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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." 

c;. ~ Lewis Carroll 
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Unrespectful Time 

I would like to catch you, but not with hands. 

But like a female eagle swooping down to provide for her young. 

Only to take you high and show you the lands. 

Then I will whisper with the wind a song that sings: 

Follow your heart child 
All the lands are before you 
And time pays no respect 
To the distance that is before you 
For breath is there to breathe 
And wings are there to fly 
And time pays no respect 
To the questions of the wise 

featherhead 



I am the crow 

I am the crow; I am the one who 
holds your soul, who buries your fears, 
cries your tears, feels your pain, 
walks your foot steps; I am the one who 
understands all the thoughts you think 
I am the one who helps you fell asleep 
I am in all your dreams at night. I am 
the one who comforts you when no 
one else will. I am there with you 
through all your troubles. I'm the 
one surrounds you, like the walls 
inside your head. I'm the one who 
senses fear like you'll never understand. 
I realize the things you don't want 
people to know. I know all you're 
dark secrets. I am your soul, your 
mind, your tears, your fears, your ~, 
thoughts, your footsteps, your 
comforting source, and all the things 
that make you fear yourself, 
the world around you and those that 
live within it. I AM THE CROW 

Nikki Johnson 



Youthful 

The cemetery is so overgrown. My very good friend Pearl died 
quite a few years back. She was seventy-eight and had stayed in town 
at the old folk's home since she didn't have any family left. After 
school I would visit with her. We would talk about our families. It was 
strange how she wanted hers back so badly and I couldn't wait to get 
away from mine. 

Anyway, I still visit with her but can only get out to the country a 
couple of times a year. I'm pretty sure she understands because its as 
though a day had never passed. We have great conversation. Tulips 
were always her favorite so I bring them with me, but this time I 
brought bulbs. They are supposed to come up every year and should 
be a pale orange. I start to dig. 

"Mom went crazy this summer. The doctors say she'll probably 
never be the same again. Sometimes I think it would be nice to be 
crazy, you know? No one wants anything from you then. They think 
you can't handle it so they never bother to ask." The ground is so 
rocky here and I wonder if the bulbs will be able to grow. A chilly 
breeze sweeps through smelling like cows c1:,nd wild -Aowers. 

"I got a call from Faye about two weeks ago. She says she can't be 
a mother, work a full time job and take care of mom. Apparently mom 
gets into more mischief than little Carey does. I guess Faye had made 
a dozen loaves of bread for the autumn festival. You know, the one 
that goes from the park all the way down South Main Street. Well, 
mom ripped apart every loaf of bread and fed the ducks out behind 
the house." 

Mr. Jacobs pulls into the cemetery with his old rust bucket truck. 
His wife died almost five years ago. She used to jar honey and sell it to 
the grocery stores around the area. Until that terrible afternoon, she 
had been quite a bee charmer. 

"So I went ahead and got some last minute business taken care of 
and moved myself back home to help Faye. You can bet I'll be looking 
for a place of my own, though. It really would have been nice if 
everything didn't get so messed up with your old house. That would 
have been a dream come true. That's what we get, though, for sitting 
around bad-mouthing about everyone." I make myself laugh. 

Pearl had this really great house out on Pre-Emption Road. It was 
dying for some new paint but had the biggest and best Willow tree I 



had ever seen in my whole life. After Pearl died, they condemned the 
house and leveled it. Well, her pathetic, drunk lawyer, and cheap I 
might add, shows up two days later with Pearl's will in hand. 

She had left her property to me. Apparently she had written the 
will almost ten years ago just after I moved away. She must have 
known she was sick then, but never told me. The town reimbursed me 
for the house and wrote up a deed, in my name, for the land. Pearl 
always had a great sense of humor but I could never find it in me to 
tell her how much that house was really worth. She might not find it 
very funny. 

"Since I have a Willow tree and some land, I thought I might build 
myself a house. Well, you know I couldn't build it. If my brother would 
stay off the booze for any amount of time, I could pay him something 
to help out. The last book I wrote did really great on the market. I'm 
thinking about making them into a series. Don't you think that would 
be a successfu I idea?" 

Being so busy in the city, I rarely came out to visit and I've always 
felt guilty about it. When Carey was born, though, I came to visit. 
Faye almost died that day. Mom wasn't helpful and the men were out 
fishing for dinner. Even Faye's husband went. She thanked me over 
and over for coming to be with her. I stayed the weekend and kept 
mom away most of the time by making it sound as if she rea lly ·needed 
a break from the hard work. 

