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W h a t  is  S e r p e n t in e ?

Well for the definition of the word 
itself, go to pages 50 and 5 1, but for the 
definition of the magazine you can look 
right here. Serpentine is the College of 
Staten Island's Literary and A rt 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

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 I knew of 
this person way 
before they made an impact on society."

So without raving about the issue any
more, I 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.

E d it o r - in - C h ie f  P eterM arsh





L o v e  L e t t e r
W ritten by Jhon S ingleton

J u ly  4, 1 97 0

P e a t ̂ a n e t,
J7m  you  tAe t!m e to  /e t ifou ^notv tA at teceiiAec/^our

/e fte t, J7^ueJJ tAe tA in^ to  day tJ con^tatu/ationJ on y o u t en^ayem ent to
y f{icA a e/P to J^et. d/ 'm  Jttiw A ^'-Z/fftaA^ a  y tyge/ t AanA you  ̂ o t  
/ooAcn^ a ^ te t m y mom. c /o n t Anour Aou/̂  mucA tA at meand to  m e. unote to  
A et /a3t w eeA ^o t tAe /a:}t teme ite^oze J7 /eai/'e. J7 'm  m aAin^ i t  oAay tn tAiJ A ut 
tA ey c a // a  c/inic. "/Ae c/o<^tot :iay:S tA at J7 'm  A ea/in^ nece/y anc/ url// a^/e to
/eai/̂ e in  a  ̂ e w  </ayJ, a t /eetJtytfAyjie îrAiy. //e e c {n o t to  u/^ozt^ <z£^ouimtei J7m  ̂ in e ,. J? 
A o^e J7 Aai/̂ e iteen a^/e to  ̂ ii/^e yo u  urAat you  neec^ec/ u^Aen you  w ere m y  ̂ ir /. J7 
Anour J7 can day i t  urad tAe m odt uronc{et^u/^ii^e y e a z j o ^ m y  /i^e. O u t /ony ta/Ad 
anc{ ura/Ad ^e^o te  tAe u^at m //  tem ain  ̂ tic e /eJd  to  m y  c^yiny ^ea tA . /ffo m  a/urayd 
to/c^m e tA at you  te  a  tiyAteouJ m an, ^ o c / iv i// ̂ tin y  yo u  Aappine^d in tim e, 
et^ety tim e. IVe//. J?djfStoAe to  T atA et ̂ e ^ ^ te y , tA e ^ tie J t a t tAe Aodpita/. A/e iay:S > 
tAe dame tAiny. yuedd tA ey 'te  ^otA tiyA t, ’cauJe J7'i/^e nei/^et i^een A a ^^ ie t ane{ 
c/odet to  ^oc{tA an  a t tAid m oment. J7A o^e tA at/ffiA e c/oedn't tAinA J7 'm  y e ttin y  
^ ted A  w’itA  Aid fia n cee . J7^ Ae i/oed, ̂ /e a d e  te //A im  Ae c/oednt Aat^e to  urotty. J? 
ytiedd tAe /tedt m an a/u/'ayd ye td  tAe ^edt y it /. S o  /ony to ttd^/\fdd i^m p e titeom J7  
^ to m id e  you  tA a tS  u^on’t  c/team  a ^o u tyo u  anym ote. : ^ -«ron t  itw n  ̂ antadi^a vr^out 
you  wA\tn J? p t\̂ A ~/Aa/d a  ̂ to m id e ..,.i%e e^ifto e dayd A t if an ̂ i t  m if witA a

a tfft ana/a  tiyA t Aty. tAinA tA tty'///^ ^ A ^ s taity  o\̂ oL ^ a t Artt^siny a  /im/^ aoj
in y  tA iifA yt ay^sttdd to ttiny  vfott/a(/ooA  « tvft oa/a/tt. I^ou c a n 't im ayine Aour d ttanye  
i t  id to  Aat/̂ e a  m iddiny /im /, /e t a/one ttvo. l/^u  uront ^e/iei/’e tAid ^u t tAe (/"ety ̂ itd t 
n iyA t tA at m y  a tm  a n c //ey  urad axec/o^^, S  uroAe u p  in  tAe mic/e//e o ^  tAe n iyA t 
^e e /in y  tA at wad dt“tati^Ainy"0 ty  add witA tAe /e ^ t atm . J7dw eat J? co u /c /^ee /^ in “ 
y e td /  /Fut tAe c/octot d a ic /it arad com p/ete/y n a tu ta /to  Aai^e dendationd in m y  yA odt 
/im /. J7yuedd tAld id one m y  cAa//enyed in /i^e. /Fut d tta n ye/y  enouyA, tAid 
cAa//enye Aad no /ud tet /iAe a //m y  o tA et yoa/d. J /'m  d ti//tty in y  to ^ iy u te  out 
u/'Aete'd tAe /ud tet in  ̂ iyA tin y  tAe I4et ^ond. M etiA et tAe /edd, J /  ttie c /to  y e t  ou t o ^  
/ec/tA id  m o tn in y  a n c /^ e //^ /a t on m y  ̂ ace. /Fut J 7 y o t /acA  into i t  (vitAout a  nutde. 
P o n 't adA m e Aour.

/?ut S  c/ic// ~/Ae c/octot daic/tA at J7/ ' /  /e  a //e  to  m ovn com p/ete/y on m y  ou^n 
in a  j^eur montAd. J?dti//u^onc/et Aour m y  ̂ a tA e t m //^ee /u rA en  Ae deed m e. A /e '// 
p to ^ a //y  tAinA J7 'm  a  ̂ a i/u te  dince Ae ̂ o u yA t a t J/o tm anc/y an c/ id a  d tto n y  man. 
^ a n e t, yo u  Anoiv ̂  t t y  A a tc /to  ^  M tony. J /  d tayec/d ttony  ̂ o t  a/m odt a  y e a t anc/ 
dAot c/ourn turenty. J7 tAinA tAat'd yooc/. ^ o m ’/ /  c ty , /u t J7Anou^ dAe’/ / /e p to u c /o ^  
m e. IVAi/e J /'m  w aitiny ̂ o t  te/eade, J?"/ / Aat^e tim e to  tAinA o ^ tAe teactiond m y  
^am i/y'//A ai^e. l/ou Anour, it'd  do ito n ic  tA at tAid id tAe /e tte t J7 wad y o in y  to p to -  
jaode to  yo u  en. coutde, tA at urad /e ^ o te  J7 teceii^ec/youtd; tA at wad m y  y o a /  
/!/ut now  J? Aat/e a  new  y o a / J7/d a  dim p/e one anc/ te^u ited  /itt/e  en e ty y  o ^  tAe 
/rCfc/yf tAe /iy y e d t cAa//enye o ^  m y  /^ e . J?t'd tAif on/y onit m ym in *  dine^ y ottt  
■AeMeti^J/t'd a  /e a u ti^ u /y o a /1 //d  A a tc /to  exp/ain do J /  won t  tite  yo u  / y  tty in y .
(yoc/ca^h^ottd / y  dpeaAiny to  m e in c/teamd. J /A no w  A e’/ / j^otyit/e m e o ^  a //m y  
dind ̂ o t  unAat Aaue c/one an c/ w i//c/o. J /y  /ov>t, ^a n e t, J/yuedd  it'd  tim e to  day 
yooc//rye. ^a p p y  m em otied. TAid w i// /e  tAe /adt /e tte t ̂ ^tom  m e do zf/iAe n e e d  n o t 
w o tty . OA, tAe way, tAe /ee^y 'e tA y  yo u  yat/^e m e ̂ o t  m y  nineteentA  /ittA c/ay  
wad tadty. J7t mac/e m e do A appy to  Anow tA at domeone te m e m ^ te c / /edio/ed m y

jllot^e, IP a/e



W i t h o u t  A  T r a c e
S T O R Y  B Y  Enrique In ocen te

Her n a m e  w a s  R ainelle  Brujaun, a  bulky pink backpack  slun g lo o s e ly  o v e r  her  
petite  sh o u ld ers  a s  sh e  h u m m ed  a  h ap p y  tune. S h e sk ipp ed  m errily  d ow n  N ibelheim  
A ven u e  with h er w h ite  d re ss  sw a y in g  d e lica te ly  in th e  w ind . Her w id e  e y e s  m a rv e led  
ot th e  beautifu l co lo n ia l sty le  h o u se s  that d eco ra ted  th e  street sh e  p ranced  a lo n g .

The n e igh b orh ood  w a s  qu iet and  vo id  o f  p eo p le , and  a s  if sen s in g  its ch a n ce  to  
strike, an old  b lu e  station  w a g o n  crept silen tly  next to  th e  girl. Its b u m p ers w e r e  
se v e r e ly  d en ted  and  scarred . Carroty rust g a th ered  In th e  cracks o f th e  paint job, 
and black, tinted w in d o w s m ask ed  th e  Interior from  th e  o u ts id e  w orld .

"Excuse m e, little girl,” a  g en tle  v o ic e  ca lled  out. "I'm lost. Could yo u  b e  a  d ea r  and  
h elp  m e  out?”

Her attention  w a s  brought to  th e  m an In th e  d eca y in g  station  w a g o n . The p a s s e n 
ger  s id e  d o o r  o p e n e d  w ith th e  stea d y , shriek ing sou n d  o f rusted  h in ges . Her little 
e y e s  fo cu sed  on  a  m an inside, but an  o m in o u s sh a d o w  sh rou d ed  th e  lo n e  figure in 
d ark n ess . A bout a ll sh e  sa w  w a s  th e  tw isted  silh o u ette  o f  a  m an flash  a  tep id  sm ile .

"I've b een  lost for I don't know  h o w  lon g . Is th ere  a n y  w a y  yo u  can  h elp  m e? ” h e  
a sk ed  cord ia lly .

R ainelle  did not a n sw e r  im m ed ia te ly . S h e had b een  taught n ev er  to  talk  to  
stran gers b e c a u se  her tea ch ers  and  paren ts m a d e  it c lea r  that th ey  w e r e  m u rd erou s  
kidnappers.

N either th e  child or m an m a d e  m otion  to sp ea k . S h e c la sp ed  h er h an d s, hung her  
h ea d  sligh tly  low , and  n erv o u sly  rocked  her b od y  back and  forth. Her re s t le ss  g e s 
tu res m a d e  it ap p aren t to th e  m an sh e  w a s  not go in g  to  reply.

"Don't w o rry ,” h e  sa id  a s  m eek  a s  p o ss ib le . "I'm not a  bad m an . I'm just look in g  for  
th e  n ea rest toy  sto re . It's m y  b ab y  so n 's  birthday and  I w a n t to g e t him  a n ice  p r e s 
en t.”

R ainelle  felt a  bit at e a s e  h earin g  th e  m an had a  so n . S h e figured s o m e o n e  w ith a  
b ab y  couldn't b e  a ll that bad . S h e still didn't resp on d , though . S h e k n ew  o f  a  toy  sto re  
but w a s  u n su re o f h o w  to g e t th ere , exactly .

"So yo u  don't k n ow  if th ere  a re  a n y  arou nd  h ere , huh?” h e  a sk ed .
R ain elle  n o d d ed  h er h ea d  softly .
"D oes that m ea n  y o u  k now  or yo u  don't know ?”
"I know ," R ainelle  fina lly  a n sw e r e d .
The m an sm iled  w ith his n icotin e sta in ed  teeth , p le a se d  that th e  m u te  girl Tinally 

sp o k e .
"G ood,” h e  sa id  d e ligh ted . "Do yo u  kn ow  h o w  to g e t th ere? ”
"Sort o f,” sh e  rep lied  w ith uncertainty.
"Com e on . W hy don't y o u  sh o w  m e h o w  to g e t th ere? ”
His p a le , sp id ery  h an d s e m e r g e d  from  th e  sh a d o w s  b eck on in g  th e  tim id little girl 

to  en ter  th e  car. S h e w a s  startled  by th e  m an 's abrupt action , and  hastily  w a lk ed  
a w a y  from  his v e h ic le  w ith h er n e w  d ress  s h o e s  clanking fa ster  w ith e v e r y  hurried  
step . Her heart b eg a n  racing a s  s h e  sa w  th e  car drag  a lo n g  s id e  h er w ith th e  p a s s e n 
g er  d o o r  still o p en .

"No, w ait, w ait, w ait!” th e  m an h o llered  a s  h e  a d v a n ced  on  her. "I'm sorry  if I 
sca red  yo u  but I'm just in a  hurry. I'm running la te . Hold on !”
R ainelle  stop p ed  sen s in g  that s h e  m a y  h a v e  o v e r  reacted  to h is g estu re . He hadn't 
sa id  anyth ing  th reaten in g , nor g iv en  her th e  im p ression  h e  m ea n t h er a n y  harm . He 
sim p ly  w a n ted  to kn ow  w h e r e  th e  to y  sto re  w a s  so  h e  cou ld  g e t a  p resen t for his 
b ab y  so n .

"i'm so rry ,” th e  m an sa id  in a  g en tle  v o ic e . "You did th e  right thing by  not getting  in 
th e  car. Y ou're v e r y  sm art for you r  a g e . How old  a re  you?"

"Six and  a  h a lf y e a r s  old," R ain elle  a n sw e r e d  tim idly.
"Well, y o u 're  v e r y  sm art. And pretty, to o .”

F O U R



The com p lim en t m a d e  h er sm ile .
“T hose a re  pretty sh o es ,"  h e  sa id , noticing her p o lish ed  pair o f w h ite  d ress  sh o e s .
"Are th ey  new ?"
"Yes," sh e  sa id  happily . "My m o m m y  go t them  for m e."
"I'm su re  you r  m o m m y  is a  v ery  n ice person ,"
"Oh, sh e  rea lly  is," R ainelle  proud ly  d ec la red . "Even th ough  sh e  can't afford m e  a  

lot o f  stuff sh e  still b uys th em  an yw ay ."
The m an w a s  a lo o f  to w h a t the little girl had to  sa y , and sim p ly  n od d ed  his h ead  

d eris ive ly .
"I'm su re  sh e 's  w onderfu l,"  h e  sa id , "and I'm su re  sh e  w ou ld n 't w an t to s e e  you  

g e t harm ed."
"Oh, m o m m y  w ou ld  b e  sad ."
"Okay," h e  sa id  w ith a  hint o f frustration. "Instead o f  getting in w ith m e, h o w  'bout 

sh o w in g  m e  on  a  m ap  w h e r e  th e  n ea rest toy  sto re  is?"
He pu lled  a  tattered  m ap  out o f th e  g lo v e  com p artm en t and  p laced  it d iligen tly  on  

th e  p a sse n g e r  s id e  se a t  a s  if to  lure in prey . S h e p e ered  at th e  fo ld ed  p ap er settled  
on  th e  lea th er  se a t , en ticing h er  to g e t c lo ser . W hat harm  w ou ld  c o m e  from  just 
pointing out a  position  on  a  m ap , s h e  thought. He s e e m e d  like a  n ice  en o u g h  m an, 
and  his to n e  w a s  n ev er  intim idating.

