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N ote from the Editor...

Here we are, the second
installmentofSerpentine, CSFs
Literary and Arts M agazine. It
is already the pentultimate
chapter in my Serpentine nm . |
was tlie Editor- In- C liiefo fthe
previous issue, aswell as this
beautifiil peice ofwork in your
hands right now, and so I will
be for the upcoming issue in
May.

| like to think ofmy run on
Serpentine as a trilogy by itself.
Thisone is Empire Strikes
Back, or the Godfather Part BE
This issue isin many ways supe-
rior to the previous,who
knows, maybe itwill be the
strongest o ftlie three. This
time around,we knew whatwe
were doing.

| say we, because for this
second instaUment, Serpentine
had aworking staff. Atone
pointduring the coiu*se o fthis
issues genesis, tliere was a busy
daywhere we had three
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CONTRIBUTOR BIOS

Serpentine meetings pretty
much back to back. lremem -
ber,while at that third meet-
ing, | thoughtto myself*Hey, I
actually work on areal maga-
zine!"

Tliis issue in yoiu* hands is
proofthata few creative indi-
viduals at CSI, putting in acon-
sistentamountofwork, can
accomplish something great.

Sowithoutfurther ado, |
give you the second
Installment ofthe Serpentine
Trilogy - Enjoy

Editor-in-Chief Peter Marsh






So She Sat There Smiling
(To the tune of V.W.)

STORY BY Jeremy Tescher

"You're forgetting Lucretius,” said the one with seven earrings. Amoment, and
then, "I'maware of hiswork/' replied the other, and there followed laughter.

To Mrs Pilastro itseemed that thissniggering was a deliberate insult, was the final
requirementto complete her son's transition; and the simple silence settling around
the deck through the screen, first hovering in wait around the edges of their genial
conversation but now greedily floodwatering in, was, she felt, an end of things; an
understanding. And though they had moved here from home nearly seven years ago
(crazy how time races by you) itstillwas enough to send through her body, quickly
darting into and shaking the stomach, shocks of... well, regret, she admitted. Itwas
unbearable that he would make her pretend to enjoy the company of these boys, full
ofthemselves and obsessed with their clothes and what came out of their own
mouths - let alone the fact, she thought, gracefully switching the cool metal tray
bearing the iced tea to her right hand and gripping the screen door with her left, that
they played on hisego and his arrogance; the door slid harshly open and she was
very sure Adam wasn't like this back in Sheepshead butthey always say (and Ma said
ittoo) thatyou can never change a young man's mind; and she carefully placed the
tray down with its swirling glasses on the little table between them. Adam mouthed,
"Thanks, Ma," in her direction, to which she could only nod, her eyes skittering over
the others' faces.

Matt did impressions; thatwas his thing. Hewas confidentand always controlled,
and that particular one was snatched from left field: he could always conjure up some
obscure line from a movie or TVshow, the voice and words stamped perfectly into his
brain, held there freshly on reserve, butthe manifestation was always without the
clumsiness one would expect from premeditation; and itwould spin around inyour
memory for noteven a momentwhen the recognition would flare up and with it
would come thatsame wash of admiration; you could never have pulled that off. This
was a man ofwho you could genuinely say, "The guy never misses a beat,” Adam
thought, letting the chill drink rush against the roof of his mouth: thiswas good com -
pany. Because, ifhe had itright, they had just spoken aboutthatvery same Simpsons
episode ("theone where Bartand Martin both try to run for class president and Bart
becomes ridiculously popular, remember? and he loses the race because he forgets
to vote for himself- something like that") the other day, and here Matt had slyly
planted the line. I'm familiar with hiswork, catching Martin's squeaky smug pitch
perfectly, even the chunky look on his face; Sam was still laughing. Adam studied this
as a caughtspecimen: the polished ease, the clever clarity thatsliced through every-
one else present, rendering them momentarily inept at humor: all clothed in Matt's
(let's be honest) silly tendency to recall from his insatiable vault of observations and
recordings a fitting response for the present conversation encased ina line from a
cartoon that aired originally a decade ago. Yes, Martin was aware of Bradbury's
work; Mattwas aware of Lucretius and he did notsee fitto include him; itwas, Adam
felt, ingenious. Petty, butingenious.

His mother smiled awkwardly and inwardly, her head moving slightly, thatsame
self-conscious squaring of the shoulders and adjustment of posture, he noticed, as
she turned to the house again, noteven acknowledging his thanking her; buthe was-
n'taboutto let her geton hisnerves because she would make him ruin everything:
the firsttime he could get both Sam and Mattto come over atonce and hang out and
talk, to let him feel like he was somebody to somebody, was itreally a lot to ask, he
shouted at her in himself, to have friendswho enjoyed hiscompany!? did she always
have to be so selfish, or was it justtoo much for her to say aword or two to them? But
now here was Sam insisting on the poet's admittance. Ifyou were going to draw a
line from Homer through to Milton, you certainly couldn't skip Lucretius. Professor



Diehlwould agree, he was sure. Homer, Hesiod, Apollonius, Lucretius, Virgil, Lucan,
Statius, (he was ticking them offon his fingers, almost giddily) then you have
Beowulf, The Song of Roland-and Matt, smiling, interrupted him before the unpro-
nounceable German ones because didn't Sam see that Lucretiuswas the odd man out
here? Substandard? notto mention thatthe work was in no way martial, didn'teven
contain a plot?

“Waitwait wait,” Sam yelled, "substandard?" and his offended sensibility boomed
into the kitchen like a gunshot, ringing in Mrs Pilastro'sears and looming upon the
tiling that blanketed the floor. She restrained her arms and again set down the tray
gently on the counter beside the sink, a position which gave her aview of her son
through the blinds of the back window: a man, itwas undeniable; he was sure and
strong and he certainly was smarter than the others, and he most definitely knew it.
Why he feltthe need to have these contrived (there was no other word for it) and
secluded get-togethers on the deck, with their boring and snobbish conversations to
make them all feel like little gods was, she maintained, completely beyond her.
Completely. David would have said, "Now, how could you insultyourself like that?
We wouldn't be here together ifthese thingswere beyond you.”" Notthatshe meant it
like thatofcourse, she smiled, flirting with him in her memory, on the bed, in that
small and silky room looking out over Bedford Avenue: beyond her like she didn't
want to understand, not thatshe couldn't. And suddenly her face shaded red when
she recalled the whole group; there was Pete and Derek and Jason and his little
brother Anthony; all of Adam's teenage friends. How Pete (the devill) would do that
eyebrow-wiggling thing at her, awoman twice his age; and the time she had walked
inon them watching that dirty movie in the den and Adam didn'tshow his face for a
week, butshe knew his friends felt silly because they spoke about her like that (her
and David could hear them trying to whisper aboutthe way she walked: laughter in
the backyard late at night slinking in through the window), and itwould always make
David upset. She couldn'tstop itfrom coming up outof her chest and chirping into the
kitchen air but the tiles, which had not had a chance to recover from that boy Sam's
outburst, absorbed and made hollow the quick brieflaugh. Itemptied of warmth and
cracked on the floor as her face ceased its smiling.

"Substandard, my friend,” said the smug one: "Dowe include Silius Italicus? Or
Quintus Smyrnaeus? No." Shesighed and shook her head, wondering how thatone
had any friends, or a girlfriend even, with the way he talked. What did Adam want
with a person like that? she asked herselfand she let her eyes fall on his sitting form,
colorless now in the dozing light of the sun setting, obscured through the screen door
(that breeze means we have to switch itfor the glass one; it's October already), his
attention pinned and paralyzed by what that snotty brat had to say, using those sil-
very and secret names, enjoying only the saying of them; butsurely he didn't look up
to either ofthem because he knew that he was worth more. And she couldn't really
be angry with him because he was truly hovering above them somewhere, definitely
using them. Thatwas it. That mustbe it.

And the fact that he resembled his father so much; the circumference of the face; its
shape; theway hischeekbones tightened up the skin that flanked his chin as he
smirked (just like now), and then how beautiful the strength, the sincere intensity in
hiseyes. Because you could always depend on David the momentyou looked in
those eyes, identical, down to the scattered flecks of black in the burnt umber. She
turned the faucet; watching the column ofwater connect with the sink's base and sub-
sequently disturbing its flow with her gliding hands, she reflected on how coarse her
fingersand knuckles now seemed. Those hand lotions did absolutely nothing; she
knew it;a waste oftime and a pretense besides, wasn't it? And ofcourse pretense
was <lstyle=“mso-bidi-font-style: normal*>his word; (she hadn't thought of that in
years!) one ofthose subtle and simple ones he would always find room for, whether
itwas his daily declamations against the people of New York, or the soullessness of
capitalism, or of Western civilization crumbling and moldering, he had taught her,
given her, that little word and given her its meaning on their firstdate in the Village:
him with his smirking flirting eyes and hisdungaree jacket and her with her blonde
straight hair down to her waist; how silly they looked there and then. They had stood
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outside Gray's Papaya groping for things to say and she thought itwas silly that here
Sixth Avenue was also called Avenue of the Americas, with two little green signs one
on top of the other and she said so. He ofcourse felt that thiswas a clear example of
the pretenses the city was capable of; such useless ceremonial and honorary mean-
inglessness only succeeded in blinding people to the actual squalor on the streets.
Hiswords to her were ripe and cleaned (he would later laugh at himself for such
ranting). And she stared atthe tiny cracked wrinkles on her knuckles, slowly
sheathed in running water, thinking how carelessly and freely she had asked: what
does pretense mean? And those eyes of hisenveloped her with their tender penetra-
tion (how could he not know everything?); he told her to shut him up the second he
sounded like some annoying college boy, butshe really wanted to know and he
made her want to ask - and she would show him things, teach him things too before
he died. She turned off the faucet: the single dish was scrubbed to pristine spotless-
ness.

The sound of the water hissing out from the house's rear wall where it rushed
through pipes finally ended and they could continue talking ata decentvolume; but,
Adam thought, the flow ofthe conversation had already been Impeded, and Its
echoes seemed somehow idiotic, pompous in his ears. After all, he couldn‘teven
remember when this Quintus guy lived or what he wrote so he couldn'tcome up with
a clever rejoinder; he hadn't had that much to do with the exchange up till now; he
lagged behind in hisown smallamazement. Butitwas so irritating how she abruptly
turned on the sink when she knew how loud the water sounded out on the deck, and it
was all to get his attention anyway, even ifshe had nothing to say, right? Sam didn't
feel thatyou could compare those pathetically baroque examples ofepic to the
audacious power of Lucretius, how he spoke so clearly to the modern mind - and
didn't he think that itwas an unfair comparison?

Their sudden focus slammed into him, stunning him.

Isuppose, Adam offered hastily. Itseemed something ofa waste oftime to dwell
on these lesser names, because, (and what a vivid clarity) he said with rising confi-
dence (finding hiswords now): Dante eclipses them all; he absorbs them and ulti-
mately usurps them with hisuniqueness, his ability to create and to reflect. Even the
oneswho came after couldn't compete.

But no; ‘usurp’ istoo homely a word for whatyou are trying to communicate,
thought Matt at Adam quietly, smiling and propping histemple with a finger, after his
slight shudder of sympathetic embarrassment, itis ugly and obvious how unread you
are: lcould throw halfa dozen names atyou right now from any era, any literature,
and you would sitthere sputtering for a response: those ‘lesser names' are only the
tip ofa gleaming and glorious iceberg. Matt's lips, tongue and jaw all squirmed
around each other as Ifto dislodge a rotted taste from his throat and he mused that
Adam reminded him of all those same pathetic poseurs from his old undergrad
classes; one couldn'texactly blame someone for being born with a limited intellectual
faculty, itwas justthatitwas so... irksome. Yes, moronswere the obstacles along
truth's road, the Interferences that had to be tolerated.

Adam sat, breathless. Thecloudless shield of sky didn't seem boundless enough at
that moment; his intensity and pride exploded out from him, could not be contained
by a mere body, but rather itstretched out to touch the full perimeter of the yard and
its circle of quiet; caressing and noting all; distorting and prettifying the green in the
trees, sharpening their thick odor on the air; sinking, itseemed to Adam, as he
replayed his careful comments again In his ears, plunging the house and its plot of
land down into a shallow oblivion thatwas buta mote inthe vastness ofevery thing,
with time and his eyes stubbornly scouring the earth's revolutions. So thatthen he
knew. We are minute self-swallowing voices talking at nothing. No thing. And sud-
denly hiswords on Dante that had sent him here became brittle and devoid of their
importance and very purpose, the surge of recognition and itsaccompanying magni-
fication collapsing back into itself so thatthere lingered only its taste, with the belly
stillempty and aching from the memory. Hesaw these two people (barely acquain-
tances, really) as though changed to caricatures, shadows oftypes, (yes) forms with
fake faces: did they actually believe that they had sincerely met with som e kind of
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enlightenment? Here is Mattturning his phrases with deftness; he was nothing, Adam
felt, shifting his palm and itssweat on the arm of his chair, but neither am I. And |
know it. Thereisaworld.

"Isn't itgetting a little dark out there?”

Matt's hand dropped down from his forehead and heavily plopped in his lap, no
effort being made to conceal hisannoyance; and Adam became heatedly conscious
of her presence beyond the screen, of their conversation speedily becoming more
and more imposed upon by her question, like aweed withering in excess sun. The
question hung there in mid-flight, wrapped in the silence it had insisted on creating,
shouldering in on them rudely, gnawing atthem (at him) for a casual and polite
answer; and because of itsurgency - a pressure thatclenched and clenched inside -
Adam, before allowing itto settle on the wooden boards at their feet, harnessed his
immediate flash of ire and with itbarked, "We're fine,"” firing this at her selfishness.
Its harsh clap stung her with a burning, and he feltitinstantaneously before itleft his
mouth, knew from the pressure in hisabdomen: its tone: an open-handed blow to the
face.

She had only wanted to somehow enter into their conversation, and the idea had
cropped up that maybe she could turn on a light so they could see one another better
and, she thought, her tongue silenced and cloven to her palette, ifhe didn'twant her
to say anything to them, why had he asked her earlier in the day to dress nicely for
company? These boyswere awedge hammered abruptly between them now; she
wasovercome with an abstract sensation of running to catch her son (nota boy), to
throw herself beneath his plummeting weight; and there before her, as she cleared
her throat and turned back to the kitchen table again, was her baby flying up in the
air, away from David's arms and giant smile, then floating straight down again to be
once again grabbed by his father's rough safe hands ("don'tthrow him like that!"); but
he wouldn't break him, he assured her, he was rightthere to catch him. He's my boy.
And, comically rolling Adam's chubby body under one arm like a football (he would
always giggle when he was held thatway), his glowing bald and cooing face sticking
out at her, David jabbed histongue out at her; itforced her to smile, seeing their two
faces like that, pointing, identically posed. He's my boy and you know whatyou are,
hon? She did, yes, and she was sorry for yelling. She gave up and pulled back a chair
from the kitchen table to sit, keeping that seething pain inside, the barb he had
thrown; she had just ruined hisevening, hadn'tshe? I'msorry, she told Adam (her
son!) in her head. I'msorry I'm notyour father. Hewould have hosted them perfect-
ly, impressed them by talking around them in circles, and all she had done was ask
about the darkness; stupid, stupid.

"Look, we should probably head outanyway, alright?" And Matt rose up, followed
by Sam, simultaneously zippering their jackets with that formal air of finality; the
sounds and silhouettes of them standing seemed, through the screen door, to be
quaking with a detached tolerance of her (or was itof Adam also?), a stately and
affected processional that said, "We understand, man, we understand. Women,
right? Unbelievable,” and Adam all through itdidn't move; she thought that she could
feel him tensing up, and then there was his hand extending to grip the first boy's, the
second boy's. She thought, sitting there still, he is probably holding his breath in and
briskly nodding to them both, some of that breath escaping through his nostrils as he
nods and grasps their hands; he was going to be furious with her.

