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H ello , read e rs!  F m  D a n ie l R ic h a rd so n , th e  new  E d ito r  in  C h ie f  o f  th e  m a g a z in e  y o u ’re  c u r
ren tly  re a d in g  ( i f  y o u  n eed  m o re  p ro o f , lo o k  in  th e  c o lu m n  n e x t to  th is  w ritin g ). I c an  a ssu re  
y o u  th a t, w h ile  th e  s ta ff  is (m o s tly ) new , i t ’s still th e  sam e , g o o d  o l ’ S e rp e n tin e  M a g a z in e  

y o u ’re  u se d  to.

So , th is  b e in g  th e  first is su e  th a t th e  c u rre n t s ta f f  h as  m a d e  o n  o u r  o w n , th in g s  w e re  a b it 
ro ck y  w ith  e v e ry o n e  g e ttin g  u se d  to  th e ir  p o s itio n s  an d  re s p o n s ib ili t ie s . I m ean , y eah , w e 
h ad  th e  g h o s ts  o f  S e rp e n tin e ’s p a s t  a ro u n d  to  h e lp  u s w h e n  w e  n e e d e d  it, an d  it w as a ll 
g re a tly  a p p re c ia te d , b u t I ’m  p ro u d  o f  w h a t w e ’ve  d o n e  h e re . S o  le t ’s tak e  a lo o k , sh a ll w e?

A  few  o f  o u r  s ta f f  w e n t to  N ew  Y ork  C o m ic  C o n  th is  p a s t  O c to b e r, so  y o u  k n o w  w h a t th a t 
m ean s - S W A G !! Y eeeeah  b u d d y ! B u t se r io u sly , w h a t th a t m e a n s  is w e  h av e  in te rv ie w s  fo r  
you! O n  th e  S e rp e n tin e  s id e , w e  h av e  L in d s e y ’s in te rv ie w  w ith  T a m o ra  P ie rc e , a  fa n ta sy  
w rite r  re s p o n s ib le  fo r  su ch  w o rk s  as T h e  S o n g  o f  th e  L io n e ss  an d  T h e  Im m o rta ls . O n  th e  
A rtifa c ts  s ide , y o u ’ll find  H e a th e r  an d  T o m ’s in te rv ie w  w ith  T h e  G u ild ’s Z a b o o  h im se lf , 
S an d eep  P a rik h ! T h is  d u d e  a lso  c re a te d  T h e  L e g e n d  o f  N e il, an d  i f  y o u  d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t th a t 

is , th e n  k ic k  y o u rs e lf  in  th e  sh in . G o  on , D O  I T ! !

W e a lso  h av e  so m e th in g  f ro m  th is  f a l l’s S la m  ev en t. T h is  s e m e s te r ’s e v e n t in c lu d e d  a  b u n c h  
o f  firsts fo r  us. F irs t o ff, th e  f irs t p la c e  w in n e r  c o u ld n ’t b e  p u b lish e d  in  th is  m a g a z in e  b e 
c a u se  i t ’s p re tty  h a rd  to  tra n sc rib e  th e  so u n d s  o f  d ru m  s tick s  b a n g in g  on  p o ts  an d  p a n s , f ro m  
w h a t I ’ve  fo u n d  ou t. S p e a k in g  o f  w h ich , a q u ic k  sh o u t-o u t to  J o m a r  V argas, b e c a u se  h e  d e fi
n ite ly  e a rn e d  firs t p la c e  w ith  h is  in c re d ib le  d ru m m in g . T h e  se c o n d  firs t ( th a t’s w e ird  to  say / 
re a d /ty p e )  w as th a t w e  h a d  tw o  th ird  p la c e  w in n e rs ! ! O f  th o se  w in n e rs , y o u ’ll find  Jo se p h  
P o te n z a ’s “A  H e ro ’s W o rk ” fe a tu re d  h e re . L astly , th is  w as th e  first S la m  w h e re  th e  a u d ie n c e  
ch e e re d  fo r  th e  m a g a z in e  it s e l f  a t th e  en d , w h ic h  w as  p re tty  a w e so m e  o f  y o u  g u y s  to  do . <3

O n  th a t n o te , k eep  re a d in g  b e c a u se  th e r e ’s so m e  re a lly  a w e so m e  s tu ff  in  h e re . A n d  if  y o u  
th in k  y o u r  s tu ff  is g o o d  e n o u g h  to  b e  in  th e  m a g a z in e , c o m e  see  u s  in  o u r  o f f ic e ! ! T h a n k s  fo r  

a ll o f  y o u r  su p p o r t an d  see  y a  n e x t sem este r!

-D a n ie l  R ic h a rd so n  
a .k .a . B a tm a n

Letter from  the Editor:
Staff 

D a n i e l  R i c h a r d s o n  

E d i t o r  i n  C h i e f  

K a t i e  S e l u g a  

A s s t .  E d i t o r  i n  C h i e f  

S t e p h a n i e  K a p l a n  

B u s i n e s s  M a n a g e r  

T o m  M a z z i o  

A s s t .  B u s i n e s s  M a n a g e r  

L i n d s e y  N o r m a n  

L i t e r a t u r e  D i r e c t o r  

F l e a t h e r A n n e s e  

A r t  D i r e c t o r  

J u s t i n  D a n e m a n  

S e c r e t a r y  

J o n a t h a n  D ie l  
A s s t .  L i t e r a t u r e  D i r e c t o r  

J a m i e  S t e r n e r  

A s s t .  A r t  D i r e c t o r  

A n g e l a  M a s u l l o  

P r o m o t i o n s  &  D i s t r i b u t i o n  

K e v i n  D u f f  

P r o m o t i o n s  A s s i s t a n t  

M a t t h e w  Y o u n g  

L a y o u t  E d i t o r  

J a s o n  W i s n i e w s k i  

N e w b  

E d w a r d  P e p p e  

C o n t r i b u t o r  

S h a q u i l l e  R u s s e l l  

N i g h t  C r e w  

T a b i t h a  W a s s e r m a n  

N i g h t  C r e w  

P r o f  S a r a h  S c h u l m a n  

F a c u l t y  A d v i s o r

T his issu e  w a s  crea ted  to  th e  fo llo w in g  m usic:

M ellon Collie an d  th e  Infin ite S ad n ess by T h e  S m a sh in g  P u m p kin s  

L ots o f  Glee m usic.