The stran ger grinned  carn ivorou sly  a s  th e  child a p p roach ed  his v eh ic le , and  
e x ten d ed  her  sm a ll h an d s for th e m ap . A m orbid grin secre ted  from  his w rink led  lips 
a s  sh e  ran her  little fin gers through th e  m a z e  o f  p a g e s  in an  attem p t to unfold th e  
m ap. Just a s  s h e  unfurled it co m p le te ly , R ain elle  a sc e n d e d  her g a z e  and  noticed  the  
stran ger's e y e s . S h e w a s  u n a b le  to s e e  them  b efo re , but n o w  his co ld , piercing e y e s  
r e v e a le d  th e m se lv e s . T hey w e r e  b lack  like co a l and  drained  em p ty  o f w arm th . His 
sm irk w a s  n o w  m en acin g  and  m alic iou s in a p p ea ra n ce , and just a s  su d d en  a s  their 
e y e s  m et, th e  figure p ou n ced  like a  rabid w olf.

A loud p ersisten t barking e c h o e d  through  th e  still n e igh b orh ood  fo llo w ed  by a  
stabb ing  shriek  abruptly  cut short. A chilling w ind  sw ep t a ll th e  d ea d  le a v e s  sp read  
a c r o ss  th e  p a v em en t, and  hurled  th em  into th e  dull g ra y  sky. As th e  b r e e z e  tap ered  
off, th e  live ly  fo lia g e  d isp ersed  into a  vibrant h u e o f o ra n g e , brow n, red and  y e llo w .  
An in ten se  s ile n c e  ec lip sed  th e  a rea , and  not a  token  w a s  left o f  little R ainelle.



i  a m  m t  je 4 u 6 ^ ?  J io m e J x M f W ritten by Jessa Shoutbaby

i a m  n o t je s u s ' h o m e b o y  
for  h is  b o y s  
k e e p  y o u n g  b o y s  
a s  b o y  to y s  
a n d  i w e e p ,  
for  th e s e  b o y s  s le e p  
in a n  e te r n a l n ig h tm a r e  
o f  r e lig io u s  gu ilt  
s e x u a l  s tr u g g le
an d  s e e th in g , v iv id  o p p r e s s io n .

i a m  n o t je s u s ' h o m e b o y  
for  i a m  in ch u rch  
in a  p e w ,
s ta r in g  a t m y  fa v o r ite  sa in t
u n a b le  to  to u ch  h is  p o r c e la in  fe e t
b e c a u s e  i d id  n o t d o n a te  a  d o lla r
to  click  th e  b u tton  o n  th e  lig h tb u lb s
d is g u ise d  c le v e r ly  u n d er  red  g la s s
a s  c a n d le s
b lo o d  flick er in g ,
but th e  m o b  b o s s
in h is  cr isp , p in str ip ed  su it
ca n  d a n c e  w ith  st. a n th o n y
for  a ll th e  c le r g y  ca res;
a fter  a ll, h e  p u ts  2 0  d o lla r  b ills
in th e  b o x
a n d  d o e s  a  fe w  r o s a r ie s  
a fter  h e  s in s .

i a m  n o t je s u s '  h o m e b o y  
for  it s e e m s
th a t e v e r y  s ta n d  i ta k e  for  fr e e d o m
is a  s ta n d  i ta k e  a g a in s t  h im ,
o r  a t le a s t  th a t's  w h a t th e y  h ad  led
m e  to  b e l ie v e .
th e  in n n o c e n c e  o f  a  ch ild
u se d  to  b r e e d  th e  ig n o r a n c e  o f  an
in stitu tion .
i w a s  to u g h t o f  a  w h o r e  n a m e d  
m a ry  m a g d a le n e ,  
or a t le a s t  th a t's  w h a t th e y  s a y ,  
but th is  w h o r e
m igh t a ls o  h a v e  b e e n  je s u s ' w ife ,  
but th a t w o u ld  h a v e  m e a n t  th a t j e s u s  
g o t la id .
je s u s  w a s  h a n g in g  w ith  th e  le p e r s  
m a n , s o c ie ty  tr e a te d  th o s e  m o th e r 
fu ck ers  
lik e  th e y  h ad  
AIDS
o r  so m e th in g .
i th ink  th a t je s u s  so r t o f  lik e s  m e
i m a y  n o t b e  p u re ,
p er fec t ,
fo rg iv in g  w ith o u t a n g e r ,
but i figh t for  w h a t i b e l i e v e  in,
a n d  i p ra y  w h e n  th e  sp ir it s tr ik e s  m e
a n d  i sh u n  trad ition
w ith  e v e r y  m iss io n

i c h o o s e  to  a c c e p t ,  
s o  n o ,
i a m  n o t je s u s ' h o m e b o y
i a m  NOT je s u s ' h o m e b o y
I AM NOT JESUS' HOMEBOY.
i a m  h is  a n c e s to r ,
b red  in c a th o lic  s c h o o l
w h e r e  i w a s  ta u g h t th e  r u le s  an d
r e g u la t io n s
but w h e r e  th a t m is c h ie v o u s  je s u s  
w h is p e r e d  in m y  e a r ,
" read  b e tw e e n  th e  lin e s , baby,"  
a n d  i d id .

i a m  je s u s ' a n c e s to r
a n d  i le t  h is  te a r s  fa ll o n  m y  h e a d
e v e r y  t im e
a  p r ie s t m o le s t s  a  ch ild  
a n d  i p r o m ise  him  
th at i d o  n o t b e l ie v e  
in s w e e p in g  p e d o p h ilia  u n d er  m a r 
b le  t ile
a n d  c r im so n  c a r p e ts .

i a m  je s u s '  a n c e s to r ,  
a n d  b o y , d id  M rs. M ie le  
e v e r  fuck  up
w h e n  s h e  le t  u s lis te n  to  th e  s o u n d 
track
o f  je s u s  Christ su p e r s ta r
in s e c o n d  g r a d e
a s  w e  c o lo r e d  p ic tu res
o f  j e s u s  o n  a  c r o s s ,  d y in g ,
for  e a s t e r .
a ll i co u ld  th ink  w a s ,
" jesu s w o u ld  lo v e  to  d a n c e  
m e r e n g u e
a t th e  n ex t fa m ily  party ."

i a m  je s u s ' a n c e s to r ,
p ra y in g  for  u n d e r s ta n d in g ,
b e g g in g  for  h e lp ,
a sk in g  to  b e  s a v e d  from  th e
h y p o c r isy
o f  a  ch u rch
th a t d e m a n d s  m o n e y
in th e  m id d le  o f  an  h o m ily
(th at ch u rch  b e in g
S a c r e d  H earts & St. S te p h e n s
On S u m m it S tree t
In B ro o k ly n ).

a n d  i a m  je s u s ' a n c e s to r  
an  o u tc a s t , 
a  p a r ia h , 
s c a r e d ,
for  w e  a ll h a v e  c r o s s e s  to  b e a r , 
a n d  a t le a s t  i b a r e  m in e  
w ith  m y  d ig n ity  in tact.



THE M E M O R IE S WE HAVE N O T LIVED

F o r  K a r i n

Jennifer Hermus

Id y o u  e v e r  fo r g e t  th e  t im e
>n w e  feU  b o c k w o r d  o n to  s u m m e r  g r a s s  g r o w n
I
s t o i^ d  u p  o t  th e  w h is p e r in g  s t o r s  
f l y l l p p u r  s o u l s  a n d  m a d e  u s  p a p e r  d o l l s  
H G | e d  b y  t it t le  g ir ls  in  h a n d m a d e  d r e s s e s ?  
| H H [ h o  b e  lilce u s .

a r th .
id  a n d  s n o r t e d ,

h a v e  s m o i(e d  p o e tr y ."
■ | d  a  b oo lc  
H k e d  b acic in  
p H f c t  in  o u r  h e a r ts ,
K f j n l b  S h a lc e s p e a r e a n  a ir , 
i i ^ j M i t in g  fo r  lo v e .  
j j |^ |H u g h e d  a t  o u r  g lo w in g  sicin  
^ H p x r d u s t  a n d  t h e  g r e a s e  o f

Ip le  c r a y o n  a n d  d r e w  o u r s e lv e s

m  a s  a  g o w n

P

l i g e l  f e a t h e r s ,  
fo r g o t

m e  to  o p e n  m y  e y e s .

E ted  th e m ,  

th a t  c r a y o n ?  

y  w in d o w .

P A C E  7



Zom bie
P e t e r  M a r s h

7RAPPED INSiOe A BUNKER 
BELOW A CONTAiNEV SURFACE,

THE AiR HAS A THICKNESS 
AND A LACK OF LIViNO SCENT 
/ AM A GROOMED CORPSE 
WITH A PULSE,
AND SOMETHING MORE THAN A BRAIN 
DECIDING JUST WHICH 
CHEMICALS I WISH 
TO BREATHE IN.

/ DINE NIGHTLY ON 
THE FOOD OF ASTRONAUTS.
EATING HAS BECOME
A MECHANICAL PROCESS--
INTO THE GRINDERS
GOES HARDENED ICE CREAM
TO BE BROKEN IN A SEDIMENTARY FASHION
I MISS THE FLAVOR,
BECAUSE I HAVE GROWN SO USED TO IT 
I NO LONGER GRIMACE 
AT THE TIMES
THE ROOF OF MY MOUTH IS CUT

THE MAN WHOSE NAME 
I NO LONGER USE,
READS ALOUD FROM HIS COLLECTION OF 
O'CONNER SHORT STORIES 
TOMORROW NIGHT, A DIFFERENT AUTHOR-- 
HE WILL READ LOLITA.
/ LOOK TO CONSUMING THE WORDS- 
A LITERAL FEAST,
SAUCE, SMOOTH AND SWEET 
TRAVELING THROUGH MY EARS,
WHETTING THE APPETITE OF 
SOMETHING WITHIN ME THAT 
IS NOT JUST BRAIN CELLS,
GIVING MY MIND'S EYE 
A CARNAL HUNGER,
FAR STRONGER THAN THE LUST 
A LOVER FEELS
WHEN EXPERIENCING FOREPLAY- 
THAT COULD BE BEST DESCRIBED 
USING HEAVY METAL 
POWER CHORDS,
YET
I FEAR TOMORROW NIGHT'S READING,

A n

m i AWAKEN IN ME 
riRE TO BE CONSUMED 
w  W m  FLESH,

to toltcii
sd/IETHMG NON-MALE,
TtfdVGH I WILi ffND NO Ĥi
n S r  - 1 .

I cdttLD RISE UP ABOVE 
AND m iiw  THE LIFELESS 
UPON ME
BUT HOW WOULD I GET A 
P̂RESSED UP AGAINST 

ItHE cold and ClAMMY,
STICKING MY FINGERS 
m ^^M N WOUNDS, ■
A S & iiG lO N S  
WOUID^EVOUR ME,
Ju iiiS  THEY DEVOURED 
EVERYONE ELSE.

WHAT HAVE THEY PONE 
TO THE w a n tD  
I LEFT ABOVE?
HOW WOULD IT LOOK 
FKpM A SPOT 
BE^(̂ ^^HE CLOUdI?
A WORLD WHERE ART MUSEUMS BURN
FROM flRES SPREAD FROM
TH$ BURNING OF CHURCH SAFE HOUSES,
Wh ere technological m arvels
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 I 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 
DECOMPOSED
AND THE SANE CLIMB BACK 
TO THE SURFACE.



U n t i t l e d
Victoria C. Gueli

there were nights that you 
forgot me—
slept on in the semi-dark of your Dark House
unconscious,
without dreams,
as I sat by my window filled with night 
and dreamed of you
watching the tree-lined mouth of the street 
for your car
and knowing you were not coming, 
if this were 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, 
i would trail scarlet ribbons out of a 
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 a wrinkled fist.)

if only my lover could sweep me up 
in his arms
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 I 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.
i am jealous of you 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 I finally gave up,

opened up,

and let the carcass slide out—

a few 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, i think 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.

(i wouldn't deign to give you wings even in a 
poem)

9
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T o u c h e d  B y

C h r i s t t a n  T u b i t o

A c a r e le s s  grin sits upon his face , 
sh o w in g  no rea l em otion  

As his m ind w o n d e r s  like a  lo st girl 
in th e  w o o d s  

P ondering th ou gh ts w hich  w ill drive  
him m ad

Though his e m o tio n le s s  m o v em en ts  
m otiva te  o th ers to  act 

The c a r e le s s n e s s  w hich  h e  e x p r e s s e s ,  
w hich  is ex p er ie n c ed  

Lost in h is th oughts, grinning  
Just Grinning.

S h o w ers  in sid e  d a m p en in g  h is spirit 
S tress o f  his thou gh ts c a u se s  the  

w eig h t o f th e  w e tn e s s  to  o v e r c o m e  
his em o tio n a l strength  

A roar th u n d ers in his m ind  
Lightning e x p lo d e s  in tern ally  a s  ra g e  

is r ep ressed  
Q uestion ing , "Can seren ity  b e  
rea ch ed  by se lf  mutilation?"

"Will th ey  n otice m y  w eak n ess?"  
"Will th ey  n otice m y  strengths?"  
Though th o se  w h o  m atter m ost, 

m ak e like h e  m atters, their action s, 
their in con sid era te  th ou gh ts, and  
their con stan t c a u se s  o f d isap p o in t
m ent 

w e a k e n  h is sou l.

w ea k en in g  his o n c e  w e a k e n e d  heart. 
All fea rs  h a v e  grow n  stron ger.

Fear c a u se s  fea rs , a s  his grin lo w ers  
his h ead
B ow ing a s  if h e  is in prayer,
A teard rop  to u ch es  

th e  floor o f  his lair 
B ew are , 

h e  b e lie v e s , b e lo n g s  to o n ly  him  
No lo n g er  e m o tio n le s s  
No lo n g er  a  grim  grin  

W eep in g  v io len tly  a s  w e a k n e ss  
b eg in s  

to se t  in.

The strength  o f a  lo v ed  o n e , 
can  no lo n g er  h elp  him  

He b e lie v e s  h is th ough ts, thinking: 
"What I thou ght w a s  bein g  taught 

by th e s e  th oughts, is n o w  b eing  
fought

by  th e  thou ght that Im lost."

Feeling like a  race  h o rse , 
w ith a  b roken  sh o e  

S lo w er  than th e  rest, 
though  th ere  o n ly  few  

For th e  o n e  strength  h e  can  g iv e  
Took a w a y  his w ill to  live  
As 1 sh iv er  and  h e  w e e p s  

T ogeth er w e  rest  
for e tern a l s le e p .
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she sprang without consent 
into the underworld o f disgrace 
no soul cared with whom she went 
no one checked upon her place 
and this little girl with azure hair 
and eyes as dark as night 
was found so fa r beyond repair 
a helpless, hopeless fight...

