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REST AREA ON TltE 90 
by BEN MARTiN 

65.MPH 

40MILESOUT 

ROCHESTER 

lllr. 

I 

slide it right and slow down 
six huge cubes and a parking lot 
like some careless 

god/child dropping blocks 

find a space next to the half full bottle of o.j. 
for god's sake lock the doors 

suspiciously watch them 
watching you 

the blue jeans, 

the T-shirts 

"S.U. Football" 
"NEWPORT" 
"BUD!" 
"GOLFERS LOOSE THEIR BALLS!" 

'Camp-so and so' 

a mini van pulls up 
you can smell the retch 
of Mc Donalds French fries 
watch three of them fall 
out the sliding door 

and bounce on the black top 

father, son, and holy ghost. 



II 

some outrageously fat woman tromps out 
with an equal cup of coffee 

not that heavy 
but thinks she is. 

pain glass as far as. you can see 
nothing inside 

they'll make a sit down dinner there 
but Pll never live to see it. 

'round the corner and star-gate 
open the door 

enter 

death and life 
-doesn't matter. 

an old man sleeps at a table in the rear 
he's been taking this trip for years now 

would they notice if he died? 
would they ask why he isn't here? 

dim lights tinted 

"GRILL" 

t_he silent murmur of uncounted people 
trimmed by the incessant boing! 
and fruity music of some out dated video game 

purchase a large coffee from a faceless woman 
none here has depth 

not Mrs .. Coffee 
not me 

not the thirteen years of 
ozzy fan watching the little faceless slut 

in the corner 

i've lost why, 
but i must get back on the road 

pull back on the 90 
turn up the radio 
no matter the song 



INTERVENTiON 

by TltoMAS V. SAdowski 

"General McDaver," said the Lieutenant, "Commander 
Richardson is here to see You." 

"Very good Lieutenant, show him in." 
"Yes sir!" said the lieutenant snapping a curt salute and 

exiting the office. 
After a few moments the Commander entered the office 

wearing a field suit and a slight smile. He was a rather 
nondescript man. He looked about forty and as he walked one 
got the impression that he could handle himself in a fight. A 
great guy to send on espionage missions the General had always 
thought, never stood out in a crowd but you could be sure that 
he would always come back from a mission. 

If his looks were normal his brains made up for it. He had 
finished first in his class of alien languages and was in the top 
five percent of his class at the academy. Anyone who 
underestimated him because of his looks made a mistake. 

Despite all this he was comfortable to speak with and a die 
hard friend when you got to know him. 

"Jimmy, how are you doing old man," the commander said 
striding across the room to accept the Generals outstretched 
hand. 

"I'm doing pretty good John, how are you?" Responded the 
General shaking John's hand warmly. 

"I'm hanging in there Jim," said the commander having a 
seat in the chair before the Generals desk. 

"So," said the General, "what have you discovered that's so 
great." 

"You never were one for small talk, Jim" 
"Well if what the reports say is true you have something we 

should be worried about." 



"You've obviously heard a lot," said John a frown spreading 
across his face. 

"Its hard to keep a secret these days John. So, what's up?» 
"Well, its rather complicated," said John, "but I'll try to make 

it short." 
"The bottom line is that we've discovered a species in this 

sector that's capable of high level communication." 
"Oh really?" said the General the twitch on his left cheek 

becoming active. 
"Yes, but that's not what the problem is." 
"Why don't you tell me all about it." 
"Well here it goes," said John, nervously shifting in his seat. 
"Its really a weird race of creatures capable of both great 

good and great evil. They have a complex society that has 
developed over the eons to a point where they are on the verge of 
extreme technical competence. 

"The reason that we haven't come across them before now is 
that this section of the galaxy is so secluded, and was previously 
thought incapable of having spawned life. However we were 
wrong. It's to bad really, we may have been capable of guiding 
them and integrating them into our society." 

"So their beyond hope," inquired the General. The thought of 
having to wipe out an entire civilization to protect the safety of 
peace did not appeal to him at all. 

"Not totally beyond hope," responded the Commander, "but it 
doesn't look favorable." 

"You said something about great evil and good" asked the 
General. 

"Yes they have an extraordinary capacity for moralizing and 
informed thought. Their period of growth is not as long as ours 
but they manage to get a lot of information in that amount of 
time. Their civilization places high priority on education, 
intellectual worth, and development of creativity" 

''Yes but what about this great evil?" asked the General. 
"Well ... even though they place such high emphasis on 



intellectual and creative thought, they almost never fulfill their 
potential. Their leaders also fail to properly support the growth 
of their civilization. Greed abounds in their thoughts and 
policies. They kill, repress and always moralize about it. 

