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EDl1DRJAL MESS/GE 

Throughout the year a number of students have stopped by our office 
asking "What, exactly, is Cabbages & Kings?" Although many 
answers and descriptions were given, there was not a single response 
that was truly accurate. But now, with the completion of another 
successful issue, it is time that everyone understands what Cabbages 
& Kings really is. 

Cabbages & Kings is "Shocking Pink" hair. It's paper work and office 
hours. It's phone tag and threats of torture for skipping meetings. 

Cabbages & Kings is stress and hysterical laughter caused by a lack 
of sleep. It's digging through piles of poems, art and literature in 
search of a new and unique issue. It's workshops, publicity and never 
ending bake sales. 

Cabbages & Kings is trying to find a reason not to run out screaming 
when things start to fall apart. It's evaluation, rejection and success. 
It's stale Halloween candy, fighting over chairs and lots of criticism. 

Most importantly, Cabbages & Kings is an outgoing group of students 
sharing a love of art and literature who are taking on a seemingly 
impossible task with enthusiasm and excitement. 

Paula Boughton 
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This House 

This house has come to suit me 

Like well worn leather shoes 

Too comfortable to throw away 

Though seldom ever used 

With everything in order 

With nothing out of place 

With air as still and heavy 

As some ancient, dying place 

Yet there are rooms which call to me 

Where I have never been 

As tempting and as dangerous 

As the most forbidden sin 

Still something stops my going there 

Is it courage that I lack 

Or fear that having gone there 

I'll not find my way back 

David Gordinier 



The Difference 
Between Us and Them 

We started with a wax carving, a green 
Taper whittled away, leaving thin 
shavings, and a small, perfect rose. 

I stared at it, wondering how much 
patience you needed with a blade and 
a candle. How long does it take for 

a shape to come through? We form 
slowly, with each nick of the knife. 
Finally, a fragile stem between your 

fingers, a hint of petals, your 
determination grows. The ending 
flower leaves us in perpetual 

Spring, a state of constant budding. 
The blossoms pout slightly, ready to 
open, but cannot force wax to yield 

further. The wick is hidden in the 
middle bud. This is a candle I can 
never light. We have come a long way. 

Kelly Mooney 

Death Dealer 

Joe Besedic 



Crinison 

The crimson waves shifted beneath the fading beams of orange and p111k 
The semi circle of light produced a faint outline around the man's figur ·. 
He appeared almost golden. Hints ofred and gold amidst the darkn ss of 
his features. The scene captured perfectly by the light meter of th sun 
coupled with the permanence of the retina. 

Retina: a retainer of images and colors. Flawless in execution and function . 

Only the man's movement betrayed the realism of the situation. Had he 
been still, perhaps engrossed in his role, the image would have been purely 
photographic. He, the central focus, with the beauty of the fading August 
night engulfing his figure. Yet, he walked, brusquely and with motivation. 
He had a destination and he was not skeptical about his decision. He knew 
who he was and where he was going. 

She paced the brick-colored carpet. She looked down at it and thought of 
blood. The baby. She focused on the telephone; yellow. Safe. She did not 
know whether he would call or come. She just knew that he wanted to see, 
hear, feel her. She thought of the room in Paris, its full-length windows 
funneling the light staves of morning. She closed her eyes and pictured 
the face of her lover, the lines creased with amber. Those lines were not 
his. 

The sand melted under his shoes, each step leaving a crater in its wake. He 
approached the house and, about twenty feet from the back door, he stopped 
abruptly. He hesitated, frozen in his role. He looked up at the attic window, 
knowing that a candle would be waiting to capture his gaze. He relinquished 
it without a struggle. He saw a woman, suddenly, smiling at him. Her 
features were clear to him: dark hair, blue eyes, tan skin, lips of rose. She 
moved away from the window, still possessing his gaze. He continued on, 
forging the sand with his feet. 

She heard the sound again. A rhythmic pounding, subtle and savage. She 
turned Vivaldi up, but the beating broke through the violins in subconscious 
waves of percussion. It filled her senses, and she swayed, dancing 

instinctively to the combination of sounds. The knocking brought her out 
of her euphoria, and she grabbed the railing to steady herself. She took a 
deep breath and her lungs filled with the jasmine in the air. The scent 
calmed her; olfactory nostalgia. She stepped forward and reached for the 
brass knob of the door. Olfactory: concerning the sense of smell and its 
many psychological connections. 

She was surprised to see the doctor standing before her. 

"Dr. Carter, is there something I can do for you?" 

"Your tests have come back, Marie, you're pregnant," the doctor replied 
sternly. 

She was lost in thought for a brief moment. "Thank you. You didn't have 
to come all this way to tell me. You could have called." 

"Yes, I know. I wanted to make sure you heard the news first," he said, 
fumbling with his wire-rimmed glasses. Then he added, "Did you come to 
a conclusion yet, about the choices you have?" 

"Yes." She spoke without expression. "I haven't changed my mind." 

He had been standing at the door for several minutes before she opened it. 
He greeted her with a grin and a nod of presentation. She stared at him in 
disbelief. He had changed. He knew that she would be expecting him, so 
he had found another way to shock her. He waited patiently for her to 
invite him in. 

She regained her composure witliin seconds, but she knew her emotions 
had betrayed her. He had seen, and no doubt noted, her surprise. She had 
always counted on his perpetual countenance. She thrived on the knowledge 
that his face would never change, no matter what the circumstance. She 
had not been expecting it. Especially the scar. The scar that had caught her 
attention on that summer night exactly five years ago. It had comforted 
her, fed her, guided her, and attracted her to him. Now it was gone. And 
his hair. The yellow locks that had kept her safe. She remembered curling 
the tendrils around her knuckles, twisting them until he yelped. He had 



ut it, kn wing that she would no I ng r be able to anchor him thr u h his 
roots. Root that were n w the shade f henna. She stared at the Oamin ' 
halo surrounding hi pale fa e, and she involuntarily shuddered. Shl' 
thought of jasmine and stepped aside, allowing him to enter. 

"You've redecorated," he said, after looking from left to right. 

"I felt I needed a change." The words came out in a whisper. 

"Yes. We can't stay the same or else we'd stagnate, right?" He laughed. 

She did not answer. 

"Don't worry, it was a rhetorical question." 

"Would you like a drink ... of water or juice or something?" 

"Hmm .. .I think I'll have Scotch, if you don't mind." 

She was caught off guard. "But you don't drink alcohol." 

"Change, my dear." 

She took the bottle out of the cupboard, her hands shaking slightly. She 
poured the scotch into his favorite glass, maroon with vines etched into it, 
and carried it over to him. He reached out and caressed her hand, the one 
with the glass in it. She managed to keep the cup steady, but her knuckles 
were pure white from gripping it so tightly. He took hold of the drink, 
covering her fingers with his. He looked into her eyes, bloodshot eyes of 
amber, and he smiled. After a moment of silence, he removed the glass 
from her fingers and drank heartily from it. She glanced down at her hand. 
The flaming marks of his embrace remained. She slipped her hand into 
her pocket. 

"So, how have you been?" he asked, after finishing his drink. 

"Fine, just fine. You?" 

"Different. ls there another?" 

"What?" 

"Do you have anyone?" He stared at her, his expression changing from 
spite to ... hate, perhaps. 

She hesitated. "There was someone ... " Her voice trailed off. Her eyes glazed 
over and she saw Paris again. Her lover's eyes opened, and the dawn sparkled 
in them. She smiled. 

"Well, what happened?" His voice dispersed the memory. 

