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M ITER FROM THE EDITOR
Yeeeaaahhh... so remember when I said in the last issue that this was the same ol’ Serpentine you knew and loved? Weil, in terms 

of staff and general goings-on and operations, i t ’s still the same madhouse it always was! As Editor in Chief, I’ve made the executive 

decision to  really show that this is a new era of the magazine by starting o ff 2012 with a brand new volume. This involved making some 

aesthetic changes to the layout, and I hope you all like it!?

One of the big points with this new issue is the cover for both sides. Thanks to  one of our members, Serpentine and Artifacts 

have actual faces now! Say hello to  Serpy and Safira!! These covers are just your introduction to  these characters, and who knows? You 

just might find out more in a future issue...

Our Spring SLAM was a huge success again this semester. 1 thank all that attended and participated from the bottom of my heart 

(yeah, even you jerks who only showed up fo r the pizza and CL.UE credit). Shout outs go to our winners Andrea Curry, Aerial Perez, and Joe 

& Dane. Andrea and Aerial’s pieces are featured in this part of the issue, so check them out!!

1 personally think this issue is one of, if not the, best issue(s) we’ve put out in recent years and I’m really excited for you all to  

read through it. Thanks for all of your support and nyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyannyan

-Batman Dan

£800 Victory Blvd. Staten Island, NY 10314 1C 226 fnagazine.serpentine@gmail.com 
A pi^^iatlO0 Serpentine Magazirtê t a student brg^ization of the College of Staten Island.. S^pentine Magazine is published 

by of the CoHege of Stat6p;|^arsd. All wofk^stcOJ^ainedwtt+iirt this publication are property of their creators and are
protected by copyright law. No materials wkMn thlspjijtkatioji (m whole or part, in any form) without the consent of the 

creators themselves. Opinions expressed herein are those of the writers and are not necessarily shared by Serpentine staff or 
the Coltege of Staten Island. The College of Staten Island and the Ctty of New York are not responsible for the content of this 

magazfne. Serpentine is not responsible for the return or loss of any/all submissions.
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ShaniiPie ‘Ihe Soiroiii” Russell
Tlie grand machine, the ultimate creation of the machine empire, fl machine as old as our understanding of time. 

The ancient machine, one as nem as the most recent life. Rll that uje knoiu is the machine. I am but a simple fragment
^  I

i  ofujhat is to be completed by all of gou.

am only a bit to be surrounded by my friends, to create a byte. IL'ith you and your friends me spauin a kiictiy te.

Surrounded by our borough a megabyte is fonned. This city makes a gigabgte, uihile our union in this state makes

us a terabyte. United in our country as a petabyte, standing on this continent creating an eKabyte. Fusing with other
. /  g  : ....... \

continents the computerbecomes a zettabyte. nil the oceans and countries that make ourplanet form a yottabyte.
;  ' _ r  ^  I  I

This machine doesn’t end tSiei'e.Tl'iat yottabyte is a part of a solar system tlie size of a brontubyte. fls all ihat is in

existence, in this unii ierse and others like it, fonm a opnnhiitp. ,
. . . . . .  , ^ t r  ................... ..................

- : . v :  ' ‘ ■ . /  > _______/
lUe are only fragments of the final machine; uie are imperfect, but me are the only parts that fit. The machine is

* l # * i  /  ✓  g  m

constantly euoluing. Not just going up like trees or side to side like uieeds, not the ujeed tiiat is smoked but m

r  ■ i z  -p. \   ̂ I  /  #
 ̂ another type of ujeed, both of u ihich I do not condone. I digress.  ̂ /  *

i  x S  I  '  * -  * t v  ^

another type of uieed, both of uihich I do not condone. I digress.

, UJhy groiuuporsideujays,ujhen I can stretch out in all directions? me are part of a system; like all systems |
^ w /  _ y n i  :  ̂ # ' ■  ̂ r

uie haue coirupt data, uirdses and infections. II ’hich are unfortunately mure united than the healthy parts of "
M ■** # '  \    „  I  r z .

our system. Uie are a machine as old as time, aluiays gmiiping and eKpandinn hpynnd our understanding.

UJe are brand iieiu machine: some parts old and outdated, otnerparts broken or serrated. Uie are all part of
-  - ' » . - i  , r  ̂ \  ,

this machinp railed ouruniuprse. Noui think hoiu many machines are out there?

enuii) I  i  t



Writer’s Block
^ ^ Jh erc llc  Fk'nri

I

M l3a33^& @ ssss@ ?€Q !!BqBl̂ ^  IS is
iSBsklM i>Is}s&£]b

T e a c h e s  m e  in  t h i s  in t o x i c a t e d  s ta te  t h a t  I
suddenlw em gnize

fiwwsw’ selfishly expect me to be. Muled
sm^epspi^ad’rn^legs become the joke.

flffte ip aB EB a ss7 S B te a

\

\
 ̂   through my reason and promptly dismissing tii\

stunted my ability to succeed and tore from my bones
f t l^ ^ ^ iy j^ ^ M ^ ^ io n a ”  |wi.̂ iwp.^  ̂nothing but the flesh