Batm an: A rkham  C ity - T h e A lbu m  

P retty  Odd. b y  Panic a t  th e  D isco  

Siam ese  D ream  (2011 R em aster) by T he S m a sh in g  P um pkins  

B o m  T his W ay b y  Lady Gaga 

Good Apollo, I’m  B urning Star IV, Vol. 1 b y  C oheed an d  C am bria  

M ore! More!! More!!! by S tereo p o n y

s e r - p e n - t i n e  “  

e s s e n t i a l l y  a 

s i l l  c a t e , 

g r e e n ,  o f t e n  w i t h

H,Ms3S i , 0 ,

a m i n e r a l  o r  r o c k ,  

h y d r o u s  m a g n e s i u m  

u s u a l l y  d u l l  

m o t t l e d  a p p e a r a n c e  -

p r o m i n e n t  i n  t h e  g e o l o g y  o f  S t a t e n  I s l a n d

S e r p e n t i n e  M a g a z i n e  

E f l O D  V i c t o r y  B l v d .

S t a t e n  I s l a n d i  NY  l D 3 m  

1 C - .  E E b

m a g a z i n e . s e r p e n t i n e S g m a i l . c o m

A publ i cat ion of Serpentine Magazine, a student organi zat ion 
of t ii e col lege of Staten Island.  Serpentine is publ ished by 
the students of the College of Staten Island,  All  works 
c o n t a i n e d  wi t h i n  t hi s  p u b l i c a t i o n  are p r o p e r t y  of  t he i r  
c r e a t o r s  and are p r o t e c t e d  by c o p y r i g h t  l aw.  No ma t e r i a l s  
wi t hi n  t hi s  p u b l i c a t i o n  fin who l e  or part ,  in any f orm)  
wi t h o u t  t he c o n s e n t  of  t he  c r e a t o r s  t h e ms e l v e s .  Opi ni ons  
expressed herin are those of the wri ters and are not necessari  
shared by Serpentine staf f  or The College of Staten Island.
The College of Staten Island and t T h e City of New York are not 
responsible for the contents of this magazine.  Serpentine is 
not responsible for the return or loss of a n y / a 11 submissions.



S e r p e n t i n e  C o v e r  “ S t a i n e d  G l a s s  ’ 

b y  D a n  B r o w n  a n d  A n g e l a  M a s u l l o

4  -  “ A  H e r o ’ s  W o r k ”

b y  J o s e p h  P o t e n z a

5  -  “ P r e c i o u s ”

b y  R e b e c c a  H a y e s

6  -  “ D e a t h ’ s  B e a t i n g  W i n g s ”

b y  J a s o n  W i s n i e w s k i

8  -  “ T h e  G i r l ”

b y  T a b i t h a  W a s s e r m a n

9  -  “ S i m p l i c i t y ”

b y  R e b e c c a  H a y e s

1 0  -  “ P o e m  Y o u ”

b y  A l e c  M o n t a l v o

1 1  -  “ D e s i g n i n g  N e w  T h i n g s ”

“ T h e  O c e a n ’s  a  N e w  W a v e  t o  

L e a r n  T h i n g s  F r o m ”

“ T h e  S t a r s  a r e  Y e l l o w ” 

b y  N i n a  G i a c o b b e  

“ S u r r e n d e r ”

b y  L a u r a  E . E .  M u r r a y

1 2  -  “ I n t e r v i e w  w i t h  T a m o r a  P i e r c e ”

b y  L i n d s e y  N o r m a n

1 5  -  “ M y  D e c l a r a t i o n ! ”

b y  B i a n c a  S o t o  

“ T h e  G l a s s ” 

b y  D o r o t h y  L u n d g r e n

1 6  -  “ B r o k e n ”

b y  J o n a t h a n  D i e l

1 7  -  “ M e n d i n g  H e a r t s ”

b y  J o s h u a  S o r e n s e n

1 8  -  “ S t o r y  o f  a  G i r l ”

b y  J u l i a  A p o n t e

1 9  -  “ A n g e l s ”

b y  S h a q u i l l e  R u s s e l l

2 0  -  “ B r a a a a i n s ”

b y  A l e c  M o n t a l v o

2 1  -  “ P e t r i f i e d  i n  S h a d o w s ”

b y  “ G o l d e y e ” L a u r e n  K e n n e d y

2 2  -  “ D i s p u t e ”

b y  A l e c  M o n t a l v o

A s s o r t e d  B a c k g r o u n d  A r t  f o r  S e r p e n t i n e  

b y  K a t i e  S e l u g a



I  grasp my sword,

It s  wooden blade poised to fell great foes.

I  ready my shield.

Its  cardboard sturdy enough to withstand mighty blows.

I  don my cape.

The towel fibers able to resist a dragon's flam^

I  set out on my quest,

A perilous journey in my backyard.

To save a princess,

I  cross an arid desert.

And trip over my shovel and pail

Small, made of plastic and borrowed from my sister^ E r

(Don't tell her, please)

I  face off with a ferocious monster; 

I t s  furry maw lets out a ferocious "Me^l

I  fight bravely 

Until it gets mad and chases a squirrel instwd

I  nimbly avoid a terrible trap.

Left by the dog on his walk.! r
I  use my wits to break into the villain's lair. 