"Now that mom has gone crazy, I was sort of thinking things 
might be a little easier; for me anyway. That's not a nice thing to say 
but I'm sure you remember her all too well. We all thought she was 
crazy back then even. What about that time you broke your ankle out 
by the well? And mom sent that dirty old man by the house to check 
up on you. I never saw you so relieved when I showed up for our 
afternoon visit. You couldn't have sent him out faster if you kicked 
him out the door." 

It took a long time for Pearl to recover from her broken ankle. So 
long, in fact, that people thought she should go on to the old folk's 
home where she could be looked after full time. My mother was one of 
those people. I didn't think it was any of her business so I told her 
how I felt and started a fight that lasted a few years. Pearl should 
have stayed in that old house of hers and I should have taken care of 
her. 

"Every day I see myself turning into my mother. I see my brother 
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turning into our father. But Faye, she's just there; with a heart so big 
it must fill up her whole body. Maybe I can learn some things from 
little Carey. She's not yet been jaded by life. " I spend a few minutes 
picking soil from under my nails and show the sky a big smile. 

"Okay Pearl, lets see if these beauties can grow." 

Julie Wagner 
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Tuesday (cry heaven) 

In a fight of despair I shouted towards God 
please oh please lord help me 
and this time he responded! 
What is it whadda ya want? 
I need your help-
want to make something of my life 
Yeah well whadda ya wanna do? 
I think I want to be a writer 
Well write about what you know then 
But lord 1 don't know anything 
Well then you can't be a writer 
But lord I need something
something to believe in 
something please 
Well if you must 
believe in the devil then 
he loves you more than me anyways 

Aaron R. Seddon 



Confessions 

A striking presence 
Hands, feet, hair, nose. 
Feelings of culture, 
bare who you are. 
You light a cigarette, 
defenseless in the dry gray fog. 
I embrace a cause, 
but don't hug a soul. 
Voices hum with memory, 
before the vanished emptiness. 
I cry as if the truth, 
changes when damp. 
The things that give, 
a woman substance. 
Abandoned in the rain, 
a sublime glimpse of renewal. 
Forgive me for this public confession. 

Trisha Mayne 
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Forgetting 'I love you' 

Railing and my fish-hooked heart 
raving lonely mad down at the river bed
picking fibers of you from my shirtsleeves; 
all the while talking down my virginity in the 

washing of the water. 

I drank to forget you 
But it's always sunlight that ushers remembrance. 

Maybe I should drink the sun (?) 
[if only I could drink the sun!] 

INT. DIMLY LIT ROOM. LATE NIGHT. 

CUT TO: 

Thinking of you, I looked down and blood dribbled from 
my nose into my fresh glass of Cola. 

Should I drink that too? 

[I did, and went to bed with a smile in my eyes.] 

Aaron Seddon 



Melting Into You 

Oh but to seek You with life itself 
to never hunger again C 
Freely abandon useless dreams 
melting into You If=: 
Mouth waters 
Sou I rises II:: 
at Your every thought 
I gorge myself C 
on loving You 
Till I am filled 11:: 
Complete, anew 
The greenest of meadows C 
The bluest sky 
The briefest look II:: 
In Your eye 
Precious gems in you I find .~ 
You own my body, soul, spirit 
and mind. 

Miriam Rode 



Benjamin Incardona 



Enchanted 

A small ring of Ice 

Hung from tree branches 

Icicles formed a delicate 

Wind-chime 

Shattered by the breezes of disillusioned souls who were 

Wandering in my 

Backyard 

Karen Stuart-Lazarus 
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aNOthER 6 Months AT Sea. 

DistanT RAIN 5 Miles far, 
drenCHes my Clothes from 
TOP to SOCK 
A shiPYaRd Ahead where 
anGRy sAilors buzz 
witH flAiling, PurPle vEINs 
that HYDrolically pumP 
Powerful arms 
and cARrY dismal 
suppliES rationed 
weeks aGo 
for a sail 
toMoRRow. 
One YOUth with PimpLES 
and a ParakeEt 
whistles his lAdy's FAVorite 
aND doesn't seem to notice 
his straining or SwEat. The 
soon to be topplED sun, 
fades in and OUT as if 
someone is mOVing 
an aNteNNa; trying to find 
A sigNal. 
I collapse on mY 
sea bag, heavy with nonSENSE, 
under the hotdog 
CaRt's CanOPY 
and ticKLe the briSTles 
under chin unshavEN 
brEAthing like the wind 
was knOCKed Out of me 
and frowning 
because it's my natural 
fACial arrangeMENT. 
The smells arE Sick, rOTTen 
fiSH, sTAle sea 
water, the chEaply scented aura 



of sobbing woMen, 
this pitiful 
grEAse pIT and winterGReen chew 
SPit 4- feet from my feet. 
I complain a bit. 
not loud enough for anyone to hear 
but loud enough that it's sAid 

