthe time the black women
was busy talking about the Catawbas,
about how snobby and badly dressed
they were. The Catawbawomen are just
as bad. Theywere busy being picky
about the blacks' hair texture and
obnoxious laughs. Iheard Cousin
Sweeny tell his wife, Batta, "ifonly their
hair wasn't so nappy, the world would
never say anything bad about Negroes."
Icould tell he honestly believed it. He
always says thiswhen he looks at
Ronnie.

Buttoday everyone was so proud of
Ronnie for making the family desert,
especially since hewas only ten. lwas
Six.

Everyone was thrilled-except for me.
You see lknew Ronnie.mmmhhmmm.
And was notaboutto eat anything that
nasty boy touched.

Here he comes toting the big aluminum
bucket to the big wooden picnic table.
Everyone's clapping—except for me.
Like Isaid, Tknew Ronnie..mmmhhm-
mm.

Everyone took giantscoops of that
stuff. Thatyear's flava was chocolate
raison pecan icecream -all
natural..mmmhhmmm.

My Papa noticed that Ilwas upset. He
asked mewhy Iwasn't eating any. Itold
him Iwas getting sick-and sicker by
each minute that passed. Papa kissed
me on the lips, picked me up and placed
me gently on his lap and said, "Don't be
thatway, Qattalla, I'll make sure you
make itnextyear..."

But Papa didn'tunderstand. Iwasn't
jealous. Far from it..why would Ibe? I
was in heaven sitting on his lap and
under one of hisarms. Ronnie didn't
have that. And there was something
else that Ronnie didn't have anymore...

All lIcould see
when Isaw that ice
cream was
Ronnie'ssnot col-
lection that he kept
under his bed...

And itwas missing!

By Jhon
Singleton
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ilve you a reason

W ritten by: Christian Xicalou

Strobe lights

fog machine

covered room with sweat; ng bodies
sensuahty breezes hke an aroma
penetrating the senses be coming someone else
music captivating your bo dy

raising your impulses

I got caught up in the mo

floating with it

giving you a reason

to see me in a different li

feel me with your tongue

while I wrap my arms arcund your waist

I want you in my imagina

so you can direct it andm ake it real

make me feel something I haven't felt before
make me weak at the kne

this is the new me

giving you a reason

to see me in a different lig

I want you to connect with my eyes

and get into me

I want you walking inside the illusion of what

I made myself be

9TEEM



Lil Lil had no more strength left in his eyehds. Like window shades pulled down too
tight they shot straight up, letting the darkness of his bedroom flood his sight. He turned
over on his left side out of desperation, to see if the blue light was still lining the bottom
of his closed door.

He was in luck. The light was there, indicating that his mother had not yet finished
watching T.V. in the living room. He slowly counted to ten, while images of Daiun of the
Dead zombie and his least favorite of all monstrosities, the possessed girl from the Exorcist
took time circling through his mind. Each time the two different images passed over each
other they became more realistic. Lil Lil saw that the caked blood around the zombies'
mouths was a dark purple. His eight year old brain made note that both the undead crea-
tures and the overtaken girl had eyes that were wrung with charcoal. The girl's gaze was
upon him, the zombies' eyes were pressing up against him. He heard a possible crack
coming from his closet and sprung up out of bed.

Lil Lil threw his bedroom door open with a fury fueled by a self- loathing for his cow-
ardice. He knew the way other eight year olds thought. None of them would go through
this "bullshit" [what Daddy always called Lil Lil's nightly episodes.] At night, the fear of
the possessed and undead filled his thoughts. During the day the fear that his fellow
schoolmates would find out that he still spent most night's getting tticked in and watched
over by his mother would flicker every so often.

The doorknob bounced against the hallway wall, creating a noise that added a spring
to his step, and hopefully didn't wake up Daddy. Within seconds he was in the living

room hovering above Mommy, who was snoring away as usual.

"Mom," he hissed through his lips. He rocked back and forth, keeping one foot
grounded in place. He reached down, fumbling his pajama shirt, and occasionally stick-
ing his hand inside of his pants. He groped himself from nervousness.

Perhaps Mommy would snore so loudly that she wouldn't notice the zombies had
taken him. He knew how cruel horror movies were. Though irony was not yet a concept
he understood, he knew—better than most people his age or older, the sad comedy that
occurs when a horror movie victim is killed just moments before possible rescue. Lil Lil
had yet to learn what adrenaline was, but every night when he played out this particular
scene, he was pumped full of it.

"Mommy, wake up." He hissed again.

He saw Regan, the little girl from the Exorcist, which gave confirmation to his fears,
that yes, even children can fall victim to horror movie monsters. He pictured the audience
watching him. They could see what he didn't want to turn around and see: the gore cov-
ered zombie behind him.

"Mommy!" He cried out in reserved agony.

Mommy's snoring ended.

"Lil," she said in that half frantic-half disappointed tone she always woke up with.

He began pleading before she was completely conscious. "Mommy, | need you to
come into my room."

"Not this time,”" was mommy's expected response.

"Please." Lil Lil begged. "I saw a commercial for the zombie movie a few hours ago
and I can't get it out of my head."

2C



"Andrew, there are always going to be horror movies coming out. I can't tuck you in
every time this happens.”

The use of Lil Lil's real name. The finality of her tone. She would pretend like she was-
n't giving in, but that would only last for two minutes. Lil Lil didn't have any tears to
shed, but in a dire situation like the one he was in he wished he did. Mommy could not
getup quick enough, and they were still in that short period where she would pretend like
she wasn't going to do anything. Dammit.

All of a sudden, there was a thud by the front door. Lil Lil dug his face into his moth-
er's shoulder. "Lil," she tried to say, but the pressure from his head was causing her to lose
her breath. Lil Lil's whimpering spread throughout the entire house.

"W hat the hell is going on?" Daddy shouted, half from the waking world and half
from his perverted dreams. Lil Lil feared the shame he would see in Daddy's eyes tomor-
row morning, but he feared his possible killer at the front door even more.

"Lil, relax,"” Mommy said as she slowly turned him by his shoulders to face the 'zom -
bie/possessed girl/serial killer." "It's only Colette."

And it was only Colette, Lil lil's seventeen-year old sister. Her eyes were red. Would
Mommy yell at her for smoking pot again?

"It's not what you think." Colette replied, dragging her denim jacket sleeve across her
face. She was wiping away tears.

"It better not be." Mommy said angrily.

"Justdon't worry aboutit. I'm noton drugs tonight. I haven't done anything since that
firsttime, when you caught me." Colette's voice began to break down. With each word her
composure was worn away, until Lil Lil felt happy that he might actually not be the

A uthored by P eter M arsh

biggest embarrassment of the night.

"I'didn't do anything tonight except be who I am, and it looks like that is just not good
enough for anyone.” With those sob covered words, Colette left the living room and went
down into the basement where her bedroom was.

