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ROM THE EDITOR

Yeeeaaahhh... so remember when | 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, it’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 off 2012 with a brand new volume. This involved making some

aesthetic changes to the layout, and | 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. 1thank all that attended and participated from the bottom of my heart

(yeah, even you jerks who only showed up for the pizza and CLUE 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!!

lpersonally 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 pirriatlo0  Serpentine Magazirte’t a student brg~ization of the College of Staten Island.. S*pentine Magazine is published
by of the CoHege of Stat6p;|*arsd. All wofkstcOJ ainedwtt+iirt this publication are property of their creators and are
protected by copyright law. No materials wkMn thispjijtkatioji (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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Tlie grand machine, the ultimate creation of the machine empire, flmachine 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
A |

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 Kkiictiyte.
Surrounded by ourborough a megabyte is fonned. This city makes a gigabgte, uihile our unionin this state makes

us a terabyte. United inour country as a petabyte, standing on this continent creating an eKabyte. Fusing with other
: / g D s \
continents the computerbecomes a zettabyte. nil the oceans and countries that make ourplanet form a yottabyte.

’ —_ r N I I
This machine doesn’'tend tSiei'e. Tl'iat yottabyte is a part of a solar system tlie size ofa brontubyte. flsall ihat isin

existence, inthis uniiierse and others like it, fonma opnnhiitp. ,
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IUe are only fragments of the final machine; uie are imperfect, but me are the only parts that fit. The machine is
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constantly euoluing. Notjust going up like trees orside to side like uieeds, not the ujeed tiiat is smoked but m
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, Why groiuuporsideujays,ujhen | can stretch out inall directions? me are part ofasystem; like all systems |
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uie haue coirupt data, uirdses and infections. Il ’hich are unfortunately mure united than the healthy parts of "
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oursystem. Uie are amachine as old as time, aluiays gmiiping and eKpandinn hpynnd our understanding.

Uleare braqd iieiu machine:; some parts old and outdated, otnerparts broken orserrated. Uie are all part of
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ith de!i’ crs'cdv | guitar ned N niouslv to the smoky

lace wuc tw 0 coi .»_;ycs ciost c. 1 to someone
;i oiunKCicd nci'i: -Ajnutini - >y \ atched
her. 1liL .uiind orm.:~,::cAveavinii thetu into ibmissi
gazes were set upc. _giirl whose \mice ij ngied rbroimh liie )
Anna also felt the spell. Lost in the hau "1-heautifi'* Athat noaied didn't
realize that her friends, Cindy and Phoebe, were nbi vltfl’ «= ith her chin re’ii -used on
the girl whose voice held so much passion. Yet, something in that girl’s song beck ,.-n Anna's

She sings amazingly. Didyou get agood look at her? the smail voice whispered to her. N0 Cares what she
looks Iike, she has talent! anna mentally shrugged o ff the inner voice, tuning herself back to the girl as she sang the
last verse of her song. The lyrics were powerful, her voice controlled and her guitar blended in beautifully.

Yes, interjected the voice, She d0es have great talent. So much that even the audience is captivated. Too had
they didn 7 seem so whenyou 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
of money, at her insistence on various voice coaches to train her to sing. She could hold atune but she struggled,
which led to her insecurity. All she ever wanted to do was to sing. It was her dream to perform and though she sang
on stage often at the advice of her coaches, the feeling of 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 of feeling
awed, her eyes began to cloud with unmerciful judgement. The once bright face dimmed into a neutral mask.
Instead of feeling the mystery of 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 of a scrawny boy that hadn’t yet reached puberty.

Yes, | don 7 think she's hit pubertyyet. She's so ugly, the voice agreed.

Anna was so distracted by her thoughts that the sound of 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 Annajust picked up her bag and walked out towards the bathroom, not even bothering to clap.

m le .ip et -/ID"



. CLci ij Sfie ‘u,ig sogreat, | could have done a betterjob ifljust worked at it! Yes, she's a nobody. You
sing ukJ look so mucli better than her, the voice reassured.

