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"The time has come," The walrus said, 
"To talk of many things: 

Of shoes - and ships - and sealing wax -
Of cabbages - and kings -

And why the sea is boiling hot -
And whether pigs have wings." 

Lewis Carroll 



Candace Viera 

More Than Life 

If I can tell you how it will be, 
You can take it with you 

If there were a great field of poppies, I would lay in a fancy 
daydream, .. The sky turning smoothly to rust before twilight.. 
My sou l drifting, sai ling around the clouds as if pirate ships 

f ghostly days .. Caresses of poppy petals give mystical 
p rtraits of a new place .. My body is a shadow of the shell 
that is left behind while everything in my world slowly trails 
by, further from sight.. I feel securely blind in a place so 
sublime, it invades my subconscious to make me believe I a!ll 
p rt of the breeze .. My mind blissful in a coo ling essence that 
urrounds, tightening and lifting, making me spin .. My bones 

< r brushed lightly with a frosty air refreshing every cell with 
n w life .. A warm shiver about my spine, a tingle in my 
fingertips and lightness in my heart may leave me breathless 
, nd overwhelmed yet enlightened .. Entice me once more with 

lh 
plendor and aura of a place enchanting, a pleasure giving 

t·ate 

f mind like none I can imagine .. With slight intoxication, 
pirits playfully chase my' soul until I hear it laughing .. 

Angelic and light but it surrounds for miles .. My heart is 
aptivated by marvelousn~ss and wrapped in unknown hands 

of 

power .. It ascends to a world so mystica l and sensual that my 
I ody and sou l are left with an intense passion for .. Life 

Julie W agner 



Britta Night 

Open window 
transmitter on 
telescope scoped 
couched on the floor 
you at the door 
empty doorway 
cool night 

Joshua Tomaszewski 

Florence 

Florence is a ninety-year old lesbian. She lives in a 
nursing home in Wichita Falls, Kansas. Her skin is crinkly 
nd blotchy, and her ey~s are light gray. T~e hairs on her 

h ad and chin are sparse and white. The only colored 
m n in Wichita Falls brought her an old blue paisley arm 
·hai r so she can sit by her bedroom window on the sec
nd floor. His name is Wencil and he works as the night 

j nitor in the home. He has taken a liking to Florence dur
ing the five years she's been living in the home. 

At night, when all the me_dication has been dolled 
ut and _the hearing aids and teeth are put on nightstands, 

th re is Wen-cil. He squeaks down the fluorescent lit hall 
in his patent leather work shoes, a mop bucket in hand. 
11 stops at room 218 every night right across from the 
mergency fire door and opens it a crack. He whispers 

11 g odnight, Florence". There is a grunt returned, telling 
him it's okay to move down the hall. 

Florence's favorite color is red and she likes to 
l re at the emergency exit sign from the darkness of her 

r m. She thinks of things like pepperoni pizza, apples in 
1h morning and strawberry milkshakes. Sometimes when 
h 's lboking at the exit sign a long time, her eyes start to· 

I s focus and water. 
Her parents were atheists and they did not under-

t nd when Florence converted to Judaism during W.W.11; 
lh y stopped calling their daughter when she came home 
w ith her first girlfriend. Florence had a black skirt on 
w hen her father slapped her out of the house. She had for
g tten to put her red belt on that morning~ 

Florence did not have any play friends growing up; 
,1 11 she had was a make-believe brother named Bill. When 
11 rence and Bill were teenagers they would check out 



girls together. One _night Florence went to bed and forgot 
to turn on her red light and in the morning Bill was gone. 

Right before Florence falls asleep she grabs her 
bedsheets with forceful fists and holds for ten seconds. 
When she relaxes them, she feels she's ,been hugged 
good-night and goes to sleep. 

Today Florence in sitting in her blue chair looking 
out over the parking lot. She ' counting the red cars; it isn't 
even lunch time and there are already nine of them. This 
excites Florence and she claps her hands down on the top 
of her thighs while grunting. 

She's starting to get hungry for lunch and rubs her 
eye lashes. She knows to be carefu I though because last 
week an orderly forgot her lunch and she rubbed too 
hard. Wencil was mad at her and told her she had a gap. 

To distract her from increasing hunger pains, she 
forces herself to nap iPl the chair. She feel it's okay 
because there are still nine cars out there; they all wont 
leave before she wakes up. Nobody ever leaves before 
lunch. 

Afternoon comes and she takes out her box of red 
crayons to scribble with. When she's in a good mood, she 
asks the nurse for old newspapers so she can draw mus
taches and long noses on people's pictures. Today's a 
good day and the nurse obliges. 

Bedtime comes and Florence is tucked between 
her freshly cleaned sheets with hospital corners. She waits 
for Wencil to open the door. She is getting anxious 
because she saw the last red car pull ?ut of the parking lot 
before the lights went out. 

She is playing with the long gray hairs on her 
thighs under the sheets as she waits. She feels her hands, 
wanting to pluck them. Wencil will be mad. . 

An hour passes and the door is still closed. Her fin-

g rs rub the raw old skin on her legs and she brushes the 
plucked hairs away. 

She knows Wencil isn't coming. She pulls herself 
out of bed and feels her way to the door. In the h~II, she 
s s the red emergency exit. Her mind goes to places far 
h 'yond the door that it hovers over. Florence looks down 
.il h r floral nightgown and all that it covers. It is too late 
for II that now. She grabs the red fire ~larm and covers 
Ii •r a rs at the initial shock of the loud noise. She shuffles 
h 'r If as quickly as she can back to her ~oom. 