Joshua Tomaszewski 
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Untitled 

Oh, Ha Ha Ha! 
You've gotta hear this crazy funny! 

It's about a strange land where people 
use little pieces of paper for trading and bargaining. 
This paper is as green as grass and 
grass is of course a plant, 
but the people of this land, somehow 
consider themselves at war with plants. 
They fight, (Wait, there's more!) 
the plants 
in a battle of fire and wit 
all the while using the green paper 
to support the war 
the culmination of it! 
(Wait it gets better!) 
The green papers 
are created from plants but 
this is accepted by the people 
at war with the plants!? 
(Oh ... the plants fight back 
with all their might-
burning themselves by bonfires 
in pipes 
and flames rage on both 
day and night.) 
Alas, 
the silly people are not able 
to kill off the plants 
instead they begin to kill themselves, 
because the paper seems to be more important 
when there is a war against plants. 

Anonymous 



Untold 

Like time spitting 

chubby purple 

cheeks blow, 

and the rider 

riding 

sits on waves, 

with dangling purpose. 

His breath, His soul, 

canned and forced 

into warped 

meta I, corked 

with pads and poked 

with fat fingers 

stacking notes that 

reek of city life and 

busy streets haunted 

by living ghosts 

and the self-imposed walls 

of the less inclined. 

A message 

rises, casting shadow 

over chaotic, sleeping 

minds to rest 

imagined and sold 

in pieces to 

needy men. 

Michael A. Luster 





Exploratory 

Global studies; boring! So I thought, until one day I began to 
search the world scene electronically via the 17-inch monitor in my 
attic bedroom. Sure, I thought, I'll join the craze. "What's this here?" 

TOUCH ME! across the screen tantalized me with a three 
dimensional twist in bright blues and greens. So I did. Never had I 
been so ill prepared and with no lame excuse to help me out. 
DESTINATION: Mediterranean Sea; quite a ways from land. Panic 
stricken to say the least, I grabbed hold of a friendly fin and floated 
my way onto the shores of Malaga, Spain. With a thousand pounds of 
dead water weight, I limped my way through the sand like a fat 
walrus. I received many bright smiles and felt as though everyone on 
the street had been expecting me. Some lovely girls gave me big 
orange flowers and told me to go shopping. So I did. 

I traded a couple of my flowers for a sombrero, some dry clothes 
and a tall glass of guava juice. Patrons invited me to chat with them 
about my travels. I was grateful for their hospitality as well as my 
extra credit class in conversational Spanish. They gave me a small 
guitar and directions to the candy-coated tree. I thanked them and 
headed out strumming a few chords. 

The last of my orange flowers was spent on a satchel of seeds. 
When I arrived at the candy-coated tree, I planted the seeds. The tree 
began to wiggle and shake until I had enough brightly wrapped candy 
pieces to support the whole country on Halloween. So I ate them. And 
I was home. And I was covered in candy wrappers. 

The wrappers had writing in them. I spent more than an hour 
shuffling them around until I understood the stipulations of travel. I 
could not have another journey unless I brought friends with me and 
I had to wear the exact same clothes that I wore during the previous 
journey. Luckily, I came home the same way I had left. I would feel a 
little silly roaming around the Swiss Alps in a sombrero. 

Switzerland was the next place I went! I called two of my friends 
and on a count of three we all touched down onto the revolving world 
map of blues and greens. Learning from my previous oceanic 
experience, I suggested we stay quite a ways from the water. So opting 
for the inland, we spent the day climbing rocks and eating chocolate. 
With aching feet and sunburned faces, my friends decided they'd had 
enough of Switzerland and would like to go back home. 

t:: 

r= 
C: 

I:: 

t= 
t= 
t=: 

r:: 
C 



I hadn't thought about the return! We were all tired and my 
friends became angry after some miles of walking and began wishing 
they had allowed their hands to slip from the three dimensional 
Switzerland so that I would have been lost in the world forever since 
that had been another stipulation of travel. I did not find their antics 
amusing! 