"She ... she died." She heard the moans of her lover, saw her lover's face 
twisted in pain, and she closed her eyes to interrupt the functioning of her 
retinas. 

"Oh," he whispered, feeling both exuberance and compassion. He tried to 
picture the woman. He thought of a tan-skinned, dark-haired, rose-lipped 
woman with bright blue eyes. Tara would choose those features, he thought. 
He reflected on his cleverness, and shifted his gaze. His gaze ... He no longer 
possessed it! He had given it to the woman. He remembered the figure in 
the window, and his compassion turned to rage. 

"You liar!" he shouted at her, causing her to stare in disbelief. 

"Wh ... what?" She took a step back, toward the kitchen. 

"I saw a woman upstairs, a dark-haired woman, and I knew that she was 
yours." He threw his glass on the tiled floor, and it shattered. They both 
froze, in their roles, and looked down at the pieces. The maroon reflected 
the dim light. Red and gold. 

"I told you, Brian, she's dead. I watched her die!" 

"Let me see the attic, then," he challenged. 

"You're mad!" she screamed, flailing her arms. 



11 lau ,hed. "You should s<.: • yoursdf. You're hy tcrica l! My od, Tarn. 
1ct a grip." 

h stopped taring blankly at him. It was her turn to laugh. She shook 
un ntrollably, giggling soundlessly. 

"What! ?" he shouted. 

he tried to speak between giggles. "You ... you don't even ... know my ... rea l 
name!" 

11 turned to marble. His skin, the color of the countertops. She continued 
t laugh, falling to the ground in hysterics. "What a fool you are! What a 
gullible idiot! You don't even know about Matthew, do you?" 

" Matthew," he whispered. 

''Yes, that God-awful name that you wanted to give your first son. I thought 
it was appropriate." She said the words to him as if they were venom. And 
they were. 

" What are you saying?" 

"Try to be more perceptive, dear. I was pregnant with your son. I didn't 
tell you because I never really wanted to have children. You were always 
the one who insisted we try. You were the one who picked out the names. 
You were the one who bought the baby furniture. But it never occurred to 
y u that you wouldn't be the one who would carry the baby for ~e _months! 
Yi u ' ll never know what it feels like to go through labor or childbrrth! You 
think of it as a beautiful process in which you play a role in creating 
omething permanent. Well, it isn't. Life isn't beautiful and it sure as hell 

isn't lasting!" 

· h h d 1" " I don't care what you think! Just tell mew at appene to my son. 

"You 're so ignorant! Haven't you heard me? I killed him! Your son is dead." 

The man was silent. He stared down again at the shards scattered across 

the floor. He saw bay, a shade darker than before. His purpose darker than 
before. He had come to her with the intention of proving her wrong. He 
could adapt, did adapt, and he wanted to show her. After her, he had been 
reborn. A new man. A man no longer dependent upon the love of a woman. 
A man no longer tied to routines. A living, breathing man, not the man she 
knew. Not the corpse she knew. 

She had caught him off guard. He had not guessed about the child. She 
had been careful, and her deceit had fooled him. Until now. She should 
not have told him, they both knew it. In a moment of passion, she had lost 
control of the secret that she swore she would never make known. It had 
escaped her and he had taken it captive. It belonged to him now, and she 
knew that he would not let it go. 

He looked up from the shattered structure, and he stared directly into her 
eyes. Hers, still bloodshot. His, russet with heat. He knew who he was and 
where he was going. In one fluid movement, he lunged forward and took 
hold of her throat. Her hands went immediately to his wrists, and she dug 
her nails into his skin. He let out a yelp, a sound they both knew, and he 
spun her around in a twisted dance step. Her hair blurred before his eyes, 
and her neck locked to one side. She closed her eyes and smiled as she 
pulled away from him. She felt the air caress her as it sent waves of jasmine 
into her nostrils. She saw yellow. 

He watched as her body slammed into the wall next to the staircase. The 
sounds of her splitting flesh and breaking bones were audible, but no noise 
escaped her lips. He saw her fractured form sink to the floor, leaving a 
deep red smear on the beige backdrop. He looked at her face, covered in 
blood and hair. She was still smiling. 

He examined her features until something caught his attention. It was slowly 
approaching him, rhythmically and soundlessly. It was a liquid substance, 
dark and thick. His gaze, which was somehow returned to him, followed 
the dark pool as it moved across the floor. It flowed past him, steering 
clear of his personal space. It engulfed everything in its path, including 
his broken glass. The bay-colored pieces were dyed an even murkier shade. 
The light was also caught in the liquid, and it mixed with the glass. Red 
and red and gold. 



J le left the h use as it was. 11 lel1 thew man br k n, lying in the sea of 
her own blood. Ile walked, with t ady t p , ut of the hou e and int the 
and. The full globe gave him a rath r upematural aura. He appeared 

almo t metallic. Silver, gold, and copper outlining his henna hair and his 
black garments. He felt no regret and he was not confused. He had n t 
followed a plan; he had surrendered to spontaneity. He had proven her 
wrong. Now he could get on with his life. Death and rebirth. 

I had been waiting for her in the attic for two years. As soon as he left, I 
descended the staircase and approached her. She was staring at her mangled 
body, standing in the pool of her blood. I put my hand on her shoulder and 
he turned toward me. She was smiling. 

She put her hand in mine and we walked away from the flesh and the glass 
and the pool. She never glanced back, and I left the door open. We moved 
onto the sand, our feet leaving the crystals intact. We felt the water surround 
us and we shut our eyes against the past. Our retinas temporary, our souls 
eternal. The crimson waves shifted beneath the fading beams of gold and 
silver. 

Crimson: a deep red color. A catharsis. 

Marcy J. Savastano 

*Winner of "Cabbages & Kings" Award 

The llcad 

Tim Schaertel 



Joe Besedic 

*Winner of the "Cabbages & Kings" Art Award 

Boomer San 

He sleeps on a dirt floor in an old house with 
paper walls in a foreign land. 
Shits in a hole in the ground, and collects 
the bum wipe for the daily waste collector. 
His blue truck pulls into the school where 
the children gather in the classroom. They 
stand to greet him, 
"Konishiwa, Boomer San." 
They wait for him to teach them his language 
for their future benefit. 

In the back of his house, he cooks in a stone 
kiln that he built with his own two hands. 
He walks a mile to the garden he cultivated for 
the dinner he shares with friends who pass 
through his doorway. 
Together they say their grace, 
"Ita Daki Masu." 

He stands six foot, gaunt, hair shaved 
to his skull like a monk. 
Swims in a river relishing the cold water as 
it passes over his body, awakening him to a 
new day. He shaves his young face and smiles 
with the rising sun. 
His mind flashes to the Vermont farmland 
he plans to buy with the pay he sends home. 
He passes his turquoise ringed hand over his 
buzzed hair and sees a new kiln in back of yet 
another old house with paper walls, and a dirt 
floor. 

Kristen Hocker 



Somewhere Over Canada 

In these over1y bearing 
run 

down 

Of maturity and self righteousness, 
I often think o( you. 
Your teen anger propelled 
only by the free spirit 
released on to this world 
protesting Vietnam. 

I first saw you at Alex's. 
The ill lit loft, 

I 
sat still, 

days 

You glowed a soft tune, 
playing silence like an instrument. 

You were doing whipit's, A, 
on the couch, 
in an angelic pose. 
I imagined you were trying to 
aasphyxiate yourself into consciousness, 
that god could only be two , 

<. 