"Lil, go to bed!" Mommy shouted into Lil's ear. He jumped, completely startled, not
yet knowing exactly what had transpired.

"You're so mean to me!"™ Lil Lil shouted back. As if trying to copy his sister, he ran off
to his own room, turned on the light and slammed the door shut. He would wait here,
until Mommy came to apologize. When the time came, he would force himself into sleep
as she held him in her arms. He would make himself tired as she tried to make conversa-
tion. He would find his way safely into the world of dreams again.

There was a shout from Daddy again, but not as powerful as the first burst. It was fol-
lowed by the tapping of Mommy's feet, as she made her way down into the basement.

Through his floor, the eight year old heard his Mommy talking with Colette. What was
said was muffled, but Lil Lil could tell that Mommy was questioning his sister. Colette
gave her answers, and took time doing so. Lil Lil could hear her talking and talking, fill-
ing in for every possible detail, just like Daddy said she did every time she would start
telling a story. When was she going to be finished? When would she let Mommy leave?
Though itwas a Friday night, and there was no school tomorrow, Lil Lil needed sleep too.
He had to wake up early for Saturday morning cartoons.

Finally, muffled noises that sounded like one word answers were coming from the
floor. Colette had finished her rant. A few moments later. Mommy was at Lil lil's door.

"Lil, you can go stay downstairs with your sister if you want.”

"But 1 don't like sleeping in the basement."”

"She needs a little company tonight, you can bring your pillow and sleep on the couch

20 - WOH



down there."

"ldon't want to.”

"Fine, but I'm not staying in here tonight."

Mommy closed the door. Lil Lil heard her close the door to her bedroom as well. The
lights were off in the hallway. He was trapped alone in his bedroom with the light on. For
a moment Lil thought about his sister and wondered what her problem was tonight. He
began to worry about her, but then became far more concerned with himself as the image
of zombies entered his mind again. At first they were only quick snippets, flashing at him
like a strobe light.

Lil didn't wait for the monsters to solidify in his mind. He flung himself to the wood-
en floor of his bedroom and tapped three times gently. With every tap he looked over to his
wall, as if he could see through to his sleeping father—to see if he would wake again.

He waited for what seemed like an eternity. There was Regan again smiling, knowing
that no one was coming. Then he heard Colette's steps rising up from the basement. The
reassuring sound was what kept Lil from jumping out of his skin as his bedroom door
opened.

"W hat do you want?" Colette asked, her eyes little red pools.

"Mom said you needed some company tonight."”

Colette rubbed her eyes. "Did she now?"

"You can stay up here with me," Lil said, ever-hopeful.

"Fine." Colette huffed and left Lil Lil's room. A few moments later she was back with
acurled up sleeping bag tucked under one arm, and a pink pillow in the other. "Couldn't
sleep?" Colette asked her little brother.

"I never can,” Lil Lil responsed self-loathingly. As Colette rolled out her sleeping
bag,and lowered herself onto the hardwood floor, Lil Lil became comfortable in his bed. If
any of the zombies came tonight they would go for his bigger and tastier older sister. They
always went for the teenage girls first, especially blondes like Colette. He turned over on
his side and closed his eyes.

"Will you turn off the light?" he asked Colette.

"Fine,"
Lil Lil heard his sister's hand pound the light switch. The darkness swept over his room

she sighed.

once again, yet Colette's aura now protected them both--it kept the images away. Further
and further the zombies began to shrink away, as if they were traveling in a car to the land
of dreams leaving everything disturbing behind. Lil Lil's suffering was finally at an end for
the night.

"You have it so easy, Lil." Colette's voice pulled her little brother back.

"W hat?" he asked her.

"Nothing."

Colette was always a source to feed the extremely demanding, curious side of his per-
sonality. The reason behind her current state of being would be answered, as long as he
could keep her talking.

"W hat?" Lil lil asked again.

Colette sighed and then she offered her answer, "When you get to be my age, every-
thing becomes so much more complicated. You have it so easy Lil."

"No, Idon't!" Lil said, but he knew his sister wouldn't understand. One point that both
Mommy and Daddy always tried to get across to him, was that Colette did not experience
the late night episodes that he was constantly going through. His sister was not a flawed
coward—not like he was.

"Yeah, you do." Colette said with anger in her voice.

"You always seem to be more happier than me. Tonight is the first time | saw you cry
since last Christmas."

Lil Lil had a point. Colette kept her emotions bottled inside. Sarcasm seemed to domi-
nate every bit of conversation she had with any of her family members, especially Lil Lil.

"Guess | fooled you." Colette said back.

"Well, why are you crying tonight?™ Lil Lil would soon have his answers. Perhaps
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Colette had messed up. Perhaps she would be the child that shamed the family for the next
few weeks. He could pass the crown on to her.

"Jimmy and | broke up.”

"You did?" Lil asked with a new sense of fear in his voice. Jimmy was the third
boyfriend Colette ever had, and Lil Lil liked him the most. Jimmy was so cool. He knew
everything about Pokemon and Transformers.

"W hat happened?" Lil Lil asked, hoping that perhaps he would be able to find a solu-
tion to whatever problem Colette and Jimmy had, something they might have overlooked.

Colette laughed. "You are way too young for me to tell you why."

"I'm not young. I know a lot of things that most kids my age don't."

Lil Lil opened his eyes. The darkness filtered in, but he could care less. He had no fear
of the undead now. Now he was a lot more interested in ways that he could prove his sis-
ter wrong.

"I don't care how much you think you know," Colette responded. "You're not sup-
posed to know this."

"Are you two sexing?"

The room went silent. The darkness started to take shape again. In an instant the fear
returned. Lil Lil remembered moments just like the one he was experiencing, he remem-
bered seeing scenes just like this in a half dozen horror movies.

Colette started laughing hysterically. The fear passed through like an electrical current.
Was Colette being possessed?

"No. And that is none of your damn business Lil."

Another laugh popped out of Colette.

"Sexing. That is a good one. I'm going to have to tell that to the girls on Monday."

W hat was so important about this whole sexing thing? Why did his parents always tell
him not to pay attention when his Uncle Mike would make jokes about it? Why did his
mother cover his eyes when people in the horror movie they were watching started doing
it? What was this thing that everyone had to keep secret all the time, and laugh about
when he would ask about it? It was just like the month before his birthday party last year.
His parents and Colette acted the exact same way during the month that they planned his
surprise birthday.

"Don't go thinking your sister is a slut, Lil." Colette said in the most serious tone he
had ever heard come from her. For a moment he tried to remember when he had heard
that mean sounding word. It was in the movie Scream. The killer Billy told Sydney that her
mother was a slut, and that was why she was killed. Lil Lil hoped she wasn't a slut.
According to Scream, that was the number one reason why teenage girls died.

"I don't Colette. | don't even know what that means."”