Entering tiie bathroom Anna took a good look at herself. Finally 18, her youth was at its prime. Her skin
hea!-:hy and clean. Her long sandy brown hair carefully tousled and dramatic. She had one blue eye and one brown
e\ e. something exotic and different. A\ eraged sized, Anna's clothes always fit her perfectly.

It's better ro hare all those cun-es than to be that stick, iSn't it? The voice told her.

She \\as suiprised that she agreed with the voice in her head, it was saying all the things that she wished she
could sa\ out loud. Anna considered herselt to be friendly and never had any problems with anyone but for some
reason, after listening to the singer, the bottled up insecurity seemed to seep out. Along with it, cruel words and
thoughts.

"Oh. hey Anna, did you see that girl? She was amazing!” Cindy exclaimed, her blue eyes tw-inkled.

Annajumped a bit. not noticing that her friends were in the bathroom with her. She didn’t remember seeing
them till now. "~'eah. | saw her?' After a short pause, "W here were you guys? Ididn’t see you at all today.”

Ignoring her question. "I‘m surprised you didn’t stay and talk with her. Especially that she sang really well,”
Phoebe said, as she twirled her hair.

Anna shrugged. "She wasn’t that great."”

"Are you kidding? You could feel the passion in her\oice." Cindy looked puzzled.

"Yeah Anna. | know \ou ha\e a good \ oice, but you ha\e to admit, there was something she had that made the
whole experience seem almost magical." Phoebe aw ed.

"So what? You're telling me that when | sing it isn't that great, that you don’t feel the ‘magic’?” Anna
snapped.

".Anna no one is tr\ ing to attack \ ou. sheesh. keep >0 it \oice dow n.” Cindy hissed.

"So what it she could sing." Anna continued. "It's not like she's going to get anywhere looking like she does.”

Cind\ and Phoebe looked at Anna with wide e\ es. Cefore either of them could respond, the door opened and
the singer stepped in. glow ing. Seeing that she wasn't alone, she sent a warm smile. 'T thought | heard people
talking, but I guess my hearing is off a bit. don't mind me."

Phoebe and Cindy were quiet as Anna simply nodded.

"I m Macaleth. the singer replied, looking at .Anna. "l've seen you sing before, and you've inspired me.”

Surprised at her words. Anna asked. "You've seen me sing?"

The girl nodded, "I saw you sing at the Open \nc nights, and the way you fearlessly sang, it’s amazing. It was
because of you ldared myselfto sing tonight.”

Does it matter? The \oice hissed, she needed >ou to sing. Ifit weren't for you she wouldn’t have performed.
She was and remains nothing. You command the stage. 1bet she can't afford to have all the coaches you’ve had.

"It you'll excuse me, ljust have to wash my hands. They got sweaty from the nervousness,” she chuckled.

Anna watched as Macalath rinsed her hands. Again the dark spore mocked Macalath.

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

Before Anna could respond, Macalath had finished and held out her small hand to Anna. "It’s great to fmally

speak with you. and | hope we can continue doing so."



Donshake her hand! the dark spore, shoutea. It'sfilthy! Disgusting! No ir-mcr
her hands, it's still dirty!

Uneasiness filled Anna. She was overcome with the willies, though she was never bothered by schk ,i ng as
insignificant as a person with sweaty hands. Her youngest nephew had sweaty palms and it was somc”'-*’g he was
self conscious about. Yet, she couldn’t stop thinking about how thick, sweaty, and slimy it would lee! to shake liie
girl’s hand. Her upper lip curled slightly and she took a step back. “Sorry, uh, 1loo need to wash my hands. ljust
sneezed into them a while ago.” She made no move to wash her hands.

Macalath’s face M\ a bit. Withdrawing her hand she nodded. “Okay, but hopefully we could talk about music
and stuff.” After a small wave goodbye to Anna, she quietly walked out ot the bathroom.