By entering the combination to the garage. 

I  find myself face to face with a demon,

A vision so horrible only I  can see it.

I t  is no match for my sword.

I t  slices through as if it the creature is not even

there.

I  find the treasure!

popper and silver pieces in a chalice labeled 

'coffee'.

I  return from my quest.

Because my mother called me in.

I  feast mutton and ale,

I
Served between slices of bread and in a box with a straw. 

And rest up for my next adventure,

A^hero^s!wonkj*s,never done!

lA!:JI^fbniyofftwoTF^ of«the SerpcntmeSlm^Fmr^ll’̂ '



ir e s io u s  by Rebecca Hayes

combing it through your smooth fingers, 

in my seat...

ty L o ffrirs rn iie ii^ t^ th in g ^  ^

[lio iw iiis e ^  well as I do?
w[Ifftne^EbuLS^ n iv rtr ^ ^ o u face for a

of

L W h a tl[Iw o u i& n i^^t^ insd|^Q^Iip^ , -

L w ria tliE y o u ib h itlg iV e lto lh a v e K ^ L ^ B f f lV ^ ^ ^

B o K e lf i^ iR e e S n

ltlO s tIg iv e im e iv .o U tt6 ra G e il^ fo t^ l|e o m C T ^

^ re re p lD e ln o K s e a D a tffe

i|^ o l|Y ^ jL [|b |e |m ii^ ^

S B B I IS B H ^ ^ ^ K w ^ ^ B i^ e ^ io n l luii diu uhmiimiiUM i u ui d ua ■ au m» u i],i]iii.iiiy myia -



Space :s  is n t  ii?  J i  darheS ib iih  :t  a v a st u x ^ e r,a ^ jin t> c  » r/ste ty , a p u zz le  fc^
hu/yt0/)6 to  5 o/vfe. J j t s  a p u zz le  U)e ^ 0/  /je/e/- 5o/vfe //7 Qn/,6tn̂ l& h fe ti/y ie : B id  uje 05 hu/>nanS 
aJuja/6  SthVe to  SoJVe theSe. p u Z zJeS . U-Pe.̂  to  U6  ̂ >6 a J 3A1& io H c Jl u)& uJ>6h  to  Ur̂ irQ/eJ. ScjeJlt> 6 t 6  
to J  u ith  the. ije a s th a /  /W e, sS e fitls tS ^ V e  reOSonS W ei<p/a^ 'ion5  ̂  to  u ih / S o ^ h n ^  doeS ■' 
oh d o e S n t e x iS t-  u jh / t h s  IW eS, aM  tH s  Jo eSn  t , o t h o io  it  J ie J , hod) it  CMfln a io u t.

3u l 6o/yj&fi/yie6 i t h e i / e ^ p / O f f i  Qn/thi*T^. ' ’ - ‘

J l i ^ 6 ih e i J r le t p f 20\(oi^h^>thQ ppem cl^Chh6t/yia6 ujQ5 ju 6tQ to U n liM c o tm t'^ a rK ith e  ^

people, loete. l& lo/yilm  tM & t -PeS6 Ve.. 'ieO tS o f  dlle/yj/jia W dtQ/)ia hod p 055eA. "The. peop le did . 
u)oth J o/>out the. IfUt-deriS o f  u)Ot) o t th e  SUppoSeA 2Q\7 th ea h eS . ujQ$ o j! S u c h  deî /y
te rro r is ts  />'̂ e 050/>n t̂ r> Laden, Oni H s  s u c c e s s o r , ^ asheed M 'i/-4 />lhed, coere p u t doujn th e  
/y ,:l:ta ty . 'The u X t in th e  M iddle £ a st to a s  lon^ J> ne. In  /a c t, the^ had es/en de/eloped a fu H  de/yioC- 
t'QCx/lAjtth o u t h e lp . , i *

* ' Z te/yie/>nl>er ujall(ih  ̂ thtoU^h,^eu} Yot/t City 5  stteet^^ /oo^ln^ fo r  a j f t  f o t  />y 50/7. i^e ujas 
Ohh thtee^ î>ct 1  !o/ed vWy deat/y. ^e uJ05 /y^phde^ ^  lo/ey /n / Hfe. lu S t  //<c /»y
tJ fe . But /yjy 6oh LOOS So/yietHm />70te.  ̂lOe tc^ed toith tiO/yieS like. PH lip W  Mc^heoj ^C/>y « 
(SodSo^)  ̂ />ut in the erÂ  uje d e o d ^  ot) ' Lul(e\ U  toaS a /yjixtute the populot sSerxZe-
fictiofi chatoctef a/id the B iilical,^ite)'. / -  *  ̂ "

^  oppt'OOcMed Qî  eJeCjttorvC.3 S to te  lA jith Vot>oU3 te/eViStofi S e tS  m th e  tOtfxloiAĵ  o il tu ffie d  on to  
th e  SQ/yje eA^et̂ mCxy <lhQ/>neJ. fJot/yioJIy X d  foC M S ort /yjy />̂ UStCl) i>ut H hod to  tu th  o f f  th e  den/ide.. 
J jt  See/yjed

'T̂ he Co/yietos o jete oU t only infot/>iCljtion SoU tC je) no /yic^ et, hotAj hotd tAje. ujO/fted the^ i to  po/î  o t 
to  foC U Si toe C jou ldn t ^  Qnothet vieto. tÂ e C jou ld n t o sk  f^ e 6tio n 5  ̂ ieC m Se  th e  te p o tte t6  u jete  
/^n^ fe d  infot/> iation.