. , . r  « , » • -: Battered̂ _andjbrô ^̂  ̂ a sound. Not a whisper escapes to the win'd or to begyour^ ^
din  ̂ high; and it fills my lungs with ha^c^ Hatred^for*mysc®

■J

. Silence is’a i^^^phdihuZ 'n n T c il^ ri

?*>
S  V'-

Some live like liazarus or so tliey say,

#  n ____M- ^eir s^tt is|tale, tliey a shrpujt sm^they sfneU p $

|jr«|m tl|f|r ha|r and maggots on theî |».reai
•* ' '■ i- '

>lieople««visl

criJLvw ii ir -^ i5 C y  i i i )  y ^ 4\ r 6"

ijlaxiffe rp S '



X'l'eated AlkTtlie Beei'Volc^ncf’
Stqiiaiiie Paiiliiyrds

CliLunctay;-

Giii; 15 ytars o ld  slx)|ping for ctindy
J()!in: 34 yetrs old, lie leaves tiie hotise most d iys i^ Iiiigp iitia jkaiy  pkxB tuxl lioly 
A\: 54 y e tr old ciTieJbi'siXtiiity

SctDns-
A  sIx^ingc 'a itcT o i's tm e kindilMt-at* in a iy  employes^; tehindii"«rGisli i\3gistQ5. Al iJ-k? chief o f s x id ty  is kxidngla* 

slxpliiita'sk)px jsecirte. Seeing a  sareil} !m}:x)verislia.l kxidngytx  i i  in l i^ a u  Kiv'iiLsfe lTegL')estos3e illieay i ailch lio* 
slealingsoinctliing. I le isiibt)Litti)a)nh\)ntlie}- lor to '(:fcv i(x is\\™ g doing vv ta i is|xtssed by Jd m  wiTogjitelliegiil

aiul t e i i i s  j^xiking vvitli t o ;

Jd iiv  hhwa ycxi h an d  lliegcxxi vvc'>id oi'cxn- loitf?

{Giii Is staring)

Jd ii>  I wisli to lake a  mtiTient to tel! ycxj tocby a to i t  saiviiticn, mv you intaxsJod in Sciivaiioii ym aig 
Cjiii-1 k ix e  tiliiiKly' boai oifo«:l aixi tKX’Cjted doiiiil saJ vatiin.

Jc^ii V (sl<e|iically) Vvlieie is y o tr  Chmich y(xiiig lacK'’*? W lM  Is it called*?

Giri-1 worsliip tlie Rying S p ig liiti M oiM a; w e Im 'e  no srt k x i t a i  lor oli* \vci-sliip as w e p'aise his ixxxily gtx xines^ in 

(xn* daily lives.

Jd ii V (Itingjiing) TlTat’s ver\' tlmny. Birt I want to tell ycxi abcxit JtsiK ClirisL a  m an wlx) tlmxigfi his lx%  powcn> can lilt 
you away H\)m aiitlily dq:n'avity. You a u tix t  w a y  tip a  false id.)L (r  else you will descotd to Hell!

CJiii-1 dt> w’txslii{3 a  tiise sod. He is cxo' gj-eat 
Flying SpagJietti fVlcTLSta'wlx3 CTtxited lk ato* 
a  nigtii o f  indulging in a  litsa’ volcaix). HLs 
lx)nible I khiis>vti' llie next ctiy is w hy w e Imve 
s id i  sti'ange luxl dxxkly tilings in tiiis wodd. 
like sjiii'och, milk, cind taxes. Tlxxii^i i atn 
cuii(Xis ahxit tliLs Hell ycxi epeak o f  Will tfxarc 
be atke? Please get back to m e alm it tltC  
Here’s m y a n d

(h n c k  overa piece o f  ptqier and exits tlie stt:«^)

(Jdn aands in his sfict jtaing afê tlx; ̂li He is still ŝ ieechlcss iiiat' his Lxiil ai xl 
{xastxial savior JesLss wen; ignaixi in lieu o f  Italian aiisine. F:idiirxi him  AI 
sliLillles back lowaitb h im )

A l-1 kixjW' thcae was stsndtiirig offalmft lia* In tillsjdi you shcxildalways tmsl 
ycxfl'judanait

(He sdxtkes his l"cad a x i  k a \ ^ )
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ith  de!i'

lace wuc tw o coi

; i i i  o iunK C icd  n c i'i :

.c rs 'cd v  I g u ita r ned  h:

her. 1 liL .uiind orm.:^,::cAveavinii thetu into

gazes were set upc. _ girl whose \ oice i j  

Anna also felt the spell. Lost in the hau

.•_;ycs ciost c . 

- '^ jn u t in i  li'- >y

ibm issi

irl whose \oice ngied rbroimh liie )

'' ■-heautifi'* .1 that noaied

realize that her friends, Cindy and Phoebe, were nbi v ltfl ’ • = ith her chin re^ii 

the girl whose voice held so much passion. Yet, something in that g irl’ s song beck

niouslv to the smoky

111 to someone

\ atched

. i id n 't  

-used on 

,.n Anna's

She sings amazingly. Did you get a good look at her? The small voice whispered to her. no cares what she 
looks like, she has talent! Anna mentally shrugged o ff  the inner voice, tuning herself back to the girl as she sang the 

last verse o f her song. The lyrics were powerful, her voice controlled and her guitar blended in beautifully.