The wind began to whip and rustle. We looked out to see shiny 
candy wrappers shimmering in the sunset. I started to holler and run 
toward them at top speed. Believing in one last resort, my pals 
followed me. We all reached the tree and I explained to them how the 
whole thing worked from here on out. I told them all about the 
orange -Aowers and the seeds. 

I received glares of hatred from my friends when I came to the 
realization that we had no satchel of seeds and nowhere to get them. 
Like I said, I hadn't thought about this return. 

With nothing to offer this world, we all slunk to the ground with 
desperate thoughts of never seeing home again. We sorted through 
the empty wrappers looking for clues. Stuffing my mouth full of the 
shiny gifts, I begged and pleaded with the candy-coated tree. Nothing 
changed the fact that I had nothing to give in return. 

Michael J. Caito 
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Gallery 

Cathedral ceilings 
Sparse decor 
The focused eye 
Over narrow floor 

Viewed in awe 
Perched in pair 
The hanging visions 
Of an artists' lair 

Spinning myth 
Focused light 
The shaded purpose 
A destined sight 

Trapping thought 
The soufs' plight 
Creativity spent 
A heart takes flight 

Michael A Luster 



Essence of Desire 

Take my dreams, 
make it real 
Kiss my lips 
Show me how you feel 
Follow my thoughts, 
See through the light 
Feel my feelings, 
make it alright. 
Hear my heartbeat, 
love me tender 
Taste my skin, 
I will surrender. 
Touch my hands, 
hold it tight 
come closer 
I won't bite. 
Kiss me hard, 
light my fire, 
Whisper softly, 
tell me your desire. 

Alx A. Chittakone 



Dusk 

Sweet saltiness whips through the trees 
Causing grainy earth to upturn. 
Walking down the beaten path, 
Objects in the sky cut intricate, deliberate 
Patterns. 

Brown spider weaving its web 
Interrupted by swirling winds. 
Leaving behind its masterpiece, 
To take shelter in the gray steel. 

Drowning rocks cry for help 
Merciless liquid enveloping. 
Watery solution flowing over the edge 
Spitting wrath. 

Keri Patoski 



Heaven 

The best thing for being sad is to learn something, 
Passion and controversy opens a window on life. 

Man is the measure of all things ... 
Oh vanity of vanities, yet no more vain than insane. 

Nothing can we call our own but death? 
Your soul gone inexplicably to God. Amen. 

Sob stuff, hysterics, sex, and some zippy comedy. 
And in our world a heart of darkness. 

But the land over which I now roam. 
Go there to the beautiful trail above. 

Trisha Mayne 
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Blue Skies and Chimney Smoke 
(The View Out My Window) 

Blue skies and chimney smoke 
greet my bleary awakening eyes 

looking out past the house plants 
and window frost. 

Looking out. 

The world from my window 
is a mix of new and old. 

Castle, gazebo, house of Buffalo Bill; 
hotel. office tower 

microwave antennas and satellite dishes, 
blue skies and chimney smoke. 

Just the most obstinate leaves remain, 
their stubbornness a brown cloak, 

melancholy reminders of summer's green glory. 
The grass is sti 11 green, 

But not just yet. 

just a dusting of god's dandruff 
as an appetizer for winter's white hunger 

that gobbles up color and warmth. 
Delightful in December; 

miserable in March. 

The sun is shining this morning, 
the blue sky both the newest and the oldest. 

New - born again after a week of gray, 
new each promising dawn. 

Old - since the world was formed 
and sheathed itself with a moist 

misty atmosphere. 
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From in here, 
out there seems tranquil 

and it is helping me bring that serenity inside. 
Out past the plants and the frost 

this is a peaceful part of the wide world 
on this bright, quiet morning 

of blue skies and chimney smoke. 