They sat amongst themselves in a vacant sea o f sameness, each figure mirroring the next. Disproportioned 
heads filled  with frayed tresses and deep set eyes watched in fear, as each girl was called to the metal fiend. 
‘Click, Click, Click, ’ echoed through the naked room, as the nurse’s fingers moved the dial The weight was 
recorded in discretion, but wandering eyes tried to catch a glimpse o f the horrific digits, nonetheless. ‘Click, 
Click, Click, Click,' and pause. Wow, right in the middle o f the bar.

"That must mean that she’s close to seventy, ” a feeble girl uttered aloud. Snickers filled  the room and oth
ers whispered remarks o f reconciliation.

“This is not recess", waled the nurse from the opposing end o f the room. Upon the nurses bantering, each 
girl prompted up in complete silence. The cackle o f her 'smoker’s voice was one which they came to abide 
by. Their remarks and insults would merely have to wait until after lunch — i f  they ate any.

1 watched them closely, memorized their distinct features, which difierentiated each from the next. They 
were all so similar and yet so different. 1 wondered what went on inside o f their rooms when no one was 
observing. I  could never except that I  had conformed to their sorority o f hysteria. I  wouldn’t except it. 1 
wouldn’t allow myself to be entirely consumed by such a minor part o f life. I  wished that I  could crawl 
beneath my mere crate o f a bed and revert back to my childhood. I  wanted to be encompassed by the after
math o f a summers storm. The air so sweet with the scent o f pollen, and the picturesque rainbows gliding 
over the Earth. I  still remember those summer days. Summer days in which I  could devour a soft serve 
vanilla cone, without the mere thought o f a caloric figure.
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, He walks perfect in a line p f temptation  ̂

Passes on by through people that w ill cause

fo o w l- lm t i b ^  w a ^ , him

« ^ But he just sfniks passes them

Wears hi>, gnn proudly and grens c \c r \o iie

/^/.politely ^  / '  ",
., ‘ He is the happy linan that oevet has been bro-
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V; ' '   ̂ -. '• ' = 4,’..........
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A  portrayal ol' a gentleman'
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Many see him  as flawless ' m ^

A perfection amongst the wreckage .

He is at peace witfiin the walls lie put himself 
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I f  failure was a contribution 

Hov\' much would the scale rii)

What type ol order \\ ouJd there be ^  

rf there was a lagade by every person 

W alking down the street 

II It was quite the contradiction 

\ c) be accepted and outcast 

How much would it take to  be adored 

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 o f f  

And the voice ol hatred's angels 

This is a lullaby to a man in suburbia 

C ity  howls at tlie peek o f the c litf 

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 a threat f

l^ut his he^id is occupied 

And yet he is still satislicd

With the though that tomorrow he will In. i Iil h.ijipv 

Because he can't retreat 

lr|e can't dose oil ^

He IS emotionless

When people have turned on turn

He just walks /

ha| been hui^ ", ;

And heisnioK lii like than icsus J um
»

He i.s siuislKd iKt-uiM. he wont let iIr liuki.1 '\in
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R I W WARS
J E N N I F E R  B U R T N E R

He refused to buy to ilet 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 irr ita t

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 o ff 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.

A t 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 tu to r had already leaned 

over and kissed her. A t 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 d iv o rc e d V r husband .ind ik ik  him fo f  erything he hail. S h e iK f?  

lim .^iranded. alone on ihe bowl, with nothing [o u ipc  his W'itl'i.

4  TEEM



tendar^  
srsb ar, 

jld s o m e
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M i n u s  E  -  m c Z  l
A  D im in is h e a  S t a r  J o e  M c u o r" s  R e s ta u r a n t ,

B y  F r a n k  ( f i t i r i n i p )  I n i p e r a t o

Joe M ajor's d e m ise  c a m e  s lo w ly . The final m o m en t o f o dying star is on  exp lod in g , 
e x p a n s iv e  red g iant that e n v e lo p s  every th in g  in its inflated  trock. The "black h o le ” 
sucks every th in g  into its ca v ern o u s  tu b e, including ligh t- -  it is  a  m on strou s v e s s e l  o f  
en erg y . Joe M ajor's R estaurant d ied  w ith v e r y  little e^iergy. Its last g q sp  w a s  a  silen t 
ex h a u st ex p ellin g  m em o r ie s  o f exciting, spork ling b y g o n e  y ea rs .

W here d o  d ep arted  restau ran ts go?  P erh aps to an  a rea  ca lled , "R estaurant and  
Diner H eaven ."  P erh aps to an out o f  th e  w a y  p la ce  ca lled , "Rest au  rant In P eace,"  
w h e r e  form er o w n ers  and  patrons can  c o m e  to g eth er  to m in g le  and  rem em b er . In 
this im agin ary  p la ce  th e  co ffee , don uts and  d in n ers a re  free , w ith no out o f pocket 
e x p e n s e s  to th e  o w n er . The n eo n  lights flash , "Eat & Drink Free," fo rev er  free  buffet, 
fr ee  b eer , freep a rk in g  in d  p lea sa n t w a iters , w a itre ss  and b arm en , an endless?  * 
m en u  and  p a r t^ su g g e ^ io n s , a lso , liv e  en terta in m en t on  th e  w e e k e n d s .  ̂ i i f 

M y d ad  ami | i s  fr ie^ d f freq u en ted  Joe M ajor's e sp e c ia lly  on  Friday n ig lA " fH |h t  
night." Joe Ldilis, Billy ̂ bnn^ J o n y Z a le , Rocky G raziono, S an d y  S ad ler, W tfee Pep.
All th e  g rea tf lg h ter s  dnd n o l s o ^ r e a t  figh ters. W hen th ere  w a s  a  c h d if ip i^ p h lp  fight 
th ej^ loce w < « |^ o w d # d ,lo 4|dl a i|d  ^ o k e y .  T he larg est an d  m o$t a t t e n d ^  party a t-  

ajor's w a s  St. Potrick's Day. % ls  wtlisxi d a y  t%it w ^ s sp ec ta cu la r  ini 
WtiylUeSr Adjqcefrt fo  Joe M aior's wo^Curren'^s b M  (arfother o ld  tir * 

n o w ^ cu ffy  M u r p h /^ , That section  BlFFt*yr4^Ayenke ^% a|(^9thStreet c< 
tim es b e  qu ite n o isy .®  l | | |  W  ^
...... During th e  S econ d  ̂ o r ld  W or trucks and cars g o in g  to  S taten  Isldrtd hdll to  tak^*|
th e  Staten  island  ferr^ «t< h e69 tjh  S treet Pier, tru ck s  and  cars w ou ld  line up frdfh 
S h ore  R oad p ast N arrow s A ve., p a st C olon ial R oad, R idge B ou levard , Third A ve. 
and  up to  Fourth A ve. Due t ^ ^ ^ ^ # p e o p l e ,  trucks and  cars itw ^ 'c i  p ro sp ero u s  

e  not o n ly  for Joe M ajor'i but aU th e  surrounding business; th e  R o y a ^ ^ ^ r ^ y  
N ew  R oyal, th e  R id g ^ K « f  hoW Y iannis, th e  D rew 's B rothers Deli, b q k e iy  
hr s to r e s  and  th e  D od ge d e |ilersh ip  that w a s  locatecfS n  th e  S o u lh w ^ t  s ^ ^ ?

er  p a tron s c a m ^ ^ k  an d  Joe M ajor's (5ontlnued;to do:o t h f c l l t f S M l f

from  “th e  lo n g  bar" w e r e  lep th er  c o v e r e d  b o o th s w hich  ^ t e n d e d  t o |h e  Ss 
o f  th e  restau ran t w ith  d few  febne ta b le s  for co u p le s , Joe Major^s w a s  q p e  o f  < 
lars that h ad  Q free  buffet an d  siiack  ta b le  for its patrpns. O ne o f  th e  palp>0Sj,

>r | e n t l e n # n ^ ^ ®  in ^ ^ l ip ^ it j^ ^  f r o ^ i ^ ^ t e s ^ f t f t n - ^  \
ry) :qnd I had d innei’ th ere  I w ou ld  a lw a y s  s e e  friertds o f  m yfath ler qrtd p aren ts  

frien d s thafrgrew  up in th e  n e ig h b o rh o o d . It w a s  d :i^ ^ ^ orabre, h eartfelt

p l | A l c ^ ^ a j o r  so ld  th e  n a m e
and m d d e s0 h ie  minor^cthif m qjoi|< id |uslm enfs. The first b oo th s t ^ o  w e r e  the  
bob th s tid jocen j to  th e  "loiiii bar."  N ew  p ictures pn th e  w a lls  w e r e  p rov id ed  for the  
back h alf o f th ^ e s ta u r o n fv  T he c h a n ^  w a s  s lo m  unrelentirrii and  insid ious.
Finally, th e  boM hs1n.the b ^ k  h o lf o f  th e  restaurqifit werci^ rep la ce d  w ith ta b les . This 

red u ced  an  an tisep tic  cond ition , w h ich  ex c lu d ed , Or at lea s t d isco u ra g ed , th e  "old 
n ^ rs"  from  patron izing th e  h igh ly  p o lish ed  Joe M ajor's.

^  w e  an d  I, o ld n g  w ith h u n d r e d i^ ^ ^ ^ m n s , w ill m iss th e  " o le  w ater in g  hole ."  
m  g o in g  to  m iss  th e  "long bar," th e  b oo th s that w e r e  sm a ll h a v e n s  for d in ner and  

' iy e  d iscu ss io n s  "of s h o e s  and  sh ip s and  sea lin g  w a s , o f c a b b a g e s  an d  kings." I'm 
g to  m iss  th e  food  that w a s  serv ed  in a  " h om e style"  a tm o sp h ere  and  th e  p e o 

p le , th e  patrons. The b e lie v e r s . The d e m ise  o f Joe M ajor's m ust b e  that portion o f  life 
that is ca lled  "progress."  I e x p er ie n c ed  a  tra g ed y  o f  lost p rec iou s m o m en ts. Thanks 
y o u , Joe M ajor, for m aking this little part o f  th e  w orld  a  brighter p la ce  to live; a fford 
ing p e o p le  th e  ch a n ce  to g e t to g eth er , a  ch a n ce  to  com m u n ica te , a  ch a n ce  to a p p re 
c ia te  h ap p y  tim es  and  w on d erfu l m em o r ie s .
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C i n d e r e l l a  d e t e  l ^ e d  U p  In  t h e  I^ Q itx t 'C a le  

F o r e s t  a n d  r a k e e  T i p  P a i n t i n g  

’̂ a e s i u e  / ^ g g r e e e i o e n e e e

P O E M  B Y  JE SSA  S H O U T B A B Y

you are not real 
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 1 am denied 
and every touch my skin evades 
or does it evade my skin? 
am i running
or shielding myself from the sin 
of indittcrenco? 
soi^jeT-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

\  ‘so |JP »casso )

f&iaehoods oresanted 9ft tiruihs
and fo$9̂ u r « ' t i w i *  

ltve?8.on' 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 
motoHli^ 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.
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In d ep en d en ce  D ay a lw a y s  s e e m s  to  
h a v e  the perfect b r e e z e . Tall oa k  tree s  
refusing to m o v e ... th e  w ind  did it's b est 
to bully th em  during this tim e o f  y e a r  but 
it strong en o u g h  to d a n ce  with  
G ra n d d a d d /s  n o se  hairs. But it w asn 't 
too  ca lm  to  a llo w  th e  hum idity to  c o n 
tem p la te  trea so n  a g a in st us. Y eah , it 
b lew  just en o u g h  to sm e ll th e  fried  
chicken, m ash  p o ta to es , co llard s, and  
unfortunately , th e  stinky chitlins.

If y o u 're  stand ing  on  Aunt H elen's f iv e -  
step  w o o d e n  porch, yo u  can  a lw a y s  tell 
if s o m e o n e  w a s  com in g  b e c a u se  th e  car  
w h e e ls  a lw a y s  start a  G reek battle w ith  
th e  g ra v e l that p a v ed  th e  dirt road .

The h o u se  is m ostly  brick n o w  painted  
p e a  g reen  w ith w h ite  trim m ing. You can  
tell w h e r e  th e  h o u se  w a s  m od ern ized . 
The h o u se  h a s th e  sm e ll o f dam p  earth y , 
m o ssy , rotting w o o d  ex p o sin g  her  
secre t a g e . And s o m e  secre ts  a re  not 
m ean t to b e  e x p o se d , e sp e c ia lly  w h en  it 
w ou ld  o n ly  c a u se  trivial u p set. O ne such  
secre t w a s  th e  ice  cream  on  th e  Fourth 
o f July in 1 9 8 0 .

You s e e  R onnie, m y cou sin , b e g g e d  his 
m other. Aunt H elen, to m ak e  the ice  
cream  for this y ea r 's  fam ily  picnic. To 
m y surp rise  sh e  sa id  y e s . S he sh ou ld 've  
know n better...

Every y e a r  our fam ily  g e ts  to g e th er  on  
th e  fourth o f  July and  h a s a  big c e le b r a 
tion. That included  e v e r y o n e  w h o  could  
m ak e it and s o m e  o f our a n cesto rs , too . 
As u sual, th e  m ea l w a s  d e lic io u s -e x c e p t  
in m y  op in ion , th o se  n asty  chitlins. Black  
p e o p le  in m y fam ily  refu se  to  e a t it. 
M am a is a lw a y s  say in g , "Look it, I can  
afford rea l pork to kill m y se lf  
w ith ...s la v ery  is over ."  But p ap a , w h o 's  
a  Black C ataw ba, d ev o u rs  th e  stuff like it 
w a s  his last m ea l. P robably  b e c a u se  
m a m m a  re fu se  to m a k e  it and  this is th e  
on ly  tim e h e  g e ts  a  ch a n ce  to  e a t it. 
M atter o f  fact, a ll th e  C ataw b a s id e  o f  
m y fam ily  re lish ed  th e  dish and  Aunt 
H elen w a s  m o re  than h ap p y  to o b lig e  
sin ce  food  is th e  o n ly  thing sh e  thinks 
s h e  h a s in co m m o n  w ith C ataw bas.

It w a s  P apa's favor ite  s id e  d ish . Go fig 
ure. Then a ga in , h e  can't b egin  to  
rem em b er  a n y  o f his a n cesto r s  having  
sh a ck le s  on  their fe e t a s  th ey  w e r e  
d ra g g ed  off a  s la v e  sh ip . Then o n c e  yo u  
g et to  th e  " p rom ise  land," having  chitlin 
scra p s throw n at y a  by you r  m aster ... 
but I h a v e  to adm it, it ta s te s  g o o d , if I'm 
ea tin g  it o ff P apa's p la te ...