? back 
steps 

in your mind. 
If you could only stay high long enough 
you would catch her. 
Later that night 
our resentful hearts made plans. 
We would finally walk out of Purgatory 
crossing the border. 
Adam an,d Eve would return to Eden 

Free love and LSD, 
our golden road. 
A road that ended at the tree of knowledge. 

And on that ttee, , 

a glorious _platinum serpent ~ 
drought forth a hars4, / 
cleansing dew 
that meet our sobering eyes 
with a brightly vivid1reality. 

Reality, 
was the only thing 
we could not smoke away 

When I think of you 
I'm always reminded of that 
shotgun blast of reality 
On March 7, 1973 
paradise 
fell. 

What made you think, 
that you! 
could handle the five hits 

on top 
of the-handful 

ofbennies? 

I guess you 
were finally able to give up 
on the one thing that would never 
stop chasing you. 

The platinum serpent 
finally left you alone 

. .. and now all our son has is a 
mother who will never recognize him 
lost in a world somewhere over Canada, 
tripping 
the days a way. 

Michael A. Gould 



Sun burnt 

Sun burnt windowed skyscrapers 
reddened with fire 
never to be black 
sales on hats 
skateboarding prohibited 
the king on the side of a bus 
a man wearing wooden shoes 
another 
maroon jacket blue bag black baseball cap 
language unknown 
a woman 
blue polo red orange yellow printed shorts 
a motorcycle idling on the comer 
walk/don't walk glowing on a pole 
mellow hum of streets and wind 
no rain today 
blue skies pale clouds 
cornered roads with no left turns 
ancient sidewalks colored blue with words 

maybe 
she mumbles to an invisible friend 
but not today 

a big man with dreadlocks waiting to walk 
and me sitting scribbling 
waiting for the calm 

maybe she mumbles to an invisible companion 
but not today she screams to God 
at God 
Not Today. 

I can't find yesterday 
it seems tomorrow will never come 

a sleeping world where 
streets cry and street 
people scream for a time other than now 
and dream of tomorrow 
hoping to find yesterday in the cracks of blue painted 
sidewalks 
maybe time will allow the black 
but now, only fire lights the windows 
and God is having his calls held 
as women mumble to invisible friends 
waiting for answers 

Tina Marciano 



Mother Africa 

Dear Brothers and Sister 
Tell my Mother Africa, that I have fallen, 

never to see her again, 
except it to be the will of my father. 

Tell my Mother Africa, 
that I long to nurture within her bosom. 

I long to hear her soothing voice, 
with her loving words, 

while caressing the top of my head, 
with the gentleness of her touch. 

I long to feel her warm breath upon my face, 
every time I feel warm winds upon my being. 

Tell my Mother Africa, 
that I have not forgotten, 

the things which she taught me, 
so long ago that has helped me to survive this long. 

I remember her saying 
"Be smart like the monkey, 

who listens to every sound about him, 
and plays high in the trees, 
so he can see everything, 

thus so is never caught off guard." 

I remember her saying 
"Be swift like the cheetah, 
who is faster than his prey, 

and can overtake it at anytime 
and kill swiftly." 

I remember her saying, 
"Be strong in heart like the lion, 

who knows when to be tender and kind, 
fearless and merciless." 

I remember her saying, 
"Be wise like the elephant, 

who never forgets, 
and knows its place, 
from which it came." 

Tell my Mother Africa, 
that for a long time, 

my soul was lost unto me. 
There were no sounds that I knew, 

except echoes in my heart, 
and then I heard a sound 

that made me cry, all wasn't lost, 
the one sound which was deep in my being 

that I knew will never leave me. 
The drum is the sound of my mother and my people. 

Lorenzo 

*Winner of "Caggages & Kings" award 



The Faerie Ring 

ln the west the un is setting 
And all the world is aglow 
Across the golden meadow 
Where the winding creek flows 

The meadow is full of laughter 
As the little ones dance round 
Telling tales of secret meetings 
In the woods past sun down 

The water passing quietly 
Listens to their songs 
Smiling at the magick 
To be exposed before dawn 

Children skipping gaily 
Pick flowers here and there 
Wandering towards the twilight woods 
Running without a care 

The woods accept them freely 
Embracing their spirit 
Filling the air with mystic sounds 
Enchanting all who hear it 

With flowers in their hands 
The children make a crown 
To honor the lovely Faerie Queen 
When she arises from her mound 

As the children wait patiently 
A harp begins to play 
Asking all the creatures 
To come celebrate the May 

Out of the darkening shadows 
Animals slowly appear 
And with the full moons rising 
Small figures become clear 

In forest greens and silvers 
The men come from beyond 
Carrying lanterns of fireflies 
And tiny pointed wands 

Behind them came the women 
Wearing dresses made of dew 
Greeting all the animals 
And the children too 

Then on a beam of moonlight 
Smiling with delicate grace 
The Faerie Queen arrives 
In a gown of golden lace 

The animals bow down 
As the children smile with glee 
Slowly extending their flowered crown 
For the Queen to see 

The crown was placed upon her head 
And in return for the gift 
The Queen went to each child 
And gave each one a kiss 

And when the music started 
She took them by the hand 
As they began dancing 
All across the land 



Dancing in a circle 
Turning within a ring 
All the faeries in the wood 
Quickly began to sing 

As the song continued 
The woods began to glow 
And all the stars in heaven 
Fell like lightly falling snow 

And when they reached the ground 
They filled the world with light 
So that the laughter and the music 
Could last throughout the night 

As they circled round the May Pole 
Fastly weaving out and in 
The singing reached its height 
When the May was welcomed in 

As the faeries in the wood 
Rejoiced the coming season 
The fading of the moon 
Told them it was nearly time for leaving 

While the wind was blowing 
The stars returned to the skies 
With the festivities nearly over 
The children let out a sigh 

The animals and the faeries 
Quietly settled down 
To listen to the Queens harp 
As they sat upon the ground 

She played a peaceful lullaby 
With a gentle melody 
As the children nestled together 
Under the old oak tree 

With the dawn approaching 
The animals began to roam 
As the faerie men and women 
Faded into their homes 

But the Queen remained behind 
To greet the morning sun 
And to leave the children a gift 
To remind them of their fun 

The lovely Queen gave each child 
A necklace of Moon stones 
To bring sweet dreams 
And help guide their way back home 

Then with a kiss good-bye 
And a bit of Magick dust 
The children were brought home 
In a silent rush 

For when the sun's first beams 
Are carried by the breeze 
The Faerie Queen will disappear 
Into her home beneath the trees 

And with the morning light 
The children will awake from dreams 
Of dancing through the woods at night 
With the Faerie Queen 

Paula Boughton 



The Wrong Kinds of Color 

Your nails turned quickly, the first tiny thing we 
noticed. A line of whiteness creeping up on the pink. 
It seemed blood was leaving you. 
Nurses adjusted you, in your final demand for control. 
How was I to know you were getting comfortable for 
death? All you could do was flail your hands, 
frustrated, hoping we could guess your words. 
I saw bruised skin beneath those white sheets, a lump 
of a man, barely sitting, propped sideways, 
the wrong kinds of color taking hold. 
What used to be, you taking charge from a distance in 
your recliner, was sinking away, farther from sight, 
with each second more between breaths. 

Now your last breath comes out and is caught by a mask. 
No deep exhalation into the open air. No dispersing of 
molecules. 
We feel cheated. 
I cry quick and hard, doubling over, seeing but not 
wanting to hear the ending of it all. 

Kelly Mooney 

*Winner of Staff Award for Cabbages & Kings 

Pandora 

Liz! 