David Mongeau 



Untitled 

Sadie could feel another blister growing on the heel of her left 
foot. She manages to trot herself up one more -Aight of stairs. As she 
barely makes it through the door, she plops herself in the nearest 
chair. She lights another cigarette, inhales it as deep as she can and 
lets out a sigh of relief. She counts her money and is pleased with her 
earnings for the evening. Another twelve hour shift at Frankie's has 
just paid off. She can once again pay the rent to live in the fine 
establishment that she occupies over her glamorous workplace. Sadie 
manages to get up from the chair and pours herself a gin and tonic. 
She sets her drink down on the counter, unties her pink apron strings, 
and slides out of her stale uniform. Her ponytail holder comes off 
with her clothes and releases her long saffron blonde hair. She -Aicks 
on the bathroom light, opens the cabinet door, and unscrews the lid 
off of her cold cream. After five minutes of scrubbing her face, her 
excessive black eyeliner and mascara finally come off. Her blue-green 
eyes can now be seen. Sadie slips her -Aawless five feet eight inch 
figure into drawstring pajama pants and fitted gray tank top. 

Without three minutes gone by from her last smoke, she lights 
another Marlboro red, sips her gin, and kneels on the -Aoor in front of 
a fresh canvas. It's 3:28 a.m., a time that most people are asleep, but 
for Sadie this is her time to unwind. She saturates the brush in color 
and paints relentlessly, she has no fear in her art. Two hours go by 
and she once again has created a masterpiece. Her wrist is tired. She 
looks at her work of art, unsatisfied with it as she always is, smears 
black paint over it and throws the canvas to the -Aoor. Sadie lights her 
last cigarette in the pack, adds a little more gin to her tonic, and sits 
in bed wiping the sweat off her brow from her intense paint session. 
At almost 6:00 in the morning she continues to smoke and drink, 
using each breath in between to hum out lyrics to The Carpenter's 
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song "Close To You." Sadie sets down her drink, puts out the dying 
filter of her cigarette, and turns out the light. A tear runs down her 
face as images of her mother rocking her singing the very same song 
she was humming -Aow through her mind. She prays that her mother 
is in God's good hands, and that she has beautiful wings. At 6:4-5 a.m. 
Sadie finally falls asleep. But that's okay, because her shift won't start 
t ill 4-:00 p.m .. 

Michele Scarpetta 



C Minus 
~ 

~ 
I received a rejection note 

~ from an editor 
who decided to hack ~ 
and write all over 
my submission ~ 
with pencil 

~ 
slash and bum 
did each stroke 0 
through my words. 

A The most indignant 
part of all ~ 
was the grade 
that marked the 
note 
at the bottom of my poem 
C minus 
it did appear. 

C I screamed and yelled 
who are you to grade 0 
art and form, 
my style, my words C 
there is no right or wrong C 
in self expression 
from the poet's soul C 
to the paper. 
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I sat and stewed 
over the note, 
until the next day, 
I thought, 
a "c" followed by a slash, 
my first name 
abbreviated 
not a grade at all. 

Charles P. Palmatier 



I !Ille \11 l1111 t 

'-; 11 n11 lw1 11tfl l 

f 1111L• Ii r 11,d.., .i 1d J,n .... 

Deanna L. Farrell 

t: 

C 

C 

C 

C 

C 

C 

C 

&Z 

a: 
a: 
E 

a: 
IC 

IC 

IC 

a: 
IC 



Untitled 

SOmEtiMes, 
YOU cAn Look 

baCK 
aT tHe pATh's 

TwlsTeD, KiNKed 
arM aND 

fRom a cERtain distAnCE 
notICE It eXTends to 
paTTern 

SOmEthiNg mUch mORE 
straight. 

Joshua Tomaszewski 



My Father's Son 

Ami to be 
like the toil and triumph and waste, 
for a moment -Aeeting 
of a match too 
bold, facing too 
much wind, with 
too little stick to offer 
the blazing loud crackle 
and so making ash, 
falling wasted 
and landing finely 
tossed with dust? 
Or do YOU think 
i could make a half-assed job of it? 
Tell me honestly, with a lie-
so it sounds nice.-
like water poured deliberately 
over a lit match. 

