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JNicholas Janssen

CHARACTERS:

NYOKO, a young Japanese girl,an ama, o shellfish diver
NARIKO, a young friend of NYOKO and ama
HISA-SAN, NYOKO's grandmother and ama

OKI-SAN, NARIKO's grandmother and ama

EBISU, a handsome young man

SAKANA-KAMI, a suijin or water-spirit

VOICE OF 0-WATA-TSU-MI, god of the sea

SCENEI

It is about noon and a hot day on the beach. The four women divers sit in
the shadow of some rocks away from the water, sharing lunch from a large
tray.

NARIKO
“This sunomono is really good, grandmother. I’s so refreshing after diving
all morning.

OKI-SAN
“That's pickled plum in with the daikon, it’s a summer recipe. Looking at
your cateh, i’s hard to tell you've been diving at all!

NARIKO
Oh,if you'd let me dive as deep as you or Hisa-Dono I'd have plenty more
abalone.

HISA-SAN
You know you're not skilled enough for that. Only old women like Oki and
1 have trained long enough to dive that deep. Look at Nyoko there, you two
are almost the same age and look at how much she’s gotten today.

NYOKO
Grandmother, please... you're embarrassing me and hurting Nariko-chan’s
feelings. We're both good divers.

s Foge 3
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HISA-SAN
Yes, but you'll be even better next season and by the time you're our age
you'll be the best in all of I7u. Besides, there’s nothing wrong with  fike
healthy competition between friends.

NYOKO
1 don’t want 10 be the best, just successful enough to attract a nice husband.

NARIKO
But all this diving makes us o thin, no man will want us!

HISA-SAN
When you have your own men, you'll no longer have o dive with your
grandmothers. Make sure you find someone you can trust and who can
handle a boat. When you are down beneath the waves your lfe will be in
his hands.

OKISAN
Stop du)dvummg about men and get 10 your lunch. We ama ahvays st
retun
wihe lbﬁlonc forus
NARIKO

Already?  can't believe it's been almost an hour.
Afew moments of silent
cating pass. Aftera
whil, something catches
NARIKO's attention.

NARIKO
Look! What is that? Do you all see something over there on the beach.

HISA,
Yes! It looks like a man! He may be hun or Marl) drowned if he washed up
‘on the shore like that.

Giage 4 * Ophens
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OKI-SAN
He wasn't there when we were diving this moming. It must have just
happened.

NARIKO

Cmon Nyoko, let’s go see if he needs help.

NYOKO
(hesitantly) Alrigh...

OKISAN
Be careful, girls!
“The girls stand and
quickly approach the
body on the shore. The
older women follow

behind them.
NYOKO
1t fooks like he's dead...
NARIKO
But at least he’s handsome!
HISA-SAN

This looks serious. Nyoko, run home and get your father. Hopefully your
‘grandfathers will be back by the time you retum and your father can tell us
ifitis safe to transport him back to the village for healing

BLACKOUT
SCENE Il

About two years later, moming in a small hut on the beach, NYOKO and
EBISU wake from sleeping on a small pallet, They are quiet for a few
‘moments, looking at one another.

Ophas Foge 5



EBISU
Hello.
NYOKO
Hello.
EBISU
You look pretty.
NYOKO
(giggling a litle) Thank You. I don't know how | can this s
They kiss bricfy:
EBISU
Would you like to prepare okayu with me? We hav
from yesterday.
NYOKO

Yes. We can use some of those scallops | gathered 100.

EBISU

That sounds good.
They stand and.
EBISU movestoa
small stove and
starts cooking.
NYOKO makes the bed
then joins him at
the stove, putting
an arm around him
tenderly.

NYOKO
1'm 50 glad you came to me, Ebisu, like a gift from the sca.

Fage 6+ Opens
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EBISU
1am 50 glad you were there on the beach that day t0 save me.

NYOKO
But, you don’t even remember that day.

EBISU
Al remember is waking up and you bringing me a steaming bowl of oden.
1t was the best stew I had ever caten and the most beautiful face I had ever
scen. What other memories do I need?

NYOKO
Oh, but isn't it frightening to not remember who you are?

EBISU
1know who I am. I am your husband and protector. | watch over you while
you dive.

NYOKO
feel so safe when I dive with you. Itis as if you are of the sea itself. The
weather is always good and the abalone is abundant,

EBISU
Oh. you flatter me. Get some bowls, our breakfast i ready;
EBISU serves the porridge. They take their bowls to the floor and eat in
silence.

BLACKOUT

SCENE I
Shortly afier breakfast. NYOKO and EBISU are on a small boatin occan.

NYOKO
Wish me luck

O Foge 7
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EBISU
You don’t need luck. Your first dive of the moming is always the best.

NYOKO
T have you to thank for that. I just got anxious all of the sudden is all.

EBISU
Don't worry. You are the best ama | know and, besides, I'm here with you.

NYOKO
You're right. Everything wil be fine.
They kiss and NYOKO
dives over the side
of the boat. EBISU
waits silently,
pecring into the
water oceasionally.
After a moment he
looks surprised and
steps away from the
edge. SAKANA-KAMI
jumps into the
boat, carrying a
limp NYOKO. SAKANA-
KAMI drops NYOKO. EBISU
goes o her.

EBISU
Who are you?! What have you done to my Nyoko!?

SAKANA-KAMI
Don't you recognize me, Ebisu-Sama? Have you been with this commoner
50 long that you cannot remember?

EBISU
Tdon't know what you're talking about. This is my wife! Is she dead?

Fage 5+ O
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SAKANA-KAMI
iven her 2 small dose of Black-lka poison. She will

Don't worny. I've only
not be asleep long.

EBISU
Why have you done this 1o us?

SAKANA-KAMI
A better question is why have you done this to me?
waited in i waiting for my beloved
Can you not even remember to whom you were betrothed?
EBISU stands, a
ook of frightened
and confused recogaition on his
face.

? For two years I've

EBISU
(quietly) . Sakana-Kami..

SAKANA-KAMI
Yes! That's ight.. you do remember.

EBISU

Yes...your face...the ocean kingdom—it all floods my senses.. | wet shark
hunting... south of the kingdom... there was an eruption under the water.
rocks and hot steam batiered my body... then everything went black... that's
when | must have washed up on the shore...

SAKANA-KAMI

Yes, and that common girl found you. Let us return home, together, to the
ocean kingdom, You can reclaim your true heritage as a sea-spirit. | have
scarched for you for so long and shed so many tears. You do not belong here
among the mortals

EBISU
That is where you are wrong. This is where | belong... | have made a life

Openi+ Goge 9
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here, I'm very sorry. but 1 love Nyoko and my life among the ama. Our
destinies split us, Sakana-Kami, but it is not my fault or Nyoko's.

SAKANA-KAMI
You think after all of the sorrow and despair you have caused me, you can
simply cast me aside? [ will not be shunned! I never gave p on finding you,
Ebisu-Sama, even when the oracles told me to give up.

EBISU
You should have listened to them. I only just remembered our old ffe afer
secing you and hearing your words. We were not meant 1o be together. |
know in my heart that my place is here. I do not know why the gods have
‘made it this way, but it is so. You should have moved on with your life. You
have caused your own pain.

SAKANA-KAMI
‘Then this is truly how you feel?

EBISU
Yes, let us be. I feel for you and I know this is difficult, but if you care for
me, you will respect my life and my decision. We mean no harm o you.

SAKANA-KAMI
‘Then you have made your choice, forcing me to five in misery as the one |
love lives happily with another.

EBISU
No, that is your choice. | am not forcing you to dwell on the past. That is
‘what hurts you.

SAKANA-KAMI
1fthat s how you will treat the one you once loved, then | will destroy that
which you love now! 1 lied to you carlier. The Black-Ika poison I gave her
is lethal. Even now she lay dying and I will never give her the antidote. No
mortal medicine will be able to save her.

Giage 10 * Orphens


https://d)ingandl"�ill=�crgi,chcrthcaniidolc.So

EBISU violently
takes hold of
SAKANAKAML.
EBISU
No! You must save her!
SAKANA-KAMI
Ttisnot save her. Only. your love for

me and returm with me to the ocean kingdom.

EBISU
Twish I never loved you!
EBISU shoves
SAKANA-KAMI

swims away. EBISU
then kneels and
picks up NYOKO's
body i his ams,
He cries out to the
heavens.

EBISU
Great ford O-Wata-Tsu-Mi, father and god of the seas, please avenge the
death of Nyoko, my lovely wife! She is innocent and a victim of crucl
jealousy! Her death was wrought by the hands of another of your children.
1 know I have tumed my back on our kingdom, but please show justice!
Nyoko wasa daughter of the sea... even though she may not have the blood
of the spirits in her veins, she respected the ocean and spent much of her life
within it. She was undeserving of such a death!

A loud thunderclap.
Blackout.

Ophens* Flige 11
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SCENE IV
The watery depths of O-WATA-TSU-MI's court. SAKANA-KAMI stands
alone.

O-WATA-TS
What have you to say for your actions against Nyoko, an innocent mortal
and lover of the sea?

SAKANA-KAMI
My vengeance was deserved. She took the love of the man I was betrothed
to away from me. Such bonds are not broken lightly.

O-WATA-TSU-MI
You yourself know Nyoko and Ebisu did not understand what they were
doing. Ebisu’s memory was taken from him and Nyoko knew nothing of his
previous life. Did the oracles not tell you that pursuing Ebisu was foolish?
Did you think that your will was more important than that of the gods?

SAKANA-KAMI
What do you mean?

TA-TSU-MI
Forthousands of years, the mortals and the people of the sea have been apart.
‘The gods hoped to unite these two great peoples, using the love of Nycko
and Ebisu to bring the two worlds together. But, your sorrow and jealously
were too great that you could not trust our wisdom. Now the wound you
have delivered to the mortals s to0 deep. They will see the sea-spiris as
cruel. We may never be one with them again.

SAKANA-KAMI
Forgive me father...  did not know. I thought Ebisu was mine by right

O-WATA-TSU-MI
You did know. The oracles told you all you needed to know, yet you still
followed a foolish course of action. For this you will be punished. You are

Fage 12+ Ophens
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forever banished from the ocean kingdom and will forever swim the seas as
a common fish. You will remember what you once were, but will never be
able 10 express your true nature,

SAKANA-KAMI
NOO0OO!

BLACKOUT

Opeus* Pge 13
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Sierra Intrigue

small rickety fishing boat. We ended up in a refugee camp in Hong Kong,
and my older brother, who was already in the United States, convinced the
U.S. govemment to fund both my airfare over and tition for the University
of California, Berkeley. His memories had made the hike go quickly

Beyond our family and friends, the dining room crowd included the
astute 88 year-old woman, Josephine who ran the Ranch with her daughter
and granddaughter. Now that we'd finished dinner, it was my father’s
tum to tell a story. “Unlike Hien’s tale, which mainly took place half-way
around the world, parts of this story took place right near here”, my father
began, warming to his audience. I watched my son’s eyes glaze over. He
was suffering from clectronic withdraw. and was stll resentful that he had
ot been allowed to bring his Gameboy. My father continued. “In the carly
sixties, | was working at General Atomic in San Diego. One day my boss,
the vice president. called a meeting and asked for someone to volunieer for
a special task. [ laid low. expecting trouble, knowing how quirky my boss
could be. Finally Joe Henry volunteered-he was 2 lanky guy who would do
almost anything to get out of work. The boss handed Joe an envelope and
told him not o read it under any circumstance. He was to leave immediately,
without stopping at home, fly to Fresno, and then catch a helicopter into
the Sierra. He was to deliver the envelope to Theodore Tayor, the dircctor
of Project Orion, who was vacationing in Evolution Basin in two yellow
et

“When Joe Henry got back 10 work several days later, he was reluctant
1o tell us what had happened. but we gathered that nothing had gone as
planned.”

At this point, while some of the audience was fidgeting, Josephine,
broke in, her voice distant, her eyes seeing as though through a veil of time.

Could he have been the strange man who showed up here lost, looking for

yellow tents in Evolution Basin when my husband was still alive? I think
was 1964 or 65. He was a tall skinny guy. riding a horse, dressed in a suit
and tie. and carrying only a brief case. You can't take a helicopter into that
rugged area—which must have been why he was on horseback. We laughed
at the image for years, but never could figure out what he was up to. He
scemed like a man on a mission, but our speculations, including spy and
detective got us nowhere.”