In her blue chair by the window, Florence sits and 
w 1l hes the big red fire trucks come speeding into the 
p,1rking lot. Red siren lights are reflected onto her ceiling, 
1.rn ing above her. She can hardly control her laughing 

grunts and her hands wildly clapping her thighs. 
, 

Jennifer Lemmey 



Isabelle 

A crooked block, 
Its buildings of brick and 

sharp pointed . 
rooftops, kick 

a pack of swarming clouds. 
It's wet, 

The Street, 
a storm having left 
remains in puddled 

cement, 
shoes piddle-paddle like 

Ii p smacks on grease 
glistened walk. 
In casual stride, 

he flips silver from 
thumb and forefinger 

marveling 
at the flicker of light. 

Tlie other hand, 
5 fingers side pocket, 

grip white napkin scribbled 
with pen, 

stained with 
wine. 

How it tickles! 
The tasty tongue sweets 

as each letter leaps 
· in bubbles 

like 
carbonated echoes of the 

heart's beat. 

/ I 

With weary eyes 
squeezed 

. the needy shadows 
of grappling 

gutters retreat 
and blue pools 

her eyes 
succeed 

to lip-sync his beckon . 

Joshua Tomaszewski 



Colleen Regan 

The Pond 

She drinks from the pond 
It calms her, strengthens her 
And the war goes on 
While she drinks from the pond 
People cry and 
People die 
While she drinks from the pond 
They cal I out to her 
But she can't hear their cries 
While she drinks from the pond 
They call out to her 
But she can't hear their cries 
While she drinks from the ROnd 
All pain is gone 
All fear is gone 
While she drinks from the pond 
Then ode day the pond dries up 
And the water's gone 
She can't drink from the pond 
She looks around 
And sees that the war goes on 
And the bodies all around the pond 
She searches for any drops she might have missed 
But finds none 
She can't drink from the pond 
The war goes on 
And death consumes · 
She can't drink from the pond 
She hears ·their cries 
While -death consumes 
She fights her war at the pond 
People die and 



She cries 
At the pond 
People cry 
While she dies 
At the pond 

Daniel Schmackpfeffer 

untitled 

I ate Trust for breakfast this morning. 
It came out of the cereal box 

(Free Surprise Inside!) next to 
the decoder ring. It looked more 
appetizing than the sugared wood chips. 

It doesn 1t want to stay in my 
Stomach but l 1m afraid to let it go. 

I am fearful of the people who will 
Laugh at its appearance, sneer at 

Its meaning, and be indifferent to 
Its owner. I am afraid that I 

Am The only owner of Trust from 
A cereal box, and that someday, 

If let go, it will come back, hurt 
And bleeding, and crushed, and will 
Never want to leave its womb again. 

I am afraid of 
ulcers. 

Jenny Muoio 



"" 
It was nighttime. Late. J always stayed up late, did

n't like sleeping. I would sit at my desk, seven years old, 
in my Spiderman pajamas, eating cereal from the box, try
ing to write. Stupid stories, mostly about Spiderman, usu
ally about Spiderman eating cereal from the box. Then 
dad would get home, and I would t~rn off the light and 
hope I hadn't done anything wrong. 

That night it was raining. Hard-. The rai'r.i was 
pound, pound, pounding against my window, talking to 
me, laughing at me, reminding me that I had done some
thing wrong. I had done something wrong, really wrong, 
and dad was going to be mad. Really mad. 

But it wasn't my fault. It was the rain's fault and the 
rock's fault and Dad's fault too, for never buying me a 
new bike. I'd learned to ride a two-wheeler early because 
that was all I had. Dad found it in the garage behind his . 
factory and brought it home for me. So I was riding my 
bike after school, the same bike I'd peen riding since I 
was three, and I hit a rock, a stupid ugly rock. My chain 
was old and rusty and weak, and it broke. And I knew 
Dad would get mad that it broke, so I knew I had to fix it. 

I walked the bike home, it wasn't really that far. I 
didn't'rea lize until it was too late that I was maki·ng it 
worse. The chain was dangling down into the wheel ,. and 
it was wrapping itself in the spokes as I walkedc I didn't 
see it, I didn't know. Unt(I the wheel locked up and I 
couldn't move. Great. Even better. I picked up the bike on 
my shoulders and carried it the rest of the way. 

I went into the shed out back and looked for· some
thing to take the wheel off with. Dad's toolbox was right 
there, and it was open, so that was kind of his fault, too. I 

I IIl 'W I shouldn't touch hi s tools, that he'd get mad, but I 
il1tl11't th ink he'd find out, I didn't th ink he'd know. So I 
It 11 ll his wrench. 

I went back out front where I'd left my bike, and I 
I 111 •<I I take off the wheel. The screw was o ld and rusty, 
1, 11 l, .ind it wouldn't come off. It wouldn 't come off no 
1tl.I ll <'r how hard I tried. And beli eve me, I tried. And tri ed 
.1111 1 lri d. It wouldn't move, it wouldn't budge. So I start-
1•d liilling it with the wren ch. 

I w asn't mad at it. I wasn 't hitting it to hurt it pun
P, I, ii or because I cared about it and w anted to teach it 
111 1,111 lrom wrong. I just w anted to loosen it a little so I 
, 111 lid l< ke ·it off and untangle the chain and tie it back 
1111•,1·lh 'r. Flakes of rust were breaking away, I thought it 
11111•.1 h,w been working. 

I ut it wasn't working, not even a littl e. I tried turn
II11: II ,1g in, it still wouldn't move~ It w as a stupid, ugly 
1 I1 •w. I hit it some more and tri ed aga in. It wouldn 't give, 
t I1I·, I w uldn't give. I was getting rea lly frustrated. I hit it 

111•.,1 111 1 h, rder, hard as I cou ld. I was mad at it by then. I 
,111 1, •cl l pound on it, stomp on it, break it off if I had to. 

