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Stream of the (Unconscious

[ motions

flow...

un~

(onscious-

ly

bccoming words
uttered ...

onthe breeze
of
exhaled breath

-Chenl A.
brccsc - Worlcman

Taking a break bq James (/llmcr

A \ﬁolcnt Tonguc

_n'ioué\ violence may have the loudest voice,

Jt spcaks a |an5uagc that is neither comprchcndcd nor condoned.
Jt can not claim the power and respect it tries to demand,

But only demonstrate ignorance

And affords little more than the backlash of it’s own tongue.

- Rachel J. Bain



who clse can l Plag my music for?
who else can ] hold like | held you?
who else will conb’nua”y be my Ecart?
who else will alwags have a space there ?
who else can make me want no one else ?
who else can make me feel so comfortable 7
who else can undcrstand, “awfu"ﬂ bubblﬂ” ?
who else can ] stay up late on the Phonc with 7
who else can | watch cartoons with late at night?

who else left a stain ocham on my hcar‘t] can’t dcny ?
when our eyes catch aze, who else makes my face g,low 2
ij %cc] when I’m noteven around her 7
who else can be considered a Prccious_jcwc] from the Crcator?
who else’s sweet caress can cause my true Fcclings to exude 7

who else’s love can l

who was the Firstgirl to 9 me before ] knew I wanted to be Ped?
who else made me think of more then myscw, and more of herand us?
who else, at first rising in the moming, is still a Picturcsquc of beauteous?
who else inspircs my heart
and gives me emotions | can barciy putto words 7

who else’s body lanéuagc can | read with one 5{ancc s
who else’s worth is far above any cartl'wy Posscssion ?
who else can I stare at for hours and notgct bored 7

who else will always have a Piccc of me with them 7
who else could | love with an indescribable love 7
who else showed me the traits of a true woman 7
who clse was always in my head like you were ?

who else can make me lauglw by bcingso si"y i
who else can | openup to with no reservation 7
who clse was the Firstgirl l never cheated on 7
who else’s love induced me to write sonnets ?

Who E_lsc?
- A/cxandcr Rosc

who else can make my fantasies come true 7
who else looks cute in cvcryd-u'ng she wears?
who else can fascinate me the way you do?

who else could be the higHight of my dag ?

who else can | serenade with my voice ?
who else made me come out ofymyscw?
who else wasm bcstgirl friend ever?
who else could never get cnougl-v of?
who else can saﬁsf:y my every desire 7

who else left me with great memories ?
who else is more than | can ask for?
who else knows so much aboutme?
who else can | love like | love you?
who clse did | let that close to me ?

who else has the kcgs to my heart 7

who else’s face is a artist’s dream ?

who else could never lose my cye ?
who else will alwags be afriend 7

who else did ] fall for so dccP|5 ?
who clse was so undcrstanding?

who else did | regret lctting go?
who else did | shed a tear for?

who elselet me do it myway?
who else did | gvem allto?
who else has so much drive ?

who else knows my secrets ?
who elsc is my bella nifia?
who else could be so real 7
who else can l call BOOP ?

nobody but you.
T hank you for |oving me.



Thc Shccp Co”cctor

K aren Roveson straig,htcncd her b09’5 tie and whispered,"Do your best and 'l handle the rest.” before sending
him out on stagc.Shc sippcd ncrvously from an extra lirgc coffee mug with tiny shccP Printcd on it. Karen collected
shee P.Shc consumed vats of coffee whenever she had to deal with one of these Town Ha“ mcctings, thcy were
always the worst. [ ver confident though, (some would sa cockg) thcscjittcrs were only an inconvenience, since she
knew she could alwags handle it. Handﬁng was what she did best.

He was able to make it tl‘:rough the scriptcd part mostlg intact, though he did at one point promise "ciignicity 3
instead of dignit i ﬂis was a barc|3 noticeable bliP for Karcn, who once hadto cxPlain why Ecr candidate had Plcdgcd
to"] ead oPtimaiijstica"g into a prosperitous future’. Some well P[anncd self cgacing humor, and a switch to outraged
qucstioning about the oPPoncnts commitment to the economy had saved the day that time. At present, it was so ér so
500&, nothing she couldn’t manage. The actualinteractions, or "interactives" as{crgug liked to call them, were up
next.

K aren listened intcntly as the opponent gave an intc"igcnt and spccific answer to a question about rising crime and
what the candidates would do about it. Shc gave her counterpart across the room a look of comP]imcnt Foricing well
Prcparcd. Her boy followed with his patresponse about having a "strong" position on Fightin crime and an implication
that the opponent was "soft" on the issue. Allwas going as lanned, and K aren was leased that she had pre ared him
well for this qucstion.ﬂcn as she stood in the wings mcntaﬁ’y atting herself on the Eack, he bolc“g Proclaimc o}f P'm
Frcsidcnt, rest assured, ] willlet no lawmakcrgo unPunishcd“. Evcry%ncad in the room snaPPcd towards her with
breakneck sPccd to see herreaction.

AFtcr what she referredtoas an "ctcrnitg sccond", the crowd outside erupted with [augl—:tcr. The monitor showed
a moment of confusion on her bog’s face which revealed he had noidea what Ec’cl done, but he smiled, chuckled a bit
and gave a self assured nod, which alwags worked when these things haPPcncd. Karen grinncd ather co||cagucs alrcady
knowing how she’d lay this one. Not on|3 was this managea blc, but she was sure she could turn itinto a rca|gcm.T|-|c
"|awmafcr, lawbrcafcr, sometimes it’s hard to tell the cligcrcncc")okc he would tell later upon qucstioning was half
written in her head within seconds. [t could be spun to fit nicely into the "rcplacing corruption with dignitg " bit. She
made a mental note to coach him some more so {;’c wouldn’t Pu(ﬁ areversal and declare intentions to replace “dignity
with corruption" as he had done once earlier on the trail, and then she focused back to the matter at hand.

During an unremarkable segment her mind wandered again to the night before when she’d gone out for drinks
with a counterpart and close friend from the other side. T%cg hada great time as usualand vigorously discussed Public
relations feats of candidates and elected officials past, ta‘dng care as alwags to avoid discussing the present. [ ach of
them knew that any information accidcnta“g droPPcd was Fairgamc. A customerin the bar had aPProachcd their
table at one Point andgusl‘ucd that tl'lcg were sure the candidate thcy suPPortcd would deliver on his Promiscs.Aftcr
the man walked away,an uncomfortable moment of eye contact was cxchangcd, followed b}j a igglc from both and
then arush to changc the su[?jcct. K aren had been thankful afterwards that her former self, tﬁc idealistic true believer
of !ong ago, didn’t Pcrch on hershoulder very often anymore. Which was fine with hcr, because those moments of
introspcction distracted her from bcing at the toP of hcrgamc anyway.

As the evening rolled towards an end, hcrguy ended with a response toana riculture qucstion. 1| believe in farms,
strong Farms, and I Promisc to do all I can to endure that farmers can get maxima Farming for their funds. Shc flinched.
T_]'ac crowd letloose a mufﬂcdgi le.Her bo caught it thou h, and quickly corrected at least part of it by restating
"funding for farms" and giving hifﬁcst school oy smile while siaking his head at himself. It sold, and the crowd
Iaughci now convinced that tl’ucy weren’t bcing cruel.

Thcy loved him.T]'mcy didn’t rca"g know what he stood for,and if thcy found out, a lot of them might not agree,
but t‘-:cy loved him anyway. | thcg continued to love him, they would vote for him, and if thcg voted for him, she
could up, radc to that newer Mcrccc!cs shc’d been cycing. ?(arcn rclaxcd now that thc night was over, shc smi|cc]
around tic room and counted this one as a win. T-hcn she hurried back to her hotel room so she could rest up to collect
more shccP tomorrow.

["fo/{g Jcnnings - 5andbcrg
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The [\llght

deathfollowed melike awolf with"urg:; strongas humanpaﬁsion,
my strcrgthand resilience mute the ntgt's /aujwrg
this rvy't be dcat”r,
Pa‘sonal{y“(now him not, like thee,
have rested atired soul to rot,
those that have wcougllt,
dor't haste but quic}a:n the race,
fire from the cirde tl'xy movein,
and embrace "the nyvt"
sooner then thee t/'noud':t,
but dor't worry about these thou_d?ts,
drive one to madnss, my words not unc{crstood,

your P/acc inthe circle, that is my bgﬁt sadness.

- Kirgsloy Okike

Darl( Jcans ina Humid Mcmory

| wore my dark bluc_jcans
-a size too small-
bccausc 3ou'd notice | looked taller
| knew J'd be wa“(ing home
ona nig}nt like syrup
But sweated swccdg in my favorite denim
T he walk back
|_eftto my own devices
| mused of us
Fiction always easierto believe then we were
My Icgs rcaj torun
Mg |un55 unable to meet
a cha"cnsc
Awkwardly
| lccpt my uneven pace Sands OF Timc
tl'wrough the deserted strects between us
In my dark blue jeans
-a size too 5ma“|~ Summcr'sgonc still and droppcd out of time
Wlwcn words become whispcrs and images fade
= C Dravcn lnto 5|'1immcringgo|dcn haze
Jn and out of my mind's cye
Tl’:roug,h time and all the times gone by
Drcams so sweet thcg melt the sand
T he sands of time running througlﬂ my hands
E_vcry grainisa word under my command.

Carolyn Delgado




Somctimcs boys (for my boy)

Sometimes boys get lost.
Counting their hours into days and then years.
Gentled bg vu|ncrabilit5,

And crushed by the wcight of assumed expectation.
Trging to fill the holes within, thcy are sometimes left without.

So lost in the turmoil of 3out|"|.
Consuming days of crazy |ig|1t
And 5liPPing t?lrough niglﬁts of slccpy intoxication.

So wanting and touched by the impulsc of not cnough,

It scems a shame to cripplc such bcauty.
And a|w335 lcccPinsjust out of our rcach,
Until thcy settle,
Slidins 50Ft|9 into men.

-Rachel J. Bain

Farrish Dreams
Lips

Fccl like a newl Painbcd canvas
against vulnerable skin
nails

creasing the dark olive of his back
As he iaints me in colors with his eyes

Thats ow me the novcky of innocent intensions

T he curve of my

gadcd eyes)
back - archc; reminds him of Pamish’s
surreal sensuali

Golden bodies besides Pools indigo
and inviting

| eftin Fantasy time and

Time again

Wal(ing in

Lonclincss covered in

colors

- C Draven

FROM FREUD TO FOLLOCK

Lines;
——-= strong,
----- — black,
R Kanclom?
Thc three converge
|d. E\v,o. Supcrcso.
an unconscious combination
streak across your canvas
e YOUT CYES e e —
Watc}'ningf;:c sta?'k and spare
of your stretched fabric
Takc life
and breath colors
rcvcaling attems of the subconscious
dccpcr then a fifth of whiske
or the Prctcncc of the aud?cncc
Lines converge
into a swi

stand ing
shaping it's own madness
abstmdlg Puulc Pica: cyelids yc“ow

& torsos blue
Lcaving bits of your soul

to remain within

U nshaken lines.
- C. Draven



Autumn

CoH wind; Fa“ing leaves; sunshine attcmpts to console me.
Crows caw, other birds mute, crickets sing final songs.
Autumn s here; winter will come; the nights will lcngthcn.

Much like the concept of death, life will be borniin the 5Pring.

