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Bugs
by Dean Baker

People compare men to animals,
But I think they're more like insects.
I've watched them streaming over hillsides,
Attacking an opposing nest of their own species,
Invading their holes,
Pillaging and killing all in sight.
And I've seen them skittering about,
Streaming mobs stepping on each other,
So busy with their work in their day.
And I've noticed them all burrowed down at night,
Cozy and content for the nightOnly to start again at the break of day.
And I've seen insects do these same things too.
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Bus Lady
by Louise M. Howland
"Do you have change for the bus?" I turned to see who was
summoning me. Bedraggled and disorderly, her skin had a dusky hue that
could only come from living on the street. She leans her face closer to
mine. Her expression, so sullen, it keeps her lips from moving as she
repeats herself. Her breath is surprisingly sweet, not unlike the sort of
butterscotch candy you can only get from grandma. I notice her eyes have
a denseness that makes her iris as black as her pupil. A blackness,
matched only by the cloak she is wearing.
Snow begins to fall, shrouding her with black and white. She blinks as
tiny flakes dance across her face, teasing her as they cling to her
eyelashes. The wind picks up her hair and twists it about her face,
slapping her painfully. Deftly, she brushes it away with a heavy, chapped
hand.
Behind me a bus clicks and hisses to a stop. Quickly, I hand her all the
change I have. I tum to watch her board the bus. She finds a seat by the
window and lip sync's "God bless you." Her breath frosts the window
giving her a halo.
My face bums with redness; not from the cold but from the realization
that I should have done more. Hanging my head, I feel as if I'm the one
who is bereft. I imagine she will ride to the end of the line and start over.
A taxi horn honks me back to life. I look up just in time to find her
footprints filling with little eddies of snow.
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by Eileen E. Gary

Downtown Annie

Inspiration
by Suzanne M. Topping

Lust is a powerful driving force
that moves the writer's hand
the problem comes when a poet finds
it not at his command
but rather whimsy rules lust's path
tempts close and then away
so a writer rhymes when the blood runs hot
or writes another day.

TffiS
by Mike Corcoran

"What are you expecting?"
Cut through my eyes with your bright smile, blind me
Bind me and leave me to die, smiling, dreaming
Cut through the sky with your sharp words, tear it
Bear it's longing lonely soul, crush it, kill it
I'd rather be blind, I'd rather be tied
I'd rather be smiling
I'd rather be dead than dying
This is all I expected, maybe it's all I ever wanted
This sorrow the size of all there is
All there is this

-

Jacqueline
by Paul R. Guck

Untitled
by Jacqueline Friel
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Memorial
by Nicholas Franchuk
I walk slowly down the path cluttered with other people, milling about
like bees in a hive. Bees, all attracted to a common cause- the
irrepressible call of the queen.
I continue past the buzzing people. With each leaden step I feel the
thick emotion in the air. My courage wavers, I hesitate on the walkway.
The sounds fade, the scene shifts:
A chilly autumn breeze rustles through the skeletal trees. Brittle
leaves float down to add to the layer of dry, downy thickness
blanketing the unyielding ground. Unyielding yet forgiving, as I soon
learn: I land on my back with a rustle ... a shower of earth tones settles
slowly upon me. I gasp painfully, trying to recapture the air sucked
from my lungs by the impact. "Hahaha. Not like that, little bro." For
a fleeting second I can see his smiling face ...

The pain from my memory remains in my chest, joined by fingers
groping to choke me. My eyes swell with tears, though not from any
physical pains. My feet refuse to move. They seem part of the cement,
they somehow belong. I reach out to the wall before me for support. The
cool, black obsidian wall- perversely comforting. Tears trace my face,
my fingers trace my brother's name.

Michael and the Mountain and the Moon
by Heather Adams
Michael played the blues guitar,
and Steve played the fiddle,
David came to play the mandolin.
And as the day stretched out before us,
like a lady on the mountain,
the strains of that guitar,
drifted on the breeze.
The sun set like a lover,
on the crest of look-out mountain,
there was nothing for our leaving,
as the night-song set the pace.
We played til' almost dawn,
just dancing in the field,
And my skirts, they spun like silver,
in the falling of the moonlight,
As Michael played the blues guitar,
and I danced with the moon.
The peacocks by the old barn,
that Steve took on as a favor,
called their ringing cries throughout the night.
The com was almost chest-high, and golden,
God had painted,
on the landscape in an endless,
river down the hill.
And the moon, she was the mistress,
of that blues guitar and Michael,
We reveled in her glory to greet the rising sun.
I was just 16 and happy still, in that place so far away.
but when the sun, it sets so gently o'er the mountains of this city,
My mind recalls the moonlight,
and Michael's blues guitar.