Matt was suddenly alert, almost as though a switch had been flipped.

Optes
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“Spy? Detective? What happened?”

My father seemed surprised—his sories didn't usually get this kind of

response and this had happened almost half a century ago.

“The story took ity for the est of us.
had soaked in the hot springs which overlooked the ereck with views of the
snow capped Sierra. The soak had slightly fogged our minds, but we were
still StfF from the hike i, and now we sat visualizing this man taking the
same dusty route we had, astride a horse, dressed in a suit and i

“Well”, my father continued, “he must have followed your directions
and eventually found the two yellow tents in the lunar-like terrain of
Evolution Basin. By then it was dusk, or maybe moonlit. Evolution Basin
s still many miles in from here. On delivery, Joe found that the message
he had carried informed Theodore Taylor that he was fired! His proposal to
propel a rocket 0 the moon by exploding atomic bombs two hundred fect
behind the rocket had been rejected. ship he envisioned would
Have held as many as 150 people, with the nital plan callng or missions to
Mars by 1965 and to Saturn by 1970. The goverment considered his idea
100 risky. Why the boss coulda’t et Ted and his family enjoy their vacation
in peace before getting the news is still a mystery to me—but my boss was
like mn >

innoy yy atomic
hambrs' Voree g0t to be kidding. That's lame!”

“I’s a miracle they didn’t try!” Josephine exclaimed. “They ve tried
just about everything else!” My father nodded assent. I had imagincd my
father and Josephine would be instantly bonded by the novelty of age in the
remote Sierra, but until now they seemed a bit distant—perhaps protective
of the territory of innumerable years

broke in Hien, “although not on the scale of Project Orion. They are just
quit about it since environmentalsts protest every time they get wind of
it. There are scientists today who think it was a huge mistake not to proceed
with the Orion projec
Silence was heavy s we made our way out of the log building into
the inky night. Josephine fef for her house, and Noah and his parents ssid
the
campire circle

densely packed Milky Way, sitting on the rocks of an u

Fage 16+ Opess
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Sierra Intrigue

“Do you think there is intelligent ife out there?” Matt asked.

“I'm quite certain there is.” Hien answered. “The universe is mostly
composed of the same clements that make up our body and it is so vast that
there is bound to be other intelligent lfe.”

A shooting star streaked across the sky, leaving a green tral,inspiring
Hien to continue. “Our sun and Jupiter act as sentincls, with their gravity
warding off meteors that might otherwise hit us. Without them, we'd be
pretty vulnerable to the impact and radiation of a large meteor. Ifthe earth
was the size of a basketball, the erust would be only as thick as a human
hair.™

“If we have a son, we should name him Jupiter,” Lin quipped to
Hien.

Matt suddenly realized that Noah must have been serious about not
sharing the cabin with him, with the snake’s whereabouts unknown. “T don’t
have to leep in the cabin by myself with the snake do I2” he asked, his voice
sounding tired and vulnerable,

“Ill share your eabin with you and the snake, if you want”, my father
answered. Matt looked relieved and the two of them started across the
clearing. “There’s nothing like seeing the stars in the Sierra” [ heard my
father murmur as they walked off 1 think we can sce forever,”

Biblography: I you re et in Projec Orin,check ot the
book: Dy g  The True Story
Henry Holt & Co., NY, 2002
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Loveof Life
JuanVentimig

O-"’hmc beautiful silver-streaked mist-dewed winter momings when
Jhc fog lazily lifts off the damp streets and your eyes,
sleep, twist open like a wine-cork and the sun-filled w
youthat today will be onc of those days you love. With coffee, the newspaper
and  toased blucbery bagel, you ise withthe sun.
rious gold-gleaming afiemoons when the sun s
scalp. your back.
Afiernoons when you o Tisleit,reeding Dickers orthe ewspaper i
you feel you are watching a streaming movie in your mind, entertaining
yourself in far-off relations: of fictions, of the worlds. Afternoons when you
neglect the shower, plunge into the pool,lic out in the sun on your stomach
and sleep, sleep, sleep with the cotton-candy clouds streaking through the
cerulean sky where i
you walk under the ams of century-
buzzed grass in your sandals and swimsui, never chany

s high un:rhcad.
 Jacy

1d oaks on the shaded. spiky blades of
ing, never desiring

... the wind-weeping nights; sensuous scintllating nights when
the wind croeps under your shorts and skirt like spiders,tickling your legs
like ladybugs, blowing on your amms like amor's lips, waving your long
moon-sreaked hair like a war-winning flag. Those nights when time exists
only 1o those who sleep: sitting out late in your backyard around a snap-
sparkling fire with friends and beer, with girls and misty-melodies on the
guitar, singing songs singed with freedom. When the moon. like a cotton-
ball coasts wheel-like elliptically onwards and forever. When the pine trees
dance with you like Indians, waving their long pine-prickly pin-needles at
you like octopus arms, swaying silkily as if swimming underwater, Those
hights with timeless conversations and etemal friends: those nights that
seem to move with the moon and shine with the stars.
You rise with the sun.

Gage 15+ Orphens



Aiming atMorality

hian Ventimigha

y dearest lttle Sophi, -

life you were accustomed to. Presently, as you sit here on my bed, I see
a slight gloom in your demeanor as if a shadow has been cast over you,
and the sun, radiant though it has been, has ceased to shine on that pretty
Vil face of yours. In fact, what truly brought this o my attention was
the drastic w
blue, looked ominous to the south as I came home, quite like a painting
of a charcoal-black storm without rain: as if the artist had smeared his
hand downwards on the canvas. And when I parked. I saw you sitting in
solitude by the door, curled up the way you always are with your paws
tucked undemeath you. You made me sad. The sun won't hide forever,
my dear Sophia: your sadness will pass as the wind blows the clouds fike
sails. Our days will soon be bright again.

You were forced to get along with Chelsea, or at least to coexist

y. Thi veny this
last month, things between you two, I knew, were never going to getany
better. You, Sophia, a homeless girl with a beautiful calico coat, came
prowling inmy frst Bakersfield apariment one screne Sunday afternoon
d made yoursel y

my companion. You have shown me loyalty | myself never before knew
from such a girl. 1 am sorry. Sophia; moving houses forced a flaming.
aversion: you invaded Chelsea’s claimed teritory; she hadn't, until
recently, ever stopped scoming you. And from the beginning, Chelsea
never spoke 10 you but glared at you with glowing yellow eyes; and she
resented me for being o close to you. This disharmony I understood
would never cease: like the relationship of countless remaried women
and their sons, forced to live with stepfathers, which fail o function.
Such was life in our home between you girls for the next seven
years. You pawed at my door and slept underneath my sheets; you ate
Fancy Feast from a clean plate I laid out especially for you; and you
made sure not to invade Chelsea’s section of the house: her couch, in
particular. Strangely, when you two were outside, disputes were unheard
of.
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1 bet you don't remember that most unpleasant evening when
Paris, having tried every possible solution, and after four months of
serious squabbles, stuck you both in our bathroom and shut the door
on you like two enemy pit bulls trapped in an apartment. You, being the
debutante you are, could not believe his audacity! You both just satthere
and 1, worried to death, paced around the house, wondering how long |
could take the torture before snatching you out of there like a baby bom
beneath water. It must have been awfully uncomfortable for you, poor
dear. Paris said he had read about this method in a credible magazine,
and he maintained this through my endless inquisitions (1 assure you).
until finally my mother and I could not endure it any longer. I opened the
door hurriedly as if rescuing a girl from a fire and to my surprise, you
two were sitting there, eye to eye, as calmly as sitting ducks. Chelsea
was nearest the door and she curtly reversed out like a date at a drive in
movie; you followed right behind. tailgating like an angry ex-girlfriend.
It was quite a riot, no harm done, but you could not believe that I—
for you assumed it was I—had put you through such an intolerable
afternoon. You didn’t sleep in my bed for three days.

As 1Lam lying here writing this with a silly smile streaking across
my cheeks, you are gazing at me as if I were an uneducated buffoon,
with two odd squares of glass hooked around my ears, pressing buttons
on a cumbersome object that is taking up too much space in my lap
for you. Because, afier all, everything is about you, is it not, my
lady?

You are the prettest girl on the block: thin and fit and far from
 You have manners, t0o, (excluding your horrible habit of clawing
the arms of our white couch to sharpen those nails of yours): you wipe
‘your feet before coming indoors, you bathe yourself, and you have even
allowed me to pet your stomach without seratching or something
quite unacceptable when you first moved in. Your only fault, if I may
say, is that you yap incessantly when you're hungry, or if | even come
close 10 the refrigerator. For heaven’s sake: leam 1o feed yourself! And
what's more is that, yes, | eat turkey sandwiches, and I understand,
darling, you love the smell because you look at me with those envious
eyes, but no, you cannot have any turkey! You may be fine but not as
fine as peppered turkey! I'm getting off track: 1 am awfully sorry. Your
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luscious calico coat is precious, dear. I particularly love how your paws
areall different colors: gray, blonde, black and white, and your cute litle
fingers are all white, too. Your stomach complements you wonderfully;
indeed, it is as white as the milk I give you for your strong little bones.
You do, however, have a cowlick in the center of your nose not unlike a
mini Mohawk, if I may put it so rudely. Your hind legs look like rabbit
feet. And, as of recently, you were involved in a fight with an outsider
that pierced the tip of your ear; surely I would not dare take you to the
Veterinarian to get that sown. You do not wear a collar either, because I
would never tie a neon noose around that pretty neck of yours.

But | am digressing because, as of late, your spirts have been quite
Tow. You're being oo hard on yourself for that incident you witnessed.
It was not supposed to happen so barbarically, I will confess. Try being
optimistic, if anything, for me.

You e, I remember Chelsea with respect: she was  tough woman
who had seen the world. Do you remember, Sophia, when we moved in
and Chelscs, appaled at the thought, id under the deck in our backyard
for a month? Finally,
and skinny and hungry. Poor thing! But that's how I remember her:
resolute and unflinching, a good cat.

1 made attempts at friendship with Chcl:u. although you would
have none of it. I sat wi
e gealy. Sh was ot he riendlest woman. Sometmes, however, she
would stand up and sit on my lap, purring like a motorcycle. Every time
this happened you were stalking around the comer, staring jealously as
if I had just fed her your favorite turkey. And then, when I got up, she
would run off and you would chase her around the house as if playing
tag.

But then, Sophia, you noticed something strange in Chelsea,
because you never again screamed at each other; you even ate from the
same bowl during the last catatonic month of Chelsea’s life: after she
was diagnosed with Lymphoma. I remember brushing my hand down
her back, feeling her bumpy spine like rows of knuckles and witnessing
her weight steadily decline to a stalking corpse. Her gloom instilled
gloom in those who looked at her. She limped around like a hung-over
bum, wishing she could swallow just a drop of water, or cat just a bite
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of food. Living was 100 painful for her. She was shrouded by ominous
death. He was staring down on her like a stone-gray. ghostly gargoyle.
1'm not sure how you knew. Sophia: Chelsca was dying. You must
have smelled it in the air like a ghost. You've always been intuitive.
You've doublless perked me up countless times. You dida’t sce death
like Chelsea, no, but you knew she was on her way to some place far
from here: like Perry Smith heading for the gallows. And through this,
you leamed empathy for an enemy. A lesson you will never forget.
One stormy Monday nigh, there was a stranger in our house with

22 caliber bullets. His metal-sleck skin was the color of desert-sand.
He was dressed to kill. He had come over with good intentions. He
did not stay long. I remember my mom was crying: I was despondent.
But Sophia: you were fascinated. You knew where Chelsea was going
Death was here in our house that night.

My mom and I couldn’t bear to be present while the stranger was
over. | remember walking over to Chelsea: it was like confronting
slecpwalker. | massaged her back while she sat on a navy blue bed
sheet on the arm of our pastel-pink couch. Her fur coat, with its streaks
of black and white, blurred 10 a ghost-gray. Her eyes were like black
moons setting in a silk-yellow sky.

