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Pillow Talk
by Ashley Hurwitz

He clim bs o f f  o f me sw eating, w ith  h a ir  ii^  h is  eyes.

“ My l i f e  is  u n f u l f i l l e d d o e s n ' t  make eye con tac t as he says th is ,  but sim ply looks a t the 
d i r t y  ca rpe t l i t t e r e d  w ith  c lo th e s  and speaks to  the s i le n t  a i r .  I  p u l l  the  sheets around m yse lf, 
reaching f o r  pants th a t  seem so out, of. reach. I f  I  wanted a depressing speech I  would have fucked 
my re s id e n t crazy , fuck  to y  th a t always:, c r ie d  as he came,

, " I  wanted to  be something. I  guess I  ju s t  ho^ld to o  h igh  standards fo r  m yse lf.* ' I  look  a t him 
w ith  a b lank expression . What can someone say a t a tim e l ik e  th is ?

S it t in g  naked in  a bed th a t is n ’ t'm y  own, I  am a t a lo s t  fo r  words.

“ I  blame my fa th e r .  He always had the  same p rob lem .” Daddy issues to o . I  r e a l ly  need to  s ta r t  
asking these fa ce le ss  men some background h is to ry  be fo re  I  spread my legs and in v i te  them in s id e .
I t  d o e sn 't make me a whore, i t  makes me a lo n e ly  person lo o k in g  fo r  someone to  pretend l ik e  I  
m a tte r fo r  the day, or n o rm a lly , the few hours I  spend w ith  these men.

“ I  always wanted to  be an a c to r. I  th in k  i f  I  was, maybe my l i f e  would be b e t te r .  I  could p rob ­
a b ly  be happy th e n ."  At th is  p o in t I  contem plate w a lk ing  out w ith o u t any c lo th e s  on. I ’ m w a itin g  
fo r  the  te a rs  to  come s tre a k in g  down h is  face , bu t to  my dismay he. doesn’ t  c ry . He sim ply c o n tin ­
ues, “ I  would g ive  up alm ost anyth ing  to  be an a c to r ; i t  is  the  one th in g  th a t can make me happy.”
Another a c to r . Seems l ik e  everyone in  Hollywood is  a s tru g g lin g  a c to r, fu c k in g  the bottom feeders 
th a t they p ic k  up in  n ig h tc lu b s . I  make a mental note to  never fuck  a s tru g g lin g  a c to r ever
aga in ...w e ll, I  probab ly w i l l ,  bu t not u n t i l  I  ask them f i r s t  i f  they hate th e i r  fa th e rs . Maybe I ’ l l
even make l i t t l e  forms or cute l i t t l e  s igns : “ You have to  be th is  sane to  r id e .  Everyone in  H o l­
lywood has i l lu s io n s  o f grandeur. Every mediocre w a ite r  c a rr ie s  headshots and resumes in  th e i r  
back pockets in  case they ever stumble across Jack N icholson or George Clooney. 1 get served 
co ffe e  and a s c r ip t  is  pushed my way, another s tru g g lin g  a r t i s t  th a t  came to  the  dump th a t is  H o l­
lywood to  whore out th e i r  cheap, overdone ideas.

And I  ju s t  fucked one o f these to u r is ts  o f fo r tu n e ,

“ I  have never r e a l ly  f e l t  co n ten t, except when I  am on the  stage. I  ju s t  thought my l i f e  would 
be going in  a d i f fe r e n t  d ire c t io n  by now.” He moves h is  hands to  h is  face , h id in g  h is  eyes behind 
h is  f in g e rs .  Is  he r e a l ly  going to  c ry , or am I  s tuck  in  a h o r r ib le  movie th a t I  d id n ’ t  re a liz e  I  
was a p a rt of? E ith e r  way I  m ight be s ic k  i f  he con tinue s : i f  on ly  I  could f in d  my underwear. He 
c r ie s  s i le n t ly  in to  h is  own hand. I f  he is  lo o k in g  fo r  a shoulder to  c ry  on, he is  lo o k in g  a t the
wrong woman. I  have my pants in  hand and I  p lan on not lo o k in g  back as I  walk out th a t dobt... once
I  f in d  my o th e r shoe, o f course.

“ I  promised m yse lf I  w ouldn’ t  le t  my career take c o n tro l o f my l i f e  l ik e  t h is .  But I  ju s t  ^.feel 
so em pty.” I  shake my head, th is  man deserves an Oscar, fu ck  I ’ l l  nominate him m yse lf i f  he stops 
c ry in g . When I  met him a t the  nameless bar I  wasn’ t  a f te r  a b a c k -s to ry . I  d id n ’ t  even want to  know 
h is  name. My o th e r shoe is  alm ost in  reach as I  hear him p u l l  the covKts back around h im s e lf and
bury h is  face in to  the w h ite  p i l lo w .  H is te a rs  s tre a k  down the  fa b r ic  and wet the bed around i t .

I  hate o n e -n ig h t stands.

As I  s l ip  my fo o t in to  the  b la ck  s t i l e t t o  I  stop m om entarily and l is te n  to  him weep. I  could 
on ly  hear mumbled words and s o ft  gasps as h is  l ip s  sucked in  deep, sha llow  b re a th s . I f  I  had more 
o f a h e a rt I  would have turned around r ig h t  th e re  and pa tted  him on h is  back as he whimpered in to  
h is  p i l lo w .  But I  am not th a t  k ind  o f g i r l .  As I  s lo w ly  c lose the  door I  sm ile  to  m yse lf. Then as 
I  stand g ig g lin g  s i le n t ly  w ith  my back pressed aga ins t the  s h i t t y  apartment door, I  remind m yself 
to  never fu ck  a s tru g g lin g  a c to r.
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T h i s  i s  H e a v e n ?

hy E r ic  M atos
“Wake up little one.” I’ am instantly awaked from the darkness that surrounds. I feel a lit­

tle groggy and I try to shake the fuzziness out of my mind but to no avail. I sit up from the cold 
ground that I ‘m lying on and try to look around but the only thing that I can see is darkness. I 
stand up but there is nothing to see and I’m afraid to move.
“Don’t be afraid.”

“Who said that?” I say to the enveloping darkness that is encased all around me. I wait but 
there is no response.

“Who is there?” I say with a little more authority in my voice. Again no one answers.
“ So much to do, so little time. Now, can you step forward?”
“ Step forward, where?” I ask my self. I’m starting to get a litde more annoyed here. First, 

I know that there is someone talking here and they refuse to answer me. Second, I can’t see a dam 
thing and I’m being told to step forward, even though I can’t see a dam thing, be some un-know 
voice. I’m really starting to get afraid here and I don’t know what to do.

“Don’t be afraid.”
Great, now this person is a mind reader.
“Can you step forward?”
“Where god dam it?!” Then as if by magic a beam of light shoots up from the floor. The 

light is weak at first but it is slowly getting brighter. I begin to step forward, not knowing what I 
might get myself into, but for right now this is the only place to go.

As I enter the ring of light, I see that the light is growing wider and wider. The light forms 
an even bigger circle than the one that I entered not even a minute ago.

“Power sleeps within you. If you give it form, it will give you strength. Choose wisely.”
Again as if by magic, three pillars begin to rise up from the ground surrounding me. There 

is one pillar in front of me and a pillar to each of my sides. The pillars only rise up to chest level 
when three sparks of light surround me and place themselves on top of the pillars. I look at the one 
in front of me when a sword appears out of the blue. I look to the sides of me and a shield is on my 
left side and what looks like a staff is on my right. I walk up to the sword and I take it off the pil­
lar.

“The warrior, invincible courage, a sword of terrible destruction.”
And just like that, the sword disappears. I really don’t know what going on here but it 

just started to get interesting. I take a walk over to the shield and lift it off of its pillar.
“The guardian, kindness to aid friends, a shield to repel all.”
And just like before the shield disappears. I would have been cool if I could have kept the 

shield. I would have been even better if I could have kept the sword. This place is so weird.
“Two down, one to go.” I say to myself. I walk over to the third and final pillar. This one 

holds the staff like ting that I saw earlier. I take this one off of its pillar too and just hold it in my 
hands.

“The mystic, inner strength, a staff of wonder and ruin.”
Again the staff disappears. This is getting really old really fast. All of a sudden, the pillars 

begin to collapse on themselves and I immediately begin to step backward.
“The closer you get to the light, the greater your shadow becomes. But don’t be afraid.

And don’t forget, you hold the mightiest weapon of all. You must keep your inner light burning 
strong. Behind You!”

“ A H H H H H H H H H H H H H ”  I fell out of the circle of light and I’m falling in to the 
darkness. It begins to suiTOund me again and I just can’t seem to fight it off. My hand reaches out 
to grab something but there is nothing there.

“Don’t be afraid.”
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I continue my feverish figiit, struggle against what can not be fought. I continue my strug­
gle when I realize that I am lying down again. Where the hell am I? I sit up and Fm suiTounded by 
purple fog. Stand up to my fullest height (5’ 11) and I see trees in the distance. I quickly rush over 
to the trees only to find them all distorted. Their trucks are twisted into spiral shapes and there are 
branches with no leaves on them that extended in ever direction. But this is not just one tree but 
there are other trees just like this one. In fact, there is a whole forest of trees that look like they 
have been rung out and left to dry. I look up and there is a full moon out but it has several clouds 
that are covering half of it. I walk back out of the forest and there are a milhon plain old looking 
doors. I quickly run up to one of them, it doesn’t open. I run up to another one, this one does not 
open either. I run up to a third one, and again it refuses to open. They are all locked. I began to 
cry thinking that Fm never going to get out of this place.

“Don’t be afraid, don’t cry”
“ Shut up!” I scream at the faceless voice.
“ Show your self!” I scream.
“If you wish” Out from the moon a beam of light strikes the ground. There is a circle of 

light right were the moon’s beam hit. The light begins to intensify so much that it hurts to look at.
I shield my eyes and turn away from the light. I hear kind of a popping noise and the light instantly 
vanishes. I look back and right where the light was, Roald Dahl is now standing. I look at him and 
I can’t believe my eyes.