My Dog Pissed on My Radio
by Michael Corcoran
I woke up one afternoon in the mood to hear some tunes
Went to play my best cassette but my radio was wet
I thought maybe the roof was leaking
But it wasn't the roof
And when I saw my dog was sneaking
Away, I had the proof
My dog pissed on my radio, my dog pissed on my radio.
Why 'd he do it; I don't know. My dog pissed on my radio.
I let him out the night before when he scratched around the door
I thought he did all his business, now I know he wasn't finished
But he could have picked another place,
Any place to go
My bed, my pillow, on my face
But not my radio.
.
My dog pissed on my radio, my dog pissed on my radio.
Why'd he do it; I don ' t know. My dog pissed on my radio.
I slapped his ass and called him bad, he knew that I was really mad
I rubbed his nose in it, too, (he was lucky he didn't poo)
But now my radio is wet
It's sticky and it smells
I guess I'll go and clean it up
My life is living hell
My dog pissed on my radio, my dog pissed on my radio.
Why'd he do it; I don't know. My dog pissed on my radio.
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Night With No Monitor
by Greg A. Lattanzio

The sea spins dice
deep in the layers
of dead fish
right eye has some
sort of tic
it opens and closes
in opening and closing
guarding and penetrating
erratic's
he asks me if I
want a drink
I think I'm going to
die
the sea has no sexmen fish in it
looking for female
but all they find is words
and yarn
yarn cakes and dead fish
asking me if I've got a light
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Obsession
by Anonymous

She called me one night and told me that her
name was Cindy. I told her that I didn't know
anyone named Cindy. She said that she knew me
very well. She knew where I lived and every job
that I had for the last six years. She told me that she
knew what I did every day and that she imagined
everything that I did at night. She wanted her hands
bound behind her back with a satin scarf; she said
that she wanted to wear the white wedding gown
that she had worn a couple of days ago. She wanted
her marriage consummated by me first.

Cindy
by Paul Guck
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Scenes from a Beach
by Christopher L. Frank

The perfect light of the morning sun reached out over the quiet beach.
Lake water lapped casually against the light-colored sand as the wispy
traces of misty clouds wandered in their lazy pace across the sapphire blue
sky.
Six young men of varying shapes and size stood in a perfect line at the
water's edge. They were dressed neatly in collared shirts, neckties - which
flapped in the breeze - and dress pants with their cuffs rolled up. Each had
their shoes and socks clutched firmly in one hand or the other and silently
they gazed placidly over the water, content to feel the warm June air pass
over them.
"This is it," one of them said suddenly.
The others either nodded or grunted in confirmation to the first
speaker's statement.
"I'm going to miss you guys," another said. "We've practically grown
up together these past four years ... I consider you my brothers."
Yet a third joined into the conversation, "College can't separate us like
it does others. I wouldn't worry about it, Steve."
"I'm still going to miss you guys," Steven repeated.
"Like hell," the previous speaker interjected again, this time turning to
face Steven. "We'll never give you a chance."
Steven smiled, "I'm going to hold you to that, Chris."
Chris returned the smile, "Deal."
A fourth member of the entourage sighed, "You guys are getting
sentimental on me."
"Sorry Mark," more than one of them said.
Mark shrugged, "C'mon, let's go graduate."
The six turned and shuffled through the soft sand and off the beach.
"All I know," began Dan, the fifth member of the group, "Is that I'm
going to take each month as it goes and hope for the best."
"We've been inseparable in the past, we'll continue to be so in the
future," chipped in Rudy, the last member of the small group.
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The mid-summer sun blazed down upon the sand. Bodies littered the
beach, worshiping the sun with their ceremonial oils and garments. The
smell of cocoa butter and sea water mixed in a tangy, salty way as to really
screw with a person's sense of smell. Four young men walked in a group
along the shoreline. They shuffled along, watching the girls go by as they
went and laughing at each other's jokes as they had so many times before.
Chris was the first to change the tenor of the conversation, "I still can't
get over the idea that Mark is getting married tomorrow."
Dan and Brian agreed, "Yeah," Dan said, "who'd a thought he would
be the first one to go?"
They all denied that it might have been one of them.
"Do you think Rudy will show up?"
"Anything's possible."
Chris looked over to his walking companion. "Dan, have you picked
up your tux yet?"
Dan shook his head, "No."
"Good, you and I can go together then."
Brian stopped in his tracks momentarily, "I'm almost going to miss
him."
Steven scoffed however, "Getting married isn't going to cause him to
disappear, you know."
Brian shrugged and continued walking, "I suppose so. But you have to
admit it's going to be different from now on."
Steven continued to disagree, "What do you think, Chris?"
When no response was offered, Brian and Steve turned to see Dan and
Chris sitting on the sand a few yards back, talking to two of the young
female worshipers of the sun that the two apparently had just met. Brian
began laughing out loud as Steve simply shook his head in amusement.