Sophia, when we lef, you watched Paris hold the stranger snugely
with an insatiable intrigue, didn’t you? You are braver than my mom
and me. But Chelsea, she was courageous. She was the strongest of
us all, You, Sophia, watched Paris feed the stranger bullets and aim at
morality. We leamed a lesson through him that cold Monday night. We
Teared not to act as God. Not to pull triggers when in doubt. You saw
Pari Chels
she—refusing to die instantly—leapt up and ran through the house like
awild horse before collapsing on our bloodied carpet, gasping her final
breaths of lfe. A gruesome, sordid end to what Paris naively predicted
would be an instant, painless death. When my mom retumed. she sent
her off with a prayer.

You remember Chelsea with nostalgia. now. as you lie in the
shade; and after years of boisterous brawls, perhaps peace and solitude
were not comforts you truly dreamed desirable after all. Hindsight is
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always dead-on, dear. Wisdom is not attained without some suffering.
Presently, through my bedroom window, the sun has pierced the clouds,
and shining in and warming you are beams of luminous light.

With love,

Juan




ASore Subject:
To My Degenerative Disk
Juan Ventimiglin

despise you with the formidable force of a furious fire. I loathe
7 u beyond sanity. You have drained youth out of me like a needle
e 12 blood. | have aged a century since the day you moved in. |
constantly dream about digging you out and feeding you to the dogs. But
then ©hink. You can't be that comfortable, either, stuck between two discs:
the more | move, the more [ work, the more you must hate me the way | hate
you
Twas, although you didn'tlive here then, the number one player on my
tennis team in High School—I bet you don't believe me. do you? You think
V'm lazy, now. I'm sure. Buta year with your relentless presence wil cripple
anyone’s motivation. | would have played in college, but they don't have
& men’s tennis team at CSUB and for that | am grateful: Can you imagine
how depressing it would have been to have tasted the glory of climbing to
the top of the team and, just as quickly, fallen offthe ladder due to you: you

with Epidurals; | think those injections hurt me more than you
You just won't die.

Remember Christmas break when I thought you had moved our? [
played the best tennis of my life, after three months without practice.
Flachmann thought | had been Iyin 0 him about my inaciviy. e asked

ina, | came

out withthe s, firing tenis-bullets hat cold,serene moraing; but  Knew
there was something wrong. When | woke up the next day. | could not get
out of bed. You had woken up from your shumber, too.

“The doctors say you are hereditary, that you were bound 0 move in
sometime. Strangely. though 1 can't find anyone in my gencalogy that has
lived with you

You are persistent like a permanent paper cut, teeth biting bones. a
flame inside of flesh: and yet, each day, with my friends, my books and my
writing, i surprisingly pleasant.

Although you are debilitating
slip on socks. youare strangely inspiring. Testing my fimi
You've double 1y progress at the &
prescribed to forget about you: I've taken only one.
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ASore Subject: To My Degenerative Disk

Somake yourselfat home. Soon, when | graduate, we'll our the world.
You'll meet my family; my cousins, I'm sure, will be rude to you: clay court
tennis is no longer an option, nor snowboarding down Bariloche’s slopes;
but we'll find substituts, like swimming i the ocean or drinking expensive
wine and dancing with fine Argentine women until sunrise.

This summer, at the US Open, we'll see Roger Federer win his 11
Grand Slam title; and [Il be 21 we'll wake up and drink Mimosas, and
think: life's just begun.
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Conversating Congenially

that's fine with me.”
ey e et i
then: “Lock your door, son,” as she stepped eagerly out of my car”

“Mom. | have an alarm that | use as regularly as you brush your
tecth"—(my mother, Ill proudly have you know, has the obsessive albeit
ygienic habit of brushing her teeth; much the same as an OCD kid on Red
Bull has with hand-soap)—"but yes, mother, | will lock my car.”

(The cchoing honk from the alarm puncuated my  frustrated
declaration).

We walked into the plain stuceo square of Mattress Land. The inside,
100, was as boring as the exterior: nothing 10 it, just beds and more beds.
1t was like walking into an attc of a millionaire’s mansion with myriad
‘mattresses aligned like rows of dominoes.

A slender Hispanic male with black frizzy-curly hair a loose wide
smile, a white tucked-in collared shirt, beige Dockers strapped by a skinny
black belt, and church-dressy slck black shoes grecid us with the alacriy
that only has. He wore.

ifhe
“How you guys doin’?” He asked with a Hispanic accent,
(My mother s a female, | thought, feeling compelled to correct him).
“Fine," we said.
“Good. Good. Do you guys need some help? O do you wanna look
around for a bit?”
“Now,” my mother began with the fastidiousness of a PhD professor,

Isthatso7”
“Yes.

“And is it true that all the mattresses will be reduced 50%?"

“No®

I see.” she said, shifting her gaze to me: “let’s look around, son.”

“Just let me know if you guys have any questions,” he said with his
theumy, marble eyes as fidgety as a blue bird's.

My mom and | began walking in a clockwise circle in search of
the Tempurpedic m;. l was deermined 10 lic on one. We passed the

the weightofmy
mam:s:NASA “the only
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mattress approved by astronauts™—indeed.itsorigin was direcly related to
these astronauts because of the pressure involved in take-off: the memory
foam absorbed the departure.

Five Tempurpedic beds were lined up on a wall near the back,
beginning with the best and most expensive, The Grand Bed, and next o its
royalty, The Celebrity Be ts fame, The Rhapsody Bed: the rest
1 deemed too low on the ladder for my liking.

Mr. Alacrity came commission-coasting in our direction like a cat in
search of tuna once he realized our interestin matiresses

e asked, pointing his whole hand openly outwards like a model advertsi
the prizes on Whecl of Fortune.
Yes. Which one would you recommend for someone with an injured

back’
“This one.” he said, pemlmg m the Rhapsody Hcd I direct all of my
ho want a Te
‘more expensive. And I really can’t ml the difference.”

“How much of a price difference is there between a Queen and a
Full?” 1 asked.

“Youknow ... letme go check real quick,” he said, making
with both of s “guys™ and u-tuming to the front of the store in search of
a dictionary-thick black binder which he soon retumed with saying, “You
Know . .. there is no price difference.”

“Interesting, (Queen it is),” I thought.

“Now,” my mother began, “what is the rtail price on this mattress?”

“Retail price s . .. let me see here .. . Uh, three-four-nine-nine™ (1

e contact

dollars)
My mother retumed: “Thirty-four ninety-nine?"
“No, ma’am,” he said smiling with his loose, losing smile. “three
thousand four hundred and ninety-nine.
1lay on the bed.
Doubtless in this man’s carcer, when telling his customers the price,

s it comfortable, son? Do you think it will help your back?™
“Yes”
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“Tempurpcic s hebest b ot e i M Anbiel—frwe
now knew the
the line merchandise hardly ever went on sale.

“So. sir” said my mother, “how much do you think this bed will go
for tomorrow?”

“You know, ma‘am, I'm not sure. | don't want o miskead you. And
they don’ttell us day of the sale,” he said convinci
“But | think you suys will get a great deal on this bed. This is  great bed.
Lic down on it he sid to me as | was getting up.™

“Okay.”

(1t was marvelous).

“Put your feet up. Make yourself comfortable man. Don't worry about
your shoes,” he suggested just as | was slipping them back on to get up.

ke

“What's the difference between these three matiresses?” my mother
asked as | reclined for the thrd time.

“Just the amount of memory foam

“And is that a good thing?" She md inquisiively.
Laughing, “Yes, ma'am. It moulds to your body. The more foam the

“I see,” she said blurredly.
T it out.masm. Jus i down—
"No. no; that won't be necessary—"
“Pretend this i your bedroom, he sad senentiously.

“Okay." my mother said, squatting down on the mattress as if sitling
on atoilet, “Yeah. Boy! It feelslike it is sucking you in.”

The other mattresses behind these thrones seemed, presently, to my
mother, mich more interesting. She u-tumed with her eyes spinning dollar-
signs.

Son. Why don't you try some of rhese out’
plain ones.

“Okay™

(They were boring).

(“You know) I said to my mom in an aside (“if we are going to buy a
mattress that i going to last me the rest of my life, we might as well get the
bestone there is: Go big or go home.”)

she said, pointing to the
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“What does 2o big or g0 home miean? Yeah. | guess we can come back
tomorrow and see what it goes on sale for. Sir,” she requested. “about that
letter we received from you. | have had it sitting on my table at home but
someone has misplaced it. Do we need the leter to get the sale?”

He laughed. “You know what, ma'am, when you come in here
tomorrow-—if you still can'tfind t, 'l reprint one for you.”

(Now that's commission-talk).

“I could dig through the trash and

“No. No. No: don't worry about it, ma’am,” he said, gigeling like a
litle il who just sold her first box of girl-scout cookies, “Just come in here
tomorrow, come find me, and I wil reprint one for you.”

“Okay." I said. “I guess we should just wait “ill tomorrow, mom. ™

(Apparcntly this tomorrow-talk let our salesman know we were
serious, for he proceeded o introduce himself, first name and all).
inging his hand into mine as if sealing the deal:

Andy.

“I'm Juan.”

“Nice to meet you man.”

“Monica,” my mom said,

“Pleasure to meet you Monica.”

“You know how organized Lam, son. Have /ever lostanything before?
Someone is always moving things around in our house and then 7 look Tike
the disorganized one. | am going to find that letter. You watch,” my mother
said as we left Mattress Land and drove to the grocery store,

“Mom, this is why you cause yourself so much stress. The guy just
said not o worry about it He'll eprint one for you.”

“Aww.. S0 haughty. So haughty. Oh!” she said sharply. “That reminds
me: | won the bet! You owe me a Jamba Juice!™
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Hospital Room
David Ryan

/77 room was pinted an unsympatheti whic, a5 al the roms

QJ/\A:« “This particular white, being absent of any true color, was the
perfect blend of nothingness on nothing. Perhaps, the designers

I’mp-.-d it might symbolize puriy. Somehow, it did not transhte that way for

indifterens, they bad ut lhe memery o record o el what it was that
L Itwas.
muckmg me in all its bhssful stuy ignorlmly forcing this vile apathy
and infectious uncaring into every nook and crevice of the room, like a
pervading undying gem that would't be shated. Eventaly i cept into

my nmming my itha
quict superficial numi
“What kuldofpheﬂs this or my fher o die?” | asked myselfas |

all of which were, a far as [ was concemed, quack-inventions that proved
as meaningless as life itself. Could these things un-jaundice his stained
skin? Or, perhaps, force his liver to un-fail? | demanded honest answers
1o these ridiculous questions. | looked around the room, cti

suspeats and culprits responsible for such incompetern
support system, the defibrilltor, other various devices with a questionable
existence. | planned for an official summons mandating all these bastards
i i personal inquisition where I would, one day, wreck havoe upon

mnl)xmmlhenmmﬂny being mere extensions of the
i uncaring. They walked past the
room with this flse pseudo-sympathy. I could sce it plainly for what it was.
‘The looks they gave us as we wept at our loss, were underlined with fear
and discomfort. Tkykzpniyfmns,lhykncwdmmlhmdawﬁns

pusiy of witsvalld supidity was st eiging, Pshap, they mnu@x its
dominance had been momentarily compromised.
Vet, what happened outside of that room matered not. Wihin it there
father, who couldn’
or coulda' hea the boken-heaied voicestormertied by & ularo withoot
him. And in those few moments that I stood in that room, I knew that this
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would be the last time I'd see i
d uncaring

live. Why here among such alien devices
people would this be? As crug
g him die i sucl

as life could be, I couldn’t have:
wseating conditions.

imagined s
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to the Eudlid omplex
Nicelle Hughes

(7 way 1 know things s n pars. My apartment complex, for

Jmmgk. is located on the not-through side of Euclid Street. We, who

live there, are cut-off from the north-sides triple-trimmed yards by

the Euclid Mall. The Mall creates a divide that keeps housing values up

and rental rates down. Inside the community diy harbor for teen-age
finger banging and last chance positions for professional retailes.

Maria, from the top-front-apartment, works at the Mall. She docsn’t
talk 10 us. She doesn't even look at us now that we know she isn't making
the ren. Every morning | catch herttymg 1o slide through the back door. |

pass my living body
the ill thick in the fabric,
because she refuses 1o be found in the community laundry room. She's
probably afraid one of us might ask her questions, but there’s no reason to
ask questions. We all know what there is to know about Maria. | listen to

room.. 1y i
applause for her every attempt to go unnoticed. Her body looks worn to me,
under all the new she wears.

