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W hat up kids? It’'sya boy Ra’Chaun.the Editor-in-Chief of Serpentine M agazine,
THE PREMIER LITERATURE AND ArT MAGAZINE OF ThE COLLEGE OF STATEN ISLAND. ThiS
TIME AROUND WE GOT SOMETHING HOT AND FRESH FOR YOU GUYS. OUR FIRST POD CAST IS
UP, CHECK IT OUT ON THE WEB AT SeRPENTINEMAGAZINE.BLOGSPOT.COM AND PLEASE
BELIEVE ME THAT WE WILL HAVE MORE FOR YOU HOT AND FRESH FO'REAL IN THE NEAR
FUTURE. We HOPE YOU CHECKED OUT THE SERPENTINE FIASH FICTION EVENT THAT TOOK
PLACE ON A pril 2, 2008 in the Green Dolphin lounge. We worked long and hard

(That'swhat she said.) to getthis into your hands we hope you enjoy it.

PS. If this letter offended anyone, | apologize, | suppose we don’'t HWE the
SAME SENSE OF HUMOR.

Peace/ Love

Editor-in-Chief

Serpentine Magazine

Staten Island, Nif 10:)I4
\Q ?"6

MAGAZINE.SKKFENTINIivAIMAIL.COM

A PUBLICATION OF SERPENTINE MAGAZINE. A STUDENT ORGANIZATION OF T hE COLLEGE
OF Staten Island. Serpentine M agazine is published by students of The College
OF Staten Island. All works contained within this publication are property of

THEIR CREATORS AND ARE PROTECTED BY COPYRIGHT LAW. N o MATERIALS WITHIN THIS PUB-
LICATION MAY BE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR IN PART, IN ANY FORM, WITHOUT THE CONSENT
OF THE CREATORS THEMSELVES. OPINION EXPRESSED HERIN ARE THOSE OF THE WRITERS
AND ARE NOT NECESSARILY SHARED BY SERPENTINE STAFF OR T hE COLLEGE OF STATEN
Istand. The College of Staten Island and The City University of New York are

NOT responsible FOR THE CONTENTS OF THIS MAGAZINE. SERPENTINE IS NOT RESPONSIBLE

FOR RETURN OR LOSS OF ANY/aLL SUBMISSION.
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SHOW GIRL

BY

ALISON "NGLGIBEN

In this light I am bizarre.
My eye sockets glow.
This is my stratagem, my disguise.
They tell me the euitain is rising.

Here are my teeth that refleet the light.
Here are my bloody ballerina toes.

I am invisible beneath my glittering eloak.

I must be invisible now.

What are they looking for
My guts.5
I have hidden them earefully,
Tueked them gently beneath the skin.

They want to enter my head.
'fhey want to ehop it oft’,
I1ie visceral plug to my soul.
Hie want to scalp me clean.

But my short golden hair is a helmet
And everyone loves a blonde.
Hicrc is a shadow sitting on me.
I1ic stagehands are all touching me.

Do they know how much I cost™
I am auctioned off three times a day.
People love to sec the bizarre,
touch it, then scamper away.

My production is quite a scene.

I low’ madly | always tap dance.
"I'nci'c is a monkey in the sixth act,

I Ic is plotting to steal the show.

What a great number of visitors
Have come to watch me go.
The fourth act is me cutting my nails.
I say its a metaphor for hara-kiri.

The audience loves a mad ride
And I give it to them for free.
They always seem to forget my fee.
But we ha¥e to give them a show\

I1ie fiftih act is what kills.
I do stand-up comedy, | magically evaporate
I'ill all that is left of me, is a hollowed out laugh
Sometimes | can't even see.

The sixth act and I'm somebody else-
Fhc monkey, with my diamond edged \ oice.
He is wearing my glittering show-heels.
He is wearing my corset and top hat.

How they hee-haw at wiiat e become.
But this is always what they saw in me.
I am atraveling show’ thing.

I must belong in a zoo.

Now the euitain closes, the big “‘Oh my!”
Now I can escape this humbuggei T!
But the manager is waiting tor me.

But the audience is howling for an encore.