I l11 •11 I he rd a crack. 
It was more like a snap, actua lly, a snap and a big 

, I, 111d of r d dust. I sneezed. The dust c lea red away as I 
'IH •d Iny nose on my sleeve. I coughed and blinked and 
q !I'd rny eyes. There was rust in my eyes, in my mouth, 

11 11 ,y 110 . But I didn't mind; because that must've been 
I I 1, • I 11< I , that must've loosened the screw. I took the 

11 •111 Ii dnd tur·ned it aga in. It still wouldn 't move! 
I w I lowed hard, my eyes were w atering. And not 

11 · I l1rn11 the rust. I just wanted to ti e the stupid chain 
I,,,, I !!lg ther. It Would be easy, like tying a shoelace, and 
I 1111 I would never know it had broke. But it w as all tan-

I, ii ttp in the wheel, I had to get the stup id whee l off. 



Stupid, ·ugly wheel. I pulled on the wrench with my 
whole body, trying to get the screw to move. I tilted my 
head back and pulled harder. A drop of rain hit me in the ; 
eye. 

It was the first drop to fall, but more came with 'it, 
lots more. When it hit me, I blinked. Blinked and jerked 
back, away from it. My hands slipped off the wrench. I 
shook my head and reached back over to try again. The 
wrench w asn't there, my hand missed it. I looked down. It 
had moved, it had turned, just a littl e, but enough! I 
laughed, smiled, wiped the sweat from my forehead. It 
would be all right now, it would only take a minute to fix 
the bike and dad would never know. 

But the rain was getting harder, I was getting all 
w et. The was no telling when it would let up, though, 
maybe not until after dad got home. So I had no choice, I 
had to fix the bike then, in the rain. It wouldn't take long 
and I would ju.st change my clothes and hide the wet 
ones, put them in the hamper after they dried. Da~ would 
never know. I twisted the screw off the rest of the way, set 
it and the wrench down on the grass. · 

The chain was all tangled up in the wheel. It was 
bad. I started ·trying to work it free; pulling it through here 
pushing it through there, weaving, winding, working it 
free. My shirt was all wet; my pants too. They were stick
ing to my'skin . And. I was sweating from the work, whi ch 
made it even worse. The chain was getting me frustrated 
again, it was all tangled up, it wouldn 't come free. Stupid, 
ugly chain. Thunder clapped down the street. 

I hate thunder. Thunder means lightening means to , 
gods are mad. What if they were mad at me? What if they 
wanted to teach me right from wrong? I w as scared of 
thunder because it was loud. I was scared of lightning 

Ii«•( ause it could kill. 
But then was not the time to be scared. Then was 

1111 • time to fix my bike. I had to ignore the thunder-and fix 
111y I ike. Stupid, ugly bike. I started pulling at the chain 
.,g,1in. I started ignoring the thunder. But thunder means 
light ning and - FLASH!~ there it was. · 

I flinched at the flash of light, looked up at the sky. 
l ', iin pounded my face, I had to close my eyes. I didn't 
I now what I was looking for anyway. I just had to calm 
down, that was all. Calm down and fix my bike. The light-
1•1iinp was far away still, you could tell how long there 
wo1 I tween the clap and the flash. I went back to the 
1,l11pi l ugly chain. FLASH! 

I flinched again, held my breath, and co'unted in 
111y h d. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven - CLAP! 
'11°V<• n . Seven seconds. Seven seconds meant seven miles. 
I , 11 .iw y. It would be all right. Breathe. Calm down. I 
w 1•11l b ck to the chain. 

FLASH! Leave me alone, let me fix this stupid, ugly 
c 11 ,dn! My eyes were watering again. I was breathing real
I I,, t. CLAP! Why hadn't I counted? That was closer, it's 
1 c 1111ing this way. Why hadn't I counted? I started yanking 
.i i lh hain, trying to pull it free. It wouldn't come free, I 
lt ,,d I pu ll it free. FLASH! That time I didn't freeze, that 
I 11 H1 I kept pulling, tugging, trying to free the chain. And 
1'1.11 lime I counted. One,· two, three, four, CLAP! Four 
,, ., on , four miles. It was getting closer. Why had · I 

1 11t int d? Why did I want to know? I pulled harder. 
FLASH! One, two, thr-CLAP! Two and a half. Pull 

lt ,11d •r, harder, if you·pull har_d enough it'll come free. 
11 SI I! One, two, CLAP! Oh, God, two, two miles, hurry! 
11 ' I I! Already? One, t-CLAP! One and a half! Metal. . 
I t)\ lllning is attracted to metal. The stupid, ugly chain was 
1111 •t,d. 



FLASH! One, CLAP! I was hyperventilating. I stum
bled away from the chain and got to my feet. FLASH! 
CLAP! I didn't count, couldn't count. The gods were mad, 
mad at me, mad at me for breaking my bike, for trying to 
fool Dad. They were coming for me, I was sure of it. FL
CLAP! I sobbed: I sobbed and ran into the house 

I cried for a long time. I laid on the couch with my 
face buried in the cushions and cried -and cried and cried. 
And that was a mistake, too, Because the tears would 
stain the couch. I rolled onto my back and cried some 
more. My bike, the wrench, the chain, I had left them·all -
outside. I n the rain. I had left them outside in the rain 
and Dad wad going to be mad. Really, really mad. 

When I was done crying, I looked over at the 
clock. It was after six. My clothes were sti 11 soaked, I had
n't eaten, I hadn't done any of my homework. The couch 
was all"wet from me laying on it all wet. I had to do 
something, I had to make some of it better, at least. I had 
to do something before Dad got home. I got up and 
wiped my eyes, Blew my nose on my shirt, and went to 
my bedroom. 