Autumn 

Tim Schaertle 

Arrowhead 

Waiting-

nestled in the silten stony earth of ancient forests , 

farmlands and hunting grounds where the bare 

leathered soles had tread. 

Waiting - since the day ... 

Sinewed and sapped is the bone chipped stone 

to the honed wooden fibers . 

Waiting -

Father gives a nod ... 

- quick release 

a flight to the flesh from the young hunter's bow -

but the fright flight deer evades the arrow 

and the bone chipped stone 

lies alone .. . 

waiting. 

Robert Keim 

J 



dripping 

now i '11 tell you about some 
thing but i'm going to make it up ok 
i remember when i ran down 
to 
the end ofmy 
street and saw that stupid bird so quiet and peaceful and 
free 
just sitting on the 
damn telephone wire and i can't begin to tell you how 
angry it 
made me to see a bird make absolutely no use of 
its wings or 
v01ce 
just sit there like a 
jailbird 
but when i approached the bird i saw it was crying and it 
couldn't fly because its feathers were so wet that it couldn't hold 
the weight of its tears 
soi left it 
alone 
and went to my house and sat 
on the edge of my bed and waited 
for my mother to come home and then i remembered 
she wouldn't be coming home 
ever 
and i wondered if that was 
why 
the bird over the street was dr 
lp 
pl 
ng 
with tears 

Tina Marciano 

Checkmate 
If;,' 
..,. <""'' - ~ 

1r • 
, - 1-u 

Tim Schaertel 



A Long Winter's Nap 

165- 8 128th treet, #50, Astoria, Queens, NY, 11461-1621 is a small 
apartment in a nine story brick building. On a street lined with brick buildings, 
thi i · the 8 th from the point at which 128th Street begins at the East River. 

he building is located between 165th and 166thAvenues. Each floor has 19 
apa rtments, of which #50 lies behind the seventh door to the left of the 
elevator on the fifth floor. This apartment is built for one. Two would walk 
sideways and be too close. One could only live alone here. And here, alone, 
live Paul. 

Behind the door Paul lies on the futon bed, which is still folded to a couch. 
Paul never unfolds it into a bed anymore, because of the piles of stuff. His 
h ad and bare shoulder poke out from beneath a single, sweat-stained sheet. 
Not a leep, not awake, Paul listens to the radio from the alarm clock, which 
has been on since 11 :04 am. Now after noon, soft light has filled the room, 
filtered by a pale blue sheet which hangs crooked over the solitary window; 
clean companion to the one on the bed. 

Not food, but a cigarette instead, entices him to open his eyes and lift his 
head from the bed. He first sees the pillow next to the bed, far flung victim to 
the tossing tantrums of the night. Slowly, like the swiveling bank camera, he 
turns his head, reading images which induce no reaction. Sensory blips on 
an otherwise flat EKG of the soul. The stereo sits on, blinking lights and 
digital dials awaiting command. The answering machine blinks continuously, 
no pause between too many messages. A shiver runs through him. Not yet, 
he thinks, and continues his observations. Posters cover the wall, rock stars, 
movie stars, pin-up girls all smiling and posing at him. Finally his eyes rest 
on alarm clock in front of him. 12:53 it says from its crooked perch. One end 
rests atop a French Bread Pizza box, the other, lower, covers all but the smiling 
face and a red porn-porn from one of Playboy's Girls of the Big 10, February 
I 994 cover shot. 

This is the top tier of the largest mound in the room. This mound has beneath 
it a red, metallic foot locker, which once served as a coffee table. Piles of 
unopened letters, CD club catalogs, books of the month never read or returned, 
porno magazines, videos and Rolling Stones have grown up and around the 

ro t I ckcr, bscuring it and now erving its function nearly as well. Other 
piles lay about the single room, which, aside from a closet sized bathroom 
and kitchen, constitutes Paul's home. Remnants of the old organization, 
' I uttered but manageable, are visible in the half empty video and CD storage 
units now serving as the base for newer piles. 

The ashtray and cigarettes, as a safety precaution, lay on a mound further 
from the bed. The craving, like the cigarettes, Salem Ultra Lights, is mild. 
" ool-minty taste" he used to say in better days. Now he's just careful to 
keep the lighter inside the pack. Things have a way of joining the mounds 
around here. 

igarette lit, Paul glances back and forth from TV to stereo. A lazy hand 
drops onto the alarm clock, and cuts off the music. Another light touch and 
the stereo sends out sounds. Louder and clearer, the same station as the alarm 
clock now sends out sounds through the stereo speakers. Paul pulls from the 
cigarette and, in time with the commercial, drones " ... sale price includes 
manufacturer's rebate, may be additional charges for tax, title and license. 

ce dealer for details." The fast phrase punctuated by plumes of exhaled 
smoke. 

A short, cynical laugh and he swings his feet over the edge of the bed. The 
sheet falls from him heavily and drops back to the bed, revealing a tall, thin 
body, pale with little hair. He wears only white Fruit of the Loom underwear 
a the building is centrally heated, and his radiator is in constant production. 
Paul figures his room must compensate for another room on the other side of 
the building with four broken windows and frozen pipes. He doesn't even 
consider calling management, owing four months back rent. 

Knowing he '11 have to leave the house today, Paul steps over the scattered 
tufftowards the shower. No more than a weekly ritual these days. He stands 
hivering for a moment, hot water rolling off his back, cool air blowing on 

his chest. "This fuckin' vent," he murmurs, referring to the city-mandated 
external vent bringing in cold air from the Arctic outdoors. Swirls of steam 
rise from the water and are tossed about on currents of air, like buoys in a 
ummer storm. Paul reaches up to close the vent, sliding the old lever to the 

left. Speckles of brown and red dust float from the vent, soot and rust from 
the bowels of an ancient exhaust system. One problem solved, another arises: 



thirty e nd ' lo t to cold air i thirty seconds less of hot water. Time is up. 
Left with shampoo in his hair, Paul jumps back from the suddenly frigid 
water and shuts it off. He stares at the water as it goes down the drain. There 
i no filter or plug, just a wide pipe heading straight down. The dark hole 
wallows up water, dirt and soap into its rusty maw, eagerly taking in that 

which rots its insides out 

Dried and wrapped in an old brown bathrobe, Paul hops back into the main 
room and searches the piles for clothing. He just needs something clean 
enough and warm enough for the short trip outside. Jeans and a maroon 
sweatshirt catch his eye (as they did yesterday as well). Now he only needs to 
make the phone call. 

The answering machine's flashing red light screams out to him, and all that 
he tries to hide comes rushing forward. The calls are from student loans, 

olombia House, American Express, his doctor, the apartment manager. The 
feeling begins to grip him like night, when it comes so hard he can't sleep. 
Cold fear starts in his chest, clutching, strangling. Chill fingers reach over 
his back to his shoulders, caressing his neck. Sobs choke in his throat, blood 
rushes to his face, and an ache throbs behind wet eyes. Panic. No, "Stress
! nduced Panic Attack Disorder" was the diagnosis. First he was removed 
from his job for mental instability, then diagnosed, then told to rest. Sent off 
to deal with his problems alone. So he spent money on books, movies, 
pornography; all things to keep him company during a cold, forbidding winter. 
And he told no one. There were so few to tell, anyway. But then there was no 
money for bills, for rent, and he put off asking for money out of shame. But 
still alone he spent more, surrounding himself with things to fill up the time. 
It became so much money. There was no one he could ask for that much 
money. And he would have to explain. 

