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Submission Guidelines:

Caesura, a literary magazine forum for students, welcomes poetry, fiction, 
plays, and creative non-fiction that relate in the craft or writing. Submissions 
should be sent to;

GaesuraEditorInChief@gmail.com

Writers will be informed of our decision within two weeks of receiving their 
submission.

What docs ‘caesura’ mean?

This is the first question we are asked when talking about our journal. As 
with most good questions, this one has more than one answer.

caesLua noun, plural cae*su*ra [sa-zhoor-a, sa-zhoorae]
1. Prosody. A break, esp. a sense j^ause, usually near Uie middle of a verse, 
and marked in scansion by double vertical line, as in:

2. A division made by the ending of word within a foot, or sometimes at the 
end of a foot, esp. in certain recognized places near the middle of a verse.

We at caesura hold the principle that to pause is to consider. For jjoth the 
writer and the reader, these pauses seive as more than breaks in speech; they 
are also where the writer and reader consider the words that precede the 
caesura and prepare to relate them to the words that follow.

mailto:GaesuraEditorInChief@gmail.com


C A E s g , ^ 4 :

Poetry
Monette Anderson

I Do 69
Daren Bastedo

K onstantinc 07
Us
C orridor in liie Asylum 
Be

Annanda Candrilli
Failing ()H

Rhagina Chisolm
A nolhcr Som ebodies D addy 2 I

Maria DiLorenzo
H eart Failure 26
Shi'inlv 

Laura Fabrizio
M asnavi D ream s 18

Chelsea Gendvil
T he C url o l'a  H air 78
T h e  R ed M inutes 

Ron Jimenia
Ars Poetiea 46
Pay W h at’s M ost D ear 

C. C. Haynes
O n R elating 24

Spiridoula Karagiannis
T he Penitent M agdelen Ck^orges 82
D ark Side of the M oon 

Alison Langleiben
College Party C ode C onduct 30
A tlanta after the fated bu rn t sdck...

Lori Lovaglio



C haser 62
H abit 

Megan Moriarty
Fishing Boat 12
M irror
D ea th ’s W hether Basket 

Elizabeth Murphy
M y D addy Lies 66

Casey R. Troeller
Bin H ooker 90
O nly  H ere and  N ow is R eal

Fiction
Margaret Harper

M em oir o f an Ex-Prostitute 85
“Ju s t D o I t”

Patricia Kosa
Cliche 51

Alexandra Porto
Focusing on the B ackdrop 10

Salvatore Tarantola
T h e  N ew sstand 71

Nonfiction
Kathryn Hennessy

Big Bullies 14

Drama
Monette Grajo

C uriosity Ate H er C at 33

Photography
Alexandra Porto

Pottery Shop 50
Michael Diaz

Peruvian President's Office 65
Jennifer Fitzgerald

T h e  G reat P y ram id  20





Daren Bastedo

Konstantine

'That cocaine drij) m oping, 
slick, inside my throat. A 
taste like liqtiid metal that 
you called “delicious.”
M y llypaper m ind, blue 
ego, lead me there, l l i e  
blade beside the dirty 
twenty, coiled into a nose straw, 
its tij) soaked with your nostrils’ 
tears. S tood above you, your 
head  hovered over the oversized 
m irror, face up on the red-stained 
grey carpet cushioning your 
bare knees. Saw the o ther you, 
bleeding into my eyes, your 
face fram ed betw een the lines, 
d ry in g  for your habit, I 
inhabited  it. W e got fucked up 
And lucked, lucky to be in love. 
W e blew it all ciuick, then you 
let the dealers dick blow 
its load in your m outh 
for ano ther ball. H ow  quick 
can lovers fall. Y our Freon 
body, lips as blue as your nails, 
that last fix
O nly the swaying grass, m ourn ing  
sparrow s heard  me sing the 
requiem . Will I visit your 
grave? miss the concave of
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your clavicle? save Uie clirL 
above you from the bugs? 
T he  drugs. D am n the drugs.

Us

W e were
pollen in springtim e, I tried to 
collect us, bottle us 
up. Instead the dust 
o f us dispersed like 
cliques in H igh School.

You sm eared
rum ors to the family folk, broke 
the yolk that bound  us. I ’ve burned  
the p ap er m em ories, fell asleep 
counting the trees
that bled for H allm ark’s sa|3. Poured

bleach into 
the basin of
my long-term  m em ory. I once touched 
your fangs, dart sharj). Pierced my 
knuckle’s sheath like spears 
in sharks. W e used to rem ain inside

each other,
our thighs perspiring  like 
l)eer bottles’ skin. W hat I’d give 
now to use 
you like you use 
your vibrator.



Corridor in the Asylum

Pain is a penance for my thoughts, 
vaulting themselves off steep cliffs. 
Bleakness. T h e  stranger exits stage 
left, a room  for his hand  to graze his 
w hore’s hare  breast. I d ream  of 
dream ing  o f a night w here stars 
bleed their glow like milk.

Be

I w ant you to be the beam s inside the page, 
illum inate each word woven, 
each letter unseam ed, a heartbeat.

Be a G odhand , touch everything.
A phantasm , orgasm  for ail organism s.
C ut open the sky, its blood floods the living.

Be H am le t’s lips mid-soliloquy, and  his 
audience, their eyes open curtains 
clraj^ed in tragedy.

Be true love m ade, a club 
for eveiy spade, be 
shelter for shade.

Be the impossible, a fortune 
for each “x” on the calendar, 
a lifetime of luxury.

Be w hat I cannot m ake you.
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Alexandra Porto

Focusing on the Backdrop

M y eyes scan the room ; it is painted  a tainted, yellowed white. 
She liad called it Eggshell. I think it’s actually Manila. I stare up at her 
I'ramed degree, “Dr. Lucille Benikov C olum bia, 2004.” I ’ve seen it 
hundreds oi times. Still, w henever my m ind w anders, w henever I 
blank out com pletely, it is always her degree that I locus on. It is as 
though my subconscious is overcom e by a desire to check her 
credentials just one m ore time. H er voice j)lays like a backdrop to this 
setting, like the honking liorns o f city tralTlc I can lall aslec]) to at 
night. It m ay sound presum ptuous, but I feel I no longer have to 
listen in order to hear w h a t’s being said.

She l)clieves I am in a deep depression, even tells me she 
knows exactly how I feel. “W e all go through it at one point or 
a n o th e r” she says, “feels like you’re drow ning and  you d o n ’t know 
how to swim. D eeper and  deeper into the w ater you go.” I fuck with 
her, point out that w ater is also a fundam ental source o f life, tell her 
that I am  not drow ning because I am  too depressed to consider myself 
a]:>art ol the “circle ol life.” T his is w hen she takes out her M ont 
Blanc, turns the notej^ad inw ard tow ard her chest and writes 
carefully, glancing up every now and  then to m ake sure her m otions 
have not gone by unnoticed. W hen she does it this time, I laugh. I’ve 
blanked out again, p ictured  her m adly scribbling “C R A Z Y ” on her 
no tepad  and  turn ing  it a round  to stick the label in my face; I wish 
she’d do this instead. T he  thought makes me insanely happy. H er 
calm , calculated m otions stir my em otions m ore than anyth ing  else.

O u r weekly dates d o n ’t seem to be helping. She actually makes 
m e think I am crazy som etim es. But I ’ve rationalized the whole 
situadon as a set-up. T hey  try to unhinge the m inds of the sane. W e 
sit in a stale room  on opposing sides. She sits in a high-perched 
leather swivel chair, and  I in a musty brow n sofa, which lacks a back. 
Basically, I am  being forced to lie down while she hovers above me.



scrutinizing my every move. She enters the room  smiling, gives m e a 
kiss on the cheek hello (I d o n ’t even kiss my friends hello). T h en  she 
prom ptly  sits in her chair, tells m e to “get com fortable” and  asks, 
“W hat is on your m ind?” Last M onday , I told her I was w ondering if 
her chair was m ore com fortable than the couch. She hesitated; I 
figured it w ould throw  her off balance, if she d id n ’t offer m e the chair 
her friendly-gig was up. But if she did then it would m ean 
relinquishing her power. H er answ er cam e in the form  o f a quesrion: 
“W hy? Is it because you are uncom fortable?” I m ade the mistake of 
saying “No, just curious” T h en  she inform ed I was avoiding my 
thoughts by focusing on my surroundings instead.

l l i i s  is the problem  with psychologists; they have a way of 
flipping situations in their favor, a way o f saying one simple statem ent 
that is so dead-on it makes you forget about the hundred  o ther things 
they’ve said which forced you to stare at their degree in the first place. 
I tell myself that next week is my week, my week to be in control. 
M ondays pass, and  I feel as though I am  actually losing control, just 
waiting, w aiting and  staring. I ’m laying on a brow n couch, staring at 
a m anila wall, a fram ed piece of paper, and a smiling w om an. I w ant 
to tell her it’s not w ater— m ore like cem ent.
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Megan Moriarty

Fishing Boat

I t’s anchored  piteously, a tack on N eptune's bulletin board, 
christened Flam Jane years ago for lack of received com plim ents.

T he  captain steers his geriatric vessel 
past buoys and  stealth bom ber seagulls,
like a m an would push a shopping cart through Uie frozen aisle, 
hall-assedly in search o f pork chops.

O n stagnant nights, tiie waters are sm okestack black.
T h e  crew rolls stale tobacco,
passes a round  whiskey, cites m em ories o f soft wom en.

T h e  ocean is a wide, gaping m outh  
that pulls the world in w hen it breathes.

H er lloorboards creak; the m en laugh, exposing their sandpaj)cr 
teeth.

M irror

Bridget was obsessed with celebrity teeth: 
gapless and  white like hospital sheets, 
bags ol cotton, young snow owls.

She would refuse to eat,
avoid her friends, listen to the rain's
glum jukebox. She dolled herself up



with polka-dol hair clips,
and  ignored die zom bie in die m irror.
T he  aphid  eyes, the restless bones,

the scarred, old skin tha t crum pled 
like heads o f lettuce in the sun.

D eath’s W hether Basket

W hen he cam e to the neighborhood, 
soot-eyed and greased to his bones, 
the houses were w arm ed with cat gossip.
T hey  hissed their suspicions over m orning lounges 
in the m ullled flower beds.

He m ade a nest in M rs. C am pbell’s w eather basket, 
w atched her hang her blouses out to dry in the yard, 
clothespins stuck in her tim ew orn m outh.

H e hobbled through the drooping laundry, 
with his slack-jawed beak and  his runny  feathers, 
while M rs. C am pbell trim m ed the rosebushes.

Now jacket w eather crawls into the cul-de-sacs.
'The trees stretch their l)ony appendages 
and shake off the adam an t leaves.

N eighbors iron shirts, toilet train  their children, 
finish crossword puzzles.
Î’hey all walk quickly past the b ird in M rs. C am pbell’s yard 

with the crooked, end-all stare. You grow old in his eyes.

caesura 13



Kathryn Hennessy

Big Bullies

1 he dccrepil halls smelled like soup and mildew as our class 
left the double period ol biology. VVe were headed nol loo far down 
the hall to the com puter lab ib r our linal period before km ch, but 
since our small all girls high school shared room s with the equally 
small elem entary  school, we had to wait outside the door. O u r class, 
not a lavorite with the establishm ent, had tiied to kec]) (|uiet because 
the principal’s oHice was just across the hall, and  none of us w anted to 
hear the preachy tirades o( Miss Bricker. She w obbled like a penguin, 
had  b reath  like old eggs, and  the physic(ue of a retired nun, but any 
fear we had for her w ent out the w indow w hen Lacey’s hybrid Steve 
U rkel-Fran Drescher-like voice shrieked out, “C heck out the fatty!” 
O u r attention was gral^bed.

T he  girls closest to Lticey sciuished themselves into the 
doorw ay and began to cackle, “S he’s on two chairs!” T hey  shoved one 
an o th e r’s shoulders and held their stom achs as they giggled; their 
m ouths form ed an ( )  shape and their eyes bugged out o f their heads. 
I hey looked like goldfish. O nly they w eren ’t the ones inside the 

lishbowl.
I m oved forw ard and tried to stand on the tips of my toes to 

peer over my classm ates’ heads, but I cou ldn’t see over the m any 
blond-streaked messy l)uns in front o f me. “H ow  is that possible?” 
Lacey w ondered in disbeliel'. H er voice still had  laughter in it. She 
m oved aside, and  I finally got a look. W hat they said was com pletely 
true.

T he  girl was massive. T h e re ’s no o ther way to put it. She 
looked like the Stay Pulfed M arshm allow  in a blue and  gold C atholic 
school uniform . I d id n ’t have a m irror, but Lm sure my face looked 
like my classmates did a few secounds before. I peered into the room  
to see w here the teacher was. She was over in the co rner yelling at 
some o ther student abou t their inability to follow the instructions of
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M avis Beacon. T h en  I looked behind  m e to m ake sure no o ther 
teachers were in the hall. “S he’s huge,” I m uttered . M y friend Kelly 
looked over and  nodded. I m oved back a bit. T he  different smells o f 
everyone’s hair gels, sprays, and molds were beginning to m ake me 
nauseous. N ot to m ention the hair tha t was ju st unw ashed.