"They have intricate laws to stop wrong doing. Unfortunately 
their capacity for the telling of falsehoods overrides any attempt 
to better themselves. Murder and starvation exist in quantity 
yet they refuse to see it even though it's right before their eyes. 

"Yet even in the midst of evil there are those who strive to 
help others in the society. Usually these members of the society 
are religious fanatics who deny science and scientific proof of 
things contrary to their beliefs. There are others who do support 
science and peace but these are in depressingly low numbers. 

"The members of the society who tend to be the most peaceful 
are usually the most educated and conversely the least educated 
tend to support evil. The higher educated that are evil are the 
most capable of deception and therefore end up leading the 
others. The least educated tend to have the most children and 
therefore propagate their evil at a higher rate than the good. 
This has lead their society to become unbalanced towards evil." 

"Now don't think that they are incapable of getting out from 
under the shadow of evil. There are many points in their history 
where they overcame the domination of evil, but unfortunately 
these periods did not last. 

"Perhaps the most frightening thing about them is their 
capacity to have prejudice towards themselves. Their history is 
littered with accounts of different parts of the civilization 
meeting each other and one side forming a hatred for the other 
for various reasons. This hatred usually erupts into wars and 
repression, even slavery in the most severe circumstances. 

"They have been confined to there planet for so long that 
their civilization has grown to overflow capacity and begun to 
fester. Hatred has grown, and the violence has gotten worse 
with the onset of technology, they spend most of their time 
developing weapons rather than intellect. Its truly frightening" 



"So what do you suggest we do John?" inquired the General, 
now that the Commander's tale was done. 

"I'm not sure Jim. If we suddenly show up and show them 
how large the coalition is and how much they have missed out 
on they may become even more dangerous than they are now. 
Conversely it could severely quiet them down. its a toss up." 

"Well there is one more option, John," said the General. 
"Not Destruction!" 
"No, no John, not that drastic." 
"Oh, what is it you suggest then." 
"Well, It wont be cheap, but it is our only sensible option. 

What we will do is send more of our people to the planet and 
infiltrate the society. When there they will guide them to a more 
peaceful existence." 

"Won't be to popular Jim." 
"Yes, but the only other choice is to close of this sector of the 

galaxy. But if we do that the future danger when they develop 
space travel will be much greater." 

"True, True. How are you going to pull it off." 
"That's were you come in we 11 need your information to get 

it off the ground John." 
"I didn't think my job would be over this soon," said the 

commander with a sigh. 
"At any rate lets step out on to the bridge and get back to The 

Hub," said the General leading the way to the door. 
When they reached the bridge the General interrupted the 

silence that followed them to their destination. 
"What did you say they called themselves?" asked the 

General. 
"I didn't," responded the Commander, "they call themselves 

Humans." 
"Oh, Its to bad we didn't get here sooner. Its really A 

beautiful planet." 
"From up here General, From up here," said the Commander 

as the cruiser slipped into hyperspace, heading for the center of 
the galaxy. 



EvAN 1s RivER 
by HEATkER AdAM§ 

When you open your soul in winter, 
your heart fills up with snow. 

River's coming- cannot stem the tide. 
I am drowning in this pain 
and I know that 

I can't find, 
my way back. 

Freight trains coming- but I cannot jump the track. 
River deep, Lift up this broken soul. 
I cannot walk, the hills too steep. 
I am no longer whole. 
Why must you go with no promise of return? 
I can't watch you walk away, 
I couldn't watch you turn. 
Fear is coming- cannot hide 
this pain that's growing, swallowing all 
that's left inside. 
I wait for your key to turn the lock, 
I wait for your footsteps in the hall. 
It's a simple thing-
! want you. 
That's all. 

I am in the light at the end of the storm shining true. 
Take my hand. 
Walk through. 
And I am waiting 
on the other side, 
For you. 