Their boots fell againstthe wooden steps as the two of them started towards the
gate. Mattshaking his head, exiting through into the drive; avoiding the inside of the
house, Adam thought. Hismother's voice came weakly but cheerfully: Good night,
guys. Drive safe, she called, as ifnothing had happened. Appearances to the last,
isn't it? he thought, standing with his back to the screen, there's always that fake hap-
piness, that ‘cool mom*' routine, right? ltwould never surprise him and would never
stop startling him how self-absorbed she could be, and, he shook his head. Dad's not
here to straighten her out, at least make her seem normal in front of other people.

(For justone knifing second there was that contracting of the gut, thatdrop of
shame that punctured the cooling anger and rippled outward through hisveins and
skin, reverberating a gruffpair of syllables for his ears to snare and keep; giving them
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shape, the spreading circles of the rippling howled out: "We're fine/* and now he
heard itfor the shout itwas.)

She heard a long, low exhale from outside and knew, as she drummed her finger-
tips on the table's top, that her son was not going to speak to her for a little while:
three days maybe. Butthiswas okay, because they had gotthrough these moments
before, she learning to imitate to the best of her ability his father's methods, he
learning to be patient with her trying; she would apologize when he was ready and
then try harder in the future. Butifhe would only say whatwas on his mind now,
they could communicate; she would listen in a way that he thought she couldn't; she
was overcome, and his sliding back the door and sudden steps on the tiling accentu-
ated thisto a crescendo as he stormed by in a flourish. She glanced up too late to see
his face; his bearing; a sign thatshe could maybe take with her to know how he felt, a
truth beyond his furious silent movements, tromping into the living room towards the
staircase. She sighed yet again, staring down at her hands, still sitting and thinking of
how his glaring eyes had floated at her from the dark of the deck through the screen;
and she turned her head up intime to see that Adam had paused at the landing to
look back at her, but now she only saw his back as he turned up the stairs, too late in
realizing she had heard the quiet of his halting at the landing.

And why, why inthe hell does she always have to be so damn selfish? Adam asked
himself, deciding whether to continue with the mashed potatoes or maybe first finish
off the baby carrots. It'salways the selfishness, butwhy?-perhaps itwas a pointless
question, though. Debbie was on the floor ofthe livingroom, fiddling with her little
finger-puppets, bobbing them to the tune, he imagined, of his wife stiltedly stabbing
atand around her sirloin; the silverware clinked against the plate, sounding to him
like delicate tapping on a closed high-hat: lacking resonance. And for all the times
thatshe complained to him how he never finished her cooking, never cleaned his
plate off, here she was, clearly doing the same thing. But, ofcourse, itwas fake, an
affectation, to garner attention. She wanted to draw him out, right here in front of
Deb, she wanted him to ask the question. Well, he wouldn'tdo it, he resolved, clear-
ing his throat just after the last of the carrots went down (excellent, cooked to a per-
fect softness), he wouldn't; not this time.

Itreally wasn't such a big deal. Itwould cost money at first, they would both lose
some sleep and he would have to spend more time with Deborah, and less on his
work. Buthe knew how important this was to her (he did, after all, have the same
values); and so what? Sarah yelled at him mutely, she hadn't had these planswhen
they had gotten married: thatwas years ago! People fucking change, develop new
interests, she told herself, kicking her chair back and standing upright with her dish in
her hand, being careful notto let him see her vexation, notto give him ammunition
for a later argument (*can‘tyou justcome out and tell me whatyou mean? no, you
justsitthere waiting for me to say something, acting, always acting!") where he
would yell about the same exact things; she didn*'twant him to think she was being
selfish. And here, having proceeded into the kitchen, Sarah emptied the remains of
her dinner, a chilled mass of potato adhering to a formless clump ofsirloin, down
into the garbage can, swearing thatshe wouldn't let him do this again: not with
something so important.

"How ya doin' in there, Silly-bee?" Hisvoice, now relaxed butsinewy, wafted
through to her in the kitchen; she walked away from itto the sink, seeing before her
with the suddenness (and limitedness) of lightning a picture of that day in his office,
with Deborah on his lap, him sitting behind the desk, and her with her angle ofvision
from the doorway onto the hall. Deborah was sifting her little hands through his
papers, trying to catch words to sing at him, to get his reactions, and all Sarah could
dowas lean and smile, shaking her head. Deborah finally found one worthy ofa
challenge, or maybe ithad been Adam who, sitting there on that swivel chair in an
undershirt and pleated khaki slacks, glasses resting on his nose, had brought the
sheet closer to their daughter and pointing to the heading across the top, saying. And

9



what's that one? How do we say that? Adam, she had said, stepping into the room,
don't push her. Butthen Deborah had, in her sunny way, diffused the tension by say-
ing, siUy-bus, Daddy, silly-bus! He had on a boy's grin, one he couldn't control, look-
ing down at her little face just under his nose; he started laughing, and she joined him
because he was tickling her now, both ofthem loudly yelling back and forth, Silly-
bus?!?! And Sarah couldn't help but laugh with them by the time he had started saying
to Deborah, Silly-bus? Well, you're a silly-bee! and then he lifted Deborah up above
his head so that her stomach was face-height and then he would do that thing where
he made those farting noises with his mouth (a zurble? a zorbit? what did he call it?)
against her skin, and then he put her on his shoulders and ran around the house, the
two ofthem howling like a pair of rabid monkeys.

"I'm fine. Daddy." He let out the breath slowly and silently: she couldn't be fine, not
really, he thought, scratching his chin with his left hand, sliding the problem with
Sarah off to the side as he adjusted the food in front of him with his fork, aimlessly
moving them both around, and drawing the simile immediately in his head. Like a
leftover, right? Justignore it, butitwon't go away, itwill simply grow crusty and
embarrassing. But, no. Deb was just as important. She couldn't expect him to not
worry about their daughter, twelve years old and playing with children's toys. He
brooded on how his wife always had to storm off (or slink off, it didn't matter) into the
kitchen, wanting that attention: see how the world punishes me! she probably
thought, and he shook his head imperceptibly, bitterly amused. What had Pete said
that time after his fight with Rebecca? Ya can't live with 'em ... ya can't kill 'em.
Adam Pilastro smiled, wondering where the hell Pete was at that moment.

Christ, itwouldn't have bothered him so much if she didn't sit there on the floor in
the middle ofthe livingroom like a toddler; he rubbed his forehead. She always does
well on her exams but "she could participate a little more in class" her teachers all
agreed, and she is constantly off in her own world, he thought, sitting at the head of
table facing into the livingroom as Sarah came back to the table; he simply stared out
into space, into nothing, not actually acknowledging her presence, and she knew that
they would probably sitthere in silence for about ten minutes. He loves us so much
and I'm just giving him more to worry about. Did she want him to take his plate? was
he done? she asked him, and he thought it would maybe make her feel slightly better
atthat moment if he responded; yes, he said, he was done. There, now she had
something to do; but the argument was only delayed, and he remembered, as Sarah
walked past him into the kitchen, all he had said was, "Do you think that's such a good
idea?" and she had gotten quiet and now this. And there was Debbie, lying on her
stomach with those puppets up close to her face, singing to them. Adam suddenly
asked her if she wanted to get ready for bed so she could come down and watch TV
until ten o'clock?

"Okay, Daddy," and his daughter stood and walked into the diningroom, passing
him on his right to climb the stairs and moments later Sarah was again sitting at the
table, only this time she sat there looking at him expectantly. And here we go;time to
say something; time to step in with some remark that will let her start with the -

But she was already talking: it was only one class, two nights aweek. They had
enough saved up for a few semesters, she said in a low and controlled voice, she had
done the math and figured that they could save enough for a third before the first two
were over. She had anticipated his fighting her on this, he thought, nodding: she's
crafty and shrewd as always, trying to make sure that he had no way of countering
her. She thought maybe he would be happy that she had decided to go back, and she
knew he could sympathize: wasn't education so important to him? she asked, thinking
that he was going to somehow prove that his opinions had nothing to do with this. She
had thought this out carefully, all the fine monetary points; she had gotten all the
paperwork for registration personally so as not to trouble him with it while he was
working on campus, and now, she thought, he was going to turn it all around to make
her look like avillain. She didn't understand why he had to be this way.

What way? he asked. Was she going to let him respond?

She leaned into the table and dipped her head down a little to tiredly rub the back
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of her neck with her hand; she's given up already, he thought. He knew it was wrong,
but for some reason he loved the silence that he had made. He had simply spread his
hands, given her an innocent and confused look and, as if he had snapped his fingers
in her face, introduced his voice into the conversation. Hewas happy with this
dynamic; she would have to listen and he didn't even yet know exactly what it was
that he would say. His energies, he realized, hadn't carried him that far yet, so he
shook his head as if marveling at her audacity and sighed loudly. There was his
silence.

She could see that, even though he was looking away off to the side now, ponder-
ing, he wasn't thinking about what she has said at all. Hewas maybe thinking of how
best to phrase his next statement, to make it sound like he knew what he was talking
about. Thiswas the one image that she had been able to obtain of his father; of all the
things that Mrs Pilastro used to tell her, she always came back to how he used to
think hard aboutwhat he was going to say before he would say it; and that idea of the
man Sarah had never met fit so well with his pose in the single photo they owned: his
hand on his chin, gazing at something far off in the trees ofthe park. They had the
same eyes, Sarah thought, and Adam justtried so hard to live up to him, didn't he?
And that was fine, but she would be damned if she was going to let him act towards
her the way he did with his mother; always throwing tantrums, the big professor.

She sat there watching him yell at Mrs Pilastro ten years ago (was it ten? yes; it was
two before the lung cancer), recalling how later in the car he kept complaining even
though she could see that he didn't even believe what he was saying (how could he?
she remembered asking herself). He had accused her of being self-centered; his
mother could have easily helped them with the rent that month; and what the hell did
she still need that big house for if she was living alone anyway? What he had said
was really all a blur to her; however, she remembered with a sublime clarity Mrs
Pilastro's weary mannerisms as she gathered in a breath and Sarah, watching him at
the diningroom table now, compulsively sighed it out along with his mother.

(Atonce she saw herself captured as if on afilm cell snugly fitted over and super-
imposed upon the place where his mother stood being shouted at; they both occu-
pied the same space, coalesced, mingled in front of his anger and frustration togeth-
er, deflecting it; then it was just her alone, blinking mutely, unimpressed; and her
husband's expression did not change.)

She stopped, though she hadn't moved; she nodded. Just like his beautiful mother.
She smiled to herself and at her secret.

And what was she smiling at? he was tempted to ask; but he wanted to maintain
the quiet for a little longer; he knew that he wanted to brood, and he saw no fault in it.
There really was no reason for her notto go and she knew it. She just wanted to have
her way; she couldn't let it continue how it was; they had such a nice structure to their
lives, he couldn't conceive of a better situation, what with his research and class
schedule and her taking care of everything around the house. Whatwas sowrong
with tradition, anyway? A job was one thing, he was on the verge of saying aloud,
but schooling takes time and his wife didn't even know what she would do with
another degree. Butdamn it, he swore in his mind, as his daughter trotted down the
stairs behind him: he really didn't have any reason to say no, did he? Sarah leaned
closer to him and smiled some more; no, you don't, she whispered.

"Can we watch a movie instead. Daddy?"

He turned towards Deborah with awry look. She knew that it was too late to start
a movie now, and was she still wearing those puppet-things on her fingers? He
asked her to take them off and put them away, please. Sarah saw that he was some-
how more relaxed, lighter almost, with a subtle ashamed grin hovering just under
the surface of his lips; and, as Deborah was walking through the livingroom to the
den, her husband looked at her again and shrugged. You know, ifyou smile any big-
geryourjaw is going to break, he told her, but he was already starting to join her.

He raised his eyebrows, just a little embarrassed with the whole argument, and he
reflected on how he loved to look at her (she was his wife); | guess you want me to
apologize, he asked: they were both smirking. And she said, sure, why not? but, she
thought, notto me. Notto me.
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T h e P oet

By Victoria V. GuelU
his pen leaves blossoms in it's wake,
the cap pops off as thick leaves
burst through it's top and
golden nectar leaks from the tip
as ink.
he opens his mouth to speak, and honey
trickles over his lip
he meditates on meters, measures,
a bottle of wine at his side.
beneath his hands, white paper grains twist and darken
a garden on his desk!
poppies, heavy and glowing
rest across the keyboard
lilac drooping from the corners, as
lilies of the valley sing from in between messy stacks
of books.
hibiscus crawl along the wall, entwining themselves
in his chair legs
grasses spring up stealthily, like
silent cats in the carpet, while
morning glories weave their chain
up the door frame
glistening petals fly slowly by like
drunken pixies; and in the middle of it all, sits he—
like a great, black-edged rose.
like the virgin white moonflower
like the scarlet-woman jasmine
like the shy blue gardenia
like the warpaint-orange tiger lilies
they creep up to ground when their master calls—
when called by the green thumb
ofthe poet's hand.

NEXT SEAT Oyer
(THE THINGS | CANNOT SAY)

By Richard Fedey

I'm terrified you know
each time | seeyour face
because | ... te quiero.
But | can't say so,
so | use Spanish in its place
and I'm terrified you know
of all the things that show
through my stoic carapace
because | ... te quiero.
I'm not just after a blow,
ifthat were the case Iwouldn't be terrified, you know?
Ifonlylcould go
to another time and place
I could say "te quiero",
in English though.

But until I find that space
I'll stay terrified, you know,
and stick with "te quiero."



Comparisons STORY BY Kristen Gugliara

I decided to take awalk. Awalk would probably nottake my head off of all the shit
going on in my life right now, but maybe itwould make me realize the good.

As | strolled down the block, 1kicked a rock. Though Iwould usually ignore my con-
tact with this piece of earth, | picked the pebble up and continued walking.

"This rock is like all the people that | have kicked around in my life, or better yet, this
freaking rock is me". The only difference is that this rock I had just kicked was picked
up and sort of caressed by my fingertips. | placed the rock down gently and continued
on my pointless journey to nowhere.

Ithought I'd go sit by the water. | brought the lighter to the stogie and took a long pull.
Hmm, this cigarette is sort of comparable to my life- just like the damn rock. When
that flame burns the tobacco, it sets it off. It burns it to the filter. When | am with that
person, they make me hot. Yeah, they burn me right down to the last minute. My
heart lights up, my face lights up, I light up around this person.

Ithought Iwould sit my ass down on a rock and watch the water. The water is com-
parable to everything- in general in my life. Waves, they can be light, they can be
strong...what the hell am Italking about? A fuckin' menstrual cycle?

Now a bird, a bird is a lot like me. Itdoesn't know where it's going. It probably knows
where it wants to go, but it's not sure where itwill end up. Look at It, just perched on
the branch looking around. Iwonder if it's looking at me, wondering and saying the
same thing. I guessed I'd head back home now.

For some reason, |felt better. I realized Iwas not alone, getting my mind off of things.

Hostage of This Nameless Feeling

eChrlstiiie M acleer »

As offspring, we are raised to survive amongst the living.

While parents exist to protect their pupil as they flourish before them.
Why must we need these knights of shining armor?

Only to be forced in believing evil will ricochet off our cultural shields

It's until the green age of mankind,

where internal desires erupt to the surface of existence.

Ironically, it takes the knife of self-indulgence,

to slice between our designed ambition of dreams.

Left finding ourselves praying to emerge into our once adolescent fantasy.

| prefer to slip into a coma by the juices of a poisoned fruit.

And through camaraderie, be able to awaken by a kiss from true love,

rather than to acknowledge any mortal betrayal.

Even the life of an over worked step daughter seems pleasing.

Favoring a metamorphosis at the stroke of midnight,

Ending with an eternity of happiness and having only lost a single glass slipper.