“How  m uch do you think she weighs?” one of my classmates 
asked, as she faced the open door into the com puter lab. I d id n ’t 
know. 1 d id n ’t even know w here to begin. “Five hundred  pounds,” 
Lacey suggested. N one of us argued. T w o sturdy solid w ooden chairs 
propped  up her body. A thigh on each chair, her legs rem inded  m e of 
m ounds of dough under a navy and  gold tablecloth. I p ictured our 
kitchen table w hen m y m om  w ould bake Irish Soda B read and  wait 
for il to rise. T h e  plaid skirt ju st d raped  over her navy stocking clad 
legs and il all led som ew here under the com puter table. T h e  girl, 
whose i'acc I never saw, sat alm ost rigid the entire dm e we gawked at 
her. She had to hear us; we w eren’t exactly subtle.

A couple of girls continued  to stare and  m ake fun and  tried to 
make their skirts look bigger as m im icked the girl’s actual size. “S he’s 
from the g ram m ar school, so she’s no older than th irteen ,” I 
rem arked to Kelly. “D am n ,” was her only response. I tu rned  my head 
lo look a bit dow n the hall w here the o ther girls, the nerds, the losers, 
the girls who jnit every book in their back pack and  walked tilted to 
one side, stood. T hey  huddled  next to the noisy w ater fountain and  
gave the rest o f us disapproving looks like they were above poking fun 
at peo])le, or m aybe they just disapproved poking fun at people who 
were younger than us. T h e  girl in question, “ The Blob,” as she had 
been dubbed , was only two or three years younger th an  us. I d o n ’t 
think age m attered. O u r whole class talked about the obese babies on 
the Maury Show w ith the same am ount of shock, awe, and  am usem ent, 
including the ones who were indignant abou t the large girl.

1 stood there and  stared through the curtain  o f curled hair 
and zoned out. 1 agreed that the girl was a “fatty” , bu t I was too. I 
w asn’t as heavy as that girl, my uniform  d id n ’t have to be specially 
m ade, just let out a couple of inches, bu t I was obese for m y age and 
height; I should have know n better, bu t as one o f the girls said, “Yo 
M am a’s so fat w hen she was in school she sat next to everybody!” I 
found myself laughing. 1 he girl d id n ’t flinch; still, she had  to hear us. 
'r iie  boy and girl on either side of her squirm ed a little, perhaps they 
felt uncom fortable for her, or m aybe they w anted to laugh too. 
“Jabba the H ut!” I.acey w hispered in that way th a t was still loud and 
echoed in the tiled halls.
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“Excusc me, young ladies! W hat are you doing?” Miss 
Bricker w obbled out o f her den. W e all I'roze, and faced tlie com puter 
lab. “G et in line!” I took one last look at the large girl and moved 
back into place and  averted my eyes. Miss Bricker was like an eclipse: 
you tried not to look directly at it, but you still kind o l'w an ted  to see 
w hat would happen  if you did. I had heard  blindness. I.acey couldn’t 
hold in her laughter and  tried to bite her plum p, over glossed lips, as 
her faced tu rned  red; her head shook with laughter and looked like a 
bobble head on a stick thin fram e. I continued to stare at the wall and 
count which tiles were on the verge of falling off. “ Room  102 doesn’t 
have a class in it. ( io  wait in there until they’re done! ‘R ound  the 
m ulberry bush!” ‘R ound  the m ulberry  bush was her way of m aking 
all the girls go in orderly fashion and in the sam e dirt'ction. W e did an 
abou t face and went over to the o ther side o l'th e  hall and  walked in 
the p roper fashion. As I walked by I looked at the girl one last lime; 
she still h a d n ’t changed her posture. I never saw her after that. H er 
outline and  back are all I ever saw. H er blubbery arm s just hung  from 
her shoulder and  her navy sw eater vest accentuated  liovv large Iier 
back and stom ach was. I w ondered if they had to have it specially 
m ade.

“Yo M a m a ’s so fat when she lays on the beach ])cople yell 
‘Free Willy!”’ Kelly m uttered  right after Miss Bricker left the room  
she corralled us. T he  group of us laughed. “Yo M am a’s so fat when 
she goes to a restauran t she looks at the m enu and goes ‘okay!’” I 
lound that ja b  cam e out o f my own m outh. T h e  class laughed some 
m ore. I laughed with them  and w ondered  why they d id n ’t think it was 
w eird I was m aking a fat joke. 1 only needed one chair, but 1 hung 
over tha t one chair, so m aybe that was the reason; anyone skinnier 
than “T he  Blob” was safe. I w ondered if my classmates m ade fun of 
me behind my back like we were doing to this girl. Perha])s this girl 
had thick skin and  let everything roll right olf. M aybe she grew uj:> in 
a family as twisted as m ine, and “fat ass” was a term  o f endearm ent.

W e all assum ed she ate super-sized meals at M cD(jnalds and  
inhaled chocolate cake in a m atte r o f m inutes, but we never stopped 
to w onder if there was a m edical condition, som ething hereditary. She 
was ju st fat. It was her fault. She had no self-contrcjl w hen it cam e to 
Chips Ahoy! W hen it was hnally time for our class to go into the 
com puter lab we were disajjpointed to find all the chairs back into 
place. T h e  group of us w anted to see w hat the chair looked like after 
she got up. T h e  jokes continued th roughou t the rest o f the day until it 
was tim e to go hom e. I d o n ’t know if the o ther girls went hom e and
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continued to talk about the girl, but I did.
T h a t night at d inner 1 recalled the day’s events to my parents. 

“T his girl was huge!” I explained and  held m y arm s all o f the way out. 
“No, no, no. I ’m not kidding! I insisted when they d id n ’t believe me. I 
took two kitchen chairs and pu t them  side-by-side to dem onstrate. 
“She had m ore rolls than a bakery!” I exclaim ed as I pulled  out my 
lace and  tried to show the rolls. M y folks just shook their heads and 
went about their bu.siness. I looked clown at the chairs I was sitting on 
and  saw 1 w asn’t that far away from  hlling out two chairs, m yself

T he  next clay I w ent to school and  thought everyone would 
be talking about the girl h'om the day before, bu t I was som ew hat 
d isappointed to hnd they w eren’t. T he  day progressed w ithout a word 
from anyone. VVe were up on the second iloor in Spanish class, m id
m orning, when we lieard a loud bang  (the janitor Bruce d ropped  a 
ladder). O u r class was startled and  looked tow ards the door that led to 
the hallway. “Big girl fell,” Lacey w hispered. T h e  group of us 
lauohed.
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Laura Fabrizio

Masnavi Dreams

1 wan I to make a pilgrim age 
to K onya. I said, “/  want lo 
breathe the same air Runii 
once did.'’' He doesn’t know 
who he is, but in the conversations 
I have with mysell, lie knows 
every verse in three languages.

T o  tell you the tru th , I was 
afraid. We d id n ’t share ihe same 
(jod . W henever we exchanged 
lewd fantasies like m arbles 
I w ondered which divine being 
was enraged oi' jovial. Som etim es, 
1 brought up religion like 
the w eather. H e refused to 
listen to tom orrow ’s forecast.
But I still donned  my sunny 
mask.

W e whirled on the bed like 
clothes in a w ashing m achine.
I dutifully lied to my m odier 
that I was in school. I kindly 
lied and  never m ade it to my 
frieiid’s w edding. After a while,
I d id n ’t care if the world knew. 
T h e  gods could have barged in 
with our ancestors, with our body



Even aller he m ade my heart 
spin like a dervish, I still stash 
away his existence from my 
rehg'ious friends. A nd 1 pray 
the barren  wastehind l^etween 
my legs will suddenly bloom.

undressed of shame.
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Rhagina Chisolm

Another Somebody’s Daddy

1
M a daddy was cool
lak da o lha side of da pillow;
he spoiled me rotten
lak cotton candy does teeth;
he took me shopp in’, like every o tha week.
Family photos were done every season lor no reason. 

2
W hat I d id n ’t know den I knows now; 
m a daddy lak dem  young girls.
W ent afta m am a w hen she was fourteen 
M am a d id n ’t; know daddy lak dem  young girls 
until he slept wit her sista who was thirteen.
I d id n ’t know dat day, he was a statutory rapist.
1 jus thought my daddy was m ean, 
push in ’ me out my room  to use my bed.
T knows now he a chile molesta;
Y eah, m am a told me in 2004, 
daddy m olested his girlfriend’s daughta.
It was all m ak in ’ sense now, 
m a daddy lak dem  young girls.
M e and m a sista are young girls,
H e prolly lak us too, il m am a 
d id n ’t get us out in dm e.
Speakin of tim e, he gettin ’ soon.
M ay 30, 2009, m a sista’s birfday.
Daddy, daddy, you sick bastard, Pm llirough,
If  you com e ‘round  here, I prom ise I’ll kill you.

3
Now, I ’m in dis here cell, fa m urda.
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Yeah clat’s right, I killed m a daddy 
lak I prom ised I would.
I say dat with a smile on my face.
W ent back to South C arohna, 
found his S cru lIM cG ru ll lookin’ ass;
I tu rned  da radio up loud,
rolled da clown windows,
so folks could hear m a music,
and  hit the m otha fucka wit m a rental car,
twice! I crushed him in reverse,
then I sat there in the rental car,
laugh in’ undl the cops cam e and got me.
Daddy, I  have had to kill you,
so u d o n ’t Ever do w hat u do.
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‘Tr-y, like some lirst hum an being, to say w hat you see and 

experience and love and  lose.”

Letters to a Young Poet, by R ainer M aria  Rilke
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for Snowman

W e gliost our 

lives’ learning- 

sam e lesson once

A rank G od seed 

seeded in 

roots o f a slillborn

earth  liking 

over a cu p ’s crater 

From  our

thought W e drool 

one dim e /  a whale 

road  distance W e snow

C. C. Haynes

O n Relatingo

one snow D rill one 

drift in footfall 

W e impel the same



love U) season 

out and skidoo 

Eating the same

meal oi'art 

while the secrets ol' 

ovu' body limp

like the o ’clock 

ol'the moon 

We peal same

tangerine to unyoke 

commingling blacks 

W e ’ve lost our

yes fielding 

yards of a 

various color
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Maria DiLorenzo

H eart Failure

Medical journals convince my heai l 
is a I'ailure. H ow  it dribbles against

my chest, a spitball bouncing tireclly 
to stick like sap to a bone ceiling,

collides with o ther vitals. I ’m shocked 
from bed, breath short like small talk

with acc|uaintances, the bland catching 
up, how are you surpasses a m ailm an’s

bored route. M y heart fails like men 
who felt me up beside handball courts.

See them now on avenue N  shit faced 
at l)ars at noon, pum ping  the elderly’s

gas, s trum m ing guitars, strings rusted 
like their cars exterior. This is a routine

checkup. Pressing my ear like a stetho
scope to the street, listening to steps

tapping like my heart  against my rib 
cage, a dance with no rhythm. H eart

swings at my face a small list, same 
fist I knock your door: I ’m avoided
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like debt you owe. II'only a sun would 
tum or in my heart, light up rooms, light

my eigarette. I would ash onto your car 
seat, claim 1 found another thing to love

in this neighborhood, snugly strapped 
around me like a bra buckling me to

your hear t’s lime zone o\'for now.
W e s])lit a pack of W inston’s, dividing

OLU' terms. Whose smoke rings are the 
widest? My heart fails what it used to

know: an abandoned  house’s strij^i^ed 
doors, musty couches, molded ceilings,

milk crates I sat cross legged. A room 
a lot like you, not one comlbrtal)le chair

reclined in your mouth, all space spare, 
too narrow to perch my lips. I used to

love the breaking in, breaking a w indow ’s 
tight lipped expression to shard sneers

grinded from frames like teeth. I want 
to put you back together. Sometimes

throw the same edged rock. Now 
intersections llicked to roadsides Hake

ofrm a]5s along with my hear t’s cheat 
sheet, stomped by your toe steel track.

Bridges raise like brows when 1 leave, 
check points check me (or answers.

Hold my heart to the sky for lansom. 
M oon  in half compresses like gauze
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strips, lets my heart hide in its creases, 
separates heart from w om an all together

Shrink

W hen they thought I wanted to bash my skull 
like a windshield, an accident that leaves a car 
spooning a tree, mow veins like roots beneath

the g round’s wrist, they sent me to therapy.
From that ceiling llower pots hung. M ade me 
think ol'hanging myself to feel breezes cool

as menthol lick my legs, dangling free to knock 
over pictures lined on the desk, framing kids 
I ’ve never met. 1 sat on a leather couch, cushions

tough as combat. I couldn’t sink into arms, wedge 
my head into backrests. T h e  shrink wrenched 
my I^rain. M y m outh  was a broken faucet, dry

of words to invent how I supposedly felt. T h e  crave 
to crawl up into a ball tight as yarn, have her unknot 
me. She noted nothing ol 'm e in that pad she gro])ed

like a cigarette. A gold pen clung to her shirt pocket. 
I was never too interesting, but that had proved it, 
the way a repressed m em ory  is p roof  and reason

for words stuttered. W hy d id n ’t she olfer a tissue?
1 spied the pink box at the corner o l 'her  desk. She 
thought we had a breakthrough like a bulldozer

ram m ing through thin walls. Really, I was olTended. 
She couldn’t lincl a word to scribble of  me implied 
she had no thought o f  me. An alarm beeped time



was up. I was swept out the door like trash littered 
through halls o f  a clean building. I was the violated 
ass of a girl in a mosh pit, crowd surfing my way home.
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Alison Langleiben

College Party Code of Conduct

She is liquor smacked in the face,
tlie death drums o f l iangover in her ears.
She is w ondering how many,
M any beers it took for her to lose her underwear. 
W here is her lace?
R ubbing  purple disc under foggy cam era  lens,
T h e  taste of  too sweet, tooth aching sweet something. 
W hat was that thing in her mouth?
She is scraping herself od’the floor.
Scraping vomit oil'the floor.
W here is her  purse?
W here is her  jacket?
W here is that guy that ejected candy 
Like twenty-live-cent prizes last night?
W here  is h e r . . .u n d e r  the couch.
She is hapjoy, because loneliness is for ugly girls.
Art thou not the loveliest thing? W anted. Taken.
T h ere  is a sad little smirk on her face
as she recovers the condom. W anted. Taken.
She is sad that she d idn ’t catch his num ber, 
but he isn’t her type anyway. Prince H enry 
couldn’t make it. M aybe next time.
She is Hopping on her red leather heels, 
stomping on her childhood.
How  m any drunken slips does it take to fill a guilt?
As she says Fare thee well, my sweet child
to the guy that ran the party
like an ancient ceremonial mania.
Sweet child to the child inside that she wasted.
She is dying just a little every little
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Atlanta after the fated burnt stick

red ste]).