“But you are dead” I manage to stammer out.
“And so are you” He replies.
“Wait Fm dead?”
“Yes you are or you wouldn’t be here”
“Where exactly is here? And wait Fm dead!”
“For the last time yes and welcome to heaven”
“But wait, how did I die?”
“That’s not important. What is important is that you know that while in heaven, anything 

that you think of is turned into a reality for you. Your imagination is key here. Be very careful 
what it is that you think of.”
“But what if I have a question?”
“Just call out my name, ask your question and you shall receive an answer”
“Can I ask you a question now?”
“ You just did but go ahead”
“What’s with all of the twisted trees that have no leaves? What’s with all of the doors that are 
locked? And, why is this place so dark?”
“This place is a replica of your inner mind. These things are all here because this is how you see 
the world. You believe that the world is a dark and dreary place so your heave mimics it.”
“Why are you here then?’
“F am here to help guide you along in your heaven. Fm here to answer any and all questions that 
you may have.”
“But why do you look like my favorite author?”
“That’s because F am Roald Dahl. I mean here because F am the one person that can easily relate 
to you and help you adjust better to your new life. Now, I must get going. There are other people 
who need my help. Just remember two things. Heaven is what you make it and call out my name 
and I will answer any question that you have. So goodbye for now.”
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E

by Nelo Maxwell
I ’v e  s ta r te d  to  w o n d e r  w h y  p e o p le  m a k e  p o in t le s s  s m a ll ta lk  w h e n  th e r e ’s n o th in g  to  say. Even th o u g h  a w k ­

w a rd  s ile n c e  is u n c o m fo r ta b le ,  m a y b e  i t ’s s u p p o s e d  to  b e  th a t  w a y .

I t ’s lik e  a n  a b ru p t  b re a k  in  a  s e n te n c e  fo r  n o  a p p a re n t re a s o n , o r  lik e  a  s k ip  o n  a  re c o rd ; i t  d is ru p ts  th e  f lo w  o f  

in te ra c t io n  a n d  b re a k s  th e  s y n c h ro n ic ity  o f  re la tio n . S ilence  is g o ld e n , a n d  w o rd s  c o n v e y  th a t  w ith  ease  p ro v in g  

th e y  a re  n o t. S to p  b re a k in g  th e  lin e , s to p  s k ip p in g  th e  re c o rd .

It  w a s  ra in in g  to d a y  a n d  I w a s  u p s e t.  W e ll, a lm o s t  u p s e t. I re a liz e d  s o m e th in g  th a t  I s h o u ld n ’t  h a ve  fo rg o t te n :  

th e  s to rm  is m o v in g  n o r th  b e in g  p u s h e d  b y  th e  w in d .  I t ’ s g o in g  s o m e w h e re  e lse . I s u p p o s e  i t ’ s lik e  a  c ro s s in g  

d e a r. I f  c lo u d s  c o u ld  th e y ’d  p ro b a b ly  sa y , “ D o n ’t  g e t  a n g ry  w i th  m e , p le a s e . I’ m  ju s t  b e in g  p u s h e d  b y  th e  

w in d ,  I c a n ’t  h e lp  i t . ”  J u s t l ik e  a d e e r  c ro s s in g ,  “ P lease  d o n ’t  b e  m a d  a t  m e , I’ m  t r y in g  to  g e t  a c ro s s  th e  ro a d  

y o u  b u i l t  in  th e  fo re s t  th a t  I live  in .”  P o o r c lo u d  c a n ’t  c o n tro l  its  o w n  m o v e m e n t ,  p o o r  d e e r  in  th e  w r o n g  p a r t  o f  

th e  fo re s t.

I w a s  ta lk in g  to  m y  f r ie n d  to d a y  a n d  w e  g o t  to  ta lk  a b o u t  m y  n o v e l. I t r ie d  to  e x p la in  to  h im  a  c o n c e p t th a t  he  

w a s  fa m il ia r  w ith .  I h a te  th a t ,  i t  s u c k s  th a t  I fe e l p e o p le  a re  s tu p id  o r  d o n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d  w h a t  I’ m  t r y in g  to  

e x p la in . M a y b e  I ju s t  lik e  e x p la in in g  th in g s .  It u s e d  to  m a k e  m e  fe e l im p o r ta n t  o r  s m a rt.  P re tty  s tu p id  o f  m e . O n e  

w h o  w ie ld s  k n o w le d g e  s h o u ld  n o t  n e e d  to  b e  re m in d e d  o f  th e  fa c t, th e y  n e e d  o n ly  w ie ld  it

T h e  id e a  o f  s ta r in g  in to  a  b la c k  h o le , w h a t  w o u ld  th a t  b e  like?  W o u ld  it  b e  m a d d e n in g ?  W o u ld n ’t  s ta r in g  in to  

s u c h  v a s tn e s s  p ro v e  s u b lim e ?  W o u ld  s o m e th in g  so  b e a u t ifu l as th e  c o lla p s e  o f  a  s ta r  be  a s ig h t  to  see? Is th e re  a 

lin e  b e tw e e n  m a d n e s s  a n d  th e  s u b lim e  esse n ce?  I f  w e  c o u ld  g ra s p  th is  e u p h o r ia  o u t  o f  in s a n ity , w o u ld  th e  A b y s s  

th a t  is o u r  s o u ls  be  so  f r ig h te n in g  th e  n e x t  t im e  w e  s ta re d  in to  it? O r  th e  n e x t  t im e  it  s ta re s  in to  us?

It is m y  b e lie f  th a t  e x is te n c e  s ta r te d  th ro u g h  th o u g h ts  a n d  th o s e  th o u g h ts  c a m e  f r o m  d re a m s . D re a m s  o f  b e in g  

b o rn  a n d  d re a m s  o f  in te ra c t io n . I t h in k  th a t  th is  D re a m  is s t ill t ra v e lin g  a c ro s s  th e  c o s m o s , lik e  a s ire n  ca ll, t r a v ­

e lin g  to  th e  e a rs  o f  e v e ry  liv in g  b e in g . D re a m s  a re  th e  b a s is  fo r  e x is te n c e  w ith  o u t  th e m  life  is n ’t  w o r th  l iv in g . 

F ro m  d re a m s  c o m e  th o u g h t ,  f r o m  th o u g h t ,  e x is te n c e , f r o m  e x is te n c e . E v o lu tio n .

D o e s  th e  u n iv e rs e  sp e a k ?  I f  s o  w h a t  d o e s  i t  say? W o u ld  it  say, “ N e lo  M a x w e ll,  y o u ’ re n o t  p ro fo u n d  a t  a ll, y o u  

j u s t  th in k  to  m u c h ? ” G ro w in g  u p  I n o t ic e d  p e o p le  d o n ’t  lik e  fo lk s  w h o  t h in k  a  lo t.  I ’ m  n o t  s u re  w h y , I m a y  

n e v e r  b e . Is i t  b e c a u s e  th in k in g  re m in d s  th e m  o f  th e ir  live s  a n d  h o w  th e y ’ve  e n d e d  u p ?  P e o p le  g e t  f ru s t ra te d  

w ith  p e o p le  w h o  th in k  a  lo t. M a y b e  it  m a k e s  m e  im p o r ta n t  w h e n  I o u t  th in k  p e o p le , a g a in  a n  e x a m p le  o f  in s e c u ­

r i ty  o n  m y  p a rt,  t r y in g  to  fe e l s m a r t .  I’ m  a  v ic t im  o f  th e  h u m a n  c o n d it io n .  S o m e th in g  th a t  le a d s  us s p ira lin g  

to w a rd  a  d re a m le s s  o b liv io n .

U p o n  o b s e rv a t io n ,  I h a ve  re a liz e d  w h a t  g o e s  a ro u n d  d o e s n ’t  c o m e  a ro u n d . I ’ m  t ire d  o f  p e o p le  b a s ta rd iz in g  

th e  m e a n in g  o f  K a rm a . K a rm a  is o n ly  c a u s e  &  e ffe c t. P eop le  h a ve  n o  c o n c e p t o f  its  t ru e  m e a n in g . K a rm ic  re p e r ­

c u s s io n s  a re  o n ly  a ffe c te d  b y  a n  o f fs e t  o f  e v e n ts , u s u a lly  h a v in g  n o th in g  to  d o  w ith  th e  in d iv id u a l in  q u e s tio n . 

C h a n c e  is w h a t  i t  is, s o m e t im e s  th e re  is n o  p la n  a n d  K a rm a  is th e  p r o o f  o f  th a t.  I s o m e t im e s  f in d  m y s e lf  a s k in g  

“W h y  m e? ” A n d  th e n  I t h in k  i f  n o t  m e , th e n  s o m e o n e  e lse , r ig h t?

M y  o b s e rv a t io n s  o n  M y s p a c e  s e e m  to  b e  a  re c u r r in g  th in g .  I’ m  n o  m o re  p r o fo u n d  th e n  a n y  o n e  e lse . W e ll a c tu ­

a lly , t h a t ’ s n o t  t r u e  b u t  I’ m  n o w h e re  n e a r  p ro fo u n d  as c e r ta in  o th e rs .  I ’ m  p re t ty  s u re  p e o p le  o b s e rv e  th e ir  o w n  

b e h a v io r , as w e ll as th e  b e h a v io r  o f  o th e rs . A t  le a s t I h o p e  th e y  d o . T h e  w o r ld  n e e d s  m o re  o b s e rv a tio n . It s e e m s  

th a t  e v e ry o n e  ju s t  e x is ts  in  th is  w o r ld ,  b u t  n e v e r  s to p s  to  lo o k  a t it. T h a t ’s w h y  I a s k  q u e s tio n s ;  b e c a u s e  n o  o n e  

e lse  d o e s , a n d  t h a t ’s w h y  I t r y  to  c h a lle n g e  p e o p le . O h  w e ll. . .

T h e  u n iv e rs e  is v a s t a n d  in f in ite ,  c o ld  a n d  u n c a r in g . It is t r u ly  u n a w a re  a n d  u n a ffe c te d  b y  its  s m a lle r  p a rts . L ike  a 

m o th e r  tu rn in g  f r o m  h e r  c h ild ,  I h a ve  n e v e r  b e e n  p r iv y  to  a  m o re  u n fe e lin g . It a llo w s  its  c h ild re n  to  be  p o u n c e d  

u p o n  b y  th e  w o lv e s  o f  o p p re s s io n .  ‘T is  a  b a d  m o th e r ,  th e  u n iv e rs e , m u c h  lik e  a ll m o th e rs ,  a ll p a re n ts . T h e y  ta k e  

y o u  to  a  fu n e ra l u n d e r  th e  g u is e  o f  a  b ir th d a y  p a rty , fa ls e  h o p e  a n d  fa ir  w e lls .
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o e t r y  b y  H o b b e s  M a t i a s

n e d
R a n d o m  t h o u g h t s  e v o k e  v e r s e s .

H a v i n g  b e e n  a b s e n t  f o r  s o m e  t i m e  t h e y  e l i c i t  a t h i r s t  t o  r h y m e  

t h a t ' s  i n e v i t a b l y  c o m p o s e d  a n d  r e h e a r s e d  i n  h i s  m i n d .