A n yw ay, back to th e  ice  cream ....
It w a s  h o m e m a d e . And it w a s  a  ritual 

w ith m y fam ily  on  th e  fourth o f  July for 
o n e  o f th e  children to m ak e it. This is the  
o n ly  m om en t during th e  en tire  fea st that 
s e e m e d  like a  fam ily  gathering  b e c a u se  
th e  rest o f th e  tim e th e  black w o m en  
w a s  b u sy  talking ab ou t th e  C ataw b as, 
ab ou t h ow  sn o b b y  and bad ly  d ressed  
th ey  w e r e . The C ataw ba w o m e n  a re  just 
a s  bad. They w e r e  b u sy  b eing  picky  
ab ou t th e  b lacks' hair texture and  
o b n o x io u s lau gh s. I heard  C ousin  
S w e e n y  te ll his w ife , Batta, "if o n ly  their  
hair w asn 't so  n ap py, th e  w orld  w ou ld  
n ev er  s a y  anyth ing bad ab ou t N egroes."  
I cou ld  tell h e  h o n estly  b e liev ed  it. He 
a lw a y s  sa y s  this w h en  h e  lo o k s at 
R onnie.

But to d a y  e v e r y o n e  w a s  so  proud o f  
R onnie for m aking th e  fam ily  d esert, 
e sp e c ia lly  s in ce  h e  w a s  o n ly  ten . I w a s  
six.

E veryone w a s  th r ille d -e x c e p t  for m e. 
You s e e  I k n ew  R on n ie ...m m m h h m m m . 
And w a s  not ab ou t to e a t anyth ing that 
n asty  b o y  tou ch ed .

H ere h e  c o m e s  toting th e  big alum inum  
bucket to  th e  big w o o d e n  picnic tab le . 
E veryone's c lap p in g—ex cep t for m e.
Like I sa id , I k n ew  R on n ie ...m m m h h m 
m m .

E veryon e took  giant sc o o p s  o f that 
stuff. That y ea r 's  flava  w a s  ch o co la te  
ra ison  p ecan  ice  c r e a m - a l l  
n atu ra l...m m m h h m m m .

My P apa noticed  that I w a s  upset. He 
a sk ed  m e  w h y  I w asn 't ea tin g  an y . I told  
him I w a s  getting s ic k -a n d  sicker by  
ea ch  m inute that p a sse d . P apa k issed  
m e  on  th e  lips, p icked m e  up and p laced  
m e  gen tly  on  his lap  and  sa id , "Don't b e  
that w a y , Q attalla, I'll m ak e  su re  you  
m ak e it n ext year ..."

But P apa didn't u n d erstan d . I w asn 't  
jea lo u s . Far from  it...w h y  w ou ld  I be? I 
w a s  in h e a v e n  sitting on  h is lap  and  
under o n e  o f h is arm s. R onnie didn't 
h a v e  that. And th ere  w a s  som eth in g  
e ls e  that R onnie didn't h a v e  a n y m o re ...

All I cou ld  s e e  
w h en  I sa w  that ice  
cream  w a s  
R onnie's sn o t c o l
lection  that h e  kept 
und er his bed ...
And it w a s  m issing!

By Jhon 
Singleton



l i i

I ./

r  

■f •'I p i
B i l l
I s i ^ l

j

i i

i ®
III

riil.'
fi>Pl

t *

;! f ' I  A- V, <

' ' i . / -

I
a

‘ %.,'m 
: ,  1

j \* / i  - "t  ̂ ''I - /  V  '
. ) ' ! ^  7 ‘ ■ •-■- ,. s

 ̂ FiTeedomI B
7 7

^ < r{ ' . B y :  K e v i n  S .  M a m a k a s

; V  - ' . j v r .  ■■
"%■ . .

; . I , ‘^andoned by the mountains of Harz.

■’>.  ̂ > ■* V/ ^  ' ■ ’ tit's]
■y ■'■ ' \  Blamed for Ihe atroeioiis crime ot perjury.

' [the]
' ^  Criija§s'stay cor&tant yke the fire of a phoenix. 

V A = d,6esv / : - ^

* . V 
i?
n : ;

. Deinocracy stilf-remain shallow? 

[it's]

r;i*

,/•'

Enrlchcd wi(;h sift Ii1<e the Sea of Azov. 
i f  f*  I ''^fyet]
Freedom m our lifetime must be deja vu.

r , [all]
^Generations' must never live in regret.

■ j  •'  ̂ :r* ' rior
^^’̂ Hide,b€blnd what is our Achilles.

B r *
-‘ I . ,  .i ■: :* fev ;

: r - f

I ** /
f 
> '

I
I

f A S i H f i i j w s j s a

^ '4 f  1 5 1 ’.

\

iilillWiip:  I«li
"m JW im -m m i illfilllljpii

■ i » l t l l i ^ H »
B » 5  
“ ■ l i

1 * 1 * 1  

A T E  -  T E E H

i i i
I f

. * "some
l|nore the few signs of "big brother."

/  .̂  ' * * \  some
Joke about the stnicture of the "old" Iraq, 

r i *  * ' [hence]
. Kindne'ss must|Come upon us before our sleep 

' io
 ̂ l.iars can be like an embryo.

, I  ̂ ftiie]
i Myths wjll tly away like a dragon.
 ̂ , I, ’ [while]
J Neglecting |o overshadow our freedom.

I [the]
 ̂ Oceans wi!l begin'lo open and reveal 

, [some]
Proposals that need another look.

' * '
: , V-l * * *

" don't
, Question a person wearing a taj.

' o  =  ̂ [for]
Revolutions will arise like a ghibli;

 ̂ : . i I , which
Saturates some skies in Alrica with rough 

: and
‘ Threatening |vinds that can last very long.

' '  ̂ 5 1'! phe]
' ,yniversc|l justjce can't be off

; " " ' f  i i  ' V t fp ]
Victory can'i eixist Vith so much abuse.

' ^'tnpw]
; '  We n^sfbe able to bccome open-minded

Ic-ray the epics of a critic.
/ K f  ^ ' 4 * /■ ? -

'i ■ i',> ' I  Y ou tn ;e in 't efid'iYouth 
Zonk

; | - ; r

Oyr
't end:up in a dirty pub 

fol a hard agenda.



^ i v e  y o u

W r i t t e n  b y :  C h r i

a  r e a s o n

s t i a n  X i c a l o u

Strobe lights 

fog machine

covered room with sweat; 

sensuahty breezes hke an 

penetrating the senses be 

m usic captivating your bo 

raising your im pulses 

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 

w hile I wrap my arms arc 

I want you in my imagina 

so you can direct it andm  

make me feel som ething I 

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 wit 

and get into me 

I want you walking inside 

I m ade m yself be

ng bodies 
aroma
coming someone else 
dy

und your waist

ake it real 
haven't felt before

h my eyes

the illusion of what
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Lil Lil h a d  n o  m o re  s tre n g th  left in  h is  ey eh d s . L ike w in d o w  sh a d e s  p u lle d  d o w n  too  
t ig h t th e y  sh o t s tra ig h t  u p , le tt in g  th e  d a rk n e s s  o f  h is  b e d ro o m  f lo o d  h is  s ig h t. H e  tu rn e d  
o v e r  o n  h is  le ft s id e  o u t  o f d e sp e ra t io n , to  see  if th e  b lu e  l ig h t w a s  s till l in in g  th e  b o tto m  
o f h is  c lo sed  door.

H e  w a s  in  lu ck . T h e  l ig h t  w a s  th e re , in d ic a tin g  th a t  h is  m o th e r  h a d  n o t  y e t f in ish e d  
w a tc h in g  T.V. in  th e  l iv in g  ro o m . H e  s lo w ly  c o u n te d  to  ten , w h ile  im a g e s  o f Daiun o f the 
Dead z o m b ie  a n d  h is  le a s t fa v o rite  o f all m o n s tro s itie s , th e  p o sse s se d  g irl fro m  th e  Exorcist 
to o k  tim e  c irc lin g  th ro u g h  h is  m in d . E ach  tim e  th e  tw o  d iffe re n t im a g e s  p a s se d  o v e r  each  
o th e r  th e y  b e ca m e  m o re  realis tic . Lil L il s a w  th a t th e  c ak e d  b lo o d  a ro u n d  th e  z o m b ie s ' 
m o u th s  w a s  a  d a rk  p u rp le . H is  e ig h t y e a r  o ld  b ra in  m a d e  n o te  th a t  b o th  th e  u n d e a d  c rea 
tu re s  a n d  th e  o v e r ta k e n  g irl h a d  ey es  th a t  w e re  w ru n g  w ith  charco al. T he  g ir l 's  g a z e  w a s  
u p o n  h im , th e  z o m b ie s ' ey es  w e re  p re s s in g  u p  a g a in s t h im . H e  h e a rd  a p o ss ib le  c rack  
co m in g  fro m  h is  c lo se t a n d  s p ru n g  u p  o u t  o f b ed .

L il Lil th re w  h is  b e d ro o m  d o o r  o p e n  w ith  a fu ry  fu e le d  b y  a self- lo a th in g  fo r h is  c o w 
ard ice . H e  k n e w  th e  w a y  o th e r  e ig h t y e a r  o ld s  th o u g h t. N o n e  of th e m  w o u ld  go  th ro u g h  
th is  "b u llsh it"  [w h a t D a d d y  a lw a y s  ca lled  Lil L il's  n ig h tly  ep iso d es .]  A t n ig h t, th e  fe a r o f 
th e  p o sse s se d  a n d  u n d e a d  filled  h is  th o u g h ts . D u r in g  th e  d a y  th e  fea r th a t h is  fe llo w  
sc h o o lm a te s  w o u ld  f in d  o u t  th a t  h e  still s p e n t  m o s t n ig h t 's  g e tt in g  ttic k ed  in  a n d  w a tc h e d  
o v e r  b y  h is  m o th e r  w o u ld  flick er e v e ry  so  o ften .

T he  d o o rk n o b  b o u n c e d  a g a in s t th e  h a llw a y  w a ll, c re a tin g  a n o ise  th a t  a d d e d  a sp r in g  
to  h is  s te p , a n d  h o p e fu lly  d id n 't  w a k e  u p  D ad d y . W ith in  se c o n d s  h e  w a s  in  th e  l iv in g

ro o m  h o v e r in g  a b o v e  M om m y , w h o  w a s  sn o r in g  a w a y  a s  u su a l.
"M o m ,"  h e  h is se d  th ro u g h  h is  lip s . H e  ro c k ed  b a ck  a n d  fo rth , k e e p in g  o n e  fo o t 

g r o u n d e d  in  p lace . H e  re a c h e d  d o w n , fu m b lin g  h is  p a ja m a  sh ir t , a n d  o c ca s io n a lly  s tick 
in g  h is  h a n d  in s id e  of h is  p a n ts . H e  g ro p e d  h im se lf  fro m  n e rv o u sn e s s .

P e rh a p s  M o m m y  w o u ld  sn o re  so  lo u d ly  th a t  sh e  w o u ld n 't  n o tice  th e  z o m b ie s  h a d  
ta k e n  h im . H e  k n e w  h o w  c ru e l h o r ro r  m o v ie s  w ere . T h o u g h  iro n y  w a s  n o t  y e t a c o n c e p t 
h e  u n d e rs to o d , h e  k n e w — b e tte r  th a n  m o s t p e o p le  h is  a g e  o r  o ld er, th e  sa d  c o m e d y  th a t  
o c cu rs  w h e n  a h o r ro r  m o v ie  v ic tim  is k ille d  ju s t m o m e n ts  b e fo re  p o ss ib le  re scu e . Lil Lil 
h a d  y e t to  le a rn  w h a t  a d re n a lin e  w a s , b u t  e v e ry  n ig h t  w h e n  h e  p la y e d  o u t  th is  p a r tic u la r  
scene, h e  w a s  p u m p e d  fu ll o f it.

"M o m m y , w a k e  u p ."  H e  h isse d  ag a in .
H e  sa w  R eg an , th e  little  g ir l fro m  th e  Exorcist, w h ic h  g a v e  c o n firm a tio n  to  h is  fears, 

th a t  yes, e v en  c h ild re n  c an  fa ll v ic tim  to h o r ro r  m o v ie  m o n s te rs . H e  p ic tu re d  th e  a u d ie n c e  
w a tc h in g  h im . T h ey  c o u ld  see  w h a t  h e  d id n 't  w a n t  to  tu rn  a ro u n d  a n d  see: th e  g o re  co v 
e re d  z o m b ie  b e h in d  h im .

"M o m m y !"  H e  c rie d  o u t  in  re s e rv e d  agony .
M o m m y 's  sn o r in g  e n d e d .
"L il,"  sh e  sa id  in  th a t h a lf  f ra n tic -h a lf  d is a p p o in te d  to n e  sh e  a lw a y s  w o k e  u p  w ith .
H e  b e g a n  p le a d in g  b e fo re  sh e  w a s  c o m p le te ly  co n sc io u s . "M o m m y , I n e e d  y o u  to  

c o m e  in to  m y  ro o m ."
"N o t th is  tim e ,"  w a s  m o m m y 's  e x p e c te d  re sp o n se .
"P lease ."  Lil L il b e g g e d . "I s a w  a  co m m e rc ia l fo r  th e  z o m b ie  m o v ie  a fe w  h o u rs  ag o  

a n d  I c a n 't  g e t it  o u t  o f m y  h e a d ."
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"A n d rew , th e re  a re  a lw a y s  g o in g  to  b e  h o r ro r  m o v ie s  co m in g  o u t. I c a n 't  tu c k  y o u  in  
e v e ry  tim e  th is  h a p p e n s ."

T he u se  o f Lil L il's  rea l n a m e . T he  fin a lity  o f h e r  to n e . She w o u ld  p re te n d  lik e  sh e  w a s 
n 't  g iv in g  in , b u t  th a t  w o u ld  o n ly  la s t fo r  tw o  m in u te s . Lil L il d id n 't  h a v e  a n y  te a rs  to  
sh e d , b u t  in  a d ire  s i tu a t io n  lik e  th e  o n e  h e  w a s  in  h e  w ish e d  h e  d id . M o m m y  c o u ld  n o t 
g e t u p  q u ick  e n o u g h , a n d  th ey  w e re  s till in  th a t  sh o r t  p e r io d  w h e re  sh e  w o u ld  p re te n d  like  
sh e  w a s n 't  g o in g  to  d o  a n y th in g . D am m it.

A ll o f a s u d d e n , th e re  w a s  a th u d  b y  th e  f ro n t d oor. Lil L il d u g  h is  face  in to  h is  m o th 
e r 's  sh o u ld e r . "L il,"  sh e  tr ie d  to  say, b u t  th e  p re s su re  fro m  h is  h e a d  w a s  c a u s in g  h e r  to  lo se  
h e r  b re a th . Lil L il's  w h im p e r in g  s p re a d  th ro u g h o u t  th e  e n tire  h o u se .

"W h a t th e  h e ll is g o in g  o n ?"  D a d d y  s h o u te d , h a lf  fro m  th e  w a k in g  w o r ld  a n d  h a lf 
fro m  h is  p e rv e r te d  d re a m s. Lil Lil fe a re d  th e  sh a m e  h e  w o u ld  see  in  D a d d y 's  ey es to m o r
ro w  m o rn in g , b u t  h e  fe a re d  h is  p o ss ib le  k ille r  a t th e  f ro n t d o o r  e v e n  m o re.