Colette laughed again. Knowing that she would never come out and answer his ques-
tion, Lil Lil decided to go to sleep. He was sure his mother would tell him the whole story
about Colette and Jimmy the next day during breakfast.

Suddenly something wet pressed up hard against his cheek. Was ita vampire? Was he
about to be eaten? Was this what it felt like when you started becoming possessed?

Lil Lil relaxed when he heard Colette's voice. "Thanks Lil. You managed to make me
feel good tonight.” He closed his eyes tight as he heard her slide back into her sleeping
bag.

"Just remember Lil brother, you still have it easy at your age. Enjoy it while you can.
It gets tough when you getto my age."”

Those were Colette's last words in the darkness. Lil Lil kept his eyes open. He was too
mad to let the fear creep in. How could it be any worse than this? Lil Lil asked himself over
and over again as he lay awake in bed for another half hour.
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M i1lk and B utter

ByJennifer Dam askinos

She stands in the comer watching as he takes off his khaki pants and his stained wife beater
shirt. He looks at her almost as if saying "Your tiirn". She hesitates for a moment then begins
to undress. First she unbuttons her jeans and slides them down her pale white legs. Then she
takes off her shirt and unsnaps her bra. He smiles in anticipation. She remains serious.

He doesn't care.

She gets into the bed first and he follows after her. He slowly but aggressively takes off her
underwear. He goes to kiss her lips but she turns her head. She believes to kiss him would be a
sin and she already takes up twenty minutes in the confessional every Saturday. Her husband
wonders why.

Her husijand wonders about a lot of things.

He doesn't care.

She feels him inside. He calls out a name that isn't hers but he doesn't know that. She
begins to go over her grocery list. Carrots, apples, bread, hot dogs for the kids, and maybe a
chocolate treat for herself. She thinks to herself: I'm not a bad person. We need the money. He
tries to kiss her again and again she turns away. He moans and he is done. She didn't finish.

He doesn't care.

He places the money on the nightstand and leaves as fast as he came. She puts her clothes
back on and walks out of the hotel into her car. Before starting the ignition, she says a prayer
for her husband to find another job and for herself, to lorget the face of the man who just had
his hands on her. She pulls out of the parking lot and drives to Pathmark. She reminds herself
not to forget about the milk and butter that she promised her husbnad she would get before
returning home.

She does care.
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Burn my bridges down to cinders
Clocks are passing like broken time
The clouds spell something Ican't read
Squinting from disappointment’ shine

And the earth is still
and I'm still on it
The sun is shining
and Ishy from it

There is hope under a rock
in the bottom of the ocean
and there is love under a lock
in the depths of my emotions

And all that’s missing
clings to my chest

like a bomb that’s ticking
and all that’s missing
won't allow me breath

So there you are
prying fingers from death

Ican burn my bridges down to cinders
Clocks may pass like broken time
Clouds can spell their cryptic words
And if 1squint from saddened shine

I know I'll smile soon, for you are mine.

-Dena Ventrudo



regressions progpression

By: Kristy Gonzalez

she was a hobo, a drifter, she had once promised herself that she would go many
places, see things that some could only dream about once she’d started, she'd spent many
months in many places, but nothing more than that one day. with her torn knapsack and
well worn shoes, she stumbled onto a strange, little familiar place, she became imbedded
in its soil, she had boarded a large water vessel of some kind, it made loud bellowing
noises that reminded her of days as a young girl spent in the dense forests of lands very
far away from here—days spent as a young girl riding this large boat many times, she
divulges these often sad tales with a wistful smile on her face, puzzling those giving her
their apt attention, there was a blanket of fog, impenetrable, stretching out in every direc-
tion and when she left the main cabin of the boat, wandering onto the deck, the air collid-
ed with her face, forcing it into a cold, damp grasp, suddenly, dark figures loomed into
view, large, misshapen sentinels were awaiting the arrival of this large roaring vessel,
their arms protruding into the blackened water, arms that grabbed at and held onto the
bottom of the boat, shaking it somewhat violently, at last, the boat was safely docked, as a
dog resting warmly in its master's lap after a day of anticipation, few joined her in this
early morning exodus—some scampering, others laboriously departing from the ship into
the large hulking interior of a massive room, she had seen many horrors and wonders in
her life, and this large, unknown void (which seemed like a gaping mouth threatening to
erase her entirely), was nothing to fear, strange scribes littered the walls; little did she
know that these would soon be embedded into her mind, as she emerged from the dark-
ened corridor that had somehow attached itself to the vacant boat, many smaller corri-
dors with more strange scriptures on their dii*ty, stained walls, came into view, they
branched out this way and that, all bending skyward, and through large windows she
could see the beginnings of a grey morning, she climbed the upward passage, the murky
streaks of sunshine that streamed through the glass panes on the doors waiting at the end
of the hall, the light bathed her feet, her legs, her hips, then her face, the clouds were too
heavy to allow the sun to traverse through, but the slight hint of a ray excited her. as she
opened the door leading from the dark and dirty corridor into the outside world, she
looked back past the gritty walls and remembered the dark portal from which she had
derived from, and for a moment found herself considering running back towards it, back
onto the boat, and leaving this strange place, but then the air, thick with some sort of a
stale musk—something that irritated her sense of smell but intrigued it as well, invaded
her, seeped into her mind until she found herself turning the other way and stepping
through the doorway.

large mechanical beasts stood idly by as she watched her fellow shipmates climb will-
ingly into the mouths of these creatures, they reminded her of the many obelisks that she
had seen in Europe, toppled and rumbling softly, as she approached the large object, she
saw that it's teeth were large and flat, they seemed more like a tongue, and she watched
as awoman in very sharp heels stepped onto the tongue, somehow feeling the pain that
this poor beast had to endure, she stepped gingerly onto the blackened organ and saw
that a man was strapped to what she assumed was one of many large blue teeth of the
monster, the woman in the severely spiked heels had dropped several silver coins into the
throat of the creature, but she knew that the monster preferred what she liked to call
wafers, she slid one into the creature's throat and smiled when she heard the satisfied
beeping sound of a thank you. as the large metallic beast lumbered through the winding,
narrow streets of the strange little place, she marveled at her surroundings, endless rows
of houses lined the streets—streets speckled with dying tress, even though it was the mid-
dle of spring, each house was a duplicate of the other, their only distinctions being colors
and a few scattered lawn ornaments, however it was the inhabitants that struck her as the
most peculiar, they all wandered around, somewhat aimlessly, but smiling nonetheless,
settled in a blue, felt covered tooth of the beast, she turned to look around at the others,
noticing the same placid, blank stare on their faces as well, their eyes were glazed over,
with an indifference that struck something inside of her. she seemed to notice something
beneath that, beneath the vacant stares, a silent plea for something she couldn't under-
stand. she felt lightheaded now, and realized that one of the gills of the creature had been
opened and the warm, stagnant air from the outside slowly seeped in. she felt sort of lan-
guid—not an unwelcome feeling, but it still put her on edge, she felt as if her thoughts
were leaking out of her head, she couldn't gather them fast enough, she couldn't help but
imagine walking onto the rusted green lawn of one of these picture perfect houses, the
driveway filled with gravel or maybe lined with perfectly smooth stones, the porch light
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clicking to life with her movement, the jangle of keys, opening the perfectly sized red or
blue door, inhaling the fresh, recycled scent of her humble abode, day after day. she
shook her head to rid herself of these thoughts, but they gripped onto her, seizing her
mind in a dangerous dance of impassivity, her struggle, furious now, went unnoticed by
those around her. her head was searing, as if the thoughts had materialized and were
sawing into her skull, shoving these happy, redundant scenarios into the twists and
crevices of her brain, the dim sunlight managed to break free long enough to glisten along
the edge of a billboard, pulling her eyes towards the message, shining in bright red. an
unnatural red that held her and she stared, transfixed, remembering seeing this sign
before, passing this on her way to the piers—but now it was behind her, and she was back,
fighting for her mind, struggling against an unseen undertow.