Charlie, the manager of the Euelid Complex,lives inthe bottom-front
apartment with his arthritic poodle, Tiger. The blinds to Charlc’s place are
always drawn in. The archival dim of his room keeps the wall hung photos

o . . P % 7

gray-scale sunny Alameda Race Track were they stll jockey the greatest
gzt AT =

manages the Euclid Complex from the front stoop where he sits on a green
plastic lawn chair, with eyes half closed to eliminate the effort of blinking.
Tiger dutifully straps himself to the right-side of Charlie’s polyester crotch
with an ever-flowing sting of yellow drool. There are two services Charlie
consistently providesfor the tenants of Euclid. The first s use of hisever-
ready bro “The second Charli
women. A Euclid girl short on rent can always rely on Tiger shoving a card
under her door. The yellow daisy stationary will have a brief message of
concem followed by an offer of monetary assistance for a few good strokes
of an old dogs coat.

1t was from Maria exploding Charli’s penis that I found out about
synthetic-crectile-devices. Charlie’s “incident’ began with a set of short,
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“That's enough”, over-heard, “It doesn't go any bigger”, sentences that
ended with,“biteh", popping out o his room like  balloon breaking. We al
stood harlie ot
Later the boys of the Euclid Complex sat on the stoop and drew illustrations
10 explain the mechanical components of Charlie’s Jack'nthe Bo. Their
twtorial sketehes looked Ik
birthday party. | believe such illustrations account for the gaps in my over-
all knowledge of how things work. How Maria and Charlie managed to
s back together was left unknown, M
However is always well acknowledged.
1 work past the mall in one of the fancy Old-Town shops. We, workers
of Old-Town, are different from the Euclid Mall employees. We're a
h)phumled people. Myself, for example, . “barisa-writerserver-painter-

home
at mghl The transients come out with the same suddcn advent ol street
Jimps. They become s place sepaaie fom eihr side o he iide. They
twisted around f they re made fr

in wrong places. To get home I go a block out of my way to Arcadia Strect,
and from Arcadia cut through the open courtyard of City Hall, to the front
yard of the Protestant church.

1 don’t know much about churches but T know this church is Protestant
because of Lewis® Sunday night bitches about the place. Lewis is the Old-
lalian-American from the front right apartment. He hates the WASPS for
blocking up the sidewalks on his spiritual journey to the Dirty-Diver. The
WASP's are always standing in the way of his “full glass of Christ’s blood
and redemption.” Lewis likes o offer the ladies rdes on his cherry-sparkle-
red clectric-powered wheel chair. He paints for them a seductive picture of
their short blue skirts straddling his one-person bucket seat. They would be
welcomed to elutch onto his curly-gray chest as the wind whips through
their hair at a roaring 5 miles per hour. They would make their way into Old-
“Town with three-inch American flags waving hello from the front handle
bars of his ride. By the time Lewis is done explaining the highlights of his
love-ride, his wife, Donna, comes to pull him in for his mid-day nap.

n front of this Protestant church is a large oak tree. The bark wraps
around the thick of the trunk like ropes hung from an invisible anchor. Some
nights | stop and press my palm into the strands unil the texture leaves an
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imprint in my skin. I’s only on nights when I'm fiy bucks sort of keeping
Charli’s cyes off me that  press myself into the church yard wree. | think to
‘myself that maybe this tree will let me be a part of its thickness, let me wrap
myself like a rope around it It's just on nights when I'm stupid with tired
that 1 think of becoming a rope in a WASP's tree.
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Epiphany on a Bike
Callahan

ow .. . this is a strange sensation. Very much like that day |
)}/ ipped my bike riding to Howard's house in the rain last year,
time sems o have nearly stopped. I must be six. maybe cight
fect offhe ground.. My et are above my head..'m ot s things are
actually moving, verything I L ¢ from th
bike path, maybe thirty feet away, is 8 woman, motionless, as if merely the
candboard cutout of a woman. Direetly shead are four men (arly twenics)
in the canal. My hands, imitating my feet which are one with the
pedals, refuse to release the handlebars
“There are moments when a person suddenly remembers, in etal, an
even years in ly its purpose. There
are flashes when in a few short seconds the brain sorts massive amounts of
information—in fact, entire journal entries in full color—and recreates an
entire episode in an instant (or the time it takes to fall ight feet); simply
put.a flashback.

. 1was riding 1o Howard's house .. it s an eight mile ride from my
house t0 his. The sky 1o the north i a disturbing blend of grey and blac, as
if a half burned mound of charcoal suddenly saturated. - At such distance.
threat is hidden in a facade of beauty; 1 put on a lightweight hooded pull-
over and start down the road. I make it about four miles when it begins (0
rain—RAINING?! NO! The gods are seriously dropping bucket-size rain
drops and the wind is relemless! But this is Bakersfield: the rain will stop
in a few short minutes—well, that is the hope that keeps me pedaling. b
reality, the storm is growing stronger each minute. The streets are hectic
with commuters who seem not to have a minute to spare and DEMAND
exery inch of the road—and a fow inches of my narror bike lane. Mowntain

ersfield

T am SOAKED.  The wind keeps blowing my oversized hood completely
over my dripping face. When I get on Hageman the traffic is thick with
UVs and 4X4s that do not fit in their lanes. School is leting out and [
am minudes from reaching Centennial High School, Water has filled the
gutter so that there s only a sliver of bike lane that s not six inches deep.
The giant, speeding. metal and fiberglass beerles insist 1 stay on my own
path! So 1 push through the water. My front tire s channeling incredible
amounts of water. with an efficiency to impress even the Michelin Man, right
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: shoes. I cannot see through the rain drops (can I really call themt
“drops?!") pounding my face. I get 10 the high school and now the bike
lane is ten inches below the surface of the water. Suddenly my front tire
loases the water displacement batle and I begin 10 hydroplane. My handle
bars are ey sideways. and as 1 figh 0 heep he bike going strigh, 1
per-howr raffc that
ing by wo inches away.from my left arm (in a school zone!). but
somehow I aintain contol. Ireach C a[ﬂ: and Hageman—yet another red

glass, like I'm some tweaker irying desperately to find my nex fix. As I sit
ther. my righ calf.whichis i th up posiion waitig 10 psh o, begins
10 cramp: ] can’ give i
togreen. The lighttwens reen and | s through. There b o longer any
visible sign that a bike lane ever existed. so | decide 10 use the sidewalk
m finally available. 1 i foot long.
ddle ik Just as it the
.umu all concentration on the telephone pole and the light post that I

over my face—1 think, as time nearly stops, Mylefi
land reaches for my hood while my right attemprs (@ steer the bike across
the slick sidewalk and through the space my brain remembers the poles
10 be—the gods may have been laughing, but they did not want me 1o be
injured—YET! Remarkably, I avoid the poles and head down the sidewalk.
Six blocks later I turn, finall. onto Howand s street. I see his house. I plan
my route: 1 will turn up his neighbor s driveway and cut across the yard,
then find cover at his front door—Ok ... that makes sense in my head. But
NO, the gods are not yet done with me! I turn up the driveway and shoot
across Howand front yard using his concrete walkway—his very much 'S"
shaped walkway that i hidden wnder three inches of standing. muddy water.
My front tire drops into his flower bed. 1 ly over the handlebars thinking.
rime sl s met?" 1 hit h

hands outstretched like a game winning slide in the World Series, and slide,
e foot wave of water s .mrgmg  from each side of my body, all the o
o0 breaks, one of the front

my handlebars become a deformity. | jump up, ignoring th blood and m«
pain in my knee and hip, only thinking about Howard s neighbors possibly




Epiphany on a Bike

rolling in laughter and already imagining how they will el al heir riendis
Llimp 10 the door ike a cat that just fell—"T MEANT 10 do that.” I walk in.
and Howand gives me a towel. 1 put the towel over my head and turn around
to:see it INSTANTLY STOP RAINING—COMPLETELY! Howard says it had
ot been raining five mintes prior to my arrival, It was following me .

“I should have worn a helmet.” Is that what I was thinking? Should
have . . . Time is speeding up! Everything is moving again. The fishermen
stare. The cardboard cut-out comes (0 fife—the woman looks stunned. Not
thirty seconds ago | hit the straightaway, stood. and thought, “FASTER!"
As | hit the bank, I knew something bad was about 1o happen. My back
tire dug into the bank—1 have Aeard about this thing called “rebound.”
Is that, that tiny litle, over-pressurized Fox Shock, what just launched
back trc, pedals, and fect over my head? There s a short pause, before the
fall, when things just stop, for an instan, the upward motion. Then! My face
plummets towards the earth! | hear an enormous explosion! I feel—or do |

‘hear?!—a snap in my shoulder. I roll onto my back and try desperately to
breath but my body seems determined only to empty my lungs and | lay
there uncontrollably making noises that remind me of the seals at Marine
\\edd “The lady on the bike path. now full of life, keeps yelling. “Are you
try saying no but for some reason cannot create words. Why will she
not come closer?! A cyclist suddenly appears as | remove my broken helmet
ihink, 1 am glad | wore a helmet.™

Twwo months —shoulder surgery, itanium plat, five screws—later 1 sill
taugh at the thought of that cyclist telling me, *I can give you my phone
‘number and take your bike home for you.” I remember thinking, “Are you
suw%mg joking?! My two week old,full XTR Santa Cruz Blur?!” Out loud,
T say, sincerely, “No, thank you very much. | can take it home.
the humor is gone when | remember how, before my rainstorm accident at
Howard's house a year earie, I efused to wear a bike helmet. Yad L not besn
wearing a helmet the day I broke my clavicle, who knows what the outcome
would have been. | cringe when people tell me similar stories but with
iders who were not wearing their helmets, stories with endings that invole
wheelchairs. | am astonished at the life-changing power of one seemi
insignificant question: Should I wear a bike helmet?

lowever,
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GLIDINGLOW
KevinAnthony Chidgey

(7 woman avakensd 10 s Emo puling n bis clthes, and she
Jhwghl how he looked like a grasshopper or a praying mantis. His

limbs were long and thin, and the joints seemed accentuated. She
saw on the little table next to her bed silver coins and a small gold nugget.
The nugget she knew would have been picked by Elmo’s long fingers from
the bottom of his pan somewhere on the upper Kem River or one of its
tributaries. She would tuck it away with the rest and be glad for Elmo’s
generosity. She was no longer young and knew she must horde what she
could unless she wanted to mop and do laundry when she grew old.

When Elmo came to town, he came early to see her before anyone
clse. He paid for the whole night, and he stayed the whole night. No one
clse ever did that. Others did what they did and were on their way. Good
riddance! But Elmo was slow and gentle and then liked to cuddle. He said
he had never had a woman of his own.

She had mentioned Elmo to her friend Sally. Sally laughed and said,
“Sarah, any man who wants more from a whore than 10 use her for his
animal needs i stupid and foolish, the most pathetic kind of man.

But Sarah knew he wasn't stupid, and she didn’t see anything pathetic
about him either. Foolish? Maybe so, but it was a kind of foolishness he
enjoyed. He lived mostly in the mountains and slept on the ground and
panned for gold decades after the rush had gone. He lived life exactly as
e chose. In a growing litl valley town like Bakersfield where the future
was cattle and farming, he was a relic, and, if people laughed at him, it
was always a good-natured laugh. They seemed to know that men like him
would soon be gone.

He saw her studying him and said, * Are you coming to breakfast with
me?

“Illbe down,” she answered.

That was something else about Elmo. No one else ever went out in
public with her. But he would take her for breakfast and care less what
anyone thought. The whole of Bakersfield might be staring at him and he
would just grin back. Once he paid for the whole night and then asked her to
put on her best dress. Ok I can do whatever he wants, she thought, He's nice
and pays extra. But she still didn’t quite understand until he offered his arm
and took her out t0: theater. When they came back, he wasn't physical with
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Gliding Low

her except to curl around her and inhale the scent of her hair. He didn’t use
tobacco, and his breath was clean, and he smelled like soap. She couldn't
remember a icer evening. an evening like ralladis had.

iend, Guy Clement

that he thought he loved Sarah.