And the panic started corning. Waking in the night knowing that it was too 
late to change the things that could have been changed so easily. Knowing 
that everything he did reinforced the position he found himself in. So the 
doctor prescribed Prozac. And for a time, he was wildly happy. He called 
people, family. But he didn't want to talk about the bad things, so, exuberant, 
he rattled on about movies he'd seen and books he read and ran up an even 
greater phone bill. And then he couldn't call people, and sat home wildly 
happy, alone, restless. In the end, it was marijuana that seemed to work. Pot 

ra lmcd him down; ea ed the effects of the Prozac. A self-prescribed dosage 
wus instituted, funded by his sick-leave pay. Nothing was better, but everything 
In lanced. 

Unti l two weeks ago, when he had to report back to work, being judged fully 
r , ted. He was drug tested and failed. Fired on these grounds, he had no 
in ome, no insurance, and no more treatment. Out of "personal concern" the 
do tor called regularly to warn him away from drugs, and to direct him towards 
publicly funded programs. Sanitariums! Rehabilitation centers! Normal 
p •ople were driving him crazy, he thought. What will happen to me when 
surrounded by junkies or violent maniacs? So he stopped answering the 
tdephone, and now picked it up for the first time in weeks. 

I le dials 212-658-3121, waits, dials 718-362-8117, waits, dials star and hangs 
up the phone. The phone rings within the minute, and he picks up. "Yes" he 
says. "Forty," he says. "165-88, 128th ... yeah ... OK bye." 

The hall is silent, except for the echoing of his door as it closes behind him. 
The tumblers in the lock almost deafening as he turns the key. And then, 
again, cold silence. He trots down steps, old enough to have the comers 
worn round, but without enough character to have footprints worn into them. 
This is Queens, thought Paul. Go figure. 

11 e pushes the door against the wind. It opens onto another freezing day, 
with gray skies and filthy snow. It has been like this all winter, Paul thinks. I 
can't even leave the house. Its been a long winter. Waiting at the curb for the 
car, he lights another cigarette. "Shit, that's so mild you oughtta just chew 
some mint gum," his brother had said one time. He was bumming a cigarette 
when his Marlboro's had run out. They were drinking Molsons and Drambuie, 
to usher in the New Year. Sean had actually dragged him to a local bar that 
night. He never went out. 

I Lis car pulls up, and he looks over the old, blue Chevy Nova, long with a 
rounded back. The car is always different, but, being the only one waiting 
outside Paul walks up to it. He wonders for a moment what he would do if a 
bunch of people were waiting for a ride, but the electric lock clicks, and so 
he slides inside. 



The driver, a stocky Italian, with a thick mustache and navy overcoat pulls 
slowly away from the curb. “Forty?” he asks. “Yeah.” After turning the first 
comer, he reaches under the seat and hands a plastic bag to Paul. By the 
weight it felt all right, a little thin, but this is a tough winter, and weed is hard 
to come by.

Noticing for the first time, music which had been blaring the whole time, 
“Man, this new Alice in Chains stuff is excellent.”

“Sure,” mumbles the driver rounding the third turn.

“Of course, the last one was much better, but I can’t believe they put this 
together in just six months.” Excited, he continues, “I hear they’re going to 
tour this-”
“It’s just the radio. I don’t know anytthing about it,” the driver curtly inteijects, 
rounding the last comer and pulling in front of the building.

The electric lock pops by his shoulder as the car stops. “Yeah. Well, uh, 
thanks.”

“Yeah” the driver mumbles as Paul closes the door and the Nova rolls on.

Still thinking on his brother, Paul figures maybe he’ll get high and give him 
a call. If he’s home, anyway. He trots up the stairs anxiously and is greeting 
by a foreboding black and white “NOTICE” posted on his door, written in 
both English and Spanish. It’s an eviction notice for failure to pay rent. Court 
proceedings have begun to have him removed, and the note says he has to 
appear in court in three days.

Quickly, without removing the note, he slips into his apartment, and locks 
the chain behind him. The thud and then rattle echo through the hallway. He 
walks slowly through the cube, looking closely at the piles as he steps over 
them. The insistent blinking of the answering machine catches his eye, and 
he backtracks towards it. Jaw clenched to hold back tears, he yanks the cord 
from the wall, silencing the light. All the voices demanding, requesting 
payment, advising treatment, silenced. Family, too, reduced to frozen flips 
on the thin magnetic strip.

As though the voices had really been there, he senses an overwhelming silence. 
And the cloud of complete sorrow surrounds him again. The tremors that 
come in his sleep attack. Flesh rising on shoulder, then the neck and cheek. 
Bone marrow rebels from within, freezing and pushing out as though to 
crack the bone. All-familiar, paralyzing despair takes hold of his body as it 
has stagnated his life.

Curiously, the silence that has made the nights so unbearable becomes clearer. 
In the silence he hears the humming of the refrigerator, then the radios and 
televisions of the neighbors. Now a baby’s shrill cry pierces the air, entering 
its cacophony like a violent oboe blast. Floors creak and a vacuum sounds. 
Sound echoes through the courtyard, a snow-covered slab of concrete, where 
walls and windows are too close together. He opens the window and all of 
Queens pours in. Random sounds of cars, busses, people sound - noises of 
the mechanical gears that keep the world miming in spite of, ignorant to, the 
terminal frost that has set in this winter.

Paul steps onto the balcony, thinking back to the note he had slipped under 
the largest pile one night: “I’m so sorry to have left this for you to deal with.” 
And, with one step, Paul leaves the seventh apartment on the fifth floor of a 
nine story building in Astoria, Queens.

Stephen Moore

The driver, a stocky Italian, with a thick mustache and navy overcoat pulls 
slowly away from the curb. "Forty?" he asks. "Yeah." After turning the first 
corner, he reaches under the seat and hands a plastic bag to Paul. By the 
weight it felt all right, a little thin, but this is a tough winter, and weed is hard 
to come by. 

Noticing for the first time, music which had been blaring the whole time, 
"Man, this new Alice in Chains stuff is excellent." 

"Sure," mumbles the driver rounding the third turn. 

"Of course, the last one was much better, but I can't believe they put this 
together in just six months." Excited, he continues, "I hear they're going to 
tour this-" 
"It's just the radio. I don't know anytthing about it," the driver curtly interjects, 
rounding the last corner and pulling in front of the building. 

The electric lock pops by his shoulder as the car stops. "Yeah. Well, uh, 
thanks." 

"Yeah" the driver mumbles as Paul closes the door and the Nova rolls on. 

Still thinking on his brother, Paul figures maybe he'll get high and give him 
a call. If he's home, anyway. He trots up the stairs anxiously and is greeting 
by a foreboding black and white "NOTICE" posted on his door, written in 
both English and Spanish. It's an eviction notice for failure to pay rent. Court 
proceedings have begun to have him removed, and the note says he has to 
appear in court in three days. 

Quickly, without removing the note, he slips into his apartment, and locks 
the chain behind him. The thud and then rattle echo through the hallway. He 
walks slowly through the cube, looking closely at the piles as he steps over 
them. The insistent blinking of the answering machine catches his eye, and 
he backtracks towards it. Jaw clenched to hold back tears, he yanks the cord 
from the wall, silencing the light. All the voices demanding, requesting 
payment, advising treatment, silenced. Family, too, reduced to frozen flips 
on the thin magnetic strip. 

As though the voices had really been there, he senses an overwhelming silence. 
And the cloud of complete sorrow surrounds him again. The tremors that 
come in his sleep attack. Flesh rising on shoulder, then the neck and cheek. 
Bone marrow rebels from within, freezing and pushing out as though to 
crack the bone. All-familiar, paralyzing despair takes hold of his body as it 
has stagnated his life. 