"L il, re lax ,"  M o m m y  sa id  as sh e  s lo w ly  tu rn e d  h im  b y  h is  s h o u ld e rs  to  face  th e  'z o m 
b ie /p o s s e s s e d  g i r l / s e r ia l  k ille r.' " I t 's  o n ly  C o le tte ."

A n d  it w a s  o n ly  C o le tte , L il lil 's  s e v e n te e n -y e a r  o ld  sister. H e r  ey es w e re  red . W o u ld  
M o m m y  y e ll a t h e r  fo r sm o k in g  p o t  ag a in ?

" I t 's  n o t w h a t  y o u  th in k ."  C o le tte  re p lie d , d ra g g in g  h e r  d e n im  jack e t s leev e  ac ro ss  h e r  
face. S he w a s  w ip in g  a w a y  tears.

"It b e tte r  n o t b e ."  M o m m y  sa id  angrily .
"Ju s t d o n 't  w o r ry  a b o u t  it. I 'm  n o t o n  d ru g s  to n ig h t. I h a v e n 't  d o n e  a n y th in g  s in ce  th a t 

f irs t tim e , w h e n  y o u  c a u g h t  m e ."  C o le tte 's  v o ice  b e g a n  to  b re a k  d o w n . W ith  e ach  w o rd  h e r  
c o m p o s u re  w a s  w o rn  aw ay , u n til  Lil Lil fe lt h a p p y  th a t  h e  m ig h t  a c tu a lly  n o t b e  th e

A u t h o r e d  b y  P e t e r  M a r s h

b ig g e s t e m b a r ra s sm e n t o f th e  n ig h t.
"I d id n 't  d o  a n y th in g  to n ig h t  ex cep t b e  w h o  I a m , a n d  it lo o k s lik e  th a t  is ju s t  n o t  g o o d  

e n o u g h  fo r a n y o n e ."  W ith  th o se  so b  c o v e re d  w o rd s , C o le tte  left th e  l iv in g  ro o m  a n d  w e n t 
d o w n  in to  th e  b a se m e n t w h e re  h e r  b e d ro o m  w as.

"L il, go  to  b e d !"  M o m m y  s h o u te d  in to  L il's  ear. H e  ju m p e d , c o m p le te ly  s ta r tle d , n o t 
y e t k n o w in g  ex ac tly  w h a t  h a d  tra n s p ire d .

"Y o u 're  so  m e a n  to  m e!" Lil Lil sh o u te d  b ack . A s if try in g  to  c o p y  h is  siste r, h e  r a n  off 
to  h is  o w n  ro o m , tu rn e d  o n  th e  l ig h t a n d  s la m m e d  th e  d o o r  sh u t. H e  w o u ld  w a it  h e re , 
u n t il  M o m m y  c am e  to  a p o lo g iz e . W h e n  th e  tim e  cam e, h e  w o u ld  fo rce  h im se lf  in to  s le ep  
a s  sh e  h e ld  h im  in  h e r  a rm s . H e  w o u ld  m a k e  h im se lf  t ire d  a s  sh e  tr ie d  to  m a k e  c o n v e rsa 
tio n . H e  w o u ld  f in d  h is  w a y  sa fe ly  in to  th e  w o r ld  o f d re a m s  ag ain .

T h ere  w a s  a s h o u t  f ro m  D a d d y  a g a in , b u t  n o t  as p o w e rfu l  as th e  f irs t b u rs t .  It w a s  fo l
lo w e d  b y  th e  ta p p in g  o f M o m m y 's  feet, as sh e  m a d e  h e r  w a y  d o w n  in to  th e  b a se m e n t.

T h ro u g h  h is  floor, th e  e ig h t y e a r  o ld  h e a rd  h is  M o m m y  ta lk in g  w ith  C o le tte . W h a t w a s  
sa id  w a s  m u ff le d , b u t  Lil L il c o u ld  te ll th a t  M o m m y  w a s  q u e s t io n in g  h is  sister. C o le tte  
g a v e  h e r  a n sw e rs , a n d  to o k  tim e  d o in g  so. Lil L il c o u ld  h e a r  h e r  ta lk in g  a n d  ta lk in g , fill
in g  in  fo r  e v e ry  p o ss ib le  d e ta il, ju s t lik e  D a d d y  sa id  sh e  d id  e v e ry  tim e  sh e  w o u ld  s ta r t  
te ll in g  a story . W h e n  w a s  sh e  g o in g  to  b e  f in ish ed ?  W h en  w o u ld  sh e  le t M o m m y  leav e?  
T h o u g h  it w a s  a F r id a y  n ig h t, a n d  th e re  w a s  n o  sch o o l to m o rro w , Lil L il n e e d e d  s le e p  too . 
H e  h a d  to  w a k e  u p  e a r ly  fo r S a tu rd a y  m o rn in g  c a rto o n s .

F inally , m u ff le d  n o ise s  th a t  s o u n d e d  lik e  o n e  w o rd  a n sw e rs  w e re  c o m in g  fro m  th e  
floor. C o le tte  h a d  f in ish e d  h e r  ra n t. A  fe w  m o m e n ts  la te r. M o m m y  w a s  a t Lil lil 's  door.

"L il, y o u  can  g o  s ta y  d o w n s ta ir s  w ith  y o u r  s is te r  if y o u  w a n t."
"B u t I d o n 't  lik e  s le e p in g  in  th e  b a se m e n t."
"S he  n e e d s  a little  c o m p a n y  to n ig h t, y o u  c an  b r in g  y o u r  p illo w  a n d  s le ep  o n  th e  co u ch
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d o w n  th e re ."
"1 d o n 't  w a n t  to ."
"F ine, b u t  I 'm  n o t s ta y in g  in  h e re  to n ig h t."
M o m m y  c lo sed  th e  do o r. Lil Lil h e a rd  h e r  c lose  th e  d o o r  to  h e r  b e d ro o m  as w ell. T he 

lig h ts  w e re  off in  th e  ha llw ay . H e  w a s  t ra p p e d  a lo n e  in  h is  b e d ro o m  w ith  th e  l ig h t on . For 
a m o m e n t Lil th o u g h t  a b o u t  h is  s is te r  a n d  w o n d e re d  w h a t  h e r  p ro b le m  w a s  to n ig h t. H e  
b e g a n  to  w o rry  a b o u t  her, b u t  th e n  b e ca m e  fa r  m o re  c o n ce rn ed  w ith  h im se lf  as th e  im a g e  
of z o m b ie s  e n te re d  h is  m in d  a g a in . A t firs t th e y  w e re  o n ly  q u ick  sn ip p e ts , f la sh in g  a t h im  
lik e  a s tro b e  ligh t.

Lil d id n 't  w a it  fo r th e  m o n s te rs  to so lid ify  in  h is  m in d . H e  f lu n g  h im se lf  to  th e  w o o d 
e n  flo o r o f h is  b e d ro o m  a n d  ta p p e d  th re e  tim e s  gen tly . W ith  e v e ry  tap  h e  lo o k ed  o v e r  to  h is 
w a ll, as if h e  c o u ld  see  th ro u g h  to  h is  s le e p in g  fa th e r—to see  if h e  w o u ld  w a k e  ag a in .

H e  w a ite d  fo r  w h a t  s e e m e d  lik e  a n  e te rn ity . T h ere  w a s  R eg an  a g a in  sm ilin g , k n o w in g  
th a t  n o  o n e  w a s  co m in g . T h en  h e  h e a rd  C o le tte 's  s te p s  r is in g  u p  from  th e  b a se m e n t. T he 
re a s s u r in g  s o u n d  w a s  w h a t  k e p t Lil fro m  ju m p in g  o u t  of h is  sk in  as h is b e d ro o m  d o o r  
o p e n e d .

" W h a t d o  y o u  w a n t? "  C o le tte  a sk e d , h e r  ey es little  re d  poo ls .
"M o m  sa id  y o u  n e e d e d  so m e  c o m p a n y  to n ig h t."
C o le tte  ru b b e d  h e r  eyes. "D id  sh e  n o w ? "
"Y ou c an  s ta y  u p  h e re  w ith  m e,"  Lil sa id , e v e r-h o p e fu l.
"F in e ."  C o le tte  h u ffe d  a n d  le ft Lil L il's  ro o m . A  few  m o m e n ts  la te r  sh e  w a s  b ack  w ith  

a c u r le d  u p  s le e p in g  b a g  tu c k e d  u n d e r  o n e  a rm , a n d  a p in k  p illo w  in  th e  o th er. " C o u ld n 't  
s le ep ?"  C o le tte  a sk e d  h e r  little  b ro th er.

"I n e v e r  can ,"  Lil Lil r e sp o n se d  se lf-lo a th in g ly . A s C o le tte  ro lle d  o u t  h e r  s le e p in g  
b a g ,a n d  lo w e re d  h e rse lf  o n to  th e  h a rd w o o d  floor, Lil Lil b e ca m e  c o m fo rta b le  in  h is  b ed . If 
a n y  o f th e  z o m b ie s  cam e  to n ig h t th ey  w o u ld  g o  fo r h is  b ig g e r  a n d  ta s tie r  o ld e r  sister. T h ey  
a lw a y s  w e n t fo r th e  te e n a g e  g ir ls  firs t, e sp e c ia lly  b lo n d e s  lik e  C o le tte . H e  tu rn e d  o v e r  on  
h is  s id e  a n d  c lo sed  h is  eyes.

"W ill y o u  tu rn  off th e  lig h t? "  h e  a sk e d  C o le tte .
"F in e ,"  sh e  s ig h e d .
Lil Lil h e a rd  h is  s is te r 's  h a n d  p o u n d  th e  l ig h t sw itch . T h e  d a rk n e s s  s w e p t o v e r  h is ro o m  

o n ce  a g a in , y e t C o le tte 's  a u ra  n o w  p ro te c te d  th e m  b o th -- it  k e p t  th e  im a g e s  aw ay . F u r th e r  
a n d  fu r th e r  th e  z o m b ie s  b e g a n  to  sh r in k  aw ay , a s  if th e y  w e re  tra v e lin g  in  a c a r  to  th e  la n d  
o f d re a m s  le a v in g  e v e ry th in g  d is tu rb in g  b e h in d . Lil L il's  su ffe r in g  w a s  f in a lly  a t a n  e n d  fo r 
th e  n ig h t.

"Y ou h a v e  it so  easy, L il." C o le tte 's  vo ice  p u lle d  h e r  little  b ro th e r  back .
"W h a t? "  h e  a sk e d  her.
" N o th in g ."
C o le tte  w a s  a lw a y s  a so u rc e  to fe ed  th e  e x tre m e ly  d e m a n d in g , c u r io u s  s id e  o f  h is  p e r 

sonality . T he  re a so n  b e h in d  h e r  c u r re n t  s ta te  o f b e in g  w o u ld  b e  a n sw e re d , as lo n g  as h e  
co u ld  k e e p  h e r  ta lk in g .

"W h a t? "  Lil lil a sk e d  a g a in .
C o le tte  s ig h e d  a n d  th en  sh e  o ffe red  h e r  a n sw e r, "W h e n  y o u  g e t to  b e  m y  ag e , e v e ry 

th in g  b e co m es so  m u c h  m o re  c o m p lica te d . You h a v e  it so  ea sy  L il."
"N o , I d o n 't! "  Lil sa id , b u t  h e  k n e w  h is  s is te r  w o u ld n 't  u n d e r s ta n d . O n e  p o in t  th a t b o th  

M o m m y  a n d  D a d d y  a lw a y s  tr ie d  to  g e t a c ro ss  to  h im , w a s  th a t  C o le tte  d id  n o t  e x p e rien c e  
th e  la te  n ig h t  e p iso d e s  th a t  h e  w a s  c o n s ta n tly  g o in g  th ro u g h . H is  s is te r  w a s  n o t a f la w e d  
c o w a rd —n o t lik e  h e  w as.

"Y eah, y o u  d o ."  C o le tte  sa id  w ith  a n g e r  in  h e r  voice .
"Y ou a lw a y s  se e m  to  b e  m o re  h a p p ie r  th a n  m e. T o n ig h t is th e  f irs t tim e  I sa w  y o u  cry  

s in ce  la s t  C h ris tm a s ."
Lil Lil h a d  a p o in t. C o le tte  k e p t  h e r  e m o tio n s  b o ttle d  in s id e . S a rcasm  se e m e d  to  d o m i

n a te  e v e ry  b it o f c o n v e rsa tio n  sh e  h a d  w ith  a n y  of h e r  fa m ily  m e m b e rs , e sp e c ia lly  Lil Lil.
"G u ess  I fo o led  y o u ."  C o le tte  sa id  back .
"W ell, w h y  a re  y o u  c ry in g  to n ig h t? "  Lil Lil w o u ld  so o n  h a v e  h is  a n sw e rs . P e rh a p s
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C o le tte  h a d  m e sse d  u p . P e rh a p s  sh e  w o u ld  b e  th e  c h ild  th a t  sh a m e d  th e  fam ily  fo r th e  n ex t 
few  w eek s . H e  c o u ld  p a ss  th e  c ro w n  o n  to  her.

"J im m y  a n d  I b ro k e  u p ."
"Y ou d id ? "  Lil a sk e d  w ith  a n e w  se n se  o f fea r in  h is  vo ice . J im m y  w a s  th e  th ird  

b o y fr ie n d  C o le tte  e v e r  h a d , a n d  Lil L il lik e d  h im  th e  m o st. J im m y  w a s  so  cool. H e  k n e w  
e v e ry th in g  a b o u t  Pokemon a n d  Transformers.

"W h a t h a p p e n e d ? "  Lil Lil a sk e d , h o p in g  th a t  p e rh a p s  h e  w o u ld  b e  ab le  to  f in d  a so lu 
tio n  to  w h a te v e r  p ro b le m  C o le tte  a n d  J im m y  h a d , so m e th in g  th e y  m ig h t  h a v e  o v e rlo o k e d .

C o le tte  la u g h e d . "Y ou a re  w a y  to o  y o u n g  fo r m e  to  tell y o u  w hy ."
" I 'm  n o t y o u n g . I k n o w  a lo t o f th in g s  th a t  m o s t k id s  m y  ag e  d o n 't ."
L il Lil o p e n e d  h is  eyes. T h e  d a rk n e s s  f ilte red  in , b u t  h e  c o u ld  care  less. H e  h a d  n o  fear 

o f th e  u n d e a d  now . N o w  h e  w a s  a lo t m o re  in te re s te d  in  w a y s  th a t h e  c o u ld  p ro v e  h is  s is 
te r  w ro n g .

"I d o n 't  c a re  h o w  m u c h  y o u  th in k  y o u  k n o w ,"  C o le tte  re sp o n d e d . "Y o u 're  n o t s u p 
p o se d  to  k n o w  th is ."