I dare you to heat me.
C om e on slug-o, try and outrun me. 
ril make your head a wile to your torso.
I want you to try to fail to I'alh
They  always look like him at the finish.

T hey  say I am Artemis.
W ould you pray to me alter we’ve hunted?
Adorn me in deer hide and pray to me, like he did? 
You think you have M eleager’s feet?
He wore my b ro the r’s back.

If you w'ant to touch a lender thigh,
Go to town, lind a silly thing you can beat,
T h a t ’ll cook you dinner.
T h a t  your m other will approve of.
A lady with a tilted head and dead eyes.

I’m not what you want.
I can light you, 1 can out-stab,
I can make your muscles shrink w'ith a squint.
I can be the m an and still have you want me, 
Y ou’re eyes all over me, you want me.
W ho ai e you, silly man? I wrested Pelius.
You think that limp muscle means anything to me?

Dare to touch me?
I can crush you with a hug. I want to.
It’s what 1 was raised for.
Y ou’ll never be the m an in the woods.
He was an c(|ual, my Hrst touch oFman.
To touch you, to touch you, Meleager...
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You can never beat firsl love, so why bolher? 
Even il'l wanted love, as 1 have wanted love, 
It was burnt in the llame ol'his mother.
Go comjDete in some other princess’ contest. 
M y lover is dead. Go climb a tower.
Go kiss a com a patient. Go slay something. 
I ’ll skin mysell 'before you touch me.
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M onette 

Curiosity Ate H er Gat

Joan; Almosl 1 7. A freak outside her uber-white sheets. 

Ally: 1 7, Asian. She’s exotic with blue hair.

Setting: A D unk in ’ Donuts store. Jo a n  is sitting alone in school 
unilbrni. A small Chinese Food box on her side. Spotlight on her. She 
is writing while narrating.

J O A N
The story I  want lo tell you has been eating me inside. I t’s nothing but a craving, I  
thought, and that’s that. Just an urge out o f cunosity but I  find myself starving. 
I ’m so hungry. I ’m so hungry I  can eat... (A “M eow ” of a cat is heard.)

(Lights up. Ally enters, the same school uniform. H air  is a mess, 
blouse incompletely l)uttonecl, socks uneven. Jo a n  stops writing and 
watches Ally fuss.)

ALLY
Fm so so sorry. (Digs inside her bag.) Shoot! I left my copy...  (Joan 
pushes her copy closer to Ally.) O h. Ok, let’s get m otherhood over 
with. “My nam e is ‘Write nam e of-’” We have to nam e our egg?!

J O A N
You w anna  combine our name? Joa l ,A llan ... Jason.^

ALLY
N a h h . . .  Let’s skip. (Beat.) “W hen I was growing u p . . . ” (Beat.) Skip. 
“M y favorite color is . . .” (Beat.) This is a stupid homework!
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You can ’t skip questions! W e w on’t fniish. (Beat.) If  your childhood 
were a crayon, which color would it be?

ALLY
Pink.

J O A N
Cute.

ALLY
I hate pink. (Beat.) You?

J O A N
Black and white.

ALLY
Cool, but pick one.

J O A N
It’s not as simple as it looks. (Beat.) I have O C D .

ALLY
Really? W hat do you obsess about?

J O A N
Colors.

ALLY
WhaL about them?

J O A N
I think they’re .. .  (Beat.) dirty.

ALLY
You probably d o n ’t like me because I ’m yellow...

J O A N
I ’m a freak, but not a m em ber  of the K u Klux Klan. (Beat.) I w on’t 
like you if yo u ’re always late.

JO A N
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ALLY
I said F m  sorry!

J O A N
I know. F m  just not very good with waiting. (Pause.) How  sickening is 
your pink?

ALLY
As if Moses m ade a mistake, all the rivers and oceans turned into 
Pepto-Bismol...
(They laugh. Ally opens the Chinese food box, takes the egg out.)

J O A N
Garel'ul.

ALLY
I know. (Carefully toss the egg to her odier hand.)

J O A N
I said careful! T h e  side with Mrs. Jo n e s ’ signature is the face. Y ou’re 
gonna suifocate her!

ALLY
It’s just an egg...

J O A N
Not this week. It says right there. See? Look! (Points at a section on 
die hand  out. Breathes.) (Beat.) C an  you put it back in the box ...  
Please?

ALLY
(Looks for the signature before pu tdng  it in the box.) Do you like kids?

J O A N
W h en  they’re asleep. (Beat.) O r  as eggs.

ALLY
You fmd them cute?
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Sometimes. But they do everything tJiat makes anxious I forget 
they’re cute.

ALLY
1 like them. T h e y ’re .. .  new.

J O A N
If you got knocked up right now, w hat would you do?

ALLY
I would kill myself 
(Lights out. Lights up.)
(Ally and  J o a n  sit across from each other. Jo a n  is peeking inside a 
paper  bag of D unk in ’ Donuts using a straw. Ally plays with a pencil. 
Chinese Food box in between them)

J O A N
Y eah .. .  you can have this...

ALLY
“Benedict”? Why?

J O A N
1 oo political. T h e re ’s a red sprinkle on the side.

ALI.Y
Your turn. D id n ’t you tell them “No sprinkles”?

J O A N
They d id n ’t listen! “Sunny”?

ALLY
No! I ’m starving...

J O A N
Lette...y? (Pushes the paper  bag to Ally.) It’s French Cruller.

ALLY
Thanks. W hy d o n ’t we just  nam e it “ovum ”?

JO A N
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“Caviar!”

ALLY
W hat about “N og”?

J O A N
T h a t ’s almost racist. “K im .”

ALLY
l l i a t ’s line.

J O A N
Kim has a big sister that lends her clothes.

ALLY
A big bro ther that beats up his friends when they check her out.

J O A N
Parents who attend PTA.

ALLY
Both of them.

J O A N
In the sum m er they go on vacations.

ALLY
Disneyland and  the G rand  Canyon.

J O A N
Disneyland in Japan!  (Beat.) She w'ill never be sent to boarding school.

ALLY
O n  her birthday, Uie cake is baked from scratch.

J O A N
N ot from Costco. (Beat.) Vanilla Cake covered widi Chocolate 
Frosting!

JO A N
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ALLY
Barbeque parties at their backyard.

J O A N
S he’s allowed to invite anybody she wants. Even boys.

ALLY
But she can ’t start dating until she’s 18. And she’s not losing her 
virginity until

J O A N
W e can ’t tell her when to lose it! I t ’s hers.

ALLY
W e ’ll tell her abstinence, until you ’re ready, is the way to go.

J O A N
She’s not gonna believe us. H e r  friends will tell her abstinence is just 
an excuse oi people who can ’t get laid. (Beat.) W e can only teach her 
how to protect herself.

ALLY
7>11 her safe sex doesn’t only m ean  tying him on the bed.

J O A N
W e will be understanding parents. Race w ouldn’t matter.

ALLY
But m anners will! (Her phone  starts ringing.) Fuck! I gotta. T om orrow  
w e’ll start the book.

J O A N
W hat book?

ALLY
T h e  album. (Beat.) O f  the family.
(Lights out. Lights up.)

(Spotlight on Jo an .  She’s wearing a white G ym  shirt. Chinese food 
box on her  side. A guitar sits next to her. She’s wridng while 
narrating.)
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To do list: Clean room, check. Masturbate, check. Feed cat, Study for Anatomy, 
check, check. Do Sex. Ed homework with Ally, coming soon. Write a letter to 
parents...{^he. pulls out paper  and  pen.) D ear  Mother and Father, How’s 
Italy? Hope all is well. Pm splendid. Everything is fin e ... I  made a new friend in 
school. Her name is Allison. Elvis Costello wrote a song about a girl named 
Allison... (Starts singing, ‘7  know tins world is killing yo u ... my aim is 
true... “ She rips the page from the notebook. She takes the guitar and 
starts plucking.)

(Lights up. Ally sits across, tinkering on her camera. Jo a n  is still 
plucking her guitar, playing every string 5 times before moving on to 
the next.)

ALLY
\ \ ) u  know, I used to wish I have O C D . . .  (Takes a picture of Joan.)

J O A N
You w anna  be a freak too? (Ally puts the cam era  on a nearby table, 
gets up.)

J O A N
W here  are you going?

ALLY
stand beside you. (Ally opens the Chinese box.)

J O A N
Wait. (She pulls out a family size hand  sanitizer.) Sorry...

ALLY
It’s okay. (Ally squirts on her hand, takes the egg from the box. Puts 
her other arm  a round  J o a n ’s shoulder. Jo a n  looks at the camera, 
frozen. Flash!)

J O A N
1 w anted  to be a po rn  star. (Beat.) Black knee high boots and  white 
sheets.
(They laugh. Jo a n  starts playing “Sun and  M o o n ” .)

JO A N
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ALLY
It’s nice to see you touching an object.

J O A N
Took me 6 years.

ALI.Y
T o  learn how to play?

J O A N
T o  touch a guitar.

ALLY
H ow  long have you been on therapy?

J O A N
Both my parents are psychologists, so almost 17 years. (Beat.) And 
counting. (Beat.) W here  do your parents work?

ALLY
I d o n ’t know. (Beat.) 1 live with some dude who adopted me. (l^uise.)

J O A N
W hen  I was 6 I told my parents I d o n ’t want a dog for Christmas. 
From then on Uiey’ve concluded I will be either a three-time divorcee 
or a pimp. “This is why you have troul)le keeping eye contact. Your 
future relationships are in trouble.”

ALLY
I had a dog but I d o n ’t like eye contact either. It’s too.. .  revealing.

J O A N
M y m om  has blue eyes, and my dad has amber.

ALLY
T h a t ’s w hy...  a cluster o fo ran g e  in Uie middle o l 'your eyes.

J O A N
W hy can ’t it just be black with a little white in the middle? Like 
Mickey Mouse. (Beat.) O r  u m m .. .b ro w n  ones, like yours. LLive you 
picked out the gentleman caller to get jiggy with at the prom?
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ALLY
No. (Beat.) Boys d o n ’t like me.

J O A N
W hy w ouldn’t they??

ALLY
Because I d o n ’t like them. (Beat.) I ’hey seem to be just a bunch o f . . .” 
colors.”

J O A N
Y ou’re into Albinos.

ALLY
No. ( l l iey  laugh.) I like you.

J O A N
U m m .. .  1 like you too. (Beat.) I really like you. (Beat.) I really really 
like you (Beat)... like you.

ALLY
M e t

J O A N
W ould you go to the prom  with me?

ALLY
Really? U m m ...

J O A N
(Panicking.) I d o n ’t w anna  freak you out or anything, you know, we 
get along and I ’ve never really had a girlfrie—  A female friend. O r  
any friend for that matter. A nd you’re funny an d . . .  you have a really 
nice smile...

ALLY
Shh .. .  I ’m trying to think how I’m gonna sneak out in a dress... 
(Pause.)
(They catch each o ther’s eyes, both look away smiling. Pause.)
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Have you ever been kissed?

ALLY
By a door.

J O A N
A person?

ALLY
(Beat.) I d o n ’t w anna  talk about it. (Beat.) You?

JO A N
No. (Beat.)

AI.LY
Gan you play ano ther song for me?
(Joan plays “H ead  over leet”)

ALLY
I love this song!

J O A N
I cheated. 1 saw it playing in your mp3 yesterday. (They laugh. Jo a n  
plays the chorus.)

ALLY
1 haven ’t kissed a girl.
(Lights out. Lights up)
(Spotlight on Joan. She is in schoolgirl uniibrm. She is writing while 
narrating.)

J O A N
Dear Mum and Dad, Fm sorry I  threw the crayons out o f the window back in 1st 
grade. I  thought there were loo many colors. A ll I  needed was black to write on the 
paper and maybe whUe, just because it’s barely a shade. Ihe colors seem to be 
haunting me now. I  met somebody. And I think... I  love... her. Yes, Mum, Dm in 
love with girl. A cunt-owner, somebody with a vajayjay, me gust,a chocha, Mother, 
Dm a box licker! (Beat.) Can one of you, please, please, tell me this is just a stage? 
Is this Oedipal Complex gone wrong? Or maybe my version o f phallus envy? Well, 
how do I  castrate this envy?! (Beat.) What am I  thinking, falling in love with a
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bipedal that bleeds every rnonlh? Is my own FM S not enough that 1 want more? 
(Beat.) Oh my God, i f  I die tomorrow my tomb is gonna say, “Loving daughter, 
ccmng friend, and a ngid m uff diver!” (Pause.) P. S. Pm doomed and Pm. loving it. 
(Lighls up. Ally enters in schoolgirl unilbrm. She is wearing shades 
and a hat. She holds the Chinese food box with caudon.)