S ~“rp™~ntine
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**Stace”™ s Fifth A ppendage?®*

By N ancy S mith

I’iIM SICK AND TIRED OF BEING HELD AGAINST S tACEY’s EAIl. HeR HANDS ARE SO FULL
OF GERMS AND HER BREATH SMELLS LIKE A TOILET. | GAG ALL THE TIME FROM THIS.
| ESPECIALLY HATE IT WHEN SHE TEXT MESSAGES HER FRIENDS. | HATE IT WHEN SHE PUSHES
MY “buttons’ WITH THOSE PRISSY FrENCH MANtCURO> FINGERNAILS OF HERS.
How WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE POKED CONSTANTLY? HeR VOICE IS SO LOUD; | END UP WITH
AN EARACHE EVERYDAY. AnD DON’t GET ME STARTED ON THE WAY SHE CARELESSLY TOSSES
ME IN HER FeNOIl BAG FULL OF CRAP. S hE SWINGS HEft BAG SO MUCH | GET SEASICK.
W hen she arrives home, instead of gently lowering her bag on her bed,
SHE SLAMS IT DOWN LIKE A WRESTLER. I HAVE THE BRUISES TO PROVE IT.

| KNOW ALL HER SECRETS. WhILE SHE GABS TO HER FRIENDS, | PASS ALONG T I+

INFORMATION TO MY OTHER COHORTS. BLACKMAIL IS SO CHIC NOWADAYS. ReVENGE AGAINST
Stacey has been on my mind lately. I™~E |BBBIittWEIGHING the pros ai™ cons of this.

| KNOW EXACTLY WHAT I'LL DO. | MY TENrssSm~0O HER EARDRUM. ShE WILL
CRY TO HER MOM AND WE WILL BE RdsHIED "»|(**~"MERGENC~AMOOM. ThE INTERN WILL
EXAMINE HER AND IMMEDIATELY MDER A CSAMANQPpPII"ER W Ali® SHE WILL CONSULT WITH
A SURGEON. They will DISCUSAHE OPTIONSAmBER PARENTsII"M SURE HER FOLKS WILL

OPT FOR SURGERY. In MY MIND”EYE, | SEE StStcEY SCREAMING HYSTERICALLY,
"NO surgery! | LOVE MY FIFTW APPENDAGE SO MMpH THAT IT HAS ANALLY BECOME A
PART OF ME.**

i ¥nU. UMOI€« WHEN HBE BAEENTS INSIST ON THE SUIfMngOHgfclISB~ Wiki. nBE MB PMM

S tAC«Y*S BBBBBSMON. Apnm THB MKISION is ANB NUESSS WILL
IBBEB p»B THB suBBm Y s«IT,,/~A souM N suen an bxtbbmb
ftCASB. ASS TAeBY *$J "% Aemy$"""#iiH®&ro.”~"anbsthbsia Atm
IvBLB eOUNT" BAeingABB nOMIBNB HUNiw~"NB N _T>HAVB AUU m‘-,iu?*IgKr HOW THEY WILL

MAKS THE INeiSieN. IP THBY CUT AN ABTBRY"OK VWN>SHB WLLABUW INIKAN IP THEY CUT TOO

PAE INTO ram BAIWEUM, SHE WIU. LOSE HBE MBAEIN»r HbSSB u™ S ~ ~ S oU”Y BACE BUTSIBB THE
BBMATINB EOBM; they BKANCE CONTINIMUSLY AT THB CLOefu'TnB SUESS~IA”S PBE ABOUT PIVE
%HBA4IES.

’ Finally, | can imabinb booe Stacey bbinb whbblbb but anb intb hee boom.
ThB anbsthbsia WBAES BPP anb she asks HBB BAEBNTS ip TItB BBBEATIBIf IS A SVCCBSS.
Hee baeents aeb bvbejbybb tb pinally havb hee pebb bp tke banbbebus pipth abbbnbabb.
T bABS will SLOWLY CBUESE BBWN THEIE CHEEKS AS THBY APPIEM THB BBBEATIBN’s SUCCESS.
S tacey will ask abbvt hbe mbst bbweb bbssbssion: *mb.” Hee babbnts will bxblain tb hee
THAT THE SIfBBEBN WAS SB PASCINATBB BY THIS CASE THAT HE ASKBB IP HB CBULB KEBS ME. | NBW >
EBSIBE IN AN ALCBHBL PILLBB M B. i AM BBBM PBBB ANB EBST BN TBB OP THB SUEBBBN’s BESK.
| WILL NAVB MY PIPTEBN MINUTES BP PAMB ANB StACEY WILL BE PBBBVBB BISCBNNBCTBB PEBM MB

% rpenline



Summertime and the Livin’