As the door closed, Phoebe hissed at Anna, her brown eyes hard, “Anna what the hell was that?

Rolling her eyes, “What was what?”

“When did you become such a germaphobe?” Phoebe shot at her, “And win did you have to leave her hanging
like that? All she wanted to do was to shake your hand.”

“You heard her, she has sw™eaty hands. That’s disgusting, and excus: me for not wanting to touch that.’

“But doesn’t your nephew” have sweaty hands?” Cindy asked. ju stood up for him when that girl he liked,
made fun of him for it.”

“He’s different. He’s family,” she answered, walking tc”,..rds the mirror to pretend to fix her hair.

“So0? She’s someone that actually admired you, and you go and act like that?” Phoebe again interjected. “God
Anna, what’s wrong with you? 1didn’t think you c*/uid be so stuck up.

“Shut up Phoebe, seriously. I’'m tired of hearing ‘Macaleth sang so great!’ or ‘Anna you’re a horrible person
for not being nice to her!” 1don’t have to oc nice to every single person in this world!

“Are you PMSing or something?” Phoebe continued. “‘Cause |thought you would have been thrilled to know
that you actually inspired someone to take a risk, especially that you can’t sing as well as her!”

As a slap to the face, ~_ina paused and blinked. HOW could she say that, knowing how hard | work to improve?
She doesn vget it She can 7 sing. Phoebe doesn vand never will measure up toyour greatness. You don 't have to
take her lectures. You don 7 needjier. She talks righteously, but she doesn 7 even exist

Turning to Phoebe, Anna’s tone was dark. “Phoebe, what do you know- about inspiration and taking risks?
You’re a poser. You can’t do anything right. You try to be everyone’s friend yet you have none. That's why no one
ever notices you, especially that Macalath girl. You’re sticking up for her, but she didn't even acknow ledge you.

Shock and anger bled into Phoebe’s face. Her fists clenched tightly and she started to breath hard. For a quick
moment, Anna regretted what she had said.

“Anna, that was uncalled tor,” Cindy said quietly, “Phoebe, come on let’s-"

“Ahl | see what it isnow,” Phoebe declared, a wicked smile cur\ ing her lips. “You're jealous aren't you?"

Now it was Anna’sturn to be shocked and angry. "The hell 1am. why would | be jealous of that stupid girl
for? She’s nothing!”

On to something, Phoebe continued to mock her. “Aw . Anna isjealous of little Macalath because she can sing

way better, isn’t that riiiht Cindy?” She cocked her head towards Cindv.



‘i bclicNC >ou'rc nghl Phoebe," Cindy answe
dripping Ironi \our eyes \iina. IllI'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>lj>Her dilTerenl colored e3e.sA\ere no more as t ed into black.'
V Anna?i'n\ ious and jealous or sonieone .you>lidnll

assSSiiN® You couldn’t stand the fact Ihat someone had more

somewhere Avilh that .voic
redr‘What? What do you mean?”
They cackled
“It’s so pitiful, 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 ff pitched songs. All that money wasted because you still can’t

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

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

We had waited for you to come to this epiphany onyour 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 complimentingyou. We believed she wasjoking 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 letyour denial ofyour ownfailings blindyou. You are nothing.

“Enough!” Anna screamed. Her heart pounded as images poured in. She saw herself singing, and instead ofa
beautiful melody, it was really an off 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 whyyou heard voices comingfrom the bathroom, Anna,

That's whyyou didn vsee us in the cafe with you until now.

“What do you want from me?” Anna shrilled.

To crushyour unattainable dream. The voices whispered. T0 CIUsh you.



Anna didr’
their snickerir
would rip thi

She's so

Yes Phoebe, U

That's disgusting, Anna, that white stujj ~

You 're so weak Anna. Look at what Macaleth /> Lunii,

NO one wants you.

Please slop, begged Anna, Please, I’'ll do whatever you want.

Too latefor that.