- | aura Mattesini

Fcnclopc

ln my baclcyarcl there stands a tree
A tree with |ong Iovcly branches
And there she stands all year |on5

J've named her Fcnclopc

| climb up her strong arms to the ti PY top
She never com P|ains orlets me fa
Somctimcs ljust sit at her feet and talk
But she never answers or spcaks up

Onc day l felt sorry for Fcnclopc

For she's alwags standing and never sits down
50 l Put a chair for her to rest on

but she didn't move or even thank me

Dadd Yy says, “Trccs aren't like other Pcoplc, clcar,"
‘Thcg don't get tired and cannot sPcalc"
but | know Daddy'a wrong, 'causcjust like me

I scc FCHCIOPC c!’!angc and g’ow cach 3car

—Ll’bcrty Anne _Justice

10






OF Assatcaguc

T he shoreisa P|acc of meetings.
thrc slﬁg meets water;

thrc water meets Iand,

thrc big meets sma“,

Wl‘\crc calm meets rage,

Where life meets death,

Where is meets was,

thrc mo mcntayy meets ctemal.

As I walk the bcach, l watch the sancl,
| watch her mystic slight of hand,

As she dazzles all who would watch,
With l’:crvanis]’xins acty

A footprint here, a shell t]'tcnc,

A thousand hermits disappcaring
Into unseen Porﬂ-no es.

Who is this magic mistress | have met?

I watch the sea.
f:rom torrcntdcpths, she sPrcads herbounteous tab'c,
A co"agc of Purp‘c, gray, so|d, brown, and alabaster
A scardetribbed sca"op ensnares my eye.
T he sea offers her tapestry on fora moment.
|ts clcgant 5Pccbcr of colorand texture,
Avre then retrieved like an emrant child.
| continue my solitary visil.
As] walk ] watch the chdins
Sca to skg sky to |and,
All conspirc to Proc]ucc acomposition of
ethereal splendor;
Yet with the minutest detail.
Lig}xt, color, form, composition,
Allare in Pcrfcct balance.

Thcrc is life here.

| see it in the scalloped formations of foam,

That lick the cvcr—changing beach.

| hear it in the caw of the gu"

And the siren’s song of the eternal wave.

lt moves in the Frightcncd sand crab and the restless colt.
Lifc abound s, ever Prcscnt and constantly renewed
I canfeel hcrc, the warm sand on my feet.

| can taste l'lcrc, the salt uponmy lips.

] can sce hcrc, the tem Pcst hues are bright.

l cansmell hcr, the sweet perfume of the sea.

l can hear l';crc, the sym Eonic sounds of life

Thc shore has touche my bodg

And awakened my every pore.

And 50 ] walk in silcncc,

Drinkins in light, texture, sound and sense.

My feet tinglc at the touch of the sand,
W{lilc my heart soars with the ﬂigh’c of the gu".
| will leave knowing a sPirit thatis Assatcaguc
And in this Placc ochctings,

Thc f_ar‘ﬂw has met my soul.

Dona J Dulin
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Laying with Archangcl Chronicles

Still a bit flushed from my Frustrating tn’P into Figuring out how Pcop‘c can Push a button and, heat up cold food? |

shouldjust stop trying to understand andjustgo with the flow. Too much ‘:iguring can become a stressful adventure for me.
I ventured out forleisure time, accomPanicd by a Picnic baskct, chccsc,grapcs, and a bottle of wine. Not leavin bchind,

of course, my ncwly Purchascd blanket made from silk. Not as soft as that quilt l bought, but sti", I love the way it ggcc|5

when | hold it.

| stiﬂgct nervous meeting her,even tho ugh itis the fourth time inside one month.

[ ven though itis the human emotion that | still need to get used to.

5hc arrived riglﬁt on time, Picking me up in her automobile. Sti" Prcssuring me to take the wheel and try to drive. "l’m
fine! | told her,when she asked if | wanted to take a chance and Pla with the road like romance.

Driving down country roads Fo“owing flashes of meadows divinc,?avishcd with butterflies surrounding wild flowers
and skies of rainbow bcaut}} (Clearoceans with onlg faint Patchcs of diminished white could still be seen as the goddcss
of sunlight Pourcd her ﬂowing rays through the atmosphcrc. Breath taking blue,and green amber hue, all on cue with the
c}uanging winds. l still smilc, while cthers | notice sadden with thoughts and dreams of aPProaching winter, that will with
innocence, splintcr the serene scene of Fa"ing leaves and drives like this one.

|n the midst of calm, l felt briefly alert start Icaking, but quickly retreating, Tcuing mgscl{:, | hopc allis fine. For|was
cn'oging mgsc“:grcatlg, and mag%c, |lust maybc she was too.

e arrived at a particular spot 5F1Jc Pic‘ccd out. I Procccdcd to take out the contents of the bas‘cct, arranging them ncat|5
on top of the b|anEct. Wc talked about herjob and her mothcr, if she had an older brot"lcr; and every now and then she
woul try to peep deep under my cover, but{just avoided certain qucstions, hoping she wouldn’t think too much to mention
whg I never talk much about mgsch.

500n,what started off as an uncertain talk about life turned into a comfortable and romantic thirst to hear more about her.
Shc would ta|l<, then pause, thenlook at the 5&3 thn she would do this ] would find it hard to notlook at her. l seemed to
hear birds sing their song whenever | attcmPtcd to look fortoo lo ng. Notabad thing, but, too goocj ofa thing, for|felta
Funny Fccling asif my hcadjust floated up and bumpcd the c,ciling.

Her intrigue now rccling me in.

Hours felt ke seconds she saic‘], butforme it felt normal.

Aswe stood to stretch, little animals could be seen chasing each other ..in love with each other. | found mgsc”: lost
watching their moments; thcy were smart, clcvoting more time on Finding food Provcd Prudcnt; forthe Iong cool days ahead
that thcg would face. Just then, | noticed her watc}n’ng me, fascinated that |a Prcdatc so much of the unaPPrcciatcd. Shc
took my hand in |1crs, and rested her smooth hand upon my Facc, Fi“ing me wit‘fa hcart-Pounding embrace. ]n any case,
she then turned towards me, straining I'n'gln up on her tiptocs before rcachingm |iPs, holding ontomy hips she softlg,
gcntly kissed my mouthSurgcs of lightcning shock waved down my body rcacﬁing my feetand asccnding back up to the
top, where thcy croppcd and PIOP ed allaround inside my head, making my hands tinglc and feellike lead, as | reached up
gcntlg crcasing her softhead in my ands as ourhearts did a dancc, b|owing out of the water Passion, romance.

She slowly retreated, looking me in the cye.

We kissed once before but never did | feel this.

| was ligl‘nt-hcadcd.

Suddcnly, intcrrupting me and my thought, she and | both heard the cries of the 5145 as thunder struck with a loud BOOM

Wc both thought it was our hcarts, but it was the wcathcr, coming to paya visit, and soon. Rain came faster then ever as
we scrambled to getour bc]onginss, ma\cing arunforthe car. Both |onging to still be lost in that l(iss, even though in the
midst of a storm. A storm sworn to come down with vengeance was the clouds intent. Lightcning and thunder cra5|'|ing all
around,whﬂc overin town the sheriff was worried.

Acallfromaworkerat the water Plant said that the rain would strain the sides of the dam's walls, and it would be far
too c!angcrous to crawl down the side and try to rcpair.

As we started the car, the stormthat was far was now ncan’ng near.

No more skies clear. Rain fellat an incredible rate; the wcight of the water on the damwas immense. |nto suspense, the
whole town Fc“, while we drove faster to make it back home. Treelimbsfellas lightning struck their Fragilc branches. Tl"lc

bamgard animals in the ncarbg country rancheswerein a Panic f:rantica"g, Pcdcstrians and cars raced for sa\cctg Moms
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holcling babics, as thcg grabbcd their children from the town nurseries. Dog barkswere muffled fromthe loud thunder.

As forthe damnear the |umbcrgard, it felt the hard strain and Pain fromthe rain, bn’nging itone dcgrcc closerto brcalcing
open its frame.

Coming doser togcthcr, the cars, inc|ucling ours, came to a stand still at the bridgc near Bcavcr Crossing. Atruck had gotte,
stuck trying to cross,and the wcight on the old bridgc combined with the rising water started to make the bridgc give way,

Wc saw it bcgin to sway fromthe car. I felt my Protcctivc nature slowlg rcturn,)'ust as ] watched the bridgc start to break
aPart. Thc center cracked and the truck s|iPPcd halfway through.

“What should we do, we have to hclP.” Shc shouted!

We both gotout of the car and ran onto the bric]gc sceing the ridgc of the truck sli ping faster.

Thc man’s door Pinncd between the floor of the bric]gc and the crack. I ran to the Eack, and climbed in through the
window,gctting himout of his seat. [ e reached out and took my hand. | Pu"cd himout the way | camein. Justas he gotout,
the hole widened and the truck co"apscd down into the water tal(ing the center of the briclgc with it, within an instant! The
man and l stood in thanks before all of a sudden ] thought...

Where is she?

l looked around but didn’t see her. I called out her name but no response. Thcn the man spottcd her Iwolding onto one of
the broken boards fromthe bridgc, dangling twenty feet above the water.

“l’“ go get hclp.”

Thc man 3cchc‘ as he turned and ran back towards town. I saw her scared frown as l bent down to extend her my hand.

l:or at that moment a mile away the dam could bear no more. Tl‘\c walls cxplodcd froma dynamitc blast of water at last.
(Uncountable ga"ons of water surgcd througl’z the va||c3 wiping out cvcrything in its Path. |t was headed right forthe bridgc.

“Reach uP.Ta‘(c my hand!You can do it?

Fanic ran tl-urouglw her!

“Just take my hand, take it! Youll be ok. You'll make it.”

Just with that last word | heard the monstrous roar of the flood. A|t|'10ug|'1 it had slowed down, it was filled with debris
and dirt. Jts slow power hitand hurt as it swept underthe bridgc high cnougl"n to hit her chest, Forcing herto put strain to hold
onas her drcssgot snaggcd by a Passing branch. lt wasn’t |ong before she became weak.
| was just about to reach her when, the force untied hcrgrip, and slick water took her along forthe rid c.Shc screamed loud
for my gnc just before she Su! ed amouth full of water. Cougl-aing, she slow|5 was going under.

There rstood atthe end of the bn’dgc faced with a crossroad staring me in the face. T here wasno way | could save her
with this bodg No way forme, even to survive.

Thenitallcame dear.

“| ook inside Hoursclf,” The elders had a|wa35 said to me,“And you will NE_VE_RSO wrong!”

Mfﬂ scream broke the 5urrounding thundcr, as ] knew what had to be done.

f:cc|ing the skin on my shoulder blades crack, I could hear now the voices of the young disciple cherubs sing, as my targc
and powcrf:ulwings broke through opening wic‘c,strctchingout with a ﬂap, as blood ran, trick ing down my back. Airand
cold rain ran throug}w my feathers as rstood, wings erected, Projcd:ccl towards the sky in the name of [ eavens gloryl
Rcalizingwhat | have to give up and could neverget baclc, but, rcalizing more what | can never turn my back on.

Foreveram]...

Archangch

| sprungup fromthe grouncl, ﬂging hlgh, sPinning around in the wet air before Pointing mgscw ke an arrow. Down |
shot with iglwtning sPccd in-between a narrow gap between broken ﬂowingdcbris. Jnto the mur\cy brown water | went!

SwimmingFastcr than an Fish, wishing to find hcr,{:or she had gone under.

My still Part human cyes Eumcd and were blurred. ]:rom underthe surface l heard sirens and choppcrs abovc, but still I
haventfound her!

| was afraid for hcrgiving up l’vopc,J'ust then I silenced my mind...
and heard her soul cry out to me. My bodg turned in the direction of her soul crging.

MB ceyesnow Focuscc], as my wings darted me forward with the thP fromthe current. Thcrc, up ahcad, l saw her ﬂoating
bodg | cut througl'u the waterin frontlike a lcn'ch,grabbing her limp limbs in my arms and held tight! | aimed up at the
surface and took off. Fassing by a ﬂoating ﬂagpolc, its broken serrated cdgc sliced a hole into my side like a knife- rig)ht
before | broke free on top and took ﬂight.