I c an ’t stay too long. 

I ’ll see you tomorrow?

ALLY

J O A N

ALLY
I w on’t he in class. H e re ’s the photo  album. (Pulls a binder from her 
bag, hits the Chinese food box.) Holy Shit! No, no, no, no no!! No! 
(She starts to sob.) (Pause.) She cracked!

J O A N
I might have a tape. M aybe we can still fix her.

ALLY
'The yolk’s seei)ing out. (Beat.) She’s b ro k en . . .(She sobs.) H e found 
your poem. (Ally embraces Joan . H at falls o il  her head, showing short 
hair, unevenly cut.) He said no m an will ever love me. (Joan embraces 
Ally tightly.)
(Lights out. Lights up.)
(Spotlight on Allison. She wears a white halter Chinese dress. H er 
hair is now even. Chinese food box on her side. She reads out load.)

Pd like to blow 
your candle on fire, 

to tame my cat 
that purrs

when you 
spank my words 
with your tongue 

like a p ig 
tailed- 

school m l.
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Doodle, doodle 
with yourJingerlips 
punish this butterfly 

in a crucifix.

I  am this kiss.
Juxtaposition oj orbicularis oris 

under the guarding moon.

A collide 
OJ'lips 
waiting 

For you to 
Miss 

Me. To 
draw the same 

outline

o f breathe when 
we part, 
giving 

chance to our 
tongue.

(Lights up. Joan ciUcrs. She wears long bhick dress and a white sport 
coat. She holds 2 pink carnations corsages.)

J O A N
Lim o’s ou Wow! (Beat.) You look, beautiful.

ALLY
T h an k  you. So do you.

J O A N
H andsom e. (Beat.) L e t’s say goodbye.

(Joan places one corsage on Ally. Jo a n  places one corsage on top of 
the Chinese food box. Ally moves the Chinese food box to another  
table. Both girls’ back lacing the audience.)

ALLY
You w eren ’t just an eg g . ..
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And we thank you.

(Joan holds Ally’s hand  (H and with corsage). Ally rests her head on 
J o a n ’s shoulder.)
(Lights out.)

JO A N

T h e  E n d .
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Ron imenia

Ars Poetica

M y poem  should have 
wrinkly skin to show 
wisdom, your poem  a Hat 
nose so it can read, 
a m outh  to speak 
different languages 
or make a new one.
It should have 
a big head for big ideas, 
and room for bigger 
expectations, flowing 
Vidal Sasson hair, just 
in case they think it sucks it 
still has one beauLilul 
thing for readers to 
ponder  on. A torso, long 
enough to compliment 
the arms and fingers.
Its feet to step on haters’ 
faces, keeping the plump 
legs moving, guiding 
the lively mess written together.
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Pay W hat’s Most Dear

I’m ialling deeper into 
eating breakfast, 
watching T V  just 
enough to preserve 
[my existence.]
No time. T im e for the m orning
commute, riding
sideways, thighs
pressing hard  on
the seat, legs too
short. C a n ’t look
much out the window His h ead ’s
in the way. Young teens in
the back pay your clues, do
not make fun. W hatever PV
poser Just hold your skate
-board  in the mall when it
just rained. Tw o old men
gossip and complain, some hope
to be a hot topic.

After minutes of 
awkwardness, 1 
get out to become 
weird again. As 
soon as I’m in,
I’m bored.
Walking to walk. I walk to walk.
In the room with my peers, I sit 
uncomfortably. “Okay class, solve 
this equation .” C a n ’t solve why I’m 
here why solve that? So I draw 
constantly as if I ’ve been reborn
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after suffering a stroke. M aybe I 
draw to hide. Nope. I ’m just really 
bored. I say ‘I d o n ’t know’ because 
I m ean I d o n ’t know. But she call 
me anyway. I guess my answer.

T en  minutes later, I do 
know. But why now?
Do I have a problem?
Professor calls me to 
solve again. M y name 
is a curse. I get nervous 
every time it is called.
I forgot what she said, 
so I say u m m . ..

C a n ’t handle this anym ore 
so I dream  of liery red 
with long glowing 
feathers, they perch 
on clouds, H ow  do 
they do that? Soar 
a round  lazily, wish 
I could flap my wings 
loud enough to hear. . .
T h e  d re a m ’s over.
I pressed too hard  on 
my arm, it w o n ’t let 
go, leaving me with 
an everlasting sour 
look for quick stares 
to follow.

W hat a creeper. H e scares 
me. I ’m a monster. T oo  much 
in my mind: there’s only one 
jacket left, drawing is half  
done, print shirts, fill orders, 
how mamnda she looks.
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Still in class iiol |)aying 
Yeah, linally over. Everyone 
scurries out like a heid  of 
cattle escaping predators.
I was left. Not good with 
groups, r iie  time I spend 
alone is the time I need to 
see w hat’s most clear. 1 
head out oi'the building 
with no energy left. I’m 
a hungry monster.
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T aken  by Alexandra PorLo



Patricia Kosa 

Cliche

One;
“Ryan honey?” Steven kissed his daugh ter’s forehead lightly. 

“I t’s for the best.” H e glanced over at his wife who was standing in the 
hallway, her hands folded across her chest.

Ryan shrugged. “W hatever.” She pulled her dullle bag next 
to her, the crisp white sheets of her bed wrinkling. “T o  be honest, I 
just d o n ’t carc anym ore .”

Steven shook his head, taking a seat next to his daughter. 
“Stop that, we’re just a phone call away R y.”

Ryan nodded, her head down. “T h a t ’s not the point dad .” 
She ran her hands through her golden locks. “W hy are you guys 
making such a big deal of this, it was what? O ne  time?”

Pam sighed, crouching in front ol her daughter. “Because 
honey, we love you.” She grabl)ed R y a n ’s hands. “A nd we just want 
you to get better.” She smiled at Steven. “Right?”

Ryan clanked at her mother. “M om . D ad .” She rolled her 
eyes. “ I d o n ’t have to stay in this.” She motioned around  the brightly 
lit room. “Shit hole. I t’s too white, and the people smile too much, 
and it smells here.” She sniiled the air. “A n d . . . ”

Pam rose to her feet, grabbing Steven by the arm. “Y ou’ll be 
line R yan .” She smiled wide. “A nd we have to go.” She glanced at 
her watch. “T hey  said fifteen minutes to get you settled, and w e’re 
way over tha t.”

“Fine.” R y a n ’s head hit her pillow with a thud. “Go! Leave 
me here!” She covered hr face with her hands. “You guys d o n ’t love 
m e.”

Steven gave Ryan a sympathetic look, his eyes sparkling as he 
smiled. “W e do love you R yan .”

Ryan nodded, waving her family away blindly. “Liars. If  you 
loved me you w ouldn’t leave me in this place.”

Pam  chuckled, shullling quickly into the hallway. “See you in
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four weeks honey.” Slie dosed  the metal door with a click.
“T hink ol it like a vacation.” Steven tapped the door. “A nice, 

peaceful vacation.”
Ryan uncovered licr eyes. ‘̂Stupid bitch.” She kicked the 

mattress with her heels. “ I hate them .”
“ Rough day.-’” A throaty voice bounced I'rom beiiind a (loral

curtain.
R y an ’s brow lurrowed. “W hat the hell?” she sat up quickly, 

flattening her shirt. “You were here?” She poked the curtain. “1'he 
whole time?”

1 he ciu'tain slid quickly, metal rings clanking, dust lilling the 
air. Sure. 1 he brunette pulled at her bed hncns. “ I was, you know.” 
She looked u]3. “A round .”

Ryan put her head in her hands. “And the day gets better.” 
“Hey!” 1 he bi unette nodded at Ryan. “ It’s no j:>icnic for me 

either D ram a  Qjiieen.” She folded her feet underneath  her body, her 
shirt rising u]) on her back. “As a m atter  o f  fact, I was perfectly ha])j)y 
sleeping with myself.” She shook her head with laughter. “'J'hat came 
out wrong. W hat I mean is . . .”

Ryan scolfed, rolling her eyes at the babbling stranger in the 
next bed. “W ho are you anyway?” She stared into brown eyes.

“Me? W hy?”
Ryan rolled her eyes again, watching the brunette  iold her 

hands in her laj). “Well since I’m stuck with you, I think I should 
know who I’m stuck with. D o n ’t you agree?”

'The stranger nodded. “Sure.”
Ryan nodded, holding out her hand. “ I’m Ryan, Ryan

Harlot.”
“And I.” ^rhe brunette winked. “ Know that already.” She 

smiled coyly. “R em em b er  Ryany Poo, I was here .” She ])ointed to her 
mattress. “T h e  entire time.”

Ryan shook her head, pulling her hand back. “W hat are you 
here for then?” she hugged her folded legs close to her body.

“O ne  question at a time N apoleon .” ^Fhc brunette  chuckled, 
curls bouncing with every movement. “T h e  n a m e ’s Ashley Ashley 
Franks.”

Ryan smiled. “You must be c ra /y  too huh?”
Two:

Let me tell you.” Ashley turned aroimd, slowly walking 
backwards. “You ])icked the best clay to come here Blondie.”

Ryan rolled her eyes. “Could you not call me that?” She
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followed the brunette through the echoing hallway. “M y nam e is 
Ryan, R-Y-A-N, R yan .”

Ashley laughed, “O C D ? ”
“H u h ? ”
Ashley shook her head, pushing open a white door. “I could, 

but w h a t’s the (un in that.” She smirked, “Blondie!”
Ryan threw her hands in the air. “I really hate you.”
“I know.” Ashley pointed. “Anger issues?” She closed the 

door behind her.
“W hat?” Ryan scanned the white tiled room quickly. “This 

place is so.”
Ashley chuckled. “H om ey?” She sat in a black arm chair .”
Ryan walked aimlessly around  the circular setup. “I was 

going to stay creepy.” She tapped the back o f Ashley’s chair. “So how 
long are you here for?”

“Ashley?” A male voice echoed though the room. “She never 
leaves.” He laughed making his way in front of Ashley’s chair.

Ashley rolled her eyes, pushing hersell up oil the chair. “Shut 
it Daniels.” She high lived the pa jam a clad boy. “Nice cows.” She 
pulled at his pants.

“Nice b londe.” H e nudged Ashley’s ribs. “W h ere ’d you find 
her? T h e  bi polar wing?”

Ashley shrugged. “This is.” She snapped her fingers 
vigorously, gazing into R y an ’s blue eyes. “B lo n d . . .”

Ryan shifted uncomfortably. “I ’m R yan .” She grabbed the 
boy’s hand. “And you are?”

“Crazy?” T h e  muscular boy pulled R y a n ’s hand  up and 
clown roughly.

Ryan nodded slowly.
“Nick.” He folded his arms over his chest. “I t’s a litde joke we 

have here. Bui I guess y o u . . .”
“ No I gel it.” Ryan forced a laugh.” “I t’s a good one.”
Ashley scoll'ed. “You d o n ’t have to hum or his Blondie. He 

knows he sucks.”
Nick leaned his elbow on Ashley’s shoulder. “So w hat brings 

you to diis lovely place?”
Ashley sighed, pushing his arm  oil quickly. “Ofl.” She 

stepped to the left.
“U h m  parents?” Ryan glanced between Ashley and  Nick.
Nick laughed. “No, no, no. Like what are you here? Let me 

guess, you talk to yourself?”
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Ryan shook her head.
“Cut?”
Ryan shook her head.
“G ay?”
Ryan pulled her sleeves over her hands.
Ashley smiled at Ryan sadly. “Leave her alone M o ro n .” She 

slowly sat again.
“Ashley being nice? Did they up your meds again?” Nick 

relaxed into the chair opposite Ashley, his feet resting on the edge of 
his seat.

Ashley laughed, patting the seat next to her. “We d o n ’t bite 
Blond.” She shifted in her seat. “I m ean R yan .”

Ryan sat down cautiously.
“ But Madison does.” Nick leaned back in his chair.
“O ne  time.” Ashley turned her head. “T hey  shot her with

a . . . ”
“Tranquilizer gun .” A Latina plopped into a red chair. “You 

spreading more rumors Ashley?”
Nick tapj^ed his lingers on the armrest. “Yuj). Always causing 

trouble that one .”
“I ’m M adison by the way.” T h e  girl nodded in R y an ’s 

direction.
Ryan nodded. “R yan .”
Madison curled into the chair. “ Right.”
Ryan looked up, windows covering the ceiling.
“I t’s supposed to make us feel.” Ashley hugged her knees to 

her chest. “Positive?” She watched clouds lloat by. “B u t . . .”
“It makes me want to puke.’”
“W eirdoes.” Nick opened his eyes as he stood. “Well ladies.” 