Dan, Chris and Brian found themselves walking down the pier at the
beach. Brian, a small amount of gray creeping across his temples, pushed
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a stroller which contained a small, sleeping child. The late-summer sun
was just be.ginning to duck towards the western horizon.
"So how's married life treating you?" inquired Brian.
Dan shrugged casually, "It's been fun."
Brian grinned a perverted smile, "Yeah, I'm sure it has been."
Dan blushed.
A voice sounded out behind them, "Hey guys!"
They turned to see Steve and Mark walking briskly in their direction.
They greeted each other warmly and animatedly for a few minutes and
then continued their way down the pier.
Chris looked down at his watch, "Late as usual, Mark."
Mark shot him a look, "Picky as usual, Christopher."
They chatted among themselves for some time. The late August
breezes coursing through them from off the lake. They laughed and
whooped and smiled broadly at each other's company. The lights of the
pier blazed and the moon had made an appearance in the night sky by the
time the small group had returned to the beach. Brian now held his young
son while Chris casually pushed the empty stroller along in front of them.
They began to say their goodbyes and move to their respective cars.
"Before I forget," Mark called out. "Lynn and I would love to have
everybody over next Monday night if possible. "
"Sounds good to me," stated Dan.
All of them agreed and then, slowly, they parted ways.

The crystal clear sky opened up to the early fall sun, high in the
afternoon sky. Its rays caressed the cooling sands of the beach below.
Two elderly men stood side by side at the water's edge. One had a cane
which had sunk deeply into the sand. The other had his wrinkled hands
nestled gently in each of his jacket pockets.
"Are we set for the reunion tomorrow, old friend?"
Dan adjusted his hat and turned slowly to Steven, "Oh, yes. Sure are.
My grandson will be around to pick you up around eleven."
Steven nodded, "That's nice of him." He coughed a few times and

leaned heavily upon his cane. "Who'd a thought we'd ever make it to out
eventieth high-school reunion?"
Dan shrugged, "I don't think that any of us ever thought that far
ahead."
Steven agreed, "I hear Chris' daughter will be making a presentation,
so will Brian's grandson."
Dan smiled, "Isn't it incredible?"
Steve nodded and then paused. "I miss them, Daniel."
"I know. I do, too. But they're still with us, Steve. They always were
and they always will be. Whenever we needed them, they were there.
Weren't they? They never left us."
Steven nodded with his head slightly bowed, "They were good
friends."
"No, Steve, they were good brothers."
The two turned and shuffled off the beach. A crisp autumn wind raced
over the beach and ripped Dan's hat from his head. Steve instinctively
lanced out with his cane and caught it. As quickly as possible he brought
it up, dusted it off and returned it to its rightful owner. Dan chuckled and
jammed the hat back onto his head. That's when Steven stopped and
directed Dan' s attention to the water's edge farther down the beach.
About a dozen young people stood there, gazing placidly out across the
water. Some were holding hands, the others were huddled close to each
other and laughing like young people should.
Dan wrapped an arm around his friend's shoulder and they went on
their way.