at some point she fell asleep, no one knows for how long, but she slept and when she
woke, she was standing in front of a large house, cut from a very familiar mold, and she
was turning the key, and the hall light bathed her in a buttery glaze, and the house wel-
comed her, her heels clicking on the parquet floor, just exactly the way she'd always pic-
tured it. she was finally at home, and as she prepared dinner, an empty smile lay upon
her face, empty, watery eyes sat in their sockets as she watched her jeweled and mani-
cured hand stir some sort of bubbling red sauce, the sound of her children playing some-
where in the house (or maybe outside.) she tried to remember the last time she had a new
thought, no, she couldn’t think of things like this, not when there were bills to pay and
dinners to cook and clothes to wash, staring deeper into the pot of sauce, something
inside her brain began to happen, pulses were now working their way around her mind,
massaging memoiy out of their atrophy, bringing hidden secrets out of the shadows in
her brain, what was so strangely familiar about this sauce? the smell? the texture? no, the
color, it was such a bright red, a stinging red that reminded her of letters (no mustn't look
back), of a grey morning (the check to the PTA has to be mailed), of a large (yoi/r son}s
play is next week, you have to decide on whatto wear, and the children are hungry),
large sign, large letters, sun shining, looking, staring, gazing, words, her hand neared the
stove, lightly burning the tips of her fingers, and the spell was broken, she commenced
making dinner and setting the table.

there's a phenomenon that the inhabitants of this strange httle place suffer from, once
they reach a certain age, promises are made, they'll leave this place, and never return, but
they always do. the farthest most of them will go is only past a few bridges or across a
river, they almost always return, some say it's in the air. others say it's the water, no one
knows for sure, only that there is something in this strange little place, this odd little
ham let, surrounded by water, something that sinks into the bones of its kin. no matter
how far they try to run, the all return to this perfect little place, and feed its insatiable
hunger with new minds and broken dreams.

/Torn from limb to limb, feeling savagely raped, Challengedj
by faith, Challenged by hope. Lost in all. Lost in none, Answer)
Alying in the barrel of a gun. Those who challenge faith, Thosej
/"who feel my hate, Will not feel a pinch
/ ~of pain. Nor my life to gain,;
Guilt, present in their mind)y
Conscience battered for all time|? -g
yChallenge me, or Challenge none) n T*T,!G|I
/1 Challenge you, O Barrel of my
/gun. But my own fault caused my® - W A
/downfall, Bloodshed of red, O who
catl, 1chdi4” "\®nge faith iin
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mind!
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spare me jusi®
one morel
\' time.

Cnnstiaii Tubito
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Can You See?

By
Jennifer Hermus

SETTING:
Small bedroom. Clothes on floor and bed, music and drug paraphernalia strewn about.

TIME:
Evening. Present Day

CHARACTERS:

BOY - Sterotypical stoner teen experiencing an acid trip for the first time.

TUPAC SHAKLJR - This character is never seen by the audience. This can be done either having
an off-stage voice or by representing this character blacked out or in shadow.

BEDROOM in
BOY enters stage left into bedroom

BOY
(shouting to off-stage) Alright mom! I’ll clean it up. WIiy do you gotta tilways get on my case?
(silly laughter) | bet Timothy Leary never cared about the order of his room when the world is so
filled with chaos and munchkins and rainbows. | hate powdered munchkins...(more laughter)

BOY fiddles with mess and finds phone

BOY(CON'T)
Ooh, gotta call Bones. | think it’s starting to kick in! (Spurts of laughter while dialing) Yo man!
What’s up? ... yea, | took it about an hour ago. | think it’s starting to kick in...well, I’'m starting
to see trails and I'm all giddy and jittery. Is that normal? What’s normal anyway? (laughter)..,
no she has no clue. She just keeps bitching about my room. An artist is supposed to be sur-
rounded by chaos. When | move to the city I’m going to have a gritty studio...I’ll find a way to
make money. What’s money anyway? It’s so trivial. Lennon didn’t make his music for money,
Ginsberg didn’t write and chant for money. Dali didn’t paint for money (pause)...anyway, 1’'m
more hke Huxley. 1’'m doing this for preparing to meet with the psycadelic gods...you know, like
‘ride the snake to the lake’. He means that acid is the guide through the universe. Didn’t you
see his movie?

While BOY jg unaware, some sort of audio distur
bance.sj™ ra occur to signify TUPAC’S entrance

~Ygere-
BOY (CON'T) \Y;
Man,_"tefj&' Acid if.iike a conductor, and I’'m on the train. It’s like how everything
is ” e’redl staMlist and crap...oh my god...there’s a black man in my
room -dropN back) Who the hell are you?
TUPAC

Expectin’ someone else?

BOY
-~en’t you some dead rapper? Tth”2ght | was supposed to meet Bob Dylan or something. Oh
god this is heavy. ‘
W, %' n
% TUPAC
m. Prophet cum psycadelic *ssenga’, yea. Tupac Shakur. You neva heard a me? Damn,
son, Bob Dylan is still alive.J”here’s ya head at? You definitely trippin’.

BOY
1st ou’re here?

TUPAC
Listen you little suburb mama’s boy, I’'m here cuz Fm a prophet.
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BOY
What about John Lennon?

TUPAC
He’s cool. He’s fucked up, but cool.

BOY
Wait...uh, you know him? Where is he?

TUPAC

(laughs) With the rest of us fools. In the psycadelic god-head realm. Shit, why you messin® with
this shit for anyway?

BOY
Wait...you can’t be. I’'m supposed to receive the answers to all of life’s questions!

TUPAC
What and a black man can’t help you? Is that what this’s about? That’s exactly why the God-
Head did this.

BOY
Did What?

1’'UPAC
Affirmative action.