Z_ooming by I’\clicoptcr Pi|ot5 who looked at each otherlike, “What.“thc...hc“ was that?"

T he rain and thunderwas now calming.

lﬂcw herin seconds back to herhome laging her down outside on the Porch.

Her pulsc was not there. Other angcls watched from above with a stare as | dare intervene with a living mortall But as



| looked at her kind soul, ] did not care.
| Placcc] my hands onto ’hcr chest i"uminating herand the whole area around her home, which was seen by the choPPcr
Eilots ncarl?g. J rclcasfcd with a dccP sound’ing sigh, Fi”ing her lungs full of new air, dcparting the |iquid within. T hen
issed her llps renewing herheartbeat again.
A few minutes went bg before she slowl opcncd her cyes. While cries of Policc rescue choPPcrs neared. | feared what
| had to acccpt... that | could not stay muc Iongcr.
“AWhere am |?” She said so{:tly, with a clcaring of herthroat.
“You’rc safe now darling. You’rc here on your Porch.You had fallen in the watcr,and | Pu“cd you out”
“You...gou saved my Iﬂ:c...gou..."
She blinked her cyes. | ooked around confused, then said...
“I must have been drcaming while I was unconscious from the water, but...l...c,ou|d swear that an angc|... swam...to
my rescue, and flew me to safctg lsn’t that strangc?"
Just thcn, she looked into my eyes, sccing that | showed no emotional response.
Just a blank look; ris}'at back ati
T|1c eyes can’t Jie.
With disbelief at what she thougl’ut she saw, dccp into my cyes as she Pccrcd came alive what is tru|5 inside.
Shocked, reaching slowly, she put her arms around me touching the sides of my wings.
“This can’t be® 5ﬁc said; she scuffled back and sat up. Angc%wings sPrcac{ing out, now into view...
She didnt know what to do?
“IHow can thisbe? | don’t understand?”
| could hear the sirens etting coser. | knew it was time.
| stood uP,taking hcrfands in mine.
“| can’t ex lain it all to you,even t}'lough | want to. f\l‘y time now is growing short, but] want you to know this: |
was grante the wish that,fora day, | could come into earth, coml::cnsation from God forallof my work. Butonce here,
| was so amazed by its bcautg and wonder that | Plcadccl to stay, giving up my immortality in return. But if ever| used my
spccialgi{:ts from(God in any manner, | would have to return once more.
]J'ust oPcncd a doorthat should not have been crosscd, but ] could not have borne the thought of:you lost. 50 ] made the
choice that, because |love you [l save you,even though it meant giving up my stay here.”
“| can’t believe this. T hisis not real?”
“Butitis”
In herfrustration and disbelief she looked at her shirt...
|t was covered in blood.
“m blccdins!!” Shc said.
“No, your not....ccn..c.
She Fookcd down from my eyes as | removed from my side my white wing to reveal my wound. Put as she looked
with zooms of heart Pounding booms, trging to get herself mcnta“y composcd, she watched the blood disappcar, and the
wound slowlg dose.
“A rose you are.” ] said, “And a beautiful rose you will always be..”
Kissins tcndcrlg hcrlips | wl'lispcrcd soﬁ:‘g as sﬁc dosed her eyes...
“]’" never Forgct thee”
With the silence of a stare, | ascended thro ugh air, rcaching the furthest Point toa twi!ight of light.
| vanished forever, out of her sigiﬂ: .....

cr CBCS.

As human ears go bg...
| sit, Pcrcl'lcd Eigh on white;

|oo‘<ing out at endless stars,

and the realm of the earth’s dclight.

| think of the mortals...

Ashcs to ashes.

Dust to dust-~

lnsidc one hundred years.

Allof their tears become mine.

But, dry fast with the first and last thougl’rt

of my carthly cxpcricncc of life and love.

15 | think of the one who flirted with my heart;
Giving me an eternity of happincss to ﬂy with,



ustfromone sweet kiss.
ch{ miss her, and a|wa35 will;

but this is the way it hasto be.
Free will| was given from my deair God.

f:rcc will...

Fromit| chose what has been my fate since the bcginning of time.
How old am I?-Thc world could onlg guess?
Evcn I dont know?
My prayer time devoted to bless otlncrs, but sometimes [ drift off...
Jnto my hidden dream...
thrc ’chcrc, as she lag, ] Placc 50&]3 next to herear my verbal chroniclcs‘..
tc”ing to her all that | am,and all | have done and been through.
Sharing with herm cvcrgthing. Gaining back in return, the simplcst dclight,
omc)'ust bcinga le to touch her face under a blanket of a starfilled night.
Ancl ] say a prayer also to the Almighty, for mysclf: as well.
To Plcasc kccP the memory of my human Fcclings awake Forcvcr,
cluring my eternal reign as one of the man mightg rotectors of [is Kingdom.
And whenor vFl’shc thinks of me, and our short time....
Please God,
reassure that her visions of me are not filtered by blinds.

And while she slcclfs [l come to see herin her dreams,
making sure to remind, that the love |feelforher wi"go on and on, and never die!

Love,

without everan cndJust as|.

The End.

Brian Hist
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ONLE

Thc 5un and Moon are Distant
The E arthhas Crumbled Awa
Mankind has bctmgcd and | eftme
Whom with me shall

Stay,

My heart she sits a’ Loncly
Nota soul in sig)'nt
Dn'ﬁing Without a friend
Who will

Hold me tisht,

My E ve thing has Died
TE: Dazcning Gloomof night
Save you, to 5t23 with and [Hold me
MB | ove, my ﬁopc,

My Light.

Untif:/cd by Rachel Kcnncy

To TLR, myOne

Liberty Ance Jus ﬂc Moon Fo“owcd Me Home

One evening the moon was big and bn’ght
And | was sad to leave it at (Grandma's
l wanted to stay butwe had to go home
Dad said, "Comc on, it's a school night."

| looked up at the moon when | gotin the car
And waved as Mom started the engjne

We gotto the end of the drivcwag
Butitfollowed us lcaving behind the stars

| thel thoug)ﬂ itwould get tired and stop chasing us
Butit kcpt on ro"ing along

We wentover hills and bn’dgcs

But there it was, coming like my Bc"ow school bus

lhco"owcd me all the way home
And wheniwentin to my bedrcom
lt had stoppcd righl: outside my window

utwhen i woke up itwas gone

1 7 -Libcrg Anne _Justice



The Calendar

]t reads May, 1991
and still hangs on the wall of his garage.
On that page, there’s a Picturc of a F;Scld
with grass and trees blowing in the wind.
But the calendar shows much more then that-
for those who were there, it shows the date
time stoppcd for my father.

My father wasn’t a very handy man.
He would putter around outside
doin _just cnough to kccp bus

How Ec could sPcnd an entire JL}ay

Pruning and Fccding his trees was amazing,

M father loved the outdoors
but{nc csPcciaﬂy loved his trees.

He spent much of his time in the garage
since that's where his suPPlics were kcpt.
Ancl each month, he would turn the calendar
to the next page to welcome in a new month.
|t was an idyllic life, retired in the country
with the wife he had loved for forty-six years.
Then, one dag, we received the gad News.

is days were numbered.

My father died in December of 1991.
But for him, time ceased to matter in the Spring of that year.
No ]ongcr able to get around,
he ceased to mark the passage of time.
Aftcr a||, what do days and dates matter
when all your dags are the same —

filled with sadness and Pain?

It’s Fitting that my father left the calendar
ata Placc where he 3camcd to be.
]t’s been ten years since my father Passcd away.
QOutside, time has moved on.
But in that arage, it will always be Mag, 1991

and the grass and trees will alwags e blowing in the wind.

-7—ina f:lcctwooc/
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Moderation D-tuned

Dcscribin bcauty 1sn't always casy
it's comp/cxib’cs confuse the flow of it's distinct aura for a short stay,
brief-with the intent to Ioungc for a short while,
defamed on a c/ouc{y dag-

T he sun sits here and | train like a star to be
with a Passion filled reflected look at a not so whimsical life -
my trails follow a/ongij the scciucnchcd Patﬁcrns Porbaycd under your heart
e arch Pushcs us into moderation,
de-tuned and set to link like wild animals on a mission to feed,
without a ﬁ’cnzg-

lta” looks Pa/c,
as the shade comes around blocked outb_g the sb’ngicstsmilc-
I knew itwould be
oritcould be
lon[y wanted it~ not to be wounded
butjust to smell the back of 5ourhcad
and to bow in the reﬁ‘cshing moisture
of the new found /igl'rt-

Thc roomlooks brlghtcrnom
complimcntcd 5ourcompass/on
ithas hclpcd me to build a comf:lctc circle
wraPPcc/ around the definition
of what's accepted
and what is truly beautiful.

-_Jason A. Diﬁlippo

Frcssurcs of my life

Thc things that happcn to others that you wish can haPPcn to you.

To be able to Put on afront that people think you have this

'so called ' normal life is the most stressful thinsa person can deal with.

Wlwcn ouwant to show your true colors but are scared

that you will lose all that you have achicvcd.W]wcn youno long)cr

have the abflﬂ:g to tell coplc what you really think of them because you feel bad.
When you lost your sEi" to look PcoP|c in t?»c cye and lie so that thcg wont get hurt.
Wl'ncn you can't even tell somcbody that you like them because you are scared o
rc'cction.thn you have to tell PcoPIc that it's FMS whenit's rca"y not.

T{) live your life in one place and have to go to another.

To try to stag clean when its casy not to,just to tell Pc0P|c oudon't

have a Problcm‘To be so confused that you wish things could be

the same as t}lcg usec to, even if thcy aren't as good as thcg seem.

To tryto kccP pcace when you can on|5 feelviolence. To be brain washed

with the thousht that everyt ing is going to be bcttcr.To live

on this carth when you're not rca"y sure why 3ou'rc hcrc.To tell

Pcoplc your Pitiful Problcms when you know tl‘\cy think 3ou'rccr53chotic.

And to tell someone you love them when you're not sure youdo.

Just to live with all these pressures can drive a person crazy

Unlcss thcg alrcadg are.
-Victoria M. Midiri



Forever You ng

"Can you sce bcyond?“ asked the girl. She was standing barefoot at the cdgc. She could see the icy cool
water below. Hcr feet were bare and she rippcd her toes as the icy wind blew Past her feet.

" see only water...its beautiful. rcplic the boy. His shirt was torn near the chest and the wind drafted
through his godg. lt ran a chill up his spinc. Hc looked up at the sky and at the stars. Hc bcgan counting them

uietly.
. 5!3: knew he was counting the stars. Hc had a|wa55 loved the night sky and was at his haPPicst when
underneath it. Hc could liec beneath them for hours at a 5trctc|1, azing at the barren landscapc up above that
filled his mind with an imaginative P|casurc that on|3 stillness coui;S:l bring.

“] see a lot bcgond,“ said the boy “A lot that l never saw before.” ]‘?c hadjust stoPPcd counting, he wasjust
loolcing at them now.

"You remember when we first came here?” asked the sir{. 5hc looked down again and watched the waves
hit hard against the edged-rocked cliff. She had often heard how many PcoPlc Ead fallen to their deaths from
these c|i{:é. Evcrgonciad told her that it was dangcrous to stand so close to the cdgc - that she may slip and
fall. But she saw no danger at a“, only the clear blue water and bcyond - peace maybc?

"] kissed you for the fi'rst time here...," said the bog. »And then we made love in the back of your Dad's
station wagon.”