ELEGY 
by Midt.ul CORCORAN 

She cloaked herself in darkness 
In veils of shadow, icy and sharp 
Imprisoned in silence behind 
eyes immured 
And a visage of stone, grim and 
forlorn 
Like a cemetery angel 
Cold to the touch but beautiful beyond bearing 
Knelt in bereavement at the tomb of a martyr 
Suffering in solitude as eternities pass 
I thought I could free her 
I believed there was splendor hidden inside 
A warmth locked away behind her cold shroud 
So I reached out and entered this woman's domain 
Her courtyard of misery and gardens of pain 
And I knew that no light would shine there again 
Her mind was a charnel house of desecrated graves 
The rotting corpse of hope, the skeleton of trust 
Piles of dead mutilated dreams 
Rank with the thick vile stench 
Of hatred, selfishness, and fear 
There was nothing I would do 
She laughed at my horror and her own demise 
Laughed at the sadness that shone in my eyes 
Then silence forever until we said goodbye 

And I thought I was fucked up 



DEATlt OF 0RiON 
by JANE YuNkER 

Grandpa almost died quietly, 
dreaming of the hunt, 

stalking deer once more, 
crisp leaves crackling 
beneath new snow. 

Gun raised, buck sighted, 
he's ready to shoot 

when pulled back suddenly, violently, 
body jerking under the jolts 

of the cardiac paddles. 

But the battle is brief, and the hunted 
is once more the hunter standing still 

and tall beneath the grey November sky. 
A single rifle report jerks his shoulder, 
bruising without pain. His quarry falls . 
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PiEcE dE REsisTANCE 
by RENEE REEd 



"NEW SCARS" 

While we lie here 
weaving our 
entangled webs of 
hope, and fate, and destiny, 
the unclothed child 
lies naked atop softened 
silk sheets of 
Maturity. 

Unknowing that which he 
may know, the child 
matures steadily. 
As he looks to his side, 
where once, a pillow 
for his mother's head to rest upon, 
there is a beautiful creature 
awaiting his every response. 

Hymns of moans in a confused 
sense, fill 
the air as the young 
couple cry out in 
freedom, with lust 
on their minds. 
Not knowing of 
Future events, just 
past experiences racing by. 
Once words undescribed, 
now words to be advised. 



ON VillANELLE 
by SnpltANiE LuxENbURG 

You touched me at the ballet 
just around my elbow 

but there were no dancers there. 
Satin feet parting crynolin air 

only angry hue, the passion of time 
Still tingling, trapped on gesso. 

color never touching canvas. 
Your oil's the fly

Slower than arachne. 

UNNAMEd 
by SEpltANiE LuxENbURG 

Baiting his fair Desmonda 
Like Arachnid Spins her web 

knowing. 
Dropping the napkin. 
Who will pick it up? 



by AdAM FRANkliN 



SiTTiNG AlONE 
by SANGEETk KoTARi 

Sitting alone amidst the crowd of memories 
feeling the warmth of your love and touch. 

Thinking of how much you must be missing me 
and wishing I could tell, you are loved very much. 
Sitting alone and hoping the days could pass faster 
and times could allow us to come closer and closer. 

But that's how life is, and it's tough, 
and its hard, because the summer is far enough. 
Sitting alone and dreaming of you and thinking, 

to us life could be a little smoother, 
we could see and talk to each other. 

But dear, why do you worry, why do you bother, 
whatever else we are meant for, we are meant to be together. 

Sitting alone - guessing what time holds for us, 
life can be tough enough or it can be easier, 

but whatever it brings - smiles or tears, 
I'll be always yours and you'll remain my dear. 



LiviNG DREAM 
by WilliAM TAREhON 

I raise my head from the pillow in the 
morning light; 

I open my eyes and bring reality to my 
blurred sight. 

I reminisce of the Heaven night brings 
before waking hours, And remind 
myself of a love that's mine not 
ours. 

Her soft arms, like satin that 
surrounds my sleep, Embrace me and 
wipe away the tears I weep; I walk this 
world in a dream that she takes me 
away, But when I awake she will never 
stay. 

My sleepy visions caress me gently, like 
the touch oflace; 

When she's holding me, I prefer no 
other place. 

Her eyes: like stars they gleam; I awake 
and realize I'm living in a dream. 

fiJ~ (.9 



DETOUR ON ThE ROAd LESS TRAVELEd 
by MARk TidtENOR 

Hey, Frost! You listening to me? 
I read your stupid poem, you see. 
I took your so called "Road Less Traveled." 
A road of dirt and sharpened gravel 
and road signs, judges banging gavels 
"No right tum!" 
"No left tum!" 
"Yeild!" 
And "No parking, asshole!" 

So anyway, I'd thread my way 
My arms would cramp, my nerves would fray 
No gas or food for countless miles 
And as I found, no easy smiles. 
A field of numbers sealed in files. 
Is all my life turned out to be 
A mocking Rob Frost parody? 
So here is where I meet defeat, 
The wrong way up a one-way street! 



more desperate ideas. 
my naivete 
the first casualty of 
a war with myself . 