That shirt is too tightfor you Anna, yourfat hangs o,

Thank God you don vspeak, you do us all afavor hy not singing anymore. Keepyour mouth shut. No one
wants to hearyou Anna. Not even Macaieth. Loser.

Wiping her newly acquired sweaty hands on herjeans, Anna attempted to ignore the voices that con-
stantly berated her. She was broken and now was more insecure with herself'. She had wanted to contact
Macaleth to apologize, to seek forgiveness for her actions, and possibly find peace, but with her newly found
fame, Macaleth was unable to be reached. Understanding that the consequences of her actions led her to her
present condition, Anna regretted ever allowing the dark spore to grow. Though the voices she had once associ
ated to being her friends had always been in her head, their cruelty imaged what Anna would have become if

they allowed her to be so prideful.

We'll I with youforever Anna.

Even ifyour life endedtoday, we I1 he there making sureyou don ‘tforget how worthless you are.

No longer the vibrant dreamer, Anna knew how it felt like to be thejudge, and to be judged.

cl)
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Deaf Sir 1t /) CoKkcer"AN

i amslttiIHg kerewaatcktKg”ou wN& ker™ <xKci | kave never feLfc rviore Like your
u~kore, larvifllLed wNfck aKger aKck kafee; <« greeK rvioKsfcer whalfcs for a felLrvie «akewv | arvt
aloKe; to expLocte, I <km crymg” but you cai“Kofc see tkat. It Is dark”™ if you dlldl see
rvte | w”ouLd probably tell you tkat rviy knee Is acting up andl I arvi Lk so rvtuck patn |
caKKot stand Ct. Because”™ despite tke fact tkat you tktnk I am a bad Uar™ you only
see wsikat you w”ant to see. As an exampleof tkis® | kave you convinced tkat I am
okay MMtk tkls arrangement. Cven tkougk I am only In It because | do not know4dif I
could w”ake up every morning knottolng tkat I let you go; even tkougk | never kad

you In feke first place.

Sincerely;
Tke WoKMan CrylKg 8eUCK<A You, f i Uave freed fviyseLf of «Katever »v<o.trixy buLLsUIt

you kad over my kead, Wkat you did and continue
to do ifcias skltty. You said «Oiords like love™ but you
didn't fucking mean It, You used my affection for
you as a useapon”™ but It kas become my strongest
/ tool, I am glad to report tkat you no longer kave
i any control over me. | kave cut tke strings tkat you
used to control my brain and | see you for tke
£ | control freak you are, ke Is tke best tkilng tkat ever
|| kappened to me. He sko«#oed me u”kat you lacked!

J n Sincerely”™ ' -
'mend j i A Neuoly strong and Independent Fuppet*
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death3 Seating Wings 2
by JasoH.Wisniewski

- As e book from the heliagpter collidadwi th the dark rodk, time seemed to stp; Thoseofus m
-whowatched the caiMera saw"a faint biLe ligitcoming out frrom the crackwhere the hook comected.
Our eyes lityp, and from this frozen tame, 1thegan to retum to normal ever sosloMy. Then subinly,
iteploded inthe view of the carera. BEvery man_within the areawent fiyirgbackwards atthe . *’
force of the eplosion. was notan explosion like inthe movieswith ﬁreand shraxel but ratheran
inisible pushand bitsof rodk. .« f

Inthe mid,stof the black apwas a Igure that stood at about eighit feet . The smoke and
snow around Ittumed itintoa silhoette, but.vwe aould essily make out the dgee. While colarswere
nonexistent in itsshroud, rtprovided for usa rather cefinitedssign, 1owas slim; almost anorexic - to
the pointwhere.you oqould see itsnib cage extending outwards profoundly wirth every deep breath.
Its.hadswent below rtsthinvaist, with-fingers thait extended about an inch below the knees. Each.
firgerhad a sharp ede, as ifa claw fouroji each hand. The back ofthis besst™s headwas pulled
back and colled into similar spikes. The legs of this creaturewere pressad together, proving itsweak
physical provess thro™ugh itsswaying motions. e luoked essilly destroyable fhysically. BEvenaman of
,my size looked re*edyand willling to break its lints.