“Youcan'tlove a whore,” Guy Clement said as he drew on his Virginia
cigar. “Even if you could, she couldn't love you back.”

“Why not?"

“She’s a whore. Whores can't love anybody.”™

“You ever love anybody?”

“You know I did.” Guy Clement answered.

“But you're a killer Guy. Lots of people might say a killer can't really
love anybody."

“You were there EImo. You know | had to kill those men.”

“Maybe Sarah had to be a whore.”

Guy Clement chewed on his Virginia cigar. “That's why nobody likes
you Elmo.”

“Whyr

“Because you're always telling people they think wrong.”

“Only when they do. Besides, if you don't like what I have 1o say,
don’ttalk to me.”

“Ok, I'll just talk to all these other folks.” And Guy Clement tumed
and stretched his arms to the silent solitude of the souther Sierra darkness.

“Three months later, Guy Clement lay biceding on a boardwalk in a
windy desert town after a deputy shot him for stealing a horse even though
he had never stolen a horse i his life.

He looked up and said, “Elmo, I never had a brother, but I guess |
love you like a brother. And Elmo, I think Sarah probably loves you too.
She'd be stupid not to. You're the kindest man I've ever known. Exen if
‘you did kill those six men up on the river that time.” He gave a feeble nod
toward the notches cut into the wooden handle of Elmo’s old percussion
revolver

“1 didn't Kill six men up on the river.” Elmo said. I shot one of them
in the leg and another one through the ribs, but they both lived. The other
four ran off. They were all drunk on bad whiskey. Rumor grew that | killed
them all, and 1 just played along.™
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Gliding Low

“Then why'd you cut the notches?"

I guess o scare people off.”

Guy Clement tred to laugh, but blood came out of his mouth.

“"Well it sure worked Elmo. People are scared to death of you.”

Guy's shaking hand fumbled into his shirt pocked, and he handed
Elmo his last Virginia cigar, and then he

Now Elmo sat i th retaurantatthe besttable in frontofthe window
and waited for Saah 0 come o breakfst. H thought sbout Guy ClemmL

, and he didn’

said about Sarah. She probably loved him 10o. Dying men spoke the truth,
Imo! I've been waiting for you to come to town. Looky here!™

Abraham, the restaurant owner, held up a little paperback book. The
cover said in bold letters: Blood On The River. And in smaller print it said:
The TnnSlMyul’EImoGwrmdlheKeﬂl Rlv«Smun There was a

next to his

smiling rm It didn't look anything like Elmo.
be damned,” Elmo said. “Can I see that?”

s yours,” Abraham said. “Be my pleasure to make you a present of
it. Will Saddle be having breakfast with you?”
“Her name s Sarah,” Elmo said.

“Yes sir. | mean Miss Sarah.”

“She'll be coming.™

Elmo opened the book and began to read, running his finger along
beneath the lines of print and saying the words to himself. He had always
been thankful that his mother made him feam 1o read. Sarah had once
admitted to him that she could hardly read at all, and he promised to teach
her someday.

Aloud slap on the table interrupted his reading. and he glared up at a
red-haired young man eaning over im.

old man. We'r

here!
“Goaway.” Elmo said.
“Get him, Josh!™
“Throw him through the window!”
Two friends behind the red-head urged him on. Elmo stood up and
pivoted behind his chair, gripping its back with his bony hands. When Josh
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moved on him. Elmo broke the hair ove the younger man, and the man’s
legs buckled , and
flapped open. His two friends spread out and looked serious. One pulled
out a bone-handled knife, and the other came up with a small break-action
revolve

So I'm going to die this way, Elmo thought. He tumed to try for the
door, but there was Sarah with his canvas bag. She took out the huge old
revalver wilhthe noichescut ntoth handle and hrust it o bis hand.
mo’s gonna shoot you now,” Abraham hollered. “Elmo Granger’s
gonna shoot you dead.”

The two men heard the name Elmo Granger, and they saw the huge old
revolver, and they ran out the back door.

Elmo watched them g0 and looked at the litle book on the table and
thought how silly it was that his lfe had just been saved by an old fie. The
revolver wouldn't have helped him at allsince there was no powder behind
the menacing balls in it cylinders. He hadn't loaded it in ages.

He tumed to Sarah and said, “1 don't feel much like breakfast
anymore.

“I can't say blood makes me hungry cith

Elmo put the revolver and the little book into the canvas bag and
100k Sarah by the arm and led her out of the restaurant and down the street
without looking back.

“Where are we going?”

“To rent a wagon. I'm going o take you somewhere quict 50 we can
read this litle book some nice man wrote about me.”

Back in the resiaurant, someone pulled Josh 10 his fect and helped him
off 10 the doctor.

“The town marshal bustled in and demanded to know who did this, and.
when he heard who it was, immediately declared that it must have been self
defense.

Ty hell not going af

Abraham ordered his boy 1o mop up the blood, but he knew it would
eave a stain on the wooden loor, Well worth it he thought, for the story that
could be told and retold. “That's the very blood,” he would be able to say

Elmo guided the wagon west along the river, Several miles out of town,
e tumed southward into the sagebrush. There were a few cottomwoods here
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and there and occasi had
spent vulnkhn;htﬂw:whlemhdmhlhnmlry perhaps even
before the Spanish had come.
“There's nothing out here,” Sarah sai
“Only peace and quiet,” Elmo said. e b ot here before when I
just wanted to think or doa ftle reading.
"Look!" Sarah pointed to a long-cared jackrabbit that ran at their

a

“Be on the lookout for rumer birds 00" Emo said. “There' ot of
them out here.”

“What are they?"

“Funny looking, scragely, long legs, long tails. They run instead of
(%

“Yes. I've scen them. What's the point of a bird that docsn'tfly? Seems
Tike they kind of got cheated.™

Elmo shrugged. “They wouldn’t be the only ones.”

Just then a pair broke from the brush and scurried ahead of them as fast
a5 a man could run. As they watched, the birds beat their wings and took to
the ai

ey can fly!” Sarah exclaimed.

“Just not muct
“The birds gained only a few feet and then leveled mnldmgmﬁdly
justabove the sage.
Y sl we et Emo sid.
(s all we need,” Sarah said. “May i




An Orphan’s Journey Home
Rosa Rascon-Brown

never asked my father about his youth; | knew better than to ask
im about an era he tried 10 forget. But now his lungs are weak. For a

was weak and his breathing was shallow. I need to know, and he needs o
remember his youth, so | asked, and I did not take no for an answer. | asked
him while his voice was strong, he said, “there is no need to talk about
unhappy things." 1 told him that allthat he was in his youth made him the
man he s now. He agreed.

His memories uncovered a man much different than the tough, strict
father I knew. The man, who grew up with the railroads, is now mellow in
his later years, with a slow and unsteady pace, and a voice always one sigh
away from a tear. | didn’task abouthis childhood; | already know about him

i 1.1 know about
could
take care of al of the kids together. His twin, light skin, green-cyed brother
was taken by a rich family while my dark skin, brown-cyed father had to
live with an ill-hearted aunt in a town far away from allhis siblings. It is a
sad story | have to write about someday, but for now | want 10 write about
the young Juan De Dios (my father's name, John of God) who wore out the
border roads in search of better memories i the fand of milk and honey: the
United States.

In 1947, atthe tender drsee of 15 years old and tired ofb\.mg m“m:ncd
by his own aunt, my father packed a small knapsack and
He traveled with his 18 year old brother from Mexi Mc\lco 0 Yuma.
Arizona and then into Phoenix in the same state. He said he, two other men
he never met before, and his okder brother walked all night in the desert
‘guided by the faraway lights of distant towns. In Phoenix, he jumped on a

ing train that didn’t know his name. The hope the trais i

1o dissipate when he noticed that his older brother didn’t jump on time and
missed the train. He almost jumped out of the train, but his brother urged
him 10 go on and told him he would catch up with him later; but, nobody
knew where the train was going. My father said goodbye to his brother
not knowing if he would ever see him again. His cyes were fixed on the
distance, until his brother became a small dot in the horizon.

traveled i for: ight
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days. The final destination was not important as long as the train took us
far away from this land,” my father added. They finally landed in Chicago,
Hllinois, and wondered around looking for a job. I asked him how he
survived without food. He said, “Good Samaritans. Mexican like us, knew
what we were going through, and gave us food. They were good people.”
Once in Chicago, he found a job and worked long hours in the fields. A few
months later his wom out shoes ook him to Califomia the into Oregon,
and back into Califoria,

He picked the best risfor heathycaters while he wascontet witha bie
of cold tortillas and beans. He lived in old, crowded, and worn out shacks
that looked like boxes, provided by the landowners, along with many other
workers while the landowners enjoyed their well kept big ranches. | asked
him if the landowners treated him well. He paused and replied hesitantly
with a sigh, “yeah,” as if he tried to convince himself that they did.

He crossed the Golden Gate Bridge both ways: back and forth he
walked hoping o find a better job. He was offered a job maintaining the
railroads. He was glad to get  job that paid better than the job at the fields;
unfortunately, just a day short of payday, after working for a month, the
immigration deparment found him and took him o Mommy Mexico.
often wonder if thi
e INS 1 ake advanage of him. He uid,“thy (e imiigration officrs)
take you as fr away from your homeland asthey can,” perhaps, o make the
journey back to their I
crossings back into the US.

He gave the U. S. a second chance, when he traveled, the same way
he did before: in a cold and dark cargo compartment of a train that took
him all the way to lowa. There, he worked in a smoldering plant that made
automobile parts and fences (I think this is the place where his lungs started
1o deteriorate). 1 asked him how people treated him in lowa, he again said,
“they were fine, but you couldn’t mix with them (Whites); Mexicans lived in
the poor part of town, and Whites lived in another; you knew who you were
and where you belonged.”

Itwas in lowa that my father met Matilde, his first wife, a half Native
American, half Mexican lady who was a few years older than my futher. He
said, “then my children: John, Robert, and Antonia were bom.” I sce the
pride in his eyes when he talks about them. He loved those children then,
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and he loves those children now. He finally had a family; he was a husband
and he wasa dad He wasn't justan orphan,anymore. Life finaly deided to
smillat him. But his smile
inhis lfe, my father, once again, was taken away from his family, this time.
by the immigration department, It didn't matter that he had a family; they
ipped him away from those whom he loved and loved him. “They knock
on my door, asked if | was Juan Rascon; I said | was. So they handcufled
me in front of my crying wife and children, as if | was some kind of a
criminal,” my father said as his eyes stared in place, hiding his sadness in a
half smile. If he had rights. they ignored them; nobody bothered to ell him.
He was taken to the State Penitentiary in Omaha, Nebraska. He was forced
10 live among erminals because there weren't enough “illegal immigranis™
totake back _
because i i that was not
i home anymore. He remembers how e was put in solitary confinement.
fther, so e fought

him every t im. Donald always k
which kept sending my father to solitary mﬁmmenl 1 don’t know what
happened to Donald while my father was in solitary confinement,

“Three months later, my father and 31 more illegal immigrans” began
their journey back to Mexico. Once in Mexico, my father then went looking
for his sister in Obregon, Sonora, contacted his wife in fowa, and a few
weeks later ited with his family. He al
whom he had not seen since they got separated when he was fiffeen. It was
a brief happy time. My father worked as a bracero while Matilde worked as
a bar tender, both in Yuma, a border town in the United States. They worked
in the U. S., but lived in Sonora, Mexico. So every day. afier work, they
‘went home in Mexico. For a while, Matilde tried to adapt to the ways of 2
foreign country, but that strange land never became her home. The stress
finally took a toll on her and some time afier her arrival, she took her three
children and left an empty home for my father. She denied him a chance to
say goodbye.

She never looked back, and after trying to track her down, my father
ave up looking especialy when somcone (old him she got married again.
kept rejecting
him, my father never went back to the United Stats. His voice cracks as he
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An Orphan’s Journey Home

remembers his children who dida cal him dad. My interview was abruply
interrupted when my father said, “I think you have enough information to
elaborate; let’s pick it up some other time."” I know the memories he tried
50 hard to bury had begun to crack the ground, and they began to hurt hs
1 couldn't insist for I also had to swallow my tears as I walked away, but |
needed 1o know.