He bowed to the group. “I have to go.” He sighed. “Pottery.”
Ashley laughed, smiling at Ryan. “They  think the arts help.” 
M adison shrugged following Nick toward the door.
“You guys coming to group later?” Nick turned the door 

knol) slowly.
Ashley nodded. “W here  else do I have to be?” She waved him

oir.
“G ood poin t.” Nick walked out the door. “O h .” His body 

reappeared. “Nice to meet you R yan .”
Ashley closed her eyes, hum m ing  an unknown tune. “ I d o n ’t 

think you have to go you know.” She opened one eye.
Ryan frowned. “T o  where?
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“ (Jroup therapy.” Ashley stood up, stretching her legs.
Ryan bit her lip. “They  gave me this.” She handed Ashley a 

yellow piece oi'pa])cr.
Ashley glanced at the paper  then back at Ryan. “Well.” She 

walked lowaixl the large white door. “I guess I ’ll be seeing you in 
therapy then.”

“( i rea t .” Ryan rubbed her temples. “Fan-fuckin-tastic.”
'rhree:

“(iheck m ate .” Nick jum ped from his seat. “R em atch?” H e 
nudged Ashley, setting uj) his black pieces.

Ashley shook her head. “Nah, I d o n ’t feel like playing 
anym ore .” She lossed her white knight into the box. “Go bother 
M adison.”

Nick’s eyes lowered. “But F d  m uch rather bother you.” H e 
sang gleelully, dancing like a ballerina.

“Nice moves Nick.” Ryan grasped his shoulder. “Very sexy.” 
Nick nodded his face neutral. “Yeah, yeah I a m .”
Ryan chuckled. “Hey Ash.” She waved at Ashley.
Ashley rolled her eyes, walking to the o ther end o f  the room. 

“W e ’ll play later Nick.”
Nick nodded. “W h a t’s up R yan?” H e turned around, taking 

his seat behind the chessboard.
Ryan i)ointed toward the curly haired brunette sitting in the 

corner. “W h a t’s her ])roblem?”
Nick watched as Ashley closed her eyes, her head hitting the 

wall softly. “ D o n ’t.” He warned shaking his head.
Ryan stiifcned her jaw. “D o n ’t what?” She innocently batted 

her eyelashes.
Nick shook his head feverously.
“y\re you okay?” Ryan lightly squeezed Nick’s shoulder.
Nick’s eyes blinked. “D o n ’t touch me, you could be one of

dicm!”
Ryan jumped away cjuickly. “Okay, could be one of who?” 
Sweat poured down Nick’s lace, droplets hitting the iloor. 

“'Fh, die, da ,” he spat backing away slowly, his hands shaking in 
nervousness.

Ryan rolled her eyes. “ Fucking nut job.” She walked toward 
die unsus])ccting l)runctte. “W h a t  die hell is up with him?” Ryan 
took a scat next to Ashley, who was once again hum m ing  a tune.

Ashley’s head continued to rock back and  forth, every once in 
a while lightly tapping the painted sheetrock.
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“Hello?” Ryan waved her hand  in I'ronl o f  Ashley’s eyes. 
“Earth  to Ashley.”

Ashley slapped R y an ’s hand  roughly.
“Well that was rude .” Ryan folded her hands over Iier chest 

in annoyance.
Ashley closed her eyes, the humming' stopped. “W hat do you 

want Blondie?” H e  head fell into her hands.
Ryan Ricked her front teeth with her tongue. “Nothing. 

Forget it.”
“Look.” Ashley stared straight ahead. “ If you’re looking Ibr a 

friend, go somewhere else, I’m no interested.”
Ryan laughed mockingly.
Ashley’s head turned slowly, her eyes reddened. “ H e ’ll be 

line, shot up with drugs and bam a good as new bull' I)oy.” She 
rubbed her eyes. “H e gets paranoid , tha t’s what you saw.”

Ryan nodded, her face hard. “O h .”
Ashley nodded.
“Miss Franks?” A young nurse walked over to the duo.
Ashley looked up. “You rang?”
"Fhe nurse nodded, gral)bling Ashley by the elbow. “Body 

checked Miss Franks.” She glanced down at Ryan. “She w on’t be 
long.”

Ryan nodded  as the two walked out of the room slowly.
“I w ouldn’t bo ther.” M adison’s voice screeched. “No one has 

cracked her yet.” She held her hand  out for Ryan.
Ryan grabbed her hand, slowly rising to her (eet. “W-^hat are 

you talking about?” She smirked, following M adison into a sitting 
room.

Madison ju m p ed  onto a green sofa, tossing its pillows onto the 
floor. “Ashley?”

Ryan ran her hand  through her hair. “ I’m just being nice.” 
M adison shook her head. “Liar.” She pointed at Ryan. “You 

want to get inside her.” She ])aused, watching Ryan blush. Madison 
shook her head. “I m ean  her head you ])crv, but now that I know 
your secret.”

Ryan scratched her calf. “M y secret?”
M adison nodded. “Y our secret.”
R y a n ’s nostrils flared. “I really d o n ’t know what you’re 

talking abou t.”
“No one ever does.” Asliley’s raspy voice entered the room. 

“T h a t ’s why the lock her up.” She smiled. “Always s])caking those
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crazy tongues, a in’t that right M addie?”
M adison’s eyes squinted. “Speaking of the devil.” She wiggled

her toes.
Ashley stepped next to Ryan. “Gome on.” She whispered m

her ear.
Ryan nodded, blushing as Ashley intertwined their lingers.
“W here are we going?” R y a n ’s palms began to sweat.
Ashley glared, checking up and down the hallway. “Would 

you relax Blondie.” She laughed, pushing open a large black door, 
c|uickly entering a staircase.

“1 told you to slop calling me that.” Ryan whipped her hand  
out of Ashley’s grasp. “Are we supposed to be here because I d o n ’t 
th in k . .

Ashley’s lips collided with R y a n ’s, their hand  once again 
intertwining. “Now shut up .” She breathed, dragging Ryan up the 
steps.

Ryan held her hand  to her lips. “You kissed m e.”
Ashley continued to run up the steps, two at a lime. Yeah 

and?” She began to breath heavy.
Ryan struggled to catch up. “Usually you d o n ’t just kiss 

som eone.” She bum ped  into Ashley’s back.
“W ould you pay attention and  stop analyzing things?” 

Ashley whispered through her teeth.
Ashley tapped the door handle. “Awesome.” She knocked 

into the rusted door with her shoulder, it opened with a creak.
Four:

“D a m n .” Ashley slowly walked toward the edge oi the rool, 
gravel crackling under her feet. “ It’s chilly tonight.” She breathed, 
her breath visible in the crisp night air.

Ryan hugged herself tightly for w arm th, her arms covered 
with gooscbumps. “Y o u ’re not gonna ju m p  now.” She kicked a rock 
over to hold the door. “Are you?”

Ashley laughed, her voice echoing oil' the empty buildings. 
“No Ry.” She jumped onto the brick ledge. “ I’m not.” She slowly 
walked, balancing herself on the narrow  bricks. “You coming?

Ryan shook her liead, leaning her back against the cool gray 
wall. “T h a t ’s okay.” She cupped her hands over her m outh, warm ing 
her hngers. “ I’m line right here.” She slapped the wall with her 
palm. ""“I t ’s nice and  safe.” She whispered, lowering herself to the
gravel rool.

“Pussy!” Ashley rubbed her hands together.
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Ryan rolled her eyes, p u s h i n g  oil" the ground widi lier hands, 
small pebbles sticking to her palms. “N o .” She walked over to Ashley, 
who swayed in the breeze.

Ashley smiled, continuing to walk on the edge. “Com e on .” 
She held out her hand.

Ryan shook her head again, following Ashley safely on to 
ro o f  “I ’m coming.” She rubbed her arms, “(iod !”

“W hat?” Ashley snickered, jumping oO'the ledge.
Ryan laughed. “Y ou’re an ass.”
Ashley walked into the darkness. “R y.” She stuck out her 

hand into the light, “( i ra b  my h and .”
R yan’s brow wrinkled. “II you wanted to hold my hand, all 

you had to do was ask.” She clasped the b rune tte ’s hand.
“O h  my ( iod  Ryan, you ’re hilarious.” Ashley’s face was 

outlined in the moonlight.
“ D am n right 1 a m .” Ryan rubbed her lingernails on her shirt. 
“^\■atch where you’re going.” Ashley dragged Ryan quickly. 
Ryan sighed. “ I c an ’t see anything.”
^ ou don t have to. Ashley stopj)ed suddenly, Ryan running 

into her back again.
“Sorry.'^” Ryan blushed, her hand  still being held tightly by

Ashley.
^ eah, yeah. Ashley waved Ryan oil. “Oo!” She pointed to 

a rusting ladder. “Climb!”
Ryan turned around. “W here are we going."’” She wiggled her 

lingers in /\shley s grasp. “And w h a t’s m that bag."*” She pointed to a 
black Noi th Face strapped onto Ashley’s back.

“W ho are you? (Question girl?” She released R yan’s hand. 
“Climb!”

Ryaii sighed loudly, grasping a rung, her lelt foot resting on
the lirst.

“(^uit procrastinating and do danm  it.” Ashley walked behind 
Ryan, her chest pushing into R yan’s back.

Ryan closed her eyes, and began to climb, slowly and then 
picking up s|)ced. “Are were allowed to be up here?”

y\shley chuckled, shaking her head. “N o .” She pulled herself 
up. “Hut we’re here anyway right?”

Ryan looked around. “Well?”
“l^atience Ry,” Ashley placed Uie book bag on the roo f  
Ryan knelt down next to Ashley, her breath w arm ing Ashley’s 

cheeks. “\ o u  could have said we were going outside, it’s fucking
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freezing.”
“Giy baby.” Ashley handed  Ryan a gray hoodie. “Put this

on .”
Ryan quickly threw it over her head. “ Thanks.’ She 

watched as Ashley pulled out a thermos and two mugs. “W h e re ’d you 
get that?” Ryan leaned forward as steemi ilew into the air, Ashley 
pouring its contents into mugs. Ashley flashed Ryan an annoyed look. 
“R ight.” Ryan scratched her eyebrow. “No questions.”

“H ere .” Ashley handed  Ryan her steaming cup.
“W hat is?” Ryan paused, snifling its contents. “W here  did 

you get booze? And mixed with hot chocolate?”
Ashley smiled, sipping her glass. “Yep.” She pulled out a 

blanket. “W hat can I say?” She spread out the wrinkles. “I ’m a 
genius.”

Ryan laughed, bringing the cup to her mouth. “You definitely 
are something.” She looked up at the sky.

Ashley shrugged putting her glass down on the roof.
“W e ’re not going to get caught right?” R y a n ’s head turned 

quickly, searching the shadows.
Ashley shook her head. “W ould you relax?”
Ryan sighed again, her b readi combining with the chilled air. 
“you never cut class did you?” Ashley smirked.
“W hat?” R y a n ’s hands cradled the mug.
Ashley tilled her head knowingly.
“N o .” Ryan blew on the hot liquid. “But this,” she looked 

around  again, “is definitely what h feels like.”
Ashley picked up her m ug again. “I bet you’re the genius at

school.”
Ryan smiled, shaking her head. “N o .” She scooted closer to 

Ashley. “ I’m not.”
“Right.”
“So?” Ryan shifted, her eyes once again watching the stars. 

“W h a t ’s your story?” She frowned when Ashley avoided her gaze.
“W h a t  a beautiful night it is ou t.” Ashley leaned on her 

elbows. “ It’s the kuid of night you could just lay on your back and
count the stars.”

Ryan nodded. “Y ou’re avoiding my quesdon .”
Ashley shrugged. “Did you ever do anything rea lly .. .” 

Ashley looked into R y a n ’s eyes. “Bad?”
Ryan wrinkled up her face. “M aybe .”
Ashley gazed up at the night sky. “I shouldn’t have asked.”
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“N o .” R y a n ’s hand  grazed Ashley’s. “I t’s line.” Ryan 
thoughl lor a m oment. “Y eah .” She cupped Ashley’s hand. “Lots ol 
things.”

Ashley’s eyes laughed. “'I'hey couldn’t be all bad R yan .”
Ryan shrugged. “T here  was this person.” She paused. “ I 

liked her, I guess.” She searched Ashley’s lace. “She was.” She 
chuckled. “So shy. I told some ol' my friends, and they absolutely 
hated her, hated m e.” She bit her lip. “You know, the girls who knew 
everything, so I stood her up. I think that was bad, to you know, go 
with the herd. Ryan lollowed Ashley’s gaze into the sky. “ I guess its 
really not b ad .” Ryan intertwined their hands. “W hat about you?” 
She smirked.” Haven you done anything really bad?” She mocked, 
placing her lingers under  Ashley’s chin.

“Yes.”'
C an  I ask you a (juestion?” R y an ’s eyes drew shapes in the

sky.
Ashley leaned on her hand. “ Is it iDcrsonal?”
Ryan shook her head, her shadow bouncing oll the wall.

Then shoot. ’ Ashley smiled, her hair sticking to her lace. 
Ryan kicked at the gravel. “W hy can you ask me all these 

questions?” She turned her head. “Act like you care .” She focused 
back on the sky. “And then you blow me o lfw h en  I do the same for 
you.”

“I’m not as nasty as everyone says I a m .” Ashley joked, now 
lying on her back. “T hey  just catch me on my bad days.”

Ryan laughed, her hand lightly touching Ashley’s thigh. “So 
that s like what?” She scrunched up her nose. “Everyday?”

Ashley snorted back laughter. “Nice.” She turned her head, 
her li]3s centimeters from R y an ’s cheek. “Real nice.”