Curiously, the silence that has made the nights so unbearable becomes clearer. 
In the silence he hears the humming of the refrigerator, then the radios and 
televisions of the neighbors. Now a baby's shrill cry pierces the air, entering 
its cacophony like a violent oboe blast. Floors creak and a vacuum sounds. 
Sound echoes through the courtyard, a snow-covered slab of concrete, where 
walls and windows are too close together. He opens the window and all of 
Queens pours in. Random sounds of cars, busses, people sound - noises of 
the mechanical gears that keep the world running in spite of, ignorant to, the 
terminal frost that has set in this winter. 

Paul steps onto the balcony, thinking back to the note he had slipped under 
the largest pile one night: "I'm so sorry to have left this for you to deal with." 
And, with one step, Paul leaves the seventh apartment on the fifth floor of a 
nine story building in Astoria, Queens. 

Stephen Moore 



Concentric Rings: Olympiana 

1 

For honor they come 
decked in their country's silks 
these stars waving cowboy hats 
parading into the stadium 
where the sky is a palette 
of flood lights streaming. 
There is a shower of fireworks and applause 
and the Olympic torch is lit. 

2 

White knights and girls 
thin as new ponies 
twirl, and leap, their bones 
strung on flexible wires. 
They chalk their feet and palms to 
ease the tumble in air 
before they flip backwards 
on a balance beam. Hands 
are wings revealing breastless 
ribby chests. They point 
their little faces towards the sky 
heads held high with hair clips 
and rainbow ribbons. 

3 

Platform divers step forward 
on the board, raise one leg 
jump, bounce back on the board 
twist and circle, jack knife 
back to the beginnings of life 
and the splash of water. 

4 

Track relays, heats, decathlons, 
hurdles and steeple chase. 
Tell me, if to save your life 
it was decreed that you 
must circle 27 laps 
on the tedious, familiar track 
would you 
and never look back? 

5 

Black men have wings 
and poise in the starting block 
to fly above the centuries 

of the waiting, difficult ground. 

Harriet Sussldnd 



Bob 

Keith Anderson Liz! 



The Doll 

Luanne Besedic 

Black Man 
Black Man, a you were created from Mother Earth, 

Realize You are the Master of its elements. 
Black man, the One True example of God, 

Understand your potential. 
Black Man, with 60 different shades of Black 

You are the foundation of the World. 
Black Man, created in the Image and Likeness of God, 

May you always represent Truth. 
Black Man, as you become the Head of Family, 

Always keep your duty to the One True God. 
Black Man, in your thoughts and actions, 

Remember to prepare for the 7 generations to come. 
It is You Black Man, who is the First and the Last, 

Use your time wisely. 

Black Woman 
Black Woman, sweet as all the fruit on Earth 

Give me the Honor of being in your presence. 
Black Woman, you are my First Teacher, 

Help me to understand my manhood. 
Black Woman, truly to be with you is my Dream, 

To maintain and provide should always be my Reality 
Oh Black Woman, you are my strength and weakness, 

Please give me Balance. 
Black Woman, your womb was my resting place, 

I now appreciate the Light. 
It is you Black woman who gives me completeness. 

I will always know you are not the Mother of Man, 
But in fact the Mother of God. 

All praise is due to Allah! 

Brother Kenneth Terrance 2X 
A.K.A. 

Tahoni, Kahoutsi 
A.K.A. 
Katikia 



February 7, 1995 

The door shut suddenly 
and I glanced up above 
my cluttered wrinkled scribbles 
each falling on the tiled floor. 

Shivers 
cold February weeks 
through these cracked 
plaster walls 

Squeaks of wet 
sneakers 
shift my tired eyes 
to the cashier. 

I need another cup of coffee 
and a sweater... 

Cappuccino colored curls 
blind my vision. 

My notebook grows lonely 
for my pencil 
hasn't touched its body 
for a few moments now. 

Gees, he looks warm 
mittened gloves 
cover his half eaten fingernails . 

So sad, so tired 
so alone, so afraid 

So drunk. 

' I uchcd vcr 
on the ca fe 
finest furniture. 

I ponder 
his heritage 

his name 
his story. 

20 minutes and 14 seconds 
until sunset 
and I still 
don't have a ride home. 

$1.39 and pennies 
and I am still cold. 

Orange brown 
yellow red 
glisten 
beyond the glass. 

The couple behind me 
cries in disgust of 
the stench of that 
man. 

I turn to see them. 

I snicker as they 
smoke and puff 
and cough through 
rings of an unstoppable 
habit. 

Who are we to judge? 



Tears stream down 
that man's face ... 
pockets full. 

Sensitivity rises. 

I realize we all carry pain. 

phone rings 
woman runs 
baby cries 
teenager curses 

And my arm grows limp ... 
lead grows dull ... 

Check please? 

My observations cease 
I crack the floor with creaks 
and attempt to stroll home. 

Sunset falls away. 
Cappuccino settles 
and 
gun shots go off in the small cafe. 

We all carry pain. 

M Ranalletta 

Dancing 

Middle aged mother 
drink in hand 
the alcohol the ice cubes 
dance together and giggle 
like her children used to do in the yard 

Robert Keim 

A Night With Malcolm 

Freshly turned three, 
my son calls out to me 
in the middle of the night. 
Woken by some dreamland fright 
or maybe an outside noise 
(it takes so little to wake small boys). 

I drift through the sleeping house to his room. 

I climb into his fire truck bed, to put him to sleep by 
touching his head 
and rubbing my thumb across his brow. 
"It's okay, sweetheart, close your eyes now." 
He shuts his eyes tight, whispering "Daddy, I love you." 
I pull him close and fall asleep there, too. 

Robert Keim 



Pamela 

Joe Besedic 

The Madam 

Her image 

Flashes in the wide eyes of the gaping lover 

She floats 

Through a cloud of invisibility 

She haunts 

All the favourite places of men 

And she waits 

Until the time is right. 

Her eyes 

Watch with subtle invitation 

Her mouth 

Red and ripe with paint 

She smiles 

A soft, blurry call to the unknowing 

And she waits 

Until the time is right. 

Kay Olyslager 



Moonshadows 

I exit my thinking and step into the night, 
but the darkness beyond is strangely, perfectly light 
As I look at the sky, I stare at the moon 
in strange fascination, as it shines through the gloom. 
Then the clouds part and reveal it's true glory, 
and the shadows that fall are like part of a story, 
told by the ancients, of heavenly hosts, 
so unexpected, and clear, like a ghost. 
Sharp outlines, painted on the ground, 
in the middle of the night, as I watch them, spellbound. 
Then under a streetlight, I pass in it's light, 
but the shadows still follow, they're restless tonight. 
I look at the moon and I can't help but wonder, 
at the brightness of dust, and the sun that it's under. 
The moonshadows come on a full moon or new, 
but only at night, late at night, darker hue 
of the sky, late at night, when the stars up above, 
shine down so bright, and remind me of love, 
that once walked in the darkness that's perfectly light, 
and looked at moonshadows with me some past night. 
But I can't stay forever alone in the night, 
though I do wish I could, and someday I might, 
walk alone in the moonshadows and out of the view 
of the world that I live in, of you, you, and you. 
If I do, just remember; to find me just leave 
your thinking, and come where the moonshadows weave 
their magical stories of stars and of light, 
angels and ancients, who live in the night, 
guided by light from the moon up above, 
searching the world for that one lost true love. 