B u t  t h i s  a r t i s t ' s  d i s s a t i s f i e d  a n d  h i s  f r u s t r a t i o n  c o r r o d e s  

t h e  c o l o r s  o n  a n  e a s e l  t h a t  o n l y  h i s  m i n d  h o l d s .

W o r k  a g a i n s t  t i m e  b e c a u s e  t h i s  b e a u t y  w i l l  r u n  

a n d  a l l  t h a t  y o u ’ v e  d o n e  i s  u n d e r  t h e  g u n .

A r t ' s  l o s t  a l l  i t s  f u n  w h e n  y o u ' r e  p r e s s u r e d ,  

b u t  t h e  p e s k y  f u c k e r  p e s t e r s  w h e n  y o u  l e a s t  e x p e c t  h e r .

S h e ' l l  n a g  y o u  a t  n i g h t  u n t i l  y o u  p a y  h e r  y o u r  m i n d -  

o n l y  t o  b e  g i v e n  a d a b  o f  c o l o r  t o  w o r k  w i t h  t h i s  t i m e .

S o  t a k e  w h a t  l i t t l e  y o u  h a v e  a n d  m a k e  u s e  o f  y o u r  t a l e n t .  

F o r  n o t  e v e r y o n e ' s  s o  f o r t u n a t e  t h a t  t h e y  t o o ,  p o s s e s s  i t .

n e d

S h e ' s  b e e n  l e f t  a n d  f o r g o t t e n -  

M a y b e  d i s c a r d e d  a s  r o t t e n ,

B u t  e i  t h e r  w a y  g o t t e n  

A r o u n d  c u z  s h e  f u c k e d  t h e m .

U s e d ,  a b u s e d  a n d  c o n s u m e d  a s  t h e y  c o n t i n u e  t h i s  r u s e

a n d  s h e  w a s  i n d e e d  f o o l e d  t o  b e l i e v e  t h a t  s h e  w a s  t h e i r  m u s e

U s e d  o n l y  f o r  t h a t  w h i c h  w a s  u t t e r l y  l e w d .

S h e  w a s  o f t e n  t h e  v i c t i m  o f  a n  e a g e r  m a n ' s  t o o l .

E a c h  b o y  t h a t  f e l l  v i c t i m  t o  h e r  l o o k s  a n d  p e r f u m e  

W e r e  i n e v i t a b l y  l o s t  t o  t h e i r  i n s a t i a b l e  m o o d .

B e a u u
A e s t h e t i c a l l y  p a t h e t i c -  

N o t  t o  m e n t i o n  i t ’ s  t r a g i c  h e ' s  e m p a t h i c  

f o r  p r a c t i c e  i n  s a d n e s s  l e a d s  t o  o n e ’ s  m a d n e s s .  

T h r o u g h  n o  f a u l t  o f  h i s  o w n  h e ' l l  s u f f e r  a l o n e -  

f o r  A p a t h y ' s  f i l t e r  w i t h e r s  a l l  j o y ,  

L e a v i n g  j u s t  p a i n  f o r  t h i s  b r o w b e a t e n  b o y .  

C r i t i c i z e d  c r u e l l y  f o r  f o o l h a r d y  d e e d s ,  

H e  c a n  n e v e r  b e  h u m a n  f r o m  w h a t  o t h e r s  s e e .
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Angels
I t  w a s  d a r k  a n d  t h e  f r i g i d  w i n t e r  a i r  h o w l e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  c i t y  

s t r e e t s .  T h e  s n o w  f e l l  l i g h t  a n d  s o f t  a s  c o t t o n  b a l l s ,  t h e  w i n d  b l o w i n g  
i t  a b o u t  i n  f l u r r i e s .  S a l v a d o r  t o o k  a  l o n g  p u f f  f r o m  h i s  c i g a r e t t e .  H e  
h a t e d  t h e  s n o w -  i t  m a d e  t h e  n i g h t s  b r i g h t e r  t h a n  h e  w o u l d  h a v e  l i k e d  
t h e m  t o  b e .  H e  s p i t  i n t o  t h e  s n o w  j u s t  p a s t  h i s  f e e t  a n d  c r u s h e d  w h a t  
w a s  l e f t  o f  h i s  c i g a r e t t e  o n  a  g a r b a g e  c a n  l i d .  P i c k i n g  u p  h a n d f u l s  o f  
s n o w ,  h e  r u b b e d  t h e m  o v e r  t h e  s h o u l d e r s  o f  h i s  w o r n  n a v y - b l u e  s w e a t ­
s h i r t ,  o v e r  t h e  l i g h t  g r e y  w o o l e n  c a p  o n  h i s  h e a d  t h a t  h e  h a t e d  b u t  
s t o l e  a n y w a y  f r o m  a  c a r t  o n  t h e  s t r e e t ,  a n d  o v e r  t h e  l e g s  o f  h i s  
J e a n s .  H e  h a d  m a d e  s u r e  t h a t  t h e s e  j e a n s  w e r e  d a r k  s o  t h a t  t h e  c u t s ,  
t e a r s ,  a n d  h o l e s  i n  t h e m  w o u l d  b e t t e r  c o n t r a s t  w i t h  h i s  p a l e  s k i n  
p e a k i n g  o u t  f r o m  u n d e r n e a t h .  H i s  h a n d s  w e r e  n a k e d  a n d  h a d  b e e n  
r u b b e d  w i t h  a s h  a n d  s o o t  t o  m a k e  t h e m  d i r t i e r .  H e  h a d  a l s o  r u b b e d  
l i g h t l y  j u s t  b e n e a t h  h i s  e y e s .  H e  s c r a t c h e d  i r r i t a b l y  a t  t h e  s t u b b l e  o n  
h i s  c h i n  a n d ,  m a k i n g  t h e  m o s t  p i t i f u l  e x p r e s s i o n  h e  c o u l d  m u s t e r ,  
m a d e  h i s  w a y  o n t o  t h e  s t r e e t .

P e o p l e  w e r e n ’t  p a y i n g  h i m  a n y  m i n d .  T h e i r  b o d i e s  p r e s s e d  f o r w a r d  
a s  t h e y  w a l k e d ,  f a c e s  p a r t i a l l y  h i d d e n  b e h i n d  h a t s  a n d  s c a r v e s .
S a l v a d o r  s t o o d  b e n e a t h  a  f l i c k e r i n g  s t r e e t  l a m p  a n d  s t u d i e d  t h e  p e o p l e  
a s  t h e y  p a s s e d .  A  g r o u p  o f  t e e n a g e r s ,  a l l  w e a r i n g  t h e  s a m e  m o n o t o ­
n o u s  j e a n s  a n d  d a r k  c o a t s ,  s p o k e  l o u d l y  a m o n g s t  t h e m s e l v e s  a b o u t  
g i r l s  o r  t h e i r  j o b s  o r  w h a t e v e r .  S a l v a d o r  t u r n e d  a w a y  f r o m  t h e m .  A  
h e a v y s e t  w o m a n  w a d d l e d  h e r  w a y  o n t o  t h e  s i d e w a l k  b e s i d e  h i m ,  h e r  
a r m s  h e a v y  w i t h  b a g s .  S h e  g l a r e d  a t  h i m  i n  d i s g u s t  a s  s h e  w a l k e d  
p a s t ,  h e r  n o s e  a n d  c h e e k s  r e d d e n e d  f r o m  t h e  c o l d .  “F a t  b i t c h , ’’ 
S a l v a d o r  g r u m b l e d .  T h e  w o r d s  w e r e  d r o w n e d  o u t  b y  t h e  h o n k i n g  o f  a  
c a r  h o r n .  H e  s a t  d o w n  o n  a  b e n c h  b y  t h e  s t r e e t ;  i t  w a s  a  d i r t y  w h i t e  
c o l o r  a n d  m a d e  o f  r e c y c l e d  s o m e t h i n g  o r  o t h e r .  W o r t h l e s s  p i e c e  o f  
s h i t .  H e  w a s  b r o u g h t  f r o m  h i s  t h o u g h t s  b y  a  g l o v e d  h a n d  h o l d i n g  o u t  
m o n e y .  H e  l o o k e d  u p  e x p e c t a n t l y ,  b u t  i t  w a s  o n l y  s o m e  m a n  i n  a  
b u s i n e s s  s u i t .  S a l v a d o r  s m i l e d  a s  g e n u i n e l y  a s  h e  c o u l d  a n d  a c c e p t e d  
i t .  T h e  m a n  s m i l e d  b a c k  a n d  c o n t i n u e d  w a l k i n g  d o w n  t h e  s t r e e t .  
S a l v a d o r  l o o k e d  a t  t h e  m o n e y  i n  h i s  h a n d -  a  f i v e - d o l l a r  b i l l .  C h e a p  
b a s t a r d  h e  t h o u g h t  a s  h e  s n o r t e d  a n d  s h o v e d  t h e  b i l l  i n t o  h i s  p o c k e t .

M a y b e  h e ’d  h a v e  t o  l o o k  s o m e w h e r e  e l s e .  J u s t  a s  h e  s t o o d  u p ,  
S a l v a d o r  c a u g h t  s i g h t  o f  h e r .  S h e  w a s  s t a n d i n g  a t  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  
s t r e e t  a  f e w  f e e t  a w a y  l o o k i n g  a r o u n d  a s  i f  s h e  d i d n ’t  k n o w  w h a t  t o  
d o  w i t h  h e r s e l f .  S h e  w a s  w e a r i n g  a  b l a c k  p e a c o a t  a n d  k n e e - h i g h  
l e a t h e r  b o o t s  w i t h  a  t h r e e - i n c h  p l a t f o r m .  H e  k n e w  s h e  w a s  w e a r i n g  a  
b l a c k  m i n i s k i r t  o f  s o m e  t y p e  e v e n  t h o u g h  h e  c o u l d n ’t  s e e  i t  a n d  h e r  
p u r p l e  a n d  b l a c k  s t r i p p e d  t i g h t s  w e r e  j u s t  v i s i b l e  a b o v e  h e r  k n e e s .  A  
b l a c k  h a t  w i t h  c a t s  e a r s  o n  t o p  o f  i t  a n d  y e l l o w  e y e s  s e w n  i n t o  t h e  

f a b r i c  c o v e r e d  h e r  l o n g  w a v y  t r e s s e s .  H e  k n e w  s h e  l o v e d  t h i s  h a t
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b e c a u s e  s h e  a l w a y s  w o r e  i t  w h i l e  r o a m i n g  t h e  s t r e e t s  a t  n i g h t .
S a l v a d o r  h a d  b e e n  l u c k y  t o  s e e  h e r  h a i r  o n c e  w h e n  s h e  t o o k  i t  o f f  t o  
r e a d j u s t  i t .  H e r  g l o v e s  w e r e  b l a c k  a s  w e l l  w i t h  f a c e s  o f  J a c k  f r o m  T h e  
N i g h t m a r e  B e f o r e  C h r i s t m a s  o n  t h e m .  T h e y  w e r e  t o o  t h i n  a n d  s h e ' d  
o c c a s i o n a l l y  r u b  h e r  h a n d s  t o g e t h e r  t o  k e e p  t h e m  w a r m .  S h e  n e v e r  
w o r e  a n y  m a k e u p  s a v e  f o r  a  t h i n  l i n e  o f  b l a c k  e y e l i n e r .