Ryan felt Ashley’s breath, instinctively turning her head, their 
lips almost touching. “See.” She whispered. “ I told you I could be 
bad .” She laughed, turning her attention back on the stars.

Ashley bit the inside of her cheek, continuing to stare at the 
blonde next to her. “ I have trust issues.”

Ryan nodded, lacing Ashley again, their eyes connected.
I h a t’s why I blow you oil.” Ashley Irowned. “ I d o n ’t ojjcn 

up to people. She searched R y a n ’s eyes. “ I d o n ’t let people love m e.” 
She watched as Ryan licked her li])s. “A nd .” She closed her eyes. “I 
d o n ’t love.”

“Anyone?” Ryan played with Ashley’s hands.
Ashley shook her head.
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“W hy?” R yan  licked her lips again.
Ashley shrugged, turning her head as R y an ’s lips inched 

closer. “People suck.”
Ryan  frowned, folding her arms over her chest. “Some do .” 

She inched closer. “Some d o n ’t.” Ryan smiled, standing to her feet.
“Hey!” Ashley whispered loudly. “W here  you are you

goingr
Ryan winked. “I think I just cracked Ashley Franks.” She 

happily walked toward the opposite end of the roo f

caesura 61



Lori Lovaglio

Chaser

Frozen morning, the trees 

like popsicles. And you 

vomit up last years laughs 

somewliere clown the hall.

T h e  rusty smell latches to 

me like a germ. My cells 

writhe and scjuirm.

I wanted to step on those 

needles, for you. T o  hear 

the crunching, to watch 

the pieces scatter, j^lastic 

roaches, running this way 

and that.

Your concentration smells 

like a burn t match. A manic 

eye caught in the tarnish of 

the spoon. Blood coagulating 

like hungry dogs.

T o  understand you is to

62



lip loe the wire. I t ’s thin 

and sways in the wind. 

And I cannot do that.

Can you blame me?

Your face is worn, a tired 

saddle on the horses back, 

cracking with shame. I ’m 

losing the reigns, they’re 

burn ing  my hands.

I was the cork that held 

you inside the bottle. But 

you knocked so loud that 

someone ripped me out.

H abit

Sometimes the words hit like shrapnel, 
cutting into the deepest wells o f  organs.

O th e r  times, they are lambs, that lay 
tlieir tiny heads onto the skin, onto the brain.

They  burn through parchm ent, through 
paper, drill as ashes into the wet soil

to be born again, through someone else’s 
pen. I watch the rolling of the world from

this chair, and [)ick joieces, like swollen 
I'ruit. A bee pounds on the windowpane,

trying to reach sun amidst it’s doom; it
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doesn’t understand. T h e  roof yawns

in the wind, creaking and groaning like 
a lover turned over. H a rd  to ignore the

song of night peeling out o f  day’s soft 
shell, spreading it’s feathers across the sky.

Searing clocks and birthing tongues, 
the ink sets a stain on virgin pages.
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Elizzabeth Murphy

My daddy lies

here dead in tlie morgue 
and 1 haven’t liad a ehance 
to m ourn  yet. His linger twitches 
and  eye lids lluster like the wings 
of a dying lly.

My daddy never punished 
me, never yelled, nor treated, 
shared or smiled. Never was 
his hug M ay warm on my skin. 
Never. He never was there.

My daddy's leech 
of a last nam e embeds itself 
D eep. Fuming out my potu's. 
Leaking out my eyes, my woimds, 
my nose, my sweat, my breast milk, 
D addy.

My daddy never was.
N or could be my 
daddy. Dads won't pretend, 
dads d o n ’t dismiss, fathers 

a re n ’t absent. Sperm 
donors sometimes 
acknowledge at a distance 

as animals sometimes 
eat their young. T h a t ’s love 
all the same, I feel no hatred.
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My dear daddy,
M om m a struggles, and 

I'm afraid you drained 
our beauty. Butterllies 
do cry in the winter time 
now I'alher .

M y daddy breathes 
my breath somewhere.

At times, T w onder if 
we inhale and exhale the same 

time. He lies, and 1 have lied. 
My daddy lays himself 

in the morgue. He isn't dead, 
but he might as well be.
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Amanda Candrilli

Falling

R ed and yellow leaves clap against tarred liedrock.
A mauve wall o f  clouds crowds the moon's glow.
A sole figure secjuestered within a pane of glass,
Agape and gi'as]Ding the scene of the street below.

H e r  elbows are deployed upon the white windowsill,
Back painfully arched to encompass clear views,
Stretching hands burst through sleeves like blossoming llowers 
Sporadically grasping at their conversations, bringing them near.

O h  idiopathic idolatry for idiocracy, while hankering 
For a party to look in and admire her with similar furor.
She shakes her head and her world like an etch-a-sketch. 
Denying anything from grasping perm anency  in her frame.

68



M onette Anderson

i do

I think about circus 
animals when I ’m 
constipated

• lions I want

to braid
• elephants

I waul to 
suck.

1 darken my 
eyebrows

• with a Fine

point pen who 
disemboweled 
my g ram m ar

• gum trap

my tongue to 
a gag rellex.

I c an ’t wait
• lor my

seven veils 
to dance

• to keep

your nam e
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barbed  on 
a dash, 
encoded with 
our wedding 
date 
in case 
WASPs

• call me

yellow.
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Salvatore Tarantola

The Newsstand

A pebble became lodged in die sole of my boot as I walked 
past one of the construction areas that seemed to have proliferated in 
Bay Ridge over the past three years. T h e  skeletons of multi-family 
housing sprung up on almost any block you cared to walk on between 
65'!' and 86*'' Stieets, and  I found it nearly impossible to rem em ber 
whal home or store was knocked clown to make room for the 
uninspired and intrusive structures. Bay Ridge w asn’t a neighborhood 
that readily submitted to change, and being a resident for most of my 
adult life, I found the metamorphosis offensive and threatening. T he  
old limestone and pre-war apartm ent buildings comprising much of 
the landscape stood guard  over the com m unity to warn newcomers of 
their steadfast place in Brooklyn history, and to dissuade developers 
and young, liberal politicians from enticing the infidels with their 
j)romises of a welcoming, incum bent populace and low-priced 
dwellings. I rested my foot on the base of a lamppost and  removed the 
nuisance with the tip of my ballpoint pen. T h e  black rock l)ounced 
twice on the sidewalk and plunged into a storm drain at the curb 
widiOLil a sound.

It was early Satinxlay morning. Spring builds m arched  in 
place within Uieir wrought iron prisons at the foot of every address, 
and my street was still asleep after the noisy and  discourteous Friday 
night throngs had barged through to the bars and 24-hour take-outs 
up and down the adjoining avenues. I couldn’t rem em ber where I 
parked my car the afternoon before, so I headed toward the corner of 
74''' Street and 3"' Avenue to resuscitate my memoi7 ; th a t’s where I ’d 
stopped and ran into Olivia’s to pick up the newspapers and  some 
smokes before finding an elusive spot and walking home.

Forty-ounce bottles of  Okie English and Colt 45, some 
empty, some partially consumed, others shattered, were discarded at 
the bases of several trees and on the front steps of  one or two
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unfenced homes along the way. Various clumps ol' garbage lined 
either side of  the gutter, and the decenl cars that used lo ]jark on this 
street, like the lawyers’ freshly detailed convertible M ercedes’, or the 
podiatrists’ black, shining BMWs, were slowly being I'eplaced by 
H yu n d a i’s and laded, pre-80s Ibur-dooi' Chevys and T’ords.

Day laborers, whose presence had ex])loded simultaneously 
with the metastasis of cheap condominiums, and the children and 
I'riends ol the invaders making cjuarters in the vertical eyesore's, were 
the bringers of this new layer oriillh  to ihe scenery. W ho else could it 
be? Bay Ridge had successhilly staved no-c/a.ss encroachm enl unlike 
Benson Hurst, ( iravesend, and other neighborhoods in Central and 
Southern Brooklyn, but it was apparent that a j:>ersistent bacterium 
had linally penetrated  our dei'ense, and it multiplied unseen am ong 
the m uted facades and painted coi'nices of this once |)resligious town 
they used to call Yellow Hook. I had seen the eyes of those repulsed 
by my jDrescnce in iheir haven, and 1 fought to piox'c my worth and 
my right to sow seeds there by sweeping my sidewalk, establishing 
neighborly relationshijjs, and buying the house in which 1 lix'cd. My 
family and I were part o f  the dem ographic fabric, and we and our 
kind dyed that cloth to a hue that was linally colorless. 1 was 
witnessing the approach of a stubborn stain, and saw my fight for 
entry and acceptance becoming insignillcant. Rexerse gentrilicalion 
had arrived at our doorstep.

“ Hi, Olivia. Hey, Olivia! C an  you hear me? It’s me, Mr. 
Druillet.” Olivia was the owner of the Oj^timo newsstand where I’d 
stopped the day before, "rhough the j^lace wasn’t a newsstand in the 
traditional sense, Mewssland was the word painted in white and black 
on the big sign hung  over the entrance. "The business existed long 
belbre I got to Brooklyn. Its wood-planked lloor was worn shiny by 
decades of  customer trallic, and the patterned Formica counterto])s 
were faded by the sliding o f  saucers and silverware, and the incessant 
movem ent of small change. Olivia was fumbling c|uarts o f  milk at the 
refrigerator toward the back of the store. H er image was I’ram ed by 
two spinning potato chip racks, and just above her hoary updo hung a 
swaying length of dried, yellow lly tape. I'he place was redolent with 
fresh pound  cake, newly delivered papers, and percolating collee.

“Hello? Is somebody there?” Olivia began to turn as she 
spoke and  dro])ped a milk carton. I walked over to help her, but not 
too quickly. She startled easily, and her eighty-year-old heart would 
probably forgive my reluctant assistance.

“Ah, Mr. D. I’m so glad you ’re here this morning. O h , no.
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no. D o n ’l botlier. I ’ll pick it up .” Olivia gripped the small red 
conlainer with an age-lwisled hand  iind threw it into the fridge. I was 
always mesmerized by the residual strength that the elderly could 
sunmion from their bodies. 1 saw tlie muscles ol 'O liv ia’s forearm and 
hand in action, and watched as her purple veins snaked their way 
through the striations and disappeared into a rolled-up sleeve. H er  
pallid skin was a thin sheet that covered withering anatomy, but 
beneath it all was a m achine that could still hoist stacks ol magazines 
and newspapers, serve-up twenty donuts and lilty cups ol collee, and 
make meaningful conversation with myriad comers and goers, and all 
before (3 a.m. Olivia wore black every time I saw her, and today was 
no exception. At live feet, she stood near a foot shorter than me. She 
wore a skirt that was probably too revealing for her station in life, and 
nylon socks that fell to a clump on her shoes. Olivia was on the thin 
side, but it was easy to see that real beauty and robustness had only 
recently left her. H er breasts looked w arm  and replete, and they lay 
unrestrained upon her ribcage. Between them was a silver I^astern 
cross that she often kissed. H er eyes were brown and they crackled 
with the subtle orange light of the store. Outside, the 3"' Avenue 
serenade began with screeching tires and an obnoxious, heavy- 
handed  horn.

“M r. 1), sit down and let me get you some collee. I m ade it
fresh.”

I quickly comj)liecl as Olivia shullled behind the counter and 
pulled down a cup. 'Idiere was an opened New York Post on the table, 
but 1 d idn ’t bother perusing; I found its’ prose beneath  me.

“So how are you feeling, Olivia? H o w ’s business? ...Olivia?
Olivia?”

“ I’m line, Mr. D. This w ea ther’s a little crazy, though. It’s 
Ijeen such a warm April. I ’m not used to such comfortable weather so 
early in the year. Business? Business is jjretty good. H ad  lotsa 
customers this morning. A little strange for a Saturday.” She placed 
the collee in front of  me and slid a bowl of sugar next to my hand.

“ How are you today, M r. D? You look a little upset about 
something.”

I d idn ’t oiler a truthful answer right away, and I scanned the 
overstocked shop as I replied with Brooklyn small talk.

“Ah, no th in ’, really. You know, bills, work, my big fat belly. 
All that kinda shit.” I ’d patronized the place for more than seven 
years, but never stayed more than five minutes, or engaged in any real 
conversation with her. Aiayhe il was time lo get lo know Olivia a hllle better.
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T h e  colTcc was delicious; il d id n ’t even need any milk.
“Actually, I ’m a little concerned about the direction that the 

neighborhood seems to be going in, Olivia. I went to an indoor A T M  
on 5''' Avenue last week, and  two bums, white guys, were sleeping 
right in front of the machine. They  were wrapped  in a blanket, and 
die slink of vomit and piss was overwhelming. 1 had to hold my 
breath  and reach on tippy-toes to get my money. W hen  I got home 
Irom work later that day, I saw yellow barricade tape at the Iront of 
the same bank— it was robbed at som ethin’ like two in the afternoon. 
I couldn’t believe it.”

“O h , yes. I heard about the hold-up. M arta , she’s one of the 
tellers, she came here the day after and told me about it. She said two 
white fellows came in with guns and threw a bag over that little 
window diat the girls sit behind and dem anded  it to be filled. 
Everyone was so afraid that they were going to shoot the place up, but 
they d idn ’t. They took about thirty-thousand dollars, my goodness.” 
Olivia counted-ofl singles from a shoebox and  wijjed the table and 
turned on the lottery m achine as she spoke to me. H e r  face was as 
white as white could be, and when she looked at me, it was like being 
looked upon by a negative image of my g randm other  back in 
Missouri. O livia’s glance was comforting.