The Life of a Crayon
by Dawn Widener

I am old now, barely a nub. I'm lying here in this drawer with
others. I'm blunt, broken, and my paper wrapper is completely
missing. I have no idea where it is anymore. It was a nice wrapper,
blue with black lettering on it. My name Cornflower Blue was
printed on it. I liked my wrapper, but I'm used now, and there are
many others lying in the drawer with me in the same condition. I
remember when I was born, rolling nude with a fresh point. The
smell of wax was in the air. A warm soft paper was wrapped
around me. The sound of machinery was roaring as I was picked
up with grippers and placed in a box with others. The lid was
sealed and my world was dark. Occasionally a crack of light would
pierce the box as we heard sounds and were moved around.
Legend in the box said we were at a store on a shelf and that
sooner or later we would be bought by human beings and taken to
live with them. I was frightened at first, but my 47 neighbors
assured me it was a good life. They said it was why the dye and
wax gods created us. The 48 of us sat there for a long time, hearing
the laughter of children, people talking, music and silence. Then
finally one day, our box was moved. We heard a strange clinking
sound then we were dropped, but we must have been caught by a
net, because we didn't fall far. The next thing we felt was a
swaying back and forth. I fell asleep and was awakened later by a
friend, "Quick wake up, they're opening the box!" Suddenly light
flooded my eyes and a huge hand reached in and grabbed me. The
fingers were soft and fleshy. It felt warm and comfortable here.
The hand pointed me toward a huge porous surface with huge
black lines on it. I suddenly realized that this was my job. I was
nervous I wouldn't perform well. I found, however, that the hand
and fingers guided me across the page with ease. My eyes widened
in delight as I watched my color spread across the page. What
beauty I was creating. All thoughts of worry left my mind. I only

loved to be guided, leaving a trail of color behind me on the page.
The years after that were full of new discoveries for me. I
remember at one point being dull, grabbed by slender fingers and
placed in a metal object and turned until I was dizzy. I emerged
with a new point; I felt young again. I've been dropped and lived
in a soft fluffy couch for a few weeks. When I was found, I was
placed back in the box again. I was moved to a tin can with old and
new neighbors. I've seen a few friends pass the last of their colors
over the pages in wonderful glory. I was brought to grandma's
house in this tin can and left here. I now rest in this drawer with the
others. l''ve been used for broad and thin strokes. I've been touched
by many hands and used to create many things. I've been worn
down true, but I'm still loved. Occasionally I hear the laughter of
children again and then the can is opened. We are all placed on the
table for the children and we all color. We all leave our marks. We
all have lived very creative lives.

Crayons
by Anne Richards
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Love In Purgatory
by Tom Sadowski

My heart it pounds my blood it boils,
I reach out to you and you begin to fade.
Are you just a dream
are you really real.
I long for your touch,
your ever loving touch,
caressing my cheek,
my fingers running through your hair.
I know you're only in my mind,
at least only for now.
But one day my hands will touch yours,
one day I will see your eyes,
one day we will be one.
Until then I live in suffering.
Internal
self created
purgatory.

Soul Flight
by Tom Sadowski

See the moon rising,
hear the crickets chirping.
The music flows.
My soul begins to fly,
in the warm moonlit air.
Life takes on a new meaning,
seeming not to have room for pain.
My heart beats faster.
Shear joy and pleasure flowing from my body.
Making the air glow in time with the rustle of the leaves below
I am at peace.

Queen's Consort
By Anne Richards

To Create
by Jane Yunker

Peel skin back
revealing
sinewy muscle
brittle bones
vital organs.
Blood forming
words on paper.

Untitled
by Jacqueline Friel

Housewarming
by R. Emmet Michie

Can I remember?
Yeah, I can remember
when I had it all
in my hands
but I can't feel it
And then
all I knew
was I really couldn't sleep
couldn't sleep at all
and I had a house full of women I couldn't keep
that maybe I should go home to
and I did, all spoiled
and barely aware of
what I could and
didn't do
These barren years confirm this shit
the time to think of nothing
but not and didn't and should
And the occasional dream of you baking me cookies
great big peanut butter and chocolate cookies
in your kitchen
that you then carefully laid all over the bed
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Tired of Your Bullshit
by Heather Adams
Eyes dripping self-pity and tears so well timed
Sing and cry
It's a long haul baby,
Play your games long enough and maybe
it will make that sunrise in your soul.
Or maybe,
It won't.
Either way I don't give a damn,
I'm just tired of your bullshit.