Instead of Milk and Honey, my father had a bitter taste in his mouth,
but he did notinherit a bittr heart. He met my mother some years later and
moved to Ensenada, Mexico where I was bom. Throughout my childhood,
1 saw my father show kindness to all those around him, especially those in
need. He brought homeless, juvenile delinquents to our house. They called
Him “dad " He even brought t our home the aunt who misrcated him as 2
child. while my
for her daughter who was ill with Tuberculosis. He was a beacon of light to
‘many of our relatives who needed a hand. At least once a year, wehowd

father's help. He never sa

any moncy from them.

Even though he lacked an cducation, he held politcal offices in
Ensenada in an atiempt to offe the youth ways 1o keep them out of trouble.
He raised money 1o obtain several of the baseball and softball fields that
are stll in use. He worked hard all of hislife to provide for his family, and
he promised himself never to have an empty walle, for the lack of money
s what gave him so much disgrace. To this day, he has kept that promise.
Even though he is sick, he st iving histaxi

Ensenada, taking the opportunity to practice his almost accent-less English

even though thei jons fail for him.

Now, I am in the United States trying to achieve what my father
never achieved but always insisted we worked for: an education. One day
1 decided 1o look for my father's three children. I went online and searched
for their names on the World Wide Web. There I found them as if they had
been waiting for someone to search for them, 1 looked at their names on
the computer sereen and felt like | was staing at a ghost, but the ghost was
alive. Afler Matilde left Texas, she went back to lowa. The three children
never moved away, as if they were hoping our dad would look for them in
that place. John, his oldest son, served as a Marine in the Vietnam War and
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An Orphan’s Journey Home

is now a prison guard. Bob was 100 young to serve in Vietnam, but he still
works in the military. He is in charge of a department that makes weapons.
Antonia (Toni) has worked for over 20 years in a factory making wrappers
for McDonald's, and is a state champion bowler. Matilde already died.
and there is no way 10 corroborate the not o accurate stories she told their
kids about our dad. But that is not important anymore. I called John, he

b ly dead.
and he tried 1o bury. He called the other two, and they were eager to sec
their father one more time. Nine years ago, forty years after he saw them
last, my father finally saw his missing children again. It was an emotional
reunion; but there are too many scars that still need healing, and I doubt
truc healing will ever take place. | hope I can replace some of my father’s
painful memories for pleasant ones. | cannot erase his past, but | can help

‘pride.
become strong in me, in the land of milk and honey that failed to discover
what a great man visited this land once,
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HEDORA"
RynaeAlexander

re are complicated, but primary was that | associated LA with fun

‘and opportunity: my stepfather always drove us down to watch the
Dodgers or Angels; whenever | visited my dad, we invariably went t0 see
some movies; and several times | made trips to Disneyland and Knott's
Berry farm, | also saw Sting and Bob Goldthwait there. The problem with
the city is that mostly all you remember s the driving. LA's attraction—
Ve the sugar that cobra plans use 0 entice insects toward doom—is the
opportunity

ﬁvedianAnueIeslnr»eulylwelnymMymm(amhg
e

driving i from, say, Riy eld
The it thing you noice vpen nering Los Anus—what confims
that you're the ir,but LA

has a notorious gray-beige haze swirling the air like a malevolent plague of
Chinese cockroaches—confusing your vision, corrupting the sky, infesting
‘your lungs, and staining anything not moving. If oxygen contracted cancer,
it would be smog: sometimes | wonder if it has given me some disease,
ready 1o explode in my lungs or bum through my veins like a biochemical
time bomb. Strangely, the smog s only noticeable during daylight: cither
the sun's rays naturally bring out this dull air-cancer’s color via litup.
particulates, o the infestation conseiously attempts to counteract the sun’s
presence, diffusing the one positive, natural, and regenerative presence in a
soul-sucking daily travail

Distance becomes blurred: when you're in traffic, oppressed by that
beige blanket, you have no sense of how far you have to travel or precisely
where you're at— this, in a cty known for being flat and wide. Millions of
hapless denizens thus slog daily through the strets or reeways, crawling

nrl -hing along the blacktop veir ague de tion, like a

hlegm stif And at night, the worst
isthe 405 ovr the il inlo Saéa Monic: whiteheadlghts snaking down
the hill, red taillights crawling up—like the torches of a hundred ascetics
moving uphill, where they are sacrificed t0 an elusive god, their boiling
blood oozing back downhill ke sanguine lava.

Drivers come to rationalize the misery: acolytes in the cult of dinero,
they agree to two- or three-hour drives each way because, “Hey—it pays;
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it's a great opportunity; | have to pay off my new house in Saugus; i suffer
some overtime on the weekend, I'll maybe someday take my family o a

- Etcetera. | predict that eventually—with home-sized SUVs already
roaming—Angelenos will just invest in mini-RVs and live on the freeway
when not working “Driving” will become the norm; permanent stops the
aberration.

* I the carly 19705, the Japanese fim coporacion Tobo made & fim ted Gojirn ta Hedors, which
crally wrandas to The Whaie-gonla bates Poluion.” bt was reessed in Amenica simply

Godll s,
o s oS i, i, g o b
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Comic Book Shop
Anonymous

(m quiet Sunday aftemoon, while the sun beats down on the city, 2
7 many stiff, stuffy, and upright corporate offices. The parking lot is calm.
No one s around,ightly 50 considering it s  Sunday. One would not know a

dered “lightoup”
Marvel comics sign stands in the window along with a sign of the same colors

as the rest of the business district. As one approaches the glass door that is the
pon.lwuumrmmmmmnmmm-mmm
pha dowhi
101 comfrtble ol wal sonmded 1y l.he greatest heroes of all ime:
Superman, Batman, Spiderman, Wonder Woman, Stom of the X-Men, and oth-
ers. One also, recognizes some of the most formidable of villans: Lex Luther,
The Joker, Green Goblin, Cheetah, and The Brotherhood. Aflr acknowledging
the greatness that lines the walls of the store in the form of soft, slick-covered
books with brllant llustrations standing upright on clear plasic shelves, one
realizes that the comic bookstore s, in fact,not a store at al, but a shop. Stores
are a bit arger and more spacious; shops are smaller and more intimate. At a
store one encounters a clerk a the cash register; in a shop one encounters the
proprictor i that same place. This is where one finds HIM. He is not exactly at
he registe, but iting i the type of chair one might find in those neighboring.
corporate offices, at a computer that sits behind a faux wood counter.

The head of the bald proprietor has a matte shine to it; there is a shadow
hai se008, gloaty cemler com-
o5 ) :

and long
mmm,suummumpuunmmmml i i comforable. He

tshirt i ing. Large, round prescripti ify cool, grey
eyes surrounded by eyelashes with thick eyebrows hovznnl above. Eyelashes,
eyebrows, goatee, and the silhouette of a beard due to.a day without a shave are
allthe same dusty brown. His looks are as one who is not as close to forty as
m.n, nine, nor close o thirty-five as thiry-six. He does not have the youth of
-six, o does he have the sense of aging that thiry-nine brings about. He
is mmy -seven or thiry-cight. While he sts one sees i him allthe usual char-
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‘Comic Book Shop

acteristics of a comic book reader. The potent smell of loneliness arises in the
e sy iy

comic, awkward and silly, holding on o the hero he is not but can experience
through such grand stories. The only sound in the room is dust swirling
but il somchow calmly i the ai. He s unaware of the world around bim.

Becp, beep, a patron enters the front door: the proprietor recognizes the
man and prepares an order of books for him. ~The patron was a man: surcly
airons of comic book siores are gencraly teeagers, o chiden, who come

ion. While
the proprictor prepares the books, the two chat with r-mlm, “The proprictor
is suddenly different. They do not talk superheroes or vilains; they do not talk
Star Wars or Star Trek; they talk about their familics. They talk about classes;
the patron is a professor and the proprietor a substitute teacher, They talk about
babies and mutual friends. Becp. beep. the patron exts, and another pairon en-

2 s st .

are picked up. With every patron the proprictor talks about nothing i relation to
comics. They have lives, these patroas; the proprictor has a lfe, o They talk

Kinds. They talk music. They have wives! Beep! Beep! BEEP! The door beeps,
in come patrons, out g0 patrons,the dust whizzing in the a
sound of “Hey, Coops! G

the wife?” “And the children?” The patrons are more than patrons; they are

When the day is over and the proprietor i alone i the store again. he
feturns 1o siting. There one leaves him, siting in the type of chair that onc
might find in many of those neighboring corporate offices, at a computer that
sits behind 3 faux wood counter. He is no longer the usual comic book reader.
Redolent fragrance of fellowship ills the room, and one can tast his affability
He i as  shy boy reading his irst comic; he sit, nostalgic over a silly and awk-
n.m hildhood pastine, The sounds in the oom are of oty and sociabilty

soft

\»ses and saf arms.
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Station
Michael Green

gas station sat alone on a rural stretch of highway, cmpty but for
single car that sat hooked o one of the pumps. Inside the car

‘was a young man sitting on the passenger side in the front cating.

chips while gas poured into the car. The man stared through the windshield

past the dried dirt and remains of flying insects at the convenience mart in
front of i, Is lights shone out into the darkness and blended with the
n ‘the man’s
thecrickets chiping blored togeherntonothing.

The driver's oo P int
‘g atthe man nside.

“Gt out.” the second man shouted, jabbing at theair between him and the
firt man with his .

“The first man tumed his head and looked at the second man. “What?” he
asked with his mouth full.

“Get out of the car,” the second man shouted again, jabbing the air
with his gun a second time.

“No" the first man said.

The second man didn’t shout again. Instead he just looked at the
first man, unable 1o believe what he'd heard, “Get out.” he said afir a few
seconds. But this time he wasn't angry just confused.

” asperted
“Iknow”
“Then," he jabbed the air agan, “get out™
“The first man shook his head. “Getlost™
“The second man stared blankly. His mouth and eyes hung open. Then he
desert.
odo. i into the
wpmmmlhupmmimeﬁm

'Gﬂmuul\hean“hemadﬁnwiy “or Pl shoot you.”

“I'm not movin',” the man told him

“I'm serious,” the second man sili his voice filled with frustration, “I'll
Killyou™

“The first man sighed and jerked the handle, popping his door open. He
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Station

The second man

and around him in the car. He checked the sun visorand under the seat but he

He tumed his head and saw the first man standing outside, cating his
chips and looking in. The first man picked up his gun and pointed it at the
man. “Give me the keys.” e shouted.

“The first man looked at him questioningly.

“The keys.” the sccond man shouted, “give me the keys.”

“The first man touched his ear and shook his head. “1 can't hear you.” he
said, his voice dull and sof.

“Then he held out the gun and shouted at the man. “Give me the god damned
Keys!”

“1 don’t have them,” the frst man told the second man.

“The sccond man lowered his gun and looked at the lights of the mini
mart. Then he raised his gun again and looked back a the first man. “Where are
they?”

My brother has them,” the irst man said.
Where's he?”
“ide” lheﬁmnunni“\nmphcbnhm He ate anather chip.

T secood e it s hed againt e g wheel.
“Just ot wire i the first man said,
“What?” the second man asked. He swiveled his head on the steering
wheel 50 he could sce the first man.
“Hot wire the car” thefrst man said

“Don’t tell me you can't hot wire a car,” the first man said. “Open the

“What?
‘The first man reached through the window and unlocked the door. He
pulled it open and climbed inside. “Hold this,” he said, handing the bag of chips
; % PR
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Station

wires for

‘man, who was again cating his chips.

“Getout” he toldthe man.

“The man looked over at him, chewing his chips. “What?"

“The sccond man grabbed his gun and pointed it at the man. “Get the hell
out” be shoused.

1 got out e, that’s it

“Are you insane? I'm stealing this car

“Noyou're not, you'rejust pushing me around.” The second man blinked
severaltimes. “Well” the first man said, “are you going or not?"

He pulled
out ofthe gas sttion, leaving the hose lying on the ground, and spod off down
the highway. He drove for i it i ling, sweating the

¥
sore. idn't ith it is chips. Then, after
e tilted his
“Chips?” heasked.

" the second man said. “1s there anything to drink in this car?”

“Ne

“The second man nodded and swallowed a few times, rying t0 keep his
mouth closed and breathe through his nose. “Where did you leam to hot wire a
car?” he asked after another minute.

“Gym,” the irstman said.