By:
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One summer on a sleepless
Inight, | phoned my new neighbor
land pal to keep me company wuntil |1
lgot sleepy. It was uncharacteris-
Itic of me to trouble someone | had
Ilknown only for a few weeks at such
la late hour. Luckily for me, he
fas still awake. | was tired and
/leary, but |1 could not sleep.
[Insomnia... a life-long problem |
had never fully resolved; nor had
I accepted sleeping pills as a
[solution. We decided to go for a
mlk and wandered into the woods
Ibehind the dorms on the other side

Y. our ajte mpus.
hergngtlﬁmeﬁ%?Ea agm (A%,Fsﬁ%linding
%Hg tlthe Wasfé‘S‘P eXp%”’H”

vulne

Squish... squish. Crunch...
[crunch...crunch... were the gentle
[sounds my feet made as they com-
pressed the earth beneath, then
broke and shattered the dead
leaves and fallen twigs, step by
[step. Thump. Crunch, <crunch.
[Squish, squish.

“Are you okay?” asked my

IS Easy

NSRB

tall, slender-but strong-com -
panion, with a gentle face, and
whom | could not see. He stretched
out his arm, “Do you need to hold
my hand?”

“No, thanks,” | replied, “1
need to teach my eyes how to see
in the dark.” Thump...crunch,
crunch, squish, squish. “1’m okay!
Keep walking | can follow.” |

guickened my pace in an attempt to

disguise my inelegance. I was
afraid of the dark, yet |1 did not
turn back.

I had always wanted an older
brother — someone to protect me,

to guide me, to teach me, to

introduce me to cool, fun people
Il ’d typically be too shy to
approach, and to motivate me, so
that | did not have to do these
things myself. He would be an
archetypical role model: handsome,
strong, keen, benevolent, patient
and would not pose as a competi-
tive threat which an older sister
would most likely do. | would
strive to become successful so

that he would be proud of me.
However, circumstances deemed me
to be a first-born, and for a
decade, | was an only child. Being
the first-born meant being the
first to test the water. It meant
taking the first bite of a com-
pletely foreign dish and deciding
whether ordering it was a good
choice, or a huge mistake. It
meant setting a standard. Taking
these risks instilled such fright,
but perhaps it s, in fact, “our
light, not out darkness that
frightens us.

If my friend had not accompa-
nied me, | still would have taken
a walk around campus, but the
thought of walking through the
woods would have even <crossed



my mind. | feared getting
[attacked, lost, left behind alone,
|[beaten wup or that probably no one
~ould notice that | had been miss-
ling. I did not know my neighbor
mtoo well, but 1 knew that | wanted
Ito know and to trust him. AIll |
lunderstand of him was that he was
la few years older, a PH.D student,
la linguistics teaching assistant,

Japanese tutor, and a computer
land video game nerd, was toned and
Ifit, and had a girlfriend. What |
[derived from these facts was that
lhe was wise, diligent, patient,
[perceptive, confident, and caring.
I assumed these characteristics
labout him, although I had not
Ireally observed his true nature to
Iprove whether my assumptions were
[correct, or if |1 had only assigned
Ithese traits to him because that

ms how | wanted to (needed to)
[see him. |1 was afraid of asking
[questions, and mistook my assump-
[tions for belief, even though 1
[knew no matter how often | ques-

;ion the truth, the answer will
[always be the same.

Squish... squish... thump. |
[sighed, “Mud. When did it rain?
[Vuck. 1 was not paying enough
[attention to where | was stepping

[and was concentrating on where my

was in front of me. |
shackled

even

[neighbor was
[already
[and 1

[anger

by my dependence,
slight
for

got a pang of

towards him not warning

le of softer ground. Scrape...

dark
see my

[crunch... crunch. It was so
[that |
[guide. Vertigo

The mind
What
[not believe
[through

[miliar

could no longer
had hit

began to

me.
ask ques-
was | could
that |

natures

[tions: doing? |

was venturing

blackout on unfa-

terrain without a working

[cell phone, and with a stranger,

[nonetheless! Who was my companion,

[anyway? What kind of person was |
[to trust someone | barely knew to
Iltake me into the woods after mid-

night? | became lost and

sequestered within my own thoughts
knew who |
this,

really

so that I no longer

was, and because of there

was no way for me to know

or trust my neighbor... or anyone. |

identities and
that |1
actually paying

the cur-

could only assume
the
instead of

the

assign only traits
wanted
attention to facts of
rent reality.

