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So She S a t T h e re  S m ilin g  

(T o  th e  tu n e  o f  V .W . )
ST O R Y  B Y  Jerem y T escher

--------------------------------- I -----------------------------------
"You're forgetting Lucretius," sa id  th e  o n e  with se v e n  earrin gs. A m om en t, and  

then , "I'm a w a r e  o f  his w o r k /' rep lied  th e  o th er, and  th ere  fo llo w ed  laughter.
To Mrs P ilastro it s e e m e d  that this sn igger in g  w a s  a  d e lib era te  insult, w a s  th e  final 

req u irem en t to  c o m p le te  her so n 's  transition; and th e  s im p le  s ile n c e  settling  around  
th e  d eck  through  th e  screen , first h overin g  in w ait around  the e d g e s  o f their gen ia l  
co n v ersa tio n  but n o w  g reed ily  flood w ater in g  in, w a s , sh e  felt, an en d  o f  things; an  
u n d erstan d in g . And though  th ey  had m o v ed  h ere  from  h o m e  n ea r ly  se v e n  y e a r s  a g o  
(crazy  h o w  tim e ra ces  by you ) it still w a s  en o u g h  to  sen d  through her b ody, quickly  
darting into and shak ing th e  stom ach , sh ock s o f . . .  w e ll, regret, sh e  adm itted . It w a s  
u n b ea ra b le  that h e  w ou ld  m ak e h er pretend  to en jo y  th e  co m p a n y  o f th e se  b oys, full 
o f th e m se lv e s  and o b s e s se d  w ith their c lo th es  and  w h at c a m e  out o f their ow n  
m ouths -  let a lo n e  th e  fact, sh e  thought, gracefu lly  sw itch ing th e  co o l m eta l tray  
b earin g  the iced  tea  to h er right hand and  gripping th e  screen  d o o r  w ith her left, that 
th ey  p layed  on  his e g o  and  his arrogance; th e  d o o r  slid h arsh ly  o p en  and  sh e  w a s  
v ery  su re  A dam  w asn 't like this back in S h e e p sh e a d  but th ey  a lw a y s  sa y  (and Ma said  
it too ) that yo u  can  n ev er  ch a n g e  a  y ou n g  m an 's mind; and  sh e  carefu lly  p laced  the  
tray d ow n  with its sw irling g la s s e s  on  the little ta b le  b e tw e e n  th em . A dam  m ou thed , 
"Thanks, Ma," in her d irection , to w hich  sh e  cou ld  o n ly  nod , her e y e s  skittering o v er  
th e  o th ers' fa ce s .

Matt did im pressions; that w a s  his thing. He w a s  confident and  a lw a y s  contro lled , 
and that particular o n e  w a s  sn a tch ed  from  left field: h e  cou ld  a lw a y s  conjure up so m e  
o b scu re  line from  a m o v ie  or TV sh o w , th e  v o ic e  and w o rd s sta m p ed  p erfectly  into his 
brain, held  th ere  fresh ly  on  re se r v e , but th e  m an ifesta tion  w a s  a lw a y s  w ithout th e  
c lu m sin ess  o n e  w ou ld  ex p ec t from  prem editation; and  it w ou ld  spin aroun d  in you r  
m em o ry  for not e v e n  a  m o m en t w h en  th e  recogn ition  w ou ld  flare  up and  w ith it 
w ou ld  c o m e  that s a m e  w a sh  o f adm iration; yo u  cou ld  n ev er  h a v e  pu lled  that off. This 
w a s  a  m an o f w h o  y o u  cou ld  g en u in e ly  sa y , "The g u y  n ev er  m isse s  a  beat,"  A dam  
thought, letting the chill drink rush a g a in st th e  roof o f his mouth: this w a s  g o o d  c o m 
pany. B eca u se , if h e  had it right, th ey  had just sp ok en  ab ou t that v ery  sa m e  S im p son s  
e p is o d e  ("the o n e  w h e r e  Bart and  Martin both try to run for c la s s  p resid en t and  Bart 
b e c o m e s  r id icu lou sly  popular, rem em b er?  and  h e  lo s e s  the race  b e c a u se  h e  forgets  
to  v o te  for h im self -  so m eth in g  like that") the o th er  d ay , and  h ere  Matt had sly ly  
planted  th e  line. I'm fam iliar w ith his w ork , catch ing M artin's sq u ea k y  sm u g  pitch  
perfectly , e v e n  th e  chunky look  on  his face; Sam  w a s  still laugh ing . A dam  stu d ied  this 
a s  a  cau gh t sp ecim en : th e  p o lish ed  e a s e ,  th e  c lev e r  clarity that sliced  through  e v e r y 
o n e  e ls e  p resen t, rend erin g  them  m om en tar ily  inept at humor: a ll c lo th ed  in Matt's 
(let's b e  h on est) silly  ten d en cy  to reca ll from  his in sa tiab le  vau lt o f  o b serv a tio n s  and  
record in gs a  fitting r e sp o n s e  for th e  p resen t co n v ersa tio n  e n c a se d  in a  line from  a  
cartoon  that a ired  orig in a lly  a  d e c a d e  a g o . Y es, Martin w a s  a w a r e  o f B radbury's  
work; Matt w a s  a w a r e  o f  Lucretius and  h e  did not s e e  fit to  include him; it w a s , A dam  
felt, in gen iou s. Petty, but in gen iou s.

His m oth er sm iled  a w k w ard ly  and  inw ard ly , her h ea d  m ovin g  slightly , that sa m e  
se lf -c o n s c io u s  sq u arin g  o f th e  sh o u ld ers  an d  ad ju stm ent o f  p ostu re , h e  n oticed , a s  
sh e  turned to  th e  h o u se  a g a in , not e v e n  a ck n o w led g in g  h is thanking her; but h e  w a s 
n't ab ou t to let her g e t on  his n erv es  b e c a u se  sh e  w o u ld  m a k e  him ruin everything: 
th e  first tim e h e  cou ld  g e t both Sam  and  Matt to c o m e  o v e r  at o n c e  and  han g out and  
talk, to let him fe e l like h e  w a s  so m e b o d y  to so m e b o d y , w a s  it rea lly  a  lot to  ask , h e  
sh ou ted  at her  in h im self, to  h a v e  fr ien ds w h o  en jo y ed  h is com p an y!?  did sh e  a lw a y s  
h a v e  to  b e  so  se lfish , or w a s  it just to o  m uch for her to s a y  a  w ord  or tw o  to them ? But 
n o w  h ere  w a s  Sam  insisting on  th e  p oet's  ad m ittan ce . If y o u  w e r e  g o in g  to draw  a  
lin e from  H om er through  to M ilton, y o u  certa in ly  couldn't skip Lucretius. P rofessor
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Diehl w ou ld  a g r e e , h e  w a s  su re . H om er, H esiod , A pollon ius, Lucretius, Virgil, Lucan, 
Statius, (h e  w a s  ticking them  off on  his fingers, a lm o st giddily) then  y o u  h a v e  
B eow ulf, The Song o f  R o la n d -a n d  Matt, sm iling, interrupted him  b e fo re  th e  u n p ro
n o u n cea b le  G erm an o n e s  b e c a u se  didn't Sam  s e e  that Lucretius w a s  th e  odd  m an  out 
h ere?  Substandard? not to  m ention  that the w ork  w a s  in no  w a y  m artial, didn't e v e n  
contain  a  plot?

“W ait w a it w ait,"  Sam  y e lle d , "substandard?" and his o ffen d ed  sen sib ility  b o o m ed  
into th e  kitchen like a  gu n sh ot, ringing in Mrs P ilastro's e a r s  and  loom in g  upon  th e  
tiling that b lan k eted  th e  floor. S h e restra in ed  h er arm s and  a ga in  se t  d ow n  th e tray  
gen tly  on  th e  cou n ter  b e s id e  th e  sink, a  position  w hich  g a v e  her a  v ie w  o f h er son  
through th e  b linds o f  th e  back w indow : a  m an , it w a s  undeniab le; h e  w a s  su re  and  
stron g and  h e  certa in ly  w a s  sm arter  than th e  o th ers , and  h e  m ost defin ite ly  k n ew  it. 
W hy h e  felt th e  n e e d  to h a v e  th e se  contrived  (th ere w a s  no o th er  w ord  for it) and  
sec lu d ed  g e t- to g e th e r s  on  th e  deck , w ith their boring and  sn ob b ish  co n v ersa tio n s  to  
m ak e th em  all fe e l like little g o d s  w a s , sh e  m ain ta in ed , co m p le te ly  b ey o n d  her. 
C om p letely . David w ou ld  h a v e  sa id , "Now , h o w  cou ld  y o u  insult y o u rse lf  like that? 
W e w ou ld n 't b e  h ere  to g eth er  if th e se  th ings w e r e  b ey o n d  you ."  Not that sh e  m ea n t it 
like that o f  co u rse , sh e  sm iled , flirting w ith him  in her m em o ry , on  th e  b ed , in that 
sm a ll and  silky room  look ing  out o v er  Bedford A venue: b ey o n d  h er like sh e  didn't 
w an t to  u n d erstan d , not that sh e  couldn't. And su d d en ly  h er fa ce  sh a d ed  red w h en  
sh e  reca lled  th e  w h o le  group; th ere  w a s  P ete  and D erek and  Jason and  his little 
brother Anthony; all o f  A dam 's te e n a g e  friends. How P ete  (the d ev ill) w ou ld  d o  that 
e y e b r o w -w ig g lin g  thing at her, a  w o m a n  tw ice  h is age; and  th e  tim e s h e  had w a lk ed  
in on  th em  w atch in g  that dirty m o v ie  in th e  d en  and  A dam  didn't sh o w  his fa ce  for a  
w e e k , but sh e  k n ew  his friends felt silly  b e c a u se  th ey  sp o k e  ab ou t h er like that (her  
and  David cou ld  h ea r  them  trying to  w h isp er  ab ou t th e  w a y  sh e  w alked: lau gh ter  in 
th e  backyard  la te  at night slinking in through th e  w in d o w ), and it w ou ld  a lw a y s  m ak e  
David u p set. S h e couldn't stop  it from  com in g  up out o f  her ch est and  chirping into the  
kitchen air but th e  tiles, w hich  had not had a  ch a n ce  to reco v er  from  that b o y  Sam 's  
outburst, a b so rb ed  and  m a d e  h o llo w  th e  quick brief lau gh . It em p tied  o f w arm th  and  
crack ed  on  th e  floor a s  her fa ce  c e a se d  its sm iling.

"Substandard, m y friend," sa id  th e  sm u g  one: "Do w e  in clude Silius Italicus? Or 
Quintus S m yrn aeu s?  No." S h e s ig h ed  and  sh o o k  her h ea d , w o n d erin g  h o w  that o n e  
had a n y  friends, or a  girlfriend e v e n , w ith th e  w a y  h e  ta lked . W hat did A dam  w an t  
w ith a  p erson  like that? sh e  a sk ed  h erse lf  and  sh e  let her e y e s  fall on  his sitting form , 
c o lo r le ss  n o w  in th e  d ozin g  light o f  th e  sun  setting , ob scu red  through  th e  scr e e n  d oor  
(that b r e e z e  m e a n s  w e  h a v e  to sw itch  it for th e  g la s s  one; it's O ctober a lrea d y ), his 
attention  p inned  and  p ara lyzed  by w h a t that sn otty  brat had to sa y , using th o se  s i l
v e r y  and  se c r e t n a m es , en joy in g  o n ly  th e  say in g  o f them ; but su re ly  h e  didn't look  up 
to  e ith er  o f th em  b e c a u se  h e  k n ew  that h e  w a s  w orth  m o re . And sh e  couldn't rea lly  
b e  an gry  w ith him  b e c a u se  h e  w a s  truly h over in g  a b o v e  th em  s o m e w h e r e , d efin itely  
using th em . That w a s  it. That m ust b e  it.

And th e  fact that h e  r e sem b led  h is fa ther so  much; th e  c ircu m feren ce  o f  th e  face; its 
sh ap e; th e  w a y  h is c h e e k b o n e s  tigh ten ed  up the skin that flanked  h is chin a s  h e  
sm irked  (just like n ow ), and  then  h o w  beautifu l th e  strength , th e  s in cere  in ten sity  in 
his e y e s . B eca u se  y o u  cou ld  a lw a y s  d ep en d  on  David th e  m o m en t y o u  lo o k ed  in 
th o se  e y e s ,  identical, d ow n  to  th e  sca ttered  fleck s o f  black in th e  burnt u m b er. She  
turned th e  faucet; w atch in g  th e  co lum n o f  w a ter  con n ect w ith th e  sink's b a se  and  su b 
seq u en tly  d isturbing its flo w  w ith her glid ing h an d s, s h e  reflected  on  h o w  c o a r se  her  
fin gers an d  k nuckles n o w  s e e m e d . T h ose  hand  lo tion s did a b so lu te ly  nothing; sh e  
k n ew  it; a  w a s te  o f  tim e and  a  p re ten se  b e s id e s , w asn 't it? And o f  co u r se  p re ten se  
w a s  <1 s ty le= ‘‘m s o -b id i-fo n t-s ty le :  norm al">his word; (sh e  hadn't th ought o f  that in 
yea rs!) o n e  o f th o se  su b tle  and s im p le  o n e s  h e  w ou ld  a lw a y s  find room  for, w h eth er  
it w a s  h is d a ily  d e c la m a tio n s  ag a in st th e  p e o p le  o f N ew  York, or th e  so u lle s s n e s s  o f 
cap ita lism , or o f  W estern  civ ilization  crum bling and  m old er in g , h e  had  taught her, 
g iven  her, that little w ord  and  g iv en  h er  its m ea n in g  on  their first d a te  in th e  V illage: 
him  w ith h is sm irking flirting e y e s  and  his d u n g a r e e  jacket and  h er w ith  h er b lon d e  
straight hair d ow n  to h er w aist; h o w  silly  th ey  look ed  th ere  and  th en . T hey had stood
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o u ts id e  Gray's P ap aya  grop ing  for th ings to s a y  and  sh e  thought it w a s  silly  that h ere  
Sixth A ven u e  w a s  a lso  ca lled  A ven u e  o f th e  A m ericas, w ith tw o  little g reen  sig n s o n e  
on  top  o f  th e  oth er  and  sh e  sa id  so . He o f co u rse  felt that this w a s  a  c lea r  ex a m p le  o f  
th e  p r e te n se s  th e  city w a s  ca p a b le  of; such  u se le s s  cerem o n ia l and  h on orary  m e a n 
in g le ssn e s s  o n ly  su c c e e d e d  in blinding p e o p le  to th e  actual sq u a lor  on  th e  streets.
His w o rd s to her w e r e  ripe and  c lea n ed  (h e  w ou ld  later laugh  at h im se lf for such  
ranting). And sh e  stared  at th e  tiny cracked  w rin k les on  her  knuckles, s lo w ly  
sh ea th ed  in running w ater , thinking h o w  ca r e le s s ly  and  free ly  sh e  had asked: w h at  
d o e s  p re ten se  m ean ?  And th o se  e y e s  o f  his e n v e lo p e d  her w ith their ten d er  p en e tra 
tion (h ow  cou ld  h e  not kn ow  everything?); h e  told  h er to shut him up th e  seco n d  h e  
so u n d ed  like s o m e  an n oy in g  c o lle g e  boy , but s h e  rea lly  w a n ted  to know  and h e  
m a d e  h er w an t to a sk  -  and sh e  w ou ld  sh o w  him th ings, teach  him  th ings to o  b efo re  
h e  d ied . S he turned off th e  faucet: th e  s in g le  dish w a s  scru bbed  to pristine sp o t le s s 
n ess .