A  /yjeteotite hod CtOShed 5o/>ietohete in ^U66ia . "The i/yipoct fto /y i it  l(ic l(ed  Snou j Qjxl du^ t So  
h i^  in to  th e  a it th (t  th e te  tO05 SpejCUtlotion th a t it  u xM id  CJteate a/i (foC M lyptic. iCA a ^ . "The s c i
e n tis ts  te p o tts  sa id  n o t to  u jo ttyyd a e  to  th& hea/y ca /e t o f  Sn oo j in ,̂ U SSia  S  n o ttn etn  tejon^  
th e  da/yta^ lo o u ld  ie  nothing /yjote tho/) 0. sH ^ htly m CteoSed SnoujStojr/y!. *

B id  th a t u josn t  /yjy Cjondjetn a t a ll. Z  u xiS  o rm /. A n yy  th d  S u ch  an eVent toas u n fo te S e e ji. S c i
e n tis ts  claim ed th a t thes/ C jould d e te ct J u S t  O^out &/etytHna CoAfin^ a t u s . M etea tS th a t Could^  ̂
o t lA jould h it fo rth  C ou ld  ie  p ted icte d  yeatS ahead o f  Sch ed u le due to  oU t a^artCed te le sco p e  * 
te ch n o lo y . iJe lly  tohy Couldn t  thei/ d e te ct th iS ?  l^ hy Couldn t  th ey te ll U S inCo/y?in^ /yreteohte^ 
R u ssia .) on th e  fo U tteen th  ? I  d  ta th e t p u t /yjy fa ith  in  So/yietHn^ eaSiet to  fiy A te  o id j ta th e t * 
than So/yrethin^ th a t ta!(eS toeel(S to  decJphet. .  ̂ *

Beet th e te  u jete either th n ^  ̂ o u t  th S  th a t 'They /yiade />y ilo o d  io i l , J :t  uMS th e
C U tioSity . A  ^ eteo tite  h a d j^ S t C rashed on Earth ) a/d th e  f i t s t  thina s c ie n tis ts  ujQ/ited to  do eoaS 
stu d y  it . The f i t s t  thina OvUianS loa jlted  to  do toaS to  ha/e it  tipped open. C a tio n  datin^j /yK tetia l 
SCMnnn^) it  toaS a ll iu U s h t . T t toaS a /yteteatite^ a to ck ) p to ia ily  a s h o t a s th e  Sun  due to  th e
i/yjpact. l^ hy Loete peop le S o  in teteS ted ? \

CD

T t C hu ld  ha/e ie& n CjO/eted u Jth th e  So/yfe l(ind o f  deeply ic c te r ia . Z/»7 SU te th&y had Seen th e  
S d e n c je - fc tio n  /yja/ieS. I t  tjoaSn t  to o  d iffic u lt  to  tea lize  th e  "SeVetity o f  th e  S itu a tio n .

 ̂Z thinly it  m as ta th e t a^ia^n^ a/>out hotA j fa s t  th e  s c ie n tis ts  responded to  th e  p u iH c  S  <̂ Ue6 -' 
€ionS. fo r  peop le u )ho didn t  See it  Co/yjin^  ̂ th&y S u re  had a Ic^  o f  anSuJetS to  yV e.

" Based on th e  in fot/yio tion  u je Ve jth e te d ^  it  appears t h ( t  th e  /yf^ teotite had re fra c te d  a ll uW e- 
len g th s o f  li(jh t c x ff o f  i t . 6 o  /yiuch th a t it  lo a s lite ra lly  in /isiH e toH le o u t in  deep SpaCje. iA)e * 

^lAjould n c t /ia/e Seen th e  i/yipact Co/yjin^ eVen i f  it  lOOS aS cJo S e  aS th e  /ytoon  ̂ o t fly in g  i /  th e  SU n.
 ̂lOe re  n o t su re  o f  itS  e><act p ro p e rtie s j /?ut onCe toe S tu d y  it̂  toe to ill re tu rn  to  th e  p u iH c  to ith  <X 
f u ll  re p o rt on tohat it  is  /yjc^e iJ e  te  o u ite  e>(CJted th ^  SU Ch a /yieteonte e><iStS. 'î opefuHy^ 
tAje H ie  aj?le to  See i f  any o th e tS  o f  itS  type ho/e th e  Sa/yfe l(ind o f  /yiotetia l. -

The R u ssia n  ̂ e rn /y ien t toanted to  tal(ê  it  fitS t^  iu t  th e  A/yjerican s c je n t is ts  See/yied to  ho/e 
So/yje l(ind o f  a u th o rity  o/et the/yi. Zn fact^  tohat toas rea lly  stra n ^  toaS th a t U nited S ta te s  h e li
c o p te rs  toere already in R u ss ia  b e fo re  any o f  th e  R u ssia n  fotc^eS sh o toed  u p .

■ ■ ^ ... '  ̂  ̂ - ■ ■ ■ ■ . .  ..."

T h e y  e/en h (^  Ca/ytetaS in  th eSe  h e lic o p te rs .  ̂  ̂ ,

Se/era l h ea/y-Su ited  to o th ers toere on Screen^ /ytal(in^ th e Jt /y(0 /e to to o rd s th e  la r^  to c J(. Th e  
to c J( ... i f  yo u  C jould c a ll it  a ro ck ) loo l(ed  a s dark ^  ^*=t eVen a ch a rted -^ a cJ( dark) t
looked  lil(e  a H o ck  pieCe o f  /yjetal) a Very sH n y  H a ck  p ie ce  o f  /yj^ al. Z toondered i f  i t  toOS eVen 
S/ytart to  approach S u ch  an o ^ e c t) ia re ly  an h o u r a fte r it  had landed.

Th e c lo S e t th ey  jD t) th e  /yjote th e  Ca/yjeta foC U Sed . The /yiote p eop le  th a t artiVed aroUnd it) th e  
sh in er 'i t  See/ved to  ^ t . J t  toaS ol/yfoSt oloeoin^. I t  tooS hard to  deSCtile^  iu t  it  appeared aS 
th ou g h  it  toas si/yi/^y y ttin ^  * iri^ h te r d esp ite  it s  /?lacJ( te x tu re ) a s th e  to o rld  around it  c h a n ^ .