had come
company on this

lonely

Since my neighbor

out to keep me

sleepless night in a town,

I already expected him to do
with

not

everything else for
though he
that. I expected
tical interests; to
that |

and

me, me,

even may

him to

really want
have iden-
the
see, to listen
that |

companion at

see movies
wanted to
the

and to be my

enjoy music would

want
because he

social gatherings

struck me as such a people person.
Hence, | could meet people through
his social efforts. Likewise,
everything that he did | would
assume into my own identity and |
would act the way | assumed would
make him like me most. If he did
not comply with my standards or
expectations, I would become dis-
appointed, hurt, betrayed and
practically fire him from the
position of being my best friend.
But he wasn’t even my best friend,
yet. He was just my neighbor-
friend. Truly being able to see at
all really vexed me at this point.
I had to close my eyes for a
few minutes and refocus. It was so
dark that they had felt Ilike they
lad been closed, anyway. Instead,
I willed myself to touch, not just
with my hands, but with all my
senses. How acute the human sense
of touch <can be! I was able to
feel infinite spatial dimensions.
Every now and then, there was a
slight breeze that brushed the
Dangs from my eyes and hit me like
an external adrenaline rush. As



long as | kept track of my
lhair after each breeze, it became
leasy to figure out from where and
/lhen 1 came. The fresh air entered
Imy nostrils, filled my lungs and
Ireplaced all the New York City
[smog that crept in over all these
'ears. | did not need my inhaler.

wonderful perfume complimented

;he night, comprised of birch,
ltulip, red oak, white oak, flower-
ling dogwood, and beech. From the
[distance, and wup close, I heard
Ilittle concertos from little green
[string quartets and crisp
[operettas sung by winged <creatures
lof gold, blush, and red- 1 <could
Inot see these colors, but | Kknew
Ithat they were so. The bass came
|[from toads, percussion a la frogs.
Jur footsteps hymned an avant-

The
untrained

black
perception

lgarde melody. monotony

lof my was no

[longer, for my color
had at

Ifrom within

ability to

nature last disinterred
me.
I even forgot | was walking.
surprise, then,
open
tall
see,
light of the
longer obstructed. We
field.
but 1

waltzed

[I't was a pleasant
stumbled
field fenced in by
This |1

brilliant

/hen we upon an cir-
lcular
ltrees. able to for
Ithe

Imoon

was
white
was no
/lere in an
the
music. A

open My mind
Imuted
Ithe

IPegasus to

sounds, could see

star from
another
had

from

Aquarius, and

Ifrom Scorpio to
ladjusted and no longer
[straining. When |
that |

was

Orion. My eyes
ached
saw myself, |1
full of

yellow

noticed too was

color. | wearing a and
with green
pants. Albeit, |

Ibe mistaken for

red sweater and purple

could not
the

because of

pajama
one of plants

lor the animals my dis-
still |

surround -

ltinct
Ifelt
ings. It

physical appearance,

harmonized with my

was no longer me and

else. | indi-
the

visual

[everything was one

adual part of and

tributed to

whole, con -

and auditory

that
me, my

symphony of
Beside
a blue

night.
neighbor had on
black pants.
observe
looked

and with a

sweatshirt and
He caught me
detail

warmheartedly,

trying to

very about him and
at me
gentle smile.
“l1 don’t
going
me know when

want you to lost

home,” he

get

said, “so just let

you are ready and

walk you over.
months
had
joys of
friendship,

Several later, my

and | the

com -

encountered
each other’s
but
fierce

neighbor
greatest
pany,
not without

and love,
just as
The truth

necessarily

many
squabbles. older
brother

leroes.

was
not
They
protective.
ditch you to
friends or
They
intentionally, or

super-

are not always self-

less and Sometimes,
they
with their
play with

things

even hang out
refuse to
you. say means
not, and

there is always an exchange of

annoyance between siblings,
regardless of
Dirth

is human,

gender, age, or
brother

why depend

older
then
structure of

order. If an
like
whose

me,
on someone
potential for achievement, and
the

hero is

downfall, is
The
vidual
that
tion

same as my own?

true one’s indi-
the

suit is

own
heroic action
the

another

self, and

follows apprecia-

and love for human

thus
between

Deing, fostering a true con-

nection individuals and

cultivating a relationship in

which the good in each other s
mutually brought out further.