The sou n d  o f  th e  w a ter  h issing out from  th e  h o u se 's  rear w a ll w h e r e  it rushed  
through  p ip es finally  en d ed  and  th ey  cou ld  con tin u e talking at a  d ecen t vo lu m e; but, 
A dam  thought, th e  flow  o f th e  co n v ersa tio n  had a lrea d y  b een  Im p ed ed , and  Its 
e c h o e s  s e e m e d  so m e h o w  idiotic, p o m p o u s in his ea r s . After a ll, h e  couldn't ev e n  
rem em b er  w h en  this Q uintus gu y  lived  or w h at h e  w ro te  so  h e  couldn't c o m e  up w ith  
a c lev e r  rejoinder; h e  hadn't had that m uch to d o  w ith th e  e x c h a n g e  up till now; h e  
la g g ed  behind in his ow n  sm a ll a m a zem en t. But it w a s  so  irritating h o w  sh e  abruptly  
turned on  th e  sink w h en  sh e  k n ew  h ow  loud th e  w a ter  so u n d ed  out on  th e  deck , and it 
w a s  all to  g e t his a ttention  a n y w a y , e v e n  if sh e  had nothing to sa y , right? Sam  didn't 
fe e l that yo u  cou ld  co m p a re  th o se  path etica lly  b a ro q u e  e x a m p le s  o f ep ic  to the  
a u d a c io u s  p o w er  o f  Lucretius, h o w  h e  sp o k e  so  c lea r ly  to th e  m od ern  m ind -  and  
didn't h e  think that it w a s  an unfair com p arison ?

Their su d d en  focu s s la m m ed  into him , stunning him .
I su p p o se , A dam  offered  hastily . It s e e m e d  so m eth in g  o f  a  w a s te  o f tim e to d w ell 

on  th e s e  le s se r  n a m es , b e c a u se , (and w h at a  vivid  clarity) h e  sa id  w ith rising con fi
d e n c e  (finding his w o rd s now ): D ante e c lip se s  th em  all; h e  a b so rb s  th em  and  ulti
m a te ly  usurps th em  w ith his u n iq u en ess , his ability  to crea te  and  to reflect. Even th e  
o n e s  w h o  c a m e  after couldn't co m p ete .

But no; 'usurp' is to o  h o m e ly  a  w ord  for w h a t yo u  a re  trying to com m u n ica te , 
thought Matt at A dam  quietly , sm iling and  propping h is tem p le  w ith a  finger, a fter his 
slight sh u d d er  o f  sym p ath etic  em b a rra ssm en t, it is u g ly  and  o b v io u s  h o w  unread  yo u  
are: I cou ld  th row  half a  d o zen  n a m e s  at yo u  right n o w  from  a n y  era , an y  literature, 
and  yo u  w o u ld  sit th ere  sputtering for a  resp on se: th o se  'le s se r  n a m es' a re  o n ly  th e  
tip o f  a  g lea m in g  and  g lor iou s iceb erg . M att's lips, to n g u e  and  jaw  all squ irm ed  
aroun d  ea ch  o th er  a s  If to  d is lo d g e  a  rotted ta s te  from  his throat and  h e  m u sed  that 
A dam  rem in d ed  him o f all th o se  s a m e  pathetic p o seu rs  from  his o ld  undergrad  
cla sses; o n e  couldn't ex a c tly  b la m e s o m e o n e  for b ein g  born w ith a  lim ited in tellectual 
faculty, it w a s  just that it w a s  s o . . .  irk som e. Y es, m o ro n s w e r e  th e  o b sta c le s  a lon g  
truth's road , th e  In terferen ces that had to b e  to lera ted .

A dam  sat, b rea th less . The c lo u d le ss  sh ie ld  o f sk y  didn't s e e m  b o u n d le ss  en o u g h  at 
that m om ent; his in tensity  and  pride e x p lo d ed  out from  him , cou ld  not b e  con ta in ed  
by a m ere  b ody, but rather it stretch ed  out to  touch th e  full p er im eter  o f th e  yard  and  
its circ le o f quiet; ca ress in g  and  noting all; d istorting and  prettifying th e  g reen  in th e  
tr ee s , sh arp en in g  their thick o d o r  on th e  air; sinking, it s e e m e d  to A dam , a s  h e  
rep la y ed  his carefu l co m m en ts  a ga in  In his ea r s , p lunging th e  h o u se  and  its p lot o f  
land d ow n  into a  sh a llo w  ob liv ion  that w a s  but a  m o te  in th e  v a s tn e s s  o f e v e r y  thing, 
w ith tim e and  his e y e s  stu b born ly  scouring  th e  earth 's revo lu tion s. So that then  h e  
k new . W e a re  m inu te s e lf -s w a llo w in g  v o ic e s  talking at noth ing. No thing. And su d 
d en ly  h is w o rd s on  D ante that had sen t him  h ere  b e c a m e  brittle and  d ev o id  o f their  
im p ortan ce and  v e r y  p u rp ose , th e  su rg e  o f recogn ition  and  its acco m p a n y in g  m a g n i
fication co llap sin g  back into itse lf so  that th ere  lin gered  o n ly  its ta ste , w ith the b elly  
still em p ty  and  ach in g  from  th e  m em o ry . He sa w  th e s e  tw o  p e o p le  (b are ly  a cq u a in 
ta n ces , rea lly ) a s  thou gh  ch a n g ed  to  carica tu res, sh a d o w s  o f ty p es , (y es) form s with  
fak e faces: did th e y  actu a lly  b e lie v e  that th ey  had sin cere ly  m et w ith s o m e  kind o f
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en ligh ten m en t?  Here is Matt turning his p h ra ses  w ith deftness; h e  w a s  nothing, A dam  
felt, shifting his palm  and its sw e a t  on  th e  arm  o f h is chair, but n either am  I. And I 
k now  it. T here is a  w orld .

"Isn't it getting a  little dark out th ere?”
Matt's hand d rop p ed  d ow n  from  his fo reh ea d  and h ea v ily  p lop p ed  in his lap , no  

effort being  m a d e  to c o n cea l his an n oyan ce; and A dam  b e c a m e  h ea ted ly  co n sc io u s  
o f her p r e se n c e  b eyon d  th e  screen , o f their co n versa tion  sp e e d ily  b ecom in g  m o re  
and  m o re  im p o sed  upon by her q u estion , like a  w e e d  w itherin g  in e x c e s s  sun . The 
q u estion  hung th ere  in m id -fligh t, w ra p p ed  in th e  s ilen ce  it had insisted  on  creating , 
sh ou ld erin g  in on  th em  rudely , g n aw in g  at them  (at him ) for a  ca su a l and  polite  
answ er; and  b e c a u se  o f  its u rgen cy  -  a  p ressu re  that c len ch ed  and c len ch ed  in sid e  -  
A dam , b e fo re  a llow in g  it to  se ttle  on  th e w o o d e n  b oard s at their feet, h a rn essed  his 
im m ed ia te  flash  o f ire and  w ith it barked , "W e're fine," firing this at her se lfish n ess .
Its harsh  c lap  stung her w ith a  burning, and  h e  felt it in s ta n ta n eo u s ly  b e fo re  it left his 
m outh, k n ew  from  th e p ressu re  in his ab d om en : its tone: an  o p e n -h a n d e d  b lo w  to  the  
face .

S h e had o n ly  w a n ted  to s o m e h o w  en ter  into their co n v ersa tio n , and th e  id ea  had  
crop p ed  up that m a y b e  sh e  cou ld  turn on  a  light so  th ey  cou ld  s e e  o n e  an o th er  better  
an d , sh e  thought, her to n g u e  s ilen ced  and c lo v en  to her p a le tte , if h e  didn't w an t her  
to  sa y  anyth ing to  th em , w h y  had h e  a sk ed  h er ear lier  in th e  d a y  to  d ress  n ice ly  for  
com p an y?  T h ese  b o y s w e r e  a  w e d g e  h a m m ered  abruptly b e tw e e n  th em  now; sh e  
w a s  o v e r c o m e  w ith an  abstract sen sa tio n  o f running to catch h er so n  (not a  boy), to  
throw  h erse lf  b en ea th  h is p lu m m eting  w eight; and th ere  b e fo re  her, a s  s h e  c lea red  
h er throat and turned back to  the kitchen tab le  a g a in , w a s  h er b ab y  flying up in th e  
air, a w a y  from  D avid's arm s and g iant sm ile , then  floating straight d ow n  a ga in  to be  
o n c e  a ga in  grab b ed  by his fa ther's rough sa fe  h an d s ("don't th row  him like that!"); but 
h e  w ou ld n 't break  him , h e  a ssu red  her, h e  w a s  right th ere  to catch  him . He's m y boy. 
And, co m ica lly  rolling A dam 's chubby b od y  under o n e  arm  like a  footb a ll (h e w ou ld  
a lw a y s  g ig g le  w h en  h e  w a s  held  that w a y ), h is g low in g  bald and  co o in g  fa ce  sticking  
out at her, David jabbed  his to n g u e  out at her; it forced  h er to sm ile , s e e in g  their tw o  
fa c e s  like that, pointing, iden tica lly  p o sed . He's m y b o y  and  yo u  k n ow  w h at yo u  are , 
hon? S h e did, y e s , and sh e  w a s  sorry  for ye llin g . S h e g a v e  up and  pu lled  back a  chair  
from  th e  kitchen ta b le  to  sit, k eep in g  that see th in g  pain in sid e, th e  barb h e  had  
throw n; sh e  had just ruined h is ev en in g , hadn't sh e?  I'm sorry , sh e  told  A dam  (her  
son!) in her h ea d . I'm sorry  I'm not you r  father. He w ou ld  h a v e  h osted  th em  p erfec t
ly, im p ressed  them  by talking around  th em  in c irc les, and all sh e  had d o n e  w a s  ask  
ab ou t th e  darkness; stupid, stupid.

"Look, w e  sh ou ld  p rob ab ly  h ea d  out a n y w a y , alright?" And Matt r o se  up, fo llo w ed  
by Sam , s im u lta n eo u sly  zipperin g  their jackets w ith that form al air o f finality; th e  
so u n d s and  s ilh o u e tte s  o f th em  stand ing  s e e m e d , through  th e  screen  d oor, to be  
quaking w ith a  d e ta ch ed  to lera n ce  o f her (or w a s  it o f  A dam  a lso? ), a  s ta te ly  and  
affected  p ro cess io n a l that sa id , "We und erstan d , m an , w e  und erstan d . W om en , 
right? U n b elievab le ,"  and  A dam  all through  it didn't m ove; sh e  thou ght that sh e  cou ld  
fe e l him ten sin g  up, and  then  th ere  w a s  h is hand  ex ten d in g  to  grip th e  first b oy 's , th e  
seco n d  b oy 's . S h e thought, sitting th ere  still, h e  is p rob ab ly  hold ing  his breath  in and  
briskly nodd ing  to th em  both, s o m e  o f  that breath  e sca p in g  through  his nostrils a s  h e  
n o d s and  g ra sp s  their hands; h e  w a s  g o in g  to b e  furious w ith her.

Their b o o ts  fell ag a in st th e  w o o d e n  s tep s  a s  th e  tw o  o f th em  started  to w a rd s th e  
g a te . Matt sh ak ing  his h ea d , exiting through  into th e  drive; avo id in g  th e  in sid e  o f th e  
h o u se , A dam  thought. His m oth er's v o ic e  c a m e  w e a k ly  but cheerfu lly: Good night, 
g u y s. D rive sa fe , sh e  ca lled , a s  if nothing had  h a p p en ed . A p p ea ra n ces  to th e  last, 
isn't it? h e  thought, stand ing  w ith his back to  th e  screen , th ere 's  a lw a y s  that fak e h a p 
p in ess , that 'coo l m om ' routine, right? It w ou ld  n e v e r  su rp rise  him  and  w ou ld  n ev er  
stop  startling him  h o w  s e lf -a b s o r b e d  s h e  cou ld  be, an d , h e  sh o o k  h is h ea d . Dad's not 
h ere  to stra igh ten  h er out, at lea s t m a k e  h er s e e m  n orm al in front o f o th er  p e o p le .

(For just o n e  knifing seco n d  th ere  w a s  that contracting o f th e  gut, that drop  o f  
sh a m e  that punctured th e  coo lin g  a n g e r  and  rippled ou tw ard  through  h is v e in s  and  
skin, reverb era tin g  a  gruff pair o f  sy lla b le s  for his e a r s  to  sn a r e  and  keep; g iv ing them
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sh a p e , th e  sp read in g  c irc les o f th e  rippling h o w led  out: "W e're f in e /' and n o w  h e  
h eard  it for th e  sh ou t it w a s .)