The Time is Now
by Tom Sadowski
The sun rises,
lighting the world.
Giving life to dreams,
letting my fantasies take flight.
Will they ever come true?
One day will we sit down in peace and love?
Will we do it soon?
Before the twilight of our lives.
Let us create peace soon for we may not have much longer.
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True Love
by Dean Baker
He watched her as she walked away, through
The parking lot in between the cars.
She smiled brightly as she turned and waved.
He felt the blood drain from his face and
Felt a twinge in his stomach.
His mind drifted back ...
Her smile had always been the same:
Jubilant, genuine, openly sincere.
He had cherished it.
To see it frown. to see tears roll
Over the gentle curve of her cheek evoked
In him all the strength of a great stone wall
To shield her from the world's cold glare.
He swelled with pride
When he wrapped her in his arms
On a cold day.
Her sigh of appreciation. the depth of her contentment
Was a small patch of meaning In an otherwise chaotic and pointless world.
When he realized they were not what each other wanted,
A part of him died.
He remembers it well; it was the most beautiful night of the year.
All around him was astonishing natural beauty - so exquisite,
Men believe they must die to experience it.
And all the while, the pain of his realization
Stabbed into him. Cutting him open
And exposing a crushed hero.
. She asked why he cried.
He could only say," 'cause I love you."
Doubts grew within her and
Her insecurities tortured her
With efforts to please him. but
As he only knew - in vain.
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Experiment 1
by Matt Darby

-

Two Voices of AIDS
by Dawn M. Widener.

We love
each other.

each other.

But now you
are dying.

I'm dying.

I'm scared.

I want you
to be close
tome.
I realize,
you're scared.

This disease This disease
has no heart,
has no soul.
This disease
is killing

This disease
is killing
me physically.
me emotionally.
I want you
near me.

I want you
healthy.
I don't want
to be left
alone!

I don't want
to be left
alone!

Gideon
by Paul R. Guck
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What Is Life?
by Lourdes Rodriguez
What is life? I ask but no one answers. Why is it a
mystery? I don't understand. If someone holds the secret to
this forbidden riddle, expose its marvel. Some see
existence as the distinguished endowment. When a child is
born "oh," how they say, "there is the gift of life." The
innovative mother as proud as can be, admires her child
with adoring eyes. With a sigh of alleviation, she smiles.
She has fulfilled her destiny, to have lived and to give
another life.
But what of those who go around dismayed asking the
air, "Why was I born?" They ask the moon in the sky
above, "Won' t you seize my spirit tonight?" Who is to
comprehend the beggar in the street who tells his story to
the moon and by it makes the stars cry? Can anyone look
at the hungry children and interpret their loathe towards
life? How can one be so out of love with life while others
seem to fall in love with it more each day?
Life ... oh what dauntless warrior who conquers ground
each day by being born. Who can surpass your passion to
exist? It seems as if this creation called life can assimilate a
mortal mind. Will we ever perceive its trick or will we
ponder endlessly?
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Cry, Goblin!
by T. R. Kuhn
One fine morning, while traveling through the woods of Annuvyn,
Childe Rowland was startled suddenly by a woman's cry.
He raced to the source of the scream and was met with a most dreadful sight: there in the clearing before him, a hideous goblin stood menacing a lovely maiden.
"Stop!" commanded Rowland in a strident voice. "Stand ready
insidious dog, your death draws near!"
However, counter to fairy tale orthodoxy, the goblin did not stand
ready for death. Rather, he drew the maiden close to himself and put his
cleaver to her throat.
"Back off, pretty boy, or the lady gets it!" spat the goblin in crude
English.
Rowland stood transfixed, uncertain as to how he should react.
Again the goblin spoke, "Okay, good. Now drop your sword slowly! None of that chivalry crap!"
For the lack of better recourse, Rowland complied.
"There. Ya see? A little civility doesn't hurt at all."
"If by 'civility' you mean defiling women and murdering innocent
children," responded Rowland hotly, "we've no need of it."
"Just the same, you've brought it upon yourselves. We goblins are
only the products of a biased and hateful society ... A society which thrives
on the opposition, repression and destruction of all goblinkind."
"Nonsense. Society doesn't encourage its own demise, it is only
sordid, unruly individuals who act outside of society's laws who are
directly reprehensible for its ills."
"Hmmph," snorted the goblin curtly. "Laws are for the convenience
of humans alone. We goblins must mete out own justice."
"The laws apply to all people, goblins included."
"Granted. Against them, never for them."
"Any person who would perform an unconscionable act-be it
murder, rape, or theft-regardless of race or gender, will be punished
accordingly under the law."
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"Our perception of justice differs," began the goblin casually. "It is
_ litical act for a goblin to rape a human female; for in effect he is protest. g his oppression and striking out against his oppressors. It ain't a pretty
·ght, but it's the only game man has left us to play."
Rowland replied dryly, his arms akimbo, "The Great Wars are over.
e new order guarantees goblins the same freedoms and opportunities as
ose given to men."
"Opportunity?! Workin' some crap job day-in, day-out for a stinkin'
.iandful of change?! You'd like us to settle for a little piece of nothing,
e the trolls on the reservation; just as long as we're kept on the bottom
ng - cultureless and alienated - nothing more than exploitable goblin
aterial. Got news for you, pal, I ain't buyin'!" The goblin exclaimed
assionately, his great rubbery jowls shaking.
Meanwhile, the maiden inched away, overlooked by the embattled
~oblin and his antagonist.
"The state bends end over backwards for you goblins, and yet you
still want more?! The most prestigious schools in Annuvyn have compromised their criteria just to open their doors to you! Employers must offer
imilar concessions ... and still this isn't good enough!"
The goblin stood proudly and tall (as tall as goblin frames allow), an
aid coldly, "We don't need your handouts. It's a dependency humans
endeavor to perpetuate - anything to maintain his hold over goblinkind.
What we want, we'll take for ourselves!"
"Apparently by whatever means you see fit," said the human, who
now stood so close to the goblin that their spittle would occasionally trade
mouths. Rowland continued, "It's no wonder the state dungeons are
overrun with goblins -you're all deviants!"
"It's easy enough to call us criminals and throw us in dungeons, but
the truth is those goblins are political prisoners and are admired for their
refusal to settle for less."
"Admire murderers and cutthroats?! That is sick!"
"That's right. G'head, blame the victim. It's always the same."
"Victim?! Victim?! You want a victim?! -I'll give you a victim, you
tinkin' lil' sonuva-!" Rowland flew into the goblin with an alarming
fury , all the while emitting a flurry of racial epithets.
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In a short while the struggle had ended. The goblin laid lifelessly on
the ground, his own cleaver lodged in his chest.