S a l v a d o r  s m i l e d  a s  h e  w a l k e d  s l o w l y  i n  h e r  d i r e c t i o n .  T h e  c r o w d  
h a d  t h i n n e d  o u t  a n d  t h e  s n o w  f e l l  a  l i t t l e  h e a v i e r .  T h e  g i r l  l e a n e d  
a g a i n s t  t h e  s i d e  o f  t h e  b u i l d i n g  a n d  s t a r e d  a t  t h e  o c c a s i o n a l  p a s s i n g  
c a r .  “D o  y o u  a l w a y s  s t a n d  o u t  h e r e  b y  y o u r s e l f  i n  t h i s  w e a t h e r ? ”
T h e  g i r l  l o o k e d  a t  h i m ,  h e r  f a c e  e x p r e s s i o n l e s s  f o r  a  m o m e n t .  “N o ,  o f  
c o u r s e  n o t . ” S h e  s t o o d  u p  s t r a i g h t .  “I w a s  j u s t  t a k i n g  a  b r e a t h e r .  I 
h a v e  t o  g o - ”
“O h  I ’m  s o r r y , ” S a l v a d o r  r e p l i e d  q u i c k l y .  H e  l o w e r e d  h i s  g a z e  b u t  c o n ­
t i n u e d  t o  w a t c h  h e r  f r o m  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  h i s  e y e s .  “I t ’s  j u s t  . . .  i t  i s n ’t  
s a f e  t o  b e  o u t  a t  n i g h t  b y  y o u r s e l f  Y o u  r e m i n d e d  m e  o f  m y  d a u g h t e r  
a n d  i t h o u g h t  i ’d  j u s t  s e e  i f  y o u  w e r e  o k a y ,  t h a t ’s  a l l . ”

“O h . ” H e r  e y e s  w i d e n e d  s l i g h t l y  a n d  h e  s t r u g g l e d  t o  h i d e  a  s m i l e .  
“I d i d n ’t  m e a n  t o  b e  r u d e  . . S h e  t u g g e d  u n c o n s c i o u s l y  a t  t h e  s i d e  
o f  h e r  h a t .

“N o ,  n o , ” h e  w a v e d  a  h a n d ,  “y o u  h a v e  e v e r y  r i g h t  t o  b e  o n  y o u r  
g u a r d  o n  t h e s e  s t r e e t s . ” H e  p u l l e d  o u t  a  c r u m p l e d  p h o t o g r a p h  o f  a  
c h i l d  h e  d i d n ’t  k n o w  a n d  s h o w e d  i t  t o  h e r .  “S e e ?  H e r  m o t h e r  t o o k  h e r ,  
o u r  h o m e ,  a n d  e v e r y t h i n g  e l s e  I h a d  y e a r s  a g o . ” H e  s n i f f l e d  f o r  
e m p h a s i s .  “N o w  I l i v e  o n  t h e s e  s t r e e t s  a l l  a l o n e  a n d  w o n d e r  h o w  s h e  
i s .  ” H e  p u t  t h e  p h o t o  a w a y  w i t h  s h a k y  h a n d s .

“O h ,  I ’m  s o  s o r r y ! ” S h e  l o o k e d  a t  h i m  s a d l y  f o r  a  m o m e n t  b e f o r e  
t u r n i n g  h e r  g a z e  t o  t h e  g r o u n d .
S a l v a d o r  l o o k e d  h e r  o v e r .  H e  n o t i c e d  t h a t  h e r  b o o t s  w e r e  s c r a t c h e d  
a n d  w o r n ;  h e  n o t i c e d  t h e  s m a l l  h o l e  n e a r  t h e  f i n g e r  o f  h e r  l e f t  g l o v e ,  
a n d  h e  n o t i c e d  t h a t  h e r  c o a t  w a s  a  b i t  t o o  t i g h t  o v e r  h e r  l a r g e  
b r e a s t s  a n d  s l i g h t l y  p r o t r u d i n g  s t o m a c h .  S h e  w a s  p r o b a b l y  t h i n k i n g  
a b o u t  h e r  o w n  f a m i l y -  a b o u t  h o w  h e r  p a r e n t s  w e r e  a l w a y s  o u t  a n d  
d i d n ’t  r e a l l y  g i v e  a  s h i t  a b o u t  h e r ,  a b o u t  h o w  s h e  p r o b a b l y  w i s h e d  s h e  
w a s n ’t  a n  o n l y  c h i l d ,  a b o u t  a  c h e a t i n g  b o y f r i e n d ,  o r  f r i e n d s  w h o  
w e r e n ’t  r e a l l y  t h e r e .  D i d  s h e  e v e n  t h i n k  o f  h e r  s m a l l ,  e m p t y ,  r u n - d o w n  
a p a r t m e n t  w h e n  h e  m e n t i o n e d  h o m e ?  “W e l l  I ’m  s o r r y  t o  h a v e  b o t h e r e d  
y o u .  I ’ll b e  o n  m y  w a y .  ” H e  t o o k  o n e  s t e p  b a c k w a r d s .  “I t ’s  c o l d  o u t  
a n d  t h e r e  i s  a  g a r b a g e  c a n  w i t h  a  l i t  f i r e  j u s t  b e h i n d  t h i s  b u i l d i n g . ” 

“W a i t ,  u m .  I ’ll  g o  w i t h  y o u -  i f  y o u  d o n ’t  m i n d  t h a t  i s .  I t  i s  c o l d  
o u t  a n d  y o u  d o n ’t  h a v e  t o  b e  b y  y o u r s e l f  . . . ”
H i s  e y e s  d a r k e n e d .  “S u r e ;  c o m e  w i t h  m e .  I t ’s  j u s t  t h i s  w a y . ”

“T h a n k s .  I ’m  C a m e l i a . ”
S a l v a d o r  s m i l e d -  h e  k n e w  t h i s  w a s  a  l i e .  A l a n n a  k n e w  n o t  t o  t r u s t  
s t r a n g e r s .  I s n ’t  t h a t  w h a t  a l l  p a r e n t s  t e a c h  t h e i r  c h i l d r e n ?  O h  w e l l ,  
h e ’d  h u m o r  h e r  f o r  a  w h i l e .  “N i c e  t o  m e e t  y o u .  Y o u  c a n  c a l l  m e  S a l . ” 

S h e  d i d n ’t  r e p l y ,  m u c h  t o  h i s  d i s a p p o i n t m e n t ,  b u t  f o l l o w e d  h i m



S 1 2

d o w n  t h e  s t r e e t  a n d  i n t o  t h e  a l l y .  T h e  f i r e  w a s  t h e r e  a s  p r o m i s e d  a n d  
s h e  r u s h e d  o v e r  t o  i t .  S a l v a d o r  m a r v e l e d  a t  h o w  t h e  f l a m e s  m a d e  h e r  
f a c e  g l o w  a n d  r e f l e c t e d  i n  h e r  d a r k  e y e s .  H e  s t o o d  n e a r b y  i n  s i l e n c e ,  
g r a d u a l l y  g e t t i n g  c l o s e r  t o  h e r  a n d  s t u d y i n g  h e r  d e f e n s e l e s s  f o r m  a n d  
h o w  r e l a x e d  s h e  w a s .  S o o n  h e  s t o o d  r i g h t  b e s i d e  h e r .  '‘W a r m ,  i s n ’t  i t ? ”

‘‘Y e a h , ” A l a n n a  s m i l e d  a t  h i m  a n d  s l o w l y  a d j u s t e d  h e r  h a t .
H e  g r a b b e d  h e r  h a n d  a n d  p u s h e d  h e r  b a c k  a g a i n s t  t h e  w a l l .  H o l d i n g  
h e r  i n  p l a c e ,  h e  p r e s s e d  h i s  b o d y  a g a i n s t  h e r s .  S h e  g a s p e d  a n d  t r i e d
t o  p u s h  h i m  a w a y .  “I t ’s  a l l  r i g h t , ” S a l v a d o r  w h i s p e r e d  s o f t l y  i n t o  h e r
e a r  a s  h e  w r a p p e d  h i s  a r m s  a r o u n d  h e r .  “L e t  m e  p r o t e c t  y o u .  I w o n ’t  
l e t  a n y o n e  h u r t  y o u  e v e r  a g a i n . ”
H e r  b o d y  g r e w  r i g i d .  “W h a t ? ”

“I t h o u g h t  y o u  w e r e  a n  a n g e l ,  y o u  k n o w .  I s a w  y o u  s t a n d i n g  i n  
t h e  s t r e e t  n i g h t s  a g o .  Y o u  l o o k e d  s a d . ” H e  l o o s e n e d  h i s  g r i p  o n  h e r .  
“S o  v e r y ,  v e r y  s a d .  J u s t  s t a n d i n g  t h e r e  a l l  b y  y o u r s e l f  . . . D i d  s o m e ­
o n e  h u r t  y o u ?  D i d  s o m e o n e  l e a v e  y o u  a l l  a l o n e ? ” H i s  v o i c e  w a s  s o f t
a n d  g e n t l e  a n d  h e  b r o u g h t  h i s  h a n d  u p  t o  c u p  A l a n n a ’s  c h e e k .  T h e r e  
w e r e  t e a r s  i n  h e r  e y e s .  “I l o v e  y o u  n o  m a t t e r  h o w  s a d  y o u  a r e ,  n o  
m a t t e r  w h a t  a n y o n e  s a y s .  I ’ll a l w a y s  l o v e  y o u . ” S a l v a d o r  e m b r a c e d  h e r  
a g a i n  f o r  a n  i n s t a n t  b e f o r e  h e  l e t  h e r  g o  a n d  m a d e  a s  i f  t o  l e a v e .  A s  
h e  t u r n e d  t o  w a l k  a w a y ,  s h e  t h r e w  h e r  a r m s  a r o u n d  h i m .

“W a i t !  P l e a s e ,  p l e a s e  d o n ’t  l e a v e  m e  a l l  a l o n e ! ” S h e  b u r i e d  h e r  
f a c e  i n t o  h i s  b a c k .