Ergo, almighty hook, graciously claw out my eyes that saw mortal reality.

For Idon't want to perceive this anymore; and here yearning to fly to never never
land where lwill hide no longer from the confusion of this war. And that prevents
me living with the sickness of the universe.
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a GAm te™ mMVILX

ByJlJessa Shoutbaby

can see itsometimes

see what, exactly? you might asl<
weeeeeell, since you asked so nicely...
i can see this tension

between us

this very tangible tension

shimmering crystal

like iridescent rock candy

on my tongue—

wanna taste?

oh, that i should be so bold

instead, we simply hug

like platonic-but-not-quite-strictly-platonic
friends

on a crappy WB drama

you know what i mean

that hug that

lingers a few seconds too long

that warm, solid hug

where my fingers

gently brush your shirtsleeves

or, ifit'sa warm night,

your bare arms pale,

with downy fluff

that tickles the pads of my fingers

that hug

where your hands brush bare back-
i'm not wearing halters for my health, fool-
and my lips

are approximately 2 centimeters from your cheek
but just as iget the nerve

to attempt such a friendly-but-a-little-moreso
gesture,

the hug seems to just sort of...

end.

and isilently curse myself

as iwalk away

swinging my hips

ever-so...

ever-so... subtly in an obvious sort of way,
hoping you can't see me mouthing
chickenshit

to myself

as my hips swish

like a cobra’s head

tosome imaginary soundtrack

—okay, usually Kylie Minogue—

so, do you actually watch me walk away
anyway?

because if not i'm strutting like a fool
for at least a block

for no reason

—hell, ieven strut

to my door

in my hallway like Gisele,

all leggy stomps

just in case you stick around

until i get inside my apartment

when you walk me home

and no, Ican't look back

and check!

that would ruin the illusion,

and besides,

i might trip.

and sometimes.



when i put that extra flower in my hair
or wear my handcuffearrings,
iwonder ifyou’ll notice

and sometimes,

in the midst of your praise of my poetry,
iwonder ifyou're praising me

to get into my pants

and isitincredibly wrong

that some slinky, sneaky, seductive
part of me

is sort of hoping

thatyou're heaping such lavish praise,
in part,

to get into my pants?

is itcrazy

that the merest hint

of a double entendre

makes me blush,

and that maybe,

just maybe,

iwant to corruptyou a little-

or a lot?

and there have been a million
opportunities,

all so cutesy

they could have been scripted

by Kevin Williamson

or lifted

straight out of a

Sweet Valley High

"novel”

snowball fights

and

walks in the rain

and

breezy nights contemplating poetry
and

private poetry readings in diner booths
when ithought it might happen
("it" being a kiss, silly)

but itnever does

i think we both caught the dreaded
shyness

virus

this omnipresent flu

symptoms include:

feverish flushes

heart-racing,

blood rushes,

an invasion of neon butterflies in the stomach
and, of course,

an army of microscopic kittens
batting at said butterflies

but tying up our tongues.

The light is dying
over empty streets

Through silent canyons
of stone, steel, and glass
a child wanders, lost

Above the labyrinth
looms the black moon

The child stares up,
eclipsed by street lamps,
wishing he could fly

The moon observes
on its nightly course

The child's tear tracked face
follows the moon
his personal divinity

The moon drifts away
beyond the child's sight

The mob swarms over the child,
people push and shove,
kick, scream, and fight

Gliding back into view
the moon observes the riot

confe ssion is the only cure

a potent miracle drug, indeed,

but side effects include

heart palpitations,

nausea,

and sudden death by mortification
upon rejection ofsaid confession
iwant a new drug!

one that won't make me sick

oh, huey lewis, your brilliance astounds.
butanyway,

i'm chewing

this ja gged little pill

letting the sweetartness linger
like a flinstones chewable vitamin
—mmmm, cherry bam bam—
anyway, here goes,

SO pay attention

imay never be able

to do this again.

is itokay ifisay

thatireally like

when our elbows brush

and is itjust me, or do we
laugh just a little too loud?
stand just a little too close?
we stare just a little too long—
oh, shit,

i'm quoting bonnie raitt-

well anyway,

the point is,

i like you fool!

so am icrazy

for seeing this

iridescent rock candy
melting on my tongue
and coating your lips?
orisitreally there?

i might be tempted

to leave a trail

of sticky slick-y sugar
onyour cheek,

your jawline,

and,

ifiever grow some nerve,
your lips.

and maybe

i'llwalk away,

hips still swaying,

or maybe, just maybe,
cobra hips swinging and all,
i'll take your hand

and charm you into following.

This sea of humanity
parts to more whistles
and the child doesn't move

A million whistles sound
the child turns, afraid
and finds a rampaging horde

And no one sees him
except for the black moon

ruc Black

Ttoon

Richard Fedey

The moon still floats along
unseen, unknown by all
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Tlic Votcc, t must meet

Avoice echoed and bounced
around in my head,

like a blue ball, being smacl<ed aganist a wall

The words he spoke were as destructive
as a tidal wave hitting a weak pier.

His tone was deeper than the well
Ithrew my wish down.

Whenever I thought | might see him,

I grabbed a microscope,

to examine every inch of his face.

But he would hide behind a mask

he stole from a masqurerade ball,
where he knew no one, who attended.

Tired of this charade, | asked that we meet.
Face to Face,

for the First time.

He told me.

Firstyou must climb the lifeless steps
ofthe abandoned home

I have shown you inyour dreams.

He said he would be waiting,

but I knew he was not there.

As I crept atop the steps into the back room,
peaking into dark corners

Ifound a a worn piece of paper

with a pistol by it's side.

The note neatly written

"We shall meet, Ishall not hide"

Assuming his intent,

| picked up the pistol.
Anxious to meet him.

| acted out his wishes,

as the pistol left my hand.

Untitled

lwrite for the sake of writing

I think for the sake of thinking
Butwhat profit have | from life?

Itis not I, nor my work that matters.
But how complexity is understood.

P oem s By:

CHRISTIAN TUBITO

For a short
second in time

For one minor minute,

for a short second in time,

I think of my worst critic
Deep in the depth of my mind.

For this one second in time,
| feared only the worst.
Deep inside my mind.

This fear my only curse.

This fear | fear the worst.

And the truth i keep witheld.

My unconscious and conscience coherence
With all thoughts now seeming to weld.

I question, what i keep witheld,
this critic in my mind?

Itseems as if my brain may melt
for this short second in time.

E dw in D iaz

Yet, this might not happen here with the simple lines Iwrite

Although I do believe in something and
itis to the highest good...

Sentim Gnts of a

Dreamer

Although not popular, I have known a few people in my life.

Do you remember Dagoberto in '92? itwas on the roof of 145 West

that we met. Oh, he was with Kiko Garcia that day on 162nd. Street

playing football with Anthony Baez. Times were great back then,

playing dominoes in the corner and the effect was on the same.

Iremember going to Queens to eat at lose Antonio's, the cook

from the Sanchez family who always looked out for everyone.

You know itwould be great if popularity was theirs also. How forgotten

time has made us, Even El Hajj's voice is dim to drums now, and the cry for change
has but died. The cry that Marcus had, Che, Simon and Duarte also. How forgotten
time has made us. Times are definitely getting better, they gave us a 41 gun salute

in the Bronx, and that is what matters...
Of Love

Untitled

Far between two lands I'll travel,

and itis known I'll certainly get there.

My worries are not the action, but which
land must my feet touch first.

How young my memories tell me

and how time has worked so hard

and as counsel they have not helped me...
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Untitled

They

I've been exposed to valor once
valiant men were more than |,
Why,

Why must we think of ourselves so
when freedom was theirs,

and they let us have it

their labor iswonderous

but they cease to exist in our minds
and yet they still are strong



Skslep*s GapdeR

Laura Ann Psom as

Septamlfttt 13,2004 (Pteient)

"Tkou”k tke toom urai not at atl Irl*, tka amptlnaSi It keld maiJia It look tramendoui. SJti Inown
Ifenckai urere like ot/edlent cklldten itandIn” (fiUlatltj at attention (remote tkelt ~atkex, making iute not
to move. ~Tke walli wete apeculiar “teen and tke celling wai Jo kl"k tkat It ieemed almoit ImpoalUa
to Mx tkat one Irulif, In tke uppet le*t coxnex, urkick kad (teen MlckexIn™ "ot ovex two montki. 'Tke
u/klte kalxed man, dxeaed In all tjlack, u/ai ilttin<® on kli tkxone expteiilonleis, urklle tke otkexi
patlentltj Ilitened to tke ijoun™ ~1xlspeaking, ‘tke man ilttIn® In tke lej*t deik urai itaxIn® at tke *1x|
wklle dxopi o” iweat eicaped”xom kli "oxekaad "Tke alx wai "ettIn” tkinnex and coldex, iendIn” a
iklirex tkxou”k anyone urko kappened to walkpait tke el*kt oot tall open doox. It wain t tke
cold™IlIn(® tke alx. It wai tke imell o® a lo” calfln In tke middle o” tke “oxeit. UvextjtkIn® wai made

out o wood, *xom tke *looxi to tke imall wooden piece tkat would®oxevex ckante llvei; tke i"ai/eL

’S) am not a cxImlnal U wexe a cxImlnal, tken wkat would tkat kave made kim? ije didn’t love
eltkex one o” ui; ke didn’t caxe I® we wexe dead ox alive! Jladlei and <”entlemen aiiuze i"ou tkat
~kaxlei Ke<lex wai no ialnt. ”

afilllion £lden wai calm and iuxe o” kex iel” ai ike ipoke. -l-lex lon® daxk kalx wai (rxuiked (rack Into a
(run keld two ijellow ckop itlcki, wkick matckedpex”ectlij witk kex outfit. ilex dxea wai a tad too
ikoxt ~ox kex lon” tkin leini, “oxcInt® kex to tu(® It down evex” once In awklle. 7xom “ax awaij ike
looked like a twelve theax old *IxI (tut kex e<jei <"ave kex a”e and kex Innocence awa<j. -(Million wai
twentij tkxee and I* arnj *lven itxan”ex wai to look Into kex Irxown, (/elea”uexed e”ei tketj wouldiee
tke 1l"e 0" an old woman.

m a “ood woman. |7 do believe In (Jod andD do believe Injuitlce. U believe tkat (“od bellevei In
juitlce. D believe tkat mij dau("ktex bellevei Injuitlce. -find,  believe “ou all believe Injuitlce. "
m(Million wai *nlikin<” up kex pleadin<” to tke twelve caxd dealexi (wkatike and kex lawijex liked to call
tkemj and tken iat down. 4lex lawtjex, Ailke, keld kex kand ai tke caxd dealexi i*ot up one b(j one and
entexed a iepaxate xoom, cloiln” tke dooxi beklnd tkem. U/ken tkeij came out, -filllion knew tkat tkli
wai tholn<® to be It. -f)i ike keldMike’i kand and keaxd tke woxd "(“ullttj ! kex mind bet"an to wandex

and ike wai ilnkIn® deepex and deepex Into a ll*e tkat wai “oxevex ("ON€..uuu

Septembct24, ! 996

love ijou, lint tkat all tkat mattexi?" (?kaxlle Keflex wai li*In® on kli beit*xlencCi bed In kli imI-
leij “ace boxex ikoxti, koldlrn® kli <”*IxI"xlendti kand "ljou can’t keep i%ttin< me woxked up like tkli
and tkenjuit leave me kan<tin<t " (?kaxlle wai ipeakin”® wltk kli etjei cloied wklle kal® imllIin”.  HIi
blonde, iplk<j kalx kad not moved a centlmetex tkanki to /looki (“eland”lve minutei o” kalx ipxaij-
I, ije MMuxed tkat tkli nl<*kt would be tke nl<*kt tkat kli <”IxI*xlend o* two montki and ke would
kave iex. "-ilow o*ten do we <‘etaplace to men axound In?" -fie openedkli ei®ei. -fllllion itood up
Axom tke bed, itaxIn® down at kim and itaxted to bite kex lip. “ke wai onltf weaxIn” kex pink bikini
undexweax andpxetended to iklvex, tkli waij ike could covex up kex imall bxeaiti bij wxappIn” kex
axmi axound tkem. “ke alwaiji “elt iel* coniclenca about kex bodij, no mattex kow muck ike txled not
to ikow It In*xont o™ klm; ike wanted kim to tkink o” kex ai a confident woman, “kaxlle alwaiji told
kex tkat ike wai beautifuland ike txled to tkink o” tkat. ~Tken ike tkoui“kt o" kex “xlendi wko
alxeadtj kad iex and kow tkli could be tke pex®ect time “ox kex to loie kex vixi*Inltij.

"mf)llle, tfou don’t kave to. It’i juit tkat (jou look io kot xI*kt now. ™
wfilllion imlled, tx(jIn” to klde kex nexvouineii. “ke looked axound tke bare xoom. It wai dIxtij and all
It kad wai a bed and a mountain o” clotkei In“xont o” tke doox-leii cloiet. ~Tke wkolei In tke wall
made kex uncom”oxtable, ike “eaxed a xoack matj come out and xeit Iti little le”i on kex kead ~tke
atex tkou”kt made kex laut*k and tken ike “elt xelleved tkat ike coulditlll lau*k In a iltuatlon like
tkli. -firtex all tketj kad been “oolln® axoundilnce tke vextj“Ixit daij tketj met but ke kad nevex txled to
kave iex wltk kex. “ke ikould kave known ilnce tke moment ike "ot o tke pkone wltk kim wken ke
called eaxllex; ke told kex tkat ke kad aplace “ox tonl*kt andplanned a romantic eveningjudt j*ox

kex. "ke remembered beln” excited to ipend tke wkole nl<"kt witk kim; all ike would kave to do wai
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tall hex patanti tkat ike urai ileepIn® at \/ati kouia. S'ex ufni tke tkin<” tkat ctoiied ket mind, it
urai ol/ifloui to ket, O urk” elie wouldike kaie skak/ed Inplacei ike kad ne\*et ikai*ed berote? Matjbe
it wai time, (“kazlle urai ilx tjeau oldat tkan ket and ike didn't want kim to tkinl ike urai a little kid
"Tka teaion ke liked ket amfwa” wai bacauia ike wai mature ~ot ket a”e. -Ond wltk all tkoie tkou”kti
attacking kat like a lamb In tke wild, -(Million keld ket kead down and ctawled In tke bed

|7 1oire ijou” (2katlle iald titrkt before ke itattedkliiln® ket. September 2.4 would be a ni<’kt to

temembet, tke M tit time ike eiret kad iex and tke nl*kt ike <‘otptat“nant.