"A re  y o u  tw o  sex in g ?"
T he ro o m  w e n t s ilen t. T h e  d a rk n e s s  s ta r te d  to  tak e  sh a p e  a g a in . In  a n  in s ta n t  th e  fea r  

re tu rn e d . Lil Lil re m e m b e re d  m o m e n ts  ju s t  lik e  th e  o n e  h e  w a s  ex p e rien c in g , h e  re m e m 
b e re d  se e in g  scen es  ju s t lik e  th is  in  a h a lf  d o z e n  h o r ro r  m o v ies.

C o le tte  s ta r te d  la u g h in g  hyste rica lly . T h e  fe a r p a s s e d  th ro u g h  lik e  a n  e lec trica l c u rre n t. 
W as C o le tte  b e in g  p o sse sse d ?

"N o . A n d  th a t  is n o n e  o f y o u r  d a m n  b u s in e ss  L il."
A n o th e r  la u g h  p o p p e d  o u t  o f  C o le tte .
"S ex ing . T h a t is a g o o d  o n e . I 'm  g o in g  to  h a v e  to  te ll th a t  to  th e  g ir ls  o n  M o n d ay ."
W h a t w a s  so  im p o r ta n t  a b o u t  th is  w h o le  se x in g  th in g ?  W h y  d id  h is  p a re n ts  a lw a y s  tell 

h im  n o t  to  p a y  a tte n tio n  w h e n  h is  U n c le  M ik e  w o u ld  m ak e  jo k es a b o u t  it? W h y  d id  h is  
m o th e r  co v er h is  ey es  w h e n  p e o p le  in  th e  h o r ro r  m o v ie  th e y  w e re  w a tc h in g  s ta r te d  d o in g  
it? W h a t w a s  th is  th in g  th a t  e v e ry o n e  h a d  to  k e e p  sec re t a ll th e  tim e , a n d  la u g h  a b o u t  
w h e n  h e  w o u ld  a sk  a b o u t  it? It w a s  ju s t  lik e  th e  m o n th  b e fo re  h is  b ir th d a y  p a r ty  la s t  year. 
H is  p a re n ts  a n d  C o le tte  a c ted  th e  ex ac t sa m e  w a y  d u r in g  th e  m o n th  th a t  th e y  p la n n e d  h is  
s u rp r is e  b ir th d a y .

" D o n 't  go  th in k in g  y o u r  s is te r  is a s lu t, L il." C o le tte  sa id  in  th e  m o s t se r io u s  to n e  h e  
h a d  e v e r  h e a rd  co m e  fro m  her. F o r a m o m e n t h e  tr ie d  to  re m e m b e r  w h e n  h e  h a d  h e a rd  
th a t  m e a n  s o u n d in g  w o rd . It w a s  in  th e  m o v ie  Scream. T h e  k ille r  B illy to ld  S y d n e y  th a t  h e r  
m o th e r  w a s  a s lu t, a n d  th a t  w a s  w h y  sh e  w a s  k illed . Lil L il h o p e d  sh e  w a s n 't  a slu t. 
A c c o rd in g  to  Scream, th a t  w a s  th e  n u m b e r  o n e  re a so n  w h y  te e n a g e  g ir ls  d ied .

"I d o n 't  C o le tte . I d o n 't  e v e n  k n o w  w h a t  th a t  m e a n s ."
C o le tte  la u g h e d  ag a in . K n o w in g  th a t  sh e  w o u ld  n e v e r  co m e  o u t  a n d  a n sw e r  h is  q u e s 

tio n , Lil L il d e c id e d  to  go  to  s leep . H e  w a s  su re  h is  m o th e r  w o u ld  te ll h im  th e  w h o le  s to ry  
a b o u t  C o le tte  a n d  J im m y  th e  n e x t d a y  d u r in g  b re ak fa s t.

S u d d e n ly  s o m e th in g  w e t p re s se d  u p  h a rd  a g a in s t  h is  ch eek . W as it a  v a m p ire ?  W as he  
a b o u t  to  b e  e a ten ?  W as th is  w h a t  it fe lt like  w h e n  y o u  s ta r te d  b e c o m in g  p o sse sse d ?

Lil L il re la x e d  w h e n  h e  h e a rd  C o le tte 's  vo ice . " T h a n k s  Lil. You m a n a g e d  to  m a k e  m e 
feel g o o d  to n ig h t."  H e  c lo sed  h is  ey es  t ig h t  as h e  h e a rd  h e r  s lid e  b a ck  in to  h e r  s le e p in g  
b ag .

"Ju st re m e m b e r  Lil b ro th e r , y o u  s till h a v e  it e a sy  a t y o u r  age. E n joy  it w h ile  y o u  can . 
It g e ts  to u g h  w h e n  y o u  g e t to  m y  ag e ."

T h o se  w e re  C o le tte 's  la s t w o rd s  in  th e  d a rk n e ss . Lil Lil k e p t  h is  ey es  o p en . H e  w a s  to o  
m a d  to  le t th e  fe a r  c ree p  in. H ow  could it be a ny  worse than this? Lil Lil a sk e d  h im se lf  o v e r  
a n d  o v e r  a g a in  a s  h e  lay  a w a k e  in  b e d  fo r a n o th e r  h a lf  ho u r.
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S i l e n t  M o r n i n g

B y  C h r i s t i a i i  T u b i t o

Silent morning, brisk bree/e i 

the

Untamed melody chim 

dry leaves crunc 

A  fierce fire burn 

night 

U n c o n tro l

when 

* i r o i i ; ; l io u l the

Passion

^ h k  ll.l^K^ dtMrablc heal
|) issts nIow |\ p.issiiiii linu-

ikIiii. nioinLiu Nevcr-cMiiiig
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1 \o l\  iiii lio n i (iiiLsiioii lo  <uis\\cr 

Moon inoLinis. Moiniiii.’ wdU''

Mlcncc hrcc/c, silent bitMks

M i l k  a n d  B u t t e r

B y  J e n n i f e r  D a m a s k i n o s

She stands in the com er watching as he takes off his khaki pants and his stained wife beater 
shirt. He looks at her almost as if saying "Y o ur tiirn". She hesitates fo r a moment then begins 
to undress. First she unbuttons her jeans and slides them down her pale white legs. Then she 
takes o ff 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 fo r herself. She thinks to herself: I 'm  n o t  a bad pe rson . 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 fo r 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 m ilk and butter that she promised her husbnad she would get before 
returning home.

She does care.
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r o k e n  l i m e
Burn my bridges down to cinders 
Clocks are passing like broken time 
The clouds spell something I can’t read 
Squinting from disappointment’s  shine

And the earth is still 
and I’m still on it 
The sun is shining 
and I shy 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

I can burn my bridges down to cinders 
Clocks may p ass like broken time 
Clouds can spell their cryptic words 
And if I squint from saddened shine 
I know I’ll sm ile soon, for you are mine.

- D e n a  V e n t r u d o



r e g r e s s i o n s  p r o g r e s s i o n

B y :  K r i s t y  G o n z a l e z

she was a hobo, a drifter, she had once prom ised herself that she would go many 
places, see things that som e could only dream about once she’d started, she'd spent many 
m onths 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 som e 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 tim es, she 
divulges these often sad tales with a wistful sm ile on her face, puzzling those giving her 
their apt attention, there was a blanket of fog, im penetrable, 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 loom ed into 
view, large, m isshapen 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 som ewhat 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—som e scampering, others laboriously departing from the ship into 
the large hulking interior of a m assive room, she had seen many horrors and wonders in 
her life, and this large, unknown void (which seem ed 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 em bedded into her mind, as she em erged from the dark
ened corridor that had som ehow  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 remem bered the dark portal from which she had 
derived from, and for a m om ent found herself considering running back towards it, back 
onto the boat, and leaving this strange place, but then the air, thick with som e sort of a 
stale musk—som ething that irritated her sense of sm ell 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  shipm ates climb will
ingly into the m ouths of these creatures, they reminded her o f 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 seem ed more like a tongue, and she watched 
as a woman in very sharp heels stepped onto the tongue, som ehow  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 assum ed 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 m onster preferred what she liked to call 
wafers, she slid one into the creature's throat and sm iled when she heard the satisfied  
beeping sound o f a thank you. as the large metallic beast lum bered 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 m id
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 
m ost peculiar, they all wandered around, som ewhat aim lessly, but sm iling nonetheless, 
settled in a blue, felt covered tooth of the beast, she turned to look around at the others, 
noticing the sam e placid, blank stare on their faces as well, their eyes were glazed over, 
with an indifference that struck som ething inside of her. she seem ed to notice som ething  
beneath that, beneath the vacant stares, a silent plea for som ething 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 o f lan
guid—not an unwelcom e 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 
im agine walking onto the rusted green lawn of one of these picture perfect houses, the 
driveway filled with gravel or maybe lined with perfectly sm ooth stones, the porch light
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clicking to life with her m ovem ent, 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 som e 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 w el
comed her, her heels clicking on the parquet floor, just exactly the way she'd always pic
tured it. she was finally at hom e, and as she prepared dinner, an empty sm ile lay upon 
her face, empty, watery eyes sat in their sockets as she watched her jew eled and m ani
cured hand stir som e sort of bubbling red sauce, the sound of her children playing som e
where in the house (or maybe outside.) she tried to remember the last tim e 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, som ething  
inside her brain began to happen, pulses were now working their way around her mind, 
m assaging m em oiy 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 m u stn 't look  
back), of a grey morning (th e  check to  the PTA has to be m a iled ), o f a large (yoi/r so n ’s 
p la y  is n ex t w eek, you  h a ve to decide on w h a t to  w ear, a n d  the ch ild ren  are h u n g ry ), 
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 com m enced  
making dinner and setting the table.

there's a phenom enon that the inhabitants of this strange httle place suffer from, once 
they reach a certain age, prom ises are made, they'll leave this place, and never return, but 
they always do. the farthest m ost of them  will go is only past a few bridges or across a 
river, they alm ost always return, som e say it's in the air. others say it's the water, no one 
knows for sure, only that there is som ething in this strange little place, this odd little 
h a m le t, surrounded by water, som ething 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.

/T o rn  from  lim b to  lim b , fe e lin g  s a v a g e ly  r a p e d , C hallengedj
by fa ith , C h a llen g ed  by h o p e . Lost in a ll . Lost in n o n e , Answer)

,^lying in th e  b arre l o f  a  gu n . T h ose  w h o  c h a lle n g e  fa ith , Thosej
/" w h o  fe e l  my h a te , Will n o t fe e l  a  p in ch

/  ^ o f  p a in . N or my life  to  g a in ,;
G u ilt, p r e s e n t  in th e ir  mind,y

C o n sc ie n c e  b a tte r e d  for  a ll time,|^ -g
y C h a llen g e  m e, or C h a llen g e  none) ^ I

/I  C h a llen g e  y o u , O B arrel o f  my T*T*G I
/g u n .  But my ow n  fa u lt c a u s e d  my  ̂ J -  W A

/d o w n fa l l ,  B lo o d sh e d  o f  red , O w h o  __
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/my ownj V ........................
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O ' B a  r r e  I)
sp a r e  m e jusl^
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\  tim e.

31



Can You See?
By

Je n n ife r  H e rm u s

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 jn

BOY enters stage left into bedroom

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

BOY fiddles with mess and finds phone

BOY(CON’T)
Ooh, gotta call Bones. I think it’s starting to kick in! (Spurts of laughter while dialing) Yo man! 
What’s up? ... yea, I took it about an hour ago. I 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 I 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, I’m 
more hke Huxley. I’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 

%̂cene.::-:

m :

*

Man,_ t̂tefj&' 
is „
room -d rop̂ i

Expectin’ someone else?

BOY (CON’T) V
Acid if.iike a conductor, and I’m on the train. It’s like how everything 

e’re*̂ all staMlist and crap...oh my god...there’s a black man in my 
back) Who the hell are you?

TUPAC

BOY
- ^ e n ’t you some dead rapper? T th ^ g h t  I was supposed to meet Bob Dylan or something. Oh 

god this is heavy. ‘
W, %' ^

 ̂%  TUPAC
■er. Prophet cum psycadelic ^ s s e n g a ’, yea. Tupac Shakur. You neva heard a me? Damn, 
son, Bob Dylan is still alive.J^here’s ya head at? You definitely trippin’.

■ I

1st ou’re here?
BOY

TUPAC
Listen you little suburb mama’s boy, I’m here cuz Fm a prophet.

What about John Lennon?

He’s cool. He’s fucked up, but cool. 

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

BOY

TUPAC

BOY

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.

Did What? 

Affirmative action.

BOY

I’UPAC

BOY
I 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? I 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?

Uh...sure.

So, what do you wanna know? 

What time is it?

BOY

TUPAC

BOY

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 I even here rigliL now? Do you 
know your name? Do you know where you come from?

BOY
(hesitates) I...I 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 iinr,jl out.
Can you break out without dying?

Lights black out 

END
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T H E  S O U N D  O F  T H E  S E A
I r y n a  F o n t a n a

About ten years ago, I 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 ye a r- the 

health-resort season. As every year, six months of dead season had been exchanged fo r the 

next six months filled with noisy crowds of colorfully dressed tourists. They were relaxed and 

pleased with themselves. They came fo r recreation and to spend money. They would spread 

their pale bodies over the sand. W ith persistence and patience, they would lay in the sun for 

many hours a day, frying their sweaty mass, desiring to obtain the “ H ollywood”  tan. The 

town was saturated with the spirit o f 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. 

I opened the door o f the hotel “ Seagull”  and went outside. The door behind me swung and 

creaked. The m orning looked like twilight. A  merciless wind beat the foliage o f 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. I took the hand of my four-year-old son and squeezed it hard 

as we headed fo r the beach.

The closer to the sea we came, the louder the noise became. A never before seen picture 

appeared in front o f our eyes. The mind refused to accept what the eyes were seeing. The 

waters of the Black Sea were tru ly black and the sea looked like a giant boiling cauldron. The 

huge waves looked like watery skyscrapers moving sw iftly toward us, accompanied by a ho rri

ble thundering sound. The waves did not reach the people who were standing and watching 

the rio t 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. A fte r their attacks, when the dreadful monsters broke up into small pa rti

cles, the white foam on the top of the waves made them look like low ly 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. T iny drops o f water were suspended in the air. It seemed as if a foggy layer o f gauze 

was spread over the town, from  the sky to the land. I had a strong desire to reach out and try  

to touch those gauzes. The smell o f the sea was abnormally sharp. It was a m ix of fresh air, 

free wind, wild water, dead fish, and seaweed. One could perceive the b itter and salty taste of 

the seawater in the mouth and noise. I took a deep breath and could feel that fresh cool air 

going down my lungs.

Both my son and I 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 o f the marvelous and horrible force of nature. I 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 o f 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.

A t 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 in to 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 a lo t o f coins out on the beach and jewelry that people had lost over many years. 