She looked at him and smiled as though she was reliving those moments again as he spolcc of them. | ife
scemed a lot less complcx at seventeen. 5nly school, boy?ﬁcnds, and sex to worry about. T hen again,
everyone had always warned her against growing up, s0 itd be wrong to say that she wasn't aware of the
pressures of adulthood. But she didn't know whg it had to changc. She had no intention of lctting it changc.
Sl\c was determined to stay seventeen as long as she could. That's where he came in. Hc made her feel like
that - always. Evcn now.

The bog step ed doser to the cdgc. He looked straight at the horizon and imagincd 5ai|ing bcyond it. Hc
clutched her han tightcr.

"Why do you love me?® Hc asked her.

"Bccausc you are all I ever wanted...." replied the girl, “And all | ever needed..?

Shc leaned over and kissed him. Thcn the stoppccl and looked at cach other and then kissed some more.

T he moon aPPcarcd bright as ever througﬁ the nighttimc clouds. Moonlight hit her face like ripplcs ina
Pond. Shc never looked Prctticr, thought the boy. Thcn coo"y as it had come, the moon clisappcarcd.

He turned once again to look at the stars.

] ife's like a night time 5‘43...it onlg looks better from the outside. T he moment you are a part of it, you
are just another star in the sky.*

here's so much more bcautg in life," said the girl. | am sure there is. |t's hidden - you have to seek it.
When you find it, it will make you the brightest star in the sky.“

That's whg he loved her. ghc knew what to say, when to say it and how to say it. All his friends told him
to date her because she wore the shortest skirts in school. T]’!at's whg he did date her at first. But then he
noticed a lot more in her and he wanted to know her better than her body.

T he wind blew a little harder and the gir] grippcd her toes even harder. | he bog removed his shirt and
covered the girI with it. Shc kissed him once more but she made it short. His [iPs were cold. He looked up at
the night sky and counted the stars once more. Wl"ICH he reached seventeen, he stoPPccl. All he saw was
bcautg...an bcyond.

Tl’rc moon came out once more in the night time sky and the stars seemed a little less bright. A“ cxccpt
one; one that thcy had been Iooking at forever. ]t still shone brightly through the night time 5‘(5. As thcg
looked at it, it seemed to move further and further away from them.

T hen thcy iumpccl.

Rit”rcs/‘r \/ Menon
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OF You A|wa35

| should not think of you...
th I cannot hel mgsclf.
You alone have rought sun|ig|'vt
to places in shadow once known to a man.
Oftcn | wonder what you will be like?
Dream of how you wflﬂook and smile;
The way you will walk and love.
At the sound of your voice,
would my ears crave more?
How would life be...
if I awoke one morning
with you inside my arms?
Foras long as | am,
my dream will be yours;

ou will be safe in mylove.
?shoulcl not think o?gou...
Yet thereis no end.
Of all the good, their stands still fear.
IF l opcncd my wounds to you,
would you pour salt upon them?
Fccling not the same inside,
but still show haPPincss masked?
| believe that not of my dream;
still | worry.
To love you need not be my ailment;
to beloved back is my concern.

But of all true,
all that ] know and believe,
ou will be the one to fill my void.
ftrg to not think of you...
But| find it hard to hinder.
Y ou cameinto my thoughts,
and brought me more riches
than Fortg kinss combined.
For you are the air Prcssing my |ungs;
The blood running my veins;
Thereason whg | smile like a child,
every time | Play this game.
| tell mysclf to not think of you...
ct nothingworks.
Faticncc I must learn!
Sti“, always will | think of you,
always will | yearn.
[ ven after fina“g find you;
E_vcn when we are togct.?ﬂcr;
Never will l stop!
Of you alwagsT
And

alwags is forever.

am madc OF...

-Brian [Hist
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9-1-1

9-1-1, t"lroughout time will stand out

For that morning soon filled with horror and doubt
With multiplc emotions and terror to mount

With effects that will [ingcr

Too enormous to count

On that tragic morning of 9-1-1
Daglig‘wt dissaPPcarcd as smoke covered the sun
With confusion and anger our hearts ached with fear

Wlwcn suddcnly through the rubble

onc'y }‘ICFOS aPPcarcd

Scptcmbcr Elcvcnth of 2001
Shadowcd our hearts

Whi'c Pridc raced for the sun
(United We'll Stand

Until Justice is Done

|n memor. of angcls rising with wings
cﬁ) to the Pain that now rings

ur anger is raging, emotions are strong
but love is the Fccling

That will carry us on

- Sor_rja K uehler

America respon






Walcing uP To ADream

| can't hc‘P but dream about what s true,

Bccausc the love inside is all Foryou.

Destined to be with cach od'xcr] strive to put the picccs togcthcr,
Wondcn'ng what a life would be like in a wordd oFsplcndor.

Rca|izin5 in this dream time is the enemy that will soon take the fall,
Forthe concept of life with youis all ] need in this wordd to stand tall.
F nchanted bg the omniscient cmu|aﬁng pe ching onyour face,
My emotions become sentimental and lost without a trace.

Fccling the serene motion ofyour lips against mine,
| can't hclp but accept the orgasm of stilled time.
The intcnsitg onog and comfortis so surreal,
Rclapscd from a dream the fccling is a moming, meal.

As the moments pass me bg I can't hclp but wondcr,
Are you still in that slccpy slumber?

]fgou still are let me be your knight which sets you frcc,
And app|3 that kiss upon H'sg |iP5 to awaEcn thee.

bcc‘concd bg your bcautg your gaze tums me into stone,
Faral zed by your rcscncc] realize ﬂvatl amnot alone.
o) b s e

Untitlccl Stan'ng dccplg intf) 3ourc' es | fall dccplg in Iovc,
nraveling my om (God
; for all etemi | now soar high above.
Silence ) S
So Pcaccful and tranquﬂ. .
|t assures me everything will be all right. RobertHeisler

| feel so secure.

Drowsiness
|t overcomes my bcins
And dwouglwts run through my head.
T he clock on the wall ticks mc|ojca| y ever so surcly

And my mind falls into it's rydmm.
Obscssion

Tl’rc worst emotion of all
Thereisno |og,ic
And there is no escape.

Onc cannot but love this handicap.

Mockcry
Fcop|c whispcr then stop as | pass.

A Funny "t}\oug}at" arises
When somcthing serious is said.
| kow thyself
And ] shall notbe bothered.

|Loss
Congram'ations, move on.
l'm gJad you're free.
Mind, let go.
Thg heart has answcrcd for H-acc.

l admitlove is gone.

-| aura Mattesini
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The Seasons

Asinevitable as time
T he seasons continue to changc..
With the approac]'\ of winter
l feel the tears bcgln to shed
| ike the brownish green leaves Fa"ing from the maplc.
And whether | want to accept itornot
l will soon be bare
Withcring before the sun
Alas comes the d'ay when | will be lost and scared
Waiting like | have never waited
Fn’ghtcncc’ like | have never been frightened
Calm like | have never been cjm
With the first day of the cold | Panic and long for summer
Rcmcmbcring with an uncontrollable buming to...
Tum back the clock
To those c{ags
Thatl now love so much
The truth to my soul is bcginning to bum bn’ghtcr
Oudininiitscl with all the colors of the rainbow...

T

at ironica"[? appear after a storm
e years
Thc seasons will changc,

Along with our hopcs and dreams,
FForas one dreamis born another follows
And another and another..
chcaﬁng this cgclc to lcccP us alive
| revere the birds b‘avc|ing at will
Throughout the seasons
[_onging to taste their spirit
50 many the winds of the Past we wish to chase
FFast and free with litte care
Twirling and s inning, with g,lcc and gay
Dancing in fields filled with fireflies and butterflies
Watched in envy b9 the eyes of billions
T here are no limits to ones smile
Butrain will fall
| ike the seasons
All whom we love will one day pass
But their seeds will carryon their bcautg
Kcminding the world
T hat there will a|wa95 be new seasons ofchangc
Onc cannot take Forgmntcd the birds that sing
Or the rivers that flow
Too many times we grow too Proucl
To s‘(ip down the street
Ordance in the rain
We Forgct the tlwings we once remembered

c wondcrwhy we're sometimes sad
Please do notwaitas | did
Winteris never too cold forsun
Norspn’ng too nice for snow
Wc live our seasons the way we view our lives
Jtis onlg then, when we realize this
That we will be free
To drown ourselves in one etemal moment
When all our seasons become one
And the cmpirc we bcgin to build

|nside our hearts
Will grantus wings to ﬂy

- Brian Hist



Hcr f:acc Was Dging

Shc Pickcd up the Phonc

And as the uninown caller spol(c

I could see her smile slow]g bcgin to fade
Hcrc es bcgan to well up with tears

‘ | coul n't say Forsurc,but...

| think her Facc was dHing

e

=

~Marvin 5tcc|c

(Under the Precious Kansas 5‘(5

Asmall Piccc of gold in the 51(9 decorates the mood,
like aviolinist on a romantic evening in the streets of Faris-
the surroundings favor a delicate whisper
meant to kccp your imagination afloat and your heart drcaming—
T he world that’s involved could be considered a Prccious stone,
like the golcl that decorates the slcy
bcautg is a Plcasurc,
not a luxur
a ncccssitg for those young cnough to dream
and adeserved right
for those old cnougl'l to still cnjoy the kinder things that life Providcs-
|t’s an amazing Fccling to cxPcricncc the world as it turns in the Midwcst,
free as the dove that soars and as lazy as the Missouriflows
W down the path of the rigl'ltcous and the like minded
a sullen face could be turned into a smile,
ﬁ a cold heart could be turned towards the warmth-

On this train of drifters,
who drift S0 soFt|3 under the Prccious Kansas skg

-Jason A. Diﬁlippo

(T his was written in the middle of Mag 2001 at 6:30 a.m.
while cating breakfast with some guy from yemen and a retired
couple i never met chorc, while travcling along the Missori River
onathree dag train ride from L.A.to Fhﬂ'ﬂ, during one of the most

beautiful sunrises | have ever seenin my life).
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W hisgcrss

my head is an empty tunnel of

whisporingVOICES
VO]C 5 of my Past

they swir ‘n’ swirl

and the voices keeep onn

t]wcg SPIN an’ thcy tw]KL inside my head
orget-me - nots

words and actions on the winds

TAL,lntins; Hwnﬁng STA"dng my existence
» Hﬁcg callll to me

from my n'gl'it

And from my left

Bencath me

Above me

memorces F|owin5 back to remind me

C ra wlingthroug‘w the folds of my brain
SCKE_AMIN G for my attention

. F_VE_N WHEN l dose my eyes to 5lccp

I cannot E_SCAFE_ them

tl"lcg come to me in uncnding dreams

cople...... laces. .. ncvcgbLn'ng
rN ADI Gmgs'umbcr

INVADING my peace
tl'lcg will not KE&EASE ME!
t}‘acg will not FREE ME. from their holdi

Libcrtg Anne Justice
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(Untitled

As| lie here soundly aslccP

Without warning the dooropcns ... “creek”
Slzartlcd, notwoken but aware of this sound
|nstincts alert me, my heart mPic"y ounds
Again | question “a dream ortorreal”

Suddcnlg evident of the terror | feel

Now awake but nctcndingto 5|ccP

He 5|iP5 underthe covers “

“] will not hurtyou; yourdaclc‘ly’s sPccia| girl"

l know what haPPcns next and my thoushts start to whir

on’t make a pee >

Someone P,casc hcip me this doesn’t feel right
| squirm and struggle but still lose the Gght

mcw heis gonc%oug}mjust from my sight

For he has branded my soul again tonisl"lt

I know nota dream

Yes this is real

While in creeps the pain
And its shame | will feel

-Sorja Kuehler

Artwork : [nsomnia
by Sarah Rgan
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My (topia