I felt like I was on auto-pilot. I was tired and my 
eyes were swollen and the air felt like it would crush me. 
I got out of my wet clothes and realized that putting on 
new clothes would do no good, because I was all wet 
too. So I went into the bathroom to take a shower. -

Going into the bathroom reminded me that the 
couch was still wet, too, I'm not sure why. I grabbed a 
towel From the rack and went to the living room and laid 
it out on the cushions. Then I went back to the bathroom 
and took that shower. 

Afterward, I felt a little better. I got into my paja-

111.1-; nd shoved my wet clothes under my bed. I got the 

11 iw ,1 from the couch and put it back on the rack. It was-
1111 v ry wet, I'm not sure it helped much, but the couch 
lllok "'d all right. ·1 got a box of cereal from the kitchen and 

""' into my room and waited. 
Dad wouldn't be home until after nine, so I had a 

w liil to wait. I didn't try to write, though, not that night. I 
.. ,1 th re, seven years old, in my Spiderman pajamas, eat-
11,: c real from the box, listening to the rain and thinking. 
I hin l ing that if! were Spiderman I could open the win-
, h 1w rnd swing away and not have to worry about Dad 
,111yrn re. 

But I wasn't Spiderman. I wasn't Spiderman and 
',prd •rman wasn't going to save me. Spidfrman wasn'( 
,:11111g to save me and neither was anyone else because 
Iii ', w s reality . .This was reality, not a cartoon, not a 
1 ,1111i book, not a game or a movie or ·a bad dream. I 
,,, Ilk I realized that for the first time while I was sitting 
ll1,•ri 1 lhat night, listening to the rain and waiting. 

The bike and the wrench and the chain were still 
,111hid , in the rain, getting wet. Dad would come home 
,111d h would see them and he would get mad. Really 
111,1<1. But it wasn't my fault. I had been telling myself that 
I, 11 y ' rs, that it wasn't my fault, but I knew it, I really 
I tll'W it for the first time at that moment. It wasn't my fault 
111 llw rain's fault or the rock's fault, either. It was. all Dad's 
l,11!11. That's all. His, and his alone. . . 

I thought about a lot of things that night. I thought 
,d 11 ,ut chool and my friends and my mom, who I've 
111•vt-r met. But m·ostly I thought about how nothing would 
•• ,., b the same again. Then I heard the car door slam. 
I .,d w s home. I stopped thinking. 

I got up and took a deep breath and wiped my 



eyes. I hadn't even realized I'd been crying again. That's 
usually when I would turn out the light and bury myself 
in my blankets, but not that time, not that night. I walked 
out of my room and stood in the doorway of the kitchen. 
Dad came inside holding the wrench. . 

I was right. He was mad. He saw me in the aoor
way and glared at me with that look he used to get, that 
look that said, "I'm mad. Really mad." He walked toward 
me and started talking. " Do you know what this is? Do 
you, you little pri ck? It's a wrench, my wrench. What the 
hell were you doing with my wrench?" 

I stared at him as he came toward me. I w as usual
ly scared by now, but not that night. I just stared at him, 
knowing it wasn't my fault. It was his fau,lt, not mine. He 
was wrong. Then he was right in front of me, just ~ few 
inches away, looking down on me like I was evil. I didn't 
look up at his face, I just stared at his chest. 

He was still talking, but I couldn't really under~ 
stand what he was saying. It was just sound, sound getting 
all jumbled up in my head. I could tell he was getting 
even madder, though, because I wasn't scared, I w asn't 
paying attention. He pushed me back, into the kitchen. I 
stumbled back like two or three steps. He came at me 
even while I was stumbling, and he swung at my head 
with the wrench. · . 

I ducked without even thinking. I ducked and stuck 
out my shoulder and barreled into his stomach. All the air 
burst out of his lungs, it made a sound like a car tire 
deflating really, really fast. And he was surprised, so he 
fell, I had tackled him. As soon as we landed, I climbed 
forward, off of him, and tried to get to the other side of 
the room. I didn't know where I was trying to go, I was 
just moving, moving without thinking, but it didn't matter 

,111yw y because he grabbed my leg. · 
I fe ll forward and he climbed on top of me. He _ 

w.i y lling and swearing a lot and calling me names, but 

I •,l tll w sn't paying attention. He hit me on the back. 
lwi< c, th ree times, four. He was hitting me hard, over and 
11w1, ,md normally I would be crying, but I wasn 't. I 
• 111tldr 't even hardly feel it, and it kind of scared me. 
ll1•l111c I knew it I was reaching forward and the wrench 

,,, , in my hand. I rolled over and raised the wrench up in 
• 11111h r h. It connected with his face and made a loud 

1 11011 h. He fell. 
I got up, stepped over him, raised the wrench. I 

111 1 111,:ht it down on his face as hard as I could. Then I did 
II o11:o1in . And again. And again and again and again, until 
111 • W.t'> ,1 II bloody and he stopped moving. I was crying 
11: tin , hul I was crying because I was free. Free of him, 
ltr ·1 • ,,r rn , _fre~ of worrying about doing everything right. I 

,,, lllt'.ilh rng rn gasps. I was liberated, and it was the 
I 11 • ,I lhil g I'd ever felt. 

I bl inked away the last of my tears and dropped 
I I 1, w11 •11 ·h. It clattered to the floor next to his head. I 
l,11:i:1 •1 cl into my bedroom in -sort of a daze. I pulled off 

111 l'•'l•'rl ,\ top and threw it into the corner. My · 
I' d1 •1111.1n d ys were over. In .that one night I had grown 

1 ,,u 111 II. I'm no longer a child, seven years old, eating 
1 , 11 ,d r, >rn ~he box. I've seen things and thought things 
111rl dc,np tl11ngs that no child can see or think or do. I · 
ti,, 'I 1p1 d onto my bed and closed my eyes. I slept. 