Jonathan Bennett 
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Jerry

The pot luck dinner of kids that I grew up with included a deaf kid, a fat kid, 
and two brothers from Laos.

We spent the summers of our youth building forts in the neighborhood 
underbrush and in the woods behind the Brockport Cold Storage building, 
just down the street from our houses.

The forts were poorly designed (most had no design), many of our forts were 
merely a board on the groimd or nailed to a tree in a small clearing to give a 
better vantage point to see our “enemies” when we played war. Most of the 
building was done by Jerry (the fat kid) and I, but we often shared the sweat 
with Tibby (the deaf kid).

We were scavengers for the most part, taking wood and nails from one of our 
fathers and the wooden shipping crates from the tall stacks of pallets at the 
train tracks behind the Cold Storage.

The forts that we built over the course of those summers usually took two or 
three days of building and less than a few hours to destroy, that was the case 
for all the forts except one.

This one particular fort was truly a compliment to the architecture of nine- 
year-olds, it had more nails than wood (fundamental in the science of kids 
building forts) and they were BIG nails. This fort had fortitude. It took us 
about six hours of building nonstop to create this perfect fort.

After that full day of trampling the forest, when all the sawing, hammering 
and stapling was done we went to Jerry’s house for Kool-aid. Jerry was in the 
kitchen while Tibby and I waited outside on our bikes by the stoop. Tibby 
signed to me “swim”, suggesting that we go swimming at my house after we 
leave Jerry’s place. While we were involved in our conversation about how 
hot we were I could hear Jerry and his mom arguing loudly inside.

I signed to Tibby “fat trouble.” It was understood that Jerry was being yelled 
at. To call somebody fat in sign language is not as offensive as to say it to

their face, it is merely an observable physical description that is used in 
place of a person’s name.

Jerry’s mom was yelling at him for using up all the Kool-aid and not making 
any more. Jerry stormed out of the house, overextending the door so that it 
almost hit him when it bounced closed. He had a fresh red Kool-aid spot on 
his shirt and when he sat on the bottom step his shirt rode up over his flabby 
belly. “OH MAN...” he said as he sank his palms into his fleshy cheeks with 
his elbows on his knees.

I was looking at Jerry when the door behind him flew open. There was his 
mom, this worn young woman of maybe a hundred pounds, huge with the 
presence of “mom”ness and rage.

“JERRY ALLEN COOK YOU GET YOUR REAR INSIDE THAT HOUSE 
AND YOU MAKE MORE KOOL-AID AND CLEAN UP YOUR MESS 
AND YOU JUST WAIT...” (She was so tightly wound that she couldn’t even 
move her arms to gesture) “UNTIL YOUR FATHER GETS”, Jerry cut her 
off.

“He’s NOT my father” he said sternly. It was the one thousandth time telling 
her and he was sick of it. It was obviously a practiced tactic, and that was all 
it took to break her.

Her shoulders dropped. Her intensity disappeared and she looked almost 
nauseous, tired. “Jerry, please don’t do this, why can’t you be a good boy?” 
Her energy and rage were gone and she was now pleading with him. “You 
know the doctor told me to avoid stress because of my tumors... You shouldn’t 
have dumped out the rest of the Kool-aid.”
Jerry replied (in a low, cruel tone) to his mom, “I hope your tumors get really 
big and you die.” I almost didn’t hear him say it. Tibby was making noise 
with his bike bouncing it around on the tires. At that moment his mom shifted 
her gaze to me.

Jerry moped into his house with his head hung low as Tibby and I left. He 
signed to me “What Fat say?”, and I told him that Jerry was messy and his 
mom was mad about it. We stopped at my house and got some soda and took 
it to the fort.

Jerry 

The pot luck dinner of kids that I grew up with included a deaf kid, a fat kid, 
and two brothers from Laos. 

We spent the summers of our youth building forts in the neighborhood 
~derbrush and in the woods behind the Brockport Cold Storage building, 
Just down the street from our houses. 

The forts were poorly designed (most had no design), many of our forts were 
merely a board on the ground or nailed to a tree in a small clearing to give a 
better vantage point to see our "enemies" when we played war. Most of the 
building was done by Jerry (the fat kid) and I, but we often shared the sweat 
with Tibby (the deaf kid). 

We were scavengers for the most part, taking wood and nails from one of our 
fathers and the wooden shipping crates from the tall stacks of pallets at the 
train tracks behind the Cold Storage. 

The forts that we built over the course of those summers usually took two or 
three days of building and less than a few hours to destroy, that was the case 
for all the forts except one. 

This one particular fort was truly a compliment to the architecture of nine
year-olds, it had more nails than wood (fundamental in the science of kids 
building forts) and they were BIG nails. This fort had fortitude. It took us 
about six hours of building nonstop to create this perfect fort. 

After that full day of trampling the forest, when all the sawing, hammering 
and stapling was done we went to Jerry's house for Kool-aid. Jerry was in the 
kitchen while Tibby and I waited outside on our bikes by the stoop. Tibby 
signed to me "swim", suggesting that we go swimming at my house after we 
leave Jerry 's place. While we were involved in our conversation about how 
hot we were I could hear Jerry and his mom arguing loudly inside. 

I signed to Tibby "fat trouble." It was understood that Jerry was being yelled 
at. To call somebody fat in sign language is not as offensive as to say it to 

their face, it is merely an observable physical description that is used in 
place of a person's name. 

Jerry's mom was yelling at him for using up all the Kool-aid and not making 
any more. Jerry stormed out of the house, overextending the door so that it 
a~os~ hit him when it bounced closed. He had a fresh red Kool-aid spot on 
his shirt and when he sat on the bottom step his shirt rode up over his flabby 
belly. "OH MAN ... " he said as he sank his palms into his fleshy cheeks with 
his elbows on his knees. 

I was looking at Jerry when the door behind him flew open. There was his 
mom, this worn young woman of maybe a hundred pounds, huge with the 
presence of "mom"ness and rage. 

"JERRY ALLEN COOK YOU GET YOUR REAR INSIDE THAT HOUSE 
AND YOU MAKE MORE KOOL-AID AND CLEAN UP YOUR MESS 
AND YOU JUST WAIT ... " (She was so tightly wound that she couldn't even 
move her arms to gesture) "UNTIL YOUR FATHER GETS", Jerry cut her 
off. 

"He's NOT my father" he said sternly. It was the one thousandth time telling 
her and he was sick of it. It was obviously a practiced tactic and that was all 
. ' 
it took to break her. 

Her shoulders dropped. Her intensity disappeared and she looked almost 
nauseous, tired. "Jerry, please don't do this, why can't you be a good boy?" 
Her energy and rage were gone and she was now pleading with him. "You 
know the doctor told me to avoid stress because of my tumors ... You shouldn't 
have dumped out the rest of the Kool-aid." 
J~rry replied (in a low, cruel tone) to his mom, "I hope your tumors get really 
bi~ and you die." I almost didn't hear him say it. Tibby was making noise 
with his bike bouncing it around on the tires. At that moment his mom shifted 
her gaze to me. 

J~rry moped into his house with his head hung low as Tibby and I left. He 
signed to me "What Fat say?", and I told him that Jerry was messy and his 
~om was mad about it. We stopped at my house and got some soda and took 
it to the fort. 



We climbed inside and just sat there for about half an hour. It was so quiet 
and cool in the shade of the trees. After a long period of listening to the 
breeze rustle the leaves Tibby started laughing, laughing loudly and out of 
control. He was borderline hysterical when I tapped him and asked him what 
was so funny (really I just gave him a puzzled look). He signed “Fat mom 
mad” and then he started laughing again and imitated her yelling at Jerry. I 
saw his watch and indicated that we needed to get going.