There are grass stains on my pants,
dirt on my hands,
anda liﬂ?c bruise on my arm
from when I fell last week.
The combination makes me smile more!
Bless the | ord! | love my life!
 love my world!
Jtis amazing!
| feel the haPPicst when |’m outside.
| wantto forever be a climber of trees!
High inits branches free Jll be,
from the foul smell of realities hell.
My small mind knows nothing, but..well,
as | dwell in its bliss.
This | miss. | miss it all the time-
As | walk in |argc Footstcps,
wishing to step small.
And iﬁ were to fall, out of my tree,
there would be someone there, other than me,
to Pick me back up-
M friends are everyone; all whom ] meet.
W2 all have loughs..
MH only foe
is my daily bath.
Unrccognizcd until | grew older...
everyone has alrcady lived their own utoPia,
Farticipah'ng in smiling and c{ancing, runnin and)'umpins
until their lcgs were so tired that they could run no more.
But somehow, after a short rest, dicﬁt all over again!
|ts that wonderful Fccling...
Pcr‘:cct Pchcction unknown to rejection,
every suggestion from mama is Hcavcn!
When sunny days turned to rain,
the stay sunny for me.

| see the bcautg of life
flourish inside each rain drop

rig":t before my sigh 2
just as cach ncw-ﬁom droplct makes its marriage with the grounds dclight.
V%:ro:;nlriiotlnawl, ;Iarl' cvc}: to“dj !
|nside ay; |l laugh all day!
60 awayf!) l ga to mS’ Futurc-y
i Putyou on hold.
| want to stay this way foreverand never grow old!
E_vcrg nightﬁxforc | slccp I want to be l'zu%cd and kissed
;n my wam!: sclaf‘t:cd; ok
to the lord my soul to keep.
| m?\ot die bcforz | wake, )
butif] do, the | ord knows me;
my soul he will take into his hands, no stops,
straightto the Promiscd land.
f:orl am innocence;
} am ignorance;
| am cvcryt}wing a person wants to be when times get rough.
Sadly, my reflection now sl':owsgray.
Asl Il off into Pcaccful, ha PY drcams, about my past utoPia,
| am overwhelmed with the wish of awaking snug inside a world
once seen through the eyes of achild.
A child...
always ready to climb trees, get dirty,
and hide wl')!in it’s time to takgc a 1731. Borian Hist

(Intitled by Rachc”(cnncg



HER Bodyis the FOUUNDATION
ASTRONGAND SECURE FORTRESS
FROM HER WOMB
SPRANG THE WORLD
THE FRESERVER of life
The PROTECTOR

A FOUN TAIN of nourishment KU5HE5 fromh

BOSOM
THE PROTECTOR
SUSTAINERoF ALL
hEr heart B/EWT\S in FAIN FO"AL.L to live
self sacrificing for the 5ACKE_D

hE R EmotioNs RUN like FIRE. -WIL.D
AND accept NORIVAL

bcautiful and 5cductivc

NONE CANRESIST hER Charm
AT/\/?SSE WHOSEEK TOFOSSESS
DESTROY HER
AREONLY HERCONTROL

(INDER v
HErSFPIRIT <An PERSEVERE THROUGH

any THING

ANDFORTHE FIRST TIMEINMY LIFE
/ HER
AM LOVE
BEGINNING
TO

—Libcrty Anne _Justice
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[Jeaven and F arth by Libcrtg Anne Justicc



Taking the Blame:
A Mcmorg of Libcration Squarc

|t had been an cxl'lausting butfun dag spent truclging through the dirt streets of (Cairo and getting lost in its narrow
med ieval aﬂcywags. Throughout my excursion, I was constantlg attacked by obnoxious flies attcmpting to Piclc my nose,
dodging Pilcs ofdonkcg c]roPPings and avoicling ﬂirtg teenage bogs. Finaﬁy, | had made my way to Tahreer(_iberation
Squarc) and was headed towards Abd AI MinAam bus station to catch the number 38 home. As l swif:t[:j moved through
this familiar tcrritory , took the chance to suck in some of the sigl-ats and do some reminiscing. The Esgptian Museumwas
where | had been snuck in by Polioc and security uards onlg to be chased out by the E_g,3 tian CJA. T he American
(University of C airo was where | went to get com%ort in hcan’ng my native tongucﬂbcing sPoEcn and Nile Hilton was where
| used their off limits balcong as a picnic sPotFor one of my students 0”[5 to be chased out bg the F‘_ggptian ClAagain.
T}'\csc grand institutions and many more lined Eggpt’s most modern streets a|ong with an ovcrpriccd Mc Donald’s, KFC,
and blimpcc’s.Abovc it all Hung ancon FcPsi advertisement, acting as ourguarclian angcl to protect the |ovc|3 Tahreer
from terrorists.

|on the other hand, amidst these scenes of tourism capital and westernization, represented a very differentfacade;one
of more traditional Arabian values.| was dressed in an outfit of rcligious moclcsty tﬁ
tcachings but rcwardcd me rcsPcct From most coPlc; and usua“y shicldcd me f:rom thc Pcwcrtcd advances of untamcd
men. MH long dressfellto my feet l‘liding my anE'cs and was wide cnough to fit two more of me inside. An extra !agcr of
Protcction started at the top of my head and flowed in plain cloth coverin my hair and cvcrgthing else down to my
invisible waist, which was alrcady hidden by my gown unjcrncath. |n fact, aﬁthat could be seen of me was my face and
hands. Back in hig,h schoolin America | used to be taunted with the title of “ﬂging nun” and | imagine thatis what | looked
fike just then rus"ring through the buzzing (C airinien streets oFTahrccr5quarc.

/{bout l’\alfway to my destination my cloth armor failed once again to ward off the flirtatious advances of a young man.
From a quiclc glancc I could see he was talland slim, but I could not make out much else on account of my ncar—sightcd ness
and lack oFglasscs that day. Fromhis nonsense Phrascs like, “ya bagda” (o’e meaning Jlke your white skin) it seemed
he was attracted by my fair complcxion, a Ph sical qualitg that is rare and considered very beautiful to E_gg tians.
chardk:ss of the taboos of his Arabian cu?turc he chose to pick on me. Flirting is considered wrong and AF;srcsPcctFul in
Egypt. Mcn who come on to women are seen as rofane anc{Pdiscourtcous. Howcvcr, this does not mean it doesn’t haPPcn,
it most ccrtain]y does occur. USuallg the victim is cfccic]ccl on by how she dresses. [f a woman dresses in pants and does
not cover her hair it is assumed that she is not rcligious ordignified and wants to attract bogish taunts. So, whatever
sexual harassment comes her way is considered her own fault on account of her attire, orlack there of in this case. On the

jjas | was (the i‘;ing nun) is seen as vcr? rclig,ious simply because of hcrguardcd

rcsPcct \Cor her modcst dress ancl assumcd

at sig,nificd not onlﬂ strict |slamic

ﬂip side,a woman who is dresse
appearance. Most lﬂ«:lg, men willleave a shrou ed woman alone out o
sPiritualit But yet, there are a few males whojust dont care. Dcspitc the imPlications that are attributed to how a female
Prcscntsﬁcrsc}?hc will PrcE upon her dcspitc culturaltaboos against him, like what harpcncd with me. Imaginc this,
imagine a stcrcotgpicanc -like persona hitting on a nun while at the same time a female bcaut3 pageant winner walks

by him without his notice. IF that sounds absurd to you than you know how I felt bcing harassed when harc”y any of me
was even visible for such attraction.

USing the cuk:uraljudgmcnt listed above l could tellthe uy who had just started to pursue me was disrcspcct{:ul and
Erobablgjust trying to geta reaction out of me. Most of tic time, | tried to be Ms. FroPcr and ignore the comments made

Yy these types of mcn,Eut on this Parﬁcular cvcningl was too tired to care and answered him with the middle Fingcr onmy
right hand and told himin E_ng,lis"\ to Fk off.| knew receivin the fingcr meant nothingto Arabs, so | Figurccl it didn’t
matter. | o my surprisc the next words | heard were in Englisg, as‘cing, “Do you sPca\( Eng,lisl-x?” Mg cyes widened in
surPrisc and | darted off.| was cxPccting to hear more common Phrascs tossed at me Iikc:ya aasil (o’ honcg, meaning you
are cute) oranti zay alishta (3ou are like the creamthat floats on top of unhomogcnizcd milk, meaning you are very w ite).
| suppose, | shouldnt have been too 5urPn'sch, he was very Possiblg a student at the American Univcrsitg, where rich
E tian kids take all their classes in E_nglish. After all, the schoolwas on]g about three blocks from where we were.

[%:ﬁ: embarrassed that my thoughtlcss action and Poctic comment had blown my Arabian cover. Now that he knew |
spoke f_nglislw and was Possibl not E&gptian Iwoulcl become more intriguing to him and he would hassle me even more.
gurc cnough, the next few words ] heard were in F_nglish, like Where are you going?”and o Comc drink tea with me.”

Hc Fo"owccl me overa few streets and | bcsan to 5ct very annogcd. | tricc?to kccP my mouth closcd and ignorc him so he
would go away, but my Paticnoc had run out and | told him straight up acoording to the beliefs of his own culture and in
his native languagc, Arabic,“ You don’t want me. You wantgir|s wearing pants.” Just then two girls walked b wearing
tightjcans. Fointing to them, | added,“] ke them!” careful not to let anymore E_ng‘ish slip out.| had hopcd they would
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distract him away fromme, but no such luck. He continued following me over to the bus station. Fromthenon | was able
to ignorc his dcspcratc calls and darted across many lanes of tra“?c ho ing to lose I'aim.Thc excess material on m? drcss i
was fla Ping so hard fromthe spccd of my stcP that it wraPPcd arouncleH Icgs Il:ormirxg more of an cvcninggown ook.
l:inaﬁy, | had gotten far ahead of himand could no |ongcr hear any of his obnoxious taunts. ] felt relieved and bcgan to
look for my sardine can on wheels autobees to take me l-nomc.thn l could find no number 58 I satdownona bench to
wait. | sat there trying not to choke onthe big city Po“ution l(nowing that when ]got home | would have lcntg of dirtto
blow out of my nose and wash off my Fcct.th, dcspitc the environmental mishaps on my mind ] wasjust Ecginning to get
comFortch when a man sat down right next to me ignoring my Pcrsona| space and addressed me with asalamala kum
(peace to you,a Politc and rclig,iousgrccting). | couldn’t believe it, Mr.'mbored so ]’" follow and bug the hell out of this
£n5|i5h~spcaking ]adg was still on my tail. | didmt know w|‘19 he had decided to be Politc this time with his rcligious
opcnins, but it didn’t matter. Jd had it!| became very angry with his obscene behavior and shot out of my scat to face him
dircctly. | starred himin the Facc,gctting a close cnough view this time to see that he was about my age and qu'rtc gamccl
(bcauti{:ul, meaning handsome). ln a state of bcing royall annogcd | bcgan to 3:" at himnot caring that when ] raised my
voice my accent in Arabicbecame very obvious. | could feel the stares of the other waiting Passcngcrsgawking at me with
surPrisc like thcg had neverseen a Forcigncr dressed in traditional ]slamicgarb Frcaking outona guy uictfy sitting on a
bench before. | should note that it was exce tiona"3 strange to these Pcop|c becauseitis consiclcrcj unladg-lﬂcc and
dc{:initcly immodest forawoman dressed as | was to 3::" in public, cspccia“g ataman. Put | didnt care, | could no longcr
hold onto my patience and | feared bcingfo"owcd home. rordcrcd Mr“Do yous cak F_nglisl’x” to leave me alone and
told himto go Eothcr the ladies who wear pantsin the C airo tower, dirccting him witE my Fingcr Pointing at the column
in the Arabian 5l<3’inc. Buthe just sat there, not saying a word. E_vcntuaug,judgins fromthe look on his face he became
very dumbfounded and bcgan to laugh. | took his amusement as an insult and decided that was it! ] had to get rid of him
bc?orc he followed me all the way home.

