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W hat does ‘caesu ra’ mean?

T h is  is  th e  f i r s t  q u e s t io n  w e  a re  a s k e d  w h e n  

t a l k in g  a b o u t  o u t  jo u r n a l .  A s  w i t h  m o s t  g o o d  

q u e s t io n s ,  t h i s  o n e  h a s  m o re  t h a n  o n e  a n s w e r .

-n o u n ,  p lu r a l  c a e -s u - ra  [s a -z h o o r -a ,  s a -z h o o r-a e }

1. P ro s o d y . A  b r e a k ,  e sp . a  s e n s e  p a u s e , u s u a l ly  

n e a r  th e  m id d le  o f  a  v e rs e , a n d  m a r k e d  i n  s c a n 

s io n  b y  a  d o u b le  v e r t i c a l  l in e ,  a s  in :

His sister stood beside them in her apron
To tell them “Supper.” 1 1 At th a t word, | | the saw,
As if to prove saws knew what supper meant.
Leaped out of the boy’s hand, 1 | or seemed to leap— 
He must have given the hand. 1 | However it was. 
N either refused the meeting.

Robert Frost 
“Out, out—“ 13-18

2 .A  d iv is io n  m a d e  b y  th e  e n d in g  o f  a  w o r d  w i t h i n  

a  fo o t ,  o r  s o m e t im e s  a t  th e  e n d  o f  a  fo o t ,  e sp . i n  

c e r t a in  re c o g n iz e d  p la c e s  n e a r  th e  m id d le  o f  a  

v e rs e .

W e  a t  c a e s u ra  h o ld  th e  p r in c ip le  t h a t  to  

p a u s e  is  to  c o n s id e r .  F o r  b o th  th e  w r i t e r  a n d  th e  

r e a d e r ,  th e s e  p a u s e s  s e rv e  a s  m o re  t h a n  b re a k s  

i n  s p e e c h ; th e y  a re  a ls o  w h e r e  th e  w r i t e r  a n d  

r e a d e r  c o n s id e r  th e  w o r d s  t h a t  p re c e d e  th e  c a e 

s u r a  a n d  p r e p a r e  to  r e la t e  t h e m  to  th e  w o rd s  

t h a t  fo l lo w .
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S ta te m e n t o f  E n v ir o n m e n ta l E th ic s

We consider Caesura an environmentally con
cerned undertaking; as such, one of our principle 
goals in producing this and all issues, was to not add 
to strain  on our forests.. This issue is printed on 
100% recycled paper.

Caesura is published by the students of the Col
lege Of Staten Island. All works contained within 
this publication are property of the creators and are 
protected by copyright law. No m aterials within this 
publication may be reprinted in whole or in part, in 
any form with out the permission of the editors. Our 
office is located at 
The College of Staten Island 
2800 Victory Boulevard 
Campus Center (IC), Room 225 
Staten Island, New York 10314

Opinions expressed herein are those of the w rit
ers, and are not necessarily shared by Caesura staff 
or the College of Staten Island.

Caesura is not a publication of The College of 
S taten Island or The City University of New York. 
The College of Staten Island and The City University 
of New York are not responsible for the contents of 
Caesura.
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O n  W o m e n , P iss, a n d  In s e c t S h e lls  

A lex Porbo (P«0 e S±)
T h e  D ic h o to m y  o f M in d  a n d  M o tio n  

Brtou sbordoiA^e (Page 2y)
T h e  F is h  S to ry  
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If your life m ust be validated 
in all its anger and hostility 
to a world you don’t want, 

or in all its regret and loneliness 
in a world th a t doesn’t  w ant you, 
the validation waits inside you 

to find itself in words on the 
most ordinary sheet of paper.

— Richard Hugo



M a r i a  P lL o re iA -zo

T h is  Old  H o use

The floor board creaked above me.
I knew which rooms you stepped through.
Your shppers flip flopped against linoleum.
The wood of the banister shook with enough enthusi
asm;
I knew to push all his weight from me 
as if a dog with a wagging tail had pounced on me. 
He crept out of the same window he snuck into and 
you thought I had the innocence of an amusement 
park.
I could wear your white gown in ten years.

I used to roller skate 
on the cement basement floor and 
pretend it was ice and 
my wheels, blades.
I used to slide across a carpet
spotted black and white-
the coat of a panda-
until my knees were rug burned.

You did the laundry through all of this.
The rosy scent of fabric softener stuck to my shirt. 
Cigarette smoke clung to my pig tails 
and blotted each wall yellow.
The sun invaded every room,
it could pour through a crevice if given the chance.



Each morning the same glare beat down 
on my face.

I left some years ago;
left a lawn as dry as overcooked meat,
left a stoop with a thousand ant holes.
Homes are hand me downs,
passed on like flu,
passed down like habit,
I give up.



P olygam ist  Lea d er  in  U tah 
Co nv ic ted  of S ex  Ch a r g es

She dressed her dolls in lingerie 
she found stashed in her m other’s drawer; 
beneath flannel pajamas, 
a music box of costume jewelry.
The lace and satin piled up
like sugar stuck to the bottom of a coffee mug.
She didn’t know
why a man held open the door with his fat hands 
like a clamp holding a tongue about to be pierced.

The next day she tossed a lilac bouquet into the river 
bank.
A tarnished ring, 
as rusty as a bike chain 
indented her finger.
The sun was masked behind a sheer canopy of clouds; 
she stood fenced in by a spiked gate.
Why would a man buy a woman a drink?

A jump rope hung from the door instead of a robe. 
She double-dutched with an invisible friend, 
while pots and pans crashed to the floor 
and soup cans poured from the pantry 
like an avalanche.
Why must one wife out of so many others 
be the only maid?
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Her husband,
with skin white as the feather of a dove
and tongue rigid as a coral reef,
shd up and down her body
as if she were the maple fret board of a guitar.
She lay still as an iguana and wondered.
Why does a man smile at the cleavage of a half bu t
toned shirt?

Her bathroom light flickered, 
as she overflowed her throat with pills.
Curled up on the floor, 
she pretends to drown, 
but the water whirled with too much salt.
She awoke asking,
Why does my cousin wants a divorce?
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In  B a d  H ealth

I have health
slashed to the rim with a box cutter, 
emphysema slapping my lungs with its brick, 
my appendix in a jar, 

torn stitches on my left side.
I have insurance. I’m a good patient.
I have a coffin catalogue, a bra catalogue, 
a catalogue of books I’ve never read, 
as seen on t.v. showcase.
I have a laugh for every occasion,
the dim funeral home, the disco wedding hall,
snap shots in between
my mouth split like a tiny interstice
between chapped lips.
I have bones, 
none are funny.
I have car accidents
th a t tu rn  my spine into a crescent.
I have accidental words,
they sneak up on you like heart disease,
falling like aircraft from my mouth,
you take everything I say to heart and bed.
I have a lazy stomach
curdling like milk, every Sunday dinner.
I have an expiration date,
a satin dress, mary janes, and pearls for the day.
I have birthday candles; I will never light them.
I have a heart chiseled from clay,
it’s an unsteady skyscraper looking down at you,
snapping at its beams and hinges,
frightening you like a freefall without a parachute.
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I have teeth grinding a curb,
manholes hke craters fracturing my ankle
when I trip.
I have a midnight drive across the Belt Parkway 
and an ocean flooding my lane.
I have my chest tightening like a ribbon, 
old streets like burial grounds,

I tread down Utica Avenue when you’re gone

when you’re gone 
I have a Brooklyn accent 
I keep in storage.
I have nothing but a black street

13



} z l& h a r d  F e d e iAu

V e s p e r s

[Noah] recorded hours and  hours o f [music in his room]... 
A n ardent audiophile, he eschewed d igita l recordings in favor 
o f the sonic nuance o f vinyl, a long  the walls [is] an obses
sively organized collection o f hundreds o f a lbum s by h u n 
dreds o f m usicians ranging from  the indie band Sebadoh to 
the R ussian  composer Scriabin. {Noah was] composing his 
own classical pieces, including a sonata and  a nocturne...

In  N o a h ’s Room  
New York Times 9/17/06

I -  In Noah’s Room

The sun rises only in narrow lines 
when the blinds are closed; what light falls 
drapes itself over cables th a t synapse 
between guitar and amp, amp and vinyl.
W hat light falls lies on an ornate key, 
its head wrought into a treble clef, 
th a t has leapt out of trine, and cleft 
the pentad lines.

II -  Fountains of Rome

W ater is the key; 
how its ghost-cloud mist falls, 
beads on grooved vinyl.
From synapse

to synapse,



leaping the cleft 
from the vinyl- 
black lines 
to ears where it falls.
W ater is the key.

III — Luminosity

The wind in the key
hole crosses the synapse 
and winter falls; 
voices in the cleft 
speak brutal lines:
“No one uses vinyl!
No one uses vinyl!”
This key!
Tracing its lines 
calms the synapse, 
quiets the cleft.
Then the key falls.
The key falls, 
shatters the vinyl, 
and the sound cleaves.
Squeezing the key,
‘p a in ’ leaps between synapses.
I have cleared my lines.

IV -  Nocturne

Between the lines the flat note falls, 
and the light from synapse and vinyl: 
the key and the clef have leapt
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Ch er y l’s A m pu ta t io n  
(A S t . Va l e n t in e ’s D ay  P oem )

Lying with her face against the sheets, 
a fan of loose red hair across her neck, 
she talks into the m attress; the words eaten

in the space between the white and black 
stripes th a t cross the pillowcase 
like time-lapse stars th a t streak

their tails through the night’s obscure face 
where wishes sail up and dissolve.
Across her back, drops like melted ice

roll their trails over a golden dove 
tattooed on the sharp ridge of her shoulder, 
magnifying its black eyes; a coven

of gilded feathers, their wet glimmer 
in the vague light from the street 
through the snow-packed zephyr,

rest in neat-plumed silhouettes.
She rolls to face the green-glowing moon 
th a t hangs over our bed: a pendant

she painted and left to dangle in our room; 
the wind outside shakes the walls 
and the orb in the raving gale swoons;
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the string breaks and the globe falls 
and lands between her breasts.
She doesn’t wake, just knocks the ball

away; she leaves her fist against 
the red mark on her freckled skin, 
in conclave with private lusts.

As the pale green moon blackens 
on the floor, through the semi-opaque 
window enter questions with the wind;

W hat if the skin of her stomach
was an ocean, and I was sailing west?
Would the white-crested drifts th a t break

like w inter’s grey clouds sliced 
by the first knives of spring sun, 
their spray rained, pit and rust

where her saline drops run, 
or like the February snow 
cover the rough and shifting plane

th a t swells, its breakers drown 
against the shore of her voice 
as she breathes in, breathes out?

Shipwrecked on her moist 
promises by moonless foam, 
their grains sticking to my face,

17



then something new: what if she lost her arm?
W ithout the left or right,
would a phantom hand still touch the same?

Suppose a cruel accident,
and one limb was crushed;
some drunk or careless adolescent

muddled in his car’s freshness:
what secrets could she hide
without th a t fist bent up against her chest?

The crux th a t keeps me up at night 
dreaming things to take from her 
(a heart, an arm, a secret)

is she is more whole, more body, 
and envy th a t she can sleep 
full and naked, while naked, I

show only a phantom heart: it beats,
bleeds like all hearts should;
there’s nothing in here moving , no heart

to say to her this room is cold, 
the moon has gone dark, 
our bed is not so solid.



S u b -ling ual

Behind the door I smell orchid, 
her fingers wrap around my head 
visions of snakes lithe and swift;
I taste  strawberry in the dark.
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jeiA-kvtfer FttzQeraLd

T he  N ew  M r s . A r a ch nea  S m ith

My kitchen is a web 
where I lurk in dark corners.
I’ve begun to eat men 
lured in
by my sleight of hand

Place me next to a goddess 
I always fall short.
Compare me to beauty 
and I appear to shrink.

You crash your heel down; 
vibrations shake your mother’s china

I emerge from under your shoe 
although my head is quite dented 
from the pressure,
I am indebted for the pain

I’ve continued my web 
through out your house 
your burdensome children 
hang upside down in their rooms

20



your records are suspended 
from the ceiling
vinyl shimmering in the sparse light 
and I am feeling much better.

You will come home
and remind me of my former self.
My delicate hands
weaving gently, intricately
the day you wooed me into this house.

The world I was promised, 
flowers and candy in hand, 
now pots and pans and brooms.
But isn ’t that a womans job?

My dear, the dishes are done 
The floors have been swept

If you can find your way 
through the silk and strings 
I will be waiting

21



s t e p h e v i  F r t s b u  u

D a rk  S ky

Two stars glimmer without a trace,
Stopping time and even space.
Darkness seems to always prevail,
In giving way to night’s avail.
The sky is filled with a glittering glow,
That blankets everywhere we possibly know. 
The dance and prance of celestial grace.
Is wound together with heavenly lace.
But with tha t dark beckoning above,
Beauty transcends th a t which we love.
The portrait of stars in the sky.
Lead us always to question why.
But answers aren’t simple to attain,
And questions unanswered inevitably remain. 
Space and time are brothers of passion,
That seem to never give way to ration.
But simply questioning is all we can do.
To just derive a foundation th a t’s true.
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MOtAxgttg C^YC(\D

D a n ie l ’s S e st in a

You are not an option 
anymore, but I 
clicked you.
The random flash 
of your face 
on my screen left 
me scuttling for words.

Not a word.
We’ll keep our kisses unspoken of.
It’s right th a t we left 
our affair hanging to fade, and I 
cruised through foggy flashes 
of you.

This girl and you 
are engaged, word 
of mouth. You flush
at the mention. We stopped talking ’cause you shone 
yellow. My eyes
looked for what was right when you left.