“Do yoti live in Bay Ridge, Olivia?”
“O h, yes. I ’ve lived here for almost seventy years. I live right 

upstairs. M y husband died twenty-three years ago, then I took over 
the business. T h an k  heavens I d o n ’t have to pay rent. We were able to 
buy ihe building a long time ago, before the prices got so crazy.”

Just as she finished speaking, two Arabic women cjuickly 
walked past the Ironl o( the store. Like robed demons they shot looks 
at LIS through the slits of their black biu'kas. T hey  were scaiy, and  they 
were everywhere. 1 saw them behind the wheels o f  giant SUVs, and 
pushing strollers with their young up and down the avenues. I thought 
their husbands d idn ’t allow such freedoms and hypocrisies, I guess I 
was wrong.

“I hate those Muslims. T hey  look like black Klansmen, only 
more terrifying. At least you know w hat a K lansm an might have on 
his ruincl, rightP Those Muslim w om en always look like they’re 
putting a curse on you, or plotting to blow up your house when you’re 
slee]3ing.”

Olivia d id n ’t resjDond. I w asn’t even sure that she heard  me. 
T w o men entered the store in the middle o f  a conversation. T hey  
were Mexican, and dressed in llannels and  torn jeans. O n e  of them
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had a claw ham m er lianging From his hip.
“Good morning, Senorita .”
“O h, buenos dias, boys. Tw o hot chocolates and two glazed,

right?”o

On their way lo build another sand castle, right?
“G ood morning, Mister.” O ne  of them shocked me with a

greeting.
“Hey, good morning. How  are you?”
Olivia handed them a brown paper bag and they walked out.

1 looked through the big plate window and saw that the avenue had 
come to life with dog-walkers and early shoppers. T h e  white building 
across the street was awash in pink sunlight.

“So, what else is on your mind Mr. D ?”
T h e  door opened again, and in slid a 30ish m an with a 

w ealher-bu ined  lace and stains on his drooping shirt. His shoes were 
untied and his odor was dee])ly objectionable. He seemed to l:»e 
foaming at the moulh.

“O  I i V i a. Can T hava cup]:)a coll'ee, sweetheart? Please.”
“Hiya, Henry. W h ere ’s your b ro ther today?” CJlivia poured  a 

take-out cup and placed it on tiie counter next to me. T h e  m an 
lurched over and took a stool. 1 got up and faked some interest in the 
m agazine rack. He and Olivia leaned in close to each other and  spoke 
almost in whispers. 1 found iier willingness to be near him surprising.

“I ’m sorry Mr. D. H e ’s gone.”
“An old friend, I assume.”
1 walked back to the small counter and  sat before Olivia’s 

furrowed brow.
“C om e now, Mr. D. H en ry ’s not an old friend, but he is 

someone that 1 care about. His brother Charlie, too. T hey  usually 
travel as a team, but he told me that Charlie passed away. T h a t  poor, 
poor  boy. He was 36. T h e  two men that you saw sleeping in the bank 
were probably H enry and Charlie, M r. D .” 1 felt scolded and a little 
ashamed. T h ere  was something in the toaster. A bell rang and Olivia 
dro]3pcd a ])oppy seed bagel by my second cup of coffee.

“Well, Mr. D. W h a t  else is on your mind?”
I answered her with a blank stare and  swallowed my strange 

remorse at hearing o f  Charlie ’s death. Olivia was breaking rolls of 
quarters into the register as I continued with my original train of 
thought.

“ It’s just tliat I feel like I’m being pushed out of  something.
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you know? Like lliere are all of these strange and inconsiderate people 
suddenly around  me. I walked into a candy store to get some lollipops 
for my daughter  the other day, and this Arab kid walks in, cuts right 
in Iront of me, and says to the guy, “G im m e a ten-dolla phone card ,” 
like I w asn’t even standing there. T h e  Arab clerk tlien gives this idiot 
the card and completely ignores me as well. T hen  the kid walks 
outside and starts laughmg about it with all of his Arab Iriends. Forget 
about parking around  here. 1 hese crazy peo])le whip u-turns at 
ninety miles-an-hour just to try and beat you to an open s]3ot, even 
though it’s legitimately yours. T h en  they’re ready to hop out of the 
car with a baseball bat il you d o n ’t give it up. II tha t’s not enough, 
there’s all of these buildings going up, like on 72nd Street and 81st 
Street, and there’s something like twelve lamilies living in two 
apaitm ents. 1 heii' kids and  all their cousins and all these Ibreigners 
are silting on cars, throwing garbage in the street, giving you dirty 
looks if you glance in their direction. U’s ridiculous. This 
neighborhood used to be mine. W hat happened?”

She pursed her lijxs and looked down at the lloor. I thought 
maybe she d idn ’t hear me, but then she closed the register drawer and 
walked over to where I was silting. A thousand poppy seeds 
surrounded my cup.

“You know, Mr. D . . . ” T h e  door crashed o])cn and a woman 
entered the store. H e r  burka llowed like ink across die lloor as she ran 
to Olivia and hugged her. T h e  breeze she left as she jxissed behind 
me smelled llowery and clear, bul it w asn’t ])erl'ume. h  was just pure.

“( i ran d m am a ,  hallo. O h , 1 love you, I love you.” They  
squeezed and slowly rocked each other, and the w om an buried her 
shrouded lace in Olivia’s tiny shoulder. J was aghast. I even felt a little 
sick.

“M adeeha, my girl. W here are you going today?” T hey  
ended their em brace and began to speak enthusiastically. 1 looked 
down at the coimtertop; the ,Aew York Pusl was gone. Henry  m ust’ve 
taken it. I left hve bucks and then I left the store.

“O h, no. T h e  car!” I could see it my mind as clearly as when 
1 parked it. “ I t’s on 78th Street between 3rd and 4th. Shit.” I walked 
up along the passenger side and kept my eye on the windshield lor 
signs ol orange, and there it was. “A hundred  and lifteen bucks.” I 
stayed at the newsstand too long. T h e  street still seemed dirty and the 
houses less beautilul than ever.

1 pushed open my front door and walked upstairs to the 
bedroom. I kneeled and reached under the bed and pulled out a
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green hatbox Uial held hundreds of old pictures. T pushed aside 
photos of niy wife, my daughters, my Aunt Ethel and Uncle Ed, 
friends, and dogs, and cousins, in search of  one that h a d n ’t seen light 
in over twenty years. And there, near the bottom ol 'the box wrapped 
in purple clolh was the horror. I took it out, replaced the lid and 
pushed the box back under the bed.

The banister I'elt cool as I palm ed its length clown the stairs. I 
walked outside, sat down on the Front steps and began to unwrap the 
photo. My breath became short and my pulse throbbed in my 
fingertips before I folded back the last section to reveal the photo fully. 
There , in sepia tint, was my great grandfather hanged from a high 
branch of a slippery elm. A crowd of whites were at his curled toes 
looking u]) al what they had done. His body was long and  looked like 
something El Cireco foretold long ago; his dead eyes stared at 
something on the groimd. O ne  of my tears fell onto his image. Oh, no. 
Pll rmn it. I covered Uie |)ictme and wept into my hands. I heard 
someone laughing, but I d idn ’t look up. I think it was a child. T he  
laughter and sound oi' scra])ing leather soles came closer and  closer, 
and then they stopped.

‘"Excuse me sir, excuse m e.” 1 lifted my head and saw an 
y\rabic man with short hair and a close beard  standing there holding 
the hand of a little beautiful girl.

“My daughler, sir, would like to give you something.”
I stood and walked down the steps to where they were 

waiting, and 1 crouched to meet her glorious face. She was no more 
than four.

“1 want you to have this because you are sad.”
She brought her liny arm  from behind her back and proudly 

held out a red tulip.
“O h , thank you so very much. It is the most beautiful llower 

I’ve ever seen. You have made me very, very happy. W h a t’s your 
n am e?” She look a deei? breath and smiled.

“A/[y nam e is N aw ar.”
T hey  continued toward the avenue and  I stood up and 

walclicd them until they were gone. I went back inside and up to the 
hatbox under the bed. I placed the picture back inside and  rested the 
tulip on lop of  it.

“T h an k  you, Nawar. T h an k  you.”
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Chelsea Gendvil

The Curl of a H air

A body exists
filled with holes
and spaces. A thought eraves
to stuH'them, the gaps
in perception. She remembers
him the way she thinks
he is. T h e  way
she wants him.
Until h e ’s there
then, “O h  yes, that was it.”
M aybe the diflerence 
in the curl ol 'a hair.
Something always drops 
a little lower, blurs a l)it 
closer. She linds his laugh 
is deeper in her ears.
His colors, 
shades of warmth, 
burning and  cooling 
in her brain.
His ilesh confesses 
it races with atoms.
H er  lips touched 
with his own, smooth 
a chapped  crease with eager 
moisture. T h e  i'riction of m ovem ent 
rushes downy skin together 
as electrons switch brielly.
T w o clouds of molecules 
b reathe liminally into each other.
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They  are numerous 
liny circles d a l l y i n g  

about one anolher. 
Wluil is touch 
is a blend ol'dots 
drawn synibiotically 
not louchine.

The Red Alinutes

Your gagoing- throat. 
Your matted hair 
wet with sweat.
T h e  pills yoiu' tongue 
rolled down your belly 
lor the headache 
and the hangover.
Those red seconds 
smelled like gin 
and looked like 
cat food. Idle covei's 
o l 'our bed ruined.
Yoiu' bitter breath 
nunnbling sex.
T h e  suave stumble.
You convinced me 
this turned me on, 
your parody oflox'e.
But your licjuor heavy 
blood nodded your head 
and lainted it 
on my stomach, 
its pillow'. My l^elly 
button echoed 
your snores. 1 loved 
you in those red minutes 
like a ]DCt loving child. 
You, my breathing doll
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I was grateful
for your haj^liazard aflection. 
In those red hours,
I absorbed tlie nuiily sadness 
burning cool in my cheeks. 
T h a t  love faded soltly 
with the first llutter 
ol yoirr waking eyes.
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I am the narrator. I am just up in tlie sky telling the story.

1 just know everything. So pay no attention to me.

- Josiah  Sable, ten years old
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Spiridoula Karagiannis

The Penitent Magdelen Georges De la Tour

Life and  death come as one 
T h e  Hfe within my groin 
T h e  death on my lap

M y h u sband’s child 
My h u sband’s skull

W hat will become of me 
Sitting here contemplating 
M y own life, il l take it 
T h e  child will also die 
If  I do not then I must 
Be charged with

M y h usband’s miu'der 
My h usband’s soul

This candle my only light 
It burns and  yet I freeze 
T h e  bitter days fade 
T h e  stares from the town 
Burn holes in my spine

M y husband’s spine 
M y hu sb an d ’s skull

Sitting here contemplating 
M y own demise, the candle’s 
Flame turns to Hellfire 
As it falls to the floor
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T h e  flames cleanse me 
O f  my sins and

My h usband’s child 
M y husband’s death

Dark Side of the M oon

My unhappiness consumes,
T h e  noise of my m ind blending 
With that o f  the uncaring world.
A m onsoon of confusion strikes 
Slamming my emotions to the shore 
Shattering. I bleed fear.

It licks its lips of dripping blood 
As it indulges in its feast of me.
I weep dream ing  of the moon,
T rying to block out the sound 
O f  starving chewing teeth.
T h e  unhappiness devours me.

T h e  sun selfishly disregards me 
As I lye there dying, hemorrhaging.
I ignore the rising pain as it hits 
Me. T h e  sun seems deaf to 
My blood curdling screams and 
Blind to the gore soaked shore.

T h e  m oon has vacated my world.
It hides its beautiful caring eyes 
And keeps the soothing sounds 
O f  night. Perhaps the m oon could 
Bring an end to the carnage.
T h e  dark side calms and ends the banquet.

Unhappiness takes viciously small bites 
As life trickles away towards the shore.
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I w onder when this agony will end, 
This destruction of  a hum an  life. 
T h e  sun joins me in bleeding 
As I hear the night noises arrive.

T h e  night muHling the chewing,
I regain my strength and rebound. 
It ends as the bleeding slows 
T h e  water cleansing the shore.
T h e  m oon smiles conspiratorially 
As the cool calm night commences.

I life myself from the sand 
And begin to run, frolicking 
Naked free of care. Overlooking, 
Tor now, the mere hours I have 
Until the next consumption.
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Margaret Harper

M emoir of an Ex-Prostitute 
“Just D o lt!”

After serving ninety clays on Prison Island for possession of 
niarijnana, 1 looked a mess. M y weave was gone and I badly needed 
a Iresh perm. I threw away the skimpy clothing that I wore when 
ari'ested, except for the stiletto shoes that I kindly gave to a young girl 
who was thrilled to cleaUi over them. After being encouraged by odier 
inmates, I hel|)ed mysell to old clothing that liacl been lying around 
our cell block; the blue kakis I wore on the m orning of my release 
looked more like they were part o f  a uniform than actual street 
clothing. It was early Septem ber and the weather was still w arm  so I 
needed nor coat oi' jacket. Instead I wore an unrecognizable large 
shirt with strii:>es. Finally, as a free woman, I wore the one thing that 
was intentionally bought just for m e . . .m y  b rand  new Black and  White 
U]^town Nikes.