N,B, THE STATE OF ANNUVYN Y, CHILDE ROWLAND
-The defendant was charged with the racially motivated murder of C.
Moore Goblin. The defendant pleaded guilty to a lesser charge and
was ordered by the court to pay a fine of $10,000, serve 200 hours in
community service, and take courses in sensitivity.
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A Thought
by Don Sigwalt

Repeating
images dull the
sense of time
blending the
days so that
today becomes
indistinguishable
from yesterday
and tomorrow.

Untitled
by Leo Martling

Destiny's Shadow
Ron Kasper

Destiny
brought
A handful of dead carnations,
Placed them at the head
Of the table. She sat at
The foot and watched, listened.
I think we never noticed
Her dun-clad form, sipping
Warm brandy from a chipped
Mug. We rose, and left for other
Rooms; she followed, standing
Ever over the high-backed
Chair which held us
both.
Destiny
is
A whore, feeding us a moment's
Pleasure in return for a lasting
Pain. She never cared, but
For her own
twisted
Sense of justice.
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Untitled
by Dinah M6.ne
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Darkness
by Ben Martin

Empty rooms,
calling for attention
the lonely, looking for salvation
seeking comfort in oblivion.
Hide in the shadow
calling her name
the misery of memory
love's not home.
A busy signal, for a vital call
my personal demons roam the halls
in a shadowy world of the damned
Baby, it's cold outside,
please come home.
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The Truant
by Paul R. Guck
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Battle Cry
by Dean Baker

What is it that can make people live in direct opposition to their
nature? Where did the animals go right? I longed for the life of trees and
food and shelter, springtime and mating. What was the canyon that
separated us from them? We once were achievers, breaking new ground.
Now we are in a repeating loop chasing our own tails, a continuous
redundant cycle that supports itself. Get off and you lose - stay on and
you lose, but you survive.
Ahhh, now I understand, the buildings are my trees; the office is my
beast of pray; the weekend is my spring and in the bar it's mating season.
The canyon is not so wide.
I hit the breaks hard, the gap between me and the car in front was
dwindling. I stopped with a screech as my car lunged against its stopped
wheels. All my things tumbled to the floor.
Traffic was completely stopped now. My hands trembled as
adrenaline coursed through my veins, stopping at my pours with no place
to go. I turned up the song on the radio and began to scream its angry
obscene lyrics in time like some barbaric battle cry. The guy in the car
next to me thought I was nuts.