Yes, interjected the voice, she does have great talent. So much that even the audience is captivated. Too had 
they didn 7 seem so when you performed.

Sitting up straighter in her chair, Anna cocked her head as she began to think about it. She was the one who 

performed before the current singer. She had sung a well known pop song and she had fun singing it, but she could 

see that the audience wasn’t completely focused on her like they wer^ now. Anna’s parents had spent a good amount 

o f money, at her insistence on various voice coaches to train her to sing. She could hold a tune but she struggled, 

which led to her insecurity. A ll she ever wanted to do was to sing. It was her dream to perform and though she sang 

on stage often at the advice o f  her coaches, the feeling o f not being good enough plagued her. The singer’s natural 

talent had sparked that small, dark bud to grow and blossom into something ugly within. Anna’s lips pouted into a 

frown. The more she thought about the differences, the more the dark spore began to proliferate. Instead o f feeling 

awed, her eyes began to cloud with unmerciful judgement. The once bright face dimmed into a neutral mask.

Instead o f feeling the mystery o f first love’s heartache that was being sung, Anna’s mind occupied itself, trying to 

find the ugliness in the singer to satisfy the dark spore’s hunger.

She no longer saw a beautiful girl with incredible talent, but rather an ugly, plain looking girl. The singer’s 

cheeks were speckled with acne scars. Her hair was too thin and flat that seemed to plaster on her head, it was dull 

hair. Her lips were too thin, her bottom row ol teeth crooked. Her forehead was obviously oily, and most likely her 

pores were clogged. She wore a denim skirt with a black V-neck sweater, but to Anna, she was flat. No curves, no 

breasts, nothing. Just a very sickly thin girl that reminded Anna o f a scrawny boy that hadn’ t yet reached puberty.

Yes, I don 7 think she's hit puberty yet. She's so ugly, the voice agreed.

Anna was so distracted by her thoughts that the sound o f loud applause startled her. The girl stood and smiled 

shyly, though her countenance radiated brightly. People were excitedly talking to each other about how great she 

sang, while Anna just picked up her bag and walked out towards the bathroom, not even bothering to clap.

m l e . i p e t  - / I D '



: CL.-c.i ij Sfie ‘ u,ig so great, I  could have done a better job i f  I  just worked at it! Yes, she's a nobody. You 
sing ukJ  look so mucli better than her, the voice reassured .

E n tering  tiie bath room  A nna took  a good  look at herself. F ina lly  18, her y o u th  w as at its prim e. H er skin 

hea!-:hy and clean. H er long sandy  brow n ha ir carefu lly  tousled  and d ram atic . She had one b lue eye and  one brow n 

e \ e. som eth ing  exotic and differen t. A \ eraged  sized , A n n a 's  c lo thes alw ays fit her perfectly .

It's better ro hare all those cun-es than to be that stick, isn't it? T he voice to ld  her. :

She \\ as su ip rised  that she agreed w ith the vo ice in her head, it w as say ing  all the th ings th a t she w ished  she 

could  sa \ out loud. A nna considered  herse lt to be friendly  and never had any p rob lem s w ith anyone but fo r som e 

reason, afte r listen ing  to  the singer, the bo ttled  up insecurity  seem ed to  seep out. A long  w ith it, cruel w ords and 

thoughts.

"O h. hey A nna, did you see that g irl? She w as am az in g !’' C indy  exc la im ed , h er b lue eyes tw-inkled.

A nna ju m p ed  a bit. not no tic ing  that her friends w ere in the bath room  w ith her. She d id n ’t rem em b er seeing  

them  till n o w . "^ 'eah . I saw h e r? ' A fte r a short pause , "W here  w ere you guys? I d id n ’t see you at all to d ay .”

Ignoring  her question . " l ‘m surprised  you d id n ’t stay and ta lk  w ith her. E specia lly  that she sang  really  w e ll,” 

P hoebe said, as she tw irled her hair.

A nna shrugged . "S he w a sn ’t that g reat."

"A re you k idd ing? Y ou could  feel the passion  in h e r \ o ice ."  C indy  looked  puzzled .

"Y eah  A nna. I know \  ou h a \ e a good \ oice, but you h a \ e to adm it, there  w as som eth ing  she had  that m ade the 

w hole experience seem  alm ost m ag ica l."  P hoebe aw ed.

"So  w hat? Y o u 're  te lling  m e that w hen I sing it isn 't  that g reat, that you d o n ’t feel the ‘m ag ic ’?” A nna 

snapped.

".Anna no one is tr \ ing to attack  \ ou. sheesh . keep > o i t  \ o ice dow n.” C indy  hissed.

"So  w hat it she could  s ing ."  A nna con tinued . " I t 's  not like s h e 's  go ing  to get an yw here  look ing  like  she d o es .”