A  C rotoed toaS fot/y?in^ around /yiê  and So/yfe peop le toere i>U/yjpm  ̂ heads j^ S t  to  See th e  
sc re e n s . '# . . ' , , . ^

One ita /e  S o u l (.th e  s d e n tis t) reached o u t) and p ick e d  a thet/yio/yjetet around th e  deViCe. /loto) Z \ 
toear ^ a sSeS ) iu t  X  fo r  a fa c t  th a t th e  device read 60 ie lo to . J t  toaS c o ld l A lo t on ly th a t) 
it  toas fte e z i^ ! YoU to o u ld  th in k  th a t s c ie n tis ts  to o u ld  6acj(^aujcy fto /y{ s u c h  an O ^ ect. Vo, th ey  
sim p ly  ̂ o t /y\ote c u tio u s . C u rio sity  k ille d  th^ c jjt ?  I t  k  I  led  hu/yianS a s to e lI.

' T h s  Sa/yje itct/e and fo o h s h  yy?an decided to  ie  the. f& S t one to  cU p th e  'tock ^  I t  to o u ld  ie  Car
ried  atoay iy  a n eariy  ic t t le  tank) ond h o is ted  u p  iy  h eU cop te tS  in  a n ea tiy  fie ld . The /yjan y a iiie d  
a h o ld  ^  th e  crane s  h ook ) a/̂ d it  s tru c k  cyainst th e  to c k - * . *

I t  ijoas th e  la s t /yiistake he e/et /yjade. ' ^

U  <  y .  7 ‘ ----- <  A f  ^ A



I wanted to write a poem using “I” and "You” 

But now that’s over, so it wouldn’t be true 

I wanted to write a poem of the things we did, 

But that’s just cheesy, and "I’m just a Kjd.”

Poem You 
by Alec Montalvo

Remember when I built you a .̂ .n?

So I’ll do it again, but tMs time, different.

I’ll dig you a poem, alune by a tree.

But don’t worry, it’s figur??^we, this is poptry.

We had some times, happy and sad.

But the poem  ̂we had were hot on a notepad.

So when I write you this poem, consider me dead 

Because it’ll be the last time i evpr give you. Poem:

You lay on your back, hot and ready.

I pull out my poem and start to get sweaty.

My poem runs deep, as you take it gently

You would always want seconds but my poems were empty

It’s probably best that we parted,

A relationship on poems isn’t the best way to get started. 

So I’m glad we’re over, like that heartbreak holiday 

‘Cause I can make a new poem, about a blue-winged jay.

... But then the doctor called, and we have a stanza on the way...

^ p e o t i o e  1 0
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The Ocean’s A New ̂ v e  To Learn From -  Nina Giacobis ̂ eater
0 > s ^  are  ̂ The Ocean’s a

osatt£W New wave to 
Learn firom.

And how it can 
Reach out 
To know, how it 
Really meant

The times are 
Often, art galleries.
To know from,
Oceans to 
Plants. And 
Gardens are 
Usually green
But the sky is blue and life is 
Destiny

' * x „
' A « i ,

'  6 -e
-a,

■'f i ? n * n p  p y a | i r n t J i i T 7 » ^ ~ ^



Ihe Girl -  Tabitha Wasserman

cry for the person Host,
I cry for the person I thought I had.
The first person I truly fell in love with.
The girl I remained best friends with for 3 1/2 years, 
Even after you cheated on me...
The girl I looked at other girls with.
The girl whose shoulder I cried on,
Laugned on,
Even slept on,
And offered mine in return.
The girl who kept all my darkest secrets just that -  
SECRETS.
The girl I made peanut butter & banana sandwiches for. 
The girl I thought was my ride or die.
The rst girl I went to when life was crumbling around me.

m  
_  ^h

And the girl who made all my troubles seem to Diow away.

The girl I broke necks with (fuck turning heads).
nd).”‘No one saw that (except the whole wor

The girl who knew how I was feeling with just a glance.
And the girl who made all my troumes seem to bl
With just a few words.
Ihe girl who dedicated “Best Friend” by Auburn to me.
The girl I fought with the man I loved for,
When he wanted me to stop talking to you,
And I told him that he couldn't expect me to give you up 
for him.
The girl who let me see behind some of the masks.
The girl who could make doing nothing fun.
The girl who put Jolly Rancher gummies in her nose,
Just to make me laugh.
The girl whose side I never left,
Even when you grimes*d it up.
Everyone youVe known in the time I thought I knew you, 
Has left your side at least once.
Everyone except me.
So I just have one question:

WHY?

i D e  8
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w i  ,  r  h ’ ^ " " “ ‘ ‘ ” -‘ j-
. I * “  f  '  ended in  t l  j

A nd  seconds caused fj.^ L ^
W L , _  “ ®®̂ s to ^o red

- ‘ ‘Controlled, 
w hat lan^ tter 6JUed Iia ll

A n d le J ls f la ^ .e d C i *
^ t e n  tw e lv e  ' I I  ”  ®

^ " J w a C i Z ;  T \ ’' “ -“ ‘‘ ' '> '- «
■ « " i »  t i .  , J „ 7  ' ' “  ■'“ •"■

^ te n  t ie  saltv f. 1

W h .r , 1 .  ̂“ tertw iaed .

A n d  i o d i e g  c r a w l  L̂

^ ^ - c l o t l e g d r j s ^ r ^ * "
A n d  f le s t  and B eA  c o W ^ in e T  

Sometimes I wish f  r sim „? J  ' 
^ t t i m e i s U

S im p l i c i t y  — R e L e c c a  H a v e

i n  t i m e .
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V V  JL *
I  • m m  ^

K Xa l l  mt.' ^  JIL %r
j i f ' 4T% 'w^ ,̂ 0nik iitr%

* ^ " ^ o ra  P ie r c e  is  a n  A m e r ic a n  y o n 'o r  a d p l t  fentr-'-sy a u th o r .  