Daniel Fogg 



Searching for the Gold at the End of the 
Rainbow 

I thought these words 
that I ramble endlessly 
my saviors my escape 

they're only words 

maybe like a link 
clues showing the face 
of the hidden treasure 

they' re just letters pieced together 

A pot fi lied with the ·gold 
of men not worthy 
to have acquired their fortunes 

they're holding their own 

It's not who am I to judge 
but who am I not 
and is my judgment fair 

They don't hold the mystical secrets I hoped 
they held 

-Men who were man enough 
would've discarded my judgment 
stood up for themselves 
and proved worthy of their fortunes 

And the words, still just letters standing alone 

Thea Chiarenza 

I 11 •, 11 ,ng the Rain outside my window; I shutter to see 
1111 l1li11cl m n cry 

I 11 • w, ill mong us, weaving his quilt of insanity. 
I 11 · t•, ()l it there now, shoveling the rain with his feet. His 

I I I I It I•, '" (' 
I' 1w 11 II\ for direction. 
11, •, 1 11•.im it is cold, it is so cold. 
I 1111111 11<' urtains closer together. The blind man might 

1, 111,11 I .im 
\ l, 11111 wi lh bread crumbs on my face. 
111 •, 11111g th rain outside my window, I shutter to see that 

I 11 I 1l111 d m,rn is 
\1 1 

Jennifer Lemmey 
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M . Fix It 

He waved her into the dentist's office and said he'd 
I 11 • w,1iti ng for her across the street at the diner. That's the 

.iy it happened. Standing at the door he watched until 
11 .. w,1 lked in and made her way over to the receptionist's 

d, .. ,I he had always needed guidance _and a little extra 
1111 •, li in the right directjon. He worried too much. With 
1:• 11 ,d r son, though. 

he front door of the diner always -swelled up dur-
111: th ' heat of-summer and every year Sandra asked him 

11, •, h.1v it down just a bit. He guessed it was that time 
11:o1111 . moothing down his fuzzy hair under a work cap 
11111 hiking up his size 43 jeans, he side-stepped through 

11 ,, , •,w >II n door. 

"Hey, look who it is!" she said, throwing a hip into 
11,, , I ill h n door. Sandra work~d the diner every day but 
',11111 1.,y, nd she and her husband owned the place. 
I l1y.1, Mike, you on a half-day or somethin ?" 

Sh carries a menu, even though he won't use it, 
111d I1•.id him over to a booth in the middle of the diner. 

11, •, 11 I<', d, points to the one by the window and says it 
111ild b better for him today. She slaps his arm with the 

, I 1d '•P · i Is and lets him know tbat the restaurant has 
I 11 1•11 l1•fl pen for two night 'now and she needs help with 
1111 door .:iga in, and it's Friday afternoon, where's Danny? 

11 fixes on the dentist office across the street with 
1 11111 I . ind says Danny is .getting her teeth cleaned and it 

,11,ld h, his pleasure to help out with the door. Mike has 
I 1 , IwI1 h ndyman business outside of town that does 
, Iy wPII. The shop has a hand carved plaque that reads, 

11 I1ling You Need'. Danny made it for him last winter 
d111 IIg th big storm. Mike teaches her wood working and 



tells her she has the ability to fix anything as long as she 
has the patience. 

Sandra brings over a diet soda and an ashtray and 
says she made the beef stew last night so it would be 
nice and thick by now, would he like any? Absolutely, in 
fact, and what happened to the big Rubber Tree plant his ' 
wife brought in for that empty corner. 

She begins a long story about the Rubber Tree and 
trots to the kitchen yelling out to him. "I figured it was the 
smokers that finally got to it!" She goes on and Mike 
checks his watch for what seems to be every ten minutes 
but has only been three. He adjusts his cap again and 
picks a thick black hair from his mustache. 

A steaming bowl of the stew arrives and the story 
finishes that Lester, thinking the tree was dead and gone, 
picked it up with the trash just this morning. He nods with 
a deep nasal breath and she goes away to fill the salt 
shakers for the night girl. This was Sandra's 'dead time' 
she once told him. Between three and five o'clock; no 
one really ever came in. 

It's almost four in the afternoon and Danny's father, 
the pretend soldier boy with no honor, will be here to 
pick her up for a weekend with the other family. That 
damaged family. He really does pity the man's soul. He 
cringes. He fixes the stew with a little salt and checks his 
watch. Three twenty-eight. Still thirty-two minutes to call 
out the firing squad. He's madder than hell over the 
whole situation. 

I was there through the nightmares, he reminds 
himself. I was her Tooth Fairy and her Santa Clause. He 
was nothing. No kind of father, but still lucky enough for 
a second chance at another family. But the slimy crumb 
takes the girl, my daughter's new sister friend, and he 
turns her inside out with his filth. 

11 thinks about this and spits out a small p iece of 
11• 111• N w Danny is going for a visit because everything 

1 , ,I .,y. rhe dust has settled, from the dirt. Her mother 
1 , 111· n go. Her mother can rip out my eyes so I 

ti, ti I I It.iv to see it. She can rip out my heart so 1· don't 
I 1, 1 11, fc I it. She puts me here, in this diner, so I can let 
I 11 1 I',' 1 I h y took him out of jail and now I'm going in. 