C in d \ and Phoebe looked at A nna w ith w ide e \ es. C efo re  e ith er o f  them  could  respond , the d o o r opened  and 

the singer stepped  in. glow ing. Seeing  that she w a s n 't  a lone, she sent a w arm  sm ile. 'T though t I heard people 

talk ing , but I guess my hearing  is o f f  a bit. d o n 't  m ind m e."

P hoebe and C indy  w ere quiet as A nna sim ply  nodded.

"I m M acaleth . the singer rep lied , looking at .Anna. " I 'v e  seen you  sing before, and y o u 'v e  inspired  m e.”

Surprised  at her w ords. A nna asked. "Y o u 'v e  seen m e sing?"

T he girl nodded , "I saw you sing at the O pen \ n c  n ights, and the w ay you fearlessly  sang, i t ’s am azing . It w as 

because o f  you 1 dared  m y se lf  to  sing to n ig h t.”

D oes it m atter?  The \ o ice h issed , she needed  > ou to sing. I f  it w e re n 't  for you she w o u ld n ’t have perform ed. 

She w as and rem ains noth ing . Y ou com m and  the stage. 1 bet she c a n 't  affo rd  to have all the coaches y o u ’ve had.

" I t y o u 'll excuse  m e, I ju s t have to w ash m y hands. T hey  got sw ea ty  from  the n erv o u sn ess ,” she chuckled .

A nna w atched  as M acalath  rinsed  her hands. A gain  the dark  spore m ocked  M acalath .

Disgusting. Imagine having to hold her hand while it s all sweat̂ ' and sticky ? You d feel it clogging up vour 
skni. Everything she touches, she would leave that sweat and dirt. She II leave it griuiv. Isn 7 that nastv?

B efore A nna could  respond, M acalath  had fin ished  and  held  out her sm all hand  to A nna. " I t ’s g reat to fm ally 

speak w ith you. and I hope w e can continue do ing  so ."



Donshake her hand! T he dark  spore, shouted . It's filthy! Disgusting! No ir-mcr .

her hands, i t ’s still dirty!
U neasiness filled A nna. She w as overcom e w ith  the w illies, though she w as never bothered by sch k  ,i ng as 

insignificant as a person w ith sw eaty hands. H er youngest nephew  had sw eaty  palm s and it w as som c^'-^’g he was 

s e lf  conscious about. Yet, she co u ld n ’t stop th ink ing  about how thick , sw eaty , and slim y it w ould  lee! to shake liie 

g ir l’s hand. H er upper lip curled  slightly  and she took  a step back. ‘'S orry , uh, 1 loo need to w ash m y hands. 1 ju s t 

sneezed into them  a w hile ago .” She m ade no m ove to w ash her hands.

M acala th ’s face M\ a bit. W ithdraw ing  her hand she nodded . “O kay, bu t hopefu lly  w e could  talk about m usic 

and stuff.” A fter a sm all w ave goodbye to A nna, she qu ietly  w alked  out o t the bathroom .

A s the door closed, Phoebe h issed  at A nna, her brow n eyes hard, “A nna w hat the hell w as that?

R olling her eyes, “ W hat w as w ha t?”

“ W hen did you becom e such a g erm aphobe?” Phoebe shot at her, “ And w in  did you have to leave her hanging  

like that? All she w anted to  do w as to shake your h an d .”

“Y ou heard her, she has sw^eaty hands. T h a t’s d isgusting , and e x c u s : m e for not w an ting  to touch  th a t.’

“B ut d o esn ’t your nephew^ have sw eaty  hands?” C indy asked. ju  stood up for him  w hen th a t g irl he liked, 

m ade fun o f  him  for it.”

“ H e’s d ifferent. H e’s fam ily ,” she answ ered , w alk ing  tc ”, ..rds the m irror to pretend to fix her hair.

“So? S h e’s som eone that ac tually  adm ired  you, and you go and act like th a t?” Phoebe aga in  in terjected . “G od 

A nna, w h a t’s w rong w ith you? 1 d id n ’t think you c^./uid be so stuck up.

“Shut up Phoebe, seriously . I ’m tired o f  hearing ‘M acaleth  sang so g re a t!’ or ‘A nna y o u ’re a horrib le  person  

for not being n ice to h e r!’ 1 d o n ’t have to oc n ice to  every single person in th is w orld!

“A re you PM Sing or som eth ing?” Phoebe continued. “ ‘C ause I though t you w ould  have been th rilled  to know  

that you actually  inspired  som eone to take a risk, especially  that you c a n ’t sing as w ell as her!”

As a slap to the face, -̂_.ina paused and blinked. How could she say that, knowing how hard I  work to improve? 
She doesn V get it  She can 7 sing. Phoebe doesn V and never will measure up to your greatness. You don 't have to 
take her lectures. You don 7 needjier. She talks righteously, but she doesn 7 even exist.

T urning  to Phoebe, A n n a ’s tone w as dark. “ Phoebe, w hat do you know- about insp iration  and tak ing  risks? 

Y o u ’re a poser. You can ’t do anyth ing  right. You try to be ev e ry o n e’s friend yet you have none. T h a t 's  w hy no one 

ever notices you, especially  that M acalath  girl. Y o u ’re stick ing  up for her, bu t she d id n 't  even acknow ledge you.