guna 12, 1999

20 72 Mait 909tk itteet. Mew Ifotk (2ltij. "tkli li tke addten o” tke -ljattlet iCin ikaltet ot teen
motketi and alio tke addteii o” tke kl"k ickool dtop out, -filllion £lden. ~fke ikeltet wai In a imall
“teen building witk two “looti. tke itlck on *lootIn”® tktou”k out ike building wai peellnt® back,
cauied bi* tke dampneii o tke tain “tom tke lait”“ew ijeati, and tke imell  dlttij dlapeti andfor-
mula filled tke noittlli o*paiietb”'i outilde. A/o one ei/et botketed to ~Ix anijtkin(* ot decotate. ")t
wai a building wltk no kopei and no dteami. pillion kad been Ili/In® In tke kin kome ilnce ike wai ilx
montki pte<”nant wltk *k(jlet, ket now two ijeat old dau("ktet. 'Tkete wete twelve *Itli and twelve
cklldten ikatlrn® one batktoom and two bedtoomi. -fllllion kated evet” iecond ike kad to ipend In tke
btoken down kome but ttled ai katd ai ike could to itatj “ocuied onptovldIn® a bettet ll"e “ot ket
dau”ktet. *ke would be (“ettint* ket (JSI'P In a “ew montki and tken maijbe even colle<®e. £lveti® time
ike looked toward tke window ike would*"oliome kope. ~Tke windowi wete io "lItkij tkat no one
could look In ot out, but tkat didn’t itop -fthion “tom “ayn”; ike would take “ktjlet and tell ket all tke
beautiful tkin<ni tkat wete on tke otkat ilde o” tke m”*itetloui windowi. 'Tke itteeti wete made o
~old, Moweti “tew “tom tke ikij, and evetijtkln® elie wai a talnbow colot “tom tke itati to tke peo-
ple. ‘tke” called It k(jleti atdan.
"(?an ijou iae tke talnbow cotton candij“k(jlet?” -fllllion keld up kat dau”ktat ai tkaij botk itatad
deep Into tke “tIme tkat overtook tka onl<j window In tka badtoom. “(Fan (jou taita It? 'Tomorrow "ot
ijout blttkda(”, Jlam roin~ to ineak Into (jout garden and btIn” tjou iome o” tkat talnbow cotton candtj
and tjou ate "oIn<” to love It! ! ~kijlet clapped kat kandi and <Mt't"led witk axcltamant. ~Tomottow
wai “ktjlar i blrtkdatj and-fllllion wai ~oln” to trtj to maka It ai ipaclal ai ike could 'tke kead motk-
er In tke ikeltet alwat"i ~ave $20.00 "ot a cklld on tkelr blrtkda(j and-fllllion wai “oln<” to butj tke
talnbow cotton candij ike iaw at tke “"top Chne. WItk tke le”t over moneij ike would taka .Skijlar on
tka train and tkan tke “ettij. Dt would be tkalr daij and no ona could ruin It. “ka would trij to maka
Itio It wouldin’t be like .Aktjlet i ~Int blrtkdaij. Q.une 13,1 998 wai ona o” tka kardait datji o”" kat
[|nne iuppoied to be a datj o* calabratlon, but kow could ika calabrata knowing wkat ika knaw?
Ska wantad to ba itron<”“or kat dau”ktar, but It wai too ioon. It kad onhj baan a da(j tkat ike “ound
out. -findike wai alone, -l-letparenti wara “ona In anotkar itata wltk no word, and (?katlle wai living
wltk iome ~ltl and ket parenti. A/o one cared tkat It wai ket bab(j’i blttkda<j, not an(j one but ketiel”
and ika wai <"oln” to trtj kat kardait to “or*at wkat ika knaw and to maka tkat daij ipaclal.
‘tka otkat M1tli mada It katd”ot -fllllion ~tom tke moment ike itepped In tka koma. Ska kad mada
tka mlitaka antarin” tka door wltk pollikad nalli and manlcurad toai. Mo ona talkad to kat and
wkan tkatj did, ika wlikad tketj kadn t. ?”aclaliluti like "Spoiled wkita bltck " iaamad to ba tka onhj
wotdi tkatj knaw “ot ket. Ske wain t a *l*kter, io allika could do wai I"nora tkam. Ska wai i*lad to
baprai®nant tken because ike knew tkat kat unborn babj kad iavad ket “tom ~l*ktIn® ket MItit M kt.
12ut, a*ter Skijlet wai born, itran”tk kad rlian “tom daap wltkin ket and ike itood up ~ot ketiel”.
-fllllion would never "or”at tka datj ika punckad tka tou”kait ~1tl at tka koma rl~kt In tka atja.
-fllllion kad onltj baen koma ~tom tke koipltal, witk ket new babtj, ot two waaki wkan tka "Itli itartad
picking on kat a(jaln. StandtjJacobi, wkom tkaij callad "Srat", wai alwa(ji tka laadar o” tka bunck.
-fUtkou”k tketj nevat pktjilcalltj kart ket, Hrat made iute tkat ike and tke reit o* tke *Irli tormented
ket witk Iniulti. -fllllion wai Itjin® In kat bad wlitk Skjlar naxt to kat wkan Qrat came towards ket.
"Ske’i cute, kope ike doeint become a wkora like ket motker i Qratiald wklla ika wai itrokln<?
Sktjlet i kalr. ~uit tke tkoui*kt o Srat touckln® ket dau~kter mada -fllllion ilck. Ska kad actualhj
kopad tkat Srat wouldiatj iomatklm” to kat, antjtkin® at all, bacauia ika kad built anout*k an”at at tka
wotld to ~Inalltj lat looia, and I* It wai Qrattoput ket on tkat ad*a tkan no ona would aik t*uaitloni.
mfllllion imackadSrat’i kand o™ kat babtj and wltk a tI*kt*lit and no wotdi, punckadSrat In kat

ri~kt atja.

ATE - TEEN



rometkIn® kad inapped In -fllilion that dat?®, iometklrK" tkat l/tou<~kt ket to xealltij and itole anij inno-
cence tkat ike kad lert. "ke learned kow tke [*roxldurotled million kadpunckedGrat In tke etje
wklle tke otkex (“hli did notkIn”™ Ihut Lau”k; ika wai now tkelx ~tlend "£!t'i about time ~Irl", ivai
urkat came out o” Stat'i moutk a*ter tke Incident, "-fill (jou kad to do urai itand up “ot (joutiel®, and
don't urottij about tke a(je, ~out punck couldn’t kutt a wounded”I(j. ! -fllllion wa5 con?uied at™hit
but tken It all came to kex. Sli/etijtkin(* ike tkou”kt ike wai about, evextj dteam ike kad, and all tke
truit ike kad Inpeople kad been etaied”tom ket mind like ckalk In tke zaln. “katlle wai i“one alon®

wltk kez patenti and”tlendi and no one wai coming ia</e ket.

Alo>"(ret30, 1996

afllllion £lden wai not a teiponilble *Itl; ike wain t one o” tkoie ijoun<” teenage <Mrli wko "kad a “ood
kead on ket ikouldezi ke bellei/edjuit about evezijtkIn(® ani®one told ket and ike alio bellexAed tkat
tke people ike ckoie to kan® around wltk, Includin<® (“katlle, were ker true *rlendi.

~Tke daij wai brl(*kt and tke iun wai iklnln<" tkrou”k tke <aii doon In tke (“ananeij Mi<k”ckool
cafeteria ri*kt In i etjei. ~tke imell o "tled ckicken and (garlic maik potatoei filled tke room
and -fllllion wai "eelln” ilck.

tPid tjou <et It \/al?" -fllllion aiked ai ike put ker Matk text book up to block tke iun "rom ker et"ei.
"Ifeak D "ot tke teit In mij ba®. Jlet’i <oto tke batkroom. " I/aliald ai ike clutcked a box In ker
book ba”.

"£lam io nervoui. J?neifer keep track o™ mijperiod; \]7<"ueii D ne\ter kad to. "

"Wken wai tke lait time ijou ot It?"

"mOkai/e no idea;  juit know It'i been a wklle. ljou tklnkj/ZW pre<”nant?"

"SJdoubt It -fillle. U kad iex a tkouiand timei and JI'\Vie neVer been pregnant, thou onhj kad iex once. "
‘Tke two i*Irli looked at eack otker ai -fllllion entered tke itall In tke ~Irti batkroom to take tke teit:
one line “or no and two llnei ~ot tjei. -fllllion kad never been io nervoui before, “"ke wai worried
wkat ker parenti would iaij and wont ijet, wkat tkeij would do. “ke tkou”kt at leait ike kad &karlle;
ke would take care o” tkem.

Wkat doei Itiaij?" i/al wai anxloui. -fllllion came out o” tke itall witk tean ~allin® "rom ker etjei.
“ke wain't et/en tkinkIn® o” tke babtj, Initead ike wai tkinkIn® o™ ket parenti. Hiferi*tkin<® wai dark
to ker and ike didn't know wkat to iatj.

"Qk mtj (Jod! you'repregnant! " \/aliald before dropping kerjaw. "TPon't worrij iweetle, U kaile
Arlendi wko kave bablei and tkeij're “lne. Wkij are tjou crtjin*?"

"ljou know kow mijparenti are,"m dead ! -fllllion wiped ker ~ace wltk ker red, flannel ileei/e and
tken ker tean itopped

"-flllle, 1" ijou don't want tke babijjuit kave an abortion. "

"Mo watj! (2karlle would kill me. -le alwaiji told me ke wanted me to kai/e kli bab(j io ke could be a
Matker to kli kldi. -ije never kad a “atker. "
"mfliri*kt kon. (2all (?katlle ...and be kappij! "

afllllion be”*ad \/al not to tell anijone about ker pre”nanoj and cut tke reit ket claaei to <viee

(?karile. kad to be one o” tke "tit ike told.
(Fkatlle wai itaijin® at kli -flunt'i kouie a”ew blocki “rom -fllllion i kl*k ickool. e uiualltj never
itatjed kome, but -fllllion koped to ~Ind kim tkere. walked io *ait tkat ker le<ti were be”InnIn” to

cramp. S)t wain't a lon” dlitance b(j cat or bui but tke walk would take at leait twentij minueti. -1-let
lon<® le”i were “eelln<” weak and dropleti o” iweat itarted to emerge “rom ket “ace. .Ske wai tkank-
~ulike wore a tank top undet ker flannel. wrapped tke flannel around ker walit and looked
down at ker itomack. "Qabtj, ijou are making tke end o® A/ovembet “eel like tke be*InnIn® o”

ike iald ai ika tubbed ket tumm<j. .Ske continued walkim” gaiter until ike teacked Gkatlle'i -flunt'i
kouie.

~Tke kouie wai imallandiuttounded bij dead <”raii and empttj Hudwleier bottlei. £!t reminded
afllllion o™ a bungalow ike kad ieen In Maine wltk ket patenti one iummet. JJtitood alone on one o"
tke roadii and ike tkou”kt tkat It wai unfair ~or iuck an u”lij kouie to kave a wkole road o Iti own.
.Ske looked at tke kome wkere “karlle wai itaijlni® and itared at tke tuitij i*ellow color and tke one
ikutter remaining “or all tke windowi. fllllion wai netvoui. Ske onl(j met (2katlle'i -flunt JPota once

and even tken acted vertj ikij; ike kad onl(j iald kello and <”oodbije. I1Vkat wai ike “olni” to ia(j to ker

9TEEH



ihe aniu/eted the daox Imtaad(2katlle? -Olllion 5toodoutside contemplating ~ot almost ten min-

uets when “katlle walked out the ~"tont doot.

"mMllie, vrhat ate “ou doin”® keze?” (2hatlle said as he lit the t?utck he So cate*ull(j filled with mari-
juana. "Shouldn’t ijou Yain school?”

”(?hatlie, j7 have to talk to “ou. ”

“What is it-91?"

”(2hatlie, S]'m pregnant. ! Allison said with a smile "tom eat to eat.

"hatlie took anothet hit o his I/lunt and temained <‘uiet. "Well, what do t*ou think? SJ'mpte”nant.
We ate “oin” to hat"e a (falfij.

’V’) (ralf*. ~hhhh. TPota'S asleep; J7don’t want het to heat. 'That’s threat”I, a little (talrij. ~hatles
i?7*-"

mOllison let out a deep Ineath, she thoui*ht “hatlie would I/e happij (rut that didn't take het netvousness
awa(j. (2hatlie then scooped up -OUison into his le*t atm while smokin<® with his ti*ht hand

mflllison was the happiest she had evat (teen. 'The li*a o” love and a “amihj was coming. didn’t
cate that she was a ~teshman in hi*h school, "he was whete she wantedto lle. ~he didn’t cate what
hetpatents said Knowing them, the(j wouldptoltaltltj kick het out o” the house, ltutit didn’t mattet.

“he was with (2hatlie and he loved het. Gut then -flllison’s wotld came to a ctash; (?hatlie changed

AOnch 30, /997

mOllison Slden: the student and aspitin”® teachet was now, -flllison Slden: the six. month pte®nant dtop
out. “he had Iteen Stai®in® at IPota’s house with (2hatlie since she told hetpatents she was pte®nant.
"Things wete dlj*j*etant at tPota’s; -flllison was tteated as an adult and this time -fillison did not like it.
Seint® an adult at L?ota’S house meant cooking and cleaning. (2hatlie hadn’t done an<j o” that”ot his
aunt, (fut the wel*ate checks she was “ettin® ~ot having (?hatlie Sta(j thete was “ood enough "ot het.
afillison wasn’t paijin<® ant'thin<” to tPota, so she couldn’t teject doin” the cleanim”™ and cooking, she
onl(j wished that (roth TPota and (2hatlie had tteated het nicelij.

s -(Allison washed dishes in the kitchen she saw (?hatlie stumltlimj to the ~tont doot thtou”h the win-
dow. “hatlie was dtunk attain and she decided to Staij c’uiet this time, “he couldn’t handle anothet
Nitht Ifetween them. ~Two ni(*hts a”o had Iteen wotse than the othets. (?hatlie accused het o” hiding
his dtu”S because he couldn’t *ind them whete he thought he lastput them. S)t didn’t mattet that
tPota was onlij in the next toom, it didn’t stop him “tom smacking het in the face and thtowin” het on
het stomach.

u(s -flllison continued to wash the dishes, she let evil thou(*hts take ovet het. “he wished het l/alf(j
dead “he wishedthat ~hatlie would hit het so hatd that it would kill het Iralti*. -fill she knew was

that she didn’t want to Ite in the tustif, i"ellow, Itun*alow anijmote. -find then, *hatlie walked in the

house.

honei*. * (?hatlie Said as he walked toward the kitchen. "ljou cookin(® something “ood
tonight?"
")"otk chops and tice. ” -flllison said, makim” sute not to make etje contact.

"yummtj. What’s the mattet, “ou mad at me?JJ’m sott" sweetie. ” “hatlie’s speech was slutting
and-Ollison ttied hatd to i®note him.  -l-lone(j? sottij, U said!” “hatlie’s voice was "towin”
loudet. -flllison didn’t want to talk with him while he was like this (tut against het own jud<”ment, she
opened het mouth.
"J7wont talk to ijou while i*ou te hi*h and dtunk , she Said in a low voice.

"What? 'Tuck tjou, (titch! —iTete\]7am, loving tjou and <ou, fucking whote, call me ajunkie! !
(2hatlie’s etjes wete ted and his tan face was tutnin® a similat shade. Allison te”tetted opening het
mouth and held het Stomach. -ljow could she have wished het (talMj dead? "Teats escaped het eijes
like a mouse escaping a stampede and she hoped IPota would come out this time, (rut she nevet did
“hatlie then opened the ftid”e and (jtalried a (teet. !je opened the Irottle, took a sip, and then thtew
it at Allison.

"hatlie, please! -flllison scteamed while the teats came pouting down het f<ice. "]"lease, &hatlie,
ITm sottij!

"Tuck tjou. ljou don’t love me! ”
aflllison didn’t want this to happen a”ain. Whtf didn’t she teali®e (?harlie wasn’t what he Said he

was? Why did she evet think he loved het ot the balfij? ~Then she thought of what I/al Said to het

2C



M atthew Zapruder

Who gave the reasonable the right to name things?
Justthe other day Iwas walking down the street

and got named. Just like that.
To be fair, itwas unintentional.

She did it out of the corner of her eye,
accidentally. She was exceptionally matronly.
She toted a child whose eye twitched

whenever she looked away.

Powder-blue in polyester, on her way to work like a cloud.
As [said, lwas walking down the street

minding everyone’s business when

"semi-radical Jew with bad posture"

hit me like a brick between the eyes.

lunscrewed my face and tried

to give it back to her, but she said,

"No. Where would | hang it? Besides,
you read that in a book by Witold Gombrowicz.
Come back when you have something

less riveting to say."

M atthew Zapruder

I'm sitting at the same table again, inthe hopes.
This time I'm sitting where you were.

Like a fragrance you had stayed to rise,
having felt just long enough under your hat,
wanting exactly what you want.