Asafinal attempt to get rid o?him | informed him that | wasn’t going to sit next to him and that he was moving, not ].

“« And ifyou don’t move [l 5Pit on 3ourFacc,“ ] addcd.Aﬁ:cr this announcement | sat back down and waited in suspense.
I couldn’t understand why he wasn’t Mr. Slim charisma mouth like before and w}ng he would not move. It was like he
was so shocked bg my c|an'ng bchavior, since E

Well, about thirty seconds later ]got up, stcppcd to his right side, collected a goocl lumP of saliva in my mouth and
launched it onto his shirt. He continued sitting, but his laughtcr ceased. His onlg reactionwas a dccPlg surPriscd gaze of
amazement and disbelief. Fcoplc were starring at us with the same look of surprise and a couplc of themdecided to break
the silence to tell him to listen to me and just leave. But he would not move, so r

“Pmnot moving, you are. And ifzyou Jon’t, Pl bath you comPIctcly in sPit.”

Like a lumP of mud, he sat there.

“Go wash your shirt before | bathe you in saliva."| urgcd him, buthe still wouldnt move. With a [augh and incredible
bewilderment mysclf at this Point, ] sat down next to him again and waited to see if he would budgc. During the next few
tense moments that Past anidea bcgan to formin my head.

“Aren’t you the 8uy who followed me from over there,” | asked himas | Pointcd in the direction | had come. “No,”
he ca|m|3 rcplicd.At that Point | too was spccchss. | was trying to rationalize what l—:adjust happcncd. First, | couldnt
tellfor sure this was the Firstgug because | could harcﬂy see him. Second, come to think of it, this guy’s voice was
different than the pervert who was Fo"owing me before. Last|3, it was not the stglc of my original pursuer to be this polftc
and quiet.

Suddcn[g, Mr. Asalam A|a9‘<um’ s rcspcctFu’worcls and confused cxPrcssions made scnsc.This poorguy wasjust
trying to introduce himself in a cu|tura"3 acccptch manner and | letloose on himthe wrath that was meant for the
clisrcspcd:Ful conduct of my former pursuer.

“Oh m god,” in E_ng!ish is what ] instinctivclg let out when | realized | had Punislﬂccl the wrong man. | didn’t know
what to do. | had just hacked on thisgu& | offered him a tissue but he declined. | couldn’t take the embarrassment and
decided to go back on my word and be the one to relocate.

Bchind me flowed a quict hush of chatterand a very confused oung man who remained seated. Dodging non#%8
buses and crowds of Pcoplc ] uickly found mgsc“:anothcr bcncﬁ to sit on. Ancl there ] sat quict[g and uncvcntFu"y,
awaiting my third class limo that holds Fiftg passengers with three orfour hanging outdoorsor standing onthe rear
bumPcr. LcavingTahrccr in number 58 stylc with yet anothcrfunny memory.

e was more use to Passivc women, that he wanted to stay and see how far I’d go

gave one last warning

b‘q Libcrt.q Anne Justice
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A Farable
|. Thc Fast Howls

I have come in solitude to view the Placc,
Once inhabited by a selfless human race.
Where dignitg ruled the actions of the mind,
And the heart gavercasons to im Part grace.

| am a witness to the gorious times of yore,

OF humanit R that has crossed all barriers before.

OF a time when men stood tall througl'l actions;

OF honor - comPassion, ne'er weary to act once more!
| tried to Pondcr reasons that exist beyond the person,
To cxp'ain the Profanity of thousht; Pﬁmclcr of reason.
To cry out aloud; to bcg for mercy from the Gods,

As l stood by and agrcccl ~the imj’
” Thc %rcscnt lnsanc

I'vc come to live throush many a changc but to no gain,

What can be done, when men before, have come in vain?

iscrect acts of treason.

It forces to pose: were it worth for Philosophy to die,

For ideals that followed to grave, soon after the reign?
Seated sit in our homes and cages, naive to conflict;
Too scared to demand and too vain to admit.
Within our va"cg of fear, welet ariver run throush,
A river too dccp - too wide, with no way across it.

Wc let the river cut us apart and crodc, as it flows.

Wc let the river drown our souls; float our flaws.

Ancl we stood by— watchcd, loves and lives it severed.

As | stood by and watched - in bondagc, of our own laws.

Hl. The Result Dire

No one noticed, the evident desertion of sustenance,

On|9 fear spokc to all; aslcing to displag ignorance.

Jt said through words that be spokcn only bg the devil -

To think of one's own alonc, to avoid rcPcntancc.
Nodding in agreement to thoughts thcy ne'er hcard,
Thcg killed the shccp, not remem bcring the shcphcrd.
Soon wrath would inflict; and s'owlg the devil withdrew,
Before thcy knew of the trick, the Pcnalty thcg'cl shared!

Thc Plaguc cnvclopcd; to all mortals death certain,

He sPokc, 'ch'ct to live! Or witness the final curtaint®

But no man could say, for none had the Puritg,

As ] stood bg and looked - through the souls rottent
IV. The Phoenix Kises

When at last man stood to spcak, thcy failed to listen,

For clccp insidc, he meant little and faith bcgan to Icsscn,

When no one trailed him; he couched it was not to be.

No one to blame but sch, he vowed to learn the lesson.
Lcssons told many a time; on|5 to fall upon deaf ears;
Of fate's impictg, God's grace and of man's tears.
th we fail to |carn, the lesson around us for all to see.
To let peace strive, sense rule and let fact rcplacc fears.

T o the end, man shall rise...like his forefathers chorc,

T o restore his virtues and to let the bird of peace soar!

A land that has been, will now birthinitself - a soul,

As l stand bg and see - never to shed a tear once more.

-Rithesh V. Menon
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A Life Without You

r:or every moment thatgocs 55
| |ong torgc with you.
bcing with your presence makes me ﬂﬂ,

ccause 3OUFIOVC FOF me is true.

Thcrc hasnotbeen a dag gone by,

Without the t}\ought oFgour soul.

Foreach day that passcs | wonderinac

T hese Fcclings {-orgou ..do | have them under

control?

5tn'vingto be bg your side | chase after time,

Ycaminsto taste Bourtouch ] Fight for my life.

Tobeinside ofgou would be a Fcc|ingso sublime,

th wit}mut‘gou in the world I would be stricken
with strife.

Eagcrto touch and smell 3ourhair,

T hese eyes are enchanted with a spcu that is imevocable.
Staring atyour Picturc you warmmy heart up with a flare.
Thelove you give me inside is so Provablc.

As ] strive to be sane twen Four-scvcn,
] cannot l’:clp butwonder atgoutﬂo u.
Forj ust the mere dwought oﬁgour eyes send me to hcavcn,
Promoted an angc| | 93 high above ...

knowing that your soul is true.

Stimulated bg the comPlcxion oFyourwul,
My heart throbs for what is true.
Forthe very essence oFgour bcing is so incredible,

l Pondcr if my soul isgood cnough Forgou.

Now standing before you with my imagination,
] can't hc|P but Prchcnc].

For a life without you is but a hallucination,

T he best thing in life is for our hearts to mend.

Robert Heisler
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[_onging For You

You take a step backward in rcgrcssion,
As| try and take the br‘caf:hyougivc me to live.
Havc I cvcrgivcn you the wrong imPrcssfon?

/F 50, is there anybliing/ cando to mal(cyou forgivc?

Iam wi//fng to conformin any way you c/csirq

50 P/casc say t]‘:atyou love me.

You are the on/y one who can I{g}at upon my heart a fire,
And givc me peace with Prospcn’tg

ﬂinking of ways to get you to notice me,

/ have so much Pain within dwatl hoPcyou know of.

Pecause of the mouming within that isn't yet free,
T hese emotions are still inside ...

fcc/ings filled with sorrow and love.

To be captivattd within your beautiful hun eyes,
Iwou[d do anything in the wor{ggzrgou.

Forlfyou eversay yes .. itwould be a btg surpn'sc,
Andl would 5urc13 know what to do.

Aftcr bcing enchanted with 9ourPcrfccﬁonatc bcautg,
| would wrap my arms aroundyou for an ctemity
lf one such as thee wishes a love filled with Pun’ty

ﬂan take my hand and cry out those tears ofpavcrty,

Lct me be the man that replaces those tears with /ovc,
So that the tranquilify s no f:)ngcr filled with misfortune,
but with d{gm’ty

Robert Heisler



Ana bilﬁabak
The song you sang
..t was true
Home followed by the words...
..inlove witi you
My home is of the drifting hills. )
Ncsﬂcj' within the dark creviced Pcaks. A H‘P OF my heart
How sad the song beneath the grass A warming of ny soul
and languid the landscapc, M5 cvcrrcady art

tricked into your control

pen to any of Nature’s intrusions, ) )
ere is no hesitation of the senses here. The need to first feel sPccxa|

d again heady with the b controlled the im u|scnottoswag
il iy Wanted to fodlj et

before | gave itaway

coming 18 through Pounding hooves and silent feet.
th

havc come I"IO me.

-Rachel J Bain

But now that | have it
Thc need has tumed to fear
T his sudden irony

tl
won tlet me come near

I canseeitin your can'ng eyes

| can touch it ti'\rough gourﬁngcrs
| can smellitin the incense

I can hearitin your breath

But] can'tfeel it gying{:rcc inside
Like the hoopoc setfree to live
Somcthing's got her tied up good
Butone c{ag those ropes, thcy'” give

|aner Fcclings -Liberty Anne Justice

| have a Fcc|ing that is so intense,

Just thinking about it makes a suspense.

What to think of it, how to think it ... is cntirclg unknown,
But this Fccling for you | have most dclcinitclg shown.

Thc fact of slﬁowing an aPPca| can be so dramatizing,
Yet somehow, in some way, it can be tanta|izing.
Knowingl | fail to realize,

That sucg

a burden could ever syncl’mronizc.

] have this Fccling that Fricnds]nip is all that is re uired,
th if Possib]c, a stcp forward would be dcsircj.
But in order to do one must acquirc,

Thc visions ... the knowlcc’gc .. of such a sapphirc.
-Robcrt I’_/cislc/cr
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Reminders

His walls are covered in posters and paintings of knights in shining armor.

E_vcry surface in his room holds books of Camelot, and tales of noble hearted knights saving the
beautiful damsels in distress. [He sits at his desk with a cigarette burning in the ashtray, staring at black
and white Photos he’s taken over the 3cars.A" of them are giﬂs that loved him. All of them are gone.

His Fingcrs stop on a pretty idina long sundress sitting in a tree branch. Her 'ong light brown curls
were Pu”cd into a E)osc pon tail at the base of her ncck, an Picccs fell loose to frame her face. His
fingcrs trace the cdgcs and follow the tree branches towards her, stoppin on her smile. A smile that
could melt anyone’s heart, one he would never see again. She was only sad once that he could remember,
when he told her it was over. Shc cried so hard, and cggcd for an cxPlanation. He sat in silence until he
couldr’t take it anymore and walked away

r:liPPing the page he sees anotl'lcrgirl nakcd, save for a white sheet, |3ing on his bed. Her black hair
contrasts the Palc Porcclain of her skin and fans out away from her face. Hc takes the last drag from his
cigarette swcctlg recalling the feel of her smooth skin against him. T he way she kissed him with all the
Passion of the word, anfin an instant could be a child that needed to bcicld and Protcctcd. She was
youn and innocent until she met him, a crash course in rca'itg.A crash course in Pain, when he told her he
cou|<§ncvcr love her and walked away

T he next girl he sees is sitting on a gravestone in a ﬁowing black dress with dark black eyeliner and
blonde hair sPi“ing down her shoulders. So dark and romantic, she thoug‘wt that they were the same inside.
Shc read octry to himon a swing sct at a Parlc down the street from her house, and danced in the rain
with him. She swore she had never known hap iness until him, but he saw in her face the night he left that
he also taught her what loss was. She Plcadccﬁwith him, Pragcd for him to tell her what he wanted or needed
her to bc, sﬁc swore she would changc. Hc told her that she shouldn’t changc for anyone and walked away
into the night.