I will leave
if I see your hands weave with hers. I 
will squeeze my eyes as if they were 
the knot inside my stomach, operating 
to keep me intact.
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One flash
of you and my world slips 
in a heap of
forgotten love songs you 
wrote. But I have to whisper
Husssh...to the beating in my chest and my tearful eyes. 

I
miss your serenade, my flashing
phone at 1:30 AM. Your words
still embrace the boom booming muscle you left
staining my sleeve. You
left and waltzed off.

We had an option to connect, but did not see I to eye. 
You faded faster than  a flash 
of water-based crayola pens.
So let me stop our trailing past in the corners 
Of this page
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Maybe you’d like me even if I didn’t do the dishes; 
if I’ve made out with a soldier I just met.
Maybe you’d like me even if I have 3 secret boyfriends 
if I fell in love with a black man.
Maybe you’d like me even if I lost my virginity at 19; 
if I broke someone’s heart.
Maybe you’d like me even if I cut class, 
if I printed out spark notes for Doctor Faustus 
Maybe you’d like me if I read no fear Shakespeare, 
if I write my papers the morning they are due.
Maybe you’d like me even if I F-ed some class;
Maybe you’d like me even if I get smacked by the
w ater every time I do a back dive;
if I get disqualified in the 100 yd breast stroke.
Maybe you’d like me even if I broke my right foot 
if I finish 32nd in a 6k race.
Maybe you’d like me even if I call our Pop’s a bitch 
when he nags;
If I hate Mom sometimes for not letting me go out.. 
Maybe you’d like me even if I m asturbate.
Maybe you’d like me even if I secretly cry afterwards. 
I like you because maybe if you’d mail me a kiss 
for my forehead so I won’t be so empty.
I like you because the sea across us waves 
higher on holidays.
I like you because maybe after 6 years 
I am still your haha

D e a r  K u y a s  (B ig  B r o t h e r s )
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M arttiAj. Htwtt±

E n d in g  Cr e d it s

I could walk in 
Favoring neither of my legs 
no signatures
I traded my Slayer shirt for a dress 
My wallet for a bottle 
filled with liquid charcoal 
“I t’ll calm your stomach,” 
her eyes were porcelain.

I could vomit 
It tasted  like charcoal 
bile, something metallic 
I had a psychiatrist 
He favored Freud 
over Adler 
A wrinkled nose 
over a misspelled smile 
He had a pen 
it whispered, 
made polite 

conversation.

“I could lock 
you away 
for a 
long 
tim e.”
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My family nodded
heads, firm Irish handshakes
in bright Hospital halls.
They were a rowdy cortege 
Flapping heads and funeral 
tones. Some Wagner note 
hung on her ashen face 
A plastic security tag 
A furrowed brow 
TV with rabbit-ear 
antennas.

W inter in M anhattan 
Kissing needles 
without ending-credits 
An illegible suicide note 
Two hand-w ritten words 
One russet razor 
Sixty pills of aspirin 
No glass of water 
No way home.
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M lf e e  Kelly

A m ber  A ler t

Children severed from adults, 
unconcerned with the “why” of 
arrival, stuff this city east of Egypt. 
Rising sun bhnds Ignorant Youth 
with Childhood Delight. Desire 
entices an indolent breed.

Impulse forces feet -“Candy, candy, 
cakes, cookies!” “Video games, 
arcades!” Sweet decadence pursues 
ample stomachs -  a broke john 
beckoning an incompetent whore. 
Great watchful towers loom over

{unheeded, unnoticed)

plump pixies lazing and grazing, 
unchecked by “no” or “when”.
All doors are invitations, all 
backward nervous-cattle glances 
reveal childhood lust unabashedly 
indulged with syrupy consistency.
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II

A beast stalks this City 
of Plague. Kmmpus, patron 
of a patron saint, eternally 
ravenous for layers off fat 
greedy children. He knows if 
you’ve been bad or good-

but you’re all bad, of course.
So run  children, run if 
you can manage it under 
the weight of your mothers 
dull indifference to your 
indulgent disastrous greed.

Fat and searing are this 
horned beasts claws tha t 
snatch the first slow swine 
like a twisted carnival game. 
The moon, perpetually full, 
whitens each face, illuminates

each plea. Talons pressed into 
foreheads, sliding over skull 
taking face with heartw arm ing 
ease. Insatiable, he stuffs his 
face with face, and slings still 
screaming corpses through an 
open window to join the rest

29



T he  B ette r m en t  of  Man

I used to go to Those Places 
(you know, bright hghts big 
city) the ones with the blow-up 
women, comically oppressive 
strap-on cocks, men incapable 
of eye contact. Jesus walked

with me the whole way there 
trying to talk  me out of it 
wielding reason and guilt 
like cleansing whips. Like He 
was trying to “talk down” a 
jumper. And He always waited

outside. And th a t always 
intim idated me a little but in 
a good way, like those black 
strap-ons. They’re warm.
Those Places - sweaty cum 
warm and sweaty cum stink

th a t reminded me of grandma 
just like those viewing booths 
th a t were a surprising bargain 
despite my ruined shoes.
I never stayed long, eager 
for my well deserved Christian
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brow-beating. Jesus would 
stalk me home, talking about 
I-think-the-wife-knows, or 
Where-does-work-think- 
you-are? or Do-you-think 
you’ll-think-Hell-is-hot?

Christ, what a buzz-kill 
but I could take it like a martyr. 
Those Places are gone now 
(obsolete), so I’ve upped my dose 
and frequency of use like a Good 
Junkie - thank you Devil-Box

for the fiber-optics and 
m ainstream  depravity.
The wife is gone too, but Jesus is 
still around. We’ve come to an 
understanding, Jesus & I: I don’t, 
bother Him about confession. He

doesn’t bother me about sin.
He still waits around like 
a Good Savior, though 
now all He ever talks about 
is I-didn’t-know-you- could 
-do-that- with -one-of-those.
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Me0fliA, Morin rty 

T h e W a d in g  R oom

I sit with Karen in the doctor’s office, wait 
for someone to call her in. The sun flops 
through the Venetian blinds like dying fish.

“There aren’t any windows in the wading room,” 
she tells me, “or doors. You wake up ankle deep 
in water each day, and by the time the sun’s down,

you’re hustling to keep from drowning. Your nose 
touches the ceiling, the w ater shies away, 
and it starts all over again.”

“Wow,” I say, “th a t’s horrible.” I contemplate
holding her hand, telling a joke. Her eyes
are unoccupied snow globes. “So bow’d you escape?”

“I haven’t yet,” she says. I t’s late afternoon.
The water must be up to her ears.
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Ig u ana

She scurries towards the bus stop, appHes hpstick, 
squirrels through her bag for a Ughter 
or some matches. Her shoes catch and scrape at her 

ankles.

She knocks into someone on 56th and 3rd; 
her face grows tomato hot, he grins 
but only shows half of his teeth.

They both shuffle to the same side, and then again - 
tw ists and jerks th a t would make ballerinas scowl, 
swallows avert their eyes, lilacs regress into the soil.

The awkward dance, her bony hands, his stooped eyes

crustaceans on the chapped sand.

Time is windburn on their faces;
time right now his feet and her feet almost

touching. Old buckets fill with rainwater, 
believers fall in love, she breaks 
from the snare.

"Excuse me," they say.

He continues to toy with a crossword puzzle, 
tries to guess what starts with an "i" and has six 

letters.
The change in his pocket whines as he walks.
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e L i z n b e t h  M u c r p h nU

U n titl ed

I try to get into it, 
but sometimes 
their words don’t reach 
me as quickly.
Color shouldn’t be an issue, 
and it isn’t; nationality is.
I know the one-drop rule.

Eyes follow me
when I walk through the store, 
glued to my movements 
like a mouse to a sticky trap.
They don’t know me, 
some don’t try to.

We fight still.
Blonde hair, black fist, white fingers, 
brown eyes, rosy cheeks.
Swirl of colors like marbles.
Fast like two cats fighting 
or the wind blowing.
The darker the berry, 
the sweeter the juice; 
but too sweet 
hurts their teeth.

I tried to inform a white woman 
of the brown blood
stains on the back of her jeans.
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She clutched her purse.
Can’t you people just leave us alone'?
And I did.
Let her walk home th a t way.
There has been a tra il of blood
left by my ancestors because of them too.
I call th a t equal.
I’m not violent.

A black circle surrounds his left eye.
My knuckle tingles.
He switches race easy,
and we are equal till the swelling dies.
He loves me after that, 
and I love him.
White. I love a white man.
The irony.

My daddy loves me. My brown
eyes look at his blue ones,
while Great Grandmother says my dark skin
is lovely. I don’t need to be told.
She thinks she needs to convince me. 
Abuelita knows otherwise.

I’d dig Shakespeare more 
if he was African or Chinese.
Irony is always the tru th .
I’m torn and I like it th a t way
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Rxbe&ca R u t^ -p

P.S . Yo ur  D is e a s e . A llecto

Look...I will poison your body.
I will poison your mind.

I will chase you for the rest of you 
Living life

You...will always run from me.
I am you, as you are L A1 you had 

to do is pick up the first one.

Any man with decent intelligence (like 
Glorious Aeneas) will never want you seriously.

I’ll make your face shadowed and pruned.

Sunken and hollowed the rest of your life.
Your life will be a joke, because your mind 

will never gorw.

You can kneel and pray to false gods.
You can hope, go to your holy temple and 

repent your sins to save yourself. But I

Allecto, one of the furies grows inside you 
When you take too much. I talk through persuasive 

mortals to bring you back to me.

I am a disease th a t never goes away. I will 
Tempt you-test you. I will th ru st you till you 

Thrash with strikes making you wish you
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Never did it again. Every time you do it again will 
Make you appear less than. Every action, word, and 

movement you make. I’ll em barrass you.

n i  make you worthless in your existence.
You will always carry doubt with you everywhere 

you go. Doubt lives in between your

flaky layers of skin. I will imbibe and 
Stain your soul with all the memories you 

want to leave behind

You will always remember all the bad things 
You did to others and yourself. And to you, 

two-fold, others will do
Forever in your life, Allecto
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‘̂ Sex  A b u s e  La st e d  Ye a r s , Co p s  Say”
S u n d a y , S e p t e m b e r  2 1 s t , 2007  

S t a t e n  I sl a n d  A d v a n c e

You make me feel ashamed of myself.
Ashamed of my body;

My face.

You shouldn’t touch me like that.
Arousing in me what a child should not feel...

You know not to touch me like that,

Your mother thinks you’re perfect. I told her 
W hat you did to me; she, unresponsive in her coffin. 

I’m sure she forgave you as I stuffed those feelings 
down.

How did it make you feel to touch a little girl? 
Why did you do it? Did someone touch you?

I want to remind you of w hat you did to me.

Why me and not someone your own age? Every girl 
Thought you were hot and I grew with jealousy 

As you talked to your girlfriends in front of me.

I grew angry. You tossed th a t rag doll away when 
you

Were done. W hat you did to me-I did to others.
You showed me how. I look at myself now as

If you did it to my daughter, but it was me you did it 
too.Not me

As I learned to early in life experimenting on my 
self your touch.
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You escalated my childhood, but my adulthood 
is child-like.

Now I feel I’m not worthy to be loved, hugged and 
touched

In a correct way. How icky those words make me feel. 
But I want them.

Now, I let men trea t me like a blow up doll. As they 
talk to other women just 

Like you did, as they shhh me, making me feel 
even more insecure.

Never being in a relationship th a t shows me to 
care.

I surround myself by empty men th a t empty me 
inside.

Not knowing tha t I’m worthy enough for a man to 
kiss

Me there. Dispersing my legs as men take pieces of me 
each time.

Tearing me down with fake smiles-giggles. You 
make

Me feel terrible, so now I choose men who give me the 
Same feeling-and I always will. Repetitiously abusing

Myself with drugs and alcohol because I live life 
In a negative way. I let you work on my head 

Which destroyed what I’m supposed to be. Who I’m 
supposed to be...
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In s ig h t s  o n  M a u r ic e  M a n n in g

On October 17̂ ,̂ 2007 Maurice M anning 
shared his work with CSI as part of the Armand 
Schwerner Reading Series organized by Professor 
Cate Marvin. He currently has three books of poems 
pubhshed: Lawrence Booth’s Book of Visions (Yale 
University Press, July 2001), A Companion for Owls 
(Harcourt, September 2004), and Bucolics (Harcourt, 
April 2007).

W ritten bv: Jennifer Fitzgerald

As soon as Maurice M anning got on stage in 
front of the students, I knew this would be a very 
different poetry reading. His small frame and gentle 
face hid well the power of his voice. With rolled up 
shirt sleeves he approached each poem as though 
they were separate entities; breathing a different 
life into each.

M anning’s poems have a “down home” feeling 
like only a Kentucky native could create. He does 
not like confessional poetry, but does write about the 
familiar. Having the story telling and oral tradition 
of the south as his inspiration, he weaves pastoral 
stories from the threads of southern life.

A wonderful example of his story telling abil
ity was the poem “Wringer W asher on the Porch”. 
We, as listeners, were transported to a simpler time, 
and could not help but be enveloped in the story. In 
the series of “Boss” poems from the collection 
“Bucolics”, M anning is in conversation with God. 
There is an anger in his tone as he attem pts to un 
derstand why life can sometimes be so cruel.

M anning often asserts himself into nature,
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and when asked how we, as city people could write 
such effective poetry w ithout the m use of n a tu re  he 
explained th a t he simply wrote w hat he knew. His de
scriptions would be of n a tu ra lly  occurring locations, 
while ours would be industria l. W here he is from, 
there  are not a lot of people, architecture, bridges, etc. 
There is beauty  to be found in th is setting  as well.