11 11 r she comes!" Sandra is standing at the door 
" 11h ,1 aramel sundae. She is excited. Mike looks up 

111, I I• , 1 •Ii 'Ved to see his daughter with her hands open 
11 It,,, 1<•Jm. "Fi rst, let me see." Danny flashes Sandra a 

I 11 1 111111• ,ind is handed the sundae but only after making 
1 I tit 11111•,1• n t to tell mom. She begins to slurp it down 

1 I I 1111 II I, d i ng a seat because the excitement to ta I k about 
I I,, 1 •1 •I 1'11 I with her sister. 

M rl ' hands Danny the journal he talked to her 
ii" 1111 111 1 <; I nt all afternoon picking it out, hoping she 

111iltl Iii,, th shade of yellow. Praying she would write 
I , 11 ,ill of h r experiences at her father's. He mentioned 

rl11 1il, •o1 Ill S,mdra and she thought it was great: His wife 
11, 11111 • •,. 11n nd was glad he had thought of it. Danny 

ii 111 ii• 11 \ homework and says it's not really fair. Mike 
I 1111 11\ ,1 H nd-Aid for what he can't fix . . 

Jul,ie Wagner 



Guy J. Michaelson 

Paula 

Gnarl , gnarl away, 
as pa inful as l ife 

as wishing as love; 
as sweet as her look 

~unto me, 
I felt him instead 

of her, 
who is he? 

Foe or lover 
laid by me? 

W ith a wink! 
A dotted smile from lush lips 

whooooo ' 
slapped sweetness on me. 

Grew it on her 
backporch until 

Hey! You shouldn't 
be doing that! 

Anyway, 
I know what you wanted 

you wanted to fall 
in love, love, love 

I saw chemicals 
like cha.ins link 

around your brain. 
I recall 

how you reca lled 
the moment 

I took for granted-
I rea ll y would dance 

with you all night 
if I could. 

Joshua Tomaszewski 



Untitled 

He was a young man with black ha ir and soft eyes. 
He placed a brown, crinkly message in 
his dusty little bottle and tossed 
her into the blue mouth of time. 
To wash up many years late r on 
a distant shore 
A plea for he lp. 
A gasp for air. 

James Head 

m ll.1r Faces Holding Strange Eyes 

I , ,111 111g into the eyes of a stranger 
I 1l11111ghl I caught a glimpse of his humanity 

11111 luoking at the image 
, ,, tlw <1Utline portrayed 

J, 11 1111 ,king through the fog 
11 11 , 11v<'r the pedesta l they 've perched on 

11111 I, 11 ,king right through 
1, 1111: In., the hidden poster 

, , 1 I 11 •y w ho you thought, good or bad 
1111ld II he' a two-way mirror 

,11, 1 ,di, in this world 
I 1,, ,111 • y< u with out them 

1•,11• I.,k on age I've noticed a change 
111 1111 lu•,n l of a man, I wonder why 
, , I, • n < omparison I already knew 
It, I 1111ly ju l lea·rning 

,1, 111 ,. •,,,virtue I own 
, 11 111 p,11ic n e has escaped me 
, , 1 li,1•, tlw line he walked 
, 11 , Iltl 11, ,, the one I did 

11, , "" ,1 11d the age have taken hold 
I , II I"'' Pd m n breathes of spring flowers budding 

111 I, II 11 ,1ggr;1v tion, wondering 
, I , ,111 11 lnrgiv him for what's lost 

Thea Chiarenza 



Pillow Talk 

a stiffness in the lakeshore tonight 
and the unchecked pantomime of myopic crescents 
play out soundly. 

her- critical diction 
And what do you want me to be? 

a poet - there's too many as is 
all speaking nothing at each other 
and still nothing back to you 
but grasping at the idea 

Four step to the left and I'm yours 
a goodbye the other way 
So now tell me, where does the fickle moon urge you? 

I've decided to end it. 
you promised me proven failure 
and I found it the better option 

So I say again, where does your apathy urge you? 

Oh, I'm sorry. _I thought you said love. 

I 

Aaron R. · Seddon 



N.O. 

Rip my eyes out then 
place them before me 
if only to see what I've become 
it's escaped me 
for far too long 
but if you had these Eyes 
these dreams, these feelings 
you'd know how far I've come 
close your mouth and think 
rethink my Abilities a while 
trade eyes with me for the night 
our most powerful Hours 
breathe 'through my skin 
drift through my Mind 
I'd speak the words if I could 
I'd ask the right questions this time 
with no pretenses, and no Guises 
to deny now seems insane 
though I know you could 
Cover the same eyes you yourself opened 
never to remember the last 6 
or you 
my teacher, my father 
Master of my future 
still with me? 
have you lost the last Human limb 
this isn't about love, it's not about flattery 
I speak pure selfishness 
with traces of doubt clinging 
2 weeks of revelations, enlightenment 
do they feel right inside? 
or is the itching and Burning 
too much 
the relentless pursuit to read 
your mind 

* 

to know your Skills 
had enough? 
that chill will remain with me 
make the trade for the last time 
with what's left of me, I thank 

You 

Debra Earnshaw 



Untitled 

No Dot, Red spot 
weaning from Dr. Spock 
i want to; just like Fetus wants to, fly. 

How did lead gliders raise? 
Those rose to Flame 
propped up on loins of Shame. 

Mary, mother upon high weeps. 
Drip tears to extinguish the living flames 

in a burning Bush. 

Our first mother she still weeps 
'til wounds on breast would bleed 
Gasoline 

Sew up 
A soft olive mediterranean Bosom 
with surgical steel. 

Sew up the infectious unholy wound 
Pro-choice cut in Mary's breast. 

Beat faster! Pathump-a-thump. 
you too slow dull heart beat 
faster! 

i'm pro-life because i'm alive. 
Winds escaped 
a lung that never should have been. 

Call it a breeze 
to breathe 

is the gift wrapped in love paper. 

Not aborted! 
Unwanted Respiration 
made microscopic inspections 
incisions in crotches. 
Penetrations ... she wanted 
while a new life was started. 
Pro-life i'm alive. 