This time, it threw out a lo t of shiny things and sixteen unlucky bodies. The sea was once 

again full o f peace and nobility. A  single ripple on the surface sparkled m errily 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 fo r small fish, while fro l

icsome dolphins overturned playfully in the water. A  single yacht sailed on the m irrored 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 joyfu lly. They built sand castles and ran 

along the water’s edge. The small, smooth waves softly caressed the sand. L ittle  by little , the 

beach was coming alive after the stonn and after the night. D ifferent songs sounded from  dif

ferent resorts. Y et, from  each came the same smell of BBQ. The day was clear and sunny. 

The sea was welcoming once again.

Q u i v e r
1 want 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

b y  J e s s a  S h o u t B a b y

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 proprie ty and conform ity 

if he makes my lips 

quiver,

it must be from  pleasure, 

fo r 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 w ill shed my fortress, 

unfold

a faerie in flux 

and grant him 

wishes.

T h ir t y  <5IVE
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A i m a m a r i e  D o o l i n g

I  had just c o m e  d ow n  th e  step s  w h en  I sa w  her, but p re 
ten d ed  I didn't. S h e w a s  h un ched  o v er  th e  tab le , in our  
dim ly  lit k itchen, th e  cream  o f th e  w a llp a p er  sen d in g  a  

g la re  a cro ss  th e  sh iny  floor. Her sh ort fram e w a s  p erch ed  
o v e r  th e  tab le , and  sh e  adjusted  h erse lf  to  better reach  o v er  
th e  e d g e  o f  th e  thick g la s s . A gain and  aga in  sh e  lea n ed  in and  
th e  fork sh e  clutched in her sm a ll hand d isa p p ea red  in sid e  th e  
la rg e  ceram ic  b ow l. Ten m inutes ear lier  I had e a ten  from  that 
s a m e  b ow l, p o ss ib ly  from  that sa m e  fork, and  a s  1 w a lk ed  past 
her n ow , o n ly  our sh a d o w s  m a d e  contact. That w ou ld  h a v e  
b een  m y m om en t to  reach  o v er  to her, and  tell her ab ou t th e  
pain 1 had in sid e, but I didn't. 1 w a lk ed  d ow n  th e  sta irs, and  
stud ied  th e  m o m en t a  lot lo n g er  than s o m e o n e  w h o  didn't 
ca re  w ou ld  h a v e . S h e w a s  sad  and  sm all for th o se  fe w  m in
u tes, and  in sid e , I felt tea rs  building up beh ind  m y e y e s .  
Evening w h ile  h earin g  th e  e c h o e s  o f th e  la rg e  b ow l hitting th e  
e d g e  o f th e  sink, I felt th e  o v erw h e lm in g  s a d n e s s — but I still 
didn't g o  te ll h er h o w  1 felt. Throwing a w a y  that ch a n ce , 1 
th rew  a w a y  o n e  o f  th e  last ch a n ces  1 w o u ld  e v e r  h a v e  to  sh a re  
m y fe e lin g s  w ith her. It felt like nothing n ew , and  I didn't know  
a n y  better, n eith er o f  us did.

It w a s  d escr ib ed , by th e  p a ra m ed ics , a s  a  m a ss iv e  h eart 
attack  that e n d ed  at 10 :49am  on  D ecem b er  12 th —  w hich  is 
funny b e c a u se  th e  p a in s in m y h eart b eg a n  at that exact  
m om en t. And w h ile  th ey  had that in co m m o n , I can  a ssu r e  you  
m in e w ill last lo n g er  than h ers did. Ironically, that thought 
w ra p s m e  in com fort like a  soft d ow n  b lanket, and  lu lls m e  to  
s le e p  a lo n g  w ith p ro m ises  o f  th e  R esurrection  and  th e  Sacred  
Heart that n o w  m arks th e  sp ot on  m y b od y  that d ied  a lon g  
w ith her.
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K r i s t y  G o n z a l e z

w h en  I w a k e  up w ill y o u  b e  g o n e?
w ill you r  scen t still linger in m y  m ind?
w ill I still fe e l y o u r  touch clinging to  m y  sicin?
w ill th e  m e r e  thou ght o f  y o u  still ign ite m y  n erv es?
I w an t y o u  g o n e , but th ere 's  a  reco llection  o f  y o u  
that's left an  im print on  m y  so u l  
oh  g o d , I can't se t  y o u  free
but o h , w h a t a  w a y  to  g o , w ith y o u  haunting m y  e v e r y  b reath , m y  e v e r y  step
but w h at I w ou ld  g iv e  for just o n e  m o re  ta ste , just o n e  m o re  trace  o f  th e  sin  o f  y o u r  lips
I w a n t to  drow n . Just o n e  m o re  tim e
I w a n t to  b e  lo st in y o u r  em b ra ce , d e stro y  m y se lf  Just o n c e  m o re , 
touch m e  an d  listen  to  m y  in s id es c o m e  a liv e  an d  d ie  a ll in th e  s a m e  instant, 
run y o u r  fin gers a lo n g  m y  skin an d  fe e l its w arm th  w h ile  y o u 're  freez in g  m e  in sid e , 
y o u  m ight h a v e  brought su ch  joy  in a n o th er  Ufe, but n o w  y o u 'v e  m a d e  m e  num b.
I try to  c o m e  a liv e  in th e  e c s ta c y  o f  p a in , but I dm  to o  far g o n e  
I o n ly  w an t th e  th ings that hurt m e , b e c a u se  I can  fo o l m y se lf  into thinking I'm a liv e .
I w a n t y o u  to  find m e  o n e  d a y , p erh a p s in a  m o te l in M em phis, o r  R eno
w e 'll h ap p en  to  run into e a c h  o th er
w e'll m ak e  in sa n e ly  p a ss io n a te  an d  em p ty  lo v e
just o n c e  m o re , le t m e  b e  su b m erg ed
o n e  last m em o ry  b efo re  th e  s la te 's  w ip ed  c lea n

Seething
S eeth in g
A n gry
W an t to  start sw in g in  a t  'em
B reath ing
H ea v y
E xh austed  from  th in k in g  b ou t it

I w a n t to  fe e l  m y  fist
a g a in s t  th e  fle sh  th a t started  th is
I w a n t to  b a sh  it in
a n d  ta k e  n o  rest from  s in ...
I w a n t to , I w a n t to  
I w a n t to  scr jeeeea a a a a a m !

S eeth in g
irate
C an’t carry  th is a n y m o r e
B leed in g
in sa n e
I fe e l d e fe a te d , n ot so  su r e ...  
g o n n a  ~ sn a p , g o n n a  -  sn a p .. .  
g o n n a  s n a a a a a a a a a a a a p !

b y  D e n a  V e n t r u d o

I w a n t  to  d estro y  
I w a n t  to  cry  
B lood lust, b lood lu st 
so m e tim e s  ^
I w a n t  to  d ie f

S ee th in g
A n g ry
W an t to  start sw in g in ’ a t  'em
B reath ing
H ea v y
E xhausted  from  th in k in g  ‘b ou t it.. 
M y fa c e  is w e t ,  
m y  sk in  is h o t, 
m y  fist is c len ch ed  
m y  e y e s  a r e  sh o t 
I can n ot s le e p  
I ca n n o t s le e p  
I can n ot s le e p !

a n d  I’ll d o  it a ll a g a in  tom orrow .

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 
is bubbling over again 
and i feel greater than before 
but i know 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 i really fear 
but can t wait to gain 
and feel the air around my mind 
and hear my voice in the third person 
and detach from my big bright dream 
of a superimposed reality 
that's nothing like the rock bottom i sought 
and i want a legacy 
and i want an epiphany 
and i want a breakthrough
and all i really want is to find a place to call my own 
to find a home
but solitude is your humble abode girl 
so don't tell me what he's done to you 
don't tell me all those lies were true

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 
i might just jump feet first

a w a y B y
K r i s t y
G o n z a l e z

cause i've got my manolo blahniks on this time 
'cause i want to be submerged 
i need my time to come 
i want to feel the quiet 
i need my little fortress 
i want to be a super man 
i need to be alone...........

|The blanket came up over my head,
I can't hear anything.
Pitching: Roger Clemens, Batting: Mookie Wilson. 
The first pitch came with a crash downstairs.

The pillow came up over my head,
I can't hear anything.
Wilson singles; at first, steals.
Thrown out like the darkness in my room as the hall 

light creeps in.

Your hands came up over my head.
Chin music, chin music, chin music.

The pillow came down over my head,
I can hear everything- 
even the tears diving off your bruised face, 

splashing my bed.

Caught
Stealing

by Calvin Simpson d y
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"... th e  w orld  w ill a lw a y s  w e lc o m e  lo v e r s ...”
THE BIG DANCE SOUND 

DANCE... DANCE... DANCE...
...KEEP ON DANCIN'...

Shuffling through difficult m ath and  sc ie n c e  c la s s e s  and ex a m s , a  w eel< o f  sch o o l 
finally  com ing to an en d . Off to  th e  Friday night d a n ce  at OLA or Saint A nselm . 
Su n d ay  night it w a s  OLA or th e  tw e n ty -f iv e  and  o v er  club at OLPH. Saturday night it 
w a s  e ith er  a  " h ou se  party," a  trip to o n e  o f th e  sm a ll ca b a re ts  in B ay R idge, Flatbush  
or S h e e p sh e a d  Bay; D ixieland in M anhattan at C entral P laza  or S tu yvesan t Hall.

The b est w a s  th e  S u n d ay  night d a n ce  at OLA. The four p iece  band w ou ld  belt out 
th e tu n es o f Glenn M iller, T om m y D orsey , Jim m y D orsey , B enny G oodm an and  Harry 
Jam es. The d a n ce  o f ch o ice  w a s  e ith er  th e  "Fox Trot" or th e  "Lindy Hop." String o f  
P earls, Sen tim en ta l Journey, M oonlight S eren a d e , M onnlight in V erm ont, In th e  
M ood, The Jersey  B oun ce, S u n set S eren a d e , R oute 6 6 , P en n sy lvan ia  -  6  -  5 -  Oh -  Oh 
-  Oh, M ood Indigo, You M ade M e L ove You (Judy G arland), A nytim e and a s  Time 
G oes By. All the grea t tu n es o f Frank Sinatra, M el T orm e (The V elvet Frog) and  the  
M elton es, Von M onroe, Bing C rosby, H elen O'Connell, The A ndrew  S isters, P eg g y  
L ee, Billie H oliday, Perry C om o, The King C ole Trio, Count B asie , The Pied P ipers and  
T h eM od ern aries .

T hose fe w  hours w ith m uch o f th e  n eig h b o rh o o d  kids and m ost o f you r  c lo s e  cir
c le  o f friends b e c a m e  a  w o n d ro u s tim e, w ith u n p reten tiou s p e o p le . OH YES! OH YES! 
OH YES! Grab that beautifu l d a m se l and  let's Lindy. As th e  n o ise  le v e l r o se  and  
ex c item en t filled th e  room , th e  d azzlin g  m u lti-co lo red  lights p lay ied  on th e  ceiling , 
w a lls  and floor. The vibration  o f e v e r y o n e  dan cing , th e  sou n d  vibrating from  e v e r y  
corner, th e  din o f lau gh ter  and talk ing. The v o r tex  o f th e  w hirlw ind  in haled  you r  
v ery  being; d raw ing yo u  up, up, up, h igh er and  h igh er. M ove o v er  Jackson I'm 
dancin'; in and out, out and in, un der and over; o v er  and  under, jum ping, skipping, 
stom p in g , slid ing and "jivin'." Fox Trot till yo u  flop; Lindy hop  till yo u  drop; "cut a  
rug," I'm out o f breath , I h a v e  to rest.

That girl look s like G ene T ierney. I'll a sk  her to  d a n ce . S o m e  "ribbing" yo u  w ou ld  
h a v e  to en d u re  w h en  sh e  sa id , "No, thanks."  That NO lo o m ed  la rg e  and u su a lly  p ro 
d u ced  a  b e e f  red face; h o w ev er , on to th e  next c h a llen g e . In th e  m a z e  o f jeerin g  and  
lau ghter yo u  tried a ga in . In the m idst o f this u p h ea v a l th ere  w a s  that qu iet tim e  
in sid e  you r  m ind, b o d y  and  heart that w e lc o m e d  th e  w on d erfu l fee lin g  o f c lo s e n e s s  
and  ca m a ra d er ie  that m a y  e s c a p e  yo u  in the future.

The red hot sw in g  tu n es w en t out a s  a  b lu e  v a p o r . The "Big Bands" d isb an d ed  
and their m usic e v a p o ra ted . The old  tim e cro o n ers  and  sultry fe m a le  s in g ers  fo l
lo w ed  in th e  step s  o f th e  "Big B ands." The " e leva tor  m usic" and  D oo-W ap  en tered  in 
a  m ilky w h ite  foam , sort o f ob scu red , not e a s ily  d istin gu ish ab le  or d efin ed . S low ly  
th e  so  ca lled  " new  age"  o f dan cing  d om in ated  th e  o ld . I s a y  "so called"  b e c a u se  a s  
a n y  old  co d g er  can  tell yo u  th ere  is no fee lin g  like th e  fee lin g  o f h old ing a  girl in you r  
arm s, w hirling aroun d  a  d a n ce  floor say in g , "Hi, m y  n a m e  is Frank... w h a t high  
sch o o l d o  yo u  g o  to?"... and off yo u  g o  w ith a  girl in you r  arm s on  a  m a g ica l a d v e n 
ture to a  distant star.

B y  F r a n k  
( f i t z i m p )  

I m p e r a t o
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The su b w a y  cars w e r e  u su a lly  
sw a m p ed  with com m u ters during  
m orning rush hour. I w a s  lucky en ou gh  
that d a y  to find a  car practically  em pty . I 
took it a s  a b lessin g  and sn atch ed  a 
com fortab le  se a t  by th e  w in d ow . The 
tu nnels w e r e  dark and d ep ress in g . The 
on ly  th ings o f an y  in terest w e r e  so m e  
steam in g  se w e r  p ip es, and th e  o c c a 
sio n a l rat - -  if you r e y e s  w e r e  quick  
en o u g h  to d etect it. But h o w  could  a n y 
bod y  m iss th o se  verm in? They w e r e  the  
s ize  o f ord inary h o u se  cats.

I hadn't noticed  her at first, but I did 
take notice a s  sh e  d rew  c lo ser  in m y  
direction . The w o m a n  w a s  sickly thin.

with sh red d ed  rags, or m a y b e  it w a s  her  
cloth ing. It w a s  o b v io u s sh e  w a s  p reg 
nant b e c a u se  o f her p erfectly  round, 
protruding a b d o m en . A sign  w ith so m e  
w riting scra w led  a cro ss  it d an g led  
lim ply on the s id e  o f th e  stroller . She  
m u st've m a d e  it h er se lf  from  a p iece  o f 
card board . It read  co n c ise ly  in bold  
marker: 'I'm hungry, pregn ant, and  
h o m e le ss . P le a se  help .'