. blind faith and 
the belief in 
the promises of better days. 
not but a few unfulfilled wishes. 

pam 
and 20 years 

For all my life 
this thin band of leather 
held the weight 
with no sign of strain 
But tonight 
the stupid 
thing broke 
when I hung 
my neck 
upon it. 



EXIT: LIGHT 
by MEGIIAN BiElAT 

it has been cut to the quick and left alone 
to bleed wordlessly across the sky 
the deadly oranges, vennilion, shades of lucid shale 

i, standing in the upward wind oflush colors 
soon to be redeemed by 
the dance of t~•.e crisp black dome 

They are there again-they exist, sight unseen 
. my naked eye ripping through the wide speckled plains ... 
myriad of bulbs, flashing in the night 
the throbbing momentary glances of quantum physics 
to be understood by declination and as1!entionary angles
poor innocent gasepus pebbles allowed no personality 
only endless, elliptical 'graphs 
binary pulsations named as one 

the dance of the bodies divine and magical 
punctuated by t!te translacent loom of the moon ... 



YEllow 
by RoN KAsprn 

October finds me 
Dancing alone through banks 
Of snapping twigs and leaves, 
Inhaling the scent of autumn, 
Needing you. Every swaying 

Of ancient or contemporary bough 
Evokes in me a painful image 

Of you spinning, dancing through 
The gladiolas. They have all 

Fallen into autumn's slumber, now; 
The field where I saw you 

Dancing is a drab brown, slumping 
Like an old woman. Do you 

Still dance at night, sometimes, 
With the drapes pulled, the 

Windows down? I do. 
October 

Is a bitch, rending us in 
Two, carelessly flinging the pieces 
Into the sleeping garden. Perhaps 

Spring will find us healed; perhaps 
Not. 



SAUCER full of SECRETS 
by TEil.' DREW 

How many times will I have to say? Will I 
have to say it again to get your attention? 

The epitome of depression, we all see it 
through my blackened pits for eyes. I have a Saucer 
full of Secrets that I'm stirring with a spoon. The 
scars on my fingertips are only conversational. will 
I have to repaint the rainbow for you to understand 
my colorless expressions? How many times will you 
make me walk naked through the wars, bearing my 
soul, an easy target. How I wish to be a 'toon, 
without worries, without death, only erasure only 
to be drawn again with a new life 

I reach for an ashtray and I spilled my saucer. 
Watching the thick and heavy liquid spill into your 
lap. It is so hot and heavy, I watch you flee, I wathc 
you run. Mirroredly, I watch myself bleed, only to 
bend over and begin mopping up the saucer's 
contents. Only to pour anther cup, only to watch it 
simmer, to watch it churn within me . 

.!lJq,r 24 



RApE You 
by NATAliE FORREST 

She was screaming, probably. I'm not 
remembering. I took so much time for her. To make the 
room look nice. Pretty, how she'd like it. I wanted her to 
like me. Yeah, she liked me. Maybe not at first, but she 
started to. They all like me after a while. You like me, 
don't you? 

She was crying, probably. I'm not remembering. 
But boy did that bitch complain. Oh, about how the rope 
was hurting her wrists and could I please take the 
blindfold off. She acted like all the rest of them. I could 
never do anything right, they would always complain. 
Now don't you start complaining just 'cause I said they all 
did, okay? 

She was screaming, probably. I'm not 
remembering. didn't she see that I loved her? No one 
could love them like I did. They just shouldn't have 
screamed. I asked them, real polite and all, not to. You 
won't scream, will you? Good. I'd hate to have to kill you, 
too. 



WyETlt 
by PAul Cuck 



"Au NoRMANdiE" 
by MARk TicltENOR 

Some of us stand 
as rocky breakwaters 

upon which waves of future 
crash, flow, and pass us by 
leaving us ahead/behind 

pools of memory as the tide pulls out 
wishing we were on the beach 

where the ebbs leave their 
treasures. 

all we get are limpets 
and the occasional hermit crab. 



JAZZMAN 
by pAul Cuck 
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EGGMAN 
by MidtAEL CORCORAN 

Should the eggs be broken one by one 
Or all at once in the same basket? 
Either way you end up with pieces 
And hands full of goo 
And wanting to kill the chicken. 
I just want to get the hell off the farm. 