Two sweating bodies, 
Two heaving chests, 
Two burning groins, 

set two sticks on fire 
by rubbing them together. 

Two sticks burnt-out into 
One pile of ash. 
One zygote in · 
one inexperienced 16 year old broken stolen pride. 
one father of posterior's 
one of the boys with no responsibility 
One Dumbass Bastard. 

Muse over creation 
where two souls combine for an instant just to repel each 
other. 
Family Values never had a price. 

Think ... 
One soul inside another 
Their potbellied dependence was union. 
I'm prosecutor in Prodigal Son Skin. 
Him . 
The defendant was no union at all. 
Your Honor_( Object! 



-
Fire 

In that Chemical Reaction 
You're the waste. 

A bi-product of your own vile intentions 
and Drugs (the heavier the better). 

Toke up my childhood in your brain until it Sizzles & Pops. 

Go ahead and roll that joint 
with my non-existent 
High School Diploma. 

No Marriage, No Bells 
Ring their toast to 
Family value·s. 

She should've crushed your skull rather than 
polish your helmet. 
You may be gone now but Mother 
I still love you. 

A honeymoon suite, 
Drenched in Pinks and whites & 

Decked out with heart pil_lows and 2-seater marble Jac~zzis. 

A honeymoon suite clean as Sunday 
smelled of fresh cut roses 
yet the smell betrayed us. 
A honeymoon suite denied you. 

Cleanliness is now bathed in Rainbow oil. 
Gas torched 

4 alarm color in a prison of Pan's. 

Hatred ushers a honeymoon through a 
Brimstone causeway . 

with Hades inside. 

Mother Mary wears her son 's blood speckled 
Crown of thorns 
drips with communion wine. 

She's a martyr while 
Sadistic demons crawl up his ass. 

Father grew horns 
that weighed his soul down 
his horns are lead. 

Half of me is lead head but i'II still · 
do it right. 

Mary's purity 
Raised you higher 
where purity was pedestal's seeds. 

An Ivory Grecian Style column 
Grew up at your feet proclaiming your purity 
As purpose to rise 

up through the trees, 
skyscrapers, clouds, 
stars, black holes and galaxies. 

The weight of my soul drew you to me. 
Gravity is one object's 
Pull on another. 

Your heavenly body should, according to ·Newton, 
Fall into orbit 
around Planet Me. 



Motherhood your constellations the whole damned sky. 
Every night sweet satellite 
graced my sky and outshone the Stars. 

Pro-living the Angel came down ·to us and gave me a future 
Mother Calcutta's soul closed the would 
wielding Ezekiel's sutures. 

Wheel in the sky 
of Fortune was bankrupt 
until the stained rusty Jackpot gave jtself to your way. 

Family Values 
Fallen Angels 
twice bathed in cleanliness 
one with holiness 
Rise Halo 
A follow the wheel to the heavens . . 

I'll love you forever 
Martyr of Motherhood. 

Rise to heaven lover with no fears 
Here on Earth 
i'II be your Anchor. 

Christopher Latoski Trisha M ;:iy , 1t • 



Rolling 

Great quote of the day
"Another perfect day at MCC." 

Said while shutting ca r door parked in soccer field. 

I like the way everyone at MCC is in the same boat. I like 
the looks I see so similar to my own. I love to hear the 
sighing, see the rolling eyes, walk side by side with a man 
hardly out of his te.ens--tan, lanky, stuck out in over flow. 
parking, ducking the yellow cord together in a frustratio~ 
ballet. 

~veryone's voice sounds the same; I long for my best 
fri end who transferred away; to see his wildly jiggling leg
-how I miss him, and how funny I should think of this 
now. 

I love seeing everybody smoke here-- looking tired and 
guilty--a secret c lub I will never join . I love seeing a guy 
in a Dave Matthews Band shirt, with perfectly cut black 
hair, leaning up against the ugly, ugly brick wall , the sun 
a bar of beauty on his eyebrows, smoking. 

I love smiling at the nursing students, how they always sit 
together like crew members in a school play. "The 
Ocean." I love to see a woman's delicate ankle tanned 
and smooth jutting out of frayed jeans--her toe nai ls are 
tiny and candy app le red~-well groomed perfection. 

I love to see the groups of totally untouchab le faces, 
bristling with piercings--the jewelry seems to me stigmata
-for he lov'ed the world, the angry outcast face says 

11 11 1 I I i11g metal. I love the smoothness of dittos as 
,11 I 1.i 11cl ,d back and back, the automatic thank 

, I 11 ,v1· th sliding dental chairs in the lecture halls--
I tl11, 1 110 w tch Felicity and only a taste, expected 
I , 11, Ill' th t way. 

1111 • • lt 1111 ing beauties in my classes--thick lashes on 
, , , ,, 1 ii 111 • < h ks--tanned legs at a careless angle--

l 1. p,111!, ti I h t yanked down over curly, sandy hair 
111 . il1 11n~l f el the texture. I want to touch the faces 

ii, ,ti , tl 1<· ·rippled--! want to kiss every dark, amaz-
1 1 ,, , I ,, •11 I w nt to swim in the pond of conversation 

di 1111 111·opl who are everywhere. 

'", I , •1•.t ·y 



A Talk With Mr. Society 

Hey Iii kid, what do you want to be when you grow up? 
Come here, boy, I gots to sow what's in your head, 
I keep the window open, while you keep it shut, 
,I say left and you say might, I say maybe and you say 

right, 
I got the authority to know, hey now, I got the right to th 

show, -
YOU 
You can't be that. 