“D o n ’t  w o r r y , ” S a l v a d o r  s m i l e d  a s  h e  r e a c h e d  s l o w l y  i n t o  h i s  c o a t  
p o c k e t .  “Y o u  w o n ’t  h a v e  t o  b e  a l o n e  e v e r  a g a i n  . . . ”

“T h a t ’s  m y  l i t t l e  a n g e l , ” S a l v a d o r  w h i s p e r e d  t o  A l a n n a  a s  h e  f i n ­
i s h e d  d r a w i n g  h e r  w i n g s  i n  t h e  s n o w  w i t h  h i s  f i n g e r .  H e  s m i l e d  a s  h e  
r e g a r d e d  h e r  l a y i n g  t h e r e ,  h e r  e y e s  g l a s s y  a n d  h a l f  c l o s e d ,  h e r  l i p s  
p a l e  a n d  s l i g h t l y  p a r t e d .  H e r  b l o o d  g l i s t e n e d  i n  t h e  s n o w  a n d  m o m e n ­
t a r i l y  r e m i n d e d  h i m  o f  c h e r r y  i c e s  t h a t  a  P u e r t o  R i c a n  w o m a n  u s e d  t o  
s e l l  o n  t h e  c o r n e r  i n  t h e  s u m m e r .  H e  b e n t  o v e r  a n d  s l o w l y  b r o u g h t  h i s  
t o n g u e  o v e r  t h e  s p o t ,  s a v o r i n g  t h e  c o l d  f l a v o r .  T h e n  h e  l e a n e d  i n  a n d  
b r u s h e d  h i s  m o u t h  a g a i n s t  h e r s  i n  a  g e n t l e  k i s s .  T h e r e  w a s  n o  
r e s p o n s e .  H e  s h r u g g e d  a n d  s t o o d  u p ,  l o o k i n g  h e r  o v e r  o n e  f i n a l  t i m e .  
H e  s l i p p e d  t h e  s m a l l  s w i t c h b l a d e  b a c k  i n t o  h i s  p o c k e t ,  p u l l e d  o u t  a  
c i g a r e t t e ,  a n d  w a l k e d  o u t  o f  t h e  a l l y  a n d  b a c k  o n t o  t h e  s t r e e t .

By Nina Diab
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An  A u t u m n  D a y
b y  R a t n z e s  M a r t i n e z

It was a cool crisp autumn day. You know one o f  those days where its a bit chilly but still nice enough that you only needed a jacket. 
The sun was shining through a thick canopy o f  tree branches as I walked through the grassy field. As I continued onward I passed 
some squirrels and other small animals scrounging up the last few bits o f  food before the great winter slumber. I kept walking until I 
came upon a tall gnarled ol'oak tree.
The tree has been here for many years; it has stood there tall and proud through several generations o f Qadirs as a great heirloom to 

the past. On the lower trunk there are names carved in from each generation o f Qadirs and their friends. As I stood here waiting, I 
could see memories o f the past flit before my eyes as I relived those good old times. It had been years since I was last here. I remem­
ber this because it was a nice summer day when my friend and I first carved our names into this tree. Since then I everything in my 
life (and the world) has changed so much. My clothing, my tastes, attitude, lifestyle, everything. The last time 1 was here it was with 
my friend Juan and we had made a deal to meet back here twenty years after high school and see how we each were doing. So here I 
am thirty seven years old and waiting for an old friend to show.
It was sorta funny because I wasn't even sure he remembered and was going to show. W hen I had called him up a few weeks ago, 1 

had left a message on his machine hoping he would get it and show. 1 know Juan though. I f  theres one thing that never changes about 
him its the fact that he's ALWAYS on-time. There could be a typhoon or some other cataclysm and he would still be there neat and 
punctual, as always. 1 on the other hand was the one who was pretty much always late to most things and came as 1 was. Odd pair o f 
friends eh? 1 think this is one o f the few times that 1 ever arrived early or on-tim e to something in my life. I was approaching the time 
when he should be arriving when 1 spotted a figure emerging from the woods. It was Juan.
Juan it seemed had changed just as much as 1 had. His once je t black hair was lined with white streaks from age and stress. He was 
still muscular like in the past but there was some fat on his bones which was never there before. He was however, still neat, and had 
the appearance still o f just emerging from his house. 1 on the other hand had a neater appearance then my past which was customary 
these days. I had the same streaks o f gray in my hair as well and was a little thicker than my youth. We almost looks Hke its the same 
old pair o f knuckle heads together again.
“Hey Juan how you have been all these years man? Its been years since I've seen ya! Hows thats Job out in California treating ya?” 

“Hey Iman! Been great actually. What job? Oh that one! Well I left it some years ago it was too constricting.” “You what?! But you 
were doing so well! 1 though you loved that engineering stuff? Me 1 know I've always been more o f the literature type, but you 
ditched engineering? So then what do you do now?” He pauses for a second and takes deep breath “Well you remember when they 
had the architect come into class to talk about his job?” “Wait you mean that “artsy” guy? Yeah we were too busy cracking jokes in 
the back for most o f the class and fooling around to notice him much. What about it?” “Well maybe I was joking too much because I 
actually like that stuff more than engineering.” 1 take a step back in surprise “Oh. You do? 1 would have never guessed. You didn't 
seem very interested in it in the past when 1 was around. Whats the real reason for the change?”
A sad look came into his eyes “ I'd rather not go into that. It took me and Shaion quite a while to settle that. Oddly enough it was how 

we meet.” “Sharon? Ohhhh, that must be your lovely wife. Looks like you rmaily got married you old dog. So whats she like.” “Well 
she's nice and caring someone you would like.” “Oh. Sounds good.”
This is strange. In the past he would tell me all and I likewise but now hes just so distant, I know this because when we first met he 

was the more outgoing one and 1 quiet, shy, bookworm. It was a crisp spring day then and I he just sorta came up to me and intro­
duced him self He had noticed me reading Asimov's “Foundation”series and had read some o f it too. We had just started talking 
about it and from that day onwards we had become good friends.
“Look Juan I'm sorry about the wedding, you know 1 wanted to be there. Its just that I wasn't in country and you were in California. 

The injury I had taken back then and it wouldn't allow me to leave.” “Yeah I know, its alright.” Even as he said that I knew he didn't 
mean it. I could always tell when he was lying or hiding his feelings. It still really bothered him that I wasn't around for the crisis 
befor his wedding and the actual wedding itself, but the fact is 1 just couldn't be there. Being in critical condition in a hospital stops a 
lot o f things. Just then a bitterly cold wind passed between us.
“Well enough about me w hat have you been doing with yourself Iman?” “M e? Well I got married to a lovely woman named Fatima. 

She is one o f  those more outgoing, bossy types but she is still pleasant to be around if  you know her. I guess you were right, you 
always did say I was going to marry someone even more stubborn than m y se lf” With that a small smile came to his face and quickly 
dropped. It seemed to be rapidly getting colder as time went on. “Well you know the next high school reunion is coming up this 
January. You gonna be there?” He looks at the sky and says quietly “1 don't know. I'll see if  I have the time.” A long uneasy silence 
passes between us. “Umm look. If I do show up maybe we can talk more. (He glances at his watch quickly). I have go now and I'm 
sure you have things to do as well. It was good seeing you again.” He sfiffly shakes m y hand and as he turns to leave “Bye Iman.” 
“Bye Juan” .
As 1 watch him leave I can almost see the large void that exists between us these days. It probably will never will be like the old days 

again, but as 1 know he does, I will always cherish those wonderful times in the past. As I turned to leave myself, I looked at the sky 
and saw snowflakes start to appear. Its seemed colder still than before. It appears that after all this time, w inter has finally arrived.
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O n l y  T h e  O w l  K n o w s ?  

b y  J o r d a n a  S y e t t a

O ut o f the darkness, in the stillness of the woods. 
The only sound is tha t o f an owl,

As it devours its prey.

There is a shift in the woods 
And yet the only acknow ledgnnent is th a t o f a nnouse.

A distant cry in the night.
Swallowed into the darkness, because its out o f sight.

Though it is not seen, nor is it heard.
The owl croons its g rea t song o f victory.

Though the pain is evident.
The sound is deafening.

And the sight is c lear

It is never felt, heard, or seen 
Except by the prey w ho cowers against a tree, sur­

rounded.
And the owl w ho smiles his bright snnile o f victory.

For in the darkness o f the woods.
As they con tinue  to  w alk onwards 

Their gaze never w avering  from the brilliant light o f the
sun.

Its easy for pe op le  to  choose not to  know.

But th a t doesn ’t m ean th a t it doesn ’t exist.
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by Gina Abital)ile

Did you just waste your breatli? 
Asking if I was okay 

Witli a smile on my face 
1 just say, “I am fine”

But hearing you’re your voice repeal in n 
head

Soon becoming the poison that ' 
Runs throughout my veins' 
Sk)Vv'ly beginning-to kill me 

With each breath I take 
With every look you give me 

I begin to feel 
My heart crumbles to pieces 

With each piece bearing your name 
Mow could I be okay?

Ŵ ith each smile you give me 
Pretending everything alright 

As it only becomes another cut on my 
wrist '

Wishing only to spill out 
'khe poison 

irhat becomes the love I have for you 
Just wishing evcirything will fade away 

y\m 1 reallv okaV?

i r  u n i y  k c
by Gina Abiiabiie

R e i e

Lay in y<jur anns  
Watching you as you lay ]';eaceluliy with

A sweet  smile spreads acn^ss your lips 
You listen to every word I speak 

As it soon becomes the map ycju follow 
Having me be your finally destination 

1 will si'>eak the words that you want to 
hc'ar

As they are so false in my heart but true 
in yours

Only leading you to your only failure 
As you foll(,)w me step in step 

1 will soon lead you falling 
Your only wish was that . .
1 will be your safety net 

But konly end up b('ing the 
Sharks tluit eat you alive 

With a smile playing on my face 
I being y o i i T e  only reject .

I will leave you with theses  
fimpty won is 

Leaving you heart broktMi with 
A lost expressicni oji playing on your 

face.
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You can be ray Peter Pan 
And r i l  be your Wendy 

You can sprinkle me with your 
Fairy dust 

And take my hand 
We can fly to Neverland 

With your face as my happy thought 
Your sweet kiss will hang around my neck 

But once you let go of  my hand 
I drop into deep sea 

Being captured by Captain Hook 
He runs his shaped hook down my chest 

Ripping your kiss off  my neck 
1 turn my head away 

Tr>qng to picture you in my mind 
To recall my happy thought 

But I was all a blur 
As He pushed me down onto the floor 
I begin to lose sight of  my fairy world 

As he took my body tore it in half 
Ripping my innocence away 
And all I can do was scream 

The screams echo thorough the room 
I look up soon finding out 

I am no longer in 
Neverland 

And 1 could never go back 
Because r was no longer a child 

That can play make believe 
Or believe in imaginary things 

Now when I recall back to the days 
O f  make believe 

All I can see now is 
The face that haunts my dream 

That my once beloved Peter Pan 
Is now my demon?