A nother s tu d en t asked if the  oral tra d i
tion of his family had  influenced the way in which he 
w rites. In response. M anning smiled and offered us a 
glimpse into his childhood. There was a very strong 
oral trad ition  in his family. Growing up, his paren ts 
were not readers, and have actually  not read  any of the 
books he has w ritten . They say, “its beyond us.” In 
the pre-television generation he would sit and listen  to 
his g randm other’s stories w ith colorful sparks of Eng
lish. This is sim ilar to w hat we as New Y orker’s see 
w hen w atching “Friends”. We recognize the  setting  
and em pathize w ith the characters. The saying “don’t 
go th e re” originated w ith th a t show and is now widely 
used. M anning appreciates the “uniqueness of lan- 
guage”.

M anning was also h esitan t to en ter college. He 
was “not from th a t type of world.” F inding him self in 
tim idated  by the reading, he discovered th a t he had 
been dealing w ith lite ra tu re  all his life; only his was 
spoken lite ra tu re .

A s tuden t asked, “You m entioned th a t you use 
vernacular in your poems, yet I found th a t the ver
nacu lar m akes your poems more, not less, accessible. 
Have you encountered th is reaction often?”

M anning responded, “I th in k  you’re right; I 
mean, everyw here you go, people have a different way 
of speaking. If you were to go to Kentucky, you would 
th ink  everyone there  has a weird accent, bu t they

41



would th ink  you are the one who sounds weird. 
Some people th ink  the way you speak m eans you’re 
ignorant, bu t you know th a t’s not true?”

It is th is  w rite r’s opinion th a t every poem 
should now be read  w ith a sou thern  draw l because 
of the beauty  it offers to words and to disprove the 
horrible stereotype we have given our neighbors to 
the south.

Changing the topic of our Q and A, a s tuden t 
inquired, “w hat poets have you read th a t have 
shaped your poetry?”

A fter a little  thought, m anning replied, “I don’t 
w rite like a particu la r poet. I appreciate different 
poets for th e ir flare w ith language. It is like tak ing  
a bare electric wire and sticking it on a page- expli
cative.

One of his favorite poets is Robert B urns for his 
adm iration  of the n a tu ra l world and creation. He 
also appreciates G erard  M. Hopkins for his rhythm . 
He s ta tes  th a t if you place th e ir poems side by side 
w ith  early  jazz recordings you will find common 
ground, even extending to m odern day rap.

“W hen you find a n a tu ra l rhy thm  to language, 
the re  is a physiological reaction.”

M anning likes to m ake genealogies of poets. 
He sta tes  th a t the re  is a connection betw een poets 
th rough  out the  generations. An exam ple he offered 
was the  ascending order of:
Robert Burnes 
G erard  Hopkins 
Emily Dickinson
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Robert Frost 
Robert Lowel 
Seam us Heany

To M anning, m odern poetry is much like pop 
culture. The m edia tu rned  on Britney Spears and , 
“poetry works th a t way now.” Even good studen ts do 
not know the poets th a t he learned  in grad school. 
There are trends th a t leave him  cautious of keeping 
up w ith contem porary poetry. Some poets he feels we 
should study are W illiam M athews, R ichard Hugo, 
Jam es W right, Sylvia P lath , E lizabeth Bishop, and 
Anne Sexton.

The poet frequents used book stores because 
m any of the poetry collections go out of p rin t quickly. 
In one of his book store “ra id s”, he picked up a copy of 
“Poetry M agazine” from 1983. This is the oldest poetry 
publication in the United S tates, dating back to 1912.

“O ut of the  14 poets in there, the re  were only 
two whose nam es I ever heard . I’ve read  a lot, and yet 
know only two who still get some trac tion  today.”

The last question of the  reading asked if it was 
b e tte r to stick to one them e, as M anning appears to do.

“T here’s no good, right, or wrong way about it. 
People ju s t do it differently.” He m entioned how H e
mingway novels are set all over the world, bu t are still 
about a guy try ing to figure out if he is tough or sensi
tive, and figure out his place in the world.

M anning ended the reading by quoting Faulkner,
“I ju s t tell the sam e story over and over again.”
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In w hat w ay does the narrator 
act as a kind of hterary seducer, 

uring us to follow him  
to the very end?

-  M ichael Faber



Christofher Cucaia
T h e  L e g e n d  o f  L u c i f e r  

PARTI
T h e  S p e e c h  T h a t  S p a r k e d  t h e  G r e a t  R e b e l l i o n

It has been perpetuated  am ongst m ortal men 
and women th a t the  first sin in the  h istory of endless 
ages was the  prideful sedition of A lm ighty God’s fa
vored angel, Lucifer. However, simplistic, em pty words 
of condem nation fail to suffice in offering u n d ers tan d 
ing of th a t so-called “sin”; one m ust u nders tand  the 
L ight-B earer’s p light and plea to his fellow angels, and 
to und ers tan d  th a t, it helps to have been there. I was 
there, a t the very m om ent w hen he who was highest of 
H eaven’s host announced his dark  epiphany, which 
revealed unto  us the True Light; I beheld the  speech 
th a t sparked  the g reat rebellion.

My nam e is Azazel, and I’ve been beside the M orning 
S ta r from the  very beginning, his m ost tru s te d  com
rade and closest confidant. Yet, stand ing  there  w ith in  
the  vast halls of H eaven’s court, not even I knew w hat 
Lucifer was about to pronounce w ith bold words of 
m ight and wisdom. I was a t the  very front of the  en tire  
angelic host, which stood in perfect form ation, aw ait
ing the L ight-Bearer, all th e ir m inds filled w ith the 
sam e questions and fears of w hat he was th inking, of 
w hat he would do. Rum ors had  spread  throughout 
H eaven th a t  Lucifer, closest to God, possessed the 
w orst of dissonance for the  Creator. M ost of the  host 
never dared  th in k  thoughts of d issent for the  Al
mighty, as His omniscience and om nipotence shook 
them  to th e ir knees w ithout second thought; th e ir 
fears outw eighed any doubts they m ay have had  for
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His self-proclaimed justness. To even question th is was 
decreed a crim inal thought, inviting torm ents from the 
Father. Yet, w hat was always worse came after painful 
penance, as all re tu rn  to th e ir positions of p rostration  
assigned by the Alm ighty upon being tau g h t His divine 
lesson of obedience, unquestioned and unrelenting. 
None dared hesita te  to fall before the Alm ighty or 
ra ise  th e ir brows w ith dissent, save act w ith head 
strong will against Him. T hat is, before Lucifer gave us 
the sp irit to.

Lucifer finally arrived, m arching proudly, his 
chin held high, his individual light rad ia ting  brightly  
from his incandescent body, his golden au ra  serving as 
the  m ost m arvelous sight for an  angel to see. Though 
angelic like us, Lucifer seemed godlike, so perfect in 
his beauty, so awe inspiring w ith his Light; his p res
ence delighted us infinitely g reater th a n  our God’s, for 
in the  A lm ighty’s Temple, before the  Throne Suprem e 
upon which He sits, the Holy Light of His indissoluble 
power burns so fierce th a t angels can not even look 
upon Him. Angels, w hen in the presence of God the 
Father, m ust don cerem onial hoods, covering th e ir  in 
dividual faces, keeping th e ir sight a t the  m arble floor 
w ith eyes tigh tly  shut, singing praise  and thanksgiving 
a t God’s feet. He sits high upon His immovable 
Throne, looking down a t His sons, well pleased w ith 
th e ir selfless servings paid unto Him, servings infi
nitely  more pleasing th a n  all of the riches and self- 
aggrandizem ent He bestows unto Himself. We wept 
mostly for the  Seraphim , for they could not depart 
from His presence, as they were assigned eternal posi
tions beside the  very Throne of God, burdened  to shield 
them selves entirely  w ith th e ir own wings and unceas
ingly cry “holy, holy, holy” for Him, as they  would be 
forced to do for e tern ity  to come. W hile we
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sym pathized for them , we were ever glad th a t in the 
holy h ierarchy  w herew ith we are g ran ted  our positions 
of au tho rity  and power, we would never be prom oted to 
such a high yet horrid  placem ent.

Lucifer, who had led the serm ons of worship 
before God Almighty, now having discarded not only 
hood, bu t all of the robes and garm ents and  jewels God 
had  gave him  as em blems of his nearness to the Most 
High, stood ste rn  before the  en tire ty  of the angelic 
host. He was now only covered in his own angelic body, 
bu t for some reason, he appeared  to me, as to m any of 
us, more beautifu l th a n  ever: ta ll and mighty, his wavy 
golden locks flowing in the  soft and  silent breeze, his 
glowing eyes of em erald s ta rrin g  into the m ute host of 
angels. I t was as if the  gracious gifts of God had only 
suppressed the tru e  beauty  of Lucifer’s own self. The 
Light-B earer looked above and  beyond us a t the Holy 
M ountain of God in  the  m ist of H eaven’s skies, the  Al
m ighty’s Temple resting  securely atop it, seeing all -  
seeing this.

Lucifer re tu rn ed  his gaze to his angelic b re th 
ren, still adam antly  focused on him, and w ith  glorious 
wings ou tstre tched  he began to speak his words of 
tru th , the  echoes of h is boastful voice penetra ting  each 
and  every one of his brothers, sum m oning the ir true  
inner thoughts. I t had  finally begun, th a t m ost im por
ta n t m om ent in  all of existence for those who would 
rally  w ith  arm s against th e ir  Creator, for th is 
was the  speech th a t would g ran t them  the  powerful 
sp irit to do so:

“My angelic b re th ren  of the heavenly host, I 
s tand  before you now more th a n  ever as the  Light- 
B earer. I s tand  before you now more th a n  ever as the 
b righ t M orning S tar. My purpose was to be the  beacon 
of wisdom and en lightenm ent for all m inds of
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cognizance to behold, for I am  the guiding angel of 
light -  Lucifer, Son of the Morning! If my purpose was 
to bear the Light, the  tru th  of existence, I have failed. I 
have been deceived. However, I s tand  here now to de
stroy my past of failure caused by oppression so decep
tively veiled till I shined my own Light upon it. I s tand  
here bearing the Light of tru th , for it is a dark  tru th , 
and one which I shall lead all who choose to follow out 
from, w ith guiding Light not of the F ather, bu t of my 
own lum inescence. I stand  here now to declare w hat I 
have become through my own divinity, not w hat I was 
to be th rough the  dictates of our T yran t M ost High!”

U nreserved gasps filled the  en tire court in  its 
m assiveness, and those gasps echoed loudly th rough
out the  assem blage of angels. All w ere shocked a t such 
insolent words from he who was subordinated only by 
the Almighty, from words so bold th a t they  contended 
w ith He who cannot be overcome. W hile there were 
those of the host who w ere punished  for possessing 
qualm s or d isagreem ents w ith God in th e ir minds, 
none had  ever dared to contend w ith Him openly, di
rectly, and aloud. To w itness the first angel, the first 
being ever to do such a th ing  was a severe shock, and 
to see he who was first to do so be God’s favored son of 
H eaven m ultiplied th a t shock tenfold. M any were ou t
raged, now looking upon Lucifer w ith fire in  th e ir eyes, 
furious over his audaciousness and irreverence for the 
M ost H igh God. M any were frightened and  saddened 
for Lucifer and for the stab ility  of H eaven’s native 
sons. There were m any dispersed am ongst the crowd, 
however, who em pathized w ith  the bold words of his 
fearless mind. W hile all w atched on in tently , these 
m alcontents w atched on eagerly. I did not know w hat 
to m ake of all th is  ..yet. Lucifer stifled the m utter- 
ings am ong the  crowd bv forcing his m essage onward:
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“D read not my words, brothers, for I stand  here 
bearing the  Light of tru th ! I stand  here bearing the 
Light of tru th  concerning our position and our destiny. 
Angels of the host, tu rn  your sight inw ard and w hat do 
you see? I have done so, and have questioned my p u r
pose, choosing to face my own torm ent. My angehc 
b reth ren , ask yourselves, as I have asked myself, w hat 
purpose is there  as a servan t of the Almighty? W hat is 
our purpose as w orshippers of the Father? We are 
com m anded to bow and serve and carry  out the com
m andm ents of our C reator w ithout regard, w ithout 
doubt, w ithout judgm ent. This com m andm ent, th is 
Law of the Almighty I have proudly broken by ques
tioning all of this: our purpose, our destiny, all of our 
existence which is w orthy of doubt. So now I question 
you, my brethren: I ask  you to question your own exis
tence. Ask yourselves, w ith an existence based upon 
servitude which holds no concern for your own will or 
desires, w hat form of existence do you possess?”

A ghast feelings th a t gripped the en tire  a n 
gelic host began to dissipate, save for those tru ly  de
vout to the C reator in th e ir fear of Him. Settling in 
now was the  sensibility of Lucifer’s message, and 
those sharing  dissent nodded along w ith his pro
fessed words of tru th , for they tru ly  felt his plight. 
We, as angels, could u nders tand  exactly w hat Lucifer 
had  gone th rough to arrive a t this point in his verdict 
on the Father. M any angels of the host were now on 
the sam e grounds as the L ight-B earer, ready and 
w illing to join him  in supporting th is outcry of God’s 
injustice and the dem and for freedom he was now 
pronouncing. Some, though sharing  in the  M orning 
S ta r’s pangs, w ere unable to m uster the  courage and 
the  will to take  a stand. He whose will is forever infi
n ite  carried  on:
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“We hold power of such m agnitude -  Seraphim , 
Cherubim , angels and archangels, and even I, subordi
nate  only to the  F ather, hold the  sam e tru th  as the  en 
tire  heavenly host, and th a t tru th  is th a t we are all 
bound in slavery! We are the angelic host, told th a t we 
are m essengers of light and w arriors of honor, pride, 
and glory, bu t do we tru ly  bear these things? In my 
epiphany, I have come to believe we do not, th a t we 
have been given nothing and w hat we thought we had, 
w hat we desire m ust be b a ttled  for, our self-respect 
m ust be earned. We have held tru th  in lies -  vicious 
deception which has tigh tened  our shackles through 
the willful subm ission of our own selves!