This is how it goes my friend, that)~ how it's said <;1nd 
done, · 

That's what I do here, that's my world for fun, 
But hey, man, it's cool, cool for me that is, 
How do you think I kept my evil empire for so long? 
_And when you get in that long line they'll volley in with 

a, 
CAN 
Can you do anything about this? 

Nope, that's what I'd say, and I already know the answe 
So you better get prepared, take only what ·you need, 
Cause I'm the farmer and you're the seed, I'm the flowe 

_and you're the weed, 
I'll take from the rich and give to the poor, then take it 

back again, 
I'm the doctor with the pills and the one. simple instruc

tion, 
SHOVE 
Shove it down your throat. 

11 ',, " sier that way, and it makes me happy to see, 
I 11, l's why I make the rules around here, did I say rull· i 
I 1111• nt norms, wait, did I say norms? I meant to say 

, ,11 1re the only one that feels the effect and I'm the oru • 
ti, II 11 ives it a cause, 

111! what would your answer to that_be my little guy1 

11.11 would be heard? 
11 

II 1 ,in never be said. 

Ben Zyler 



A desperate attempt 

I dream for end lessness 
a thought perhaps for the future 
I awaken to find my shoes still planted in the carpet 
sprouting worn rubber and olive drab stained at the heel 

It's you I look for solace in 
I pretend you a poem 
I read you twice, three times before I realize 
you' re not about Death 
but rather, Existence 
A simple difference that stabs me-
makes me sleep again like I did the first time I was born. 

Aaron R. Seddon 

Thomas Brodesser 



IT HAPPENS 

DAMMIT. 
NOW LOOK AT WHAT I HAVE DONE! 
COULD I HAVE BEEN THE ONLY ONE? 
YEP. 
THAT'S ME . . 
l'M THE GUY WITH poo ON HIS shoe. 

HEY. 
YOU KNOW THAT GUY WITH GUM IN HIS HAIR 
OR THE KID WHO GETS BEAT UP EVERYWHERE? 
YES. 
THAT'S ME. 
l'M THE GUY WITH poo ON HIS shoe. 

IT ALWAYS SEEMS, 
I MISS THE LAST RING ON THAT IMPORTANT CALL, 
OR HAVE MY FLY DOWN WHILE WALKING DOWN 

THE HALL 
OF COURSE. 
THAT'S ME. 
l'M THE GUY WITH poo ON HIS shoe. 

WHAT AM I TO DO? 
IT SEEMS I HAVE THIS CLOUD OVER MY HEAD FROM 

DUSK TO DAWN, 
AND l'M SICK OF PLAYING THIS GAME OF LIFE AS 

JUST A PAWN. 
AND IN THE END? 
THAT'S ME. 
l'M THE GUY WITH poo ON HIS shoe. 

OH WELL. 
THEY SAY LIFE IS ONE EXPERIENCE AFTER ANOTHER, 
BUT IF l'M IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD IT'S SMARTER 

TO TAKE COVER. 
YOU KNOW WHY? 
CAUSE THAT'S ME. 
l'M THE GUY WITH poo ON HIS shoe. 

Ben Zyler 



Knives 

Too busy drivin kniv 
to noti th l mil 
or driving mil s 
to noti th t knif 
stabbing in 
cutting d wn 
building up 
the wall 

brin it down 
your pr s n r fr h s 
a trail of fi ts, f r 
stone was s t 
around R d 
swelling 
racing 
wishing 
life without r urr tion 
what kept h r gu rd d 
you burn d th bridg you built 
my sweet 
she's stuck g in 
backed on the damned island 
S.O.S. 
you sunk this time 
but the next.. . 

Tara Autovino 

New Year's child 

Computer-aided baby 
she's a deliberate walker 
noticeably side-stepping landmines. 

A pretty mouth and brown my eyes
experimenting in a life of things left unsaid, 
while resting on the fashionable One. 

A girl who never sees three feet in front of her 
until she's three feet away. 

Ashamed at the way she carries on 
I close my eyes and call it a day. 

January 2nd 

Sometimes l 1m sure I could fly, 
if only you weren't holding me down. 

What's that supposed to mean? 

You're my gravity. 

Is that good? 

Depends. 

On what? 

Whether or not I long to float away. 

Well, do you? 

Depends. 

Oh, on what? 



Wh1 •ll11 •1 111 11111 1111 •11 • 1 1, tllllt•lhi11, I ll r o n the ground. 

J,11u1.1 r 11 ti 
( dt· It) .Ill 111111·q1111t ·d l1>Vt• .) 

JCJ nu.,ry I 'Uh 

h, lov1·1 11,1111 · l11111H· ... l11n l(1mp. 

Aaron R. Seddon 

Devotiou 

Except not ll(' Ill ,1 Ill 11 

no cooler thtrn I lirn, , , 11 I 

maj~rs--ta Id(' i>(J 111,111 11 111 
heavy black ri1111,11 •d I., , 
bumping p opl<· 1,111 
of the w ay, k, 011, •ii I 1. 111 

-asking to b pu ll t•d, 
talent running d(JW II 

their arms s11wll i11 )'. 
of rubber m 111 , 111, · 
inside of paint < tip •, 

Water seem · lo 1111 1 11 1·1 
them continuou ly, I 
cannot tou h 1l 1t •111 111 

make out th ir l<',111111 11 , 

only the lo k of< 1,11l1 •11q,1 
as they pas me• i11 ., 
swish 
of patchou Ii . 

I J. 11111 11 I I I f l\ 



Untitled 

Worth one-thousand 
quite possibly so and 
I know 
that smile burns 
with lies and 
you need not tel I 
about things you have 
seen 
I know 
I know 
in your blistering smile 
what you've done 
what you know 
I am there 
holding this 
with your 
two Ii ps afire and I. .. 
I am watching you burn. 

Tara Autovino 

Natalie M. Palermo 
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