Shock and anger bled into P hoebe’s face. H er fists clenched  tigh tly  and she started  to breath  hard. F or a qu ick  

m om ent, A nna regretted  w hat she had said.

“A nna, that w as uncalled  to r,” C indy said quietly , “ Phoebe, com e on le t’s-’'

“Ah! I see w hat it is n o w ,” Phoebe declared , a w icked  sm ile cu r\ ing her lips. “ Y o u 're  jea lo u s  a re n 't  you?"

Now it w as A n n a’s turn to be shocked and angry. "T he hell 1 am . w hy w ould  I be jea lo u s  o f  that stupid  girl 

for? S h e’s no th ing!”

On to som ething, Phoebe continued  to m ock her. “Aw . A nna is jea lo u s  o f  little M acalath  because she can sing 

way better, isn ’t that riiiht C indy?” She cocked her head tow ards C indv.



“i  bclicNC >ou'rc nghl Phoebe," Cindy answe 

dripping Ironi \ou r eyes \iin a . ll's  an ugly sight, really. 

Confused, Anna fell somethin^ roll down

ihielv blaek goo staining her hand. Rushing 

marked her once clean lace. Her blinking e

had now blossomed s

otT. it would not com'M>l‘j>Her dilTerenl colored e3e.sA\ere no more as t

V. Anna?i 'n \ ious and jealous o r sonieone .you>1 idn11
You couldn’t stand the fact lhat someone had more

ed in to  b la ck .'

.s

assSSii^®

s o m e w h e re  A v ilh  th a t .vo ic

re d r ‘What? What do you mean?”

They cackled

“ It ’ s so pitifu l, little Anna, that you actually believed you could sing, when all you did out there was to croak 

and screech the notes.”

“ It was sad, having everyone put up with your o f f  pitched songs. A ll that money wasted because you stil l can’ t

“ We had hoped that you would eventually realize your place was not, and w ill not ever be on stage.”

“ Instead, at the expense o f your parents, you refused to give up.”

We had waited for you to come to this epiphany on your own.
Letting out a cracking scream, Anna fell to her knees, shoving her hands to her ears to try to shut out their 

voices, but they continued, their bright eyes burned into her mind.

We were surprised when Macalath walked in here complimenting you. We believed she was joking and poking 
fun, but her heart was sincere.

You inspired her with your pathetic attempts to perform that even though she held out her hand warmly to you, 
you rejected her.

You had the audacity to attempt to crumble her. You are nothing.
You let your denial o f your own failings blind you. You are nothing.
“ Enough!”  Anna screamed. Her heart pounded as images poured in. She saw herself singing, and instead o f a 

beautiful melody, it was really an o f f  tuned, pathetic attempt. Her voice cracked. Her strength was never meant to be 

in music. Anna could hear the cackling laughter from the voices coming within her. She realized that Phoebe and 

Cindy w^ere only in her head. It occurred to her panicking mind that Macaleth had only acknowledged her and not 

her “ friends.”

That’s why you heard voices coming from the bathroom, Anna.
That's why you didn V see us in the cafe with you until now.
“ What do you want from me?”  Anna shrilled.

To crush your unattainable dream. The voices whispered. To crush you.



A nna d id r ' 

their sn ickerir 

w ould rip thi

She's so
Yes Phoebe, u
That's disgusting, Anna, that white stujj ^
You 're so weak Anna. Look at what Macaleth /.> Luni i ,

No one wants you.
Please slop, begged A nna, P lease, I ’ll do w hatever you want.

Too late fo r that.
That shirt is too tight fo r you Anna, your fat hangs out.
Thank God you don V speak, you do us all a favor hy not singing anymore. Keep your mouth shut. No one 

wants to hear you Anna. Not even Macaieth. Loser.
W iping her new ly acquired  sw eaty  hands on  her jean s , A nna attem pted to ignore the voices that co n 

stantly  berated  her. She was broken  and now  w as m ore insecure with herself'. She had w anted to contact 

M acaleth to apologize, to seek forgiveness for her actions, and possib ly  find peace, but with her new ly  found 

fam e, M acaleth  w as unable to be reached. U nderstanding  that the consequences o f  her actions led her to h er 

present condition , A nna regretted ever allow ing  the dark spore to grow . Though the voices she had once associ 

ated to being her friends had alw ays been in her head, their cruelty  im aged w hat A nna w ould have becom e if  

they allow ed her to be so prideful.

We'll !k’ with you forever Anna.

Even i f  your life ended today, we II he there making sure you don 't forget how worthless you are.