Untitled
by Adam Franklin

Lighten Up
by Christopher L. Frank

Life may seem real lonely
But don't you ever forget
That there's no such things as strangers,
Just friends you haven't met.
So many speak of darkness,
Depression and love lost.
They let it fully consume them,
And they do not see the cost.
Hey, the world's not perfect,
I don't think it ever was.
That doesn't make it a bad place.
You say, "Why?" ... well, BECAUSE!
If Lady Fate is rude
And hands your life a bomb
Get up! Dust off! And for Christ' s sake
Keep on keep in' on!
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The 14th Dragon of MCC
by Paul R. Guck
"North" building went up so fast and so quick
it was built in the cold and it made workers sick
Afterwards, from the pond,
Earth Dragon came by
and said: "Why such shoddy construction, do you all want to die?"
"I will teach you a lesson, before its too late ... "
and he ran from the water at a terrible gate
then he stood towering over that shiny new Hall
and with a TWANG from his finger
the whole building did fall
With a CRASH and a RUMBLE it piled to dust
as we all stood dumbfounded
then he said:
"Now I Trust...
this will teach you a lesson
and now all that you gain
is the waste of
Three Million Bucks
right down the DRAIN."
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"DONOR WANTS KIDNEY BACK"
R. Emmett Michie

Because
it was a lousy idea
And because it came in the mail
(which is more mysterious than ever)
I am sending it back
or I did.
You gave
me that!

-from "I Gave Birth to Seventeen Rabbits"
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Scorpio
By Karlee Verna

The Doctor recommends a five mile walk,
"And then you'll have that baby," he says
I'm not going on that walk with her.
She wants a Scorpio, and if she,
"Does not have that baby tonight, she
will not have a Scorpio."
I have a Scorpio and a toy machine gun, too.
A piece of pumpkin pie and a cup of black coffee
are on my mind, so forget about that
five mile walk. "How about three miles,
can you have a baby in three miles?"
Pack your bags, your coming home,
to a moon, to a baby born too late.
Sneak off into the night,
"My husband is leaving for work at 9:00,
so let's go for the five mile walk then.
He'll never know." Scorpio.

Untitled
by Linda Coene

P1111 .51

Through the Shadows
By Lourdes Rodriegez
Through the shadows of the wilderness
he walks, and as a faithful follower I
pursue him. He need not ask for
anything, I have made his travel a
comfortable one by placing all that was
necessary in his reach. He doesn't know
that I am a part of him wherever he is
found. I await each waking moment to
tell him that I am with him, he chooses
to ignore me by pretending not to hear.
To walk into his territory would be too
shameful, he is out of my league. I am a
dreamer, a vivid imagination is my
home. He is the truth, the truth that kills
with each breath of life. He is real and I
am just a miserable myth, a fairy tale. I
am that which the children read of in
their joyous books. I am everything and
nothing to him. Without me he would
be lost, and yet he chooses not to realize
that I am important to him. I am angry,
not at him, at myself for not being
strong and courageous enough to tell
him how I feel. I want to walk out of
my thoughts because they invade my
mind and corrupt my soul. I have
managed to realize that I am nothing to
him, nothing but his "hope".
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The Last Time I Saw Jay
By Heather Adams

"Rain"

way he lend
his body to hen
Just as the violini~
first stroke
and then pluck
at the string
with gentL
encouragemen
and promise

Lips brush.
Hush!
Listen to the
notes
his fingers play
as they rush
down her spine.
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Beth
by D. H. McAnn