Michael A Luster 
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David Mongeau 



My Shadow 

I can feel him near 
I don't know the exact moment he appeared, but he is definitely near. 
I can feel his presence 
I can feel his bony hands on either side of my shoulders 
He has visited me many times before 
Yet I've never seen his face 
when he is near I sense darkness, so I know he dons a black hooded cape 
he follows me everywhere 
I feel him looking over my shoulder inAuencing everything I do, 
I turn but no one is there 
I ask what he wants 
I get no response 
I try to run but I can't shake him 
I try to fight, but how can I fight someone I cannot see 
I admit defeat 
I lay down 
I can feel his hands on my shoulders again but this time he is holding me down 
I can feel the pleasure of all his weight on top of me 
It's useless, I will never be free 
For he is not Death himself, but a distant cousin 
he does not take his victims but prolongs their suffering 

Melanie Cowley 
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This Me 

Struggling 
trying hard to overcome 
what I was so intently created to be. 
Life and the complicated card I was dealt, 
living each day and wanting so much more. 
The rain is cold and it drags me down, 
but soothes me when I sleep. 
I want to be caught in a storm, 
I ache for thunder, but fear the lightening. 
Burning and wasting, 
what was I supposed to be? 
I've forgotten. 
Everyone knows the color of my hair, 
cannot hide the truth. 
I've been living a lie. 
A rumor that was spread, 
that I never knew or could understand, 
but passed on to keep the me alive inside. 

Michele Scarpetta 
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Raping Me of My Dignity 

If you're lucky I'll let you in, 
in my room 
but don't touch anything 
unless you have my consent 
If you're lucky, I'll let you see, 
see a pa rt of me, 
But don't ask any questions 
unless they don't get personal 
If you're lucky, I'll let you read, 
read my poetry, 
but don't ask to read them, 
unless I say you can first 
If you're lucky, I'll let you touch, 
touch my soul with words of wisdom, 
but don't speak first, 
unless I ask of your advice 
You see, when you touch my things, 
ask personal questions, 
ask to read my poetry, Er speak first 
you are raping me of my pride, 
Er privacy, raping me of me, 
I'm private Er secluded Er a lone 
Er I like it that way 
So take my advice, 
don't touch, read, ask or speak 
to me without my consent, PLEASE 

Nikki Johnson 



The Pink Eraser 

The Pink Eraser 
fights Homophobia! 
was scrawled, 
written 
on the Men's room 
bathroom wall. 

Was this some sort 
of queer joke? 
How do we even know 
that the eraser is pink, 
they do come 
in many colors. 

And why fight 
only Homophobia, 
shouldn't he also 
Fight racism, sexism 
of any kind, 
besides r.eople 
shouldn t be 
writing on 
the bathroom walls 
anyway, 
even for a good cause. 

Charles P. Palmatier 
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In a hallway of my mind 

Inside where there are rooms locked and doors 
Busted in I find a blue hall 
To wander through. 
No pictures, just nails 
That have been hammered. 
Sitting like a Buddhist prince 
I play with my fingers until my toes 
Get jealous, A 
String on the purple carpet 
Pulls himself free. 
A string all alone unhinged 
From his brothers. 
I pull him loose 
To comfort 
Me. 
Laughing out loud I break a door 
Free. 

Jennifer Lemmey 



Tough Root 
t: 
t: 

I admire you, Bitch 
t: if I were you 

I would say t 
that, I am 

what you want to be t: 
like; love, hate, C 

dismiss you 
fell I:: 

on your face. 
C Had to be your way 

of knowing how C 
it is, to be 

me- I see you 
get strong, look a head 

not down on what 
you once thought of 

as so low a place 
IC to be like you 

like me. It: 
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Hell 

I want you, you alone 
Hold me, touch me, and taste me 

Wrap your arms around me 
Kiss me, tease me, teach me 

You know so much more than 1 

In my sleep 1 grasp you, hold you 
Taste you, lick you, bite you 

You bleed my life away 
I bleed yours 

You own my heart and soul 
1 am yours 

1 answer you your every whim. 
Hold me close and hold me tight 
Hold me silent through the night 

Can't you love me 
Desperate me 

I'll stay by you at your side 
1 am what you want, you need 

I can't win you 
So stand back 

And watch me bleed 
Oh my blood is red 
It matches yours 

I guess you didn't know that before 

We are alike why can't you see 
The two of us can't win this way 

Torn apart and thrown away. 
Think of the chance you never gave 

You can't love me 
You won't try 
I can't leave 

My wings won't -Ay 



Why can't I have you I need you 
My heart has fallen hard for you 

I want you, need you, feel you, crave you 
I am addicted to you 

I eat you, drink you, breathe you, 
Yet you won't come to me with me. 