Like afragrance you had strayed.

There are masculine and feminine willows
moving about this room.

Just now tiny machines manufacture noises
devoting themselves to the removal

and the placing. Tiny machines
manufacture noises producing

in me a feeling of productivity.

Just now a shadow

approached from the west door spilling

a glance upon me, sorry, |thought

itwas you sitting down in the place

where your hands shook as you poured
evening's sweet wine out in photographs.
Iwatched you grow older in the approach.
Summers are loose and feathery

in consequence as a high school, or atime,
or acamp in which Right Now is atime.
You say you think of it in a good way,

in the long approach, i.e. laughter

and lightness and etcetera time

of staying too long and leaving too soon,
sitting across from you, that absolute
conditional you sitting down in the place
where | had been a glance upon me.

Right Now is a time. A child needs

to be moved less fearfully

than thinking of something else.

What flower do you bring a flower?

I'd curl up in the wrist, butthere's a cat
already named there for luck and howling.
What flower do you bring a trouble?

In the course of a sleeping farther away
dawn grew your hair.

Iwatched you grow younger.

When Ilook up you will be across from me.
This time I'm sitting where you were.



Betfer Than Diamonds »?««*e«" caxqre

Can'tyousee? See?

I'm better than he

He knows how to get you down

Hesslithers around like a rattlesnake,

he sleeps around the town.

He puts his hands around your waist, and there's no letting go
He knows how to whisper, he knows how to hop
aboard your train of thought

He treats you like glass,

butyou're diamonds.

There's no need for you to be bought.

Oh, no
Iwon't hop aboard. your train of thought
because you lure me

into risky games------

Qoilir\r’\ Oh,how .
cl 11l ri~™ youmake melook.foolish and weak

n N in front of a classroom
By Matthew Cassone oftalent----—-

When they look better

than how I seem.

No. lwon't approach your iron nerve
indesignerjeans  You trytoo hard
—"pmake me sink—

when it's clear I'msailing through.
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M A L.

Jhon Singleton

m-
Ode to Marcel Duchamp

Line and color to give me a sense of form and motion.

Mild tricl<ery- no literal motion.

Superficial bitch, you deserve a first huge cock!

Your center filled with cowardice. ™

You create in me a Jekyll & Hyde.

Five times Iwas a gentle *
man and 5 times you piqued my jekyll’s pride.

No longer on the 6thM am at the very bottom zig-zagging decisions.

Descents. | no longer have a distinct boundary between myselfand savagery. :fC
I stare to case my claim. L #

Looking at the right-most portion ofyour yellow- orange figure-flowing ridges.

I can see, from bottom to top, sweeping shins; msfm
an angled line that is your knee.

Butwhich should i keep as trophy, thighs, hips, a torso, breasts,

shoulders or finally, your downward-looking head.

You're nota woman, virgin whore! Throughout your repetitions, you swing your legs
upwardly-concave curved lines creating my

breoth's new rhythms as you run down stairs.

You're not a motion picture nor

still the concept of "layered-time" had not been explored

in this one moment, many views. Only my

one view, many moments.



F ORESHADOWING

Peter R. Marsh

It's the only time T.V. lets us use our imagination
We want to turn away

but we can't, from the foreigners

with the faces made of black cloth

and brown iris, sitting hypnotized

within a pool of insanity.

The newsman tells us about the horrific
screams ofthe hostage,

though an executive decides to spare us the sound S Oon g 9] f a
The blade the executioner holds
is the only thing American about him- F ru s t r a t e d W | t C h

something overly large to serve the purpose
of something half it's size.
A blade that's normally used Victoria V. GueU
to hack down vines,
now decapitates whatever hope
us peaceniks have of dealing
with humans. My men are always with me.
| keep them all on my shelves,
Two days later, the newsman rows of dark wood that hold
tells us the hostage is dead,’
His neck worn down like candle wax

millions and millions of
tiny, winking glass vials.

. . They contain the hearts and soul
In this game of taking heads y i s souls

the hydra on whose side
will grow back faster?

of all the men | have ever beguiled in my life-
all the men who were taken by the step of my pale princess foot,

entranced by the shades of chestnut in my hair,

Dessert waste lands and fossil fuel haunted by the black depths of my eyes.

seem to spawn despots and Martyrlsts Bubbles rise to the top of the vial

by the second, as | lift the cork, no bigger than my thumb.

crawling out from every dark cave Their souls are so small, these men | cast my spell over-
that can be found these men who leave a bitter taste on my lips

. . and a soreness in my chest.
While the chill of a drafl

is felt throughout middle America,
everytime the idea of empty

trailer homes and shortened well fair
lines pass though

our soon to be taken heads.

When | am feeling weak, | drink them off-

as many as is necessary for me to regain my strength,
and | rise up! break through the roof, and fly

over the clouds, powerful and seductive,

ripe to make more mischief

my silvery wings blotting out the moon as | stretch,
stars stuck between my toes

treetops brushing my heels

robes streaming in the cool, rushing wind-

| land atop a roof.

But there's horseshoes over the windows-

the sills are made of rowan,

garlic flowers bloom beneath the panes;

a iron bowl of Four Thieves vinegar rests on the left, and
a conjure bag bumps against the glass from the inside.
My brow furrows, my face darkens-

makeup is already melting from my face.

I fly home, an empty bottle in my fist,

my tricks and patience spent, and map my plan

W-6 for conquest- tomorrow night.



An intricate verse form created and
m astered by the Provencal poets, it is
a thirty nine line poem consisting of
six six-line stanzas and one three lined
envoi.The six end words are repeated
in aprescribed order, as end words in

each ofthe subsequent stanz:as.



wken ika tan Into kat at tke dell, “ka kaJ. told kat tkat ike waint itupld; ike couldiae tke IfXuliai.
'Tkan ike i*aire ket tka name o” a ikeltet wkete ker *xlend went to a "eur ijeaxi a(o. "tke name wai
mflattlet tCin.

~eptemltux 12,2004

pillion andMike urere dlicuiiln® tke ttlal at kli kouie. 47 afiattment wai kuie “or living In

Mankattan. "Tke urlndouri urete wall len”tk and tke celllm”i kad apaintedM utal o™ am”eli on It tkat

reminded -(Million o ~k(jlez. "Tke two kad Irecome i/etij cloie In tke lait ievetal montki. ‘tkeij kad

l/een ipendIn” ileepleii nI*kt’i toi*etket woxkIn”™ on ket caie. Gut tonl”kt, tke nl*kt Ire-"ote tke i/Cf-

dlct, Mike wanted to know wkij ike did It. -i"e knew tke "Macti (fut ke wanted to kear one lait time, kat

itottf.

Mike put kli kand on -fllllion i le®i. '"™tellme aaln, wk(j?"

mOlllion Iflt ket lip and itatted to make a imall (fXald on tke ilde o” ket kaad

"Mike. S)know (fou ate wottled Quttke catd dealeti williee wkij Jldid 1t ~katlle altandoned ui.
lej*t, koplm” ke'd ckan<”e, koplm” ke'd take cate o™ kli dau”ktet and kopIn” tkat ke would teall-"e

kow muck ke loi*ed ui. ije nevet came, Mike. IPont tjou iee? -i"e didn’t deiatve to IWe. “k<jlet li

wottk mote tkan tkat. kadnotkIn<” elie to litre ~ot. M(*"kijlet lin't kete, wkij ikould ke (re?

Antjlfodij wko lokrei tkelt kldi will Ite on mij ilde, Mike. IVe kave notkIn” to wottij alfout. 'Tomottow

J7wi|| be a “tee woman. "

"Qk, iweet -flllle. "

"'Pont call me tkat. \]Yam not -flllle anijmote. ! -{Million tutned ket kead

"m(Million, * m iottij. S)Juit wlik D could tip up tkat dlatij enttij tke catd dealeti katre. Ifou ate a

~ood woman. " Mike wanted to ptotect ket. i*e wanted to kold ket and take ket awa(j "tom all tke

pain and kottot In tke wotld “ke wain tJuit anotket client, “"ke wai -fllllion *lden, and ke lotted

ket. Gut ke knew ke could netret ka\re ket and ke would nevet tell ket. “ke waint an a\reta(je

woman, ike wai Incapable o” loife; ke leatned tkli tktou”k tke lait”ew montki. “ke wai tke walking

dead; emotlonleii. "-fllllion, D willpta(j “ot <jou tonl*kt. ”

guna 13, 1998

1Peat IPlat(j,

~fodaij i J~kijlet i MItit blttkdaij. Dt’i tulned ttled to be kappij dlat(j, U ttled®ot ~“kt*let. 'Todatj
wai tke da(j tkatike wai iuppoied to kaite a b*pattij iuttounded bijpeople tkat love ket. SJnitead,
we ate In tkli toack motel, tke(j call "Kin " and mij daui”ktet li ilck. M(j dau”ktet li /\Nywotld Ske
li all® kave. Mow J7know tkete li no (fod 'Tkete li no iupteme beln(* and tkete li nojuitice. U
don’t believe In Cjod andJJdon’t believe Injuitlce. Mtj dau<”ktet li ilck; mij daui~ktet li dijIni*.
anijtkin® kappeni to ket, J?iweat, tkat D, -fllllion Uden, willkill (?katlei Ke<”let. £! want notkln”
mote tkan “ot kim to pa<j not loving mtj dau(jktex. “ke needi patenti. D iweat U will take tkat
<Mun D “ound. and make klm iuret.  Wktj did mtj “eati come alive? -I-lave S) been io kottlble? JJ
nevet kutt anyone; |7 did allj7 wai iuppoied to. -Ond, tke daij be”ote mij dau”kteti "hit blttkdaij— 0
am told... tkeij tellme ike kai leukemia!

-fllth

20 - WOM
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A Bad D ay

Earl Gatchalian

It's hot. 1 didn't know what bothered me more. The itching skin, or the fact that i
was starting to lose my sense of taste. | hated being sick. Of course the timing was
great, my bed sheet hadn't been washed in months and | have to go to work in about
an hour. | looked outside my bedroom window and realized my carwasn't there. |
think my mother went and took it out again to get some groceries. | hope she'll be
back soon. | feel really tired. Tried to read the book | have to read for class and
nothings sticking. Can't lay down, otherwise I'd fall asleep again. Ilooked around to
see if | had anything to munch on. The stale potato chips lying on my desk were fla-
vorles and merely irritated my palette. That candy bar underneath all of the stuffin
the hidden panel of my desk. 1didn't think it was such a big emergency that | had to
take out the Almond Joy from its hidden chamber. I got up and turned on the T.V. It
was so loud, lalmostfell over in pain. | quickly fumbled for the remote and found
there was no life inside it. The noise of the news hurting my brain, 1 opened the back
ofthe remote, fiddled and spun the batteries then pressed the power button repeat-
edly till the picture was dead. | was right next to the television, and here |was trying
to play with the remote control.

I left my room, tried to scratch the itch on my upper shoulder but my arms just
couldn't reach it. Itried to breathe through my nostrils but apparently they were
clogged as well. Iwent back in my room and grabbed my c.d. player from the bed;
my mp3 player had died a month earlier, and descended down the wooden uncar-
peted stairs. No one else was home, and the shading of my windows prevented me
from getting any of the Vitamin El so required. Ilooked atthe piano in my living
room, and said to myself. "Why do we have this piano? The keys don'twork, the
peddles are stiff, no one in the family knows how to play it, and there are scratch
marks all over the sides." But | guess it was pretty from a certain angle. | walked
around the piano trying to find that angle. 1 got dizzy so | gave up.

Iwalked up the stairs again. Realizing that | had no reason to go back up the
stairs, |went back downstairs. Then going downstairs | realized I really had no rea-
son to go downstairs either, so lwent back upstairs.

When | got to my room again | felt out of breath. Thatwas a lot of stairs. | sat at
my computer chair, this thing with a missing bolt so that whenever I sat itwould
teeter towards the front. | put on my headphones that were connected to the CD
player. The CD player that currently wasn't anywhere. lwent back downstairs.

Going downstairs posed a bit more trouble. With my headphones in my ears |
couldn't hear anything and felt a bit paranoid. Was someone else in this area? |
looked at the piano. The piano still sat there. Were you looking at me, piano? What
did I ever do to you, piano? You were a bother to bring up here, piano. Chris, get out
of my head piano. I looked at the chair. There was my CD player. Itook it and went
back upstairs. | removed the headphones from my ears and plugged them into the
CDplayer. | put on the headphones again. | pushed "Play". | pushed it. | pushed
play. | pushed play again. Why the fuck isn'titworking? | opened the battery case.
They were there. 1 opened the CD slot. There was a CD in there. Sowhy wouldn't my
CD player work? | put it down and removed the earphones. Man, so much trouble
just to listen to music.

Iturned on my computer. The blue welcome screen filled my undusted monitor. |
waited for things to load up. They did. | opened Outlook Express which was used to
check my email. No new mail. Why don't | have mail? 100's of people | know and |
don't have a single letter? I'm on four mailing lists and none ofthem sent me any-
thing? I checked my connection. ltwas fine. | opened up Internet Explorer. It
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worked. I looked inside my mailbox again. Still nothing. Man, what's wrong with this
world? I sighed. It couldn't be that big a deal. | mean, | should have email. Everyone
else has email. Don'tyou hate it when you guys don't have email? Am I disconnected
from all life? | left the room.

Iwent downstairs. lwent inside my kitchen. I'm going to cook myself something.
I opened the fridge and saw there were no eggs. | looked further into my fridge and
saw there was no bread. | looked even further in and saw there was... juice. |
opened up the carton and removed itfrom the fridge. | put it on my table. No wait, no
Ididn't put it on my table. There was no room on my table. There was plenty of
plates, newspapers, mail, and other junk, but there was no room for this carton of
juice from which Iwant to drink. Don't people know to clean up their own mess? |
went to get a glass from the cupboard. | opened it up to see nothing but bowls. It
seemed thatwhile Iwas sleeping, someone rearranged how the kitchen dishes
were to be set in the house. | poured some juice into a bowl. | drank from the bowl.
The juice tasted like shit.

I went upstairs and looked outside the window. My car still wasn't there. | felt
even more dizzy. | looked at the clock, | was five minutes late for work. | decided to
give them a call. Iwentto my cell phone located in my pants pocket. | dug in, through
the keys and there itwas. Iturned it on. There was no reception in my room. went
downstairs. No reception. lwent further downstairs. No reception. | went back
upstairs and walked into each individual room in the house. There was no reception.
Iwent to the charger. There was no phone there. | beeped it. The ringing came from
downstairs. | hit the page button again. The phone was downstairs. | hit the page
button again. The phone was still downstairs. | hit the page button over and over and
over again. The conclusion was the same. The phone was downstairs. | ran down the
stairs. There was no ring. | went up the stairs, pushed the page button, then ran
down again. Itfaded away before | heard the direction of the phone.

Iwentto my room, and went under the covers of my bed. The itching came back
with avengeance. | scratched and scratched my arms, legs and back till it hurt. |
grabbed atowel, left the room, went downstairs and jumped into the shower. |
turned on the shower and a cold burst of water hit my entire naked body. Ifelt even
more sick. Iturned the water to a hotter temperature and soaped the hell out of my
body. I1took the shampoo and put a handful in my hair. Justthen the towel fell into
the tub causing it to lose its properties of being dry and ability to dry me off when the
shower was finished. | started questioning if some higher power was just screwing
with me. Ifinished off my shower, the itching was exchanged with the pain of over
scratched flesh. 1 got out ofthe shower naked and wet, and walked up to my room,
naked and wet. | took out another towel from my closet, and proceeded to dry
myself. Justthen the phone was ringing. Ithrew my towel on top ofthe bed and ran
downstairs.