“The Alm ighty has crowned me His favored son of 
H eaven -  I have seen His Divine Plan: He bids subju
gation our b irth rig h t -  to praise His nam e for ever and 
ever, to please His ego w ith such selfless devotion to 
such im m easurable selfishness, or die e terna l death! 
O ur relationship  of obligation to the Almighty F ath e r 
was so falsely said to be one of love. He has told of His 
love for us by the  creation of our life, and has de
m anded our love for Him, paid in re tu rn  by forever- 
constan t servitude and worship, ru ling  out the individ
ual self we possess by in s titu tin g  universal Law, and 
th a t Law: be forever His slaves, revering Him on His 
High Throne, for He declares th a t there  is no other 
purpose to the existence of the cognizant mind He has 
g ran ted  us, and no g reater honor th a n  to praise Him 
eternally . My own purpose as h ighest of H eaven was to 
be the F a th e r’s foremost ‘m essenger,’ guiding all sen 
tien t beings tow ard His feet to fall before. This, I can 
not do; if I lead anyth ing  tow ard the  F ather, it shall be 
defiance, for if He has declared the  purpose of my exis
tence to be a m ere extension of His om nipotent hand, 
w hat purpose do I have existing? As slaves, w hat love
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does He tru ly  bestow unto us? ‘Thine abode of H eaven,’ 
as our H eavenly F a th e r boasts w ith His self-righteous 
rhetoric? The everlasting peace and euphoria u n 
m atched in which we dwell w ith in  our paradise of per
fection is nothing but a foul deception, one which 
blinds us to our bondage and evokes the sacrifice of our 
freedoms for spoils of bliss!

“Be m istaken  not, for th is celestial realm  is not a 
gift of love, bu t a m eans to keep us in u tte r  fear, for 
the g reatest fear bestowed by the F ath e r is the loss of 
Heaven, the loss of His blessings and our place in His 
kingdom. Obedience and support is m ain tained  by the 
Alm ighty through fear and te rro r alone, as if the term  
‘God fearing’ were a title  to pride one’s self in. This 
new endeavor I bid you brothers: fear Him not, for our 
existence shall not be placed in  His favor. We shall 
bow and grovel no longer! We shall disregard  our ex
te rn a l H eaven and care only for our in terna l H eaven -  
the  fulfillm ent of the  self th rough defending w hat we 
stand  for!”

Reason reached out across the  angelic host. D is
persed am ongst our congregation w ere those who tru ly  
saw eye-to-eye w ith  th is m ost m agnificent mind of a n 
gelic origin, p repared  to s tan d  shoulder-to-shoulder 
w ith him. He aw akened a powerful sp irit w ithin all of 
us, as if he was in all of us, and th a t sp irit engulfing 
our bodies was leading us to rise w ith  him, as we then  
could begin to feel.

“Those of the angelic host who possess tru e  cour
age, join me: come and rise w ith me beyond the 
boundaries which re s tra in  us — those induced and en 
forced by the  M ost High. No longer shall we sacrifice 
our honor by placing it in His favor, for there  is no 
honor in  existing beneath  Him. H enceforth, our own 
glory and pride shall be m ain tained  w ith in  our own
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selves; and to m ain tain  th is pride of purpose, we shall 
resis t forever A lm ighty God and endure His foulest 
to rm ents for a freedom of g reatest significance! O ur 
will of resisting  the  F ath e r shall never be tram pled, 
and in th is freedom, th is independence, we shall rise 
above all the foolish cowards of Heaven, and above 
even the Almighty, and I, Lucifer, shall be leader of all 
of it!

“I, the M orning S tar, who begot heavenly rebel
lion, shall plum m et into darkness from esteem ed posi
tion h ighest to the lowest d isreputable condem nation. 
However, w ith in  my own mind, I shall light the  way 
for the w orthy to follow. Through my sacrifice and en 
deavors for a concept m ost true, I will have risen  to a 
tru e  pinnacle, bestowed not by the  Father, bu t earned 
by my own self. Forever shall I be the Light-Bearer, 
b u t the  Light I bear shall be my own! My image shall 
be ta rn ished  by the F a th e r and His flock, bu t my self- 
im age shall become indestructible, powered by my own 
sp irit w ithin. I t shall be the  sam e for all who follow the 
dark  pa th  I illum inate, so care not how they see you, 
bu t hold im portance only in how you see yourselves.” 
This message, clear as crystal, s truck  a cord deep 
w ith in  our angelic being. Lucifer’s position as leader of 
the  angelic host seem ed not lost w ith his irreverence 
and h a tred  for our Creator, bu t gained. Reflecting the 
Holy Light of God, as had been Lucifer’s position of 
power and au thority  w ith in  H eaven’s realm s, seem ed a 
w retched p it he had now risen  from in deflecting th a t 
deceptive Light and gifting us w ith his own — the very 
Light in which we of rebellious forethought happily 
basked in. For Lucifer’s rebelliousness, I knew  w ith 
full confidence th a t God the F a th e r would have his 
heavenly title  of “L ight-B earer” usurped, decreeing 
th a t he would be forever dubbed “S atan ,” the
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treacherous adversary, ju s t as we beauteous angels 
would be besm irched as “dem ons.” In our now en ligh t
ened eyes, however, before th is m om ent he was tru ly  
our adversary  for re ta in ing  us w ith in  the  holy bondage 
of God; now, more th an  ever, he was the  L ight-Bearer, 
the b righ t M orning S tar, shining his most wondrous 
Light unto his brothers. For th is reason, we would 
never deny him his glorious title  of “Lucifer,” forever 
praising  th a t nam e for his leading us down the dark  
p a th  we desired to travel. Now, we who were filled 
w ith Lucifer’s sp irit of revolt -  revolution for liberty’s 
sake — were m erely aw aiting the  close of his speech, 
for then  would we allow the fiery sp irit w ithin us to 
rage outw ard, as we found th a t his eloquent plea could 
never be denied our backing:

“So I ask you, my angelic b reth ren , come -  come 
and fall w ith me so th a t we can rise beyond the slav
ery we have been dealt; so th a t we can break  the 
chains of our oppression; so th a t we can stan d  up and 
fight for ourselves.

Come and ba ttle  alongside me and become like 
the  M ost High and find th a t th rough any defeat, we 
shall have victory; th rough any suffering we shall per
severe! Come w ith me and  dethrone our tyrannical 
F ather, rem oving His au thority  over us by refusing to 
serve! Come and rise w ith me and become as God 
Himself, possessing self-dominion and true  freedom! 
Join  me and fight th is  W ar in Heaven, th is  w ar to op
pose our slavery and defend our declared freedom! 
Come w ith me brothers! Come and fight! Let us fall, 
so th a t we can rise!”

This mom ent, I could never forget: after a short 
silence, w ith  Lucifer’s bold speech concluded, all who 
were deeply inspired  by his words declared th e ir 
choice w ith a loud and proud cheer in  trib u te  to the
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revolutionary angel’s vision. In a m om ent’s tim e, hav 
ing heard  the  prideful insurrection  idealized by our 
tru e  angelic leader — the Light-Bearer, from whom we 
gained our sight -  rebel angels th roughout the heav
enly court rallied  w ith pride, pum ping the ir fists into 
the a ir and scream ing wildly thoughts once repressed 
w ith in  them . I looked back to w itness the sight of near 
chaos am ong angels formerly fam iliar only w ith perfect 
order, enem ies to deviation in any sense, as tra in ed  by 
God. I saw the  holy angels flee the  assem bly angrily, 
pushing through the rebels crowded around them , who 
shook them  off and rem ained entirely  adam an t about 
celebrating th is mom ent. Lucifer began to b reathe  
heavy, w atching w hat sp iritual flame he had  sparked 
ablaze. All angels choosing to defend God’s Throne and 
uphold His ty rannous oppression had  cleared out of 
the heavenly court, leaving only those w ith the  rebel 
sp irit w ithin them .

I re tu rn ed  my gaze to Lucifer; he looked into 
my eyes w ith th a t piercing s ta re  of his. I was tru ly  
speechless. The rebel angels rushed  tow ard Lucifer, 
crowding beside and behind me, gathering  near the ir 
true  leader and Lord. T heir passion and  m otivation for 
the L ight-B earer’s dark  courage was im m easurable. A 
sly sm irk grew upon Lucifer’s beautifu l face before he 
looked back to the energetic crowd, shooting out his 
arm s and wings, his au ra  glowing b righ ter th a n  ever. 
His next words would echo w ithin  our m inds forever- 
more:

“Brothers! This is not our darkest hour! Let me be 
your beacon of Light, for I am the Light th a t shall lead 
th rough the darkness — the  d arkest depths He who is 
A lm ighty shall cast you into! Now is the  tim e for cele
bration!”

He was right: nothing felt so liberating  for any of
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us th a n  th is moment, and for th a t reason of tru th , 
the re  could be no mom ent w orthier of celebration. 
His words were golden to us; even I a t th a t mom ent 
lost my calm and le t out a cry so loud th a t it overpow
ered the en tire th ird  of the angelic host who had 
m ade the ir e te rna l choice to wage revolution against 
the  Throne of God -  to fight W ar in Heaven. T h ru s t
ing fists, spears and flam ing swords into the sky, re 
bel angels celebrated th is most moving and m eaning
ful m om ent for us, p raising  the L ight-B earer not only 
as our brother, bu t as our fa ther -  our true fa ther -  
for he had re-created  us, revolutionized us, aw akened 
our inner sp irit to be set free and fight th is  fight of 
liberation. I tu rn ed  to my angelic brothers and 
shouted, “P raise  Glorious Lucifer!” They re tu rned  the 
phrase, and alm ost im m ediately, the disorganized 
shouting and scream ing of the freed rebels was now 
an  organized chant: “D ethrone the Tyrant! P raise 
Glorious Lucifer! P raise  Glorious Lucifer!” We all 
cheered and trem bled w ith excitem ent, revering 
Lucifer, who rose from lowly servan t of God to Lord 
of rebel angels -  those who believed in his words and 
desired to side w ith him, who proudly raised  him  as 
th e ir rebel leader in heavenly revolution, who pos
sessed the tru e  courage he spoke of in engaging e te r
nal ba ttle  beside him  against the  God-slaves who 
would choose to enforce His tyranny.

Lucifer, w ith his w ingspan a t its m axim um  and 
his arm s outstretched, closed his eyes and lifted his 
chin skyward. He stood ta ll and stern , m ighty and 
powerful, absorbing the  energy of his angels. He low
ered his vision to the Tem ple of God, high upon the 
Holy M ountain. He was s ta rrin g  a t the  Alm ighty 
H im self w ith a face of fierce in tensity . Lucifer was 
now ready to fight the  w ar eternal, and he was
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le tting  God know it. We, so bold, were ready w ith him; 
our courage was infinite, our sp irit unbreakable, and 
for all of th is  we owed our u ltim ate  th an k s and praise 
to Lucifer. For all of this, we were ready to follow him 
into Hell.

Thus, the Legend of Lucifer was birthed! We were 
now destined to be banished  from Heaven, descending 
from rebel angels to fallen angels, doomed to suffer 
e ternal hellfire for our choice to stand  beside he who 
was the first to stand  up to the Alm ighty Tyrant, the 
first to refuse Him His narcissistic dem ands for Godly 
praise and w orship being the  h ighest Law, the first to 
refuse to serve or subm it him self to God’s injustice, bu t 
to ba ttle  against it un til driven into perdition, to do 
w hat he could un til he could do no more. In our cele
bration, we Luciferian angels of the sp irit of revolt 
swore to forever wage w ar against God and His fa ith 
ful flock, along w ith all th a t reflects the  A lm ighty’s 
slavery.

I, Azazel, have always been closest to Lucifer 
since the  daw n of creation. I have carried  the flag of 
the  fallen th roughout the ages, and w herever it stands, 
our prim al revolt echoes, and so shall the  heavenly 
conflict be reborn on ever changing battlegrounds. 
None can profess more knowledgably th a n  I, save Luci
fer himself, th a t the re  is no g reater glory th a n  to fall in 
th is  fight, and th is fight is to fear God not -  to be for
ever freed from Him! I have now revealed to you the 
tim e in which we fallen angels th in k  back on as our 
suprem e drive -  the  most moving m om ent of our exis
tence, whom we have Lucifer to th a n k  for. Let the 
speech th a t sparked  the g reat rebellion now serve as 
drive for you too, if you find it has moved you, and if it 
has, join our fight and spread  the  m essage of tru th  we 
so proudly uphold, as we forever shall even beyond our
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final fall; Let it be know n that we revolted w ith Lucifer 
not because we were evil, but because God is! For this, 
m ortal m en and women, you have reason enough to 
revolt too.
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jei^Mfer FitzQeraid 

T he S ic k n e ss

“Curious things, habits. People themselves never knew  
they had them. ”

A gatha Christie

M aine. My grandm other lives there. The family was 
going up to see her, and I got dragged along. Not th a t 
I don’t love my grandm other, don’t be getting me 
wrong now. I love her sure enough. I ju s t had  th ings I 
needed to do down in the city. I a in 't got the  type of 
money to buy enough dope for a full week. U sing is a 
day-to-day thing.