BOY

| know what affirmative action is, but what does that have to do with my acid trip? Dude, this is
heavy.

TUPAC
It has ever}d;hing to do with this trip. Man, rappers get no credit. We’s prophets too. You heai'd
a’ Machiavelli right? 1 am the prince, the prophet, but man you hear a’ kids lookin’ for me when
they’s trippin’? Nah! So, the God-Head startecj affirmative action in the psycadelic realm and
now dead rappers can visit you druggie yuppies. Got it?

BOY
Uh...sure.

TUPAC
So, what do you wanna know?

BOY
What time is it?

TUPAC

Time? There is no time. There is no now, no then and no when.

BOY
Wait...dude, shouldn’t you have some coloi’ful auras and like angels dancing around you? This is
a beat ass trip.

TUPAC
Wake up kid. This is your reality. And that is no reality. Am | even here rigliL now? Do you
know your name? Do you know where you come from?

BOY
(hesitates) I...1 don’t know. What’s happening to nay mind?

TUPAC
The question is, what has already happened? What hasn’t happened? You see the void.
You can’t understand the universe. You’re in a cell. You don’t know piison iinrjl out.

Can you break out without dying?

Lights black out

END
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THE SOUND OF THE SEA

Iryna Fontana

About ten years ago, | had cause to visit the coast of the Black Sea on the Crimean
Peninsula. Aiushta, a cute, tiny and quiet town, was in the busiest season of the year- the
health-resort season. As every year, six months of dead season had been exchanged for the
next six months filled with noisy crowds of colorfully dressed tourists. They were relaxed and
pleased with themselves. They came for recreation and to spend money. They would spread
their pale bodies over the sand. With persistence and patience, they would lay in the sun for
many hours a day, frying their sweaty mass, desiring to obtain the “Hollywood” tan. The
town was saturated with the spirit of felicity. It was a real kingdom of sun, plants, and sea.

The next morning, a storm arose, not allowing the people to enjoy their long-wished-for-
idleness. The wearisome inactivity in the hotel rooms was not in the plans of the newcomers
- the sea attracted them. Because there was nothing to do, the people scrambled to the beach.
| opened the door of the hotel “Seagull” and went outside. The door behind me swung and
creaked. The morning looked like twilight. A merciless wind beat the foliage of the trees with
rage. The leaves trembled powerlessly on twigs; some of them were taken up by the wind and
flown far away from the tree. Pieces of old newspapers, white shopping bags from the local
grocery, and leaves ripped from the trees were spun around by the wind. A few women
clutched their skirts to their legs, to keep them from fluttering up. Everything was swirled in
an untamed dance. The heavy, laden sky threateningly loomed above our heads; moreover, a
loud, strange sound filled the air. | took the hand of my four-year-old son and squeezed it hard
as we headed for the beach.

The closer to the sea we came, the louder the noise became. A never before seen picture
appeared in front of our eyes. The mind refused to accept what the eyes were seeing. The
waters of the Black Sea were truly black and the sea looked like a giant boiling cauldron. The
huge waves looked like watery skyscrapers moving swiftly toward us, accompanied by a horri-
ble thundering sound. The waves did not reach the people who were standing and watching
the riot of nature, but collapsed and crawled back to the cold, churning element. New waves
replaced the old as soon as they retreated. Some of the waves took the shapes of ugly mon-
sters. They opened their toothless traps and vomited cold splashes of water and small sea
stones down on us. After their attacks, when the dreadful monsters broke up into small parti-
cles, the white foam on the top of the waves made them look like lowly sheep going back to
the field.

The sound of the riotous sea, the frantic wind, and the rolling rocks, joined together and
produced so loud a noise that people could not hear each other even from a very close, dis-
tance. Tiny drops of water were suspended in the air. It seemed as if a foggy layer of gauze
was spread over the town, from the sky to the land. | had a strong desire to reach out and try
to touch those gauzes. The smell of the sea was abnormally sharp. It was a mix of fresh air,
free wind, wild water, dead fish, and seaweed. One could perceive the bitter and salty taste of
the seawater in the mouth and noise. | took a deep breath and could feel that fresh cool air
going down my lungs.

Both my son and | were getting soaked from head to toe. Our hair was mixed with sand
and water and stood out in different directions. The sand crunched in our teeth. We stood
motionless and charmed by the coming of the marvelous and horrible force of nature. | real-
ized then that man is a little bug dwarfed before the grandeur and strength of nature, especially
furious nature.

A group of adventurers were playing in the wild waves. It was fun until they realized that
it was a dangerous game. Then, they tried to get away from the violence of the mad sea.
They struggled, but the hungry paws of the water trapped one girl. A few men tried to rescue
her, but nature is much stronger than man. Their efforts were useless. The riotous sea
wringed her helpless body in its carousel, swallowed it up, and threw it on top of the waves.
At one moment, her body peered out and went under water again. The next moment, a piece
of the swimming suit glanced out and then sank into the deep. Then there was nothing, only
the insensible jumble of a natural disaster, continuing to perform its useless, monotonous task.
It seemed that the God of the sea was mad with the people on dry land. He sent his punish-
ment, frightening them and destroying all around.
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It is a tradition that on the morning after a storm, everyone goes to the shore. Usually the
sea throws alot of coins out on the beach and jewelry that people had lost over many years.
This time, it threw out a lot of shiny things and sixteen unlucky bodies. The sea was once
again full of peace and nobility. A single ripple on the surface sparkled merrily in the sunlight.
The gold sphere of the sun shone majestically in the azure sky as flocks of snowy white clouds
slowly sailed by. Over the surface of the sea, seagulls soared, looking for small fish, while frol-
icsome dolphins overturned playfully in the water. A single yacht sailed on the mirrored sur-
face of the water. The sea attracted, the sea enticed. The first tourists appeared on the beach.
This day they occupied places closer to the water. They opened up beach umbrellas and
unfolded beach chairs. Children screamed loudly and joyfully. They built sand castles and ran
along the water’s edge. The small, smooth waves softly caressed the sand. Little by little, the
beach was coming alive after the stonn and after the night. Different songs sounded from dif-
ferent resorts. Yet, from each came the same smell of BBQ. The day was clear and sunny.
The sea was welcoming once again.

byJessa ShoutBaby

Quiver

lwant a man

who makes my thighs

quiver,

you know what i’'m talking about
a man

whose mere presence

gets my skin burning like a fever,
whose voice

causes me to leak lust

from between my legs

whose words

cause pulsations

from my heart

to my clitoris.

i want a man who

makes my legs spread

every time his lips part,

a poetic soul

with poetic words

and poetic fingers

that write volumes

of sonnets

with each stroke of his elegant finger
on my flesh.

this is a real man,

a man who only turns his back to me

to let me

kiss down his spine,

that binds the leaves of thought

that would otherwise flutter throughout his
body,

a man who lets my words flow

through his body like

blood

streaming through veins,

a man who dominates my G-spot

but can submit to my wishes occasionally,
a man who knows that compromise

and sacrifice

are two separate entitites,
a man whose eyes

show truths

and lust

in equal measure,

and can lock eyes

when we lock limbs

and speaking of,

i want him to accept my body
and ravish it thusly

in his frenzied praise.

i want a man who understands
my words are imperfect

even my poetry violates the rules
of propriety and conformity

if he makes my lips

quiver,

it must be from pleasure,

for they are tired of

shaking

like flimsy tree branches,
stripped,

raw,

defenseless,

on a windy night

shaking from the cold, unyielding breezes
of harsh words,

i want to bite back

screams of pleasure

not

agonized sobs,

and he may bite them as well
if i may feast on his.

if he so exists,

i will shed my fortress,
unfold

a faerie in flux

and grant him

wishes.