You stabbed me with a silvery knife 
I am drenched in my own tears 

But my love for you stays strong though my blood runs on the 
ground 

Can't you hear my cries at night 
And feel my sweat-drenched hair 

As I dream of kissing you 
But in your eyes do I exist 
Do your eyes see my pain 

Or the act I play 
I guess your blind you just don't see 

Or maybe you'd be kissing me 

If our hair were mixed together we could not tell it apart 
If our legs entrapped each other 

Us two would never part 
If you wrapped your arms around me 

Home I'd call it there 
But there is where I'll never be and empty will your arms remain 

Because she is just air 

Night after night 
The nightmare returns 

And nothing seems right 
You don't give a shit 
To you I am the devil 

Living in my man-made hell 
Then night after night 

I fly to you on borrowed wings 
Yet you won't see me as I am 

An angel sent to you 

Kristen Harris 
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Jon Stata 



When Will the New Dreams Come? 

The night is city bright 
out the window 

my thoughts fly 
but have nowhere to go. 

Where do new dreams come from 
when the old ones 

lie in the dust? 
Hope denied 

threatens to overwhelm 
this newly built life, 

Inside, 
or promise of a life. 

where the hope had been 
there's just the ache 

of could-have-beens 
and wasted chances. 

Her dreams died slowly 
with every deception 

and broken promise. 
Mine were drunken delusions 

until God drew the line 
and said, 

"THAT 
will be 

the end 
of THAT!!" 

I dragged 
the corpse of my dreams 

around with me 
for a while 

and I couldn't let them go 
Until she buried them. 

They belong buried. 
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When will the new dreams come? 
The night is upon me 

and screams 
for dreams. 

David Mongeau 



NETTI 

Planting a garden with a dead flower 
That's my Netti 
Trying to fill her world with colors 
for a pat on the head 

Who would love such a repulsive man? 
Netti can 
She digs deep under the skin 
She has yet to find the beauty 

Why does she try so many times? 
Netti? 
What do you see in the horse-faced man? 
Are you a victim by choice? 

When you wake in the garden of Oz, 
Will you see, Netti? 
The colors that surround you 
are no truer than a dream 

When everything is gone 
Netti 
The flowers, the rainbow, the sun 
Will you still hold that dead flower? 

Patty Laine 

I:: 

IC 

IC 

~ 

C 

IC 

C 

C 

C 

It: 

IC 

E: 

IC 

IC 

IC 

IC 

-= 
IIC 



Jon Stata 



,. 

C: 

C: 

C 

C 

C 

C 

IC 

IE: 

E: 

ilC 

IE 

a:J 



Staff & Contributors 

Co-Editors: Trisha Mayne Et Julie Wagner 

Faculty Advisor: 
Doug Brooks 

Media Advisor: 
Linda Gebhardt 

Staff: 
Tara Autovino 

Andy Coats 
Cristine Hogle 

Charles P. Palmetier 

Contributors: 

Michael J. Caito 
Alx A. Chittakone 

Melanie Cowley 
Julie Elardo 

Deanna L. Farrell 
Featherhead 

Kristin Harris 
Benjamin Incardona 

Nikki Johnson 
Patty Laine 

Karen Stewart-Lazarus 
Jennifer Lemmey 

Michael A. Luster 
Trisha Mayne 

David Mangeau 
Nata lie Palermo 

Charles P. Palmetier 
Miriam Rode 

Michele Scarpetta 
Aaron R. Seddon 

Jon Stata 
Joshua Tomaszewski 

Julie Wagner 



~"~~ft"""" 
" " n n n n n n n 



=
~ 

:ll 

::II 

::II To those who freely shared ... 

==a Thank You ... and to those who offered imbalance, 

:JI we have come to know 

:31 perseverance. 

::JI 



;c 



I ' 

' I 
I 

,. , I 

I . 11 

I I I I i I ' ~ I • I 

' .. 1:'1•1! !,l 1',, :1,,ii 
I' Iii ,,1· 'I 

I I ,, 11· 

,., 
I I 

I ' ' I 
, I ' 

I II 

Ill I I• i 

' I •1': I . ' , 
'I , , 
1 i ) '1 I 

11::' 11111: , . I' ii 111Hl
1 

' '1:•.l,hl 1 1:l:1 
'I,, 11 •llli,,!1( IJi11 
I !I 111 ! '.11;1 i'IJ 

11, ' ' 
11·, 
ll · 

1,.:,11,1 

11 
, I 

,. ! 

I:,: 
ij: 
I 
\ 
I 

I ,i, 
1~ I I 11 I 




	C&K 2000 Spr r.pdf
	C&K 2000 Spr r.pdf