I guess I should 've considered myself lucky while I was growing up,
for the simple fact that I had never lost anyone I had truly loved. I suppose some could say I was unfortunate by not ever knowing what true pain
was. The pain of the heart. A little bit about myself first. I believe it is a
man's job to be enduring by not crying or showing emotion. Some would
call it being macho, I called it being strong.
I was nineteen, fresh out of school and I had just joined the Navy. I
arrived to the pediatric unit at Portsmouth Naval Hospital, still wet behind
the ears and scared out of my wits. After a few hours of feeding, changing
and bathing three babies with the help of my co-workers, I started to feel a
little at ease.
My second day proved to be no easier. It was at this time I had my
first encounter with a cancer patient by the name of Beth Warren. When I
first laid eyes on her my heart cried for her, she was very sick from chemotherapy. She was a four year old firecracker that weighed in at approximately thirty-five pounds, bald as a cue ball and mesmerizing sapphire-like eyes. I knew at that precise moment she would end up breaking
my heart.
The first few times she came to stay with us at the hospital (and there
were a lot of visits) she did not like me nor did she trust me. I guess the
old adage you can't fool children is true. Well, back to the story. One day
her mother had to leave early and Beth was scared. If truth be known, so
was I. I was the only available body to sit with her. Forty-five minutes
went by and not a word was spoken by either of us. The quiet in that room
was like a funeral home on a slow day, and I felt like I was going insane
from the constant hush. After those dreaded forty-five minutes, Beth
starts this uncontrollable sobbing. I just sat on her bed and held her until
she fell asleep.
When I arrived at work the next day I was surprisingly greeted by
Mrs. Warren. It seems I had received a good grade from Beth. I went into
er room. Beth was just finishing breakfast and she smiled at me, not a
·arm, caring smile but the devilish grin of a sneaky child that was plotting
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something devious. The grin I happily returned with equal zest. I had to
leave, though, because I had to report and receive my patients for the day.
To my surprise and wonder, Beth had requested that I take care of her.
Call me selfish but it felt great winning this sacred little girl over.
As the months went by, Beth and I became very good friends. But
the friendship went beyond the two of us, her parents and I became good
friends as well. One day while Beth was sleeping after receiving a transfusion, Mrs. Warren called me out into the hall. What she said choked me
up something fierce and I know I'll never forget it, "Dave, Beth's favorite
thing in the world is to help me make cookies. The other day we were
baking them, and she said, 'Mommy, I'll never forget this as long as I
live."'
It actually blew my mind that a five year old (she had a birthday)
could say something like this. It was like she knew what life and death
was all about, something the great minds could never contemplate - she
knew. It's what we do to make the lives of others that we love easier and
happier; and we should try to make them as happy as we can while we're
here. It makes it all worthwhile.
I left Portsmouth with the knowledge that my life was great. I was
newly married, and Beth was going to be okay. In October of 1989, Beth
had an operation that removed ninety eight percent of her tumor.
In February of 1990 I was taking care of people in sick call in
Okinawa, Japan. When we stopped for a brief ceremony to present an
award (what a bore). I had received a letter of appreciation from the
Warren family for taking care of Beth. She had died on Christmas Eve.
My stomach started cramping and I wanted to, no I had to, vomit. I went
into the bathroom and started crying and shaking uncontrollably. All these
Marines were there, and kept coming in. The funny thing was that I didn't
care who saw me weeping on the cold, blue-tile floor. I was right all
along, she did break my heart.
It has been three years since her death, and I haven't forgotten her. I
know I never will, nor do I want to. Sometimes I look at my five year old
nephew and wonder what Beth would have been. Then the answer comes
to me just as quickly ... Anything.
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Editor's Note

Special Thank You's
Thank you to Evelyn Stewart for all her help
Thank you to my brother, Chris for last minute baby-sitting
Thanks to Paul's Mum for putting up with the phone
calls at all hours of the night and day
Thanks to Paul for putting up with the calls and for getting all the art
together for the issue and for keeping us awake the last night
Thanks to Tom for all his indespensable work and help in getting this
issue together, it could'nt have been done without him.
Thanks to C&K Staff for being extraordinary individuals and
for giving up their spring break to come into school and type.
(Thanks for all the rides too!)
Thanks to Brent Warren for proofreading at the last minute.
Thanks to Barb Lovenheim for all her cheerful
encouragement and organization.
Thanks to the MCC Print Shop for their patience with me and this issue.
Thanks to Eric Bradshaw and The Monroe Doctrine Staff as well as Joel
Zarr and Kay O'Connell for permission to use the
Doctrine I Publicity computers and Printers.
Thanks to Ed for his submission.
Thanks to Anne Richards for inspirational teamwork.

May you all have bright and happy futures!
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