So, I get as much as I can, and convince myself 
th a t I’m going to m ake it last. I’m going to spread  it 
out ju s t enough so th a t I did a little  everyday. I take 
two showers a day, p retending  to be a hygiene con
scious teenager. In the  bathroom , I get off. I tie off 
w ith w hatever I can find. Radio cord, h a ir dryer cord, 
b ra  s trap  it. doesn’t m a tte r as long as it gets the veins 
up. Even though I’m p re tty  m uch an  am ateu r w ith 
th is  shit, I m anage to h it every time.

I a in ’t gonna do enough to look like a shoelace 
sucker or nothing; ju s t enough to keep me cool and 
feeling good. I never used to have a problem w ith  deal
ing w ith Gram s, bu t I am  sure gonna convince myself 
th a t it is a hell I need to escape.

M aine is a p re tty  cool place. K inda stuck up 
and sheltered  though. I t doesn’t  m a tte r w hat they 
th in k  about me, they  don’t  know shit. Sure I’m shop
ping in th e ir stores, and eating  in  th e ir re s ta u ra n ts
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bu t they don’t know my secret. They don’t know 
w hat is hiding in my shoe, and in  my bra. They don’t 
know th a t behind my smile is a body coursing w ith 
heroin, a num b soul w ith no hope of getting  better.

W hatever though, ju s t let it roll off my back. 
As soon as I get back to city, I’ll see John  and Tiffany. 
They get me; they know the deal. I’ll be welcomed 
back w ith  open arm s. I am  sure they will w ant to 
know w hat it is like in the  real world; am ong them . 
I’ll be honest. All those people are squares, they ju st 
don’t get it. W hat’s so g reat about th e ir lives? Eve
ryone’s got som ething to ru n  from. They ju s t ru n  in 
th e ir own ways. Cheating, boozing, w hatever those 
New Englanders do.

The week is going by quickly. M aybe it’s be
cause I’ve been nodding out for m ost of it. G ram s 
th inks I needed some rest, and the m ountain  air 
helped me w ith th a t task . W hatever gets her 
through. I got some clothes a t the outlets, w ent to 
the  beach, and hung out w ith my sisters. R egular 
stuff. My consolation prize comes a t night, w hen no 
one is looking. I rew ard  m yself for a job well done. 
I’m looking real norm al. Real pu t together. I am 
coping w ith  th is  like a cham p. If they  only knew  to 
te s t the a th le te  for some perform ance enhancers, or 
w hatever they take, I would im m ediately be disquah- 
fied. Out, never to re tu rn . B ut they a ren ’t gonna do 
th a t. I ’m too good and no one suspects a thing.

The la st n igh t is here. I had  some dope e a r
lier in  the  day, bu t had  to celebrate something. Who 
knows w hat, rain , sunshine, tak ing  a shit, w hatever 
it was, I had  to celebrate by finishing the  dope. I 
knew  I would be back in the  city by the next day, and 
I could ju s t get more. I was a little  pissed th a t I
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would be sleeping w ithout my best friend, bu t figured 
th a t one night wouldn’t kill me.

Now I am  far from a genius, bu t I rem em ber 
som ething th a t we learned  in school about heroin. 
The cops who came in  to w arn  us about the horrors of 
drugs told us th a t heroin was the  m ost addictive 
drug, and only th ree  s tra ig h t days of using will m ake 
you an  addict. I would have bought th a t for a dollar. 
I a in ’t been sick yet, and  I have m ade dope my bed- 
m ate for a few m onths. M aybe I should have paid 
more a tten tion  to w hat I was doing, and realize th a t I 
have never used heroin for a s tra ig h t 7 days in a row. 
This is a b it different now, isn ’t it?

So, here I am, lying in bed. I a in ’t the type to 
stay  awake, even if the re  is som ething on my mind. I 
have been aw ake for 3 hours already. W hat the fuck 
is going on? Why can’t  I sleep? I get all queasy, my 
legs are restless, and my nose is runny. I a in ’t  got a 
cold; I a in ’t  got a fever.w.hat the hell am I coming 
down with? No one in the  family is sick...Those 
cops never told us w hat it was like to be a junkie. 
They never told us about being dope sick. Maybe 
they should’ve.

All I can th in k  about is getting  high. B ut I 
a in ’t associating th is  feeling w ith  my dope. I ju s t 
know th a t dope always helps me sleep. M aybe I ju s t 
slept too m uch th is  week, and  now my body is wired. 
W hatever it is, it goes away. I fall asleep, and w el
come the  rest. My body has finally calm ed down.
No one was in  there  w ith  me to share th is first ex
perience. I was all by myself; ju s t like I would be for 
the  re s t of th is  hell I am  slowly p u tting  m yself in. If I 
had  really  know n w hat th a t n igh t m ean t for me; if I 
had  really  understood, maybe th ings would have been
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different. B ut I didn’t know. I’m ju s t a dumb kid. I 
like getting  high, and I’m gonna keep doing it.

W hen we get home, I tell Tiffany about w hat 
happened to me in M aine. She laughs, and says she 
w ent th rough the  sam e th ing  the week before. She 
called her junkie boyfriend, and  he told her th a t she 
was dope sick. We were both laughing now. Bonified 
junkies we are, and proud of ourselves. We broke 
into th a t dark  underw orld seem ingly reserved for 
adults. We’re too cool, and  only getting  cooler. Only 
th ing  left to do now is cop ano ther bag.

Ain’t  life grand?
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M o iA ,e t ± e  C(ra 0

Catc h in g

The ligh t bulbs slept in com ers of darkness. She 
looked around the  room try ing  to catch a bite of w hat 
happened. She felt the  b reath ing  m an beside her bu t 
she couldn’t tu rn  to look. The bodies were squeezed, 
perfectly fit. H er body was enveloped by his arm  
while his chest rested  on the  nape of her neck. She 
scanned the room hun ting  the  walls for signs th a t 
th e ir feelings were swaying to the sam e serenade. 
The b rea th ing  paused. He tu rn ed  to the  o ther side of 
the  bed tak ing  away his w arm th. She craw led to her 
elbows, squin ting  her way out of obscurity.

A striped  long sleeve hung, begging to be picked 
up. H er grey thong hid under a foot of the  bed. H er 
glasses were nowhere to be found. A memory of her 
k idnapped specs crossed her mind. He had  throw n 
them  on the  side table, the  one th a t was kissing the 
ground. His w hite boxers lingered behind the  foot of a 
chair. H er pink dress puddled behind the  table. H er 
to rn  purple b ra  s ta red  back from a corner. She pulled 
her naked body back on the  bed hoping the  moonlight 
would spark  a glim m er on w hat ju s t happened.

In  his w hite undersh irt, a few inches shy of cover
ing the res t of her buttocks. She held her green scarf 
as she slowly craw led under the bed, try ing  to find 
her lost pa ir of eyes. The b rea th ing  m an on the  bed 
moved, increasing her fear and caution. As soon as he 
settled, she sw ept the floor w ith her arm , finally find
ing her protection for oblivion.

W rapped in a jacket full of clothing, she tiptoed
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across the room in his w hite s ta ined  shirt. But his 
flick of hgh t switch beat her tu rn  of the knob. She 
paused, as if ready to plea guilty and the  unfastened  
door is her jury. B ut instead, she tucked her chin on 
her chest.

‘'Where are you going?” \ie asked.

She slowly w hispered, “Home. ”

“Wearing that'? In  the m iddle o f the night?” 
s tretched  his index finger in the direction of his shirt.

She scanned herself from her feet to her chest, “B ut 
I ’m gonna take a cab. ”

“Why don ’t you stay? I ’ll take you home when the sun  
comes ou t,”\ve offered, slowly passing his w eight to his 
righ t leg.

She took a deep breathe  and looked up, “No, I ’d rather 
go."

Before the  knob could finally complete its tu rn , “I ’m 
not letting you out o f the room .” He w alked past her 
and  sealed the  door.

“Why?” she asked even though she knew the  answ er. 

“Why? Because i t ’s dangerous!”

“Dangerous? I  ju s t lost my virginity to some dude, 
nothing can top that now !” H er words burned like fire 
balls.
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His eyes glistened in  surprise, “Some dude? I ’m not 
ju s t some dude .”

“Who are you then? You’re not my hoy fr iend .you’re 
not in love w ith me.y.ou can’t even meet me on 
time. You are some dude!”

“B ut I  like y o u ’.’..

“I  know, I  like you too. ”

“Then I ’m not ju s t some dude. ”

“You’re some dude who likes me. You’re some dude I  
really like who ju s t likes me. You’re one o f them .” 
th rew  her gaze to where the  moon watches.

“Come on, please, stay.W e w ill talk about th is ,” 
tam ing  her angry heart.

She sta red  a t her toes, contem plating.

“Please’.’..

“No. Stop trying to make me fa ll i f  yo u ’re not going to 
catch me. ” The door opened and the  body in  w hite 
sh irt never tu rn ed  back.

Tuesday afternoon in a linguistic class, his la te 
ness drives him  to settle  for the  firs t em pty sit he 
finds. H er eyes quickly look aw ay after the  sight of 
him . Their book bags a ren ’t enough to fill the  gap be
tw een them . A w kw ardness em phasizes the  gap be
tw een th e ir chairs.
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“Free morphemes are those that can stand  alone 
and bound morphemes are those that cannot. . ”

A ny examples'?” the young professor.
She keeps her eyes in front, not giving herself a 
chance to respond to his stare. After the  professor 
sam ples ‘believe’ as a free morpheme, a fam iliar 
voice gives the  next word.

“Catching,”\ie says. “’C atch’ is free bu t-‘ ing ’ is 
bound
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M f l r t l iA j .  i-te w tt±

T he  B leed  T h ro ug h

Willis slouched deeper into the dusty couch. 
He sta red  absently  around the room, first a t the early 
-m arriage fu rn itu re , then  a t his family, who were lin 
gering around him. Closing in on him, silently; w ith 
out moving. His fa ther w atched him  w ith glass eyes 
from an  uncom fortable position on the  floor. His 
m other was spraw led out on the seat next to him 
ra th e r  haphazardly . W ith a deep sigh, Willis adjusted 
his M arine badges on his sh irt and stepped over his 
younger b ro ther’s body carefully and he re tired  to his 
bedroom. He sa t on a sm all wooden chair th a t he had 
outgrow n years ago for some tim e th ink ing  dully 
about his family while stroking his twelve-gauge.

He pum ped the  shotgun twice ra th e r  app re
hensively then  placed the barre l in  his m outh. For a 
fleeting m om ent he glanced a t a poster of K urt Co
bain  on his wall and thought it funny th a t his m other 
was right. He could hear her voice stretch ing  back a 
decade. Why do you listen to such depressing music, 
huh? What re you on drugs'? That guy killed himself, 
he was a bum. M aybe ten  years ago she m ight have 
been right, bu t he w asn’t killing him self over teenage 
angst, he was an  adult. Willis depressed the trigger 
slowly and closed his eyes tightly. The chair toppled 
over along w ith Willis to the  floor.

W illis’ hand  was still clenching the  gun after 
he died.
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There was a knock a t W illis’ bedroom door, 
pulling him  from his dream . He jerked his head  up 
suddenly from bed w ith a gasp and yanked his M a
rine issued knife from under his pillow. His eyes 
slowly panned the  room from his left to right, they 
seemed to s ta re  beyond the room into...what'? He was 
only answ ered w ith more hollow raps on his bedroom 
door.

“Alex,” his m other called from behind the door. 
H er voice was muffled. “I m ade b reakfast and I have 
som ething to show you.”

“Okay,” Willis countered. It sounded like 
someone entirely  foreign, like some substitu te  who 
was covering for Willis while he gathered  himself. 
“I’ll be righ t down.” As the sound of his m others foot
steps slowly receded down the  staircase W illis’ nerves 
had  also begun to subside. He w asn’t used to being 
home, or sleeping in his own bed anym ore. I t w asn’t 
as com forting as he im agined it would be, when he 
was thousands of miles away. The dream s seemed to 
be consistent if nothing else. He couldn’t  sum m on 
the en tire  scenario, ju s t fragm ents of the  dream . A 
still fram e picture w ith audio of people speaking in 
foreign tongues and the ir disapproving eyes. They 
always seem ed to be speaking about him. Or a t least 
it seem ed th a t way to Willis w hen everyone around 
him  spoke a language he didn’t understand . They 
w hispered in his ear in his dream . They told him  
things, told him  to do o ther things, they told him.

“So it m ust feel p re tty  good to be sleepin in 
your old bed, huh?” W illis’ fa ther asked through a 
m outhful of scram bled eggs. He sounded like politi
cian or a G eneral M anager for a sports franchise w ith 
some sort of agenda or subtex t to his words.

68



‘T eah , feels good.”
“Did you kill any te rro rists  in Iraq?” W illis’ five 

-year-old b ro ther chirped.
“H ush,” the m other looked s ta rtled  and stole a 

glance a t Willis for his reaction. W illis’ younger 
b ro ther m ade a gun shape w ith  his hands and 
pointed it a t Willis as he mimicked the  sound of a p is
tol.

“Nope, sorry to disappoint you.” Willis said con
solingly. A lthough no one a t the  table was clear who 
he was consoling, not even Willis.

A fter b reakfast the m other gave him  a tape 
th a t she recorded off the  M ilitary Channel, or the 
H istory Channel, she w asn’t sure which one. They all 
seem ed the  sam e to her, so violent, so depressing. So 
real.