S h e heard  a  lon g , lo w  e x h a le  from  o u ts id e  and  knew , a s  sh e  drum m ed  her fin ger
tips on  th e  tab le 's  top , that her son  w a s  not go in g  to sp ea k  to her for a  little w hile: 
th ree  d a y s  m a y b e . But this w a s  ok ay , b e c a u se  th ey  had got through th e s e  m om en ts  
b efo re , sh e  learn in g  to im itate to the b est o f h er ability  his father's m eth od s, he  
learn ing  to  b e  patient w ith her  trying; sh e  w ou ld  a p o lo g iz e  w h en  h e  w a s  rea d y  and  
then  try harder in th e  future. But if h e  w ou ld  o n ly  sa y  w h at w a s  on  his m ind n ow , 
th ey  cou ld  com m unicate; sh e  w ou ld  listen  in a  w a y  that h e  thought sh e  couldn't; sh e  
w a s  o v e r c o m e , and  his slid ing back th e  d oor  and su d d en  step s  on  th e  tiling a ccen tu 
ated  this to  a  c re scen d o  a s  h e  storm ed  by in a  flourish . S he g la n ced  up to o  la te  to  s e e  
his face; his bearing; a  sign  that sh e  cou ld  m a y b e  take w ith her to know  h o w  h e  felt, a 
truth b ey o n d  his furious silen t m o v em en ts , trom ping into th e  living room  tow ard s the  
sta irca se . S h e s ig h ed  y e t ag a in , staring d ow n  at her h an d s, still sitting and thinking o f  
h o w  his glaring e y e s  had floa ted  at her from  the dark o f  the d eck  through th e  screen; 
and  sh e  turned her h ea d  up in tim e to  s e e  that A dam  had p a u sed  at th e  landing to 
look  back at her, but n o w  sh e  o n ly  sa w  his back a s  h e  turned up th e  sta irs, to o  la te  in 
realizing  s h e  had heard  th e  qu iet o f h is halting at th e  landing.

I I
And w h y , w h y  in th e  h ell d o e s  sh e  a lw a y s  h a v e  to b e  so  dam n se lfish?  A dam  ask ed  

h im self, d ecid in g  w h eth er  to con tin u e w ith th e  m a sh ed  p o ta to es  or m a y b e  first finish  
off th e  b ab y  carrots. It's a lw a y s  th e  se lfish n e ss , but w h y ? -p e r h a p s  it w a s  a  p o in tless  
q u estion , th ou gh . D ebbie w a s  on  th e  floor o f th e  liv in groom , fiddling w ith her little 
f in g er -p u p p ets , b obbing them  to  th e  tune, h e  im ag in ed , o f h is w ife  stilted ly  stabbing  
at and  arou nd  her sirloin; th e  s ilv erw a re  clinked a g a in st th e  p late , sou n d in g  to him  
like d e lica te  tapping on  a  c lo sed  h igh -h at: lacking r e so n a n ce . And for all th e  tim es  
that sh e  co m p la in ed  to him h o w  h e  n ev er  fin ished  her cook in g , n ev er  c lea n ed  his 
p la te  off, h ere  sh e  w a s , c lea r ly  d oing  th e  s a m e  thing. But, o f co u rse , it w a s  fak e, an  
affectation , to  g arn er  attention . S he w a n ted  to d raw  him  out, right h ere  in front o f  
Deb, sh e  w a n ted  him to  a sk  th e  q u estion . W ell, h e  w ou ldn 't d o  it, h e  re so lv ed , c le a r 
ing his throat just after th e  last o f th e  carrots w en t d ow n  (exce llen t, co o k ed  to  a  p er 
fect so ftn ess), h e  w ouldn't; not this tim e.

It rea lly  w asn 't such a  big d ea l. It w ou ld  co st m o n e y  at first, th ey  w ou ld  both lo s e  
so m e  s le e p  and  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  to sp en d  m o re  tim e w ith D eborah , and  le s s  on  his 
w ork . But h e  k n ew  h o w  im portant this w a s  to  her (h e  did, a fter a ll, h a v e  th e  sa m e  
va lu es); and  so  w hat?  Sarah y e lle d  at him  m utely , s h e  hadn't had th e se  p lan s w h en  
th ey  had gotten  m arried: that w a s  y e a r s  ago! P eo p le  fucking ch a n g e , d e v e lo p  n ew  
in terests , sh e  told h erse lf, kicking her chair back and  stand ing  upright w ith her dish  in 
her hand , b eing  carefu l not to  let him s e e  her v ex a tio n , not to  g iv e  him am m unition  
for a  la ter argu m en t ("can't yo u  just c o m e  out and  te ll m e  w h at y o u  m ean ?  no, you  
just sit th ere  w aiting  for m e  to sa y  so m eth in g , acting, a lw a y s  acting!") w h e r e  h e  
w ou ld  y e ll ab ou t th e  s a m e  ex a ct things; sh e  didn't w a n t him to think sh e  w a s  being  
se lfish . And h ere , h av in g  p ro ceed ed  into th e  kitchen, Sarah em p tied  th e  rem ain s o f  
her d inner, a  ch illed  m a ss  o f potato  ad h erin g  to  a  fo rm less  c lum p o f sirloin , d ow n  
into th e  g a r b a g e  can , sw ea r in g  that sh e  w ou ld n 't let him d o  this again: not with  
so m eth in g  so  im portant.

"How y a  doin' in th ere , S illy -b ee? "  His v o ic e , n o w  re la x ed  but s in ew y , w afted  
through  to h er in th e  kitchen; sh e  w a lk ed  a w a y  from  it to  th e  sink, se e in g  b e fo re  her  
w ith th e  su d d e n n e ss  (and lim ited n ess) o f lightning a  picture o f that d a y  in his office, 
w ith D eborah  on  his lap , him  sitting beh ind  th e  d esk , and  h er with h er a n g le  o f v is ion  
from  th e  d o o r w a y  on to  th e  hall. D eborah  w a s  sifting her little h an d s through  his 
p a p ers, trying to  catch w o rd s to  sing at him , to g e t his reaction s, and  all Sarah could  
d o  w a s  lea n  and  sm ile , shak in g  her h ea d . D eborah  fin ally  found o n e  w orth y  o f a  
ch a lle n g e , or m a y b e  it had b een  A dam  w h o , sitting th ere  on  that sw iv e l chair in an  
undershirt and  p lea ted  khaki slack s, g la s s e s  resting on h is n o se , had brought th e  
sh e e t  c lo se r  to  their d au gh ter  and  pointing to th e  h ead in g  a c r o ss  th e  top , say in g . And
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what's that one? How do we say that? Adam, she had said, stepping into the room, 
don't push her. But then 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 of them 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 of them 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? Just ignore it, but it won't go away, it w ill 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, it wouldn't have bothered him so much if she didn't sit there on the floor in 
the middle of the 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 sit there 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 
at that 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 w ill let her start with th e -

But she was already talking: it was only one class, two nights a week. 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 a villain. 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. He was 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. He was maybe thinking of how 
best to phrase his next statement, to make it sound like he knew what he was talking 
about. This was 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 about what 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 of the park. They had the 
same eyes, Sarah thought, and Adam just tried 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.

(At once she saw herself captured as if on a film 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 not to 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. What was so wrong 
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. But damn 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 a w ry 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, if you smile any big
ger your jaw 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); I guess you want me to 
apologize, he asked: they were both smirking. And she said, sure, why not? but, she 
thought, not to me. Not to me.
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T h e  P o e t
B y  V i c t o r i a  V .  G u e U

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
of the poet's hand.

N E X T  S E A T  O y e r  
(T H E  T H IN G S  I C A N N O T  SA Y )

B y  R i c h a r d  F e d e y

I'm terrified you know 
each time I see your face 

because I ... te quiero.
But I can't say so, 

so I use Spanish in its place 
and I'm terrified you know 
of all the things that show 

through my stoic carapace 
because I ... te quiero.

I'm not just after a blow, 
if that were the case I wouldn't be terrified, you know?

Ifon ly lcou ld  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."
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Comparisons STO R Y  BY K risten  Gugliara

I decided to take a walk. A walk would probably not take my head off of all the shit 
going on in my life right now, but maybe it would make me realize the good.
As I strolled down the block, 1 kicked a rock. Though I would usually ignore my con
tact with this piece of earth, I picked the pebble up and continued walking.

"This rock is like all the people that I 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. I placed the rock down gently and continued 
on my pointless journey to nowhere.

I thought I'd go sit by the water. I 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 I 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.

I thought I would 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 I talking about? A fuckin' menstrual cycle?

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

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

Hostage of This Nameless Feeling
• C h r l s t i i i e  M a c le e r  •

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 w ill 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.

I 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 I don't want to perceive this anymore; and here yearning to fly to never never 
land where I w ill hide no longer from the confusion of this war. And that prevents 
me living with the sickness of the universe.
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tkê  a Cf/iAl m tkê  mMJUt
B y  J e s s a  S h o u t b a b ya

can see it sometimes
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, if it's a 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 i get the nerve
to attempt such a friendly-but-a-little-moreso 
gesture,
the hug seems to just sort of... 
end.
and i silently curse myself 
as i walk 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
to some 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, i even 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, I can'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 handcuff earrings, 
i wonder if you'll notice 
and sometimes,
in the midst of your praise of my poetry,
i wonder if you're praising me
to get into my pants
and is it incredibly wrong
that some slinky, sneaky, seductive
part of me
is sort of hoping
that you're heaping such lavish praise, 
in part,
to get into my pants? 
is it crazy
that the merest hint 
of a double entendre 
makes me blush, 
and that maybe, 
just maybe,
i want to corrupt you 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 i thought it might happen 
("it" being a kiss, silly) 
but it never 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.

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 of said confession
i want a new drug!
one that won't make me sick
oh, huey lewis, your brilliance astounds.
but anyway,
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
i may never be able
to do this again.

is it okay if i say 
that i really like 
when our elbows brush 
and is it just 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 i crazy 
for seeing this 
iridescent rock candy 
melting on my tongue 
and coating your lips? 
or is it really there? 
i might be tempted 
to leave a trail 
of sticky slick-y sugar 
on your cheek, 
your jawline, 
and,
if i ever grow some nerve,
your lips.
and maybe
i'll walk away,
hips still swaying,
or maybe, just maybe,
cobra hips swinging and all,
i'll take your hand
and charm you into following.

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

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

The moon still floats along 
unseen, unknown by all

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

Gliding back into view  
the moon observes the riot

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

And no one sees him 
except for the black moon

rU c B la ck  
T to o n

R i c h a r d  F e d e y
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T l i c  V o t c c ,  t  m u s t  m e e t
A voice 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 
I threw my wish down.

Whenever I thought I 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, I asked that we meet. 
Face to Face, 
for the First time.
He told me.
First you must climb the lifeless steps 
of the abandoned home 
I have shown you in your 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 
I found a a worn piece of paper 
with a pistol by it's side.
The note neatly written 
"We shall meet, I shall not hide"

Assuming his intent,
I picked up the pistol.
Anxious to meet him.
I acted out his wishes, 
as the pistol left my hand.

C H R I S T I A N  T U B I T O

I
F o r a sh o rt 

second  in  tim e
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,
I feared only the worst.
Deep inside my mind.
This fear my only curse.

This fear I 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?
It seems as if my brain may melt 
for this short second in time.

P o e m s  B y :  E d w i n  D i a z

U n t i t l e d
I write for the sake of writing 
I think for the sake of thinking 
But what profit have I from life?
It is not I, nor my work that matters.
But how complexity is understood.
Yet, this might not happen here with the simple lines I write 
Although I do believe in something and 
it is to the highest good...

S e n t i m G n t s  o f  a  D r e a m e r
Although not popular, I have known a few people in my life.
Do you remember Dagoberto in '92? it was 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.
I remember going to Queens to eat at lose Antonio's, the cook 
from the Sanchez family who always looked out for everyone.
You know it would 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

U n t i t l e d
Far between two lands I'll travel, 
and it is 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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U n t i t l e d
They
I've been exposed to valor once 
valiant men were more than I, 
Why,
Why must we think of ourselves so
when freedom was theirs,
and they let us have it
their labor is wonderous
but they cease to exist in our minds
and yet they still are strong



S k s le p * s  G a p d e R
L a u r a  A n n  P s o m a s

Septamlfttt 1 3 , 2 0 0 4  (P te ien t)

"Tkou^k tke  toom  urai not a t a tl  Irl^, tka amptlnaSi It k e ld  maiJia It look tram endoui. SJti Inown 

Ifenckai urere like ot/edlent ck lld ten  ita n d ln ^  (fiUlatltj a t attention (remote tk e lt  ^a tkex , making iu te  not 

to move. ~Tke walli w e te  a p ecu lia r ^ te e n  a n d  tke  celling wai Jo k l^ k  tka t It ie e m e d  alm oit Im poalU a  

to ^Ix  tka t one Irulif, In tke  u p p e t  le^t coxnex, urklck k a d  (teen ^llckexln^ ^ o t  ovex two m ontki. 'Tke 

u/klte ka lxed  m an, d x e a e d  In a ll  tjlack, u/ai ilttln<^ on k li  tkxone exp te iilo n le is , urklle tke  otkexi 

patlen tltj lliten ed  to tke  ijoun^ ^ Ix l  speaking, “tk e  man ilttln ^  In tke  lej^t d e ik  urai ita x ln ^  a t tke  ^ Ix l  

wklle dxo p i o^ iw ea t e ic a p e d ^x o m  k li ^o xeka a d  "Tke alx wai ^e ttln ^  tklnnex a n d  coldex, ien d ln ^  a 

ikli^ex tkxou^k  anyone urko k a p p e n e d  to walk p a i t  tke  e l^k t ^o o t ta ll open doox. It wain t  tke  

cold^lllln(^ tke  alx. It wai tke  im e ll  o^ a lo^ calfln In tke  m iddle o^ tke  ^oxeit. U vextjtkln^ wai m ade  

out o^ wood, ^xom  tke  ^looxi to tke  im a ll  wooden p iece  tka t w ould^oxevex ckant^e llvei; tke  i^ai/eL

”S) am not a cxlm lnal U  wexe a cxlmlnal, tken w kat w ould  tka t kave m ade k lm ?  ije  d idn ’t  love 

eltkex one o^ u i; ke  d idn ’t  caxe l^ we wexe d e a d  ox alive! Jladlei a n d  <^entlemen a iiu ze  i^ou tka t 