It was through our actions
during that midsummer’s night, and
concurrently still, that | was
able to spontaneously realize our
true nature and discover that,
although it is susceptible to for-
getting its true nature and focus-
ing instead on the setbacks mis-
takes may ascertain, humankind is
already lacking

S erpenltlinn.
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"Brad' s at it again,” Graham
says nonchalantly.

Deacon nodded somberly, watch-
ing with only a minute amount of
pity for this small ninth grade
girl Brad Summers was bullying out
in the courtyard. Apparently
Summers didn't get the memo that
bullying was for elementary chil-
dren, not seniors on the cusp of
graduating.

"You probably want t' help her."

"Nah man, your apathy' s been
rubbing way hard on me. We can
turn him in before the period
ends.'

Lunchtime was supposed to be
relaxing, not frayed on the edges
with some dumb legal adult pushing
around a tiny freshman for her
wallet and cell phone. "She' 11 grow
up to be a chipped cog anyway.

It" s not worth it."

Graham shook his head and set-
tled against the picnic table' s
top. "So damn
pessimistic."

As if he hadn't said the same
thing for the last couple of
years, once he learned there was a
word that covered some of Deacon' s
personality traits. Deacon didn't
mind. Rather, he didn't care.
Graham could call him anything he
wanted, but it didn't infringe on
their relationship. The same went
for Ebb, but she was a girl; any-
thing heated she'd say, she would
mean, until either Deacon made a
sidelong apology or Ebb apologized
herself. What a waste of energy.

They weren' t alone in the
upper side of the parking lot.
There was always that onegroup of
friends who sat on the grass wunder
the hallway windows, whose stray

conversations rather loud on
scoffed at
dat-

actor

got

occasion. Deacon often
their

ing whom,

trivial who was

that

matters:
how hot was
or actress, or,

her
Ugly gossip of a

more

"Danny, just ask out
already!"”
life. Just

couldn' t

shallow
wasted They
the
his
fence-pole,

energy.
hill like
perch

see down

Deacon could, from
the metal

view of

atop
his
only

where

Summers was obscured
by a
old and young
slope. But only if he
head; Graham had to
himself on his
Graham wasn' t
long.
Deacon
his
his
simultaneous
They had
their
for Graham
Deacon, though if
they' d be
before to
that

again.

couple of from

up the
his

and prop

leafy branches
trees growing
turned
twist
arms to see, which
bothered to do for
fiddled with
tray, idly
teeth in

the
bending it

spork
from
with
cise
ing.
until

a mindless
with his sky gaz-
twenty minutes left
started again,
and Algebra
Graham were

exer-

classes
German for
seri-
ous, leaving five minutes
the
roughing
good deed

Graham might

inform seniors' AP

Summers was up kids
the

which

Deacon' s for

week, as say,
unsporting; like
talk. Graham' s
do-gooder persona
middle
but

excelled

was
had
highly obnoxious
had been
school,

very Graham

any room to
washed away in

thanks to Deacon,

apart, as Deacon

that
year
ahead to while Graham
had bal-

influence

ninth grade
forth to eighth,
Deacon' s indirect
his

marched
anced
and naturally positive charac-
ter .

It was just

fix in

one more

this

cog

Deacon could horrible

machine.

S erpentine
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"Dee?"
"What?"
"Are you
love?"
Deacon

ever gonna fall in

exhaled and tossed the

spork into the metal trashcan; his

tray would follow soon. This was a

topic,
‘ranting’

mostly stemmed by
(Graham called
passively as
constant

frequent
Deacon' s
it "venting as possi-
ble") over his
badgering of him to get a
liked to

who were

parents
nice
girlfriend. Graham laugh
at it and wonder
the stranger

Deacon

really
ones: Deacon or his
found it
expressed

parents.
ing and
his desire to castrate himself to
end the issue. Ebb hadn't really
liked that idea, when she heard

it.

aggravat-

several times

"Wouldn't it hurt?" she had

asked, and Deacon, in turn, had
waved the notion aside.
"AIll pain goes away in time. 1'd
give this type a couple weeks."
"Maybe," was his answer, like
always.
"I'm telling you, the <chances
of me finding a girl who | can

actually tolerate are depressingly

low." He looked down at Graham and
smiled ruefully.

"C'mon, you know me. How many
girls do you think could see me
and respect my thoughts on sex and
all that bull-crap, eh?"

"I hear some girls don't mind
weird guys."