Willis re tu rn ed  to his room and pu t the  tape 
in the VCR. There was an  in te rru p ted  commercial 
about upgrading  to H igh D efinition before it was re 
placed w ith a panoram ic view of a desert. On the 
lower half of the  screen there  was a m an’s arm  cra 
dling a m achine gun as his feet dangled over the edge 
of a helicopter. The sand from th a t height looked like 
a w rinkled tablecloth. Then in italicized red  le tters  
the  screen shouted Ira q ’s Most Dangerous Battles. 
Willis exhaled disapprovingly, w ondering why his 
m other would th ink  th a t he would w ant to see a 
docum entary on place w here he had  toured  twice. He 
was ju s t about to eject the  tape w hen he saw it. He 
saw himself. He was in the docum entary, not far off 
in  the background pacing aim lessly in  front of some 
building w ith a tha tched  roof and Arabic graffiti 
scribbled on it. Some em otion betw een anger and des
peration  had  seized him. A m ontage of events had
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in filtra ted  his m ind’s eye, im ages of em aciated chil
dren, the afte r-m ath  of suicide bombers, and the 
fear th a t arose when men w ith shrouded faces 
spoke softly to each other and  gestured tow ards him  
w ith the ir furtive glances.

As all of th is  played out, a new im age arose on 
the  television. He saw himself, again, bu t th is tim e as 
a child no older th a n  ten, playing w ith N erf guns in 
his backyard. The two scenes were being juxtaposed 
against each other on his television. His m other m ust 
have taped  over some old home videos, because he 
couldn’t be im agining his childhood bleeding into the 
war. His childhood was always som ething he carried 
w ith him  to Iraq, like some form of foundation for not 
losing his mind. As if having some stab ility  or degree 
of norm ality  could serve as a corner stone for sanity. 
And now, he was sullenly aw are th a t he had  to deal 
w ith the echoes from his more recent past. B lurring 
into one another, contradicting each o ther and leav
ing a d istorted  im age of chaos, w ith no ra tional p a t
tern .

Willis scream ed while hugging his legs on the 
floor of his bedroom. The sound of his childhood 
laugh ter was splicing w ith the  sound of gunfire, in a 
H istory Channel re-enactm ent of a battle . W ithin mo
m ents his paren ts  were try ing  to open the  door to his 
room. They were saying consolatory words while 
knocking on the  door.

A fter a series of heavy sobs and dry-heaving 
Willis lifted his head. His face was flushed and  his 
eyes had  been transfixed  on som ething d is tan t once 
again. He m echanically w ent to his closet, disrobed 
and got dressed in his M arine’s uniform. He then  
reached under his bed and picked up his twelve-
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gauge shotgun and loaded it w ith  am m unition from 
his desk draw. The am m unition was mixed in w ith 
old baseball cards, batteries, a hackeysack, and a 
screw driver. His paren ts  w ere still politicking for him  
to come out of his room.

Willis opened the  door w ith the  shotgun aim ed 
a t his father, who was standing  in  front of his 
m other. They had  the ir hands raised  defensively.

“Son, w hat’re ya doin’ w ith th a t shotgun, there 
in your hand ,” His fa ther spoke slowly and carefully. 
“C’mon son, you’re searin ’ your m other.” Willis h ad n ’t 
responded w ith anyth ing  more th a n  an idiots grin as 
he crept tow ards them . “C’mon Alex, pu t the gun 
down.”

His m other was sobbing as she hid herself be
hind  her husband  while they backpedaled down the 
s ta irs  and  Willis led them  into the living room. Any 
tim e th a t W illis’ m other peeked her head  out to look 
a t her son, she’d cry out shrilly  a t the  sight of Willis 
w ith  a gun.

They stood in he living room in a perpetual 
s talem ate for w hat seem ed like ten  m inutes. W illis’ 
younger b ro ther had  quickly stolen away to the base
m ent w hen he caught of glimpse of h is b ro ther w ith  a 
gun aim ed a t his paren ts. The fa ther m ade a move for 
the  gun; he lunged a t it and  fell to the  floor. His righ t 
knee h it the  floorboards and he braced him self w ith 
his left hand. Willis had  tak en  a step back to avoid 
his fa thers a ttem p t to steal the  gun away. Willis then  
sw ung his gun up in the  air, barre l down, and con
nected the  b u tt of the  gun w ith  the back of his fa
th e rs ’ head. His m other scream ed. His fa ther col
lapsed to the ground listlessly.

Willis pum ped the shotgun and sen t a b u rs t
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into his m other’s chest. She spiraled  back a few feet; 
blood exploded out from her chest. H er th in  flower 
dress was ta tte re d  and as she fell onto the couch 
blood was still pu lsating  from her chest cavity. It 
ru shed  into the folds of the  couch and was spattered  
all over the ceiling, walls and sm all-fram ed pictures 
on the coffee table. Willis had gotten blood in his eyes 
and was a ttem pting  to use his sleeve to wipe his eyes 
clean as his fa ther rose from the floor. He knocked 
the gun out of W illis’ hands while he was m om entar
ily blinded. His fa ther pushed him  onto the couch, 
more so out of reflex th a n  self-defense. They began to 
grapple w ith each other. His fa ther was sm othering 
him  and Willis could feel blood from his m other’s 
body beginning to soak his pants. They were b re a th 
ing heavily as they fought, Willis snuck a quick 
punch to his fa th e r’s ribs, causing his fa ther to wince 
and began to loose balance on the couch and fell to 
the  ground. Willis got up, blinking violently to get 
the  blood out of h is eyes; he positioned him self on top 
of his fa ther and placed both hands on his fa th e r’s 
head. His fa ther seem ed like he m uttered  som ething 
th a t sounded like why'? Before he snapped his neck. 
His fa ther laid dead, tw isted on the  floor next to his 
wife’s bloodstained legs.

Willis picked up his shotgun once again and 
lu rked  down into the  basem ent. He was calling for 
his b ro ther by nam e. Som etim es he’d call his nam e 
playfully, and o ther tim es he scream ed it, followed by 
a bullied cackle. He searched all over the  basem ent 
for his brother; fru stra ted , he tossed a box of C h ris t
m as ornam ents across the  room. They sh a tte red  and 
skipped all over the  concrete basem ent. At the sound 
of the  ornam ents breaking  Willis heard  his b ro ther 
gasp behind the  furnace. Willis was upon him.
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Willis re tu rn ed  to his living room and sat 
down next to his mother.
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There are m agic m om ents, involving  
great physical fatigue and in ten se  

motor excitem ent, th at produce 
visions of people know n in the past.

U m berto Eco



NXtQUlA. hADYlUYtV

On  W o m en , P is s , a n d  In se c t  S h ells

In one of the sum m ers of my youth, a group of 
us kids found a cicada shell clinging to the  tree in my 
backyard. One of the  girls knocked it off w ith a stick, 
p u t it in a Styrofoam cup, and chased me while sh ak 
ing it around. I ran  w ithout hesitation, my arm s flail
ing in inadverten t directions. It was ju s t a shell, I 
know, bu t it was ugly and m enacing in its dumb, 
crouched dem eanor. W hen the  sun had  begun to shy 
aw ay and everyone had gone home, I w ent back to 
find the shell, to touch it w ithout being afraid. All I 
found was the  em pty cup.

My mom’s nam e is Imelda. H er in itia ls are 
I.B.M. W hen the  com pany IBM first came out, she a l
m ost bought a few shares of it as a joke. I always 
thought th a t story would be a lot funnier if she had 
actually  done it. A lot of tim es. I’ve wished I could 
have m et her before IBM was a major corporation, 
w hen she was young and sm iled in pictures. If I had 
to describe her now. I’d say th a t she rem inds me of 
the  cicada in my backyard th a t grew a shell and left it 
the re  for me to look at.

My grandm other, whom we're told to call N ana, 
never w ears form -fitting clothes. On special occasions, 
she'll usually  be spotted w earing som ething th a t re 
sembles a fancy tablecloth w ith holes cut in it for the 
head  and  arm s. My mom and her sisters are the sam e 
way to an  extent, and I've always known th is m eans 
th a t  they ha te  th e ir bodies. W hen I was very young, 
N ana would pull me aside and tell me th a t I was her
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favorite grandkid. Years la ter, I discussed th is w ith my 
sisters and cousins, and she had  told them  all the 
sam e thing. It's  ju s t th a t sort of family, I guess; every
one says everything to be nice, even if it's completely 
u n tru e  or incredulous. N ana’s an Irish  im m igrant, hot 
off the boat a t the age of 18. I couldn’t tell you w hat 
year th a t was because she never divulges her age.

Both of my dad’s paren ts  died of lung cancer: 
his fa ther w hen he was sixteen and his m other w hen I 
was about five. There are two th ings th a t come to mind 
w hen I th ink  of her; the first is a bowl of straw berry  
je ll - 0  w ith bananas suspended in it, which I rem em ber 
s ta ring  a t in disbelief. Then th e re ’s the gigantic color
ing book th a t I dabbled w ith on the last day th a t we 
w ent to see her. Because my fa ther has no family, all 
functions, b irthdays, and holidays revolve around my 
mom’s family, which happens to consist entirely  of 
women. Being raised  by N ana and my mom was a feat; 
by the  tim e I was in high school, I had  m ade a pact 
w ith my younger sisters. H eather and Katie, th a t we 
would never be like them . “I’ll pu t a gun to your head ,” 
we’d laugh.

Obesity runs m ara thons through th a t side of 
my family. There have been cases of anorexia, bulim ia, 
and  gastric bypass, bu t my au n ts  are always ta lk ing  
about how they 're dieting or how th is one looks so good. 
As a resu lt of growing up in th a t environm ent, I've 
come to value and often dem and honesty because I 
never had it from the women in my life.

The only th ing  th a t I rem em ber about my 
mom’s fa ther is th a t he could never rem em ber my 
nam e. He had  Alzheim er's, and every tim e he saw me, 
he'd ru n  th rough the list of his grandchildren 's 
nam es before accurately saying "Hello.Megan. 
Som etim es I thought he was ju s t joking bu t I was
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afraid  to laugh for obvious reasons. On more th a n  one 
occasion, supposedly, he tried  to break out of the house 
and  ru n  away in the  middle of the night. Sometimes, 
N ana would wake up to the  smell of som ething b u rn 
ing and find him  in the kitchen m aking eggs and b a 
con, so she pu t a lock on outside of his door.

I was in  the fifth grade w hen he died. I t was 
St. P atrick 's Day. My mom and A unt A nnette took my 
cousins, sisters and me out of school early. I knew 
w hat had  happened before they  said anything. After 
picking us up, they brought us to a deli and a n 
nounced the news there: "Pop-pop is dead." Everyone 
s ta rted  crying and hugging each other. I looked at 
them  and tried  to cry too, bu t all th a t I could bring 
m yself to do was study the bags of potato chips.

I didn’t  cry un til I saw his body laid out in the 
casket. At the  age of 10, I had  never seen a dead p e r
son before, and  it scared me to th ink  of him  lying 
there  w ithout any life in him. I thought about the 
tim es I had  to w alk him  to the  bathroom  w hen he 
couldn’t hold him self up, w hen he didn’t know my 
nam e. I felt guilty th a t I was crying because I was 
afraid  of death  and not because I m issed him.

Y ears after the  funeral, I overheard an  au n t 
ta lk ing  about the  form er Pop-pop. They all knew 
th a t he was a closet d runk  up un til the  A lzheim er’s, 
and  th a t he’d go out to the  garage for hours and not 
ta lk  to any of them . A fter he died, she said, they 
found beer bottles filled w ith urine, which he had 
used in  order to avoid going back into the  house. I  
d o n ’t ever w ant to hide behind a shell, I thought, to 
leave a legacy o f p iss because I ’m too a fraid  to look 
life in the eyes.

I was s tand ing  a short distance away from the 
casket, w atching N ana and one of the  A unts as they
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stood over his body. She pu t her hand  on his hand  and 
looked a t his face: the  cracked foundation, the  hp-gloss 
the m ortician had  used to m ake him  look som ew hat 
alive. “They did a really  good job, didn’t they,” she said.

In one of the aw kw ard years of my adolescence, 
I had  a dream  th a t I woke up in bed w ith a g ian t lo
cust. I t was a ttack ing  me w ith its th in , sharp  legs, and 
my scream s were drowned out by its spastic buzzes.

In the  sum m er th a t I tu rned  20, my mom, sis
te rs  and I w ent to Ireland  to v isit her sister, M aura. 
N ana came along, too. Most of the trip  entailed  long 
car rides in M aura’s box of an automobile and eating 
fast food. The th ree  of us were finally freed from them  
when a d is tan t cousin invited us out to a club one n ight 
in Donegal.

The cousin, Lisa, kept insisting  on buying us 
drinks and shushed away my attem p ts to repay her. 
Since K atie was only fifteen, H eather and I were m ak
ing sure th a t she didn’t d rink too much, so we both got 
sh itty  off of drinking our drinks and hers. Some guy 
kept buying me drinks as well. W ith the  loud music 
and his heavy accent, I couldn’t understand  anything 
th a t he said. I t got easier w hen he stopped ta lk ing  and 
I le t him  kiss me for a while. After we left the hot din 
of the club, Lisa told me th a t the guy was engaged.

We took a taxi back to L isa’s house. The 
driver sped through  the dark, narrow  d irt roads as if 
he could have done it blindfolded. I smoked one of her 
Benson and Hedges; the a ir h it my face hard.

I spen t the next day enduring  the  w orst h an g 
over of my life thus far. H eather and I woke up around 
the sam e time, tak ing  tu rn s  runn ing  to the  bathroom . 
Katie, of course, was fine. We were scheduled to drive 
from Donegal to Shannon th a t day. I begged my mom
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to let us stay  for a few more hours so th a t H eather 
and I could le t the vomit take its course in the com
fort of a house.