^ k a x le i Ke<^lex wai no ialnt. ”

■filllion £lden wai calm a n d  iuxe o^ kex ie l^  a i ik e  ipoke . -l-lex lon^ daxk kalx wai (rxuiked (rack Into a 

(run k e ld  two ijellow ckop  i t lc k i, wklck m a tcked p e x^ec tlij wltk kex outfit. i!ex d x e a  wai a ta d  too 

ik o x t ^ox kex lon^ tkln lei^i, ^oxclnt^ kex to tu(^ It down evex^ once In awklle. 7xom  ^ax  awaij ik e  

looked  like a twelve t^eax o ld  ̂ Ix l  (tut kex e<jei <^ave kex a^e  a n d  kex  Innocence awa<j. -(Million wai 

twentij tkxee a n d  l^ arnj ^Iven itxan^ex  wai to look Into kex Irxown, (/elea^uexed e^ei tketj w ould  iee  

tke  ll^e o^ an o ld  woman.

m  a ^ o o d  woman. i7 do believe In (Jod  a n d D  do believe In ju itlce . U  believe tka t (^o d  bellevei In 

ju itlce . D  believe tka t mij dau(^ktex bellevei In ju itlce . -find, believe ^ou a ll believe In ju itlce . "

■(Million wai ^lnlikln<^ up  kex pleadln<^ to tke  twelve ca xd  dealexi (w kat ik e  a n d  kex  lawijex lik e d  to ca ll 

tk e m j a n d  tken ia t  down. 4!ex lawtjex, A ilke, k e ld  kex  k a n d  a i tke  c a x d  dealexi i^ot up  one b(j one a n d  

en texed  a iepaxa te  xoom, clo iln^ tke  dooxi beklnd  tkem . U/ken tkeij came out, -filllion knew  tka t tk li 

wai t^oln<  ̂ to be It. -f)i ik e  k e ld  M ike’ i  k a n d  a n d  k e a x d  tke  w oxd  "(^ullttj ” kex m in d  bet^an to wandex 

a n d  ik e  wai iln k ln ^  deepex a n d  deepex Into a ll^e tka t wai ^oxevex (^one......

Septem bct 2 4 ,  !  9 9 6

love ijou, l i n t  tka t a ll  tka t m a tte x i? "  (?kaxlle K e flex  wai li^ln^ on k li beit ^xlencCi b ed  In k li  im l-  

leij ^ace boxex ik o x ti , koldlrn^ k li <^lxl^xlendti k a n d  "Ijou can’t keep  i^ettln<^ m e w oxked  up  like tk li 

a n d  tken j u i t  leave m e kan< l̂n< .̂ "  (?kaxlle wai ip ea k ln ^  wltk k li etjei c lo ie d  wklle kal^ im llln^. Hli 

blonde, iplk<j kalx k a d  not m o ved  a centlmetex tkanki to /lo o k i (^el a n d ^ Iv e  m lnutei o^ kalx ip xa ij-  

Irn .̂ ije  ^ l^ u x e d  tka t tk li nl<^kt w ould  be tke nl<^kt tk a t k li  <^lxl^xlend o^ two m on tk i a n d  ke  w ould  

kave iex. "-i/ow o^ten do  we <̂ et a p la c e  to m e n  axound  In ? "  -fie o p en ed  k li  ei^ei. -fllllion i to o d  up  

^xom  tke  bed, ita x ln ^  down at klm  a n d  ita x te d  to bite kex  lip. ^ k e  wai onltf weaxln^ kex  p in k  bikini 

undexweax a n d p x e te n d e d  to ik lvex , tk li waij ik e  cou ld  covex up  kex  im a ll  bxeaiti bij w xappln^ kex  

axm i axound  tkem . ^ k e  alwaiji ^ e lt  ie l^  coniclenca about kex bodij, no m attex kow  m uck ik e  tx le d  not 

to ik o w  It In ^xo n t o^ klm ; ik e  w an ted  klm  to tklnk o^ kex a i a con fiden t woman, ^ka x lle  alwaiji to ld  

kex  tka t ik e  wai beautifu l a n d  i k e  tx le d  to tklnk o^ tkat. ~Tken ik e  tkoui^kt o^ kex ^x lend i wko  

alxeadtj k a d  ie x  a n d  kow  tk li cou ld  be tke  p e x ^e c t time ^ox kex  to lo ie  kex  vlxi^lnltij.

"■f)llle, tfou don’t  kave  to. It’i  j u i t  tka t (jou look io  ko t x l^k t now. ”

■filllion im lled , tx(jln^ to klde  kex  nexvouineii. ^ k e  looked  axound  tke  bare xoom. It wai dlxtij a n d  a ll  

It k a d  wai a b ed  a n d  a mountain o^ clo tkei In ^xo n t o^ tke  doox-le ii cloiet. ~Tke w kolei In tke  wall 

m ade kex  uncom^oxtable, ik e  ^ e a x e d  a xoack matj come out a n d  x e it Iti little le ^ i on kex  k e a d  ~tke 

a^tex tko u ^k t m ade kex  laut^k a n d  tken ik e  ^e lt  xelleved tka t ik e  co u ld  i t l l l  lau^k In a iltuatlon like 

tk li. -fi^tex a ll  tketj k a d  been ^oo lln^ axound  ilnce tke  vextj ^ Ix it  daij tketj m e t but ke  k a d  nevex tx le d  to  

kave ie x  wltk kex. ^ k e  ik o u ld  kave known ilnce tke  m om ent ik e  ^ o t  o^^ tke  p k o n e  wltk klm  wken ke  

ca lled  eaxllex; ke  to ld  kex  tk a t ke  k a d  a p la c e  ^o x  to n l^k t a n d  p la n n e d  a romantic evening ju d t j^ox 

kex. ^ k e  rem em bered  beln^ exc ited  to ip e n d  tke  wkole nl<^kt wltk klm ; a ll ik e  w ould  kave to do wai
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ta ll hex p a ta n ti  tka t ik e  urai ileep ln ^  a t \ /a t i  kouia. S 'ex ufni tke  tkln<^ tka t c to i i e d  k e t  m ind, it 

urai ol/ifloui to k e t , or urk^ elie  w ould  ik e  kai^e skak/ed In p la c e i ik e  k a d  ne\^et ika i^ed  b e^o te?  Matjbe 

it wai tim e, (^kazlle urai ilx  tjea u  o lda t tkan k e t  a n d  ik e  d id n 't want klm  to tk ln l ik e  urai a little k id  

"Tka tea ion  ke  liked  k e t  am fwa^ wai bacauia ik e  wai m ature ^ o t  k e t  a^e. -Ond wltk a ll tko ie  tko u ^k ti 

attacking k a t  like a lamb In tke  wild, -(Million k e ld  k e t  k e a d  down a n d  c ta w le d  In tke  b ed  

”j7 loire ijou ”  (?katlle ia ld  tlt^kt before k e  i ta t te d k l i i ln ^  k e t. S ep tem b er 2 .4  w ould  be a nl<^kt to 

tem em bet, tke  ^ I t i t  time ik e  eiret k a d  ie x  a n d  tke  n l^ k t ik e  <̂ ot ptat^nant.

guna 12, 1999
2 0  7 2  ^ la it  9 9tk i t te e t .  M ew  Ifo tk  (2ltij. "tkli li tke  a d d te n  o^ tke  -Ijattlet iCin ik a lte t  ^ o t  teen 

m o tk e ti  a n d  alio  tke  a d d te i i  o^ tke  k l^ k  ic k o o l d to p  out, -filllion £lden. ~fke ik e l te t  wai In a im a ll  

^ te e n  building wltk two ^ lo o ti. ’tk e  itlck  on ^ lo o tln ^  tk to u ^ k  out ike building wai peellnt^ back, 

ca u ied  bi  ̂ tke  d a m p n eii o^ tke  tain ^ to m  tke  la it ^ e w  ijea ti, a n d  tke im e ll  d lttij d la p e ti  a n d  f o r 

mula f i l l e d  tke  n o ittl li  o^ p a i i e tb ^ 'i  outilde. A/o one ei/et b o tk e te d  to ^Ix  anijtkln(^ o t  decotate. ^)t 

wai a building wltk no k o p e i a n d  no d tea m i. p illio n  k a d  been lli/ln^ In tke  k in  kom e ilnce ik e  wai ilx  

m ontki pte<^nant wltk ^ k ( j le t ,  k e t  now  two ijeat o ld  dau(^ktet. 'Tkete w e te  twelve ^ I t l i  a n d  twelve  

cklld ten  ikatlrn^ one batktoom  a n d  two bedtoom i. -fllllion k a te d  e v e t^  ie c o n d  ik e  k a d  to ip e n d  In tke  

btoken down kom e but t t le d  ai k a t d  a i ik e  cou ld  to ita tj ^ o c u ie d  on p to v ld ln ^  a bettet ll^e ^ o t  k e t  

d a u ^k te t. ^ k e  w ould  be (^ettlnt^ k e t  (JSl'P In a ^ew  m on tk i a n d  tken maijbe even colle<^e. £lveti^ time 

ik e  looked  to w a rd  tke  window ik e  w o u ld ^^o l iom e kope. ~Tke wlndowi w ete  io  '^lltkij tka t no one 

cou ld  look In o t  out, but tka t d idn ’t  i to p  -fthion ^ to m  ^ a y n ^ ;  ik e  w ould  take ^ k t j le t  a n d  te ll  k e t  a ll tke  

beautifu l tkln<^i tka t w ete  on tke  o tka t ild e  o^ tke  m ^ ite tlo u i wlndowi. "Tke i t te e t i  w ete  m ade o^

^o ld , ^ lo w e ti ^ te w  ̂ to m  tke  ik ij, a n d  evetijtk ln^  elie wai a talnbow colo t ^ to m  tke  i ta t i  to tke  p e o 

p le . 'tk e^  ca lled  It ̂ k ( j  le t  i  a t  dan.

"(?an ijou iae tke  talnbow cotton candij ^ k ( j l e t? ” -fllllion k e ld  up  k a t  d a u ^k ta t a i tkaij botk i ta ta d  

d eep  Into tke  ^ t lm e  tka t overtook tka onl<j window In tka badtoom. "(Fan (jou taita  I t?  'Tomorrow ^ o t  

ijout blttkda(^, J7 am ^o ln ^  to ineak Into (jout garden a n d  b tln^  tjou iom e o^ tka t talnbow cotton candtj 

a n d  tjou a te  ^oln<^ to love It! ” ^ k i j le t  c la p p e d  k a t  ka n d i a n d  <^lt^t^led wltk axcltamant. ~Tomottow 

wai ^ k tjla r  i  blrtkdatj and-fllllion wai ^o ln ^  to trtj to maka It ai ip a c la l a i ik e  co u ld  'tke  k e a d  m o tk-  

er In tke  ik e lte t  alwat^i ^a ve  $ 2 0 .0 0  ^ o t  a c k lld  on tke lr blrtkda(j and-fllllion  wai ^oln<^ to butj tke  

talnbow cotton candij ik e  ia w  at tke  ^ to p  C^ne. W ltk tke  le^t over moneij ik e  w ould  taka .Skijlar on 

tka train a n d  tkan tke ^ e t t i j .  D t w ould  be tkalr daij a n d  no ona cou ld  ruin It. ^ k a  w ould  trij to maka  

It io  It wouldin’t  be like .^ktjle t i  ^ I n t  blrtkdaij. Q.une 1 3 , 1  9 9 8  wai ona o^ tka ka rd a it datji o^ ka t  

ll^^‘ iu p p o ie d  to be a datj o^ calabratlon, but kow  cou ld  ik a  calabrata know ing w kat ik a  kn aw ?

S k a  w antad to ba itron<^ ^o r  k a t  dau^ktar, but It wai too ioon. It k a d  onhj baan a da(j tka t ik e  ^o u n d  

out. -find  ik e  wai alone, -l-let p a re n ti wara ^ona In anotkar ita ta  wltk no w ord, a n d  (?katlle wai living 

wltk iom e ^ I t l  a n d  k e t  p a re n ti. A/o one c a re d  tka t It wai k e t  bab(j’i  blttkda<j, not an(j one but k e t ie l^  

a n d  ik a  wai <^oln^ to trtj k a t  ka rd a it to ^ o r^a t w kat ik a  knaw a n d  to maka tka t daij ipaclal.

'tka o tka t ^ I t l i  mada It k a t d ^ o t  -fllllion ^ to m  tke  m om ent ik e  i te p p e d  In tka koma. S k a  k a d  mada  

tka m litaka  antarln^ tka door wltk p o l l ik a d  nalli a n d  m anlcurad toai. M o ona ta lka d  to k a t  a n d  

wkan tkatj d id , ik a  w lik a d  tketj kadn t. ? ^acla l i lu t i  like "S p o ile d  wklta bltck "  iaam ad to ba tka onhj 

w o td i tkatj knaw ^ o t  k e t. S k e  wain t  a ^ l^ k te r , io  a ll ik a  cou ld  do wai l^nora tkam. S k a  wai i^lad to 

ba prai^nant tken because i k e  knew  tka t k a t  unborn babj k a d  ia v a d  k e t  ^ to m  ^ l^ k tln ^  k e t  ^ I t i t  ^ l^k t. 

I2ut, a^ter S k ij le t  wai born, i tra n ^ tk  k a d  rlian ^ to m  daap wltkln k e t  a n d  ik e  i to o d  up  ^ o t  k e tie l^ . 

-fllllion w ould  never ^o r^a t tka datj ik a  p u n c k a d  tka to u ^ka it ^ I t l  a t tka kom a r l^ k t In tka atja.

-fllllion k a d  onltj baen kom a ^ to m  tke  ko ip lta l, wltk k e t  new  babtj, ^ o t  two waaki wkan tka ^ I t l i  i ta r ta d  

p ick in g  on k a t  a(jaln. S ta n d tj Ja co b i, wkom tkaij ca llad  " S r a t" , wai alwa(ji tka laadar o^ tka bunck. 