We pedaled back to my house and said good-bye as he continued on to his 
house around the comer. I dropped my bike in the yard and jogged happily 
into the house.

“Hi, Mom”, I said, and then I looked at her. She had a stone cold frown that 
wiped the smile from my face. “What?”

“You know what.” She always assumed I kept some sort of tally on all the 
things I’ve done ^vrong over the course of the last few days. “I just got off the 
phone with Jerry”s mom, and she was crying. Would you care to explain?”

I was still in the dark. I thought that maybe it was the Kool-aid thing or 
something. “I didn’t spill the Kool-aid.” There was no way they could pin 
that on me, I had witnesses. I realized we were probably busted for stealing 
Jerry’s dad’s nails or boards.

“How could you do something so mean?” She glared at me. “I can’t believe 
you could say something like that.

“LIKE WHAT? What did I say? I didn’t spill the Kool-aid!” I was clueless 
and was now on the defensive about something I didn’t even know.

My mom elaborated. I was being accused of saying that I wanted Jerry’s 
mom to die from her tumors.

I stood in disbelief Mentally I recounted the entire conversation at Jerry’s 
house. ..Nothing. I could half remember hearing Jerry say it.

I stumbled with the hardship of defending myself “I didn’t say that, Jerry 
said it.” Pointless. At age nine, adults are perceived as being more truthful 
than you are.

“Just wait imtil your father gets home.” The mother of all motherly threats 
made me cringe. “Now go clean your room”. Bedroom cleaning was part of 
the usual punishment and was usually the only way to get me to clean it. This 
was my contemplation time. After twenty minutes I still saw no way out of 
this.

The house shook as my father threw open the sliding glass door. I was called 
downstairs and told to sit down at the table. My mother sat across from me as 
my father paced the space behind her, ready to smack me if I got out of line.

“She is lying!” I pleaded, “I never said that, Jerry said it.” This was an attempt 
on my part to get leniency, but it just made my dad more angry.

“Why would she lie?” My mom was a detective in her own mind during 
these interrogations. “There is no son on this earth that could say something 
like that to his own mother”.

I had no defense. I realized that I would have to eat the punishment like bad 
chunks of milk. Continuing to resist would only lead to further punishment, 
possibly a beating.

There was a long silence. I found a spot on he table and stared at it. Every 
pore on my body was penetrated by my mother’s damning stare.

Then they spoke. “You are to apologize to Jerry’s mom, IN WRITING AND 
IN PERSON. You are grounded for two weeks. You will clean your room and 
the laundry room, and will mow the lawn for free for the rest of the year...” 
The spot on the table was becoming more and more interesting. “Does that 
sound fair?”

I tried unsuccessfully not to cry. “No, but I don’t have much choice.” I was in 
shock. As punishments went, this was a bomb. A pen and paper was slapped 
in front of me and I was told to start writing my apology.

My allowance was also withheld for three weeks, so that I could buy Jerry’s 
mom flowers and a card. It was my mom’s idea.

My dad drove me to the flower shop downtown and I picked out the flower I

We climbed inside and just sat there for about half an hour. It was so quiet 
and cool in the shade of the trees. After a long period of listening to the 
breeze rustle the leaves Tibby started laughing, laughing loudly and out of 
control. He was borderline hysterical when I tapped him and asked him what 
was so funny (really I just gave him a puzzled look). He signed "Fat mom 
mad" and then he started laughing again and imitated her yelling at Jerry. I 
saw his watch and indicated that we needed to get going. 

We pedaled back to my house and said good-bye as he continued on to his 
house around the comer. I dropped my bike in the yard and jogged happily 
into the house. 

"Hi, Mom", I said, and then I looked at her. She had a stone cold frown that 
wiped the smile from my face. "What?" 

"You know what." She always assumed I kept some sort of tally on all the 
things I've done wrong over the course of the last few days. "I just got off the 
phone with Jerry"s mom, and she was crying. Would you care to explain?" 

I was still in the dark. I thought that maybe it was the Kool-aid thing or 
something. "I didn't spill the Kool-aid." There was no way they could pin 
that on me, I had witnesses. I realized we were probably busted for stealing 
Jerry's dad's nails or boards. 

"How could you do something so mean?" She glared at me. "I can't believe 
you could say something like that. 

"LIKE WHAT? What did I say? I didn 't spill the Kool-aid! " I was clueless 
and was now on the defensive about something I didn 't even know. 

My mom elaborated. I was being accused of saying that I wanted Jerry's 
mom to die from her tumors. 

I stood in disbelief. Mentally I recounted the entire conversation at Jerry 's 
house ... Nothing. I could half remember hearing Jerry say it. 

I stumbled with the hardship of defending myself. "I didn't say that, Jerry 
said it." Pointless. At age nine, adults are perceived as being more truthful 
than you are. 

"Just wait until your father gets home." The mother of all motherly threats 
made me cringe. "Now go clean your room". Bedroom cleaning was part of 
the usual punishment and was usually the only way to get me to clean it. This 
was my contemplation time. After twenty minutes I still saw no way out of 
this. 

The house shook as my father threw open the sliding glass door. I was called 
downstairs and told to sit down at the table. My mother sat across from me as 
my father paced the space behind her, ready to smack me if I got out of line. 

"She is lying!" I pleaded, "I never said that, Jerry said it." This was an attempt 
on my part to get leniency, but it just made my dad more angry. 

"Why would she lie?" My mom was a detective in her own mind during 
these interrogations. "There is no son on this earth that could say something 
like that to his own mother" . 

I had no defense. I realized that I would have to eat the punishment like bad 
chunks of milk. Continuing to resist would only lead to further punishment, 
possibly a beating. 

There was a long silence. I found a spot on he table and stared at it. Every 
pore on my body was penetrated by my mother's damning stare. 

Then they spoke. "You are to apologize to Jerry's mom, IN WRITING AND 
IN PERSON. You are grounded for two weeks. You will clean your room and 
the laundry room, and will mow the lawn for free for the rest of the year .. . " 
The spot on the table was becoming more and more interesting. "Does that 
sound fair?" 

I tried unsuccessfully not to cry. "No, but I don't have much choice." I was in 
shock. As punishments went, this was a bomb. A pen and paper was slapped 
in front of me and I was told to start writing my apology. 

My allowance was also withheld for three weeks, so that I could buy Jerry 's 
mom flowers and a card. It was my mom's idea. 
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thought was the prettiest and a generic "sorry" card to go with it. From there 
we went to Jerry's house. 

The sidewalk and steps never before seemed so long as when I went to ring 
the doorbell. It was an incredibly humiliating experience and I started to cry 
again as I handed her the card and the battery powered light up rose. I felt as 
though my tears would be seen as an admission of guilt so I did my best to 
stifle them. A tear came to her eye as she gave me a hug and told me she 
forgave me. 

I cried all the way home, mostly because I couldn't believe how unfair this 
all was. After a silent supper I spent the evening in my room with no TV and 
stayed up most the night thinking about how unjust the world is. Jerry is 
such a jerk. He was probably snug in his bed without a worry in the world, 
dreaming about going to the fort and playing war. 

Robert Keim 

Death Throes 

Luanne Besedic 

fog 

Your voice 
fell through me 
like a summer rain 
falls through a cloud 

carried me 
the way fog carries light. 

Your eyes washed me 
like day 
blue-washes the night 
into a memory 

understood me 
no need for comment 
like a storm 
independent 
of thunder 

Tina Marciano 
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