I looked and looked for the phone, one floor itwasn't there. The other floor it
wasn'tthere. Itwasn't in that room either. lwas in my kitchen naked, and the win-
dows were wide open. | blocked whatever needed to be blocked with my arms and
continued to try to listen for the ring. After awhile it stopped. | heard the answering
machine beep upstairs, so that's where | went. After getting all the way up the stairs |
realized Iwas fired. And | heard a car horn outside. Mine. | looked out the window
and apparently there was a bunch of people outside. There was my car. | coughed
several times and almost lost my balance. lwent into my room. Closed the door.
Finished drying myself, put on some new clothes, then jumped into bed. After
awhile, | started to itch again.

The phone I found out later, was on top of the piano.
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Thursday
N ovem ber 18th
1:30 - 3:30

CFA W estlLounge

Co-spon$ored b”lhe Department of Creative and Performing Arts, the Department of
English, Speech, and World Literature, and Serpentine literary magazine, WORD UP is a
gathering of students and professional musicians and poets intended to explore and cele-
brate the relationship between music and poetry. Poet Matthew Zapruder, who plays in the
band The Figments, will read his work and briefly discuss the relationship between song-
writing and poetry writing. There will follow a performance by the Jazz musician Jimmy
Pravasilis, a guitaristand composerwho plays with Groove Assault. Forthe remainder ofthe
event we will host an open-mike for student poets and musicians. We encourage you to
contribute your creative work to this forum. WORD UP also celebrates the arrival of the
newest issue of CSl's literary magazine. Serpentine.



MATTHHW ZAPRUDER

Matthew was bom in Washington, D.C. In 1967. He
recieved a IJ.A. in Russian Literature from Amherst

1 College, an M.A. in Slavic Languages and Literatures
from the University of California at Berkeley. He has
an M.F.A. in Poetry from the University of
Massachusetts at Amherst. He is the editor of Verse
Press, teaches poetry at the New School, and plays gui-
tar for The Figments. EugenlJebeleanu is his first book
ofpoems.

PETim MM ARSH
Peter has only read hiswork to a large audience once,
at Collective Unconciousness in Manhattan, though he
has attended many open mic sessions. His favorite
place to see poetry read aloud is the Bowery Poetry
CLub. He is currently in a black metal band, for which
he plays the bass and tries to write disturbing lyrics.

M ATraEtV CASSONE
Matthew has written close to 600 poems, most being
campy maxims. He is a sophomore at the College of
Staten Island and plans to teach literature .He has read at
The Muddy Cup on many occasions and atvarious events
in Manhattan. He looks forward to having hiswork pub-
lished.

JHON SBM~OETON

Although Jhon is no stranger to the "crafting” ofpoems
and prose, he is new to the open mic scene. Most of his
open mic experience has been expressed through the
contemporary music denre-specifically pop/r&b
music...at Cafe Wha?, Cafe Muse, and Village Ma.
Jhon has been singing since the age ofsix. He has been
sing”~g professionally since the age o fsixteen. He moved
to the New York area to be closer to the experimental art
scenes ofmusic, visual, and dance. He iscurrentlywork-

I ing on a debut album. Since 95’ to the present,Jhon is a
professional studio background singer has been per-
forming professionally at private engagements in
Atlanta, Long Island, Manhattan, andlJersey City.

VICTORIfV.GUEU
Victoria has performed previously at the Muddy Cup. She
attended acting camp for three years while in her teens.
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The Autumn A fter

By Pia Simone Garber

After the seasons have begun to change

and the air is no longer soft and smooth

to wall< through, mornings become rushed.

Wal<ing up is lile sharp needles of light against cold skin,
dressing hurriedly in the dark

waiting for sunrise and the day to start.

When Iwake up alone I'm already offto a bad start.
I'try to turn things around, but nothing ever changes-
aglance inthe mirror tells me my hair istoo dark,
too long, not as soft and smooth

as the girls in the magazines with their perfect skin,
and my makeup always looks like | rushed

the application. Mornings are always a rush.

The problem isn'tjust a matter of how early | start

to getready- sometimes the icy air on my bare skin

makes me want to crawl back under the covers, or for a change
Iwant my hair to look neat, |lwant my wrinkled pants smooth

or ljustwant to dream a little longer, to see your face in the dark

behind my eyelids. This morning when | woke the sky was so dark
and | knew I should get out of bed so iwouldn't end up rushed,

but my bed was so warm; my pillows were so smooth

and soft, |just couldn't make myself get up and start.

lwas wishing you could be here watching the leaves change
color, warming up the impending winter with your autumn skin.

Iwas remembering how the bed-sheets felt againstyour skin

and the time we were up all nightwhispering in the dark.

Finding someone to dream of doesn't make your priorities change.
A late summer fling can make the equinox seem rushed-

and then it's time for real life to start.

The autumn after leads to winter, the diamond streets smooth

with ice. When life gets too busy to smooth

out the rough times you grow athick skin

to block out any troubles before they start.

It's not just fear of the future, it's that winter blows in so dark
and lonely- without you, mornings rush

by in a blur of nothing ever changing.

Your voice Isthe last echo heard in the dark

before we're dragged apart in the workday rush,
after the seasons have already changed.
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Untitled

By Hend Gouda

There was nothing more serene
Then when Iwalked down the Nile
Lured by its beauty, and fresh air

Iwas taken away from the sounds of the city.

I sat on the boat, with my hands
Dangling in the cool water.

Splashes of water

Touching my serene

face; 1 gently brush itoffwith my hands
And give it back to the Nile

I look up at the ancient city

Inhaling its comforting air

Realizing itis the air

Ofwho lam.The water

Of my lively city

Where Iwas born in the serenity
Ofthe great Nile;

Where I fell in the hands

Itwas in late August

when [ first discovered the scent
of the too early frost.

Itwas delivered with the letter,
gibberish to me

written in the language of a toad.

And he read it, this toad,

being a much more august
creature than I. Woe is me

cried he and Iwas sent

to fetch new materials for a letter
written in the tradition of Frost.

With that frost

that froze the toad

that read the letter

came the end of August.
There was, in the air, a scent
ofwinter closing in on me.

Itdoes surround me
this frost

this scent

that poor old toad

so much more august
than the | in the letter.

Of my nurturer, who held my hands

Up in the air.

Proud that lam a descendent of the Nile.

I grow up drinking the water

From which each sip deepens my serenity
Towards the everlasting city

Isit here in the city

Watching couples hand in hand
Appreciating the serenity

That is flowing in the air.

And the water of the one and only Nile

Iwill come again toyou Nile
In my beloved Cairo

And I remember this letter.
Icarry itwith me.

Iread itevery August

when Ithink I smell the frost
Ithink about the toad

and what started itall; the scent.

Oh, what a scent

came sealed in the letter
with the secrets ofthe toad
still hidden from me.

There should never be frost
at the end of August.

Next time the scent comes to me

Iwill remember the letter and the frost
and the toad that froze in late August.

The Toad

By Meghan Hagerty



Legacy - -

My embarrasment held in the fammiliar color,

unable to hide that | cant write.

My eyes thrown off, sent

in the wrong direction. I've fallen

thanks vertigo. Where do | start

alife'swork thatwon't end? |

Orwith my life time ended,

would my child's face have the same color,

giving him him a mess of papers that started
before he figured out left from right,

that piled high before his first fall

and scraped knee, long before he was sent

to learn the amount of a cent

and how few pennies his father had in the end, v
when his fun was made from imagination and crisp fallen
leaves. The space between his lines colored,

forced to love the written word,

wondering what his daddy started.

AGloriusstart,

Iwish | could say was heaven sent

or in my genetics written

out. Can I make this procrastination end?
Am lallowed to choose the colors

| use, or my character's rise and Fall?

And when my character has fallen,

what train of though did | start?

For when you paint, |choose the colors
ofthe world. My message has been sent,
what other journeys do | end,

all with the power to write.

Cancelling the pages already written
by those who were dedicated, who eventually fell
who were strong, but watched their movements end,
something they didn't envision at the start,
all the Manuscripts they didnt have a chance to send |
all the worlds you could have colored - .

1¥ .
Forthem. You color - We write
We create the images of the fall
and the new start. You choose the



Fate €f Per&amum

By Adrienne Dacayanan

Anatolia, llium, a noble city

Suffers under the weiglit ofwar.

Ruin that comes in burnished bronze
Armor capturing the sun's fire.

The spear that shortened Hector's fatal cry
The field where athousand corpses lie.

Stripped of honor, their bodies lie
Before the Scaean gates, the walled city
Above the ramparts, a mournful cry
Such isthe coinage of senseless war
Civilizations consumed in fire

Men cut down by tempered bronze

These heroic Greeks, horsehair crest and helm of bronze.
Armor robbed where the corpses lie

Achilles' fury, like ceaseless fire

Hector dragged around the city

The prize ofwar,’

King Priam's cry.

Aglalamos, the battle cry

Of soldiers armed in suits of bronze

Men who strive to fight and die. Host of warriors.
llium conquered by thieves and liars

Take the city

Raise it fast with towering fire.

Noble Scamander, opposing stream of frost and fire

The River God's pleading cry

Wrapped himselfaround the ruined city

Choked with those that died, warriors with skin like bronze
River swept from where they lie

Float along a faceless shore, fallen in the din of war.

Troy is sacked, the end ofwar

Pergamum, the citadel, iswreathed in fire
Brought low by an Ithacan liar.

Hugging the burning earth with bitter cries.
Men curse the gods, the ringing bronze
Quieted the dying city.

Cursed to live, the women cry

Dragged to ships fitted with bronze
Shattered lives sold away to foreign cities.
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Tribute to Sylvia Plath & “The Edge”
\”~ctoriaV. Gueli

"Bordering on the bizarre, the U.S. patent described here reflects a concern on the part of
some that persons might be buried prematurely. It was feared that the vital signs of per-
sons in a coma or "suspended animation" would not be detected. As embalming became
more widespread, this concern became a moot point, except, perhaps, to the most
gullible.....

The patent for a life signal, granted to Franz Vester, of Newark, N.J., in 1868, was
designed to function after burial.'= The nature of this invention consists in placing on the
lid of the coffin, and directly over the face of the body laid therein, a square tube which
extends from the coffin up through and over the surface of the grave, said tube containing
aladder and a cord, one end ofthe cord being placed in the hand of the person laid in the
coffin and the other end of said cord being attached to a bell on the top ofthe square tube,
so that, should a person be interred ere life is extinct, he can, on recovery to conscious-
ness, ascend from the grave by the ladder, or if not able to ascend by said ladder, ring the
bell, thereby giving an alarm and thus saving himself."

American Artifacts, issue 45, July 1999
Richard Van Vleck

someone please alert Sylvia—
the poet has been perfected!

lifting a crumbling sliver ofwood to a

softly grayish ear,

her bone-white jaw moves up and down and
the wind in her throat shapes words.

moss-grown toes curl downwards and

her lifelong bleach-blond's brown again;

the trees have finally touched her, and she lays,
wrapped in the arms of their roots while

they whisper lullabyes to make her smile,

the moon no longer taunts her.

I call longingly into the mouthpiece
and twist it's cord in my fingers.

Sylvia, there are things | musttell you-
you must return at once.

lhave made such a major discovery, you've orchestrated it all,
and though | know you sleep in peace, in dirt

asyou never could, in bed,

lwant to sityou up and tell you:

I have stolen the celestial thesaurus,

I have found the order to the words.

We are the poems.

I know it sounds foolish, and New Age, but

I have decided that the letters are notthe art, but
the poet scribbling them is.

The woman, the man, the ithe we,

the ego, the flash of smile, the empty space behind my stomach,
the tired way in which a mother puts out the light, and

the careless way in which sunlight strikes your eyes—

none of it matters on paper.

Itis only those who live it, and sometimes, those who pen it.

I am selfish to want to ring you up, but cannot help it.
Iwantyou to see the pitchers of milk filled again
Iwantto see your sky cast off it's blacks

and, for once, don a summer sundress.
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Last Goodbye

By
Pisot

Under the spring sky and lonely moon
Watched by the stars up above,

The violet wind sang classic tunes

O ffriendship, farewell and love.

They're childhood friends. She's waiting for him. He's waiting for courage. The place
where they first met might be the place where they say their last goodbyes.

[Two people seen sitting on the floor of an old tree house]

Erick: (adjusting his position) Hey!
Sam: Hey.

[pause]

Sam: Sup?
Erick: I'm aight.

[pause]

Erick: How 'hout you? What's up?

Sam: JMmm... Nothing much. _ _
Erick: Is that "nothing much” a good thing or a bad thing?
Sam: Hopefully, it's a good thing.

[pause]

Sam: So, you all packed?
Erick: Yeah.
Sam: (nods)

[pause]

Erick: Hey, um... Do you still remember how we met?
Sam: Um..no..
Erick: No??
Sam: We were four! _ o _
Erick: Okay.l was here, (points down) playing with my airplane, you passed by and
almost hit me with your Batman bike.
Sam: Oh yeah! Hehe... o _
Erick: Yeah. You were wearing your Teenage Mutatnt Ninja Turtle shirt and blue
Yankees cap.
Sam: (ponders) Right. You thought I was a hoy..
Erick: Yeah..hehe.. _
Sam: Hehe..I still remember the look on your face when | took off my cap. It was like,
Eou've seen a ghost and turned into Liza Minelli or something, hehe..

rick: Haha...Yeah hehe...

[pause]
Erick: I really thought you were a hoy.

Sam: You weren't the first one.
Erick: You're the most beautiful boy I've ever seen, though.
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Sam: I'll try to take that as a compliment.

Erick: (smiling) Il miss you. _ _ .

Sary: Of course you will. Where else will you find a pretty girl who borrows your box-
s

ers’
Erick: Oh, Mom bought me new ones. I left the old ones in my closet. You can have

em.

Sam: What! The ones with the smilies on them?!? No, thanks. You should take them
and give them to Saddam Hussein. It might start a very unique, and well, gross rela-
tions |$ between you two.

Erick: Yeah, and so someone will always remind me of you.
Sam: WeII,_?{eah.. o

Erick: (smiling) | was kidding.

[pause]

Erick: Hey, | want to give you something.

Sam: Whgt? : y. !

Erick: | want you to have this...

Sam: What?

Erickzvélo_oks for something in his right pocket) Wait, | can't fmd it.
Sam: Wait, you're not ?lvmg me a condom for remembrance, are you?
Enck:v\Stnes_Ieft_pocke

Sam: What is this?
Erick: An "M",

Sam: | know it's an "M" But.. o

Erick: You know when | went on the machine thingy at the mall last week? That's
what | got. Well...half | thought | should keep the other letter. _

Sam: Hehe.."M", apart of "ME"..hehe..that's funny.(breaks down and cries)

(They hug each other)

) Nol Just wait a second...Okay. | found it..

Sam: You take care of yourself, okay?
Erick: (nods) Yes.

Sam: Okay.

Erick: (ﬁlso crying) You take good care of yourself too, okay?
Sam: Okay.

Erick: Promise?

Sam: Promise.

Erick: (kisses her forehead) Goodbye.

(Sam, still weeping, looks down. Erick climbs down the tree)

Sam: Wait!

Erick: What? _

Sam: Ifyou see my dad, tell him to come home.

Erick: What dad? _ _ _

Sam: Bin Laden. Tell him mom's pissed he didn't clean the gutters before he left.

(Erick laughs. He returns after two steps.)

Erick: Oh, Sam...

Sam: Huh?

Erick: Wait for me...

(Sam nods and stares at the "M", still crying. Erick smiles, turns around and exit)

Sam: (looks at the empty place) I've always waited for you... (lights turn dim)
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P In k Lady By Meghan Hagerty

The girl with the pink hair counted her change and looked at the menu. Ninety-five cents
for a bottomless cup of coffee. She had ninety-three. The motherly waitress took pity on the
dirty girl with pink hair and a small bony frame and placed a cup of coffee and a bagel in front
of her. The girl smiled gratefully and settled down with her coffee and bagel at the counter,
dug her notebook out of her overstuffed book bag and began to write.