Captain hook.



Damn I’m Good b y  J a m e s  H a m i l t o n

King dropped the paper in front of me like it was the heaviest thing he had ever canied.
“Ya seen that Fortune?”
“What?”
“Look, look the paper.”
I stared at King, it took a bit to take it all in. He was a large man to say the least, six foot seven inches of 

beer gut and muscles. His pale white skin, baked to a soft brown from the summer sun, had a dim sheen to it. 
“All that muscle and no brains, damn what a waste. I looked at the paper fmally and saw why King had brought 
it to me. There on the Iront page, in all its beautiful, glorious color was the Pompeii diamond. It was being 
shown at a museum not fai' fî om where I now sat. I looked up at King again and saw a gleam in his bright blue 
eyes.

“So we gonna get it Fortune. Huh.. .Huh?”
“Calm yourself big gut, let me think about this for a few minute.” I looked again at the diamond. I sure 

could use the money and poor King could too, but that city is dangerous for people like us and Fm not to keen 
on going there. Also, how would I fence something like that? Well actually, now that I think about it, I could 
break it up and re-polish the fi-agments, even in pieces it would be worth millions. “Yeah we’re going for it.” I 
could see his eyes gloss over as he took in what I had just said.

“King. KING!” I shouted. “Look at me!”
“Yeah Fortune?”
“Not a word to anyone, okay?”
“Yeali Fortune, nobody.”
“Good now go finish your workout. We need you good and sti'ong if we are going to pull this off.” 
“Okay.”

I picked up the phone and dialed Marcus’ number. This was too big for two men and Marcus was the 
perfect third for our group.

“Fllow?”
“Marcus it’s Dean, how’s it hangin?”
“Same ole, same ole. What’s up wit you?”
“Well I have a job opening that was tailored just for you.”
“Really? Well that last job you had for me lasted two years too long if you catch my drift.”
“Taie but when you got out who was there with your cut?”
“Whatever man. Wliat’s the job about?”
“Come down to the warehouse over on Chcincy Street at five. We have to move fast to pull this one off. 
“Alright see you then, and Fortune.”
“Yes.”
“Plan well man, cause I ain’t goin to jail again.”

Click.
Well that went better than expected. I wouldn’t have called him but, he is really good at what he does 

and considering the size of the vault they store that stone in overnight, he will have his work cut out for him. 
There was one last thing I had to consider and that was how this caper would end on the best note for me, so I 
got to thinking about the possibilities as I headed to the shower.

Marcus arrived at four foity-five. I guess when you work with explosives, lateness is not in your vocab. 
As he entered I watched him ft'om the upstaii's office. He looked much as I remembered him, like me his curly 
hair had been shaven off (seems to be the thing for black men) his body was still thin and moderately muscled. 
Unlike me he had an angular and sinister face which actually fit liim in my opinion since I know he has killed 
many a man in his days. But haven’t we all. I tumed away from the window and went to the down leading stairs, 
once again mnning the heist through my head.

“Marcus, glad to see you could make it on such short notice.”
“Stop bull-shiting Fortune. I want to get home by ten, there’s a special on building demolition I wanna

to see.”
“Fine.” I said as I tossed the paper over to him. He picked it up and as I watched, his face ran through 

several emotions finally settling on surprise.
“You want to go into the city and take that gem? Wliat ai'e you? Stupid?”
Tlie reaction was what I had expected from him. “No not stupid just very, very sure that we can do it.” 
“Veiy sure huh?”
As he said it he looked straight at me, as if trying to read my mind. So I opened it up and let him see my 

confidence. After a few seconds he looked away and said...
“How?”
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“One sec. KING get over here.” In a moment King came mnning out of his room.
“Fortune?”
“Sit down. I am going to tell you two how we are going to pull off the smoothest heist in history.” And 

as I told them I couldn’t keep the smile firom my face.
The next morning, bright and Ccdy I anived at the museum with the rest of the crowds. As peopie

milled about the huge ornate building I worked my way around spotting eveiy camera I could. It he ped that 
these morons bragged about their security on the net. “Closed circuit cameras. Twelve inch thick safe walls.” 
Whatever, no defense is perfect, but hey they’ll leam that soon enough. “Really soon.” I thought as I continued 
my recon. It looks like a child designed this place’s security, cameras had been placed to catch pick pockets and 
lost kids, and their coverage was useless at best. The guards were another joke; one tall pooriy dressed guard’s 
eyes were red and glazed over indicating a very tired individual. To test that theoiy I walked up to him and asked 
for directions to the dinosaur exhibit. Two yawns later I got my answer and walked away. The other two guai'ds 
were just plain young, a woman with her hair pulled shaiply back kept talking on her cell phone. The third, 
another man, not much over twenty I’d guess, fidgeted in the info booth as if he had someplace else to go. I 
began to feel like that this was a waste of time until I noticed that a few of the people stcinding around me looked 
very suspicious. Well I use the tenn loosely, to me, they looked suspicious. They spent just a little too much time 
doing eveiything. Guards, undercover and better than most. Unfoitunately for them I spotted and committed 
each one of their faces to memoiy. Now that I had the guards and cameras accounted for the only thing left to do 
was tap the cameras. I had taken the liberty, before hand, to access the blueprints for this building online and 
guess^ that since the stmcture was so old they most likely had not upgraded to fiber optic wire for the cameras.
I was right again, so the only thing needed was a veiy small signal re ay box magnetically clamped to the rccir of 
the main switch box. The box was conveniently located near the Egyptian exhibit which in turn was in an equal­
ly convenient security dead spot. With that done I wondered around for another hour or so “hey I made a dona­
tion just like eveiyone else” and then left.

Time moved faster after the museum mn. I rented a room at a hotel within two miles of the museum, 
that’s the range of the signal amp on the box. From there I watched the guards night and day learning their 
schedules. Marcus gathered up the tools he would need to crack the safe. I have to admit when he showed up 
with that big ass gun I neaiiy choked on my breakfast.

“You want to what?” I yelled.
“Bring this to the job.”
“Come on man. How the hell are we going to cairy that? I mean what the hell is it anyway?”
“A two hundred watt laser.”
“WHAT!”
“A two hundred watt laser.”
Jeez he said it with a sti'aight face, twice, he must be serious.
“But that wall is a foot thick how the hell do you expect a laser to cut through it in the time we’ll have?”
“Look do I tell you how to plan? No, so don’t tell me how to break open a safe.”
“Alright bring your laser. If it will get that safe open I’ll work with it.”
“Gocd, then I’m ready whenever you are.”
Then he walked out. I couldn’t help but notice the smug look on his face as he did, I bet he just loved 

seeing me lose my cool. Dickhead.

The night before the job I began to use the S.R.B’s other function, the insertion ability, to start sending false read­
ings from the door we would use. I give the guards this much, they checked the door two more times then I had 
given them but the thirteenth of the night was too much and nobody moved. If it was my place, the third time it 
went off I would have had the manufacturer in there to look at it, but this is a bureaucratic building. If it’s done 
by next month I’ll be suiprised. During the day there was no point in using it though because the door that we 
would go in is left unlocked and open so people can come and go as they please. I went once more to recheck 
the place and nothing had changed. The same old guards and cameras watched the place with bleaiy tired eyes. 
So I left, no sense wasting time here when I could be getting ready.

The time was finally upon us, at twelve thiity in the morning Mai'cus, his big ass gun (excuse me, his laser) cai'- 
ried by King and myself waited in a van a block and a half from the museum. Anticipation raced through my 
body but I never let it touch my mind, this was just another job after all and a cleai* mind would ensure that it 
stayed that way. At twelve forty five we stalled moving towards the building and stopped at the side door. 
Mai'cus looked at the lock and nearly laughed.
“I could pick this with a shoe hom.” He whispered.
“Shoe hom, lock picks who the fuck cares man, just open it gently.” I whispered back.
He looked back at me and mouthed, “Pussy.” I didn’t et it get to me thoug i, I had a job to do, plus I knew this 
was how Marcus worked I got cool and he got hot. As the locks popped open and he began to push the door
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Of̂ n a brief jolt of worry ran through me but it was unneeded for as I watched on the small screen I had brought 
with me, the guards merely shut off the alami and went about their business. We moved slowly once inside, I 
had mapped out where we could and could not walk to avoid the cameras the only obstacle was the door tliat 
leads to the safe room. That door had a camera facing straight at it with a light shining down on it. This would 
normally be enough but with the si^al tap I was in control of eveiy thing they saw, a simple looped video made 
that camera as worthless as the rest in stopping us and we made our way down the stairs.
The safe room was big and plain. Uncolored steel reinforced walls protected it from tunneling and shock while 
cameras, three of them, watched the safe door. These cameras were new to me and did not show up on my 
screen, so I assumed that they were on their own separate line. It didn’t matter too much since they were focused 
on the safe door, so I told King to help Marcus with setting up his equipment on the side of the safe.
Fifteen minutes and one guard beat upstairs later they were finished. The big ass gu... laser, was on a tripod and 
wrapped in foam padding, resembling a hot dog wrapped in pastry.

“Ok now stand back and absolutely do not touch the safe.”
Both I and King took two then three steps back as Marcus switched on the laser. A deep but gentle hum filled the 
room and a pait of me wonied that one of the guards upstairs would hear it. Well there was nothing I could do 
about it now so I waited for the steel to start melting. Of course I could not see the laser working but suddenly I 
started feeling very, veiy, very cold. My breath began to form small clouds of vapor as I breathed, as I looked at 
the steel wall of the safe it began to get dull and dark, light seemed to hit it and get stuck.

“Ma.. .M îrcus.. .what the hell are you doing?”
Shhhh.” He said.

A few seconds later he turned the laser off and smiled at me as he picked up the hammer we brought.
“Hey Fortune. Knock, knock.” Then he hit the steel as hard as he could, and it shattered like cheap glass.
“Impossible.” Was all I managed to get out. King to his credit did better than me.
“Wow, Mairus that was something else.”
“I know King. I know. And don’t woiry foitune I’ll explain it to you later.”

That smug smile crept across his face again but I was too stunned at the results of his handiwork to caî e right 
now. There before us was a hole made three feet on each side thî ough a foot of steel and titanium. In a matter of 
minutes, I began to think of a new plan.