Thirty <5IVE
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Aimamarie Dooling

| had justcome down the stepswhen Isaw her, butpre-

tended ldidn't. She was hunched over the table, in our

dimly lit kitchen, the cream ofthe wallpaper sending a
glare across the shiny floor. Her short frame was perched
over the table, and she adjusted herselfto better reach over
the edge of the thick glass. Again and again she leaned in and
the fork she clutched in her small hand disappeared inside the
large ceramic bowl. Ten minutes earlier Ihad eaten from that
same bowl, possibly from thatsame fork, and as lwalked past
her now, only our shadows made contact. Thatwould have
been my momentto reach over to her, and tell her about the
pain lhad inside, but Ididn't. lwalked down the stairs, and
studied the moment a lot longer than someone who didn't
care would have. She was sad and small for those few min-
utes, and inside, Ifelt tears building up behind my eyes.
Evening while hearing the echoes ofthe large bowl hitting the
edge ofthe sink, Ifeltthe overwhelming sadness— but Istill
didn't go tell her how 1felt. Throwing away thatchance, 1
threw away one ofthe lastchances lwould ever have to share
my feelings with her. Itfelt like nothing new, and Ididn't know
any better, neither of us did.

Itwas described, by the paramedics, as a massive heart
attack thatended at 10:49am on December 12th— which is
funny because the pains in my heart began at that exact
moment. And while they had thatincommon, lcan assure you
mine will last longer than hers did. Ironically, that thought
wraps me in comfort like a soft down blanket, and lulls me to
sleep along with promises ofthe Resurrection and the Sacred
Heartthat now marks the spot on my body that died along
with her.
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Kristy Gonzalez

when Iwake up willyou be gone?

willyour scentstill linger in my mind?

will Istill feel your touch clinging to my sicin?

will the mere thoughtofyou still ignite my nerves?

Iwantyou gone, butthere'sa recollection ofyou

that's leftan imprinton my soul

oh god, Ican‘tsetyou free

butoh,whataway togo, with you haunting my every breath, myevery step
butwhat Iwould give for justone more taste, justone more trace ofthe sin ofyour lips
Iwanttodrown. Justone more time

Iwantto be lostinyourembrace, destroy myselfJustonce more,

touch me and listen to my insidescome alive and die all in the sam e instant,
runyour fingersalong my skin and feel itswarmth while you're freezing me inside,
you mighthave broughtsuch joy inanother Ufe, butnow you've made me numb.
Itryto come alive inthe ecstacy ofpain, but Idm too fargone

lonly wantthe things that hurt me, because Ican fool myselfinto thinking I'm alive.
Iwantyou to find me one day, perhapsina motelin Memphis, or Reno

we'll happen to run intoeach other

we'll make insanely passionate and empty love

justonce more, letme be submerged

one lastmemory before the slate'swiped clean

by Dena Ventrudo

Seething

running farther away

from the one thing you've been searching for
feeling less and less

like the person you're going to be

knowing more and more

that the days hold more crimson memories
but still you sit

still you ponder

my psuedo-intellectualism

isbubbling over again

and i feel greater than before

butiknow i'm less

and knowing that the slithering time is
nearing, i can taste it

but fighting, gripping

wanting sweet voids

like candy cane kisses

and bubble gum teardrops

blind elations fill the gaps

of the silence that ireally fear

but can twait to gain

and feel the air around my mind

and hear my voice in the third person

and detach from my big bright dream

ofa superimposed reality

that's nothing like the rock bottom i sought
and iwant a legacy

and iwant an epiphany

and iwant a breakthrough

and all i really want isto find a place to call my own
to find a home

but solitude isyour humble abode girl

so don't tell me what he's done to you

don'ttell me all those lieswere true

away -

don't let me be the messenger again
cause another bullet, i'm all out of luck
but i'm still running farther away

from a death that's never been punctual
and there's no slowing regression's progressions
only taking your swan dive

and turning it into a cannonball

in shark infested waters

but it's creeping up again

there's a big bright orange raft again
imight just jump feet first

Kristy
Gonzalez

cause i've got my manolo blahniks on this time
‘cause iwant to be submerged

ineed my time to come

iwant to feel the quiet

ineed my little fortress

iwant to be a super man

ineed to be alone...........

Seething

Angry Il want to destroy
Want to start swingin at 'em lwant to cry
Breathing Bloodlust, bloodlust
Heavy sometimes n

Exhausted from thinking bout it

Il want to feel my fist

against the flesh that started this
I want to bash it in

and take no rest from sin...

Il want to, I want to

Il want to scrjeeeeaaaaaam!

Seething

irate

Can’t carry this anymore
Bleeding

insane

| feel defeated, not so sure...
gonna ~ snap, gonna - snap...
gonna snaaaaaaaaaaaap!

Il want to dief

Seething

Angry

W ant to start swingin’ at 'em
Breathing

Heavy

Exhausted from thinking ‘bout it..
My face is wet,

my skin is hot,

my fist is clenched

my eyes are shot

I cannot sleep

| cannot sleep

I cannot sleep!

and I'll do it all again tomorrow.

|The blanket came up over my head,

Ican't hear anything.

Pitching: Roger Clemens, Batting: Mookie Wilson.
The first pitch came with a crash downstairs.

The pillow came up over my head,

Ican't hear anything.

Wilson singles; at first, steals.

Thrown out like the darkness in my room as the hall
light creeps in.

Caught
tgalln

Y h head.
our hands came up over my head by Calvin Simpson

Chin music, chin music, chin music.

The pillow came down over my head,

| can hear everything-

even the tears diving offyour bruised face,
splashing my bed.
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Illustrated and written by Enrique Inocente
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"...theworld will alwayswelcome lovers...”
THE BIG DANCE SOUND
DANCE... DANCE... DANCE...
..KEEP ON DANCIN"...