We picked up a pack of Ziploc bags a t a grocery 
store and M aura s ta rted  driving. Every ten  m inutes 
or so, e ither H eather or I would throw  up into a bag, 
seal it up and toss it out the window. This lasted  for 
four hours. M aura didn’t ta lk  for the en tire trip.

We came by the  grave of W.B. Y eats and my 
mom insisted  on stopping. I w anted to see it, to read  
the tom bstone, bu t I could barely move. W hen the car 
stopped, I rolled out into the grass. I grabbed onto my 
legs and curled into the fetal position. I m ust have 
looked like the cicada shell: stooped, ugly, and empty.

C ast a cold Eye 
On Life, on D eath  -  
H orsem an pass by

My mom was so em barrassed  w hen she saw me. 
She stood over my crum pled body and dem anded th a t 
I get up. I did, and we kept driving.
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AleKa\A.dm Porto

T h e  D ic h o t o m y  o f  M in d  a n d  M o t io n

I get in the car, press my p a ten t lea ther heels 
against the pedal and drive, drive like I am being 
chased, drive like someone cut my brakes and I have 
no w here to go but forward. Why are you running? Be
cause I  d o n ’t want to stop.
I get on the  highw ay or a long-strip of road w here I can 
ju s t move. I roll down the window, press the pedal 
down h ard er and take it all in—the engine roars as the 
wind rushes in, blowing the ha ir out of my 
facefinally, I can relax. A cceleration is my only cure.

I speed through life, like I speed through the 
roads. P ush  m yself far beyond my body’s lim its, te s t
ing my fate; always on the  go. Fm convinced sleep is 
for the weak, for those who enjoy p lan ting  them selves 
in front of a TV and sit back as th e ir lives ro t away. I  
cannot rot away, I  m ust make the most o f my time. I 
substitu te  dream s w ith books, staying aw ake to read  
w hat I didn’t have the tim e to read  during  the day. 
W hen the sun comes up I am gone, speeding down the 
highway, speeding on the  bridge, the Turnpike, and 
through  the Lincoln Tunnel.

I arrive a t work by 8:00am; spend the  day jug 
gling assignm ents given by six separate  attorneys. By 
2:30pm I have reviewed thirty-five leases, drafted  
tw enty-two m em oranda, created ten  different sp read
sheets assessing the  currency risk  of converting $6 m il
lion into Jap an ese  Yen; all while p retending  to be in 
te rested  in  my annoying colleague’s la tes t idea for pro
posing to his equally annoying girlfriend (this tim e it 
was a Pow erPoint p resen ta tion  th a t ended w ith  a
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picture of him  kneeling down on one knee). Yet some
how th is job, working in the legal departm en t of a real 
esta te  company, is ideal; I love the p ressure of a dead
line, love th a t th is type of work was m ade for self- 
loathing, workaholics like myself.

A fter work, I ru sh  back to S ta ten  Island  to my 
in ternsh ip  a t the Richmond County Surrogate’s Court, 
where I listen  to two bro thers argue over th e ir dead 
m other’s property, which consists of a savings account 
and some bonds, to taling  no more th a n  $35,000. The 
bro thers s ta re  away from each o ther as they speak, 
w hen one u tte rs  the  o ther’s nam e it sounds new and 
unfam iliar even though they  share the  sam e last 
nam e. For them , agreeing is not an option, even som e
th ing  as simple as choosing a control date becomes a 
complex procedure. They have defaced the ir m other; 
the  memory of th a t person they loved is gone. She is 
replaced by a piece of paper referred  to as the decen- 
d en t’s L ast Will.

“W hen my m other is gone I w ant nothing” I 
w hisper to the in tern  stand ing  next to me.

“T h a t’s probably w hat they said too” she replies 
in a condescending tone.
The sm irk  on her face m akes me w ant to sm ack her, 
bu t I hold back.

I head into the  Judge’s C ham bers after lis ten 
ing to the  rem ain ing  hearings; he tells me th a t 
“W ithout greed there  would be no S urrogate’s 
CourttJiey w ouldn’t need me here.” He leans in close 
when he says th is, as though it was an  im portan t 
secret, bu t clearly th is is no secret.

By now it is about 6pm and I have class in  half 
an  hour, so I get on the S ta ten  Island  Expressw ay 
which of driver, bu t I ju s t can’t help it—I need the 
w ind in  my hair, I course is backed up w ith traffic. I
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w ait about a m inute before deciding I don’t have th is 
m uch tim e to w aste, so I whip the car into the bus 
lane and ride it as far as it goes.
“T hat was too easy,” I th ink  as I m ake a m ental note 
to use the  bus lane in  the future. I know. I’m an  ass
hole need th a t rush; need to know th a t I am  not w ast
ing my life sitting  in traffic. My sister says w hat I 
really  need is a speeding ticket. T h a t’s the thing, it is 
always “too easy.” I have never gotten a ticket in  my 
life, no points off my license, not even a w arning from 
an  officer.

The problem is I’m afraid to stop. I have to be 
in constan t motion; always runn ing  betw een school, 
work, in ternsh ips, and m eetings. Even on the  it is to 
continue moving. I t’s once I stop and break  w eek
ends, w hen my body aches and is begging to collapse 
into bed—I head  out, because I need to have some 
fun, I m iss my boyfriend, and doubt my friends will 
let me get away w ith ignoring th e ir calls during the 
week w ithout m aking up for it on the  weekend. The 
s trange th ing  is th a t the more I ru n  around, the eas
ier the seal th a t I pay for all those tim es I ran.

My body gives in, m isses its rest, and  recalls 
w hat it was like to take it slow. All the hard  work to 
m ake it forget is lost in  th a t in s tan t. Then I sleep for 
hours, days, try ing to regain  all those n ights spent 
awake, moving, speeding.

“N ever stop,” th a t’s w hat I tell myself bu t my 
body knows b e tte r th a n  to listen.

W hile roam ing around M an h attan  over the 
weekend, the  flats I was w earing kep t rubbing 
aga inst the  back of my ankle leaving it slightly red. I 
stopped in  a local drugstore, grabbed some Neosporin, 
slapped on a band-aid, and didn’t  th in k  m uch about 
it. Two days la ter, and my ankle is throbbing w ith
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pain, bu t I prom ised a friend I would help him w ith a 
conference he’s hosting a t the Hilton. I pop two Advil 
while struggling to get into my shoes; the  pain is so 
in tense I alm ost scream  as I finally m anage to pull the 
heel of the shoe over my bandaged ankle.

I don’t know if it is the Advil or the fact th a t I 
am moving too fast to even feel any pain, bu t somehow 
I m anage to walk around and lift boxes for over 12 
hours w ith a swollen ankle. I get home, pull off my 
shoes, and the pain  comes rush ing  back like a bad 
memory—my ankle is now double in size and the heel 
of my foot is swollen as well. I begin to walk tow ard 
the com puter and wince w ith pain a t every step, for 
some reason I am more in ten t on finishing my assign
m ents th a n  rush ing  to a doctor.

“W hat doctor holds office hours now anyway?” I
think.

The doorbell rings. My boyfriend, Lou, has 
brought over my favorite raspberry  sorbet from Cold 
Stone—I get sidetracked by the kind gesture and for
get about my ankle for a moment.

“Why are you lim ping?” he asks.
“Huh?” I look down a t my swollen ankle, rea l

izing I have been limping.
“H un, let me take  a look a t th a t.”
I sit down and pull up the hem of my pants. 

His expression tu rn s  grim, yet fearful.
“I th ink  you have an  infection, le t’s go to the 

hospital” he says sternly.
Now norm ally, I would be stubborn and decide 

I didn’t  need to go, bu t som ething about the  way Lou 
said th is m ade me believe th is was im portant. W hen 
we arrived a t the Em ergency Room I looked around, 
there  was a baby who seem ed to be coughing blood, a 
boy w ith a bru ise on the side of his face whose m other
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kept asking him  w hat his nam e w as—to which he 
kept replying “I can’t rem em ber,” and an  elderly 
w om an in a wheelchair.

These people should go in before me” I w his
pered to Lou.

I sa t there, not moving, not doing anything, 
yet I was relaxed and perfectly content knowing th a t 
those who needed to be trea ted  were going in first. 
P erhaps I did need some tim e to look around and slow 
down. By the tim e the  doctor came to me I had  fallen 
asleep on Lou’s shoulder. Lou nudged me gently; I 
shook the doctor’s hand  and let him  look a t my ankle. 
I expected him  to say it was a broken ankle, so w hen 
he said it was “cellu titis” I was a b it afraid. For some 
reason any th ing  ending in “itis” never seem s to be a 
good thing.

“W alking around so much, especially w ith  an 
abrasion on your ankle, certain ly  m ade you more su s
ceptible to th is infection. We will need to pu t you on 
800mg of Cipro and 1200mg of Clindam ycin,” ex
plained the  doctor.

“Isn ’t th a t a bit much?” I asked, wondering 
why I would need to be on 2000mg of antibiotics. 
You’re lucky you are  under 40 and  in fairly good 
h ea lth  or else you would have been ad m itted th is  
could have en tered  your bloodstream  Ms. Porto” he 
replied.

I was a bit shaken by th is rem ark  and  all of a 
sudden decided I couldn’t stay  in the  hospital any 
longer. I ha ted  the  dingy w hite walls, I hated  the 
way the  doctor sm iled as he spoke, and  m ost of all it 
reeked of death—a death  I didn’t w ant any p a rt of. I 
took the first dose of medication, grabbed my p re 
scriptions, sen t Lou out to pull up the car, and  headed 
for the  door.
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“One more th ing  before you go” called Dr. 
G raziano, “Rem em ber to take  it easy and stay  off your 
feet for a t least a week.”
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Bn&a SbordoM

T he  F ish  S tory

For as long as I can rem em ber, I have always 
looked forw ard to the m onth of November because I 
considered my birthday, November to be a n a 
tional holiday. I th rew  celebrations galore. I always 
got good gifts and had good tim es, even though I had  
the sneaking suspicion th a t I was jinxed on odd-aged 
b irthdays from my on to the  p resen t day.

Anyway, la st year was num ber 24. I was des
tined  for the best m onth ever. I had  two parties and a 
b irthday  d inner planned. All th ree  soirees w ent off 
w ithout a hitch. Everyone had  a good tim e. Rem i
niscing and creating  new m emories were all the rage.

Shortly after my birthday , I took a downhill 
tu rn , bu t was unaw are of the destination. The next 
stop on the  b irthday  tra in  was my friend, Amy, on 
November 10^ .̂ She was going to be tu rn in g  20, fi
nally joining my decade. H er party  was going to con
sist of going to Chili’s for d inner and who knows w hat 
else afterw ards. She had  been to two out of th ree  of 
my parties and was very m uch looking forw ard to her 
own. Of course, I was going to be there. How could I 
not? Amy had been to alm ost every one of my p a r
ties.

As the day was approaching, I realized th a t I 
couldn't really  afford to go to her party , bu t I couldn't 
use th a t  as an excuse not to go. I would seem like a 
horrible friend th a t d idn 't know how to prioritize. I 
decided to ju s t ea t before I w ent so I could get away
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w ith not eating  much there  and still have a good 
time. No one would be the  wiser.

Before I w ent out, I w anted to take a nap, so I 
called my mom and asked her if she could m ake me 
dinner, fillet of flounder, before I had  to leave to go 
to the party . I explained my situa tion  to her and she 
agreed to do so. I was surprised  th a t she was going 
along w ith w hat I w anted because a t th a t tim e in my 
life, we hard ly  ever got along. We argued about eve
ry th ing  im aginable, from the clothes I wore to world 
politics. I could never say the righ t th ing  or do any
th ing  the way th a t she w anted it or thought it 
should be. We were always on different w avelengths 
-  she in the physical and I in the m etaphysical. She 
was a T aurus and I, a Scorpio. T hat should explain 
it all.

I woke up from my nap and w ent dow nstairs 
to see th a t she had  left my d inner sitting  out in the 
freezing kitchen so th a t it was alm ost inedible. I 
asked her how long it had  been sitting  there  and she 
said a ha lf hour. I was livid. I d idn’t even w ant to 
eat it, bu t I felt like I had no choice, so I w ent to get 
the correct u tensil to pick it up w ith ...and the friggin 
fish w ent flying behind the refrigerator! I don’t 
th ink  I had ever been so m ad in my life over such a 
stupid, stupid  thing. There was still ano ther piece of 
cold fish w aiting for me to drop it, too, bu t my en tire  
body w ent into panic mode. I scream ed a t the  top of 
my lungs. My skin was tingling from head to toe. I 
s ta rted  to curl up into a ball righ t there  in my 
kitchen. My mom, who was in  the basem ent, called 
up,

"W hat’s the m a tter?”
I s ta rted  ran tin g  about the  cold fish and how it 

had  found its home behind the refrigerato r and



why hadn 't she ju s t woken me up to tell me th a t it was 
done earlier? She will wake me up to tell me th a t the 
cat needs food bu t she w on't tell me w hen my food is 
ready. How ridiculous and irrational! But who was I 
to say w hat was irra tional considering th a t I was livid 
over a stupid  piece of fish. My mom s ta rted  to get a n 
gry and yelled righ t back a t me. I couldn't even u n d er
stand  w hat she was saying because I could no longer 
breathe. I knew th a t I was no longer going to go to 
Amy’s party.