-fUtkou^k tketj n eva t pk tjilca lltj k a r t k e t ,  H rat m ade iu te  tk a t ik e  a n d  tke  re it  o^ tke  ^ Ir li  to rm en ted  

k e t  wltk Iniulti. -fllllion wai Itjln^ In k a t  bad  wltk S k j la r  naxt to k a t  wkan Q rat came towards k e t. 

" S k e ’i  cute, ko p e  ik e  d o e in t  become a wkora like k e t  m o tker ”  Qrat ia ld  wklla ik a  wai itrokln<^ 

S k tj le t  i  kalr. ^ u i t  tke  tkoui^kt o^ S r a t  touckln^ k e t  dau^k ter mada -fllllion ilck . S k a  k a d  actualhj 

k o p a d  tka t S r a t  w o u ld ia tj iom atklm ^ to k a t , antjtkln^ a t all, bacauia ik a  k a d  built anout^k a n ^a t a t tka  

w o tld  to ^Inalltj lat looia, a n d  l^ It wai Q rat to p u t  k e t  on tk a t ad^a tkan no ona w ould  a ik  t^uaitloni. 

■fllllion im a c k a d S r a t’i  k a n d  o^^ k a t  babtj a n d  wltk a tl^ k t  ^ l i t  a n d  no w o td i, p u n c k a d S r a t  In k a t  

r l^ k t atja.
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^o m e tk ln ^  k a d  in a p p e d  In -fllilion that dat^, iometklrK^ tka t l/tou<^kt k e t  to xealltij a n d  ito le  anij inno

cence tka t ik e  k a d  le^t. ^ k e  learned  kow  tke  [^roxld u ro tled  million k a d p u n c k e d G ra t In tke  etje 

wklle tke  otkex (^hli d id  notkln^ l^ut Lau^k; ik a  wai now  tkelx ^ t l e n d  "£!t’i  about time ^ I r l " , ivai 

urkat came out o^ S ta t ' i  m outk a^ter tke  Incident, "-fill (jou k a d  to do urai i ta n d  up ^ o t  (joutiel^, a n d  

d o n 't urottij about tke a(je, ^o u t p u n c k  couldn’t k u t t  a w ounded^l(j. ”  -fllllion wa5 co n ^u ied  a t ^ h i t  

but tken It a ll came to kex. Sli/etijtkln(^ ik e  tko u ^k t ik e  wai about, evextj d team  ik e  ka d , a n d  a ll tke  

tru it  ik e  k a d  In p e o p le  k a d  been e ta ie d ^ to m  k e t  m in d  like ckalk In tke  zaln. ^ k a tl le  wai i^one alon^ 

wltk k e z  p a te n t i  a n d ^ tle n d i a n d  no one wai coming ia</e k e t.

A /o > ^ (re t3 0 , 1 9 9 6

■fllllion £lden wai not a te ipon ilb le  ^ I tl;  ik e  wain t one o^ tko ie  ijoun<  ̂ teenage <^lrli wko " k a d  a ^ o o d  

k e a d  on k e t  iko u ld ez i ^ k e  bellei/ed j u i t  about evezijtkln(^ ani^one to ld  k e t  a n d  ik e  a lio  bellexAed tka t 

tke  p e o p le  ik e  cko ie  to ka n ^  around  w ltk, lncludln<^ (^katlle, were ker  true ^r lend i.

~Tke daij wai brl(^kt a n d  tke iun wai iklnln<^ tkro u ^k  tke <^laii d o o n  In tke  (^ananeij -̂|l<̂ k ^ c k o o l  

cafeteria  r l^k t In i  etjei. ~tke im e ll  o^ ^ t l e d  cklcken a n d  (garlic m a ik  p o ta to e i f i l l e d  tke  room

a n d  -fllllion wai ^eelln^ ilck.

tPid tjou <̂ et It \ /a l? "  -fllllion a ik e d  a i ik e  p u t  ker M a tk  text book up  to block tke iun  ^rom  ker  et^ei. 

"Ifeak D  ^ o t  tke  te it  In mij ba^. J le t’i  <̂ o to tke  batkroom. "  l/a l ia ld  a i ik e  c lu tcked  a box In ker  

book ba^.

"£! am io  nervoui. J7 neifer keep  track o^ mij p er io d ;  J7 <^ueii D  ne\^er k a d  to. ”
"W ken  wai tke  la it time ijou ^ o t  I t? "

"■O kai/e no idea; ^  j u i t  know  It'i been a wklle. Ijou tklnk j/zw pre<^nant?"

"SJ doubt It -flllle. U  k a d  ie x  a tko u ia n d  tlm ei a n d  JT' \̂ e ne\/er been p re g n a n t, t^ou onhj k a d  iex  once. " 

'Tke two i^lrli looked  at eack otker ai -fllllion en tered  tke  i ta l l  In tke  ^ I r t i  batkroom to take tke  te it:  

one line ^o r  no a n d  two llnei ^ o t  tjei. -fllllion k a d  never been io  nervoui before, ^ k e  wai w orried  

w kat ker  p a re n ti w ould  iaij a n d  w o n t ijet, w kat tkeij w ould  do. ^ k e  tk o u ^k t a t lea it ik e  k a d  &karlle; 

ke  w ould  take care o^ tkem.

W kat doei It ia i j? "  i/a l wai anxloui. -fllllion came out o^ tke  i ta l l  wltk te a n  ^a llln^  ^rom  ker  etjei. 

^ k e  w a in 't et/en tklnkln^ o^ tke  babtj, In itea d  ik e  wai tklnkln^ o^ k e t  p a re n ti. Hiferi^tkln<^ wai dark  

to ker  a n d  ik e  d id n 't know  w kat to iatj.

"Q k  mtj (Jod! y o u 're  p re g n a n t!  "  \/al ia ld  before dropp ing  ker  ja w . "TPon't worrij iw eetle, U  kai/e 

^r le n d i wko kave bablei a n d  tkeij're  ^Ine. W kij are tjou c r tjln ^ ? "

"Ijou know  kow  mij p a re n ti  are, ^ m  d e a d  ” -fllllion w ip ed  ker  ^ace  wltk k e r  red, f la n n e l  ileei/e a n d  

tken k e r  te a n  i to p p e d

"-flllle, l^ ijou d o n 't want tke  babij j u i t  kave an abortion. "

"Mo watj! (2karlle w ould  k ill me. -l̂ e alwaiji to ld  m e ke  w anted  m e to kai/e k li bab(j io  ke  cou ld  be a 

^a tker  to k li k ld i. -i-je never k a d  a ^a tker. "

"■fllrl^kt kon. (2all (?katlle . . .a n d  be ka p p ij!  "

■fllllion b e^^a d  \/a l not to te ll  anijone about ke r  p re ^ n a n o j a n d  cut tke  re it  k e t  c la a e i to <̂ o iee  

(?karile. k a d  to be one o^ tke  ^ I t i t  ik e  told.

(Fkatlle wai ita ijln^ a t k li -flunt'i kou ie  a ^ e w  blocki ^rom  -fllllion i  k l^ k  ickool. -l-le uiualltj never 

i ta tje d  kom e, but -fllllion k o p e d  to ^ In d  klm  tkere. w alked  io  ^ a i t  tka t ke r  le< î were be^lnnln^ to

cram p. S)t w a in 't a lon^ d litance b(j c a t or bui but tke  walk w ould  take a t lea it twentij m lnueti. -1-let 

lon<̂  le ^ i were ^eelln<^ weak a n d  d ro p le ti o^ iw ea t i ta r te d  to em erge ^rom  k e t  ^ace. .Ske wai tkank-  

^ u l  ik e  wore a tank top  u n d e t ke r  flannel. w ra p p e d  tke  fla n n e l  around  ker  walit a n d  looked

down a t k e r  itom ack. "Qabtj, ijou are making tke  e n d  o^ A /ovem bet ^ e e l  like tke  be^lnnln^ o^ "  

ik e  ia ld  a i ik a  tu b b ed  k e t  tumm<j. .Ske continued walklm^ g a ite r  un til ik e  te a c k e d  G ka tlle 'i -flunt'i 

kouie.

~Tke kou ie  wai im a ll  a n d  iu t to u n d e d  bij d e a d  <^raii a n d  em pttj H udw leier bottlei. £!t rem inded  

■fllllion o^ a bungalow ik e  k a d  ieen  In M aine wltk k e t  p a te n t i  one ium m et. JJt i to o d  alone on one o^ 

tke  roadii a n d  ik e  tk o u ^k t tka t It wai un fa ir ^o r  iu ck  an u^lij kou ie  to kave a wkole ro a d  o^ Iti own. 

.Ske looked  a t tke  kom e w kere ^k a r lle  wai itaijlni^ a n d  i ta r e d  a t tke  tu itij i^ellow color a n d  tke  one 

ik u tte r  remaining ^o r  a ll  tke  wlndowi. fllllio n  wai n e tvou i. S k e  onl(j m et (2katlle 'i -flunt JPota once 

a n d  even tken a c te d  vertj ik ij; ik e  k a d  onl(j ia ld  kello  a n d  <^oodbije. IVkat wai ik e  ^olni^ to ia(j to ker
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ih e  a n iu /e ted  the daox I m t a a d ( 2 k a t l l e ?  -Olllion 5 toodoutside contem plating ^ o t  alm ost ten m in

uets when ^ k a tl le  w alked  out the ^ to n t  doot.

"■^llie, vrhat a te  ^ou doin^ k e z e ? ” (2hatlle sa id  as he lit the t?utck he So cate^ull(j f i l l e d  with m ari

juana. ''Shouldn’t  ijou !/a in sc h o o l? ”

”(?hatlie, j7  have to talk to ^ou. ”

”W hat is i t -91?"

”(2hatlie, S]'m pregnan t. ”  Allison sa id  with a sm ile ^ to m  ea t to eat.

^ h a tlie  took anothet h it o^ his l/lunt a n d  tem a in ed  <^uiet. "W ell, what do t^ou th in k ?  SJ"m p te ^ n a n t.  

We a te  ^o in ^  to hat^e a (fal/ij. ’’

’V? (ralf^. ^ h h h h . TPota'S asleep; J7 don’t  want h e t  to hea t. 'That’s threat ^ l ,  a little (talrij. ^ h a tle s

i?*-”
■Ollison let out a deep  Ineath, she thoui^ht ^ h a tlie  w ould  l/e happ ij (rut tha t d id n 't take h e t  netvousness 

awa(j. (2hatlie then sc o o p ed  up  -OUison into his le^t a tm  while smokin<^ with his t i^ h t  h a n d  

■flllison was the happ iest she h a d  eva t (teen. 'The li^a o^ love a n d  a ^am ihj was coming. d id n ’t

ca te  tha t she was a ^ teshm an  in h i^h  school, ^ h e  was w hete  she w an ted  to l/e. ^ h e  d idn ’t ca te  what 

h e t  p a te n ts  sa id  Knowing them , the(j w ouldptolta ltltj kick h e t  out o^ the house, Itut it d id n ’t  m a tte t. 

^ h e  was with (2hatlie a n d  he lo v e d  h e t. Gut then -flllison’s w o tld  came to a ctash; (?hatlie cha n g ed

AOnch 3 0 ,  /  9 9 7

■Ollison Slden: the studen t a n d  a sp itin ^  teachet was now, -flllison Slden: the six. m onth p te ^ n a n t  d to p  

out. ^ h e  h a d  Iteen Stai^in^ a t IPota’s house with (2hatlie since she to ld  h e t  p a te n ts  she was p te ^ n a n t. 

"Things w e te  dlj^j^etant a t tPota’s; -flllison was t te a te d  as an adult a n d  this time -fillison d id  not like it. 

Seint^ an adult a t L?ota’S house m eant cooking a n d  cleaning. (2hatlie h adn’t  done an<j o^ tha t ^ o t  his 

aunt, (fut the w el^ate checks she was ^e ttin ^  ^ o t  having (?hatlie Sta(j th e te  was ^ o o d  enough ^ o t  he t. 

■fillison wasn’t  paijin<^ ant^thin<^ to tPota, so she couldn’t te je c t doin^ the cleanim^ a n d  cooking, she 

onl(j w ished  tha t (roth TPota a n d  (2hatlie h a d  t te a te d  h e t  nicelij.

■Os -(Allison w ashed  dishes in the kitchen she saw  (?hatlie stumltlimj to the ^ to n t  d o o t th to u ^h  the win

dow. ^ h a tl ie  was d tu n k  attain a n d  she d ec id ed  to Staij c^uiet this time, ^ h e  couldn’t handle anothet 

^ i^ h t  Ifetween them. ~Two ni(^hts a^o  h a d  Iteen w otse than the o thets. (?hatlie a ccused  h e t  o^ hiding  

his d tu^S  because he couldn’t  ^ in d  them  w hete he thought he last p u t  them. S)t d id n ’t  m a tte t that 

tPota was onlij in the next toom , it d idn ’t  stop  him  ^ to m  sm acking h e t  in the fa c e  a n d  th to w in ^  h e t  on 

h e t  stomach.

■(Is -flllison continued to wash the dishes, she le t ev il thou(^hts take ove t h e t. ^ h e  w ished  h e t  l/alf(j 

d e a d  ^ h e  w ished  that ^ h a tlie  w ould  h it h e t  so h a td  that it w ould  k ill  h e t  Iralti .̂ -fill she knew  was 

tha t she d id n ’t  want to Ite in the tustif, i^ellow, Itun^alow anijmote. -find  then, ^ h a tlie  w alked  in the  

house.

honei^. "  (?hatlie Sa id  as he w a lked  to w a rd  the kitchen. "Ijou cookin(^ som ething ^ o o d  

to n ig h t? "

")^o tk  chops a n d  tice. ”  -flllison sa id , makim^ su te  no t to m ake etje contact.

"yum m tj. W hat’s the m a tte t, ^ou m a d  at m e ?  JJ’m  s o t t ^  sweetie. ”  ^ h a tl ie ’s speech was s lu ttin g  

and-Ollison t t i e d  h a td  to i^n o te  him. -l-lone(j? so tti j ,  U  sa id !  ”  ^ h a tl ie ’s voice was ^ to w in ^  

loudet. -flllison d idn ’t  want to talk with him  while he was like this (tut against h e t  own jud<^ment, she  

o p en ed  h e t  mouth.