Shuffling through difficult math and science classes and exams, a weel< ofschool
finally coming to an end. Offto the Friday night dance at OLA or Saint Anselm.
Sunday nightitwas OLAor the twenty-five and over club at OLPH. Saturday night it
was either a "house party,” atriptoone ofthe small cabarets in Bay Ridge, Flatbush
or Sheepshead Bay; Dixieland in Manhattan at Central Plaza or Stuyvesant Hall.

The bestwas the Sunday nightdance at OLA. The four piece band would belt out
the tunes of Glenn Miller, Tommy Dorsey, Jimmy Dorsey, Benny Goodman and Harry
James. The dance ofchoice was either the "Fox Trot" or the "Lindy Hop." String of
Pearls, Sentimental Journey, Moonlight Serenade, Monnlight in Vermont, Inthe
Mood, The Jersey Bounce, Sunset Serenade, Route 66, Pennsylvania- 6 - 5- Oh - Oh
- Oh, Mood Indigo, You Made Me Love You (Judy Garland), Anytime and as Time
Goes By. Allthe greattunes of Frank Sinatra, Mel Torme (The Velvet Frog) and the
Meltones, Von Monroe, Bing Crosby, Helen O'Connell, The Andrew Sisters, Peggy
Lee, Billie Holiday, Perry Como, The King Cole Trio, Count Basie, The Pied Pipers and
TheModernaries.

Those few hours with much ofthe neighborhood kids and most ofyour close cir-
cle of friends became awondrous time, with unpretentious people. OH YES! OH YES!
OH YES! Grab that beautiful damsel and let's Lindy. Asthe noise level rose and
excitement filled the room, the dazzling multi-colored lights playied on the ceiling,
walls and floor. Thevibration ofeveryone dancing, the sound vibrating from every
corner, the din of laughter and talking. Thevortex of the whirlwind inhaled your
very being; drawing you up, up, up, higher and higher. Move over Jackson I'm
dancin'; in and out, out and in, under and over; over and under, jumping, skipping,
stomping, sliding and "jivin'." Fox Trottill you flop; Lindy hop till you drop; "cut a
rug,” I'mout of breath, lhave to rest.

That girl looks like Gene Tierney. I'llask her to dance. Some "ribbing" you would
have to endure when she said, "No, thanks." That NO loomed large and usually pro-
duced a beefred face; however, on to the nextchallenge. Inthe maze of jeering and
laughter you tried again. Inthe midstofthisupheaval there was that quiettime
inside your mind, body and heartthatwelcomed the wonderful feeling of closeness
and camaraderie that may escape you in the future.

The red hotswing tuneswentoutas a blue vapor. The "Big Bands" disbanded
and their music evaporated. The old time crooners and sultry female singers fol-
lowed inthe steps of the "Big Bands." The "elevator music" and Doo-Wap entered in
a milky white foam, sort of obscured, noteasily distinguishable or defined. Slowly
the so called "new age' ofdancing dominated the old. Isay "so called” because as
any old codger can tell you there is no feeling like the feeling of holding a girl inyour
arms, whirling around a dance floor saying, "Hi, my name is Frank... what high
school do you go to?"... and offyou go with a girl inyour arms on a magical adven-
ture to a distant star.

By Frank
(fitzim p)

Im perato
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The subway carswere usually
swamped with commuters during
morning rush hour. Iwas lucky enough
that day to find a car practically empty. |
took itas a blessing and snatched a
comfortable seat by the window. The
tunnelswere dark and depressing. The
only things of any interestwere some
steaming sewer pipes, and the occa-
sional rat -- ifyour eyes were quick
enough to detect it. Buthow could any-
body miss those vermin? They were the
size of ordinary house cats.

lhadn't noticed her at first, but Idid
take notice as she drew closer in my
direction. The woman was sickly thin.

She must've been in her late twenties,
but her worn, decrepit face made her
look twice as old. Shewore a raggedy
orange winter coat, and underneath a
sky blue dress with pink frills around the
collar. The white tennis shoes on her feet
were dirty and torn at the soles. Her
ebony, straw-like hair hung strait and
motionless as she sluggishly pushed a
tattered baby stroller. In place of a baby,
she had a large black garbage bag filled

with shredded rags, or maybe itwas her
clothing. Itwas obvious she was preg-
nant because of her perfectly round,
protruding abdomen. Asign with some
writing scrawled across itdangled
limply on the side of the stroller. She
must've made itherselffrom a piece of
cardboard. Itread concisely in bold
marker: 'I'm hungry, pregnant, and
homeless. Please help.’

"I'm sorry to interruptyour peaceful
ride," her hoarse voice was trembling,
"but if Icould have a moment ofyour
time. ldon't mean to be rude, but I'm
very hungry. Iknow you are all very
busy people and the sightof me isprob-

Enrigue Inocente

ably depressing, but, please, Ineed your
help. I've just been evicted from my
home and‘ve been sleeping on the dirty
streets for weeks. The homeless shelters
here in the city are dangerous places
and there's never a guarantee lwon't be
robbed, beaten or even worse. There's
really no place...,” the decaying woman
began choking back tears. "Please, if
you have any extra food, or spare
change Iwould really appreciate it."

She had an odd European accent. |
tried to place her nationality, butcould-
n't quite figure itout. Whatever country
she hailed from certainly didn't have a
sun. Her skin was pale white, like milk,
and her wilted and dead jet-black hair
draped over her shoulders.

"Apenny, nickel, dime,” the woman
begged, "anything you can spare.”

She looked to the passengers for an
offering, butwas shunned atevery turn.
Icouldn't help but feel sorry for her. |
had thirty dollars on me. Ithought five
dollars would have been a decent
amount of cash to contribute, butthen |
realized Ihad all my money in ten dollar
bills. lwanted to lend a hand, but ten
dollars was a bit much to just give away.
Besides, my allowance was only forty
dollars a week. lhad already wasted ten
dollars, and needed to stretch whatwas
left for the next couple of days.

Then Ithought, "M aybe Icould give
her the ten dollar bill, and then asi<ifshe
had five dollars in change. She'd be five
dollarsrichereither way, right?"

"Anything you can spare,” she bel-
lowed again as she wandered down the
aisle.

Idon't know what possessed me to
think of such a scheme. I'd have to be
some tactless son of a bitch to actually
go about asking a homeless woman
change for a ten. lwanted to help, Ireal-
ly did, but Ididn'twantto give away a
third of my allowance.

We locked eyes for an instant as she
plodded down the aisle. Her face was
pasty and malnourished. Dark circles
enclosed her traumatic blue eyes. My
very core was besieged by an intense
pity. Ilwas left hoping that the other pas-
sengers would be generous enough to
contribute since Iwas so reluctant.
Nobody donated a damned thing.