S h e  h a s  p u b l is h e d  o v e r  25 n o v e ls  in  h e r  d e c a d e s  lo n g  c a r e e r  a n d  

C G iitinues to  b e  a n  i ns | , i r a t ' : *-,eens a n d  y o u n g  

a d u lts .  I  w a s  lu c k y  e n o u g h  to  m e e t h e r  th i s  y e ^ i a t  N ew  Y o rk  

C om ic  C on; i t  w a s  t r u ly  g r a t i iy in g  to  m e e t  a n  i  ..n o r  w h o  h a d  s u c h

a  p ro fo u n d  in f l iif '^ c e  e ’" m e  cliirin i ‘r V  t*""2n  y e a r s ,  a n d  a n  e v e n

g r e a te r  h o n o r  to  in ^ ^ rv ie w  ^ .ich  a  su c c e s s fu l w r i t e r  fo r  o u r  r e a d e r s  

a t  S e r p e n t in e  H""' -*«

W l i a t p r o m p te d  y o u  to  w r i te  fo r  th e  y o u n g  Stdult a u d ie n c e ?

Actually, it  w as m y agen t’s idea. Before i t  becam e four books for teens, i t  w as a  single ad u lt 
novel. I h ad  gotten tu rn e d  down from some ad u lt publishers, so I h ad  gone to  New York an d  got a  
job w ith  a  lite ra ry  agency. W hile I w orked there , I found out th a t  8 ou t of 10 w rite rs  don’t  m ake a  
living a t it, b u t I h a d  received some fan  m ail from teenagers. I ta lked  to  a n  agen t who rep resen ted  
Ju d y  B lum e a t  the  tim e, and  she agreed to tak e  a  look a t  it. I knew  i t  would w ork since I h ad  been 
reading  i t  w hen I w as w orking a t  a  group hom e for teenagers. pVIy agent] C laire w as righ t, an d  it 
would help me get my foot in  th e  door of th e  pubhsh ing  world. W hen it  w as done, I knew  I  liked 
w riting  for teens, so I stuck  w ith  it.

¥ .T iat c h a lle n g e s  d id  y o u  e n c o u n te r  in  w r i t in g  fo r  t h a t  a g e  b ra c k e t?

One of m y publishers, not Random  H ouse [Ms. P ierce’s cu rren t publisher], h ad  some book 
clubs. A few of th e  book clubs w ere a b it conservative, an d  I w as cautioned about som e of m y con
ten t. I got by w ith  w hat I pubUshed. B u t in  m y book S hatterg lass, originally th e  s tre e t e n te rta in e rs  
w ere prostitu tes; in  W ill o f the Emperess, some of th e  m arriage w as th e  k ind  w here they  carried  
women off, and  th e  deal w as sealed w ith  rape. Of course, th e  book clubs pro tested . I found o ther 
w ays to m ake my point, b u t I don’t  in tend  to back down again.

Y ou h a v e  lo n g  b e e n  p r a is e d  b y  fa n s  a n d  l i t e r a r y  o rg a n iz a t io n s  fo r  y o u r  s t r o n g  h e r o ic  
D id  y o u  h a v e  a  s ’̂ ec ific  in te n t  p u t t in g  so  stro^-i^ fer^*^le ch  ^ r a c te r s  in  y o u r  n o  “j?
I f  sc , m^hat w a s  it?

Basically, I w anted  to w rite  th e  books I w anted  to read  as  a  kid. W hen I w as grow ing up, I read  
a lot of bo5̂ s adven ture  books, an d  I did not u n d ers tan d  w hy th e re  w eren’t  girl ad v en tu rers  as well. 
So w hen I s ta rted  to w rite, I s ta rted  w riting girl’s adven tu re  stories. Becoming a  fem inist in  my 
teens also really  reinforced th a t drive.

' ^  I -  ^  _ * p ...

D o y o u  th in k  y o u ’ve 
w o m e n  a r e  h a n d l

Yes, definite 
10 books h ad  m 
heroes. B u t nov 
LGBT books, th  
ground to b re a l 
th e  population.

M a p y  o f  o u r  re^.......
w o rk  o u t  t h e r e  is  
fu l  w r i te r s ,  e sp e c ia l ly

v o u r  y e a r s  o f  p u b l i s h in g  in  t h e  w a y  g ir ls  a n d

a enough. W hen I s ta rted , about 7 to 8 ou t of every 
He 90’s about 6 to  7 o u t of 10 books h a d  m ale 
ers a re  s ta r tin g  to  creep back  up  again . Even in  
i th a t  w as a  very  recen t study. We still have 

are  ou t there , we have  m ore to  go. W e a re  51% of

i ' ■ m se lv e s -  m a n y  o f  th e m  s a y  t l i a t  gc 3 ir
m a tin g  th in g s  to  do . D o y o u  h a v e  a n y  t ip s  fo r  h o p e - 

^ -p ro m o tio n ?

You ju s t  have to  p re ten d  you a re  not shy, m ake believe you’re  no t nervous. T h a t’s w h a t I h a d  to 
do. Keep rem ind ing  yourself th a t  your w ork is not doing anyone any  good s ittin g  on th e  com puter or 
in  a  draw er. I w as really  poor s ta r tin g  out, so I really  h ad  no th ing  to lose by sending  my w ork out. I 
allowed m yself to feel sad  for one w eek w hen  a  novel cam e back, one day for a  story  or article. T hen  I 
sen t i t  back  out. Keep w riting  new  stuff, an d  send  th a t  ou t also.