”J7 w o n t  talk to ijou while i^ou te  h i^h  a n d  d tu n k  ”, she Sa id  in a low  voice.

" W h a t?  'Tuck tjou, (titch! -iTete J7 am , loving tjou a n d  <̂ ou, fu c k in g  w hote, c a ll m e a ju n k ie !  ”
(2hatlie’s etjes w ete  t e d  a n d  his tan fa c e  was tu tn in ^  a sim ila t shade. A llison t e ^ te t te d  opening h e t  

mouth a n d  h e ld  h e t  Stomach. -Ijow co u ld  she have w ished  h e t  (talMj d e a d ?  "Teats esca p ed  h e t  eijes 

like a mouse escaping a s tam pede a n d  she h o p e d  IPota w ould  come out this tim e, (rut she n eve t d id  

^ h a tlie  then o p e n e d  the f t i d ^ e  a n d  (jta lr ied  a (teet. !je o p en ed  the Irottle, took a sip , a n d  then th te w  

it a t A llison.

^h a tlie , p le a se !  -flllison sc te a m e d  while the tea ts came p o u tin g  down h e t  f<ice. "]^lease, &hatlie, 

IT m  s o t t i j !  ”
'"Tuck tjou. Ijou don’t  love m e !  ”

■flllison d idn ’t  want this to happen  a^ain. Whtf d id n ’t  she teali^e (?harlie wasn’t  w hat he Sa id  he  

w a s?  W hy d id  she eve t think he lo ved  h e t  o t  the balfij? ~Then she thought o f  what l/a l Said  to h e t
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M a t t h e w  Z a p r u d e r

Who gave the reasonable the right to name things?
Just the other day I was walking down the street 
and got named. Just like that.
To be fair, it was 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, I was walking down the street
minding everyone’s business when
"semi-radical Jew with bad posture"
hit me like a brick between the eyes.
I unscrewed my face and tried 
to give it back to her, but she said,
"No. Where would I hang it? Besides,
you read that in a book by Witold Gombrowicz.
Come back when you have something 
less riveting to say."

M a t t h e w  Z a p r u d e r

I'm sitting at the same table again, in the 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 a fragrance 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, I thought 
it was you sitting down in the place 
where your hands shook as you poured 
evening's sweet wine out in photographs.
I watched you grow older in the approach. 
Summers are loose and feathery

in consequence as a high school, or a time, 
or a camp in which Right Now is a time.
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 I 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, but there'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.
1 watched you grow younger.
When I look up you will be across from me. 
This time I'm sitting where you were.

W-3



Betfer Than Diamonds »?««*•«" ca»«me
Can't you see? See?
I'm better than he 
He knows how to get you down 
He slithers 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, 
but you're diamonds.
There's no need for you to be bought.

Oh, no
I won't hop aboard. your train of thought 
because you lure me 
 into risky games------

Q o i l i r \ r ^  Oh,how
^ c l  I I I  r i ^  you make me look. foolish and weak 

n  ^  in front of a classroom
B y  M a t t h e w  C a s s o n e   of talent-------

When they look better 
than how I seem.
No. I won't approach your iron nerve
in designer jeans You try too hard
—^̂-to make me sink—
when it's clear I'm sailing through.
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Descending
J h o n  S i n g l e t o n

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 I was 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. I no longer have a distinct boundary between myself and savagery.
I stare to case my claim. : #
Looking at the right-most portion of your yellow- orange figure-flowing ridges. ^
I can see, from bottom to top, sweeping shins; 
an angled line that is your knee.
But which should i keep as trophy, thighs, hips, a torso, breasts, 
shoulders or finally, your downward-looking head.
You're not a 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.
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F O R E S H A D O W I N G

P e t e r  R .  M a r s h

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 of the hostage,
though an executive decides to spare us the sound 
The blade the executioner holds 
is the only thing American about him- 
something overly large to serve the purpose 
of something half it's size.
A blade that's normally used 
to hack down vines, 
now decapitates whatever hope 
us peaceniks have of dealing 
with humans.

Two days later, the newsman 
tells us the hostage is dead,'
His neck worn down like candle wax

In this game of taking heads 
the hydra on whose side 
w ill grow back faster?

Dessert waste lands and fossil fuel 
seem to spawn despots and Martyrlsts 
by the second,
crawling out from every dark cave 
that can be found

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.

S o n g  o f  a  

F r u s t r a t e d  W i t c h

W -6

V i c t o r i a  V .  G u e U

My men are always with me.

I keep them  all on my shelves, 

rows of dark wood that hold 

m illions and m illions of 

tiny, w inking glass vials.

They contain the hearts and souls

of all the men I 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,

haunted by the black depths of my eyes.

Bubbles rise to the top of the vial

as I lift the cork, no bigger than my thumb.

Their souls are so small, these men I cast my spell over- 

these men who leave a bitter taste on my lips 

and a soreness in my chest.

When I am feeling weak, I drink them off-

as many as is necessary for me to regain my strength,

and I rise up! break through the roof, and fly

over the clouds, powerful and seductive,

ripe to make more m ischief

my silvery wings blotting out the moon as I stretch,

stars stuck between my toes

treetops brushing my heels

robes stream ing in the cool, rushing wind-

I 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- 

m akeup is already melting from my face.

I fly home, an em pty bottle in my fist, 

my tricks and patience spent, and map my plan 

for conquest- tom orrow night.



A n  i n t r i c a t e  v e r s e  f o r m  c r e a t e d  a n d  

m a s t e r e d  b y  t h e  P r o v e n c a l  p o e t s ,  i t  i s  

a  t h i r t y  n i n e  l i n e  p o e m  c o n s i s t i n g  o f  

s i x  s i x - l i n e  s t a n z a s  a n d  o n e  t h r e e  l i n e d  

e n v o i .  T h e  s i x  e n d  w o r d s  a r e  r e p e a t e d  

i n  a  p r e s c r i b e d  o r d e r ,  a s  e n d  w o r d s  i n  

e a c h  o f  t h e  s u b s e q u e n t  s t a n z :a s .



wken ik a  tan  Into k a t  a t tke  dell, ^ k a  kaJ. to ld  k a t  tka t ik e  w a in t  itu p ld ; ik e  cou ld  iae tke  IfXuIiai. 

'Tkan ik e  i^aire k e t  tka name o^ a ik e l te t  w kete  ke r  ^ x le n d  went to a ^eur ijeaxi a(^o. "tke name wai 

■flattlet tCin.

^eptemltux 1 2 , 2 0 0 4
p illio n  a n d  M ike urere d lic u iiln ^  tke  t t la l  a t k li  kouie. 4^li a fia ttm en t wai kui^e ^o r  living In 

M ankattan. "Tke urlndouri urete w all len^tk  a n d  tke  celllm^i k a d  a p a in te d M u ta l  o^ am^eli on It tka t 

rem inded  -(Million o^ ^k(jlez . "Tke two k a d  Irecome i/etij cloie In tke  la it ie v e ta l  m ontki. 'tkeij k a d  

l/een ip e n d ln ^  ile e p le ii n l^ k t’i  toi^etket woxkln^ on k e t  caie. Gut ton l^kt, tke  n l^ k t Ire-^ote tke  i/cr- 
dlct, M ike w anted  to know  wkij ik e  d id  It. -i^e knew  tke '^acti (fut ke  w anted  to kear one la it time, k a t

itOttf.

M ike p u t  k li  k a n d  on -fllllion i  le^ i. '" te l lm e  a^aln, w k (j? "

■Olllion Iflt k e t  lip  a n d  i ta t t e d  to m ake a im a ll (fXald on tke ild e  o^ k e t  k a a d

"Mike. S) know  (fou a te  w o tt le d  Qut tke  c a td  d ea le ti w ill iee  wkij J7 d id  It. ^ k a tl le  altandoned ui.

lej^t, koplm^ k e 'd  ckan<^e, koplm^ k e 'd  take ca te  o^ k li  d a u ^k te t a n d  ko p ln ^  tka t ke  w ould  teall-^e 

kow  m uck ke  loi^ed ui. ije  n eve t came, M ike. IP on t tjou i e e ?  -î e d idn ’t  d e ia tve  to IWe. ^k< jlet li 

w ottk  m o te  tkan tkat. kadnotkln<^ elie to litre ^ o t. M(^ ̂ k i j le t  l in 't  k e te , wkij ik o u ld  ke  (re? 

^ntjlfodij wko lokrei tk e lt  k ld i w ill Ite on mij ild e , M ike. IVe kave no tkln^ to w o ttij alfout. 'Tomottow  

J7 w ill be a ^ te e  woman. "

"Q k , iw ee t -flllle. "

" 'P o n t ca ll m e tkat. J7 am not -flllle anijmote. ”  -{Million tu tn e d  k e t  k e a d

"■(Million, ^ m  io tt i j .  S )J u it w lik D  cou ld  t ip  up  tka t d la tij en ttij tke  c a td  d ea le ti katre. Ifou a te  a 

^ o o d  woman. "  M ike w anted  to p to te c t  k e t. i^e w anted  to k o ld  k e t  a n d  take k e t  awa(j ^ to m  a ll  tke  

p a in  a n d  k o t to t  In tke  w o tld  ^ k e  wain t  J u it  a no tke t client, ^ k e  wai -fllllion ^Iden, a n d  ke  lotted  

k e t . Gut ke  knew  ke  cou ld  netret ka\re k e t  a n d  ke  w ould  n eve t te ll  k e t. ^ k e  w a in t  an a\reta(je 

woman, ik e  wai Incapable o^ loife; ke  le a tn e d  tk li tk to u ^ k  tke  la it  ^ ew  m ontki. ^ k e  wai tke  walking 

dead; em otlonleii. "-fllllion, D  w illp ta (j ^ o t  <jou tonl^kt. ”

guna 1 3 , 1 9 9 8  

1Peat lPlat(j,

~fodaij li J^kijlet i  ^ I t i t  blttkdaij. D t’i  tu ln e d  t t le d  to be ka p p ij dlat(j, U  t t l e d ^ o t  ^k t^ le t. 'Todatj 

wai tke da(j tka t ik e  wai iu p p o ie d  to kaite a bl<̂  p a t t i j  iu t to u n d e d  bij p e o p le  tka t love k e t. SJnitead, 

we a te  In tk li toack m otel, tke(j ca ll "Kin "  a n d  m ij daui^ktet li ilck. M (j d a u ^k te t li /wy w o tld  S k e  

li a l l ^  kave. M ow J7 know  tk e te  li no ( fo d  'Tkete li no iu p te m e  beln(^ a n d  tk e te  li no ju itice . U  

don’t believe In Cjod a n d  JJ don’t believe In ju itlc e . M tj dau<^ktet li ilck; mij daui^ktet li dijlni^. 

anijtkln^ ka p p e n i to k e t , J7 iw e a t, tka t D, -fllllion U den, w ill k ill  (?katlei Ke<^let. £! want notkln^  

m o te  tkan ^ o t  klm  to pa<j not loving mtj dau(jktex. ^ k e  need i p a te n ti .  D  iw e a t U  w ill take tka t 

<̂ un D  ̂ ound. a n d  m ake klm  iu ^^e t. Wktj d id  mtj ^ e a t i  come a live?  -l-lave S) been io  k o tt lb le ?  JJ 

neve t k u t t  anyone; i7 d id  a ll j7 wai iu p p o ie d  to. -Ond, tke daij be^ote m ij d a u ^ k te ti  ^ h i t  blttkdaij— 0  

am to ld ... tkeij te ll m e ik e  ka i leukem ia!

-flllh
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A  B a d  D a y

E a r l  G a t c h a l ia n

It's hot. I didn't know what bothered me more. The itching skin, or the fact that i 
was starting to lose my sense of taste. I hated being sick. Of course the timing was 
great, my bed sheet hadn't been washed in months and I have to go to work in about 
an hour. I looked outside my bedroom window and realized my car wasn't there. I 
think my mother went and took it out again to get some groceries. I hope she'll be 
back soon. I feel really tired. Tried to read the book I have to read for class and 
nothings sticking. Can't lay down, otherwise I'd fall asleep again. I looked around to 
see if I 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 stuff in 
the hidden panel of my desk. I didn't think it was such a big emergency that I had to 
take out the Almond Joy from its hidden chamber. I got up and turned on the T.V. It 
was so loud, I almost fell over in pain. I quickly fumbled for the remote and found 
there was no life inside it. The noise of the news hurting my brain, I opened the back 
of the remote, fiddled and spun the batteries then pressed the power button repeat
edly till the picture was dead. I was right next to the television, and here I 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. I tried to breathe through my nostrils but apparently they were 
clogged as well. I went 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 E I so required. I looked at the piano in my living 
room, and said to myself. "Why do we have this piano? The keys don't work, the 
peddles are stiff, no one in the family knows how to play it, and there are scratch 
marks all over the sides." But I guess it was pretty from a certain angle. I walked 
around the piano trying to find that angle. I got dizzy so I gave up.

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

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

Going downstairs posed a bit more trouble. With my headphones in my ears I 
couldn't hear anything and felt a bit paranoid. Was someone else in this area? I 
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. I took it and went 
back upstairs. I removed the headphones from my ears and plugged them into the 
CD player. I put on the headphones again. I pushed "Play". I pushed it. I pushed 
play. I pushed play again. Why the fuck isn't it working? I opened the battery case. 
They were there. I opened the CD slot. There was a CD in there. So why wouldn't my 
CD player work? I put it down and removed the earphones. Man, so much trouble 
just to listen to music.

I turned on my computer. The blue welcome screen filled my undusted monitor. I 
waited for things to load up. They did. I opened Outlook Express which was used to 
check my email. No new mail. Why don't I have mail? 1 OO's of people I know and I 
don't have a single letter? I'm on four mailing lists and none of them sent me any
thing? I checked my connection. It was fine. I 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. I mean, I should have email. Everyone 
else has email. Don't you hate it when you guys don't have email? Am I disconnected 
from all life? I left the room.