“Who's isit?
“My brother's.”

“Why'd you hot wire it for me?”

“You couldn'tdo it yourself”

“Butit’s your brother’s car.”

“I was inthe boy scouts,” the first man said with a small shrug.

‘The man thought for a while. “That doesn't explain why you helped me

steal your brother'scar”
Ot Toge 55
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Station

ocs it mater””

sight,and he coukdn't remember secing a s
S0 where e you going?” the firt man asked,
“1 don't know?”

“Then why'd you steal a car?”

'lmﬂd«hl

“Sol could go faster™

‘The first man nodded. “But you don't know where you're going.

“Look. I'm the one with the gun,” the second man shouted, “s0 I'll ak the.
questions! Is that clear””

“But you're gun isn’t loaded,” the irst man said.

‘The second man grabbed his gun and pointed at his passenger. “Of
course it’s loaded.™

“It's a revolver,” the first man said, “I can see the chambers when you
point it at me. They're empty.”

“Are you going to watch the road?” thefirst

The ol Voo bt o i e diiving. “Are you
sure there’s nothing in here to drink?"

“Yes." The first man reached under his jacket and pulled ot a gun. The

“Don'tshoot me, please don't shoot e, he screamed.

“We're going 1o 20 offthe road.” the first man said.

The second man grabbed the sicering wheel and the car jerked back
into line.

“Please, don't shoot..”™

“I'm not gonna shoot you," the first man said. He tumed the gun
around and held it out to the second man handle first,“Take it.”

The second man's eyes flcked back and forth from the gun 1o the road.
Then he reached up and took it.

“I0°s an automatie,”
don’t know whether or not it’s loaded.

‘The second man looked at the gun and then
“Thanks.”
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Station

“No problem,” the first man said, eating another chip.
“I have to drink something or I'm going to die.”

“You can live for days off your own urine,” the first man said.
“That's disgusting. | can't drink my own urine.”

“There's another gas station up here a few miles.”

“Does it have a mini mart?”

“Yeah."

The second man nodded. “How far?”

“About half an hour.”

“The car pulled into the gas station and the second man set the parking
brake. I ubcnyn back,” he said.

chip bag.

tossing malumm “Get me more chips.™
Oh:

empty as the gas station. Heyi’bedlbaﬂeefsodamlohbenhlm
andnpened .Ldmkmg.llunm.mhnggpsmmum.ym
the window and sighed in relief.

He grabbed a little basket and filled it with sodas and chips, and then
walked (0 the counter. There was no one there so he dinged the lite bell.
But stil no one came.

“Hello,” he shouted. No one answered. He leaned forward to see if
there was a door into a back room. There wasn't one, but he saw a body
Iying o the floorbehind the ouner. t was a young man in a niform with
‘his name, Carl, on a lit
sl openand th floor was covered i blood and brsins.

fell away from the counter,
the flor He lay there panting. His face was white and sweat rolled into his

o
the phone. He picked up the receiver but there was no dial tone. He reached
for the phone and saw the cord had been cut. He dropped the receiver and
ran outside again. He stood there by the door thinking what 10 do. Then
e leaned over one of the litle potted palm tres by the enirance and threw
up.

“The second man pulled open the door and dropped into the driver's
seat, shaking badly and wiping hs face.
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Station

“Did you get my chips?” the first man asked him,

“The attendant’s been murdered.”

“Really?"

“Yes. The phone’s broken. Do you have a phone?”

“Why?"

“We have to call the pol

“But you're a car thief’

“That doesn't matter, we have to call the police!”

“The first man looked back at the mini mart, “I don't have a phone.”

“Where's the nearest place with a phone?”

“The first man thought a moment. I guess the gas station.”

“Where's that?”

The first man pointed in the dircetion they had come from.
forty minutes.”

“The place we just came from?” the second man asked.

“The first man nodded.
“Isn't there anyplace closer? What's that way?" He pointed in the
opposite direction.

“A town in about two hours.”

“The second man hit his head against the steering wheel, “Damn,” he
breathed. He sarted the car and pulled out of the gas station. “I wonder who
did it he said. “Do you think someone robbed the place? Or they killed him
for some other reason?”

“Does it matter?” the first man asked.

*No. | guess not.™

The car pulled into the gas station, running over the hose it had left
Iying on the ground over an hour ago. The second man got out of the car and
raninside. “Hello,” he called. “I need some help. Someone’s been murdered.™
He saw the phone and picked it up. There was a dial tone and he called 911,
He tumed around and looked across the room as the operator picked up the
phone. On the floor at the other end of the store he saw something that caught
hisattention. He dropped the receiver and ran across the mini mart. Blood was
running out from under a door and forming a puddle on the loor. He looked
atthe door, which had a little male stick figure on it and a sign hanging over it
that said Restrooms.
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Station

“Oh God,” the second man said, “his brother.” He tumed around and
st i man s ki o | Hcmnedlaypﬂklmhd\ndm
lifled the hatchet

struck his neck, knocking him to the noov.

d the car door and fell iver's seat. He set
a bloody hatchet on the dashboard by the two guns and set a six pack of beer
between the seats.

“Did you get my chips?” the first man asked.

“The third man handed him a bag of chips, which he opened and began
cating. The third man pulled a beer can out of ts plastic ring and opened it.
“Where were you?” he asked.

“I was siting here all the time,”the first man said.

The third man reached under the steering wheel and fiddled with the
strted. Then he backed up onto the highway and sped off into

wires
the dark.

“Whowas that guy?” e asked.

The first man shrugged and crunched a chip in his mouth. “Docs it
mater?”
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The Pig Lamp
Michael Green

(T o el s s i vy igh ok e
il
W44 were locked, and tumed off all the lights and brushed her teeth.
Once she had finished these tasks she tumed offthelight n her small, crisp
bathroom. heay with the smell offats and Lysol, and walked into hr lttle
square bedroom. Her bedroom, ike the rest of her apartment, was small and
drab and brown with shelves of knick-knacks and photographs and other
picces of garbage she treasured; the collcted mementos of seven decades
of dull, meaningless lif. She took offher slippers and her robe nd climbed
into bed very cautously. She was wearing a thick nightgown and. cven
though it was svenyderes i e rom, pull et il up v e
with the excitement of someone
She slept propped up on pillows, s siting. She set her heavy.
coke bortle glasses with the large pink plastic frames and th thin gold chain
on the nightstand beside her bed, where there was a botle of aspirin, a glass
of water, a small wind up alarm clock that couldn't be scen in the dark.
and a large green ceramic pig lamp. The pig had a big, wickedly delighted

glossy, putrefied flesh. His front hooves were clapping in excitement, and
before she took a final sip of her water and said goodnight to herself once
again, Florence shook her head in distaste at the hideous lamp. It was much
100 ugly for her sweet lttle gingerbread house of an abode. She wriggled, as
much as a woman of her advanced age could wriggle, back into her mass of
pillows and cleared her throat. Then she lifted her two thin, frail hands out
in front of her and clapped clearly and loudly twice in the air. The pig lamp
tumed off and the room became dark. Florence settled her head back and
folded her hands over her stomach and prepared to fall aslecp.

Half an hour passed. Florence fell asleep. She dreamed of the things
she had done that she had enjoyed in the past. Things she had forgotten and
would forget again once she awoke. Her dreams were happy ones. They
came t0 @ stop, never again to be remembered, when she woke up suddenly
and found the lights on in her room.

Florence sneezed and looked around the room in surprise, startled to
find herself suddenly awake and in the light. She assumed it must have been
‘moming again and that the night was over, but her ltle alarm clock had not
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The Pig Lamp

soneoff,as it usualy did, announcing tha the ime had come once more for
herto get out of bed
the day with ts dull, urgently fastic ring. Outsi indo
that looked out from her bedroom she could see the electric light darkness of
night. The lamp beside her bed was tumed on, the orange light glowing out
from over the head of her green pig.

She yawned and resettled herself nto the heap of pillows behind her
and adjusted her quilt once again so that it was perfectly laid out over her.
She lified her hands and clapped twice in the air. The pig lamp went out
and she closed her eyes in the darkness, sighing as she prepared to fall back
asleep.

She was almost asleep again, half out of consciousness, when she
Heard a sound that bnmghl her awake again. She blinked and sat up. The
Certain
she had rme i o, sh ook around th roominconfusion S checked
her clock and saw that not forty minutes had passed since she first went to
bed. Finally, uncertain what was wrong but feeling tired and wanting to go
10'leep, she clapped to turn the lamp off once more and tried to go back o
sleep.

“This time, lying in the darkness, her eyes closed, trying to sleep,
Florence suddenly heard a sharp, flat smack in the room. Her eyes popped
open just as a second, identical sound followed. At once the lamp beside
er bed tumed on and illuminated the room. Florence sat up quickly in bed,
feeling her heart tremble weakly within her chest. She pulled the coverers
back and stood up, feeling heavy as her legs came awake again. She put
her feet into her slippers and walked to her bedroom door, opening it and
fooking out into her apartment. It was dark in the other rooms, and quiet. She
Tooked into the darkness, and then looked back into her room. She looked at
the window, where she saw only the light of the city, and at the pig hxnp,
who stared at the wall, and
shelves who all ignored her as usual. She reached out in fear and lumed on
the hall light, which illuminated most of the apartment. Then she walked
about quickly into every room, hitting every switch she could find. She
flooded the place with light. She looked n every room and every closet and
every cupboard and in and the stove and the miy

Ophens* Fage 61



The Pig Lamp

daughter had bought her and she didn’t know how to use. She found nothis
but light and darkness everywhere she wet,

Her home was empy

‘When she returned to her room, having again checked every lock and
tumed off every light, she had calmed down. She searched her bathroom
once more and, almost unwillingly, as though doing so could somehow
bring her fears to ife, locked her bedroom door. She took off her slippers.
She got into bed. She clapped. The room went dark. She pulled her quilt up
o her chin and sat in the blackness, her eyes open, waiting. She waited a
long time before she heard it again in the darkness.

clap clap

“The lights went on. Florence clapped and they tumed off

clap clap

“They were on again. She got out of bed and picked up the phone. She
called the police.

“There’s someone in my house,” she whispered to the woman at the
end of the ine.

The policeman was young and looked very tired and. honestly.
uninterested. Florence had the feeling he didn't care if there was anyone
in her house or even if they murdered her. He and his partner scarched the
house with big black flashlights.

“Your door and windows were all locked?” the officer asked, looking
inacloset.

“Yes.” Florence said, holding her robe tightly around her.

“Are there any other doors other than the front door?” he
looking in her bathroom.

No.”

isked,

“Does anyone else other than you have a key 1o the apartment?” he
asked, opening her window and looking outside.

“Well... no. No one else. Just me.”

“Cat out here.”

“What?"

“Cat out here,” he repeated. “On the fire escape. Its a black cat Is it
yours?"

“No. T don't have a cat. I'm allergic to then
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The Pig Lamp

“The officer leaned back into the house and looked at his partner. They
were both young men in their arly twenties with short hair cuts under crisp
black caps. They exchanged some shrugs and looked around the room,
hoping the burglar would suddenly hop out and wave to them.

You say you heard someone clapping at you?”"

“Yes. They tumed my lights on. Sec?” She clapped in the air and
the room went dark. Then she clapped again immediately and the room it
up again. The officer’s younger partner had put his hand on his gun in the
Holster at his waist, and the officer gave him a disappointed look and shook
his head slowly.

" the officer
on is bk, s e cat utside was making noise and you head "
“Butit tumed o my light™

“It's s Kind ics. I'd suggest
you unplug your clapper.”

“But it was a person clapping.”

"Well . . it's possible there was someone outside your window
clapping. Or maybe someone on the floor above you was making noise that
tumed the light on.”

“Check under the bed,” Florence demanded suddenly, pointing to her

be

“Excuse me, ma'am?”

“Check forthe burgla, Under my bed.” She folded her arms defiantly.
The officer sighed and nodded to his partner. The man stared back at him
stupidly. He pointed to the bed.

“Check,” he said.