Deacon scoffed.

"So why don't you have one

yet? "

Graham stared at him up over
the rim of his wire glasses,
pointedly say nothing, least of
all incriminating. Deacon's habits
included poking holes in logic and
reason, something Graham had found
himself the victim of. His absten-
tion pleased Deacon; cogs should-
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defend
something

n"t always have to them -

selves, especially over

as trivial as relationships.

Graham was learning, willingly
learning.

"-Okay, I'm going. I'm
going!"

The loud junior got up and
stalked inside, and after a moment

girlfriends and
jumped

his giggling

snickering guy friends all

up to follow. Deacon rolled his
eyes. ldiots. He could tell what
just happened: they' d all been
bugging the loud one to ask out
some sophomore and he finally
cracked. It was disgusting and
very much none of their business,
but "friends" are apparently enti-
tled to dig their claws into your
personal life like harpies. What
was the point of interjecting
yourself into someone else' s prob-
lems when it came to biology?
Their malleability was gone;
people like them conformed to the
bleak standard of repetitive
motion and dull thoughts. At least
he could save Graham and Ebb from
the dreadful fate, to expand their
minds with more expressive and
outward thinking. They would see
the bigger picture even if it
killed Deacon. These were his

friends, the two who trusted him

with undiluted information. A fter
school, he'd have to remind them
of that. He was, after all, their
teacher.

He sensed Graham shift about.

"Dee."

"Mm?" Deacon gave the door
the juniors disappeared into one
last ounce of a baleful glare
before giving Graham his entire
attention. Graham still had that
pointed look, maybe to hide pen-
sive or decisive thoughts. "What's
on your mind?"

"You really see people as all



one body, right?"

"Always have.'

"And you still don't hold
another person' s preferences
against them?"

"More or less; you know there
are exceptions.” Deacon frowned.

"Why? "
"Dee,

Vermont in
Geniuses in

my parents
August."”

moving to

fiction never

behave normally. Nothing was ever a
shock, or a blow to the ego. They
acted like everything had been
handed to them in advance, with no
hint of surprise or being startled
by an incredible revelation being
put into their hands, big news that
fizzled under two words: | know.
Deacon wasn't fictional, and he had
every right to say,

"W hat?"

Graham thinned his mouth.

"1 know | should have told you
sooner-"

"You should've!™ This... changed
too much. It was May; there was no
time to prepare-

"How long have you known?"

"They started making plans in
March.”" Graham was flush.

"That' s not all | wanted to
tell you though."

"This part better be good
news!"™ It was like ice in his
heart. Lose Graham? The thought was
a painful strike to the chest.
Deacon had the sudden, overpowering
urge to grab both Graham and Ebb
and run to the edge of the world.
All Deacon' s hard and subtle work
on Graham would be washed away on

the tide of social reconfiguration.
His thoughts would regress to the
point of being just another wurban
vegetable; he' d be refashioned and
fit back into the machine as the
same cog everyone else was.

Graham' 11 be wutterly-

..touch...
Thoughts of
ally cut
but he' d
ticular

Deacon didn' t
off like
had
moment to

usu-
that,

that
reference

themselves
never
kind of
against. So he

really par-

stared blankly,
dumbfounded in so
he had concluded
there was no place
the woods
never felt
way helped

because
accepted that

for him in the

largely due to
attraction but

by the pres-
But he'd
reverse.
Brad
without a

many ways
and

neck of
having
also in no
sure of his
thought
"...'m going to

parents.
about it in

never

report
now," Graham murmured,
shred of eye contact,
already walking
of his
reign in

and was
the
could

away from scene

crime before Deacon
sort of
His

cautiously.

any input on what
tickled

Deacon

just happened.

his cheek

fingers
could-
thinking that
He was all about
much as

n"t fool himself into
real.
the false as

that... that
pour over, a

little

it wasn't
the
the true.

reality,
But
footnote to
reality... a
the cheek.
Graham was
and a half
like- like
sabotage to his
He sat

was new, a
foreign

simple kiss on
moving away in
three Graham

like

months.
him. It
system.
there
bell

might was

listlessly until

the period rang.