When the smoke liegento clearand the milrtary persomel aimed thelr guns on it,we saw itfor
what 1twes. hsskinwas.gray and discolorad, siddy insomevay. One aould pity ithased on thisolor
aloneor fear it 1reld botb enotions inmy heart. iseyeswere gloving ble, with ritsmouthwide
openwith a simlard.ieglovdown rtsthroat. The militarywen shouted inBglih, butthecarera =
aould barely pickup the adjo! After saveral more suts,--tte creature ketouta bowl so lodthatwe *
bad the audience millicysof milesaway and staring at itthrough a poorly cefined screen had to cover
our ears. The miltary men dropped to the flooc taking the bulk of the scresch. Pefoje they aould reect,
this beast reached out for the nearest man - at lessttwelve festanay, and flided s fagas. Ajarge
white orb grew—from the back of itshand and flcated to the man. As ithithim, hewrned into halfa
dozen scattered slaos of meat.

The men, shocked by this beest™s actaan, drevy their gons with pained heads and fired inrgoid
uoEs"sinon the areature. The Dullisbounced offof some add, invisible shield thait seemed to go all.
around the beestt. The.beast tumed.around to the other m™*n and roared not as laudly as before but
lad enough and wirth itshattle ay, venished. Everyone gasped, and beforewe aould open our mouths™
the fullway to ket loose our gags, the beastwas infront ofthe second closestwan. With a simgle
svipe, Ttorabbed the wan, and as he shouted for 1tto letto oo, 1treached down and brtoff his beed.



The c2imncrashut of fdue to “tedwical diffiiaulises” seconds later BEveryone began to mutter at the
aeature”s sigificae, ftspowvec andwhat 1twants. Ispeculated my own theories Silatly. Rexpite
the ald, Iwas sweating, and 1could feel the perspiration dripping of Fofthe wen around ve. My
heartwas ready to exploce desorte wy body™s decent aondirtaon.. The speaullataionended when soweone
screamed as lodas they auld.

We dltumed around and saw the source of the fomificay. A wowan, no ollderthan Lwas. .
pointing towards the d4y. Everyone around we and down the blodk (gs far as 1could see) tumed their
eyes Up tonards the heavers. There, pegplle began to shout ali penic as blazing rocks of smilar"olas”
and shapes began to flyfrow the . Unlikewost of the paple inthe aregt* 1 vnediately pushed past
the crond and ran. Iwoulld not became a victim of ,wy curicsity wuch to the despair of 1jiany horror-
wovievictinms and the pegplearound me. No,-my  Instanct; to survivewere greater - thatand my
desireto seemy son and wirfe kept me foousad.

- /s lrandown New York City"s strests, the meteorites began to crashdll around me. &lassand
eplosiaswere ococurring elsanere. Raplle scurried lilke rodents fts | dharged down the streets, my ™
arms snayingwithmy legbto keep my speed atmaximum. Cars halted, and their drivers exited to
hice 1inthe nearest buildings ifthey dich™ttum around or drive on the sidenalk.

Whi le the anorexic creaturewas the firstonewe saw, others came Imto™y peripheral vision
as 1headed for the edge of the aity. Red-skinned creatures \Cith blcated bed<sides emerged inclumps
and begen, o letaut their oan™battle aest. Withwhat litije Isaw of them, they appeared ugly as sin
wirththe same blue-eyed and blue-mouthed designas the anigiral . Addrtional areatures, human insiz
and shape but much slinmer and jsamier oy carparison, burst in larger clups, filligtte*atmosphere.
The lastvariation of these beasts care, inthe form of a figure_taller“trenhumans utshprter than
,treariginal monstrosity and muscular ingdgpe. leseemed to beavery Ieenly—kuj tthuman withawvery
eoticand other-worldly faceto it ] ;