“Mai'cus you and King pack that thing up and get out now. I will meet you at the taick.”
“Ok but huH7 up.” Mai'cus replied.
I took oif my right shoe as I watched them first walk up the stairs, then on the screen until they got out­

side. Once they were safely out of the museum, I grabbed the gem. It was heavy, a lot heavier than I had expect­
ed making me wish I had kept King here with me. I looked at the screen and waited for the right time to go. It 
came and I ran as fast as I could up the stairs. Unfortunately, for me this time, I had forgotten to loop the video 
for myself and so the guai'ds saw me leave the safe room with a diamond so big It caused me to waddle.
Needless to say they were waiting for me at the door, the guards not my guys. I didn’t put up a fight and simply 
dropped the rock to the floor, the last thing I needed was assault added to my attempted gi'and larceny. When the 
cops got there they threw me in jail so fast it wasn’t even funny, at least not yet.

I found out later from King, who visited me several times, that when the guards saw me the whole block 
lit up. It seems they cared less about someone getting in than they did about someone getting out and there secu­
rity was set up to facilitate this end. My tiial went quickly enough, I pled guilty and since it was my first (record­
ed) offense, I was sentenced to just over two years. That went fairly fast as well and in the process I evened a 
score between myself and Mai'cus. He doesn’t know of course but, my last plan included him getting caught 
much like this one included my arrest.

So, here I sit in my cell thinking about my route thm life. Prison does that to you ya know. Makes you 
think of what you have done wrong in your life. I, foitunately do not suffer from the same mental instabilities as 
my peers, I do what I do because it is fun. The satisfaction of a plan worked to the hilt is better than any high 
from dmgs. They say prison changes you. But, nothing has changed for me; I am still an arrogant know-it-all 
with good cause. Like Marcus, I am really fucking go ^  at what I do. Take this heist for instance, I’m not 
stressed that I am sitting here in jail in fact you’d te surprised how fast two years will go by when forty million 
dollars is waiting for you at the end. What do I mean you may ask, well it’s like this. I wasn’t really after the dia­
mond. It was just a coincidence that King brought it to my attention when he did. In fact an antiques dealer had 
requested that I procure him a scroll from the museum that was owned by some Egyptian King. I had a fake 
made to replace it and hid the original, which was also in the safe in my shoe. The problem was that if I had got­
ten away they might have tested the scroll to be sure it wasn’t damaged, but it could not be examined until after I 
had been tried and convicted for breaking into the safe and stealing from the museum. Now if they find out it is a 
fake and some how connect it to me I have already been tried for that paiticulai* crime of theft. Although I doubt 
they will, for that other plan I thought up while robbing them blind has worked perfectly. It involves me working 
for them as a security consultant. You would think that they wouldn’t even consider hiring me but, sure as shit 
my contract arrived in the mail this morning.



Every time I cry 

Amother piece of me slowly dies 

They ignore me 

They pretend there's nothing to see

W hen they ask what is wrong 

All they really want is the same old song 

W hen they ask for an explanation 

They say it’s all a big exaggeration

I CAN’T CirsiNG

Or my hopes of dying 

I JUST W .nT all of this pain to go away 

But it forces me to stay 

If I COULD run if I could HIDE 

If only I COULD escape all OF THIS pain deep INSIDE

It hurts to the f̂ '̂NT THAT IT EVEN HURTS TC """''THE 

As I STRUGGLE TO CONTINUE I V̂ Ĉ .'DER WHY, WHY I CANT JUST LEAVE 

But I CAM’T BECAUSE IT W' BE SUCCESSFUL NO i- 'i EVER IS 

So LOST IN THIS PAIN I NO LOn ^lR r«..«4tMBER WriAT I USED TO MISS

No LONGER LIVING

M erely prei i nding existing

I CRY MYSELF TO ,P EVERY N"'.

I NO LONGER CAPF ABOH-̂  A,'
,P EVERY N-'HT

•̂ 'TMBER V  W  I BELIEVED V.'

I J i ! ' :  'A'iCii i. ’ J 3 WOULD END NOT JUST MY C’-VN

All OF THIS PRE.tHUiNG IS MAKING ME SICK THEY BEG ME TO PRETEND LIKE THE SMILE OF A CLOWN 

I SHOULD TAKE SOME LIPSTICK AND PAINT A BIG SMILE 

I MIGHT AS WELL MAYBE THEN I COULD BE HAPPY FOR AWHILE

Cause my life is condemned. Cause there’s no where left to run, Cause I can no longer stop crying, 

Cause I gave up on life and now even on dying.



S 2 1

This was truly good bye,

Wasn't it?

It amazing what the body puts you through, 

When you feel like your heart has been shattered, 

Into many pieces.

These broken pieces.

Of a former heart,

Have turned into dust.

You watched it all.

As it fell apart.

And others did everything they could.

To stop this undeniable truth.

It became utterly pointless,

For only one of you tried.

While the other stood there,

And let themselves fall between cracks.

Why fall for someone.

Why go with them.

Why do the things that was done.

If you truly never wanted to be with them?

Misconception of the heart, 

is what brings this child down to his knees, 

And tears that turned to sorrow,

To forget the pain that has been endured. 

A fiery determination.

Allows the child to live on,

And try to find what he seeks.

That of wfiich,

No one knows.

Walk your paths,

To never speak again,

Wish each other luck.

But never look back,

For you were never friends.

You two were just people.

Who mistook each other for the one. 

Through shattered pieces,

Find another to love,

Once again.
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But know tKis,

Ny words shall never be silence.
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S e r p e n t i n e  I n t e r v i e w s  N e w  Y o r k

T i m e s  B e s t  S e l l i n g  W r i t e r

M i c h a e l  A .  S t a c k p o l e

A t  U b e r c o n  V I I I

Serpentine: What gave you the inspiration to begin writing?

S tackpo le : Well when I was 6 years old I had written a poem when I was in first grade 
and my mother sent it off to a magazine, so the first piece of mail that I had ever gotten 
addressed to me personally was a rejection slip and I just happened to be competitive 
enough that I wanted to prove them wrong. As I was growing up I liked listening to stories,
I liked writing stories, and so the idea always was to see if you could get them published. I 
came from a family where the jobs choices were be a lawyer, be a doctor, or a teacher, 
Except that my mothers father was a lawyer and back in 1937 he’d had a book of legal 
anecdotes published, little slim volume there were only 1000 of them printed and yet it was 
something the whole family was really proud of that her father was a published author. So 
in this sort of narrow choice of occupations that were open to me, there was this little sliver 
of author, and I was like “Yeah ok, cool why don’t I do that?” So that coupled with the 
desire to tell stories and get paid for telling stories is what gave me the direction to write.

.Serpentine: How did you become 
acquainted in the industry and first 
make your way into it?

S tackpo le : Well I started out
through the gaming industry and I 
had played role playing games back 
in the dawn of time, when they 
were just starting, and I did some 
projects, I got paid for those and 
got hired to work on others. That 
gave me an in to the role playing 
industry. I worked for company 
called Flying Buffalo and we pub­
lished a magazine called Scourers 
Apprentice, which would take one 
piece of fiction per issue. So the 

went to the worldother editors and
fantasy convention, which in 1980 was in Baltimore and we went to the convention met a 
bunch of writers, listened to editors talk about writing. I had always been writing short sto­
ries and had wanted to write more short stories, but that gave me a window into the gener­
al industry, because I really d idn’t know anything more than anybody else would, so I kept 
going to more fantasy conventions, kept working in the industry, kept honing my craft, 
becoming a better writer by doing game table top game designs and doing other things. 
Then I finally began to sell some stories and I got my big break through in the gaming 
industry because this company FASA had a Battle Tech line of novels and they had some 
other projects and were willing to entertain the idea that I could write a novel. I should 
them Talian Revenant, which was my first completed novel and they decided based on that 
to give me a trilogy and so they offered me three one hundred thousand word novels and 
told me I had 9 months to do the job, and I basically knew if I said no I would get nothing 
and If I said yes I would have to do the work so I said “sure piece of cake, no problem I 
can do it” (Laughs). And that was that was where I got my start so in 1988 the first two of 
those came out and there was no looking back.
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Serpentine; What is your favorite genre to write? I know you write Science fiction and 
Fantasy, which would you say you enjoy more?

S tackpo le : I would actually have to say its fantasy, only because I haven’t really written 
hard Science fiction, most of the stuff I’ve written is sort of science fantasy. I mean I like 
Sci-fi and I have written some science fiction short stories and stuff, but most of the stuff 
I’m doing is fantasy. I enjoy fantasy because it can be a lot wilder and there are a lot of 
really interesting concepts that you can deal with, I can make up brand new magic spells 
For every single book that I do and I can have fun designing that sort of stuff 
You know you can’t make up physics for every Sci-Fi novel your going to do, you can 
make up new aliens but you can also make up new Fantasy races. I certainly enjoy both 
genres I enjoy mysteries I enjoy a lot of different things, but writing right now I’m really 
good at fantasy and that’s probably what I’ll be doing for the for seeable future, but if the 
opportunity came to write in any other genre I’d definitely take it.

Serpentine: About your writing style, if I could give you an analogy of the image that 
comes to mind when it think of your writing. I see a big kid taking an Ant farm like when 
you say you reach a block and you cant figure how these characters would get out of it 
you said you would throw in these elements these variables and see how they would 
react, kind of like a kid shaking that Ant farm and seeing how the ants would react to that 
catalyst. Where did you pick up the style as opposed to creating a character painting them 
up and very mechanically creating a story?

S tackpo ie : You know I think the very first time that I realized how I had to do this, I had 
done the first draft of Talian Revenant back in 1986 and my main character Nolan was 
always one step ahead of everyone else he was always smarter than everybody else. And 
while it was a good story there was something that was pain in the ass about him because 
he was always smarter than everyone else but the world was good and solid. When I start­
ed doing the second draft at a fairly critical juncture instead of having him be one step 
ahead of everybody I let him be one step behind and struggling to catch up and all of a 
sudden that made this huge difference, no longer was he this big know it all, who nobody 
would like now all of a sudden he was the underdog that everybody could cheer for. That 
was where I basically saw, here’s something when you turn it on its head or turn it inside 
out and there’s all sorts of other things you could do with it. I had also read a book back 
when I was with Flying Buffalo that was about product creation and it was written by a guy 
who had created all sorts of interesting products, and he said when you take something 
interesting and you swap black for white you turn it up side down and inside out and look 
at it in different ways, you all of a sudden have something brand new.

Serpentine: Is that something that you had to teach yourself?