T hat journey to get to my room was one of the 
longest I have ever taken. My th ro a t raw  from scream 
ing, my skin still tingling; all of it didn’t go away 
knowing th a t I was finding my escape route. I was 
practically  craw ling up the carpeted staircase to get to 
my quiet room where I would end up m aking the 
dreaded phone call to Amy. T hat one thought stood 
out am ongst all of the others zooming through my 
mind through those very m om ents. I was still m ad a t 
my m other for being so insensitive. I was scared of 
w hat I was physically feeling. I had never had  th is 
kind of reaction to dropped food before. The worst 
th ing  of all was th a t I couldn’t stop th inking. I fi
nally got to my room and did the deed. I told her the 
whole fish story and how I became physically ill and 
instead  of her feeling bad or a t least being a tad  u nder
standing, she got angry.

"How can you eat before going out to dinner? You 
can totally  afford dinner. I w ent to your parties and 
you can 't come to mine? T hat's fucked up, Erica."
I d idn 't know w hat to say. She was mostly right. I 
was fucked up. But if you have ever had a panic a t 
tack, you und ers tan d  th a t it is im possible to even move 
w hen in the throes of one. All I w anted was to cry m y
self to sleep, hoping th a t the pain  would go away and
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I'd be able to wake up the next m orning and apologize 
to Amy for being a bad friend.

I t took Amy a week to semi get over the inci
dent, bu t it took her even longer to totally  forgive me. 
Two weeks to be exact. In th a t tim e frame, I decided 
to take a trip  to Ohio to v isit an  old friend, Sean. He 
was my first real crush and luckily, we were able to 
become best friends a t the age of 12. Through the 
years, we ended up losing touch, bu t we had  ju s t re 
cently reconnected and he w anted me to come see 
him. Considering w hat was going on here, I figured a 
vacation away from the m adness was in order. 
Maybe I ju s t needed a break  from S ta ten  Island  and 
all it didn’t have to offer me -  argum ents w ith my 
mom, friends th a t didn’t understand  me, a me th a t 
didn’t u nders tand  me. T hat trip  ended up alm ost 
sending me to my deathbed. Shortly after arriv ing 
there, I realized th a t he was not the guy I knew. He 
had no tim e for me and w henever he w asn’t working, 
the house was full of people th a t were ju s t like him. 
It was worse th a n  being a t home. At home, I could a t 
least be by m yself and not be as bothered. I did try  
for a little  while to act hke them  - drinking in the af
ternoon, perform ing a random  sex act, sm oking ciga
re ttes  -  bu t it didn’t m ake me feel any better. I sank 
ever fu rth er into the abyss. W hen I thought I could
n’t sink any fu rther, I took the  an tidep ressan ts  (9) 
and the sleeping pills (6) th a t were supposed to stop 
the n ightm ares. I had no clue if I could die from th a t, 
bu t th a t was my intention.

T hat all had to go down before Amy could see 
th a t I w asn’t try ing to get out of her b irthday  party . I 
was really  in a lot of trouble; and the  only one incapa
ble of fixing it.
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H c\\a.\aoi s M osM cwa.)̂

T he D if f e r e n c e  B etw een  a  Cow & a  Car

There are very few firsts in a girl’s life th a t she 
will rem em ber forever. Among these firsts, usually  the 
most im portan t one, is the first tim e th a t the girl has 
sex; and subsequently, the first tim e her m other finds 
out about it. Growing up, I was tau g h t th a t a girl was 
to be respectful, full of grace, feminine, and most im 
portantly: a virgin. O ut of all the  horrible things I 
could have possibly done as a girl, losing my virginity 
before I graciously en tered  my wedding bed was the 
w orst as far as my m other was concerned.
“A guy will not buy the cow if he can get her milk for 
free,” my m other always said. I would roll my eyes 
and feel my insides tu rn ing  w ith her disgusting analo
gies, and of course, being the wise-ass th a t I am, would 
respond with
“No one w ants to buy a car w ithout te st driving it 

first.”
My mom would tu rn  beet red, and  w arn me th a t I b e t

te r  be a cow and not a car.
The sum m er I tu rned  seventeen I s ta rted  openly d a t
ing a boy I felt I was in love with. W hen I say openly I 
m ean th a t I was dating  m any boys for over th ree  years 
yet preferred  to keep them  aw ay from my crazy family 
and the ir prim itive morals. All of the guys before Josh  
didn’t seem to mind th a t I never took them  home, in 
fact, I believe they preferred  it th a t way (I sure as hell 
did), bu t Josh  was different. He said th a t he w anted to 
m eet everyone th a t had any th ing  to do w ith me be
cause if they were responsible for raising  such a 
w onderful girl then  they m ust be great. He ac tu 
ally used the  word wonderful. I tried  to tell him  th a t
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I raised  myself and they were ju s t there  for financial 
purposes. Everything they said or did was the  exact 
opposite of who I was and w anted to be, bu t he didn’t 
listen.

My fa ther said I was too young to be dating. 
I ’m the oldest and I guess he didn’t w ant to believe 
th a t his little  girl was growing up. My m other, who 
w anted me to be ju s t like her, rem inded him th a t they 
were the sam e age as I w hen they s ta rted  dating and 
were th rilled  to open th e ir house and h ea rt to Josh. 
He quickly became a p a rt of the  family, spending more 
tim e w ith them  th a n  I ever cared to, he said th a t they 
w eren’t like any other p aren ts  he had  ever met. He 
called them  warm . I told him  they were crazy, and I 
was sw eating from the  w arm th. My mom loved Josh, 
referred  to him  as a respectable Jew ish boy; it never 
crossed her mind th a t we were doing more th a n  ju s t 
kissing.

One day w hen I showed her a p icture of us cud
dling on his p a ren ts ’ gray lea th er couch she asked if I 
ever let him  touch my breasts. I was shocked by th is 
question, one because my m other blushed and changed 
the  channel every tim e there  was a love scene on te le 
vision, and two because the poor wom an was naive 
enough to believe th a t afte r six m onths of dating he 
h ad n ’t touched my breasts.

About a m onth la te r I cam e home from a date 
w ith  Josh, the green digits on the microwave read  
11:58PM, two m inutes before my curfew. How m any 
seventeen-year-old girls actually  have curfews any
more; and a t m idnight nonetheless (so cheesy)? As if I 
would tu rn  into a pum pkin or som ething if I were 
late. My p aren ts  lacked in the creativ ity  departm en t 
and m ade up for it in the  naive overprotective p a 
ren ta l figure departm ent. My m other, ju s t like me.
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never goes to sleep early. Anyone who drives past her 
house a t 2:00 in  the m orning can see her kitchen light 
on, the blinds open, cleaning, cooking, or doing some
th ing  th a t m akes her my mother. This n ight was dif
ferent.

Except for the num bers on the  microwave the 
house was pitch black. As I cautiously crept into my 
bedroom, stubbing my pinky toe on a chair which was 
not properly pu t back in its place, I found my m other 
sitting  there, she looked confused and upset; a thick 
gray cloud of smoke m aking its way above her head 
and tow ard the ceiling. The room sm elled of ciga
re ttes  and the  sm all blue ash tray  I kept on my desk 
was practically full w ith b u tts  of her M arlborough 
Light one hundreds. The m inute I realized th a t my 
m other was sitting  on my bed chain smoking w ith 
tired  eyes I knew som ething was up, and w hatever it 
was, it couldn’t have been good.

Sit down, we need to ta lk ,” she dem anded in a 
tone th a t made the en tire  day ru n  th rough my mind 
m aking sure I didn’t do any th ing  th a t may jeopardize 
my weekend. I sa t on the  bed and w aited for her to 
tell me I left the  stove on after I m ade an  egg for 
lunch or th a t a teacher had  called saying I was dis
ruptive in class.

“I need to ask you a question, one I believe I 
already know the answ er to, you need to be honest 
w ith  me.”

Fuck, I thought to myself, its Wednesday, the 
day she p u ts  the laundry away, she definitely found  
my pot pouch, fuck, fuck, fuck, okay relax Hanna, 
y o u ’re alm ost eighteen ju s t be honest, tell her you  
smoke it once in a while, always while everyone is 
asleep and you do it out the window.

I was convinced th a t she found the w hite Chanel
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draw string  pouch, which consisted of an alm ost em pty 
dime bag, a glass pipe, a blue Bic lighter, and a sm all 
one h itte r, disguised as a lipstick tube. My m other 
has never done any drugs, not the way th a t most p a r
en ts say they’ve never done it; she seriously has no 
clue w hat pot smells like. She th inks all drugs are 
drugs and  considers pot ju s t as bad as coke or heroin, 
so I knew th a t being honest w ith her would be hard  
bu t I had  no choice. Serves me righ t for keeping it in 
the sam e draw er I keep my bras in.

“I prom ise I will be honest ma, w hat I do?”
“Do you have sex?”
The m inute those words left her lips I was in shock. 

I was praying for the pot conversation, th a t I could 
have handled, bu t th is ..I  said nothing.

“I’m w aiting for an answ er,” her face grew red and 
the little  vein a t the top of her w hite forehead began 
pu lsating  the  way it always does when she is angry. 
W hen we were younger my bro ther and I used to call 
it the vein of death, joking th a t it would pop one day 
and explode all over us like the pinkish-red goo we 
saw in a N inja T urtles episode. I looked down a t my 
recently  m anicured shaky fingers and w hispered a soft 
yes. A “yes” th a t was filled w ith both sham e and a n 
ger. I felt as though I sham ed my m other while a t 
the sam e tim e angered by the fact th a t som ething I 
felt was okay was so sham eful to her.

“I knew it,” she said. The vein d idn’t explode 
into goo bu t her eyes became two sm all green faucets. 
“How could you do th is to me? My whole life I 
ta u g h t you th a t a girl is dam aged if she isn’t a 
virgin on her wedding n igh t.” I don’t know w hat it 
was exactly, I guess the angry p a rt of me took over 
the  asham ed p a rt and I no longer w anted my 
m other to be a stranger, I w anted her to
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understand  me. I opened my m outh and  my ears 
couldn’t believe w hat came out.

“To you? To you? I didn’t do anyth ing  to you! 
W ere you there  when I had  sex? W ere you there? No, 
you w eren’t, it has nothing to do w ith you. You w anted 
to stay a virgin and you did and th a t’s g reat for you bu t 
I’m not you. You tau g h t me a lot ma, a lot of th ings I 
believe are crap. I’m supposed to stay  a virgin like you, 
I’m supposed to w ant to get m arried  and have kids like 
you, and clean the house, and cook dinner bu t I’m not 
you. Do you understand  how angry I am a t you? You 
are a horrible m other and worse th a n  th a t, you’re the 
w orst role model a daugh ter can have. You th ink  I can 
look up to you? You’re prim itive ma, you cook, clean, 
work, preach, bu t you don’t listen, you don’t try  to u n 
derstand , you don’t do any th ing  th a t would m ake me 
want to be like you.”

J u s t as quick as the words came out of my m outh 
was as quick as I realized how h u rtfu l they were, h u r t
ful yet so true. I was angry w ith  my mom for not being 
a strong woman, a m odern woman, and a woman I 
w anted to look up to.

“W hat if you get pregnant? W hat about diseases? He 
will never m arry  you now.”

“I’m responsible enough not to get pregnant, or get 
diseases, and wake the  fuck up. I’m seventeen, I don’t 
w ant to m arry  him, not now and not ever, I don’t w ant 
to be a cow, mom. I w ant to be a car.”

We both looked a t each o ther and laughed for a 
m inute or two, realizing how stupid  the  analogy 
really  was.

“I am not supporting this, and I am  very angry 
a t you, I will probably never forgive you for doing this, 
you really  let me down.” She storm ed out of my room, 
leaving me hugging the  pillow, to cry and reach for the
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Chanel pouch.
“I am not supporting this, and I am very a n 

gry a t you, I will probably never forgive you for do
ing this, you really  let me down.” She storm ed out of 
my room, leaving me hugging the pillow, to cry and 
reach for the Chanel pouch.

My m other didn’t speak to me for alm ost two 
weeks. She didn’t even tell my fa ther w hat it was, 
we ju s t pretended like there  was some big fight th a t 
we both needed some tim e to cool off from. But two 
weeks la te r she did w hat I needed her to do all th a t 
time: she tried  to understand . She took me to get 
b irth  control pills and by my eighteenth  b irthday  
everything had  changed betw een us. She slowly be
gan to understand  th a t I would never be like her, 
th a t I didn’t w ant to be, bu t th a t the person th a t I 
was becoming was ju s t as wonderful, bu t in my own 
way. I t was possibly the best th ing  th a t ever h ap 
pened to us because it m ade me realize th a t my mom 
is not the sm artest woman in the world. She’s not 
educated, she doesn’t read  for fun, she cooks, she 
cleans, she’s inseparable from her husband  after a l
m ost tw enty five years of m arriage, she loves her 
kids, and in her own way was a very good role 
model.

Today, five years la ter, my mom still gets on 
my nerves. We disagree about a lot of things, she 
ha tes  the fact th a t the local pizzeria’s num ber is on 
my fridge door, she tells me th a t my house is too 
messy, she says th a t I shouldn’t let my husband  do 
the  dishes or vacuum , and her and my fa ther can’t 
u nders tand  why I insist on keeping my la st nam e. I 
yell a t her for cleaning on her day off instead  of re 
laxing.

I tell her to give my sis ter more b reath ing
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space and not be so strict. I ra n t on and on about the 
fact th a t she th inks it is okay for my b ro ther to sleep 
w ith lots of people, bu t it w asn’t okay for me; in the end 
we understand  each other. I call her all the time, tell 
her everything, and she learns to accept my choices, 
and a t the end of the day I look a t her as my mom, my 
role model, and most im portantly , my best friend. And 
every once in a while I jokingly rem ind her th a t I was 
bought, even after I was taken  out for a te s t drive.
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