M a n y  o f  o u r  w r i t e r s  w o u ld  lo v e  to  m a k e  th e  t r a n s i t i o n  to  n o v e l w r i t in g .  W h a t  w o u ld  y o u  
c o n s id e r  t  l e  r  Dst in ip o r ta s i t  th* g  to  k e e p  in  m in d  a b o u t  t h e  n o v e l w r i t in g  p ro c e s s , e&pe- 
c ia i iy  c o m p a r e d  to  w r i t in g  a  s h o r t  s to ry ?

F ind  an  idea  th a t  helps you keep going p a s t th e  sho rt s tory  ‘w all’. W hether it’s a  new  character, 
or a  tw is t in  th e  road- m ake som ething hap p en  for th e  m ain  ch arac te r to  get into. H ave th in g s  
hap p en  th a t  help  you le a m  about th e  character, such as an  em ergency or a  d ram atic  s itua tion  th a t 
carries th e  story  fu r th e r along- a  car wreck, a  storm  w here they  lose power, som eone b reaks th e ir  leg, 
th e re ’s an  epidem ic... M ake su re  th e re ’s action tak in g  place th a t  helps you le a m  m ore about how 
th ey  ac t in  a  crisis.

D o  y o u  h a v e  a n y  u p c o m in g  in  th e  w o rk s  n o w  t h a t  y o u ’v e  finish*
r e n t  bo%>k s e r ie s ,  T h e  L e g e n d  o f C ooper,

*d w i th  y o u r  c u r -

Oh yeah! I have  five books th a t  I’m  contracted  for. N ot a ll w rite rs  do i t  like I do-1 like th e  com
fort of hav ing  th e  contract. Some w rite rs  don’t  get th e  con tract u n til th ey  fin ish  th e  book. W hen 
they’re  all done, they  go to th e  editor and  say  ‘1 have  a  book here .” O thers  con tract for two books a t a  
tim e, o thers for one book a t a  tim e. Personally , I like to have m ulti-book contracts.

D o  y o u  h a v e  a n y th in g  e lse  to  s a y  to  o u r  r e a d e r s ?

J u s t  to keep a t  it. I like to  s tea l ideas from  h isto iy , crime, m ilitary  h istory . I  d raw  in sp ira tio n  for 
ch arac te rs  from  TV, movies, people I know. You never know  w h a t w ill be useful- if  not now, th en  
down th e  road.

i ) e  1 3
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C S I ' s  S o u r c e  f o r  A r t n  L i t e r a t u r e  a n d  A w e s o m e

Wants YOU!!

(S e e  how lonely th is dude looks? You can fix th a t !!)

U e  a r e  a l w a y s  a c c e p t i n g  s u b m i s s i o n s  f r o m  

y o u T  t h e  s t u d e n t s !  D r a w i n g s ^  s h o r t  s t o r i e s n  

p o e t r y T  p h o t o g r a p h y n  a n y t h i n g  o r i g i n a l ! !

S t o p  b y  I C - E E t a  o r  s h o o t  u s  a n  e - m a i l  a t  

m a g a z i n e - s e r p e n t i n e S g m a i l - c o m !

I ‘

P o n ' t  a c t u a l l y  s h o o t  u s t  t h o u g h -  P l e a s e

e o fc io e  1 4
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Broken by Jonathan Diel
He's loved you since he first saw you 
But you always say no, as if he won't do 
Ever since he met you, ever since day one 

He thought you were the most beautiful creature under the sun 
You are his sun, you are his moon 

And just the sight of you makes him swoon 
He tries every day of his life for your heart 

But you just rip and tear his apart 
Every day he sees you, his heart just glows 

But as you reject it, it's like the cold wind blows 
He takes your objection like it doesn't bother him 

But really inside his life light grows dim 
His love knocks in his chest, bê ing to be free.

But it remains locked up, waiting for you to use the key 
All day, and almost every point in time, you are always on his mind 

To him, you are perfection, the pinnacle of humankind 
A chill rushes through him; darkness clouds his head.

And all he wants is to make amends.
He says he's not hurt, he's fine, he pretends 

As you say the words that kill him - "let's just be friends."

i DC 1 6



M e n d i n g  H e a r t s

Joshua Sorensen
I ruffle your beautiful, flowing locks of hair, and notice that cute little shim

mer upon your face, and see how the duration between breaths become faint 

- that's me getting you comfortable. As if it is a cue, I put my hands up your 

"v-neck", feeling what you keep covered from foreign hands. I could care less 

about your breasts; everybody has them. I'm interested in what they cover. I 

part your ribs, the blood flows outwards, some touches my lips; it's fresh and 

untarnished. Am I the first to rob you of your purity? I must be- those I've en

countered in my past, their veins were cold; most led me to a vacant crevice 

inside their c h e s ts j^ ^ ^ n e  h e ^ ^ ^ ^ u  snap o u t ^ f t e  trance I've put upon 

you. Grab your c l o t l ^ ^ ^ t ^ e ^ ^ ^ ^ d  u n d ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^  light switch is 

right outside the dqqi^No need\u j t W r r ^ ^ w i ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ l f a c p ^ ^ n e  that you 

might not want t ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ o J y o ^ m o ^ ^ f o o k ' l i k ^ ^ ^ O  

and the one a fte rfth a t.V ,  ̂  ̂y
We are all the sarfi^gpm e;^tay.:ffley o thers^re already waiting

at the light at the etnd^of,tli&'blocl%whiie you'cry, asking youiseif, "Why must

they all be assholes.P^Sweetie^vou're the asshole, or,need if  ............. ..