N o longer the v ibrant dream er, A nna knew  how  it felt like to be the  ju d g e , and to be ju d g ed .

cl)
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d e a t h ’s  S e a t i n g  W i n g s  2
by JasoH.Wisniewski

. As ̂he book from the helicopter collided with the dark rock, time seemed to stop; Those of us ■ 
.who watched the caiMera saw'a faint blue light coming out from the crack where the hook connected. 
Our eyes lit up, and from this frozen time, it began to return to normal ever so slowly. Then suddenly, 
it exploded in the view of the camera. Every man.within the area went flying backwards at the . * ’ 
force of the explosion. It was not an explosion like in the movies with fire and shrapnel but rather an 
invisible push and bits of rock. . f  '

In the mid,st of the black or,b was a Igure that stood at about eight feet tall. The smoke and 
snow around it turned it into a silhouette, but.we could easily make out the shape. While colors were 
nonexistent in its shroud, it provided for us a rather definite design, it was slim; almost anorexic - to 
the point vyhere.you copuld see its rib cage extending outwards profoundly with every deep breath. 
Its.hands went below its thin waist, with.fingers that extended about an inch below the knees. Each. ’ 
finger had a sharp edge, as if a claw fouroji each hand. The back of this beast's head was pulled 
back and colled into similar spikes. The legs of this creature were pressed together, proving its weak 
physical prowess thro'ugh its swaying motions. It lUoked easily destroyable physically. Even a man of 
,my size looked re*ady and willing to break its limbs.

When the smoke liegan to clear and the military personnel aimed their guns on it, we saw it for 
what it was. Its skin was.gray and discolored, sickly in some way. One could pity it based on this color 
alone or fear it. I held botb emotions in my heart. Its eyes were glowing blue, with its mouth wide 
open with a similar bl.ue glow down its throat. The military wen shouted in English, but the camera ■ 
could barely pick up the audjo! After several more shouts,-.the creature let out a bowl so loud that we' 
bad the audience milliôhs of miles away and staring at it through a poorly defined screen had to cover 
our ears. The military men dropped to the flooc taking the bulk of the screech. Pefoje they could react, 
this beast reached out for the nearest man - at least twelve feet away, and flicked its fingers. Ajarge 
white orb grew-from the back of its hand and floated to the man. As it hit him, he turned into half a 
dozen scattered slabs of meat. '

The men, shocked by this beast's action, drevy their gpns with pained heads and fired in rapid 
succes'sion on the creature. The l)ullets bounced off of some odd, invisible shield that seemed to go aJI. 
around the beast. The.beast turned.around to the other m^n and roared not as loudly as before but 
loud enough and with its battle cry, vanished. Everyone gasped, and before we could open our mouths* 
the full way to let loose our gasps, the beast was in front of the second closest wan. With a single 
swipe, it orabbed the wan, and as he shouted for it to let to go, it reached down and bit off his bead.

X D 6



The c?imcra shut off due to 'techwical difficulties' seconds later Everyone began to mutter at the 
creature's significance, its powec and what itwants. I speculated my own theories silently." Respite 
the cold, I was sweating, and I could feel the perspiration dripping off of the wen around we. My 
heart was ready to explode despite wy body's decent condition. The speculation ended when soweone 
screamed as loud as they could.

We all turned around and saw the source of the horrific cry. A wowan, no older than I, was.. 
pointing towards the sky. Everyone around we and down the block (as far as I could see) turned their 
eyes up towards the heavens. There, people began to shout ai!!{i panic as blazing rocks of siwilar'colors' 
and shapes began to fly f row the sky. Unlike wost of the people in the area* I iwwediately pushed past 
the crowd and ran. I would not become a victim of,wy curiosity wuch to the despair of ijiany horror- 
wovie victims and the people around me. No,- my instinct; to survive were greater - that and my 
desire to see my son and wife kept me focused.

- /̂s I ran down New York City's streets, the meteorites began to crash all around me. &lass and 
explosions were occurring elsewhere. People scurried like rodents |ts I charged down the streets, my ' 
arms swaying with my leg$ to keep my speed at maximum. Cars halted, and their drivers exited to 
hide inthe nearest buildings if they didn't turn around or drive on the sidewalk.

While the anorexic creature was the first one we saw, others came into'my peripheral vision 
as I headed for the edge of the city. Red-skinned creatures \̂ ith bloated backsides emerged in clumps 
and began,to let out their own'battle cries*. With what littje I saw of them, they appeared ugly as sin 
with the same blue-eyed and blue-mouthed design as the original. Additional creatures, human in size 
and shape but much slimmer and jskinnier̂by comparison, burst in larger clumps, filling the* atmosphere. 
The last variation of these beasts came, in the form of a figure.taller'than humans bu't shprter than 
,the original monstrosity and muscular in shape. It seemed to be a very leanly-bujlt human'with a very 
exotic and other-worldly face to it. . ' * . * .

♦  # * *
* * . *

All around me, aside from screams and meteors, came bullets and exotic gunfire. The gunfire-was 
rêognizalile; I heard my first shot at the age of nineteen coming home from my college when a pair 
of hooligans began to' talk'shit about each other before pulling their guns out and firing. One of them 
lived, and the otjier died. Of course, his kijler went to jail ? 1 haven't heard fro.m either since.Ĵ ut the 
other shot, the exo'tic-sounding one, sounded like a bullet̂ OO years in the future. It was sleek, quiet 
in sound, but also sounded fast. Above my head I s m  streaks of red and blue, striking buildings, cars, 
and people. Whatever they touched erupted into fire and'smoke. My science fiction'al guess pointed to 
lasers. I would have covered my ears, but my desire to speed up took precedence, and as sucii I kept my 
arms swaying tQ build with th| wind that blew with my direction.' *.

m * #

After what seemed like 10 minutes of stralghtVunning, I came to the.edge of the cityasMy 
home, Staten Island, was across the waiter One of the ferries was already halfway across, with the 
other one turning around to get away from the city I knew f q r a fajttfiat'l would not find my way 
home on a*ferry and 1‘was damn jure that .the buses wouldn't take me over thebridge..
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The thought of swimwing came to mind, but I was too much of a pussy to jump into the water. Of 
course tKat part*9f my thought process chawged quickly.