Thelast leotograpl-» is worn at the cdgcs, a girl injcans and a tank to |ining up a shot at Pool. He
stares at the intensity in her cyes, even in the photo he can feel her pain. She was nothing like his other
idfriends. Shc was scarred and hurt before Eim. For months he toFcl her he loved hcr, that he would never
Eurt I'\cr, he meant it at the time. Hc swore that he was different then the rest, he never meant to hurt her.
e wanted to break up with her, but she started cursing and ca”ing him a liar and a bastard. Shcjust cht
screaming through the tears, he never meant to hit hcr.And afterwards when she was silent lcaning up
against the wall, he saw the mark alrcadg on her face and was so sick hcjust turned and walked away

He Iiihts up another cigarette and closes the album. In his head he kccps rcpcating it isn’t him, none of
this was him.
His walls are covered in reminders of who he’ll never be.

C. Draven
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Dccpcr Mcanings

5orrowtcu/cycs can no /ongcr cry blissful tears for t/vcy have drained,
notwanting to be stcppcd on again; the look so Painful
inside to whom thcy are rcﬁccting.
5om<: think thcy have more to them then Pcrsonalit i
these cyes are not filled on/g with emotions, but also thoughtsthat the Public look for.
Thcy may look dccp, but not cfccp cnough
maybc some reflections just don't want to be found...
orwantto be foun by their known defender.

-Victoria M. Midiri
Why Do | Still Hurt?

Just thinl(ing about you hurts

thn ] close my eyes | trg to slccP away your face
But it wakes me throusl’m the night

What cver happcncd to my dream?

| wanted so much, magbc to much

W}u:n I think about how you used to tellme
ou thousht about me

A?‘ the time

About how my clothes looked

About if | was smilins, crging, dancins. orjust about what

| was thinking about

Now l know what you're thin‘dng

Whg couldnt | think it along with you?

Would it have made this casier?

rrobablg not

| live each day thinking of you

Thin‘cing about if you are thinking of me

What you are wearing; how you smell

| have the shirt you gave me when | left

l used to hold it so tig|1t, when | et g0 of it

| thous}wt | was goingto et go ofgou too.

503, did | think wrong

W}'iy does this hurt so badly?

Oh god, Frankie, what can | do?

|'m trying so hard tolet you go

| don't want to hurt any more; ljust want to tell you

| love you

| want to hear you tellme

| would do angthingjust to be with you again

T o marr my soldicr, my love

| am still reaming of wa lcing down the aisle with you
On]g now it's never going to happcn

|'m just going to closem cyes and wake up, rigl'rt?
This is all adream? Tcli’mc P[casc, don't let it be real
|t hurts so much not to be with you

I ray to God every night to make this Pain go away
F'Zoplc tell me that it's normal but how do thcg know?
Does cach human not have their own Fcc|ings and emotions?
Am l not entitled to take as much time as I need?
Well'm going to close my eyes now

Wakc me when the nightmarcs over.

| love you.

Victoria M. Midiri

40



Ruba iytat

Olw S!OI"iOUS Morning! Avrise and send forth your light.

Lct the sun dance mcrrily on the waters and hold me tight,

Embracing my body as tl‘xough | were its child.

Evcrg creature on the earth gives thanks to and is awed at your might.

Il
Bcautiful Moon, how Ecacc:\cuug ou repose in the 5143!

[ ver so silcntly your ¢ ildren gather ncarby,
Who have listened to the stories that my ancestors once spol«:,

Thcsc tales of the night shall live and never die.
Il

T rust in the river for this is where peace can be found.
lts cool water rushes over my head now

And | can feel a rebirth of fife within me.

To my ears, the babb‘ing waters are a wonderful sound.

-| aura Mattesini
Li\cc
Thc Lord wants me,

so the devil taunts me,

bless mysclf with holy water so my past sins never haunt me,
don't flau nt, can't take it with you in death,

cvcrybodg hears but understand the conccPt,

out of the darkness of Pain,

you can tmlg see the ligl'rt,

what was known as wrong, we alwags thought was ri ht,
and my mind became no |ongcr b%incl,

zfl could see through the lincs,

and grasp the signs,

and life and death were intertwined,

and fate is the onlg tl'n'ng | could call mine,
so just sit back and recline,

as | reach into f:Lc dcpths of your mind,
from the inner ranks of my heart life hasjust been descibed.

-King5|c_q Okike
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Club 5upcrficial

Most all club-women thcg find me sexy
clancing closer to my body thcg try and break me...
little do t’rcg know Idon’t want none of thcm, Iclon’t want some of them...
Still there’s one who strikes my fancy,-
attitude that [ like for clu[)—womcn, chcap but class
walk a little closer she’s moving sassy rl:ght Passcd me, magng sure
we touch cach other ever so gently
Strobe ’lghts
5’1(:’5 lost now somewhere in the smoke and Il.'ghts; the crowd is Ioud, the nig’vt is on.
While | gogeta drink 'm thinl(ing: 19 ndcrlining Placc, ovcrlging Pcaplc!
alljust having fun.
l should knov\; I’m one of them rﬁg}:t Nnow.
But one t":ing’s for damn sure,
I’m not your average- “tanina bottfc”, can’t control my thrott/c, let me stand here like I’m imPortant,
some sort of model. o all the other 8uys trying to be J'ivc, You can’t foolreal women;
to them you're just another ﬁy [)uzzing around her...
l__iclc your IiPs , cause that’s as wet as there getting J'm bctting she’s thinl(ing;
When she sces you she knows,
believe me,
alcohol does not make the difference.
/ Pity you pretty boy youare just a facc; inside you're not r::glvt,-
women you re; lace afl{cr your dirty work is done:
h yea, your having fun...
at the others expense.
Nonc—thc—lcss, those sins are for someone else to confess.
What amess is the dance Floor;
A btg open sore of oozingboc{ics, red hot hotties, all coming to party
No kind ofPIacc to meet someone real!

Evcryonc left their true selves at home tonigf-pt, not with their minds but their
bodies thcy’” fecl-each other, someone’s brother, a new babg's mother, sn"gnificant other,
have all come out but gone undercover.

l started to dancc, it wasn’t Iong before the women saw I had rhythm.
Within minutes a gir/ came up to me close and aPProac"lccl with a shot

o[:—um-no whiske
said could she kiss me? For | woulcﬁ)c her shot chaser;
after the burn she wanted some coa/ing.
M y Pals stood back and concealed their clroo’ing.
N0w is there a rule by which / should follow?! And tell her no?
Nahtt | dont think so! (Come here baby;givc me that kiss!

«T hat was fun,” she said, as she licked her lips and 5ashaycd her hips;
“But sorry to say your cute, but that's a”l wantc«j;ou For, 50 boyyour J;misscd.'
Some would feel hurt, but [ could care less, and just like | said before:
Thereis no blg riddle to Fiddlc,_ju.st goout and have fun until you see sun;
But take withyou my advise, and don’t be too wishful...

Jt’s just a 5oocl timel

At Club 5upcrficia/.
Brian Hist

F hotograph: 5clf F ortrait by Kimbcr[y Dictrich
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Contcnt?

Ncc‘/ woke up in the moming and smelled the fresh air that was coming through to him from the vent nght next to his bed.

He had woken up car{y and Procccd'cd to shower and shave. [He 5mc”cdgood now. e hadn’t smelled like this in many mon ths.
Well not since last March anyway. Today was spccia/anc{ Ned knew it. He was going to see _James. _James was what he was not
and cvcrgt")ing he wanted to be. Nccf aPPrcciatcd that. /ndccd he ap reciated it more then he knew.

Mary, his wife of twen ty-thrvcc cars wasn't amused or surpn'sca’. e had been like this ever since she could remember. He
dressed andgroomcd himsc/f:on]g once a yearon a spccialoccasion. Thmugl’) I‘ugl’y school it used to be the annua/Prom n;"ght or
his birthc]ay. When thcy were in coﬂcgc and Ned was da ting her, it was Mary 's birthday. Butsince he had met_James it was this
onc-day. Thc 1 4th of March every year for the past fifteen years. Mary had spent half of the past fifteen years wondcring why it
hap ened and the other half not trging to wonder about it. Now, bein ffs wifc, she could have asked himw 1y. Why March
!ﬂ:f? but she didn 't she was as haPPy not I:nowing, as he was, not tcﬁ:'ng. Hc never mentioned it to her and they never talked
aboutit. ]t nevercame up in conversation or at the dinner table. For the past ljgcars she had been content. Wg changc now?
It never affected heror Ned. [He was a dearin his own incomPrchcnsib c way. Mary thoughtofit as one more of her husband'’s
incomPrcI'rcnsiblc habits. Bcsic{cs he would Pmbab(y have an incomPrcl'rcnsibIc reason forit as well.

“Marg!“ cried Ned from downstairs, "[ave you seen my Pipc anywl'rcr‘c?“

v[t's in your left hand, Ned" she rcplicd, while malcing the bed.

“Wh ,yes...;you are nght. It is." Ned was a little batfled. FHow did she know that? Now that he thought aboutit, she usua/{y
knew where his tl'rings were. | hat's how it was when thcy were da ting and since thcy got married. [n fact at times she knew
before he even asked. 50 this was no different. Ned continued to think about for a while till he started to feel an ache in his
temple. So he decided to 8o PicL up the newspaper.

"He's due at a quarter to ten.” /\/Zc{ said, Pickfng up the ncwsPaPcrand wa”dng in.

Maly had reached downstairs and was settin up the /iving room table. She cmPticd the ashtra_g and placed the
magazines on the table in a pattemn that resembled a fan. She liked fans. Espccia”y the ones from the fgr F astwith a
scenic Painting on them. TADC were nice. Ned had [)mught her one when he returned from the war, from Ja an. [ e
hac/gottcn it from a fellow in his compan who cxchangcc{ it with Ned for his last cigarette. Ned didn't mind because
he had another pack and he liked the fellow too. e was nice.

"You Lnow, tf;tfc”ow isagem ofa guy” said [\lcclJ I;;ghting his Pipc.

"Wes dcar,“ said Ma::y. "I know.”

"Hc 's a smart fellow too.”

*/ am sure he is a dear”

“Ahhbh.... We had some gooc] times toge ther.” T hen Ned went on to his paper. The :good times'’ always made Mary wonder.
Where did H‘rcg meet? And for how Iong did they know each other? And why meet only once a year now? She had wondered
about this every other time he had visited. She tioughtabout itvery hard but for all her brainwork, she couldn't ﬁ'gurc out where
and when Ne had mctJamcs and what tl’rcg had done togct/?cr.Anc{ ch never 5Pol<c ofJamcs cxccPt on this a'ay. Why?
Woulc/ Maly ask him? No. For the Past fifteen years she was content. Wby changc now?

James was on time as usual. Ncatly dressed in a brown coat and black pants with shoes that had red laces. [ e had on his
head a very nice felt hat. Hc had brought red roses for Mary anda Pac’( ofc{gars for ch. Jamcs fived up north near the steel
Plants by the city and came down to visit ch Hc wasn't much older than ch Dut he a/ways looked the same. VVlth a sober
face that lit up once, with dry chaP ed lips that looked very Painful when he 5Pol<c and quitc interesting when he ate. He had
never puton wclght orlost any either. Hc just hadn't cl"rangcc/. 5omchow Mary couldn’t remember him any other way.