June 10th, 2004,9:06am. Waitress: Doris
76 Diner, Main St (off 1-76)

It had been three days, nine hours, and sixteen minutes since she left home. It had been
June 6th at ten minutes to midnight when she had stepped through the rose trellis onto the
rain-soaked street. She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, the smell of fresh cut grass and
daffodils filled her nostrils. She was thankful that she had remembered her allergy medicine.
She doubted anyone had noticed when she left. Ifthey had they were probably glad to be rid
of her. Tothem she had been nothing but a nuisance anyway. She was nineteen and insisted
on having pink hair and a nose ring. She refused to go to college, preferring instead to work at
arecording studio. Her parents were both hard workers and thought that music was a lazy
career. Her father was a mailman with just three years before he retired. Her mother cleaned
houses and was perfect for the job. Their house was always spotless, everything in its proper
place. Except her. The girl with the pink hair never felt comfortable in her own home. Itwas as
if she were avisitor that had overstayed her welcome by nineteen years. She had left home
with just a backpack and the hot pink bass that matched her hair. She had no plan. She only
knew that she couldn't be there anymore. She had hitched a ride from afriendly trucker as far
as Akron. They had talked part of the way and he even bought her an open faced Reuben
sandwich at a truck stop on 1-80. She thanked him by singing him one of her songs. He
bobbed his head to the gentle even keel of her voice while she strummed her electric bass as
if itwere an acoustic guitar. He had liked it, told her she had talent. Atalent for storytelling and
making people feel her songs. She had been sure to get his name too. She would never forget
it. Big Ed. How stereotypical she thought at the time but the name fit him so well. Hewas a big
burly man with gray hair and a gray beard who looked like he would be just at comfortable
on a Harley as in the roomy cab of his truck. Hetold her to let him know how she made it on
the road, told her that she could always find him on the CB. He named her Pink Lady and put
out the word that he had a friend looking for a ride. A call soon came over the staticky speaker
that a man named Sweet Peawould be riding through Akron at noon and that he was going as
far as Denver. Said he would meet Pink Lady at the 76 diner and so at 9:00 that morning Big Ed
dropped her offwith a hug and a promise to keep his ears open for talk of her. Now she it was
ten minutes to noon and she wished she had thought to bring a sweater. She was reading the
entertainment section of the local paper when she spotted him. 6'4" with a shaved head
Sweet Pea was just the opposite of his name. He had two tattoos that stood out starkly against
the others that lined his arms. A small blue teardrop below his right eye and the words 'till
death do us part" on his neck. She was immediately intimidated by him and tried to hide
behind her paper. Her pink hair however was unmistakable and he walked right to her. When
he began to speak she knew where he had gotten his nickname. He was soft spoken with a bit
of alisp and ifyou looked into his eyes and saw past the hardness left there by years in con-
finement you could see a genuine tenderness that softened the shock of his appearance. His
demeanor and presence made him seem much older than his years but he admitted to her
over lunch that he was only 27. He had been locked up when he was 18 for breaking and
entering and had been in and out of prison for almost ten years. Hewas out again and he was
determined to stay out this time but the only people that would hire him were trucking com-
panies so he drove cross country every other week. Hetold her that although most people
thought truckers had interesting lives because they traveled so much the life really wasn't his
idea of happiness. The girl with the pink hair was determined not to let any of these people
into her life or her, heart but Sweet Pea had wormed his way in despite her determination.
She let it slip that she was running away but assured him she was of legal age. She didn't want
him to worry about taking her across state lines. She told him of her journey so far; of Big Ed
and Doris the motherly waitress, but when he asked about why she left she just sat sullenly
sipping her coffee.

Sweet Pea changed the subject quickly. They discussed music and she discovered that he
was a diehard punk. She, inturn, told him of her love of folk music. They debated their musi-
cal preferences over a few more cups of coffee and then it was time to go. They stood and
gathered their things. Sweet Pea bending to lift her heavy bass. The gesture struck her a
chivalrous and she smiled to herself. She never would have pegged him for a gentleman. He
put her belongings in the back ofthe cab before helping her up. His strong hands circled her
waist in a firm but gentle grasp and lifted her effortlessly into the cab. Her stomach jumped to
her throat at his nearness and she briefly let her mind wander to how his hands would feel in
other places.
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The cab smelled faintly of stale cigarette smoke and sickly sweet pine air freshener. He
offered her a hand-rolled cigarette which she gratefully accepted. She hadn't had a smoke in
three days and she was nearly delirious with craving. He passed her a book of matches from a
Best Western in atown she'd never heard of and merged onto the highway. They slipped into a
comfortable silence each lost in their own thoughts. The girl was confused. She felt at ease with
him but she was also a little intimidated and she realized that turned her on. She tried to think
of other things. She concentrated on the raindrops on the window, watching them fall then
meet and split and meet again forming little rivers. Past the tiny rivers the street signs flew by.
EBowery &, Church S, University Ave, EState St. His hand on her leg pulled her from her
observations. He asked her if she was tired because he needed to get some sleep. She didn't
know how long hey had been driving; she realized she had dozed off somewhere between
State Stand the highway. He suggested a motel they had just passed a sign for. He offered to
get her aroom of her own but she declined, saying that she had no money to offer. What she
didn't tell him was that she secretly wanted to put herself in the vulnerable position of having
to sleep in the same room as him. There was something exciting, almost arousing about the
danger in it. She wasn't sure why. Maybe because she had always played it safe before; care-
ful notto find herself in any situations they made after school specials about.

They pulled in to the motel and she smoked a cigarette while he checked them in. She liked
to pretend she didn't care what people thought but she didn’t want the desk clerk to realize
they were together. She peered through the window from underneath the ripped awning and
saw the desk clerk staring back at her. She looked away quickly and finished her cigarette.
Sweet Pea grabbed their things from the cab and headed for the room. When they got to the
room she was almost disappointed that there were two beds in it. He threw his stuff on one bed
and took off his shirt announcing that he was going to shower. She flipped on the TV and found
an old movie to watch while she waited for her turn in the bathroom. She dozed off while she
watched the movie and woke up to see him emerging from the bathroom with just a towel
around his waist. She could see that his muscular chestwas also covered in tattoos. She
watched him while he rooted through her bag looking for her toothbrush. He sat on the bed
and his towel shifted a little. Not enough to show anything but enough to get her imagination
going. She pushed the thoughts from her mind and headed for the bathroom. When she fin-
ished getting ready for bed she said goodnight and climbed under the covers. When she rolled
over he was standing at the foot of her bed, the streetlight outside casting an eerie glow over
everything. He looked menacing and even though she knew she should be afraid she wasn't.
He slowly walked to the side of her bed and sat down, the bed shifting under his weight. He
gently leaned in to kiss her and he smelled clean, like toothpaste and soap.

This wasn't how she had pictured it. She had assumed that he would be rough with her,
taking what he wanted and pleasing her as an afterthought. He finished and lifted himself off of
her, putting his arm around her, trying to cuddle her. She turned away, uncomfortable with the
familiarity that cuddling suggests and he returned to his own bed.

They woke up in the morning and acted as if nothing had happened. He was just as polite
and she was just as quiet as the day before. Over breakfast he told her that they would be
pulling into Denver late that night. She asked him if she could borrow his CBand he handed her
the transmitter. "Hey, I'm riding into Mile High at midnight, looking for a ride?" Sweet Pea
looked at her in surprise as she explained to him that her uncle had been atrucker and she
used to ride with him on his shorter trips and she picked up a lot of the CB slang. The CB crack-
led and she heard awoman's voice come over. "10-4. I'll be atthe Denny's on 1-70 at mid-
night. What's your handle?"

The girl with the pink hair responded "Pink Lady here. Seeyou at 12." She much preferred
her CB handle to her given name.

They rolled into Denver at ten minutes to midnight and the girl jumped down from the cab
and started collecting her things. Her bass seemed so much heavier than it had when she left.
She reached into her backpack looking for her notebook and found an envelope instead. She
pulled it out and found a note scrawled hurriedly in Big Ed's sloppy handwriting and a hundred
dollar bill.

Dear Pink Lady,

Good Luck on the road. Here's a few bucks to keep you going. Drop me a line when you settte
down.

Edward O'Sullivan

1254 Pembrooke Drive

Greenwich, CT0683 7

Sincerely,

Big Ed

She smiled to herself, remembering how he had given her the lecture on road safety
before he dropped her off in Akron. He was so fatherly, far more than her own father had ever
been. Shewould have to remember to send him a thank you letter. Maybe she would even go
visit him if she ever ended up in Connecticut.

She was snapped back to reality by the sound of atruck roaring to a halt. It was a great big
pink cab with 'Road Queen' airbrushed on the bug shield. She assumed that must be her ride
and said goodbye to Sweet Pea. She didn't bother writing down his name or how to contact
him, she had already thanked him. She wanted to hug him, to show him some kind of affection
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but it was too hard. She knew she wouldn't be able to leave him if she allowed herselfto
think about it.

The woman driving the Road Queen walked towards them. She wasn't what the girl had
expected. She had expected a heavy woman in boots and aflannel shirt, what she saw
instead was a bombshell. Fiery red hair, creamy white skin and stylishly dressed. She
walked towards the girl with the pink hair and extended her hand.

"Road Queen. And you are?"

"Nice to meetyou. | used to be called Shelby but my friends call me Pink Lady."

"Shall we go then?"

The girl with the pink hair followed the fiery redhead to the truck leaving Sweet Pea
standing alone staring after them.

The two women packed the girl's belongings in the truck and headed for the diner. They
chatted idly while waiting for their food to arrive, both tired from their own journeys. Their
food came and they ate quickly and in silence. The girl wondered if they were going to get a
motel room or ifthey were getting right back on the road. As if Road Queen heard her
thoughts she told the girl that she had a delivery to make in St. Louis the next day so they had
to head right out after they ate. They finished their dinners, paid the bill and headed for the
truck. Road Queen offered the girl the bed in the back of the cab but the girl said she pre-
ferred to ride up front. The woman told her she was glad because she could use the compa-
ny. They chatted for hours about nothing in particular and before they knew it the sun was up
and they were just two hours from St. Louis. They stopped for coffee and some breakfast and
Road Queen told the girl what her plan was for the rest of the trip. She explained that after
she dropped off her load in St. Louis she had two days before she had to pick up another load
in Indianapolis. She had been planning to stop in and see an old friend but her plans fell
through. The girl suggested they find a motel and take naps and then find something tourist-
like to do. The girl with the pink hair hadn't traveled much when she was younger. Her par-
ents didn't like traveling. Her mother preferred gardening and her father preferred watching
football. Neither ofthem ever understood her wanderlust.

Road Queen agreed and they set off for St. Louis again. While they drove Road Queen
asked her why she was running away.

"l justwasn't happy"

"So nothing terrible happened? Itwasn't to get away from abusive parents or any

thing?"

"Well, they just didn't like having me around. Some stiff happened but ltwasn't

with them."

"What happened?"

The girl with the pink hair was hesitant but she decided to tell her. She hadn't told anyone
and it was starting to get to her.

"l was dating this guy named Tom and everything was going really good. I lost my

virginity to him. I1thought he really loved me but shortly after we had sex | found

out he had videotaped it without telling me. 1heard some girls talking in one of my

classes and they were pointing at me. They were saying that they had seen the

tape and that he as showing itto everyone he knew. He even lent the tape outto a

friend of his. | couldn't figure out why he had done this so | asked him about It. He

said itwas because | acted like | was better than everyone and he wanted to knock

me down a notch. | broke up with him, obviously, but | couldn't get my hands on

the tape. Other guys started harassing me. Calling me a slut and throwing things at

me when 1walked by. On top of that my parents were always on me to go to col

lege even though | had a great job in this recording studio in Manhattan. They told

me that | had to register for school in the fall or find a new place to live. With every

thing going on I just needed to start over.”

"Wow, that's really rough. I'm so sorry you had to go through all that.”

"Yeah, well at least Ifinally had the courage to get out of there."

"Sowhere are you going to go?"

"I don't know yet. | have afriend in LA. We used to go to school together. | might

give her a callwhen | getthere."

"Oh, you're going all the way to LA?"

"Yeah, Idon't know if I'll stay there but I've always wanted to see it."

"That's great. Here we are. Why don't you go find that motel?"

The girl had seen a Super 8 not too far back and she set offto go find it. When she found it
she got a double room, paid for itwith the money Big Ed had given hr and left her book bag in
the room. She passed a convenience store on the way back to where road Queen was
unloading and bought three packs of cigarettes. She had only planned to buy one butwhen
she found out they were only three dollars she decided to stock up. Back on Staten Island
cigarettes cost between six and seven dollars. Even more Ifyou were In Manhattan. She left
the store and found Road Queen and told her about the Super 8. The woman told her to go
back to the motel and she would meet her there in an hour or so. She just had to finish
unloading. The girl headed back to the motel and thought about how far she had come from
the shy girl who was afraid to walk anywhere alone. Once she got back to the room she
changed into a T-shirt Road Queen had bought her at the last truck stop and fell into bed,
practically asleep before she got there.
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The girl had no idea how long she had been sleeping or why she had woken up. ltwas
dark out and the only light in the room was coming from underneath the bathroom door. As
she sat up and blinked, trying to remember where she was the bathroom door opened. As
Road Queen stepped out everything came rushing back to her. She smiled a groggy greeting
at Road Queen.

"Well, hello there sleepyhead. | was beginning to wonder ifyou were ever going

to wake up."

"Yeah, | guess | was tired. Isthere anything to eat or should we go out and grab

something? And what time is it anyway?"

"Oh | grabbed some take-out on my way back. It's a little after midnight."

"Isn't it cold by now? | mean what time did you get back?"

"Oh no, not from this morning. Iwent out about an hour ago. lustwent for awalk. Let's
see how good the Chinese food is here."

They opened the packages of steamed dumplings, egg rolls, and lo mien and dug in. The
girl hadn't had Chinese since she left Staten Island and although this food didn't quite meas-
ure up itwas a pretty decent imitation. They chatted while they ate. Road Queen told her she
found a house nearby on 'l' street that had a big sign out front that said "Any government big
enough to give you anything you want is big enough to take it away."

She also found a museum dedicated to limestone. They decided to go to the museum and
walk by the sign in the morning. The girl wished she had brought a camera with her so she
could be sure to remember all the strange things she encountered. They finished their dinner
and settled in to watch a movie. After sleeping all day they weren't tired enough to go back to
sleep. Alittle while after the movie started Road Queen moved over to the girl's bed, claim-
ing that she was closer to the heater and itwas cold in there. Road Queen kept getting closer
to the girl with the pink hair finally putting her hand on her leg. The girl was uncomfortable
and said so.

"I'm sorry. | hope I didn't give you the wrong idea. I'm straight. I'm sorry"

"Nothing to be sorry about. | can change your mind"

"No, I'm serious. I'm straight."

"Sure you are. Itdoesn't matter. You'll enjoy it," argued Road Queen, her hand creeping
up the girl's thigh.

Slapping her hand away the girl cried, "Get off of me. What's wrong with you?"

"You little bitch! You've been teasing me the whole ride, flipping your hair and

giggling. Wearing that little tank top, changing in front of me. You made me think |

was going to get some and now I'm going tol"

The girl was petrified now. She had been warned by everyone she had encountered on
the road about guys expecting more after a ride but no one had ever thought to warn her
about other women. She was still a little naive and it never occurred to her that awoman
could rape another woman and now here she was in a situation she never could have imag-
ined. Road Queen penetrated her roughly with two fingers and the girl cried out.

"Come on, Shelby. You know you like it."