"I'm sorry  to interrupt you r  p eacefu l 
ride," her h o a r se  v o ic e  w a s  trem bling, 
"but if I cou ld  h a v e  a  m om en t o f you r  
tim e. I don't m ean  to b e  rude, but I'm 
v ery  hungry. I know  y o u  a re  all v ery  
bu sy  p e o p le  and the sight o f m e  is p ro b -

S he m u st've b een  in her la te  tw en ties, 
but her w orn , decrep it fa ce  m a d e  her  
look  tw ice  a s  o ld . S he w o r e  a  ra g g ed y  
o ra n g e  w inter coat, and un dern eath  a  
sky b lue d ress  w ith pink frills around the  
collar. The w h ite  tenn is sh o e s  on her fee t  
w e r e  dirty and torn at th e  so le s . Her 
eb o n y , stra w -lik e  hair hung strait and  
m o tio n less  a s  sh e  s lu gg ish ly  pu sh ed  a  
tattered  b ab y  stroller . In p la ce  o f a  baby, 
sh e  had a  la rg e  black g a rb a g e  bag filled

E n r i q u e  I n o c e n t e

ab ly  d ep ress in g , but, p le a se , I n eed  you r  
help . I've just b een  ev ic ted  from  m y  
h o m e a n d 've  b een  s leep in g  on th e  dirty 
stree ts  for w e e k s . The h o m e le s s  sh e lters  
h ere  in the city a re  d a n g ero u s p la ces  
and th ere 's n ev er  a  g u a ra n tee  I w on't be  
rob bed , b ea ten  or e v e n  w o r se . T here's 
rea lly  no p lace ...,"  th e  d eca y in g  w o m a n  
b eg a n  choking back tears . " P lease , if 
y o u  h a v e  a n y  extra  food , or sp a re  
ch a n g e  I w ou ld  rea lly  a p p rec ia te  it."

S he had an  odd  E uropean accen t. I 
tried to p la ce  her nationality , but co u ld 
n't quite figure it out. W h atever  country  
sh e  hailed  from  certa in ly  didn't h a v e  a  
sun . Her skin w a s  p a le  w h ite , like milk, 
and her w ilted  and d ea d  je t-b la ck  hair 
d rap ed  o v er  her sh o u ld ers.

"A p en n y , n ickel, d im e,"  th e  w o m a n  
b e g g e d , "anything yo u  can spare."

S he look ed  to th e  p a sse n g e r s  for an  
offering, but w a s  sh u n n ed  at e v e r y  turn.
I couldn't help  but fe e l sorry  for her. I 
had thirty d o llars on m e. I though t five  
d o llars w ou ld  h a v e  b een  a  d ecen t  
am ou n t o f cash  to contribute, but then  I 
rea lized  I had all m y m o n e y  in ten  dollar  
bills. I w a n ted  to lend  a  hand , but ten  
d o llars w a s  a  bit m uch to just g iv e  a w a y . 
B esid es , m y  a llo w a n c e  w a s  o n ly  forty  
d o llars a  w e e k . I had a lrea d y  w a ste d  ten  
dollars, and n e e d e d  to stretch w h at w a s  
left for th e  next co u p le  o f d ays.

Then I thought, "M a yb e  I c o u ld  g iv e  
h e r  th e  te n  d o lla r  b ill, a n d  th e n  asi< i f  s h e  
h a d  fiv e  d o lla rs  in  c h a n g e . S h e 'd  b e  fiv e  
d o lla rs  r ic h e r  e ith e r  w a y , r ig h t? "

"Anything you  can sp are ,"  sh e  b e l
lo w ed  aga in  a s  sh e  w a n d ered  dow n  th e  
a is le .

I don't kn ow  w h at p o s s e s s e d  m e  to  
think o f such  a  sc h e m e . I'd h a v e  to b e  
s o m e  ta c tle ss  son  o f a  bitch to actu a lly  
g o  ab ou t ask ing  a  h o m e le s s  w o m a n  
ch a n g e  for a  ten . I w a n ted  to help , I r e a l
ly did, but I didn't w a n t to g iv e  a w a y  a  
third o f m y  a llo w a n c e .

W e locked  e y e s  for an instant a s  sh e  
p lod d ed  dow n  th e  a is le . Her fa ce  w a s  
p asty  and  m a ln ou rish ed . Dark c irc les  
e n c lo se d  her traum atic b lu e  e y e s . My 
v e r y  co re  w a s  b e s ie g e d  by an in ten se  
pity. I w a s  left hop ing that the oth er  p a s 
se n g e r s  w ou ld  b e  g e n e r o u s  en o u g h  to  
contribute s in ce  I w a s  so  reluctant. 
N ob ody d on ated  a  d a m n ed  thing.

S h e ev en tu a lly  found her p la ce  in the  
corn er o f th e  train and  sa t th ere  a lo n e .  
S h e b eg a n  to ten d er ly  ca r e ss  h er unborn  
child. W ithout a  w ord  or hint, sh e  kicked  
th e  b ab y  stro ller  to its s id e  in a  fury, s o b 
bing thereafter . Out o f curiosity , I turned  
to  sp y  on her. S he ro lled  up o n e  o f her  
s le e v e s  rev ea lin g  h er upper lim b. Red 
m arks resem b lin g  m osq u ito  b ites ran  
a lo n g  th e  v e in s  o f her forearm , and  sh e  
h o v ered  her hand o v er  th e  m in iscu le  
punctures. S h e then  b eg a n  to scratch  her  
arm  sad istica lly , and stop p ed , irritated  
to s e e  th e  m arks still rem a in ed . With her  
thorn like nails, sh e  c la w ed  d e e p e r  into 
her arm  d e sp e r a te ly  trying to tear  the  
so iled  flesh  from  her b o n es .

The oth er  p a ss e n g e r s  g a w k ed  at the  
h o m e le s s  w o m a n , d isturbed  by her  
erratic b eh av ior . All I did w a s  turn a w a y  
from  th e  pitiful sight.

"M a y b e  I s h o u ld 'v e  g iv e n  h e r  th e  te n  
d o lla rs ."

Instead o f stressin g  o v e r  the m atter, I 
c lo sed  m y e y e s  to rest. The w o m a n 's  
w e e p in g  con tinued  to e c h o  in m y skull. 
Her d esp o n d en t cr ies had p h a sed  m y  
m in d -se t  and the thought o f her th or
ou g h ly  d e p r e sse d  m e. I m a d e  an effort 
to forget her. I tried not to care .

"B u t w h y  sh o u ld  I c a re , a n y w a y ?  
W o u ld  s h e  c a re  i f  s h e  w a s  m e , a n d  I w a s  
in  h e r  p o s itio n ?  T he d u m b  b itch  p ro b a b ly  
b ro u g h t it a ll o n  h e r s e lf. M a y b e  s h e  
m a d e  w a y  to o  m a n y  s tu p id  m ista l< es 
a n d  is  r ig h tly  su ffe r in g  fo r  th e m  n o w . 
B e s id e s , I d o n 't l<now h e r . W h y  sh o u ld  I 
e v e n  c a re ? "

As hard a s  I tried to co n v in ce  m yself,
I just couldn't sh a k e  the sym p a th y  I b ore  
for th e  w o m a n . Her sh attered  a p p e a r 
a n ce , and h er haunting cry w e r e  p e r m a 
nently  en to m b ed  in m y m ind. S h e lin 
g ered  in m y brain like a  horrib le in fec
tion.



Jerem y Fein has b een  w riting since 1982. H e  has a live journal on line, w h ich  is avail
able to  th e  public livejournal.com /users/jf1977. T hey're first drafts but they're chug
g ing along. W h e n  Mr. Fein isn't w riting he's p laying th e  on line gam es C ity  o f  Heroes 
and StarW ars G alaxies ‘till h is eyeballs b leed.

B etter  know n as “M iss C herry B lossom s”, K risty  is our resident chain  sm oking  
c ineph ile  and d evoted  w riter extraordinaire. She's currently having an epiphany and  
loves creativ ity  in any way, shape, or form  she can g e t it. Girl. 19. Fell in  love w ith  
th e  w orld.

V i c t o r i a  V „  G u e

V ictoria  V. G ueli is an E nglish  Literature major and hop es to  graduate w ith in  th e  n ext 
tw o years. A  form er journalist for th e Staten  Island A dvance, she has had several o f  
her p oem s published, and plans to  release a self-published  volum e o f  p o etry  and short 
stories in  th e  com in g  year. She is currently a freelance w riter for various pagan maga
zines.

S
C O N T R i a j J T O R S

M a g a z i n e

T A F F

1 have come to the frig h ten in g  conclusion th a t I  am  the decisive element. I t  is m y personal 
approach th a t creates the clim ate. I t  is m y da ily m ood th a t m akes the w eather I  possess trem en
dous p o w er to m ake life  m iserable or joyous. I  can be a too l o f  torture or an instrum en t o f  inspi
ration, I  can h um ilia te  or humor, h u rt or heal. In  a ll situations, i t  is m y response th a t decides 
w hether a crisis is escalated or de-escalated, an d  a person is hum anized  or de-hum anized. I f  w e 
trea t people as they are, w e m ake them  worse. I f  w e trea t people as they ought to be, w e help them  
become w h a t they are capable o f  becom ing " - Goethe

Jenn  H erm us, 22. B iggest artistic accom plishm ents: artw ork in  Shadow  A rch ives 
Council: B ook o f  M a teria  M agica, Serpentine 2002-2003, b e in g  ch osen  to  speak for 
th e  English  D ep artm en t at th e  2004 C o m m en cem en t (ta-ta U ndergraduate life, it  has 
b een  an arduous road but I enjoyed th e  adventure!)

A l b e r t  H e r r e r a

A lbert H errera is a full tim e stu d en t at C SI and in tends to  recieve h is associates by  
th e  end  o f  th is year. H e  has no in ten d ed  major at th is p o in t in  tim e. A lbert has also  
had p o em s p ublished  in  o th er  sm all publications.
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Enrique In ocen te  stud ied  an im ation  at th e  H igh  School o f  A rt and D esign  and is cur
rently  m ajoring in  Journalism  at th e  C ollege o f  Staten  Island. H e  is a publication  
w hore and has b een  published  in  all C SI publications, A lw a ys A  Woman because
th ey  never publish. H e's th e  C om ics E ditor for The B anner and is the on ly  reason that 
sec tio n  still ex ists today. Enrique also likes rainy days, Coldplay, and long w alks (but 
on ly  because he can't afford to  take th e  bus).

P e t e r  R  M a r s h

Peter R. M arsh is th e  current ed itor in  C h ie f o f  Serpentine M agazine. H e is an English  
M ajor at th e  C ollege, and is also th e  Founder and P resident o f  th e  S.I. W riters group. 
H e has had a ten  m inute play produced  by th e  Sundog theater group, and has had a 
half a dozen  o f  h is p oem s published.

i e v i n  S .  M a m a k a s

K evin S. M am akas is about to  start his junior year at C SI. H e  is currently an English  
W riting M ajor and just starting to  publish som e o f  his poem s. H e  hop es that he can  
publish  som e n on -fic tio n  articles, a b ook  o f  poem s, and an h istorical-fantasy-fiction  
type b ook  in  the future.

C h r i s t i n e  M c A l e e r

C hristine M cA leer has readm itted  h erse lf in to  the co llege as a P sychology  major. She 
hop es to  be w orking in a school, gu id ing and help in g  children  in the future. Several 
o f  her earlier p oem s w ere published. For n ow  she just likes to  live life on e day at a 
tim e.

JessaShoutB aby (Jessica M arie M endez): Som e say there's a fm e line b etw een  genius  
and m adness. W riting keeps m e from  erring on  th e  side o f  insanity to o  o ften . A s Erica  
Jon g says, "Only by go in g  insane on  the page can you find sanity and seren ity  in life." 
A nd for all o f  th ose  w h o  like calling m e a B itch: "I like to  look  good , that m akes m e  
a tease. I like to  eat, that m akes m e a pig. I like to  get off, that m akes m e a slut. I like 
to  be treated  w ith  respect, th at m akes m e a m an-hating dyke. Trust m e, I have no  
problem  b ein g  labeled  a bitch."—A nonym ous
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P a t r i c k  M o n t e r o

Patrick M ontero  first began his art career at th e  A rt Lab in Snug Harbor. H e  a ttend
ed  th e  H igh  Sch oo l o f  A rt & D esig n  in  m id -tow n  M anhattan w here he m ajored in  
architecture and stud io  art. H e  has a ttended  F.I.T. for in tim ate apparel and has 
earned certificates in architecture, interior design, 3-D  design, and life drawing from  
N .Y .I .T  and C opper U n ion  respectively. H e  has also com p leted  a tw o-year appren
ticesh ip  w ith  Louis Ruiz as a stained-glass artist. Patrick is currently th e  A rt D irector  
for The B anner and Serpentine M agazine.

“I ask m y se lf d oes anyone ever talk to  h im se lf th e  w ay I do? I ask m yse lf i f  there isn ’t 
som eth in g  w rong w ith  m e. T h e  on ly  con clu sion  I can com e to  is th a t I  am  d ijferen t. 
A nd th a t’s a very grave m atter, v iew  it h ow  you  w ill.” -H en ry  M iller

J e n n i f e r  IV.

M y photographs capture m y p ercep tion  o f  th e w orld in  a particular m om en t o f  tim e. 
L ook ing  back at th em  allows m e to  relive th e  exp erience, fee l the em o tio n  and go  to  
th e  state o f  m ind I w as in. W h e n  others can go there too , th en  the p icture w as suc
cessful.

C hristian  N ico lau  is a p o et, a w riter and a designer. H e likes to  th ink  that his style o f  
w riting is inspired  by beam s o f  radiation b ouncin g  o f f  satellites in outerspace.

E l i z a b e t h  A o  O ' R o u r k e

E lizabeth  O 'R ourke is a freshm an at th e  C ollege o f  Staten  Island. She enjoys reading 
and w riting and h op es to  pursue a career in  ed itin g  or journalism

J h o n  S i n g

Jh o n  S ingleton  is a p oet, vocalist/songw riter, and prose w riter w ho has earned a BA  
in  A rt H isto ry  M A  in Liberal Studies, and is com p letin g  a M A  in English. H e  is cur
rently th e  founder o f  th e  N e w  Jersey based  gay/bisexual w riting group called W rite  
On! H e  has published  p oem s and short stories in a couple o f  m agazines and is releas
ing a free pam phlet o f  h is tour de force m an ifesto  (S itua tion ism ) on  the creative  
p rocess com in g  to  a cam pus cen ter (C SI, JC SU , & Rutgers) th is 2004 Sum m er/Fall. 
H e is currently w orking on  his first b ook  o f  poetry.

C h r i s t i a n  T u b i t o

C hristian  T ubito  is a JournaHsm major at the college. H e  w ill be receiving h is associ
ates degree at th e end  o f  th e  sem ester. H e  has publish ed  p oem s, and in tends to  cre
ate an an th ology  o f  p oem s w ritten  by co llege stu dents across th e  coun try
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