VRITTEN BY:
JANUARY KAYER
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riie propellers began to spin and the
sound of rushing wind was evervvvhere. 1llie
Dlane l)egan to sliake. Overtaken by fear, |
held onto the artiis of the chair. Inve ihou-
sand feet in the air and I lliought, C/od,
please doirt let ibis plane erasli. PU'ase pro-
leet this plane so we will nol di(‘. In the air, 1
was siill overw heluK'd In ap|)reh('nsion. My
mom nudged me, ‘i*Isther, go and look out
the window."
‘\Volv! This is so
eool,' eame out o( my month
as | glanced at tlie world
below me. | went ba('k to my
seal Ic(‘ling })caee. | was anx-
ioirs and (wcilc'd at ilk' n<nv
world that awaited me.
I landed on Amc'rican soil July 3, 1998,
) day | woidd nev(M* forgx'l. In ilk"cab on the
wav lo our a|)artmenl, | look(‘d u|) at llu'
s(piar(* bri(‘k hous(* and thoughl, how sli'ange.
leouldn't D(‘li(ne my (wt's; | had ncvc'r seen
such a small aparlm{‘nl in my life, (“ould (iv(
peopU' liv(" in one room!’ \es, we wer(‘ all
going lo shaix' oiu‘ bed, Ihrc(' pc'ople at tlie
Ix'dposl and ihe o1ikm' two at the end of the
b(‘d. \('lei' pla(‘ing our bags in our room, we
s(M out lo rind diiuier. Along the clean sir(‘<M
the p(‘ople look('d and soundc'd dilTeix'nt.
Walking along, my sisl(M* ask(‘d, “Moimuy,
Ihm'c ar(* w(' going;™ :My moliu'r jusl
shrugg(‘d h(‘r should(‘rs. \lI an inU'i'scelion,
m\ sisU'r and 1slood llu're and ga/ed at Ih(
machiiK' with lights, lik(* it was gold. \\ hat
was mosl amazing about Ih(® signal was il lold
\ou wlu'u lo walk and nol walk.
| ask('d my mom, "Moimiiy, do llun have'
crossing signals in Nigeria.'
Sh(' i'(\s])on(U'd, ‘At's, ilk'v just don'l
work.”
Still following our mom, m\ sisU'r cailcMl oul,
Motmny, look, a while man!"
Mv mom luriuMi lo lu'r,
<pii(M. lhal was i*ud(‘.’
In my lutad | was ihiidxing, Il Oiva /ra/
n'/zile [ K30 /) a IrefZ iviiife Jllclil. [lc
/oo/\s Il'¥is. Al'h'r tlu' man
walk('d by, mv mom said, "Now lie is probably

Ibxie, k(‘cp

tliinking what kind of l)ush people ar(' ihesei’™

We all started lauglnng, I was so happ\® We
finally stopped in Ironl of a dingv stand Ilhal
had a small store l)ehind it. My mom looked

inside aiul ordered something.

“'Mommy, whal are you doingP” to
wliich she re|)li(‘d, ""()rd(M’ing (]lhin(‘se food. '
“They have Chinese food in America?"
Aly mom, loolving very tired, said,
“"You’d

Walking hom(* lijc smell of’

I)c sur|)rised.”

the food was tantalizing. 1

couldn't wail lo gel home

and eal. My mom servcuf ihe

food and | thoughl, vvliat is

ibis? My two younger sisters

said, "Just eal tlie food, it won't liurl you.”

Seeing ev(‘i;vone eal witb j)leasure |)ush('d me

to try il. The 1bod was so good.

"Alommy, vvfial is this?” 1asked.

"Pork fried rice with BB() ribs, mixed
vegetal)les, and while rice.”

"A\ lial are these things in llie packet?”

“"The y('llow one is duck sauce, the

I)lack one is soy sauce and the red one is liot
sauc'c.”
"Hot sauce!
"It’s like
"Only

this duck sauc(' made (Voni real duck?”

“shouted one of*my sisters.
lake [)cpper,” my moiri replied
in America,” 11)lurted out. "lIs

My mom just shrugged lier shoulders.
“Ahyaiiihal!” yelU'd my sister
W(* all decided Ihal
the sauce made (roui duck. AlU‘r dinner, we
lo bed,
I woke up nol
I r(*ni(‘'mber(MI. 1 look(MI outside and it
I kc|)l

this country was, but

we would not eal

all went lirc(f (Vom our long trip.