Hearing her name was too much for the girl. She pushed the woman off of her and ran out
ofthe room, grabbing the book bag she had dropped near the door. She ran out to the lobby
and found the desk clerk nodding off at his desk. She woke him up and exclaimed breathless-
ly what had happened and he phoned the police while she changed into her clothes in the
back room. When the police arrived they took her statement, but when they checked to room
Road Queen and all her things were gone.

They took her to the hospital to get checked out and the desk clerk told her to come back
when she was finished, he would let her stay another night in a different room for free. After
she left the hospital she stopped at a diner to get a bite to eat and she saw a sign that said help
wanted. She spoke to the manager and they agreed to give her atry. She started right away
and made a few bucks that night. She came back the next day to work and worked athirteen
hour shift. When her shift ended she sat at the counter and began to write in her notebook.
She wrote a letter to her parents to let them know she was ok. She didn't tell them where she
was or where she was going, she just wanted them to know she was ok. She started to write a
song about her experiences when she realized that her pink bass had been in the Road
Queen's truck.

The girl worked at the diner for aweek, sleeping in the back room whenever she got a
chance. Atthe end ofthe week she told the manager that she was leaving and walked to the
nearest bus station. She bought aticket to Los Angeles and a book to keep her entertained
and she was on her way. She got on the bus and made her way to the back. Aman and a
woman boarded the bus next. She was pregnant and they looked happy. Next a kid who
couldn't be any more than sixteen got on the bus and sat down across the aisle from her. A
few other passengers boarded and the bus left.

The girl and the boy snuck glances at one another for a little while and the boy finally
broke the silence.

"I'm Terrence. What's your name?"

"Some people call me Shelby, some call me Pink Lady."

"What do you call you?"

"l don't know yet."
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Itwas a sunny 1960's suburban day in California. The high school was about to let out. A
young man who suffered low self-esteem and couldn't get a date was rummaging through his
locker feeling sorry for himself. His friends were ina band, hitting on girls, promising to show
them some hidden talent if, you know what I mean. Hint, hint, wink, wink. His name was Buzz,
and he wanted to join them, but he lacked self-esteem and felt like a slacker. So he just collect-
ed his stuffand headed home. As Buzz entered his house. Buzz's mother greeted him with Tang
and Rice Crispy squares. "Buzz honey," she said, "would you like something?" Buzz didn't feel
like talking. He just pushed his mother's hand away. "Mom," he said with tears in his eyes, "I
want to be left alone.” Buzz slowly walked upstairs and closed the door to his room behind
him.His mother was confused; she wondered, why was Buzz unpopular? She had been pretty
happening in high school. She decided to follow him upstairs and find out what was wrong.
"Buzz, I'm worried about you", she said to the door. "You come home depressed every
day...it's not normal." Buzz let his mother in and put on his favorite beatnik songs, then pro-
ceeded to recite one of his poems for her. (You see. Buzz's mother and father were once beat-
niks.) He started to recite "The Universe is Big". His mother couldn't resist. *Oh Buzz, no, not
again,” she said as she seated herself in the lotus position and waited for her cue to snap her
fingers. Buzz continued his poem. "But no one gives a fig, can you dig?" She started to snap her
fingers. "Pardon me while 1 go into a jig." They both started to do a jig; Mrs. Chesterson became
so entranced with the music, she danced right out of Buzz's room. Buzz closed the door and put
on one of his favorite albums to trip out to. Stripping down to his clothes, he revealed his moth-
er's bra and panties and did a sexy dance around the room. Just then, there was a knock on
Buzz's closet door. Buzz angrily opened it. "What the hell do you want?!" A man who sounded
like a woman jumped out wearing Peter Pan leotards. Her/his skin was blue. Buzz was scared
out of his ever-loving mind. "Hoodoo ! Be cool man, the money is on the desk man, just be
cool.” The cherry man/woman walked over to him and reassured him he/she wasn't a mugger.
"Relax boy. My name is Mr. B Natural. You looked like you needed someone to talk to. You
know, you can express yourself through music"”. Buzz was a bit skeptical, "W-W-what do you
want?" "Well, I'm like, your personal guardian angel. I'm here to show you thatyou can
express yourself through music. You seem to be the most happy when you listen to music. And
that’s how lappeared. Any questions?" Buzz decided to raise his hand. Mr. B sighed, "Yess
Buzz?" "When the peppermint- strawberry chow mien has to be prepared at 12:30 P.M, and
you find out that your boss's uncle's second cousin is actually coming out of the closet- besides
coming to dinner- will the earth's population all turn to curly fries?"" Mr. B just looked at him

The Day The Purple Two Headed Cow that
was Swimmins in Orange Duck Sauce, Met the
One- Armed, Three* Legged, Six-Headed Man

blankly and shook his/her head. "Buzz, drugs are not the answer to hiding your feelings. Now
listen." She/he pushed Buzz onto the bed and pulled a magic trumpet out of thin air. Buzz just
rubbed his eyes. "Whoa! What are you smoking and can I have some?" "Shush Buzz! I'm trying
to show you something." "Now that’s what I'm talking about.” "Buzz!""I'm trying to introduce
you to the wonders of playing a trumpet. You can express a lot of feelings through it. Or there’s
always a tuba ifyou need a goooooooood laughhhhhhhhhh."A tuba appeared out of the air and
Mr. B started to play and dance around with even more instruments. Drums, saxophones,
recorders: you name it, that instrument appeared. Buzz got scared and ran out of his room and
downstairs. Mr. B. just used his/her powers to clean up while talking to his/herself. "If | know
his parents, they'll want to make sure that their little boy is happy.” Buzz came running down
the stairs still wearing his mother's underwear and screaming in terror and fear. Not just fear
but, fear and terror, the worst kind of emotions put together (heavy.) Buzz called his parents
into the living room. "Family meeting, family meeting. Houston we have a problem." Buzz's
parents composed themselves and decided to see what he had to say. All three sat on the
couch. Buzz was sitting in the middle, pretty much not all there. "There Iwas listing to Bach-
yeah, let's go with that,-when all of a sudden this blue- costumed woman who thinks she's a
man wanted me to learn music. So we got to go now, to the music store, before she lets loose
the deadly killer muskrats with soup cans for heads and bubblegum for feet. They'll stomp in
our hair and it'll take hours to get the goop- poop out...yeah...they're crafty that way- ras-
safrassa bubblegum muskrats.” Mr. Chesterson thought to himself, what would Bing Crosby
do? "Now look boy, don't make me take off my belt again.” Mrs. Chesterton interrupted. "Stop
talking like Bing Crosby. You're not Crosby. GROOOOOOWWWWWWW UPPPPPPPP, "she
intoned. Mr. Chesterson crawled into a ball. "Yess, dear, sorry dear, don't hit me again, not in
front of the boy. I'll be good." Buzz felt this was the time for him to take charge. "GIVE ME THE
KEYS. I"LL DRIVE." Both his parents looked at him. "But Buzz, you're only 16," his mother said,
"you don't know how to drive". "Mother, |wear the same clothes as you, we're practically sis-
ters...hehehehehehehe,” Buzz rambled while drooling.Mrs. Chesterson decided to talk some
sense into Buzz. "Honey," she said, "why are you wearing my underwear?"Buzz interrupted
her."For one day and one day only, lwanted to know what it felt like to be a woman...but ifyou
want me to give 'em back..." He was about to strip down to nothing when both parents protest-
ed. Mrs. Chesterson threw her hands up in the air. She gave him the keys. "Shotgun,” screamed
Mr. Chesterson. Mrs. Chesterson rode in the back. Buzz was turning red in the face; he was
hyperventilating. His teeth started to show, his mind was going somewhere from which he
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thought he would never return "Toooooo the music storeeeeeeeeeee...hahahahahahaha-
hahahahahaaa!" Buzz roared. Buzz stepped on the gas peddle and the car went through the
garage, causing itto collapse. Buzz was now going 80 ina 45 MPH zone. As he was flying down
the street, a pork- chop patrolman on a motorcycle pulled them over. Buzz's parents were
scared but not good ‘ol Buzz. "Let me do all the talking,” he laughed. Buzz rolled down the win-
dow and all the words that came out of the cop were, "Is there a problem?" Buzz pulled out a
gun. (Trust me, you don’twant to know where itcame from.) "Yes," he replied simply. "There is
a problem. This gun has too many bullets in it." Buzz fired into the cop's face and laughed
mirthlessly."Pigs,"” he muttered to himself. "We're on a family outing, and the pigs are trying to
ruin our good time as usual.”" "Why must there be so much blood in the world? Why?"
screamed Mrs. Chesterson. Buzz was getting the shakes. "Mom, just shut up it'll make sense at
the music store." Buzz picked up speed, and drove over the dead cop, went in reverse and hit
the cop again. (Did that ten times.) After he had his fun, he rushed into town and found the
town's music store. "Seatbelts everyone, we're not breaking for nobody," ordered Buzz. The
car picked up speed and crashed in the music store. Buzz and his family went flying through the
windshield and into the store. Buzz ran up to the shopkeeper. Buzz was on happy- zippy
peppy- pills and four tabs of acid. He reached behind the desk and grabbed the clerk. He was
babbling like a man who couldn't handle his high.
"Heybuddyyougottohelpmethereisthiswomanyouwon'tleavemealoneunlessllearnamusic
al instrumenttgivemewhateveryougot. The shopkeeper was terrified, but did as he was told.
He presented Buzz with a guitar, and Buzz started to play. (Yes, still in his mother's under-
wear.) He cleared his throat. "She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah." Buzz didn't like it. *No!"
He threw it back. The shopkeeper brought out bongo drums. Buzz played with his feet. But he
didn't like the bongos either. The shopkeeper then offered the flute; Buzz grabbed itand held it

my ass and the Nazis will never find it." Buzz then slammed itdown on the cash register. "HOW
MUCH?" he bellowed. The shopkeeper was stricken with fear. "Y-You know what, k-k-keep it
it's on the house." Buzz's father walked up to him. "Buzz, is that ok?" Buzz's eyes were wide,
and he was getting sicker by the minute. "It doesn't matter!" Mr. B appeared, "Doesn't matter! It
certainly does matter.” Buzz went over to his parents quivering. "Mother, Father...tell me you
see that." Mr. B continued her speech. "The store owner will tell you that you need the best
brand of instrument, so itcan play the best kind of music. Itcertainly does matter.”" "Oh, excuse
us Mr. Man/Woman thing,” Mr. Chesterson said, trying to humor Buzz. Buzz decided to jump

in. "That's right Mr. Chesterson, tell them about the sauce, tell them it's made of special veg-

A uthored bylJeremy Fein

etables.” Mr. B decided toignore Buzz and continued, by magically producing a movie projec-
tor and screen that showed a factory that produced musical instruments. "Watch this short film
Buzz, or I'll kill you.”™ Everyone in the store gasped and gathered around the screen. Buzz to
pull some candy from his panties. "Anyone want some Goobers?" Everyone politely said no
and the movie began. Buzz watched how musical instruments were made and how they were
tested again and again until they were ready to be shipped out and sold. When the movie
stopped, Mr. B. turned off the projector. "So Buzz, did you learn anything?" He/She then turned
around and saw that Mr. and Mrs. Chesterson's bodies were lying on the floor, as well as the
shopkeepers; their heads were placed side by side on the counter next to the cash register.
"Buzz, you killed them,"” Mr. Bsmirked. Buzz was completely and totally insane now. (The
worst kind of insane). He picked up hischainsaw. (Trust me, you really don't want to know
where itcame from). "That's right...and now I'm going to kill you." Mr. Bwas scared out of
his/her mind. "Why Buzz, why?" "Why.... why?" Buzz screamed. "Because when Iwas eight
years old, all lwanted for Christmas was a red fire engine. Iwaited for Christmas and when
that day came, you know what | got?" Mr. Bshook his/her head. "Agreen fire engine.” "Buzz,
wait!" pleaded Mr.B. Buzz was now foaming at the mouth. "l am no longer Buzz, you simple
weak minded fool! lam Chow-Dar, Lord of the Clam people!" Buzz ran towards Mr.B. "Now
you'll find out why they call me Buzz". Just like one of the versions of Pinocchio when he
stepped on Jiminy Cricket and killed his conscience, Buzz killed what was left of his common
sense and sanity. Just then, several cop cars that had been tipped off by passerby surrounded
the area and were about to open fire. Buzz screamed as he ran towards the Pigs. "You can't kill
me! Can'tyou see I'm made of steel?” The pigs had no choice but to fire. By tomorrow, itwould
all be sorted out.
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able to fully express mY feelings in. I would like to thank my creative writing professor,
Gene DiDonna for helping me and others enjoy and look at poetry in a new light.

Victoria V, Gueli

Victoria V. Gueli is an English Literature major at the college and hopes to graduate

within the next year and a half A former journalist for the Staten Island Advance, she

has had several of her poems published, and plans to release a self-published volume

of poetry and short stories. She is currently a freelance writer for various pagan mag-

azines, and an editorial assistant at Applause Publishing, Manhattan. Victoria is a

mame%r é)_f the Staten Island Writer’s Group, and a promotional representative for
adio.

Meghan Hagerty

Meghan Llagerty is a Creative Writing major at the College of Staten Island. She is
minoring in History and Women's Studies. This is her first time being published. Ller
favorite authors include Neil Gaiman and Kurt VonnegutJr.

J

Josephine Maisonet, a freelance web and graphic designer, is an emer%ing artist who
is comfortable working in both traditional and digital mediums. She Is presently
working on an ongoing project titled “Mythological Goddesses”, representing her
digitally created vision of the mythical goddesses of different ancient cultures.

_\ter R Marsh

This is Peter's final year as an EngUsh Major at CSI. Next year he plans on attending
graduate school, though he is not yet certain which one he is going to. He is the head
of The S.I. Writer's group, and makes his money by tutoring High School students.

:ssica Marie Mendez (JessaShoutBaby)

JessaShoutBahy (Jessica Marie Mendez): Some say there's a fine line between genius
and madness. Writing keeps me from erring on the side of insanity too often. As Erica
Jong says, "Onlﬁ by going insane on the page can you find sanity and serenity in life."
And for all of those who like calling me a Bitch: "I like to look good, that makes me
atease. | like to eat, that makes me a pig. | like to get off, that makes me a slut. I like
to be treated with respect, that makes me a man-hating dyke. Trust me, | have no
problem being labeled a bitch."—Anonymous

35



Matrick Moiitero

Patrick Montero first began his art career at the Art Lab in Snug Harbor. He attend-
ed the High School of Art & Design in mid-town Manhattan where he majored in
architecture and studio art. He has attended F.LT. for intimate apparel and has
earned certificates in architecture, interior design, 3-D design, and life drawing from
N.Y.L.T and Copper Union respectively. He was also the Art Director for The Banner
and continues to volunteer his time to Serpentine Magazine. AS a recent graduate of
C.S.I. he is currently a Photo Editor for the Daily News.

“I ask myself does anyone ever talk to himself the way I do? I ask myself if there isnt
something wrong with me. The only conclusion | can come to is that I am different.
And that’s avery grave matter, view it how you will.” -Henry Miller

Aalira Anne Psomas

Laura is an English Writing major and also minors in English Literature and Sociology
“Writing is my freedom; whenever | want to get away from children, work, and the
everyday horror in the world, I grab a pen. Writing is not only a good way to escape
forl_rpebbut also a good form of therapy, for everything | write, there is a hint of my
reality.

Jhon Sing

Jhon Singleton has released a limited edition Chapbook é_Ars Poetica) in Fall-2004
and has attained a grant to publish his second Limited Edition Chapbook in Spring
2005. Currently he is finishing his MA in English at Rutgers University Lie is also
working on various projects, including his first book of poetry and a debut album.

“Jeremy Tescher is an obsessive grad student, relentlessly determined to be.”

Christian Tubito

Christian Tubito is an English major in his junior year. He intends to get a masters in
creative writing, and study european literature in the future.This is his second semes-
ter in Serpentine.
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