I decided to take a paranoid sweep of the area behind me and saw the city streets in utter 
chaos. Corpses lay across cars, the sidewalk, and some were even pushed up against buildings. The 
creatures, ̂hatever.they weres had. their run of the streets. They swarmed in packs, kiijing and 
clawing whoever they saw. I knew I would become a target of their mindless slaughter if 1 remained, 
but I knew the cold of the water would probably kill me. Fear and vomit-inducing fatiguê were my 
mistresses for the hour , . , ■

And juŝt like that a divine miracle came to. One of Ihe creatures down the street saw me. It 
was the fat'backed oije. |ts1arge arm came out, and what appeared to be a gun as a hand fired a shot 
ât me. The red shot it fired struck an inch away from wy shoes, and I felt a splash of warmth come 
bver my face. Wasting no time, I zipped up my coat, hoping that it would keep me Warm.

I grabbed the side of the frigid railing and tossed myself over the edge. I was underneath 
freezing waters*\yith]n a second. My first gasp.for breath came with the phrase, "Oh &odl" at the 
response to. (tear-frozen waters. I shivered in place for half a second and then began to swim. Luckily 
for me, whatever was .pursuing me lost interest as I saw no red bolts flying near me. Of course, the 
heat from its Weapon would have comforted me iricredibly

I swam for a good 20, maybe $ 0 minuted before I turned around for a brief second. I saw the 
•meteorites still falling and pelting the city The screaming turned into one collective bundle that • 
echoed through the air on top of the distant echo of gunfire .and explosions. I felt pity for my people, 
my race. In my mind, I questioned my ̂od if He was actually allowing this, but any answer He might 
have giVeh was cut off by my Water-filled gasp.- *

Above the city somefBing massive began to descend. Its pawns, fiery meteoriteŝ surrounded * 
it faster and crashed .into the ground. This massive beast was different from its minions. One might 
say its design was metallic, advanced. Six large arms were stretched outwards from the bottom of 
its l)ody. As it grew closer to the ground, 1 began to see more of it. The trail*up its body was getting 
slimmer and slimmer until it came to a sharp point. Six legs (three on eac'h side) were clicking together 
likeacrab, but due to its immense size, if was a slow clicking. ' • • ’

* •

From its mouth came a disturbingly loud whiz that was supplemented by a single red beam. I 
saw a single building turn into debris in seconds as the red beam touched it. The process repeated. I 
knew the.stor̂ tthis point so I turned around and kept swimming.

To be continued!..
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I  d r in k  Ir is h  B reakfas t tea because i t ’s"dark and b it te r .  E very  cup  is a b o u t o f  h e a rtb u rn  w a itin g  to  happen, b u t

*  ■■■■ i
I  d o n 't re a lly  m in d  anym ore . P hys ica l s tim u lu s  is  very e ffective  as a d is tra c tio n  fo r  w hatever's on  my. m in d . P hysica l 

s tim u lu s  is w h a t L  need r ig h t  now .
» V .-V;■■■ ; ;«?:■:( .■ . ' . t, •»» »v ' '' -- % 1

^  M y  fo o tfa lls  are snu ffed  by  th e  w ^ l ’o f  a ud io  I've  erected a ro u n d  m y  ears. J im  Jy ld rrison  te lls  me it 's  th e  end o f

W-'-' I
o u r  s to ry . I  te l l  h im  He's a cocksucker. S k ip . Each step is reduced to  a s o ft "p a t” b y  th e  s o ft so il. M y  tea s ta rts  to  c h ill.

A  D u tc h  w om an s ta rts  a depressing song a b o u t th e  m o u rn in g  o f  loss. S k ip . A n  arpegia ted A  m in o r c h o rd  a nd  a voice

■ I-'  ̂ I
f ;  lik e  gravel s ing so m e th in g  by  T r e n t  R eznor. S k ip . S k ip  s k ip  sk ip . T rees  pass, heavily  w ooded  pa ths  now .

F uck . I t 's  n o t th e  end o f  th e  w o rld , ju s t  th e  end o f  a g ro u p  fr ie n d s h ip . I t 's  n o t lik e  you  a re n 't g o in g  to  m ake 

new  fr ie n d s  in  a m o n th  anyw ay. M a yb e  I 'd o n 't  w a n t to ; m aybe I  was co o l w ith  the  la te  n ig h t psychobabble  a b o u t w h a t 

de lu s io n a l o ld  w om en spoke a bou t. M a yb e  th e  o u tb u rs ts  o f  bad p o p  songs fro m  th e  80's w ere to le ra b le . M a y b - f i ic k  

you , R ic k  A s tle y . S k ip . H e a rtb u rn . ^

P a t p a t p a t. B rea the  deep and easy; s w 's k ip . »

T h is  b rid g e  is a fine  b rid g e . I  cross i t  re g u la rly , b u t n o t w ith  c o ld  tea and a p laye r th a t o n ly  know s h o w  to  be 

sad. S to p u n p lu g th ro w . G eeonetem ple  n o t possib le . R e trieva l, rep lug . S k ip . '

N o th in g  is w ro n g . W ro n g  w o u ld  im p ly  th a t so m e th in g  was r ig h t, b u t th is  is n 't a b o u t e th ics . T h is  is abosk ip .