I went downstairs. I went inside my kitchen. I'm going to cook myself something.
I opened the fridge and saw there were no eggs. I looked further into my fridge and 
saw there was no bread. I looked even further in and saw there was... juice. I 
opened up the carton and removed it from the fridge. I put it on my table. No wait, no 
I didn'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 I want to drink. Don't people know to clean up their own mess? I 
went to get a glass from the cupboard. I opened it up to see nothing but bowls. It 
seemed that while I was sleeping, someone rearranged how the kitchen dishes 
were to be set in the house. I poured some juice into a bowl. I drank from the bowl. 
The juice tasted like shit.

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

I went to my room, and went under the covers of my bed. The itching came back 
with a vengeance. I scratched and scratched my arms, legs and back till it hurt. I 
grabbed a towel, left the room, went downstairs and jumped into the shower. I 
turned on the shower and a cold burst of water hit my entire naked body. I felt even 
more sick. I turned the water to a hotter temperature and soaped the hell out of my 
body. I took the shampoo and put a handful in my hair. Just then 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. I started questioning if some higher power was just screwing 
with me. I finished off my shower, the itching was exchanged with the pain of over 
scratched flesh. I got out of the shower naked and wet, and walked up to my room, 
naked and wet. I took out another towel from my closet, and proceeded to dry 
myself. Just then the phone was ringing. I threw my towel on top of the bed and ran 
downstairs.

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

The phone I found out later, was on top of the piano.
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T h u r s d a y  

N o v e m b e r  1 8  t h  

1 : 3 0  -  3 : 3 0  

C F A  W e s t  L o u n g e

Co-spon$ored b ^ lh e  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, w ill read his work and briefly discuss the relationship between song- 
writing and poetry writing. There w ill follow a performance by the Jazz musician Jimmy 
Pravasilis, a guitarist and composer who plays with Groove Assault. For the remainder of the 
event we w ill 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 CSI's literary magazine. Serpentine.
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M A T T H H W  Z A P R U D E R
M atthew  w as b o m  in W ash in gton , D .C. In 1967. He 
re cie v e d  a IJ.A. in  R u ssian  L iteratu re  fro m  A m h erst  
C ollege, an M .A. in  S lavic  L an g u a g es an d L iteratu res  
fro m  the U niversity o f  C a lifo rn ia  at B erk eley. He has  
an  M .F .A . in  P o e try  fr o m  the U n iv e rsity  o f  
M assachusetts at A m h erst. He is the e d ito r o f  V erse  
Press, teaches p o e try  at the N ew  Sch o ol, an d plays g u i
ta r  fo r  The Figm en ts. E u g e n  Je b e le a n u  is his first b o o k  
o f  poem s.

P E T i m  ml M A R S H
P eter has o n ly  re a d  his w o r k  to a la rg e  au dien ce on ce, 
a t C ollective  U nconciousness in  M anhattan, th ough  he 
has atten ded m a n y op en  m ic sessions. His favo rite  
p la ce  to see p o e try  re a d  alou d  is the B o w e ry  P o etry  
C L u b . He is cu rre n tly  in  a b la ck  m etal ban d , fo r  w h ich  
he plays the bass an d  tries to w rite  d istu rb in g lyrics.

M A T r a E t V  C A S S O N E
M atthew  has w ritten  close to 600 poem s, m ost b ein g  
ca m p y m axim s. He is a  sophom ore at the College o f  
Staten Island and plans to teach literature .He has read  at 
The M uddy C up on m an y occasions and at vario u s events 
in M anhattan. He looks fo rw ard  to h avin g his w o rk  p u b 
lished.

J H O N  S B ^ O E T O N
A lthough Jh o n  is no stran ger to the "crafting" o f  poem s 
and prose, he is n e w  to the open m ic scene. M ost o f  his 
open m ic experien ce has been expressed through the 
c o n te m p o ra ry  m u sic g e n re -sp e cifica lly  p o p /r& b  
m u sic...a t C afe  W ha?, C afe  M use, an d V illa g e  M a. 
Jh o n  has been  singing since the age o f  six. He has been  
s in g ^ g  professionally since the age o f  sixteen. He m o ved  
to the N ew  Y o rk  area  to be closer to the experim en tal a rt  
scenes o f  m usic, visual, and dance. He is cu rren tly  w o rk 
in g  on a debut album . Since 95’ to the present, Jh o n  is a  
professional studio b ack gro u n d  singer has been p e r
fo rm in g  p ro fessio n a lly  at p riv a te  e n gag em en ts in  
Atlanta, L o n g  Island, M anhattan, and Je rse y  City.

I

V I C T O R I f  V .  G U E U
V icto ria  has p erform ed  previously at the M uddy C up. She 
attended actin g cam p  fo r  three years w hile in h er teens.
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T h e  A u t u m n  A f t e r
B y  P i a  S im o n e  G a r b e r

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 lil<e sharp needles of light against cold skin, 
dressing hurriedly in the dark 
waiting for sunrise and the day to start.

When I wake up alone I'm already off to a bad start.
I try to turn things around, but nothing ever changes- 
a glance in the m irror tells me my hair is too dark, 
too long, not as soft and smooth 
as the girls in the magazines with their perfect skin, 
and my makeup always looks like I rushed

the application. Mornings are always a rush.
The problem isn't just a matter of how early I start 
to get ready- sometimes the icy air on my bare skin 
makes me want to crawl back under the covers, or for a change 
I want my hair to look neat, I want my wrinkled pants smooth 
or I just want to dream a little longer, to see your face in the dark

behind my eyelids. This morning when I woke the sky was so dark 
and I knew I should get out of bed so i wouldn't end up rushed, 
but my bed was so warm; my pillows were so smooth 
and soft, I just couldn't make myself get up and start.
I was wishing you could be here watching the leaves change 
color, warming up the impending winter with your autumn skin.

I was remembering how the bed-sheets felt against your skin 
and the time we were up all night whispering 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 a thick 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 Is the 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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U n t it l e d
B y  H e n d  G o u d a

There was nothing more serene 
Then when I walked down the Nile 
Lured by its beauty, and fresh air 
I was taken away from the sounds of the city. 
I sat on the boat, with my hands 
Dangling in the cool water.

Of my nurturer, who held my hands 
Up in the air.
Proud that I am a descendent of the Nile.
I grow up drinking the water
From which each sip deepens my serenity
Towards the everlasting city

I sit 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

Splashes of water
Touching my serene
face; I gently brush it off with my hands
And give it back to the Nile
I look up at the ancient city
Inhaling its comforting air

Realizing it is the air 
Of who I am . The water 
Of my lively city
Where I was born in the serenity 
Ofthe great Nile;
Where I fell in the hands

I will come again to you Nile 
In my beloved Cairo

It was in late August
when I first discovered the scent
of the too early frost.
It was delivered with the letter, 
gibberish to me
written in the language of a toad.

And I remember this letter.
I carry it with me.
I read it every August 
when I think I smell the frost 
I think about the toad 
and what started it all; the scent.

And he read it, this toad, 
being a much more august 
creature than I. Woe is me 
cried he and I was sent 
to fetch new materials for a letter 
written in the tradition of Frost.

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.

With that frost 
that froze the toad 
that read the letter 
came the end of August. 
There was, in the air, a scent 
of winter closing in on me.

It does surround me 
this frost 
this scent 
that poor old toad 
so much more august 
than the I in the letter.

Next time the scent comes to me 
I will remember the letter and the frost 
and the toad that froze in late August.

T h e  T o a d
B y  M e g h a n  H a g e r t y



Legacy B y  P e t e r  R .  M a r s h

My embarrasment held in the fammiliar color, 
unable to hide that I cant write.
My eyes thrown off, sent 
in the wrong direction. I've fallen 
thanks vertigo. Where do I start 
a life's work that won't end?

Or with 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.

I

AGloriusstart,
I wish I could say was heaven sent 
or in my genetics written 
out. Can I make this procrastination end?
Am I allowed to choose the colors 
I use, or my character's rise and Fall?

And when my character has fallen, 
what train of though did I start?
For when you paint, I choose the colors 
of the world. My message has been sent, 
what other journeys do I 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 - .

/ ¥ .
For them. You color -  We write 
We create the images of the fall 
and the new start. You choose the
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F a te  € f  P e r& a m u m
B y  A d r i e n n e  D a c a y a n a n

Anatolia, Ilium, a noble city 
Suffers under the weiglit of war.
Ruin that comes in burnished bronze 
Armor capturing the sun's fire.
The spear that shortened Hector's fatal cry 
The field where a thousand corpses lie.

Stripped of honor, their bodies lie 
Before the Scaean gates, the walled city 
Above the ramparts, a mournful cry 
Such is the 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 of war,'
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.
Ilium 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 himself around 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 of war 
Pergamum, the citadel, is wreathed 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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T r i b u t e  t o  S y l v i a  P l a t h  &  “ T h e  E d g e ”
\^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 buria l.'— 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 
a ladder and a cord, one end of the 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 of the 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 him self.'"

 American Artifacts, issue 45, July 1999
Richard Van Vleck

someone please alert Sylvia—  
the poet has been perfected!

lifting a crumbling sliver of wood 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 I must tell you- 
you must return at once.

1 have made such a major discovery, you've orchestrated it all, 
and though I know you sleep in peace, in dirt 
as you never could, in bed,
I want to sit you 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 not the art, but 
the poet scribbling them is.

The woman, the man, the i the 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.
It is only those who live it, and sometimes, those who pen it.

I am selfish to want to ring you up, but cannot help it.
I want you to see the pitchers of milk filled again 
I want to see your sky cast off it's blacks 
and, for once, don a summer sundress.
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Last Goodbye
By

P i s o t

U n d e r  t h e  s p r i n g  s k y  a n d  l o n e l y  m o o n  
W a t c h e d  b y  t h e  s t a r s  u p  a b o v e ,
T h e  v io l e t  w i n d  s a n g  c la s s i c  t u n e s  
O f  f r i e n d s h i p ,  f a r e w e l l  a n d  lo v e .

T h e y 'r e  c h i l d h o o d  f r i e n d s .  S h e ' s  w a i t i n g  f o r  h i m .  H e 's  w a i t i n g  f o r  c o u r a g e .  T h e  p l a c e  
w h e r e  t h e y  f i r s t  m e t  m i g h t  b e  t h e  p l a c e  w h e r e  t h e y  s a y  t h e i r  l a s t  g o o d b y e s .

[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 'bout you? W hat's up?
Sam: JMmm... N othing much.
Erick: Is th a t "nothing much" a good th ing  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 rem em ber how we met?
Sam: Um..no..
Erick: No??
Sam: We were four!
Erick: O kay.I was here, (points down) playing w ith my airplane, you passed by and 
alm ost h it me w ith your Batm an bike.
Sam: Oh yeah! Hehe...
Erick: Yeah. You were w earing your Teenage M uta tn t N inja T urtle  sh irt and blue 
Yankees cap.
Sam: (ponders) Right. You thought I was a boy...
Erick: Yeah..hehe..
Sam: Hehe..I still rem em ber the  look on your face when I took off my cap. It was like, 
you've seen a ghost and tu rned  into Liza Minelli or something, hehe..
Erick: Haha...Yeah hehe...
[pause]
Erick: I really thought you were a boy.
Sam: You w eren't the  first one.
Erick: You're the m ost beautiful boy I've ever seen, though.

Sam: I'll try  to take th a t as a compliment.
Erick: (smiling) I'll miss you.
Sam: Of course you will. W here else will you find a p re tty  girl who borrows your box
ers?
Erick: Oh, Mom bought me new ones. I left the  old ones in my closet. You can have 
'em.
Sam: What! The ones w ith the smilies on them?!? No, thanks. You should take them  
and give them  to Saddam  Hussein. It m ight s ta r t a very unique, and well, gross re la
tionship betw een you two.
Erick: Yeah, and so someone will always rem ind me of you.
Sam: Well, yeah..
Erick: (smiling) I was kidding.

[pause]
Erick: Hey, I w ant to give you something.
Sam: W hat?
Erick: I w ant you to have this...
Sam: W hat?
Erick: (looks for som ething in his right pocket) Wait, I can't fm d it.
Sam: Wait, you're not giving me a condom for rem em brance, are you?
Erick: (tries left pocket) No! J u s t  wait a second...Okay. I found it...
Sam: W hat is this?
Erick: An "M".
Sam: I know it's an "M"! But..
Erick: You know when I w ent on the m achine thingy a t the mall last week? That's 
w hat I got. W ell...half I though t I should keep the  o ther letter.
Sam: Hehe.."M", ap art of "M E"..hehe..that's funny.(breaks down and cries)

(They hug each other)
Sam: You take care of yourself, okay?
Erick: (nods) Yes.
Sam: Okay.
Erick: (also crying) You take good care of yourself too, okay?
Sam: Okay.
Erick: Promise?
Sam: Prom ise.
Erick: (kisses her forehead) Goodbye.
(Sam, still weeping, looks down. Erick climbs down the  tree)

Sam: Wait!
Erick: W hat?
Sam: If you see my dad, tell him  to come home.
Erick: W hat dad?
Sam: Bin Laden. Tell him  mom's pissed he didn't clean the gu tters  before he left.
(Erick laughs. He re tu rn s  after two steps.)
Erick: Oh, Sam...
Sam: Huh?
Erick: Wait for me...
(Sam nods and stares a t the "M", still crying. Erick smiles, tu rn s  around and exit) 

Sam: (looks a t the  em pty place) I've always w aited for you... (lights tu rn  dim)

.-I. >
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P in k  L a d y B y  M e g h a n  H a g e r t y

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. If they had they were probably glad to be rid 
of her. To them 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 
a recording 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. It was as 
if she were a visitor 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 a friendly 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 it were an acoustic guitar. He had liked it, told her she had talent. A talent 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. He was 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. He told 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 Pea would 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 off with 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 a lisp and if you 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. He was 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. He told 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, in turn, 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 of the 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 a town 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.
E Bowery St, Church St, University Ave, E State 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 St and the highway. He suggested a motel they had just passed a sign for. He offered to 
get her a room 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 not to 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 chest was 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 CB and 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 a trucker 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 a woman's voice come over. "10-4. I'll be at the Denny's on 1-70 at mid
night. What's your handle?"

The girl with the pink hair responded "Pink Lady here. See you 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. She would 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 a truck 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 herself to 
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 a flannel 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 meet you. I 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 if they 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 of them 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.