* * #*

All around e, asidafrom screamsand rrelers, cane lulletsand ecticgnfire. The gnﬁre-\/\es
re"anizalile; 1heard my farstshot at the age of nineteen caming home from my collegewhen a pair
of hooligans began 0" talk™shitabout each other before pullirg their guns outand fireg. One of them
Inad, and the oierded. OF course, hiskijlerwent to gl ? 1haven™theard fro.merther since.J'utthe
other 9t the e tic-souting ae, sounded likea bullet™ 00 years inthe future. lwas slek, quiet
Insound, butalsosounded fast. Abovemy head Is m - streaks of red and bliLe, striking buildings, ars,
and pagole. Whatever they touched erupted intofireand”soke. My science fictia™all guess pointed to
lesers. Iwould have covered my ears, butmy desireto Speed up took prececenoe, and as aai Tkeptmy
arms swayingtQ utldwith th] wind that blewwith my directaon.” *

m * #

Afterwhat seemed like 10 minutes of stralgitvuming, Icame tothe.edge of the cityas\y
hame, Staten Islad, was across thewarter One of the fermieswas already halfway aorcss, with the
other one tuming around to getaway from the city Iknew iq r a fajttfiat”1would not firdmy way
home on a*ferry and Ivas damn jure that -tre buseswouldh™t take me over thebridge. .

I">eripei)bipe



The thought of swimwing came to mind, but lwas o much ofa pussy to junp INtothevater. OF
course tkat part*9f my thoughtt process chawged quiddy.

Idecided to take a paranoid sweep of the area behind me and saw the city streets inutter
drecs. Corpses lay across ars, the sidenalk, and some werre even pushed up againsthuildings. The
areatures, atever . theyveres hed. their run of the streets. They swarmed inpads, kifjirgand
clavingwhoever they saw. Iknew Iwould become a target of their mindless slaughter iflremained,

but 1knew the cold of thewatter would probebly lallme. Fear and vamit-inducing fatlgje’\/\ere my
mistresses forthe hour

And pgtlikethat a diviremiracle came . One of Ihe creatures down the strest saw ne. It
was the fat"baded aje. Jtslargearm came aut, and what appeared to bea gun asa hand fireda shot
7atme. The red shot ithird struckan indhaway fromwy shoes, and IMelta splash ofwarmth come
bver my face. Wasting notame, 1zipped upmy aoat, hoping that itwould keep me Warm.

Igrabbed the sice of the frigid ralligand tossedmyselfover theede. Iwas undermeath
Tfreezimgvaters®\yrthjna second. My firstgesp.-for breath came with the phrase, "'Oh éodl* at the
response 0. (tear-frazenvaters. 1shivered inplace for halifa second and then began to swim. Ludkily
forme, whateverwas -purauigme lost interestas 1saw no red bolts flyig near me. OF course, the
heat from mtsWeapon would have carforted me iriasdibly

Iswam foragood 20, maybe so minuted before Itumed around fora briefsecod. 1saw the
«neteorites sall fallingand pekting the city The screaming tumed into one allectivebundlethat  «
echoed through the airron top of the distant echo of gufire .ad eplosias. 1feltpity formy paple,
my rae. Inmy mind, Iguestionedmy “od ifHewas a:tuallyal loving this, but any answer He might
have givehwas cut offby my \\ater-filled gesp.-

Above the city somefBing massive began to desoed. lspawns, fiery meteorites surrounded *
Itfaster and crashed. into the ground. This massive beastwas different from rtsminians. One might
say mtsdesignwas netallic, advanced. Six large arms were stretched outwards from the bottom of
its Dady. As 1tgrew closerto the ground, 1began to seemore of it The tralPLp itsbody was getting
slinmerand slimmer untal itcame toa sharp point. Six legs (three on eec'hsnob)were cI|d<|rg mgeflher
likeacrab, butheto isimmense sk, rfwas aslovdidag. ©

From rtsmouth came a disturbingly lodwhiz thatwas supplemented by a single red beam. |
saw a sirgle building turm Into cearis inseconds as the red beam touched it The process repeated. |
knew the.stortthis point so Itumed around and kept swimming.