W h a t a b o u t th e  story? The end, J im  said. G la d  he's dead. Dead? D ead . Fuck. S k ip .

P hys ica l s t im u li.  T h a t b o ttle 's  em p ty . T he  sm ell s tu ck  to  m y  beard. P a t p a t p a t. S k i-  n d ^ n d  i f  youfsee'm e please 

ju s t  w a lk  on  by, w a lk  on by. F o rg e t m y  narne and  I ' l l  ft>rget i t  to o . F a iled  a tte m p ts  a t liv in g  s im p le  lives, s im p le  lives.

A re  w h a t keep me sk ip . N o  th is  is n o t y o u r place, th is  is n o t y o u r  p la yg ro u n d  it 's  m y  heaaaaaaaaaaskip.

T o d a y  is th e  greatest sk ip  I've  ever sk ip . S k ip . T he  tea fe ll. H e a rtb u rn . P a t th u m p  t llu m p . H e a v y .fo o tfa lls  

now . T he  cem ent sobers and focuses m e. O p e n  a ir , lig h ts . C ars pass by on  th e  h il l .  M y  fla s h lig h t hangs focused b e h in d  

m e. I 'm  o n ly  depressed, n o t su ic ida l. Please d o n 't  ru n  me over. ‘  ̂ ^  -

I 'm  n o t depressed. I  am  angry. I  s h o u ld n 't te l l  lies, and  m ake false prom ises. I  s h o u ld n ’t  say I ' l l  do  som eth ing  

and th e n  re ject i t  w hen  a messenger is sent m y 'w a y . S k ip .

Ig n o re  th is  house. T h u m b  th e  m usic lo u d e r. S o m e th in g  positive?  W i l l  we a ll be p o rt io n s  fo r  foxes? N o , sk ip

A  car passes th a t I  o p t to  igno re . O v e r m y  m usic  I  hear a song a b o u t m in d  b u lle ts . S k ip .

S k i p p i n g  H o m e  by The Ghost



T h e ie  a re  m a n y  th in g s  Im p in g  w e  a w a k e  a t n i^

S o  a m jy  th o u g h ts n Jh n in g  lo o s e  th to u g fi m y  h e a d  

E v e n  i f  I  s le e p , th e y  w a k e  m e  w ith  

A n d  le a v e  m e  w iA i a  s e n s e  o f  im p a id in g  d re a d  

T h e  d e m o n s in  m y  h e a d  n e v e r  le a v e  m y  m in d  

A s  th e y  le a v e  m e  to stm g  a n d  tu rn in g , u n a b le  to  ^ e p  

C o n sta n tly  w h isp a m g  th in g s  in  m y  e a r, u su a lly  ta r  6 o m  k in d  

T h e se  th o u g h ts I  le a v e  w ith  y o u , g a tin g  th e m  c f f  m y  c h e s t 

T h e  in e sc a p a b le  h o n o rs  c f  m y  la te  

T h e  a ll e n o o m p a s ^ g fu ry c fm y h a le .

T h e  fe a r  i f  I  w ill e v e r  B n d  lo v e  

T h e  w o n d e r if , p e rh a p s , th e re  is  a  G o d  a b o v e .

T h e  c o n sta n t d re a d  o f  th e  d a y  to  ca m e  

A n d  s o  m a n y  m o re , b u t h e re  is  th e  su n .

A H  th e se  th cH jg jh ts, a n d  m a n y  m c x e  a re  y o u rs  to  k e e p

N o w  p le a s e  d c m ’t  b o t h e r  m e , I  W 3 I J t  t o  s le e p
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C S I ' s  S o u r c e  f o r  A r t n  L i t e r a t u r e  a n d  A w e s o m e

Wants YOU!!
Remember this guy?
See how lonely he is?

That's because of Y O U .

Y O U  D I D  T H I S  T O  H I M .

But t h e r e  is S t i l l  t i m e .

Y o u  c a n  f i x  t h i s .

%

W e  a r e  a l w a y s  a c c e p t i n g  y o u r  w o r k !  

D r a w i n g s ,  g r a p h i c  a r t ,  h a i k u s ,  s h o r t  s t o r i e s ,  

p o e t r y ,  a n y f r e a k i n g t h i n g ! ! !

Bring it on down to our office in IC 2 2 6 , or 
e-mail it to magazine.serpentine@gmail.Gom

p www.facebook.com/ 
P SerpentineMagazine

mailto:magazine.serpentine@gmail.Gom
http://www.facebook.com/
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