My nam e is Victory, I’m twenty-three and this is my story. 
My parents, whc:> died in a lire three years ago while trapped in their 
upstairs bedroom, told me they chose my nam e because of  the 
overwhelming joy they felt when I was born. You see, they loved 
each other more than any m an and  w om an I had ever known and 
told me they had tried a very long time to have a child, so they felt 
victorious. 1 loved them a lot, though I ’d always pondered  the reality 
()[ my nam e...V ic tory . But on die streets of  New York I was called 
Satin, thanks to an old boyfriend nam ed  Frank who turned me out.

Being the only child, there was no real family to turn to . . .and  
no money; eveiything I once had  was gone. I was treated as an 
outcast by my father’s side ol the family because my m other was his 
unlikely second wife... and her family lived in Alabama, a place I had 
no desire to even visit. I dropped  out o f  college in die middle of  my 
sophom ore year to helj) Frank spend the little money I inherited after
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funeral expenses. I d idn ’t do cocaine or heroine. M arijuana  chased 
by Grey Goose was the drug I craved. Frank and my two pimps alter 
him seemed to always have plenty of  il when 1 took breaks from 
walking in stiletto through the cement jungle of New Yoi'k City. In 
fact, my stay at Prison was a m uch needed break.

r i l  never forget that night; I was jMcked up during a ]xjlice 
sweep on a io iter ing to commit prostitution’ charge. But after being 
fingerprinted I was shij^pecl to Prison on a prior possession of 
marijuana, which is another story. Evciyday during my 
im prisonm ent 1 would ask mysell. . .and  God:

Will lliis be a lurmng pouil m my liJe...or will I  re turn to the pimps, 
pushers and whores?

Sure, I was locked up several times in the past, l)ut ne\'er 
m ade it to Prison Island. Well, call it what you ŵ aiU: luck, blessing, or 
just pure  fate when I met a cellmate nam ed  Ju d y  in a jirison dorm 
that resembled a bubble. It was connected by an outside walkway lo 
the main building on the w o m en ’s side. How did 1 get there? 
...Maybe divine intervention. Anyway, Judy introduced me to a man 
nam ed  Paul over the phone during break lime. He was some kind of' 
comnuuiity  activist and lived in Canarsie, a ]>art of Brooklyn I worked 
and  knew very well. H e  was also a white Caucasian and I wondered 
why he w anted to befriend someone like me, a Black ghetto [prostitute 
w hom  he had never seen and knew nothing about, excc])t Ibr what 
Ju d y  told h im .. .she  built me up to l)e a good girl who really needed 
help.

I couldn’t make conunissary (that’s when people send money 
to their loved ones in jail so they can buy cigarettes, snacks or any 
necessary thing the inmate might need) because ])imps, ])ushcrs and 
whores seem to forget about you when y o u ’re locked u|) and 
unable to p ro d u ce . . .a t  least the ones I knew. But Paul sent me 
commissary twice and the Black and W hite Uptown Nikes. He also
promised, during our phone conversations, that he would hel]) me
make a new start. All I had to do was call him when I was released
and he’d be there for me. M y self esteem was low and my (aith in
hum anity  had  long ago died. Needless to say, when I was released I 
ran l^ack to die same streets with the same punks.

W hat was I expecting as I rushed back to the abode of my last 
pim p. Cowboy, and his two whores. Star and Diva...a celebration of 
joy  that I was out of jail? W hat I got was a fresh ])air of stilettos, a 
new weave and a ride in a white Mercedes Benz that took me back to
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hell w here  1 reac qu a in ted  myself with almost forgotten Johns, drugs, 
alcohol an d  m y  old street n a m e  ‘S a d n ’.

“H ey  baby! D id  you miss m e ?”
“Y eah  giil, d a d d y ’s p ick in ’ us up  in a few, we gotta  get you 

re a d y ” answ ered  Diva, the youngest w hore  w ho  h a d  jus t  tu rne d  
seventeen. A n d  tha t  was that.

I was angry  that no  one  h ad  even tried to get m e  out or at 
least send m e com m issary, but I said n o th in g . . .just co n d n u e d  to do 
w hat  I had  been  do ing  w hen  I was swept up by the police nearly  three 
m on ths  ago. But som eth ing  deep  dow n in m e h a d  changed . 1 told no 
one, but kept thinking ab o u t  Paul an d  his promise.

Every th ing  seem ed to l)e falling apart .  M ost  o f  m y  street 
family was in jail o r  on  the ir  way because  o f  l ingering cou r t  cases tha t  
could no  longer wait. T h e  though t  o f  Paul a n d  his p rom ise  o f  help 
h a u n te d  m e clay an d  night until linally while walking the w h o re ’s 
strip, I looked up and  saw a  great light exud ing  from  die fullness of 
the m oon .  It lit up the streets a n d  the n igh t  suddenly  tu rn e d  to day. I 
b ecam e  transfixed by all the brightness; t h a t ’s w hen  G o d  w hispered  to 
me;

“ Stop an d  go .”
I began  to walk aw ay a n d  slowly realized tha t  the whores, 

p im ps  an d  Johns  had  cleared the streets. T h ro u g h  silence I h e a rd  the 
clicking o f  m y stilettos on the sidewalk a n d  after walking a  d istance 1 
took them  olf, reac he d  into m y  large h a n d b a g ,  g ra b b e d  m y cell an d  
threw  it away, then I reac he d  in again  and  took out the Black and  
W h ite  U p to w n s  Paul h ad  sent me while in p r i s o n . . . a n d  with courage 
I spoke out loud;

“J u s t  D o  It!”
I then  ran  lo the Parkway, found  a pay  p h o n e  a n d  called 

Paul. I was so relieved tha t  he was h o m e  a n d  b eg an  apologizing  for 
not calling sooner  as I had  p rom ised .

“ Hi P a u l . . . p l e a s e . . .D o n ’t h a n g  u p . . . I ’m  so sorry for not 
calling s o o n e r . . .w hen  I was first r e leased . . . I  really need  he lp .”

“Victory! . . .W here  are you n ow ?”
“ O n  the P a rkw ay .”
“Y o u ’re no t very far from me. I ’ll send  a cab  for you. Give m e 

an add ress”
“ 134 E. 2nd C h a n c e  C o u r t .”
“ O kay ,  look ou t  for ‘B r ing i tonhom e G a r  Service ,’ they 

s h o u ld n ’t take long .”
“T h a n k s  Pau l .”
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W h e n  I arr ived  he was outside wailing. T h is  would  be ou r  
first face to face meeting. H e  was in his forties, m e d iu m  height, 
average weight with dirty b lond  mixed with grey shou lder  length hair. 
H e  looked like a  relic from  the sixties revolution. I h a d n ’t fell shy in 
quite som e time, bu t  he a n d  his friend m a d e  m e a w elcom ed  guest 
right away.

“ Hello Victory , I ’m glad you m a d e  it”
“So am  I .”
It felt good  h ea r in g  som eone  call m e by the n a m e  my paren ts  

h ad  given m e an d  to actually  listen to the ])ronuncia lion  o f  the 
syllables. H e  then  in t roduced  m e to his
friend, G ary , l l i e y  were bo th  congenial  though  I p c rc e i \c d  (xary as 
be ing  p resen t  for p ro tec tion  ra th e r  than  friendship, just in case I 
tu rned  ou t to be som eone  dangerous.

I tried to h ide m y nervousness by talking incessantly:
“W h a t  a beautiful chair.  Is this a one  o f  a kind? I ’ve ne \  er 

seen one like it belbre. T h e r e ’s a bus stop dow n the c o rn e r  from here, 
isn’t there? W h a te v e r  y o u ’re cooking  smells very good. M e n  are  such 
good  cooks ... .e tc ... e t c ... e t c . . . ”

H e  finally stopj^ed m y I'attle by taking m y  h a n d  an d  leading 
m e into  a n o th e r  room  oil' to the left o f  w here  we stood. T h e  room  
was very nice a n d  cozy but the d eco r  w a sn ’t w hat  he was in terested  in 
show ing  oH. H e  walked over to the two large a rm y  bags resting on a 
love seat.

“I h o pe  every th ing  fits. I w en t by youi' size yon described  over 
the p h o n e .”

I was at once speechless, but h e a rd  m yself  say:
“T h a n k  y o u .”
“L ooking  at you now  I think every th ing  will lit perfectly ,” he 

offered as I tried like hell to fmd comj^osure.
As I c o u ld n ’t con ta in  m yself  any  longer  I s ta rted  to cry and  

expla in  to h im  how undese rv ing  I fell in l eceiving such uncond it iona l  
love from  som eone  I h ad  deceived.

H e  ju s t  looked a t  me, smiled a n d  said, “T h is  is w hat I d o ” . 
H e  then left m e  a lone in the room  an d  joined his friend (Jary  in 
p re p a r in g  d inner .  I stayed looking th rou g h  all the things he had  
saved for m e, with unbelievab le  joy.

L a te r  the  three  o f  us ate d inner ,  talked, a n d  laughed  until 
m id n ig h t  w hen  G a ry  left. H e  lived in the bungalow  next d o o r  to 
G a r y ’s. I re t i red  to P a u l ’ b e d ro o m  after show ering  an d  figured the 
least I could  do was give him  sex for all tha t  he h a d  done . Life h ad
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taugh t  m e  tha t  n o bo d y  does any th in g  for you ju s t  ou t  o f  kindness, an d  
I was willing to pay my debt. H e  w atched  m e as I walked naked  into 
his bed ro o m . Tall,  thin  a n d  shapely, I was glistening from all the 

J o h n s o n ’s baby  oil I had  p o u re d  over m y  body. O u r  eyes m e t  a n d  
l ingered before he tu rne d  aw ay from me, ga the red  some things ou t  o f  
a d ra w e r  an d  told m e to have sweet d ream s.

“ I ’ll be sleeping in the o th e r  ro o m . . .Y o u  have a big day 
ah ead  o f  y o u . . .G e t  som e sleep. G o o d  night a n d  sweet d ream s 
V ic to ry .”

“ B u t . . .okay, go od n ig h t .”
I k in d a ’ think expec ted  to have a little fun in l)ed before sending  me 
o ir  to reh ab  bu t  c h an g ed  his m ind  m ids tream , decid ing  instead to 
treat m e like a lady. G o d  h ad  been  in te rven ing  a lot lor m e lately.

T h a t  m o rn in g  he left for w ork  a n d  en tru s ted  m e to lock up  
b eh in d  myself. But w hen  I locked and  closed his d o o r  to start m y  life 
ch an g in g  journey  to rehab ,  I saw him a ha lf  block away, w a tch ing  m y 
every m ove. I ca rr ied  one  b ag  with m e  since he p rom ised  the nighl 
before to send the o th e r  one  w herever  I settled; I p rom ised  to call an d  
leave a ib rw ard ing  address. H e  said he h ad  faith tha t  I w ou ld  do the 
right thing, though  I know he h a d  doubts. I h ad  to p rove to h im  that 
I w ould  “ just do it!” .

Paul kept his p rom ise  a n d  I kept mine. H e  sent the o th e r  bag  
a n d  I never  h e a rd  from him  since. I tried calling a n d  left messages 
with n u m b ers  w here
I could  be reached ,  b u t  he never  called. I d o n ’t know w here  he is or  
if h e ’s even alive, bu t  I do  know  tha t  I will never  forget him; he will 
live Ibrever in m y  m e m o ry  o f  very im p o r ta n t  people. As for m e . . . I  
got myself toge the r  a n d  I ’m m o v in ’ on!
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Casey R. Troeller

Bin Hooker

Cjarbage picking,
F ind ing  value in w hat  o thers  have lossccl away
I think I was lying on tha t  cu rb
W h e n  the new  'she' Ibiuid m e
A nd  quickly
She found  so m a ny  uses
For that lum py bag  o f  trash
I called, "m yseir '

La ter  on
C lean ed  u|), shaven, in shape 
She w ould  look at m e
But the co rners  o f  he r  eyes no longer  smiled 
I th ink  tha t  she,
S a m a n th a ,  only liked potentia l  
She th rew  m e to the street again  
But I s tood an d  walked aw ay  this lime 
Because I am  m o re  m o d e rn  now
H a v ing  recenUy been  R e d u c e d ,  R eused ,  a n d  Recycled

Only Here and Now is Real

Yes, 1 a m  awake,
But how  like a  d re a m  it is. 
T h re e  m o n th s  to study 
H e re  in L ondon .
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W as leaving not Falling asleep 
Allowing the world, m y w orld  at least,
T o  keep m oving  a n d  chang ing  
W hile  1 am  blissfully un aw are

Mostly though
M y re tu rn  will m ake  it d ream like  
H av ing  awoken,
It will beco m e  m ine  alone 
A nd no descrip tion , no  words 
Will truly help others to see

T h e y  will never  know 
H o w  real it was 
How' com ple te  I felt 
H o w  it ch an g ed  m e

A nd  the w'orst o f  it is
T h a t  it shall fade I'rom m e  too
In m y  m in d  beco m e  I'ragmented a n d  vague
Leav ing  only
T h e  hope
T h a t  m y  slim iber will send m e there  again

O ften  1 think now 
O ri:)ecom ing  com atose

caesura 91



* - .- /#

- ' W

,̂1's
fj-j- .

:i ■

.V :'‘ ^‘^'' .

14 '' ’ * ,  ̂ /i-̂’’ . r * I * ’'*” V ' <*̂ '̂

n r * *'
"U"'* 5

• '.X"''-* - I .

^ s i
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