"I just wasn't happy"
"So nothing terrible happened? It wasn't to get away from abusive parents or any 
thing?"
"Well, they just didn't like having me around. Some stiff happened but It wasn'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.
"I was dating this guy named Tom and everything was going really good. I lost my 
virginity to him. I thought he really loved me but shortly after we had sex I found 
out he had videotaped it without telling me. 1 heard 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 it to everyone he knew. He even lent the tape out to a 
friend of his. I couldn't figure out why he had done this so I asked him about It. He 
said it was because I acted like I was better than everyone and he wanted to knock 
me down a notch. I broke up with him, obviously, but I couldn't get my hands on 
the tape. Other guys started harassing me. Calling me a slut and throwing things at 
me when 1 walked by. On top of that my parents were always on me to go to col 
lege even though I had a great job in this recording studio in Manhattan. They told 
me that I 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 1 finally had the courage to get out of there."
"So where are you going to go?"
"I don't know yet. I have a friend in LA. We used to go to school together. I might 
give her a call when I get there."
"Oh, you're going all the way to LA?"
"Yeah, I don'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 off to go find it. When she found it 

she got a double room, paid for it with 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 but when 
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 If you 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. It was 
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. I was beginning to wonder if you were ever going 
to wake up."
"Yeah, I guess I was tired. Is there anything to eat or should we go out and grab 
something? And what time is it anyway?"
"Oh I grabbed some take-out on my way back. It's a little after midnight."
"Isn't it cold by now? I mean what time did you get back?"
"Oh no, not from this morning. I went out about an hour ago. lust went for a walk. 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 it was a pretty decent imitation. They chatted while they ate. Road Queen told her she 
found a house nearby on 'I' 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. A little while after the movie started Road Queen moved over to the girl's bed, claim
ing that she was closer to the heater and it was 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. I hope I didn't give you the wrong idea. I'm straight. I'm sorry"
"Nothing to be sorry about. I can change your mind"
"No, I'm serious. I'm straight."
"Sure you are. It doesn'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 I 
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 a woman 
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 

of the 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 a try. She started right away 
and made a few bucks that night. She came back the next day to work and worked a thirteen 
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 a week, sleeping in the back room whenever she got a 
chance. At the end of the week she told the manager that she was leaving and walked to the 
nearest bus station. She bought a ticket 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. A man 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?"
"I don't know yet."
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It was 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 in a 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 stuff and 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 I 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 that you can 
express yourself through music. You seem to be the most happy when you listen to music. And 
that’s how I appeared. 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

T h e  D a y  T h e  P u r p l e  T w o  H e a d e d  C o w  t h a t  
w a s  S w i m m i n s  i n  O r a n g e  D u c k  S a u c e ,  M e t  t h e  
O n e -  A r m e d ,  T h r e e *  L e g g e d ,  S i x - H e a d e d  M a n
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!""l'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 if you 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 I 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 I was 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 w ay- 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, I 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, I wanted to know what it felt like to be a woman...but if you 
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 it to collapse. Buzz was now going 80 in a 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’t want to know where it came 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 it and held it 
up in the air. "Yesssssss!!!!!!! This is perfect! And if there is another Holocaust I can shove this up 
my ass and the Nazis will never find it." Buzz then slammed it down 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 it can play the best kind of music. It certainly 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 u t h o r e d  b y  J e r e m y  F e i n

etables." Mr. B decided to ignore 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. B smirked. 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 it came from). "That's right...and now I'm going to kill you." Mr. B was scared out of 
his/her mind. "Why Buzz, why?" "Why.... why?" Buzz screamed. "Because when I was eight 
years old, all I wanted for Christmas was a red fire engine. I waited for Christmas and when 
that day came, you know what I got?" Mr. B shook his/her head. "A green fire engine." "Buzz, 
wait!" pleaded Mr.B. Buzz was now foaming at the mouth. "I am no longer Buzz, you simple 
weak minded fool! I am 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't you see I'm made of steel?" The pigs had no choice but to fire. By tomorrow, it would 
all be sorted out.
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P.S.
These Names are spelled Backwards for that 60's feel. GROOVY
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E l i z a b e t h  D ’A m b r o s io  ( L i l i t h
Liz, A K A  L ilith  Oya, is a creative w riting  m ajor w ith  aspirations to  becom e involved 
in anim e, manga, and the  video gam e industry. T his is h er th ird  publication  in 
Serpentine and her final year at CSL

A drienne D acayanan is a junior at CSI and isn 't qu ite  sure abou t her major, though  
she guesses it's going to  be History. She has a special fondness for her cat, H an  Shan 
(nam ed after the  poet) chai tea, and h er fiancee Jam es...bu t n o t in th a t order. She loves 
G reek  literature, especially her well-worn copy o f  'T he  O resteia '.
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Edw in D iaz was bo rn  in Santiago, D om inican  Republic and em igrated  to the  U.S. at 
the  age o f 5. H e cam e to  C.S.I at the  age o f  17, at w hich the  tim e he was recruited  by 
the  U nited  States M arines and spen t seven years o f  his life w ith  them . T h is led him  
to  asking h im self deep philosophical questions w hich he o ften  encoun tered  in the 
military. A fter finishing his co n trac t Edw in decided to  finish school and re tu rn  to  CSI 
to  pursue his goals o f  becom ing a ph ilosopher and a writer. C urren tly  he is also 
em ployed by the  N ew  York Stock Exchange.

J e r e m y  F e i n
Jerem y Fein has been w riting  since 1982. H e has a live journal onHne, w hich is avail
able to  the  public livejournal.com/users/jf1977. T hey 're  first drafts, b u t they 're  chug
ging along. W h e n  Mr. Fein isn 't w riting  he's playing the  online gam es C i ty  o f  H e r o e s  
and S t a r W a r s  G a la x ie s  ‘till his eyeballs bleed.

B r i a n  G o n z a le z
Brian G onzalez is cu rren tly  an English/W riting  M ajor at CSL H e is also actively w ork
ing in G raphic/W eb D esign and Photography. H e is cu rren tly  involved in a m any proj
ects, one o f  w hich is w orking for a small com pany th a t was crea ted  by one o f  his clos
est friends called EvoTek Industries. You can check  them  ou t by v isiting th e ir  w eb
site "w w w .evotekm edia.com ". H e is w orking on  a digital portfo lio  w here he will show 
case som e o f  his pho tography  and o th e r  works.
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B e n d  G o u d a
H i serpen tine  readers: T h is  is H end  G ouda I am  an English E ducation  major, in my 
fo u rth  year at CSI. H opefully  I'll graduate th is August, and face the  w onderful w ork
ing life for the  first tim e, w hich terrifies me. Last sem ester I took  a creative w riting 
class, w here I was in troduced  to  the sestina. O u t o f  all the  form s th a t I learned, the ses- 
tina  was the  m ost enjoyable. I have to  say th a t I have never w ritten  p o e try  before, bu t 
once I learned the  sestina, I was inspired  to  w rite this poem , w hich I have n o t yet fig
u red  ou t a nam e for. I have to  say th a t the  sestina is probably  the  only form  th a t I was 
able to  fully express my feelings in. I w ould like to  thank  my creative w riting  professor, 
G ene D iD o n n a  for helping me and o thers enjoy and look at p o e try  in a new  light.

V i c t o r i a  V , G u e l i
V ictoria V. Gueli is an English L itera tu re  m ajor at the  college and hopes to graduate 
w ith in  the  next year and a h a lf A  form er journalist for the  S taten  Island Advance, she 
has had several o f her poem s published, and plans to  release a self-published volum e 
o f p o e try  and short stories. She is curren tly  a freelance w rite r for various pagan m ag
azines, and an editorial assistant a t A pplause Publishing, M anhattan . V ictoria is a 
m em ber o f  the  S taten  Island W rite r’s G roup, and a p rom otional represen tative for 
N H B  Radio.

M e g h a n  H a g e r t y
M eghan Llagerty is a C reative W riting  m ajor at the  College o f S taten  Island. She is 
m inoring in H isto ry  and W om en's Studies. T h is is her first tim e being published. Ller 
favorite au thors include Neil G aim an and K urt V onnegut Jr.

J
Joseph ine  M aisonet, a freelance web and graphic designer, is an em erging a rtis t who 
is com fortab le  w orking in b o th  trad itiona l and digital m edium s. She is p resen tly  
w orking on an ongoing pro ject titled  “M ythological G oddesses”, rep resen ting  her 
digitally created  vision o f the  m ythical goddesses o f  d ifferen t ancien t cultures.

_ \ t e r  R  M a r s h
T his is Peter's  final year as an EngUsh M ajor at CSI. N ex t year he plans on  a ttend ing  
graduate school, though  he is n o t yet certain  w hich one he is going to. H e is the  head 
o f T h e  S.I. W riter's  group, and m akes his m oney by tu to ring  H igh  School students.

:s s ic a  M a r ie  M e n d e z  ( J e s s a S h o u t B a b y )
JessaShoutB aby (Jessica M arie M endez): Som e say there 's  a fine line betw een  genius 
and m adness. W riting  keeps m e from  erring  on  the  side o f  insanity  too  often. As Erica 
Jong  says, "O nly by going insane on  the  page can you find sanity and serenity  in life." 
A nd for all o f  those  w ho like calling m e a B itch: "I like to  look good, th a t makes me 
a tease. I like to  eat, th a t makes m e a pig. I like to  get off, th a t makes m e a slut. I like 
to  be trea ted  w ith  respect, th a t makes m e a m an-hating  dyke. T rust me, I have no 
prob lem  being labeled a b itch ."—A nonym ous
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_ ^ a t r ic k  M o i i t e r o
Patrick  M ontero  first began his a rt career at the  A rt Lab in Snug H arbor. H e a tten d 
ed the H igh School o f  A rt & D esign in m id-tow n M an ha ttan  w here he m ajored in 
arch itecture  and studio art. H e has a tten ded  F.I.T. for in tim ate  apparel and has 
earned certificates in arch itecture, in te rio r design, 3-D design, and life drawing from  
N .Y .I.T  and C opper U nion respectively. H e was also the  A rt D irec to r for T h e  B a n n e r  
and continues to  vo lun teer his tim e to  S e r p e n t in e  M a g a z in e .  As a recen t graduate o f 
C.S.I. he is curren tly  a P ho to  E d ito r for the  D a i l y  N e w s .

“I ask m yself does anyone ever talk  to  h im self the  way I do? I ask m yself if there  isn’t 
som eth ing  w rong w ith  me. T h e  only conclusion I can com e to  is t h a t  I  a m  d i f f e r e n t .  
A nd th a t’s a very grave m atter, view it how  you will.” -H enry  M iller

^a iira  A n n e  P s o m a s
Laura is an English W riting  m ajor and also m inors in English L itera tu re and Sociology 
“W riting  is my freedom ; w henever I w an t to  get away from  children, w ork, and the 
everyday h o rro r in the  world, I grab a pen. W riting  is no t only a good way to  escape 
for me, b u t also a good form  o f  therapy, for everything I w rite, the re  is a h in t o f my 
reality.”

J h o n  S in g
J h o n  Singleton has released a lim ited  ed ition  C hapbook  ( Ars Poetica) in Fall-2004 
and has a tta in ed  a g ran t to publish his second L im ited E dition  C hapbook  in Spring 
2005. C urren tly  he is finishing his M A  in English at Rutgers U niversity Lie is also 
w orking on various projects, including his first book o f  p o e try  and a debu t album.

“Jerem y  T escher is an obsessive grad studen t, relentlessly determ ined  to  be.”

C h r i s t i a n  T u b i t o
C hristian  T ubito  is an English m ajor in his junior year. H e in tends to  get a m asters in 
creative w riting, and study european  litera tu re  in the  fu ture.T his is his second sem es
te r in Serpentine.

OTHER CONTRIBUTORS
M a t t i i e w  
-Ri^char(d F e e

la r l  G a t c h a l i a n  
l i s t e n  G i ig l i a r a  

_D ana H e rn a E id e z  
C h r i s t i n e  M a c le e r  
J e r e m y  T e s c h e r

PHOTO CREDITS

Page 2 • Patrick Montero
Page 4 • Josephine Maisonet
Page 14 • Lillith Oya
Page 21 • Daniello Cacace
Page 22 • Brian Gonzalez
Page W -2  • Patrick Montero
Page W -4  • Dana Hernandez
Page W -5  • Brian Gonzalez
P a g e  W - 7 - 8  • Dana Hernandez
Page S- 3 •  Lillith Oya  
Page S- 4 • Lillith Oya
Page S-B • Brian Gonzalez
Page 3 8  • Josephine Maisonet
Page 39 • Josephine Maisonet
Page 4 0  • Josephine Maisonet
Inside Back Cover • Josephine Maisonet

s p e c i a l  t h a n k s  t o  s a r a h  s c h u l m a n ,  c a r l  s t i l e s ,  
J e n n i f e r  h e r m u s , W a l l  S t r e e t  G r o u p  I n c . ,  

a l l  o f  o u r  c o n t r i b u t o r s a n d  s t a f f

this issue was constructed to the visuals of:
dark angel the pirates o f  dark w ater captain n and the adventures of mario 

party  monster rainbow bright the legendofzelda  gargoyles 
fam ily  ff-ty the power puff girls the shawshank redemption kaena the profecy fu turam a

fear and loathing in las vegas ghost in the shell clerks 
amelie higfish  g.i. joe samurai ja ck  gumby

W m v E s s  T h e  E v o l u t io n  O f  S e r p e n t in e
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PE-TE ® Figure 
Most powerful editor 

In ttw universe

JOSEPHINE t  Rgure 
Heroic goddess of art

PmiCKtRgurej 
Herc^moster j 

of l o ^  I

Twisr woisr G he swings bock wirh q  punch!
rUBrrO S Figure 

Heroic winged Editor
MEGHAN i  Rgure 

Herdc humoa. 
robot„Editor

RAM MAN 
Hercxc human 
boftering rom 
(Nor Avoiioble)

STHiES ® Figure 
Evil Lord of Administrotiofl

DEAST MAN ’̂" Figure 
Evil henchmon

NOT PETE i  Figure 
EwI Robot of Serpentine

TRI-KLOPS"  ̂Figure 
Evii & sees everything

TRAF lAW^  ̂Ff^fe 
Ev-ii & ormed for comtxtfl
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