Tobe aotaruad! ...
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I drink Irish Breakfast tea because it's"dark and bitter. Every cup is about of heartburn waiting to happen, but
n
| don't really mind anymore. Physical stimulus is very effective as a distraction for whatever's on my.mind. Physical

stimulus is what Lneed right now.

| ] ' v 24 toy '

n My footfalls are snuffed by the w A 1’0o faudio I've erected around mif ears.Jim Jyldrrison tells me it's the end of

W-
our story. | tell him He's a cocksucker. Skip. Each step is reduced to a soft "pat” by the soft soil. My tea starts to chill.

A Dutch woman starts a depressing song about the mourning ofloss. Skip. An arpegiated A minor chord and a voice
! AN
like gravel sing something by Trent Reznor. Skip. Skip skip skip. Trees pass, heavily wooded paths now.

Fuck. It's not the end ofthe world, just the end ofa group friendship. It's not like you aren't going to make
new friends in a month anyway. Maybe I'don't want to; maybe | was cool with the late night psychobabble about what
delusional old women spoke about. Maybe the outbursts ofbad pop songs from the 80's were tolerable. Mayb- fiick
you, Rick Astley. Skip. Heartburn. *

Pat pat pat. Breathe deep and easy; sw'skip. »

This bridge is a fine bridge. | cross it regularly, but not with cold tea and a player that only knows how to be
sad. Stopunplugthrow. Geeonetemple not possible. Retrieval, replug. Skip.

Nothing is wrong. Wrong would imply that something was right, but this isn't about ethics. This is aboskip.
W hat about the story? The end, Jim said. Glad he's dead. Dead? Dead. Fuck. Skip.

Physical stimuli. That bottle's empty. The smell stuck to my beard. Pat pat pat. Ski- nd”~nd ifyoufsee'me please
justwalk on by, walk on by. Forget my narne and I'll ft>rgetit too. Failed attempts at living simple lives, simple lives.
Are what keep me skip. No this is not your place, this is notyour playground it's my heaaaaaaaaaaskip.

Today is the greatest skip I've ever skip. Skip. The tea fell. Heartburn. Patthump tllump. Heavy.footfalls
now. The cement sobers and focuses me. Open air, lights. Cars pass by on the hill. My flashlight hangs focused behind
me. I'm only depressed, not suicidal. Please don't run me over.

I'm not depressed. | am angry. | shouldn't tell lies, and make false promises. | shouldn’t say I'll do something
and then reject it when a messenger is sent my'way. Skip.

Ignore this house. Thumb the music louder. Something positive? W ill we all be portions for foxes? No, skip

A car passes that | opt to ignore. Over my music | hear asong about mind bullets. Skip.

S kipping Hom e byTheGhOSt
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Theie are many things Im ping we awake atn i®
So am jy thoughts nJhningloose thtougfi my head
Even if | sleep, they wake me with
And leave me wiAi a sense ofim paiding dread
The demons in my head never leave my mind
As they leave me tostmg and turning, unable to ™ ep
Constantly whispam g things in my ear, usually tar 6om kind
These thoughts | leave with you, gating them cffmy chest
The inescapable honors c fmy late
The all enoom pas™~gfurycfm yhale.
The fear if I will ever Bnd love
The wonder if, perhaps, there is a God above.
The constant dread o f the day to came
And so many more, but here is the sun.

AH these thcHjgjhts, and many m cxe are yours to keep

N ow please decm 't bother m e, | W 3 1Jt to sl e
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You can fix this.

W e are alw ays accepting your work!/!
Drawings, graphic art, haikus, short stories,

poetry, anyfreakingthing!!!
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