"You lookin’ ﬁnc, Ned! said Jamc.s. "7{ shook Ned's hand w:gorous!y. "F uton some wc[ght?"

Ned was bcaming. “How's Chn’s?“

Chris wasJamc.s‘s wife. 5hc was also Ned's sister. Mary had met her on(g a couple of times. But she was always sick as far
as she could remember. A rather frailwoman and she never smiled. | astthat Mary fad heard she was diagnoscd with a
sickness thatJamcs couldn't remember and Ned couldn’t pronounce. So Mary ﬁ'gurcc/ itwas one of those soap opera illhesses
that ate away at your body s/ow!g withoutlcttingyou know and in the cnd,yougct to die one of those more peace /
glamorous deaths.

'5hc‘s fine. Been feelin' tired this week. butshc 's fine. | left her at the Doctor's. [t's her d'ay again. Doctor says it'sjust the
usual” said Jamcs sctt/ing into one of the armchairs.

"Wc”, we are not gettin, any younger are we?” said Ned. [ e was sti/“)caming.

“I know, ch, l know.” _famcs looked atMary. 5mi/cd. Mary was standing in the I’ra”way arranging the flowers into a vase.
5’1c didn't sce Jamcs smile. Jamcs looked first at her hands, and then followed to the roses and upa stem that was in line with
her breasts. Thcn he followed her body down to her shoes that were a bit muddy from tramP/ing in the garc/cn. /t had rained
two nl;ghts ago. Meanwhile Ned had stoPPch bcaming and had sucfdcn{y recollected his pipe and Maly. 5’1c wasn't /oo’cing at
me when she said tha E Hmught Ned. Or was she? No she wasn't. | am sure of it, thought K/:d. Maybc she just knows me well.
ch that's it. | am sure. 5Bc just knows me too well. It"s always
been that way. Why would it change? _James was still looking at Mary. ,5/1c still hadn’t seen his smile.

"The beefis cxcc”cnt."Jamcs fad a mouthful of it once more. T hen he said, "Wish Chris could cook like you Ma(g."’
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Mary smiled. She watched as James took another helping. ch, he ate a lot. Much more than nd in big helpings. nd
he alwa‘ys talked with his mouth full. T’wat meant the tab/cszlo%w would be in the w,;Asl'r tomght. /Aancli\sj;j :a; hnal\:;g to wf:)rkgou/?
the stains separa tc/y.

"mu knzw, tCF:th > E’Dgoodgir/. Eit s/}c s ISIC“ 51033”‘“ Ncld “Las trying to remember the last time he had seen (Chris.

"What about tishin'? | Jone any tishin'lately?” asked James looking across at Ned. Fle just tinishe .

"No not much.” Ned hadn't bfcn fis/'n'ng inyovcr three years. i dhdid hadj o ok

" haven't had much time mysc!)c."Jamcs hadjust finished another hel, ing of the beef. He looked for some wine.

"Wou/dyou like some more wine dear?” asked Mary- NCd nodded. ﬁfaf‘ oured out anothcrglassfu!. “f:oryou too Jamcs?"
She hopcc/ he'd say no. He had fourg!asscs a/rcac{y. Butit always failccj.jﬁ/c saic/ycs.And later he'd have one more. And then
the bottle would be over. _James finished his beef and smiled at Mary. Ned thought about his pipe and how his wife knew where
it was.Anc] Mary wished it'd be six 'o' clock a/rcac/y. /t has to c/’:angc. /t must. 5 e would have to, or so she thought. Contcnt
wasn't cnough. Whatcan she do?

Mary wasn'’t sure what to do now.AFtcr funch Ja mes and ch wouldgo to Ncc['s 5tudy and listen to some o/d rccords. Thcn
thcy 'd fa”as/ccp on their armchairs rcsPcct'ivc/y till Mary waked Ned up fortea. Till /astycar she would a/waysgo upstairs and
hc[P Susie with her work or_just talk to her. Now Susic was atco”cgc and Mary was alone. She missed Susie. Put now she was
{ determined to find somct"n’ng new to do to while away time.

She walked downstairs and went into the kitchen to search for the latest issue of her wcclzlg. She wanted to finish an article
in it and then do the crosswon:fpc aps. Not that she Particularfy enjoyed it. T he crosswords were tougl’r and she had to wait
anotherweek for the answers. She Jﬁn 't like the idea ofwaiting. 5f1jc zad done a lot of thatin her life alrcady. Bout she felt that
was because she was a/wagsgiving up too easy on the hard words. And since she was in the mood for a changc, why nottry a
little harder? As Maty turned around she was startled. [t was _James and he was stanc/ing in the c{oorway. He had a smile on his
face. Tl'rc one tbatMary never managcd to see and now that she c{id, she didn't like it.And his I/'Fvs were even more dry and
chap ed. Shc wanted to offer him some balm but wasn't able to.

"Jamcs!/thoughtgou would have been na Ping.“

" tried to,” _James shuffled around in the oorway. "But | was tl)inkin‘ofyou."

"Ofmc?" Mary was trying to sound flattered but she noticed hervoice qufvcring.

“As / have been thin[u'ng,“Jamcs moved closer. "For the Past fifteen years, Mary.“

"/ thought ou came up here to see Ncc/."

"Oh! Ncci'\/cr nice fellow, a bitslow,- but nice all the same. We never had much in common. Butyou,"Jamcs
shuffled his feet this time. | e looked around a bit and then continued. '"Didyou like the roses, Mary?"

"ch. Tha nk you, Jamcs. but I don't understand. How was Ia common subjcct?" Mary looked around. 5/1:: had
bcgun to sweat._James was still sﬁufﬂing his feet. "You see Mary, we both /ovcdyou.Angwa L] did. Long before Ned even
‘ kncwyou and before you knew" James removed his hand from his ocket and wipccl his forehead with a towel. T hen he smiled
again at Ma:y. ”Butyou liked him. You never saw me. [ was meant tfor you butyou chose Ned. 50 / married Chn’s to be close to
you. With her life was hell. She hatcdyou more than [ loved you. [ stil /ovcc/you, butyou never saw me.”

"Is t}yatwhy you..."Mary 5uddcn{9 stoppcd. 5omct/1ing awned on her.

"Whg wha t, Mary?” aslccc/Jamcs.

»Wh You come icrc once a year. And that's when Chn’s is at the Doctor’s.” Mary voice was quivcn'ng now. 5’1c looked
around again.

“ch Aﬁary, to see ou.Just as /Iovcc{ to see you in co”cgc. /havc waited cnough‘ Nowyou will come with me. "Jamcs
smiled again andPusﬁcc{ his hand forward to touch Ma:y's. Mary 5tcPPcd back. She knew she it wouldn't thP to shout.

Ned's record Playcr was so loud that he'd never hear her. And no one outside would hear her either.
" James, P/casc don’t be unreasonable. [f | never saw you its because ... Marg now watched as Jamcs smile changcd
I into a frown and then his face became cxPrcssionlcss. He then shuffled again. Anc{ did a turn. e Iaug}')cd and na&gcd his hand
on the wall.
"Because what? Ma:y! / kncwyou'c{ not come casy."As he said it,_James opcncd the first drawer next to him andpickcd up
a largc knife. "A”I want to do is see you. | will make you haPP 3 Givc ouany thin' cvcrythin' Ned could never give.”
; Maly stcPPcc/ back. 5[1c watched as Jamcs smelt the knife and then Placcd it next to him on the table. Hc then took of his
coat and threw itinto the dinfng room. | hen he Pickcc] up the knife and stcPPcd forward.

"Mary, Plca.sc /ct‘sgo...“

“Jamcs....w/’ratabout Cl'm's?“ Mary looked across at the ro”ing Pin lying at the end of the cabinet board. 5’1:: ’cncmamcs
couldn't see it. As Jamcs once again, turned and did a Funny dance, sic ingcd forward andgrabbcd the ro”ing in and before
Jamcs could react, she broughtit down hard on his head. Jamcs fell Motion/css, she wondered if he was dead. g’w took the
knife and Placcd itin the drawer. T hen calmly, filled ag/ass with water and threw the wateron Jamcs's face.

“Gct up anc”cavc.And neverretum. Ifyou do, | will have the cops on you!”

Jamcsgot up staggcrcd and walked towards the kitchen exit.

"You know, Mary, l‘dgivc you cvcrythin'“.‘"

“Lcavc!" cried Mary and her hand rose s/owly toward the phone.

James left. As he did so, he knocked over the living room table. The as/’rtray fell over with Ned's Pipc under it. 5/’1«: Pickcd up
the ashtrag and se tuP the table once again. Tl'xcn she Plach ch‘s Pipc on the sideboard next to his stucly board.
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The stuc{y door oPcncd and Ned walked in. e looked around and then Pccrcd into his stucfy. Then into the c{ining room.

Mary, where is_James?" he cried.

vfHe eft.”

"cht? That‘s odd. [He never leaves without tc”ing me. Did he say why?"

"Hc said he had to ick Chn’s uP." Ma:y walked toward her husByan and held his arm and led him to the armchair. “Hc
said he was sorr "5[c smiled.

“Y’ou know, that fellow is agem ofa gug”said Ned sitting down.

"Yes clcar,"saic] Mary. " know.”

"Hc‘s a smart fellow too.”

| am sure he is dear.”

"Ahhh We had some good times togct’vcr." 5ayin this Ned lay back and thought.

Mary t/'yought hard. 5hou/cf she tell him about what had happcncd?And why Jamcs left? No. Shc wouldn't. For the past
fifteen years she was content and so was he. Whg c/:angc now?5hc looked at ch’s face. Hc seemed to be rcsting. hy di.sturb
him now? Thcn she walked u,:)stairs to Pick up Iaundry.

5’1c wasn 't/ooking at me when she said that, h‘wught ch Or was she? No she wasn't. Iam sure ofit, thought ch, still
rcmcmbcn'ng the PiPc incident today moming. Maybc she just knows me well. Yes that's it. | am sure. 5/1:: just nows me too
well.
"Mary!” cried Ned from downstairs, "MMave you seen my pipe anywhere?"

[ irr?your left hand.” she rcP/icd. ? i ¢

“chyou are n:ght. Jtis.”

ch was a little bemused. How did she know that?ﬁl’ra” he ask her? No. Hc wouldn't. For the Past fifteen years he had
wanted to but he hadn't. Hc was content not asking. Why changc now?

Rithesh /. Mlenon



Jcrry by Jamcs U|mcr
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Untitlcd

‘ T hese dags |'m clrinlcing coffee two times a dag, fourto five cups cach time. | used to abhor
caffeine. ] used to abhor many things. Similar{g, | used to enjoy many things. Now my
horizens, my scqucntia‘ minutes, are buta Fos. My Passions FJavc eroded to cmbarassing

\ levels. I“lowcvcr, the real tra cclg isthat| am noteven humiliated. My rituals of life have
become my last rites. But wﬁcn | look at them more criﬁcany | find that| don'teven have
rituals of life. I have sarcastic rcPctitivc motions. lecg are corporcal diatribes to every
molecule of airthatenters my |un55 with what scems to be a f:irmlg rested agenda of
altruism. Unknowin |3 and ironicaug, | have constrained my own 'dcgrccs of freedom'
to near suicidal dcﬁnitx’ons. lntc"ccwal Poir\’b no longerreside on hilosophical continuums,
buthave morphcd into sharp, danscrous objccts to Ec avoided. hcy are argumcnts that
now thrust me into a chasm of social scPcration. And when | look at them my Fingcrs have

grown to grotcsquc Proporb'ons. Thcy can‘tgrasp angthins.
- Chirstian KurPicl
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