S tackpo le : Well I read his book and I would take this precept and apply it. I was supposed 
to do this story for a Superhero anthology, and I had a superhero named Revenant, who 
was very dark and batman-esque and I knew exactly what defined a Revenant story. I did 
two stories for the character that were B, B- stories. And I was in a funk and I wasn’t feel­
ing good about it. It was driving me nuts. And I sat down and I said ok I’m going to swap 
black for white and im going to turn it upside down and im going to turn it inside out. 
Revenant’s stories were always grim and nasty and were always of him solo so I invented 
a super group that was putting gin him trial for something he had done. I gave him a six yr 
old sidekick. It was not a grim story, it was a comedy story. And I took every precept that I 
thought was a revenant story and I just twisted them all around and I was sti I able to have 
the same grim character except he was dealing with some characters that were a little bit 
ridiculous and so there got to be some humor in it. Suddenly he has a six yr old kid that he 
has to rescue from a compound with a kid, in essence, is being held against his will. I get 
to play with that. I get this whole antagonistic group of super heroes that are putting him 
on trial who he doesn’t respect and doesn’t want to deal with and all of the sudden, that
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changed the whole paradigm that I was looking at and the story was just a great story that 
came together and so it’s one of those little things that you learn. These little techniques 
that you apply, that you apply at the right time, and you get these brand new perspectives, 
and you get a brand new product out of it which is just wickedly cool. “ I tend to be very 
mechanistic about it that way and I tend to think a lot about the process of what im doing. “

Serpentine: it’s very deceptive. It seems so fluid.

S tackpo ie : The thing is, once you put all these structures in place. Like once you’ve got 
the house built, then you can go and decorate and it looks beautiful. But it’s gotta be built 
and all the floors have to be level and all the walls have to be square and if you don’t get 
that stuff down, you don’t have the freedom to do the other stuff to make it look really 
good.

Serpentine; what can you say of your new project that you see different in your old proj­
ects.

S tackpo ie : In the new projects VS. The old projects, chars are more complex. I have them 
doing more things, I have more indifferent outcomes than I would have had before. I’ve 
never shied away from killing chars and I still do that but I’ll have chars ending up being 
changed in different ways. Ways that are cool, that you wouldn’t expect. In the current 
books that I’m doing, the age of discovery books, these books have just gone off in direc­
tions that I’ve never expected and I end up pushing myself to do things that have never 
been done before. One of the things that ended up doing in these books that most 
authors shy away from is bringing a character back from the dead, and I realize that while 
working on these books, that death is kind of mutable in this universe- therefore instead of 
shying away from bringing back people, I bring bunches of them back from the dead. The 
question is: where are they going to show up and what good is it going to be? So now, 
instead of people worrying about their favorite characters being dead, they get to worry 
about are they going to die, are they going to be coming back, how are they going to be 
useful, and are they going to die again. So all of the sudden, again there are more possi­
bilities, more energy.

Serpentine: For young writers now, what tips would you give them for developing stories 
and writing in general?

S tackpo ie : Well one: you read critically. You look at how other writers write and you adapt 
their techniques to your style and what you’re doing. Second: never settle for good 
enough. There was a chapter in One Dragon’s Rage. There was something I was doing in 
there that I knew I had planned for 5 or 6 yrs where there was this scene where guys were 
being chased. They get to a crevasse, there’s a rope bridge over the crevasse, they’re 
going over the rope bridge, and we all know the rope bridge is going to get cut. People fall 
off, people die, all this other stuff. It’s a scene w e’ve all seen in a dozen B movies and 
that was what I’d intended to do. The chapters were indicating that that was what was 
going get happen and the morning I sat down to write that chapter I said, “ya know what, 
I’ve seen that in dozens of B movies so if I do that. I’ll have given them stuff that they’ve 
already seen.” So I wondered how do I do this better? How do I do it differently? How do I 
turn it on its head? So my characters are being chased and it’s snowing, arrows are flying 
and they turn the corner because they’re going across the canyon. They’re going to go 
down that bridge, they’re going to get across the crevasse, they’re going to be saved 
because they’ve cut it behind them and one man turns to the one that’s leading them and 
says “when was the last time you were here?” and the other man says “75 yrs ago” and 
they said they were going to do this and I never thought they would. There’s no rope 
bridge there, there’s a frickin 4 way highway, granite bridge, beautiful art, statues, every­
thing. Not only can they not cut it after them, it’s too wide for any of them to defend it.
They are so screwed. It’s horrible and right there the moment where that little conversation 
goes on, the readers whose expectation has been: rope bridge cut, stuff like that, they’re 
all sitting there thinking “holy shit. Oh my God. I didn’t see this”. So there it is. You have to 
push yourself to go beyond and push yourself to do more than you would normally and 
once you do that, things are going to be cool.
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S e r p e n t i n e  I n t e r v i e w s  K e v i n  

S e i m b i d a  o f  P a l l a d i u m  B o o k s
a t  U b e r c o n  V I I I

S e rp e n tin e : Ok, explain to 
us your role at palladium.
I’ve been on your site 
and I know it ’s a big one.

S e tm b td a : My role at pal- 
ladiunri is sort of a little bit 
of everything. I founded a 
company, I started out 
being a gam er m yself and 
I was running this D&D 
game and I d idn ’t like a 
lot of ro le-playing rules 
and this was back in 79 ‘,
8 0 ’. I started changing/to 
tweak things and I really 
wanted to be a com ic 
book illustrator, maybe a 
comic book w riter and the 
more I tweaked the did gam es and rewriting entire parts of it, I got more and more 
involved in role-playing and analyzing games and stuff, the next thing I knew, I had 
guys te lling me “kev this is great, you gotta publish your own books” . So I shopped 
my game system around and cou ldn ’t find a buyer and I said “what the heck, I’ll try 
publishing it m yself” and one thing kinda led to another and the next thing I knew, I 
was heading a com pany for the next 25 years. My role in it to this day is I’m then 
chief game designer, I edit and rewrite subm issions from freelancers. I handle the 
publicity, and advertising and m arketing and generally runt he business and cut 
deals, w hether it ’s for film, or sm aller licenses and things. So I’m kind of a jack-of- 
a ll-trades and do a little bit of everything

S e rp e n tin e : The rift system that you created, how did that come about and w ha t’re 
the elem ents in it?

S ie m b td a : Well I guess, like I said, a lot of it was I started playing original did (I 
guess actually it was second edition) and there were th ings in the game that I d idn ’t 
agree and d id n ’t like that they were doing and I guess my m otivation was kind of 
how could I make this better or how could I change this and there were th ings that 
d idn ’t challenge me and I wanted more em phasis on character and story. I thought 
some of it was dumb. Like ok, w e ’d kick in a door and beat up these goblins and you 
go to the door next door and kick that in th e re ’s a whole other gaggle of god knows 
what, ores, or a dragon and obviously you d idn ’t know who you were fighting down 
the way and I just thought “th a t’s kind of ok and it ’s fun for aw hile” but I wanted 
more e laborate stories and more focus on character. So that was really sort of my 
inspiration although I draw a lot of my inspiration from com ics as well. That was my 
original goal: to be a com ic book w rite r and artist. I love the way com ic books tell a 
story and if you really look at a lot of my books, th e re ’s elem ents of com ics in there 
from characteriza tions to our artwork, and it (artwork) always reflects on the writing 
and to me the illustra tions are as much a part of our books and our story as the 
actual text.
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S e rp en tin e : Now would you consider actually coming out with your own com ic book 
for your label or having other people do it?

S ie m b id a : Actually I’d love to see either one. W e’ve toyed with doing com ic books 
for a long time actually. In fact we have an idea w e ’ve been kicking around for the 
adventures of Erin Tarn. S he ’s one of our m ajor characters in the rift books (and it ’ll 
be about) as a girl, so yo u ’ll actually get to see her as she grows up. I’m thinking a 
cool way to do that would be manga. It’d be a great form at. I’m looking for a really 
good manga artist right now and le tterer and. stuff and I th ink it ’d be really fun to do. 
So yea, w e ’ve defin ite ly played with the idea, it ’s just one of the th ings with running 
a company, and people always look at me a little strange when I say this, is trying to 
figure out what not to do. T here ’re so many opportunities but you can only do so 
much and so much well so we focus a lot on role laying but yea I’d love to break out 
into com ics and get a good creative team and maybe license some of our stuff. 
Someone had once m entioned that they knew Jim lee and his com pany m ight be 
interested in doing stuff and I said, “JIM LEE!? Yea! T h a t’d be grea t”- because I 
love Jim Lee ’s stuff and that never went anywhere, at least not yet. But yea, if the 
right team came along and a great com pany and I thought th e y ’d be able to do a 
good job, I’d be glad to license it and let som eone else do it too.

S e rp e n tin e  :l read that you got the license to robotech and ninja turtles. How will 
you go about keeping up with thJse stories?

S ie m b id a : Actually, we used to have Robotech and ninja turtles. They were two 
licenses that helped launch my com pany back in the mid 8 0 ’s and we got the robot­
ech license back and w e ’ll be building sort of on what they want. When you license 
som ething you kinda hafta go with what the licensure wants. W e’ve seen Shadow 
Chronicles and w e ’re going to kind of build from that. We will draw from the old 
m aterial so yo u ’re going to see some th ings from the old macros and mos peda and 
southern cross m aterial but w e ’re going to take it in some different d irections and 
kind of build on what shadow chronicles set up. With TMNT, we love the license and 
w e ’ve been talking about possibly getting the ninja turtles back as well because it 
was fun and w e ’d had both of those (licenses) for 15 years and did a great job with 
it and it ’s kinda fun going back to our roots and redoing them.

S e rp e n tin e : Last question: How do you feel about being here at Ubercon this year 
and representing your com pany as a m ajor head. W hat’s your take on the whole 
thing and your role in making this possible?

S ie m b id a : Well it ’s always a little strange especia lly when they go “wow, yo u ’re 
such a nice guy and you just talk to us like normal people” and I’m like “One: no 
gam er is normal but, two: I’m just a gam er geek just like you guys. It’s just that I 
happen to be a published gam er geek- so, much like you guys: I like te lling my s to ­
ries, I like hearing your stories, I like exchanging ideas” . As a guest at a convention,
I feel it ’s my job to be there, chat, exchange ideas, sign autographs and stuff like 
that because th a t’s what helps make it fun for our fans. So I always have a great 
tim e at conventions and U bercon ’s been fantastic. W e ’ve had a couple of great 
games. Yesterday was a charity auction for the Red Cross and they scared me 
because they were charging 20 bucks and I’m thinking, “Wow 20 bucks to play in 
one of my gam es? I’ll have like two people. . . “ , but I had 13 people and we had a 
blast and played until 12:30am. It’s been great. I though Ubercon was a really fun 
convention, I had fun and I hope you did too.
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