before you we ^ ^^he..set you^up for failure,as-sh'-aickled the black
i i ^ p w r %  I ^ 1 ^ % *

hair on my chesit, l o erdeft hand.land robbed me of theijuignity with her

right hand. It is cycle;>everyone becomesjd crook, stealing

what has been s to le fl^ ^ m H m % o  mend together^nieces of others' hearts to
J c -

make their own. They n ^ ^ l^ f f^ ^ d a v 'th e y ^ '' ' '" ®  '*’ . |^ a t  first lover that had

Stolen their heart. As for ' I Dur c • knowifK
 ; i  ’  ■'

that the heart she stole fro ’ f  )nEi.n.‘ r ■" ' ' nber night has been
S  •v,;::?? t'. I

stomped on, severed, andric- - i i iu . " “i jn i^ ^ ^ 'm g  paws of lovers who barely 

Stayed past the first kiss. I  *{ , ’ : -
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Angels,

white winged soldiers of God, 

sporting golden armor, 

carrying their flaming swords, 

singing songs, 

preparing for war, 

changing our world, 

shaping our world.

For we are the children of God and they his creations, 

they are our brothers.

I am not a Bible pusher because 

my brother is an angel.

He doesn't wear golden armor, 

or carry a flaming sword, 

he doesn't have white wings, 

but he can fly

My brother IS an angel because he can always smile. he's annoying as sin, k'

My brother is an angel, 

cause through all the pain, 

the surgery,

all the words he will never know, 

my brother is a god damn angel.

His smiling face filled with Gods grace, 

the devil at his back but he will never touch, 

my brother is an angel.

Not because he is protected by the power of God, 

not because we live 4 floors above ground, 

because he is my brother.

My brother is an angel,

a nd I a m h is protector. |
.- 3 ^ ^ - I

My brother is an angel that I won't let anyone touch.

rt]
My brother is an angel,

Even as a child, 

burned face, 

diagnosed with autism, 

one

father that wasliever there,
t

rent controlled apartment, 

annoying brother, ̂  / 

a smiling face!^
i . y

i i j * "  , ' I  ' ■ I du 
, his voice like nails on a chalk board,

1-lh- V" 11 J  /I' lD ̂vF his laugh loud and obnoxious, ^
h

1 ^ .  
my brother is an angel, 

>:W  ̂ ||R  
and I love him, '

A n g e l s  b y  S h a q u i l l e  R u s s e l l

not like you would love a lover.

not like the corporations make you think
 ̂ 1

about love all fluffy and pink. m
I  > 1

I will defend my brother with my fleeting life,
i r i / .

my brother is an



The dead have avvakeru I C(Mddn*t pensive it 

Avirusfliejrsay?

DcBi’t get bit; ytmll hare lemcxse 

When you ccum bade as a desecrated corpse.

the dtjr in front of me>

Biaaaains
by A lec M ontalvo

Doc^ swiî  htt as I fixmd a driver

'He fm out of gas and die car attracts tibem

r̂ Sol'itookalaigeswiiffiandl aa^him.
■ ■ . . ,  /  r - ;

I ̂  rncsK renxirse diat i killed a lirejaaan

. I guess \̂ i)en they thejr woiM gnaw.

I £}und a bkxxiy axe on the dieet 

I picked it up v̂ iere it lay at mjr feet

r.I ̂ (Kited, “ Time to dx^ scHne meat!”
- j f

r : ^ £ £ \ \

A swing at the heart; oh, h& aheacty dead 

, - I r u n i

*

I went to the store, r ^  down the road 

jllpd  to  one entrancê  and food that flowed 

Ibarrksukddiedoorbutfoî todiecklhefaackdeck 

Where a zomhae came out and diewed CXI ray neck 

I guess IJ kn; ^  I woukl be on top oftfiis, 

When I was in tite rniddle of a zcndte apb^lpe^

; i i ) e  2 0



I see that you are afraid 

Afraid of the ciark 

Panicking 

Looking for a way to escape 

 ̂Ahh, but you are blind are you not?

You fed the fear do you not? 

You feel it, swallow it like deadly cold 

It freezes your throat w  

You cannot scream 

It freezes your lungs 

You cannot breathe 

It freezes your stomach 

Turning it into an icy pit 

You feel yourself choking 

not defend 

/ ^ e d ^ ’

It whispers to you- 

It whispers of evil and despair" 

You cannot move 

The cold you swallowed J  

It has frozen your legs 

, Now you cannot run

r:*.' -

P e t r i f i e d  i n  S h a d o w s

"Goldejre” Lauren Keoned)^
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A mixture o f sweat

4
My heart is. racing, 

em fedhers V(ithuimy c h M

*i.ar

AleeMontalvo)

A ild mask

^  4^xmonth_sjpassedimtEZsiwSgiMastj
jft- •̂ 11̂  ^

^  A rehah center in Femisylvamiaw 

It  ne^^steppedilbck intO; thisi home.



L O V E !
M O V E  
M E N T

To W rite  L ove o n  H e r  A rm s  is a non-profit m ovem ent 
dedicated  to presen ting  hope and finding help for people 

struggling w ith depression, addiction, self-in jury  and 
suicide. T W L O H A  exists to encourage, inform , inspire 
and also to invest d irectly  into trea tm ent and recovery. 

h ttp ://w w w .tw loha.com /

Colleye i ’

Gay/St
■ten Island

;! Alliance

&

We seek to provids a safe space fer GSI 
students and promote unity and acceptance 

on campus.

. Gome talk about topics that 
interest you end play games In an 
open-minded environment.

Meetings every Wednesday in 2N-108 durinp 
club hours, 2:30-3:30 pm.

f f i

Light refreshments w ill he served.

f

T h e  C o m ic  B o o k  L eg a l D efense  F u n d  
w as founded  in 1986 and is dedicated  

to the preservation  o f F irst A m endm ent rights for the 
m em bers o f  the com ics com m unity. 

h ttp ://cb lf.o rg

http://www.twloha.com/
http://cblf.org
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