knowing where J was
until
was still evening. thinking how gr(‘al

I missed my da(f, iny

brollu'rs, my sister, my aunls and uncle and
mv best I'riend. | di(f not want lo be in
AuK'rica. | vvanled to go home wliere J knew

everxone and ever}thing. \ said, "God, please

let il get l)eller, I know today was fun but |
miss my liouk'.” 11liose small vvonfs gave me
th(* sliXMiglh to gel ibrough tfie night. 1 felt
tlial (‘verylhing would be alright. It was a

good da\ aii(f feeling belter, I went lo sleep.
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WILL FOR FULFILLING AMBITION AND A SENSE OF OBLIGATION - TO.THE LOVE Of
SUBJECTS AND HIS HEART'S DESIRES. He'S ALWAYS HUNGRY FOR MORE AND IS
YEARNING FOR THAT NEXT HUGE LEAP. He's determined and he cai
30 BACK TO CARELESSNESS.

What misconceptions lie out in there in the wilderness that we call
JOURNEY TO manhood? KiDS USUALLY AREN'T READY FOR SUCH A TREK, MOST M
rarely are themselves. A child wakes up to Cap'n Crunch and keeps a
filthy, unkempt room inside a house paid FOR BY A WORKING PARENT OR GO
MENT-FUNDED cheese, a man WAKES UP TO TASKS, WHETHER IT BE A GOOD BOW
THAT SAME CEREAL, FOLLOWED BY A SHAVE AND PERPETUALLY SITTING' IN BUMPER
BUMPER TRAFFIC, OR A DAY OF JOB-HUNTING WITH A: SIDE OF VIDEO .GAMES USE

JING HARDSHIPS RANGING FROM PUBESCKNT

A ' ’7/\/\. ] AN
’

m t

mir-«

Rude AWAKENING CAN OCCUR DAILY IN THE

) DIFFER WITH RESPECTS TO CONSEQUENCES

MAY EXEMPLIFY BOLDNESS, FUELING COURAGE

'IDUALS, BUT THESE IMAGINATIVE, BOUNDLESS

OQutcomes like these seldom prove

SENSE OF maturity TO GUIDE THEM TOWARDS

P.M., 8 pP.M. AND EVEN 11 P .M ..

IAN IS ONLY ABLE TO SATISFY UNRELENTING

; FAMOUS " five o' <clock shadow" |INDI-

E CONCLUSION OF A MAN'S TYPICAL
ilE DEMISE OF THE CHILD'S CAREFREE,

SHADOW FOLLOWS THE CHILD'S EVERY MOVE,

? THE WAY.



AS

grrRr

3 v

JH--

N g peXete

n m’e*
gl o f o>

>

AN\ ok

% rpentine

19



S ~"rpiz

"M ask Transparency

/

Poem by tvaw Perez

“l (Eye)”Art by Anthony PePrimo

All things that was once so
simple.
Slowly start to become hard to

understand.

A path that was
1?7ue to its clear
waters.

Yet dark setting.
Of swaying
branches.

Of the willow
trees.

Are now being
covered by that.
Of falling cherry
blossoms leaves.
That covers this
once clear body
of water.
Floating on top.
Watching grey
clouds.

Pass by.

Life feels so
agonizing.
Never knowing
what it is.

To be alive.

Till only know

what it means when you are close

to dead.
Hide yourself through these masks.
Thinking you can live without

knowing the truth.
And go by each minuscule minute,

/hanging and rearranging.
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To fit in with

once easy to find,

Your personality,
those people you call
friends,

I didn't need to wear this mask,
Il chose to wear |it.
Through my own
free will.

A mask to hide
those feelings,

1 thought |1
shouldn't have.
To walk a lonely
path.

For | chose to
learn what it
means to suffer
for a cause.

Yet this mask.
One that is embed-
ded itself Into my
skull.

Is starting to
break.

And has started
to fade away.
Slowly revealing a
facial expression.
That is uncommon
these days.

A single tear running.
With a smile on my face,

Put with sadness within these
eyes.
What am 1 now.
When | don't have a mask to fall

back on anymore?
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YOU WANT TO SUBMIT YOUR ART AND LITERATURE

TO SERPENTINE MAGAZINE.
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Hungry? Not that it helps,
here’ s a Wordsearch.

Word Bank:
Serpentine ThirdRail TheBanner
Caesura Literature VisualArts
Poetry Nonfiction GraphicDesign

WSIA Flash-Fictin L.1.B.S.

...and more words than you can shake a stick at.

Send any submissions, feedback, and comments to magazine.serpentine@gmail.com
1C Room 226, or visit us on the web at serpentinemagazine.blogspot.com
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