She eventually found her place in the
corner ofthe train and sat there alone.
She began to tenderly caress her unborn
child. Without a word or hint, she kicked
the baby stroller to its side in a fury, sob-
bing thereafter. Out of curiosity, lturned
to spy on her. She rolled up one of her
sleeves revealing her upper limb. Red
marks resembling mosquito bites ran
along the veins of her forearm, and she
hovered her hand over the miniscule
punctures. She then began to scratch her
arm sadistically, and stopped, irritated
to see the marks still remained. With her
thorn like nails, she clawed deeper into
her arm desperately trying to tear the
soiled flesh from her bones.

The other passengers gawked at the
homeless woman, disturbed by her
erratic behavior. All Idid was turn away
from the pitiful sight.

"M aybe Ishould've given her the ten
dollars.”

Instead of stressing over the matter, |
closed my eyes to rest. Thewoman's
weeping continued to echo in my skull.
Her despondent cries had phased my
mind-set and the thoughtof her thor-
oughly depressed me. Imade an effort
to forget her. Itried not to care.

"Butwhyshould Icare, anyway?
Wouldshe care ifshe wasme, and lwas
in herposition? The dumb bitch probably
broughtitallon herself. Maybe she
made way too manystupid mistal<es
andisrightlysuffering for them now.
Besides, ldon'tl<nowher. Whyshould I
even care?"

As hard as ltried to convince myself,
ljust couldn't shake the sympathy Ibore
for the woman. Her shattered appear-
ance, and her haunting crywere perma-
nently entombed in my mind. She lin-
gered in my brain like a horrible infec-
tion.



Jeremy Fein has been writing since 1982. He has a live journal online, which is avail-
able to the public livejournal.com/users/jfl977. They're first drafts but they're chug-
ging along. When Mr. Fein isn't writing he's playing the online games City o fHeroes
and StarWars Galaxies ‘till his eyeballs bleed.

Better known as “Miss Cherry Blossoms”, Kristy is our resident chain smoking
cinephile and devoted writer extraordinaire. She's currently having an epiphany and
loves creativity in any way, shape, or form she can get it. Girl. 19. Fell in love with
the world.

Victoria V, Gue

Victoria V. Gueli is an English Literature major and hopes to graduate within the next
two years. A former journalist for the Staten Island Advance, she has had several of
her poems published, and plans to release a self-published volume of poetry and short
stories in the coming year. She is currently a freelance writer for various pagan maga-
zines.
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1 have come to the frightening conclusion that I am the decisive element. It is my personal
approach that creates the climate. It is my daily mood that makes the weather | possess tremen-
douspower to make life miserable orjoyous. | can be a toolo ftorture or an instrument o finspi-
ration, | can humiliate or humor, hurt or heal. In all situations, it is my response that decides
whether a crisis is escalated or de-escalated, and aperson is humanized or de-humanized. | fwe
treatpeople as they are, we make them worse. | fwe treatpeople as they oughtto be, we help them
become what they are capable o fbecoming "- Goethe

Jenn Hermus, 22. Biggest artistic accomplishments: artwork in Shadow Archives
Council: Book o fM ateria Magica, Serpentine 2002-2003, being chosen to speak for
the English Department at the 2004 Commencement (ta-ta Undergraduate life, it has
been an arduous road but | enjoyed the adventure!)

Albert Herrera

Albert Herrera is a full time student at CSI and intends to recieve his associates by
the end of this year. He has no intended major at this point in time. Albert has also
had poems published in other small publications.
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Enrique Inocente studied animation at the High School of Art and Design and is cur-
rently majoring in Journalism at the College of Staten lIsland. He is a publication
whore and has been published in all CSI publications, AlwaysA Woman because
they never publish. He's the Comics Editor for The Banner and is the only reason that
section still exists today. Enrique also likes rainy days, Coldplay, and long walks (but
only because he can't afford to take the bus).

Peter R M arsh

Peter R. Marsh is the current editor in Chief of Serpentine Magazine. He is an English
Major at the College, and is also the Founder and President of the S.I. Writers group.
He has had a ten minute play produced by the Sundog theater group, and has had a
halfa dozen of his poems published.

ievin S. M amakas

Kevin S. Mamakas is about to start his junior year at CSI. He is currently an English
Writing Major and just starting to publish some of his poems. He hopes that he can
publish some non-fiction articles, a book of poems, and an historical-fantasy-fiction
type book in the future.

C hristine M cA leer

Christine McAleer has readmitted herself into the college as a Psychology major. She
hopes to be working in a school, guiding and helping children in the future. Several
of her earlier poems were published. For now she just likes to live life one day at a
time.

JessaShoutBaby (Jessica Marie Mendez): Some say there's a fme line between genius
and madness. Writing keeps me from erring on the side of insanity too often. As Erica
Jong says, "Only by going insane on the page can you find sanity and serenity in life.”
And for all of those who like calling me a Bitch: "I like to look good, that makes me
a tease. | like to eat, that makes me a pig. | like to get off, that makes me a slut. | like
to be treated with respect, that makes me a man-hating dyke. Trust me, | have no
problem being labeled a bitch."—Anonymous
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Patrick M ontero

Patrick Montero first began his art career at the Art Lab in Snug Harbor. He attend-
ed the High School of Art & Designh in mid-town Manhattan where he majored in
architecture and studio art. He has attended F.I.T. for intimate apparel and has
earned certificates in architecture, interior design, 3-D design, and life drawing from
N.Y.l.T and Copper Union respectively. He has also completed a two-year appren-
ticeship with Louis Ruiz as a stained-glass artist. Patrick is currently the Art Director
for The Banner and Serpentine M agazine.

“l ask myselfdoes anyone ever talk to himselfthe way | do? | ask myselfif there isn’t
something wrong with me. The only conclusion | can come to is that| am dijferent.
And that’s avery grave matter, view it how you will.” -Henry Miller

Jennifer IV

My photographs capture my perception of the world in a particular moment of time.
Looking back at them allows me to relive the experience, feel the emotion and go to
the state of mind | was in. When others can go there too, then the picture was suc-
cessful.

Christian Nicolau is a poet, awriter and a designer. He likes to think that his style of
writing is inspired by beams of radiation bouncing off satellites in outerspace.

Elizabeth Ao O 'Rourke

Elizabeth O'Rourke is a freshman at the College of Staten Island. She enjoys reading
and writing and hopes to pursue a career in editing or journalism

Jhon Sing

Jhon Singleton is a poet, vocalist/songwriter, and prose writer who has earned a BA
in Art History M A in Liberal Studies, and is completing a M A in English. He is cur-
rently the founder of the New Jersey based gay/bisexual writing group called Write
On! He has published poems and short stories in a couple of magazines and is releas-
ing a free pamphlet of his tour de force manifesto (Situationism) on the creative
process coming to a campus center (CSI, JCSU, & Rutgers) this 2004 Summer/Fall.
He is currently working on his first book of poetry.

C hristian Tubito

Christian Tubito is aJournaHsm major at the college. He will be receiving his associ-
ates degree at the end of the semester. He has published poems, and intends to cre-
ate an anthology of poems written by college students across the country
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