His partner nodded and pulled his flashlight out. He got on his knees
and palled up the quilt Then he tumed on the Rashligh, fell to his elbow,
and moved the beam back and forth undemeath the bed. After an inspection
that lasted just a bit longer than it should have, he stood up again, returning
i flashlight to his belt “Negative,” he declared very seriously.

oy s e

shaking it slightly. “Ma’am,” he said, lifting his head again, “I'm pretty
certain that there’s nobody in this apartment except the three of us. | don't
think anyone was earlier, ither. Worst case scenario, I'd say someone was
outside harassing you, trying to scare you. Probably it was a neighbor or an

O Gige 3




The Pig Lamp

aninal mlkmg noise that set off your clapper.”
" Florence said, not at all convineed, “tum it off”

“Exeuxe me, ma'am?”

“If you think the clapper is broken, tum it off." The two men looked at
cach other. | can’tdo it | can’t move the night table, t' too heavy.”

The offcer licked his lips and nodded. “Okay, ma‘am. I'll tum off your
clapper for you. I'm sure we don't have anything more important to do.”

When the officer got off his knees and pushed the end table back o
the wail he looked up at the big pig lamp, smiling down at him. He reached
up and flicked the lamp off and on with the switch above its head. Then he
came 1 his feet and put his cap back on.

“That's an interesting lamp you have there, ma‘am,” he commented.
straightening his belt.

I was my husband's. He bought it at a yard sle”

“Isee.

“It's terribly ugly. He had no taste.”

“The officer nodded. looking at the lamp as though he was transfixed

‘ve wanted 1o throw it out” she said, “but it reminds me of Waher.”
“The officer looked at her again, hooking his thumbs in his belt, “Well
‘ma'am, we'll be going now. Let us knovw if anyone else bothers you."
“You can be certain | will. And hopefully they Il send someone more
‘competent next time.” The officer smilled. “I hope he doesn’t come back for
your sake, hecause it will b on your conscence f I'm murdered.”
“The officer nodded. “Good night, ma’am.”
Florence tured and stood in her living room after the police men had

Teft
“What rude and insolent young men.” she said aloud, not caring if
they could hear her out i the hall. “No respest for theireiders. None at al
10 her room, tuming off'
safer even though she had no confidence in the rude young offcer and his
stupid partner. She took offher robe and got back into bed. Then she clapped
inthe mr aml waited with a puzzled expression as nothing happened.
he said sudenly, slapping her thighs, “how silly” She reached
over -ml umed offe pig lamp by hand. plunging herself into darkness. I
would forget my head if it weren't fastened onto my neck.” she muttered,
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The Pig Lamp

ing back against her pillows and closing her eyes. She fel asleep.
clap clap
Florence sat up suddenly and found herselfin a it bedroom. The green
pig lamp was on again. She trembled in bed, looking at the green pig and his
big, black eyes. She swallowed and reached out toit. She tumed the switch
and the light went off. She sat back and waited. She waited for a long time.
She began to get sleepy
clap clap
She jumped fully awake and whimpered to herself as the lamp came
on once more. The black eyes were staring at her. She pushed the covers
aside and came to her feet, forgetting to put on her slippers. She tried to
reach back behind the end table but her arm wouldn't it Then she tried to
pull it out from the wall but it was too heavy. She stood there staring at the
iz for a moment, biting her lip. She went out into her kitchen, opening a
drawer and pulling out a heavy steak knife. Then she shuffled back into the
bedroom and stood beside the end table. She struck the cord of the lamp
with the knife. She pinned it against the table and sawed at it with the kife.
Finally she cut through the cord and the light went out. She gasped and
dropped the knife behind the table. Then she laughed at herself nervously in
the dark. She fel her way back to her bed and sat down on it
“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “I'm throwing that pig aws
clap clap
“The lights came on and Florence shrieked, grasping the quilt she sat
on in her fists and leaping off the bed. The pig was looking at her. She heard
something behind her and tumed around. Outside her window she saw a
small black cat looking in at her with large, green eyes. It opened its mouth
and she saw its white teeth and pink tongue, but no sound reached into her
room through the window. It scratched again at the window sil. Florence
ran 1o the window and hit the glass with her fingers, trying to seare the cat
away. It hissed at her angrily and she shouted at it
‘Get out of here,” she yelled. “Go away. I hate cats. Bother someone

else.”

there beneath her window, looking up at her occasionally and opening her
‘mouth. Florence tumed around and saw the pig lamp smiling at her. She
saw that the rest of her apartment beyond her bedroom was stll dark, Her
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eyes fixed on the darkness. And then they fixed on the pig. And then she
heard a hiss and she tumed and looked and fixed her gaze on the angry
black cat outside her window looking into her with decp green and yellow
eyes. ind her, like something beis
a hard surface, and she tumed around but she saw nothing. Then the cat
1apped at her window and she tumed back to it and again heard the sound
of something being dragged across wood or conerete. She spun back and
saw nothing, only the pig a the edge of the end table watching her and the
pig into its dark.,

lifeless eyes.

clap clap

The pig lamp tumed off and Florence was suddenly plunged into
darkness. For a moment the dark was purely silent as it was purely black.
Then it was pierced violently by the twisted screams of a dying woman.
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Ricardo Martinez

AThought of Three
~For Her, She, and not Me--

An effct to detect and know self
An essence leaves nothing clse,
Such it be, the notion of perfection
Grace taken form as destination.
et I speak to the world and the wind it contains,
“The very circles allow all dainty to maintain,
Which is the cipher preferred by our deity
“This reflection strives in a lack of divinity.
A contradiction of truth that fabricates
s the work of God that never precipitates,
We try as men to undersiand to cope and feel
Emotions lead us to fall on a broken seal,
We ise in vain in attempted eflors to achieve
“Then our dreams manifest to fasified needs,
Abroken pattern leaves us in the past
Opens forgotten regret healed by m
Broken by an Angel to be healed by the same force
Called a marriage placed upon a perfect divorce,
“The least heals the weak and pacifis the rest
An Intelligence blest made ready for the best
‘The warmth, hope, and necd for understanding
These hundredth or so years of maintaining
A I-h)nmh of solitude perplexed in virtue

lated by the want of that very virtue
1 xpul of blind fove in the presence of the mind
Wishing for this pure true love embedded in time.
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ADisplacement

1 speak of love
Aneffect I cannot feel
1talk of an Angel.
Fore she is motivation behind my pen,

Yet she is misplaced love,

Forever with me

Tthen move to the stars,

Spoken words of an anomaly,

Afemale who put thought in my pen

Destiny cannot allow us to cipher the universe
Fore her understanding of the world is her own-
His to see and mine to maintain as she follows
The next chapter is humanity,

By her lips words began to speak

Lwas told not to conform,

Fore my thought were solely my thoughts

Now I write my words for me

Even though the powers still comfort me

They elude me by taunting me

Adaily life of only selfis mine-

An Angel is my heart,

An Anomaly is my mind,

Humanity is my existence,

Now I pray for my spiri to be just

Fore if she breaks me,

Twill orever be broken,

Less T have my Heart or Mind

Humanity is left optional,

s properties cannot contain my spirit

Opfes* Fage 69



Understanding

We know not the coneept of reali
Subjected experience is a perspective formality
We take the totality of religion as classification
Deductive morals that are then a partition

We divide faith by geographical identities
Leaving deity with skewed properties

We look to god but god is intangible
Still we eannot fathom god as imagi

We follow order, comprise self in mathematics
Jurisdiction of lfe i given schematics.

We read the blucprint of a prior architect
Knowledge overflows and lives are wrecked
We leam to know, s to deny mortality
Numerically to reach infnity is not a tautology
We enter the minds sociological imagination
Only 10 see he thinks while he s all action

We cannot define a sociological construction of reality
Fore man is peaceful with mindful misanthropy

We place ourselves on the individual level

Living in chaos trying to see not the Devil

We void infinity and reach a fnite end

Logically 1o follow mathematics would end

‘We accept the imperfection of mans failure

o be comect is to have a disposition of failure

We feel the composition of our want of God

‘What then has the power to contradict God
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Brian Busby

Obvious

Catching alimpses of light in mirrors unseen,
Glimmers in the night of these things I might mean
Shrouded in the dark, to be kept from the light,
Hidden in the veil of these things that I write.

Settings of silver bearing apples of gold,
Reading through volumes of stories untold.
Caught in the mystery of a hazy tomb,
Concealed in the waters of its curious womb.

Information Inundation

Double Helix Hyperdrive
Biotech Psuedolife.

A System Crash, a Virus Scan
AURL in Uzbekistan

Text Message Torado
“Tear Gas in Waco
Telescopic Optics
Rely on Robotics

Instant Message a Blogger

From Halo to Frogger

Google, MySpace, UTube when I can

Something like the movie: The Lawnmower Man.

Replace

Envelope, consume, overwhelm, immerse,
Chapter by chapter, verse by verse.
Control, confine, restrit, contain,

The warring desires behind allthis pain.
“Teach, instruct, lead, define.

Don'tever leave me, but leave me refined.
Bum Chisel, cutaway, scrape.

Make me, mold me, give me my shape.
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Untitled

What thing shall I write, what thing most adored?
‘The power and might of my God and my Lord

161 dare 10 speak, my own lips could ail

“This truth that I seek, to share and 1o tell

Does my pen hold the key, my hand know the way,
0 unveil the light, tum night into day?

Can this paper hold, these pages contain

riches untold, glories unnamed?

‘What vessel am I, What scribe could record,

“The Holy Most High, my God and my Lord?

Butthen | realize, It aleady done

Words have been written about God's only Son.
Some in the Bible, noble guide, ever truc.
Some found in nature, God's conspicuous clue
And the last are found, with such upward pull,
Witien on men’s hearts, engraved in their souls

Precedent

You brought me through the dark,
‘Why should | farlhcsludwﬂ

You've already won the

Why should  ea thebate?

“The bear and the lion fell,

‘What threat is a giant?

What will bar the gates of hell,

When God's child stands there reliant?

You saved me from the fire,

What fear have I of the flame?
Rescued me from desire,

To make my will and yours the same.

1o trust, what thing
‘When I've built my house upon the rock,
And in your hand I stay.
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Music

The Orchestra plays a march for the ki
A young boy plucks on a guitars sting.

“The south sways to the swing of the blues,
Dancing in Memphis in our blue suede shoes.
Goodbye Buck Owens, the Bakersfeld Sound.
Swing your partner round and round.

Tejano in Texas, oye oye!

vis, Cobain.
Sing me a love song, I'm feeling your pain.
Amarching band in a half time show.

They love David HasselHofF in Tokyo.

In Europe they rave to electronica.
Ozzy paved the way for Metallica.
Slap a funky bass, someone please do the twist.
ing on the charts, play the latest hit.

The wedding bells chime, hands lifted in praise.
Who wrote the theme to the show Happy Days.

African tribal, a banos sweet twang,

‘The savage beast, that only music can tame.

1 e me world together,

Unite us ‘many hearts.

Jamaica, dancehall reggae.
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Damon Clarksdale

Thoughts of Her

Thoughts of her race through my head. Every word she ever said. I shiver
ing in my bed. Beads of sweat drip down my forchead. Why
didn’t by the rules she set? It is so clear now that she left. 1 took so
‘much from them when I placed that bet. Now it s there fove | no longer
et It is Giod that has restored my hope. Now he s the one who gives me
strength with which I cope.

Tonight

s tonight that | pray to God for my frecdom. I ask God to make me kind
llldlhl)‘sb:lmi\' - That s thecnly way | wast 0 comione ving.

tis now
that my heart is suffering xnd my i s empey 50 { o G and begas
10 see things more simply.
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DarrynGreen

Anteros

ilong to tell you

ilong

i long for something and i am unsure if you
can see what that i
Each time i enclose you in my embrace

i feel your warmth, your taste

i hear your breath your lace-like lps that grace my face for a moment or two.
i can lose myself in your heartbeat

the thythm intoxicates my senses

overrides the thoughts in my mind

the pains i feel from your words

or the lack thereof

your heartbeat

makes me sane again

asilay in your arms or you in mine

my gem

i wish the world away

along with all those that take you from me
i place my conscience aside

and reside in you.

Forever sill would NOT be long enough...
Do you know how MUCH i want you
when you're here but not

when your there and i am unsure if you stil exist?
Do you know how much i miss you..

when your here but not..

when your there and you want to be?

When'you dream? When you are there?

When you are roaming the world of di
i still wonder what it means to love me...

my sweet lover,tell me please what it means
0 love me?
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Alanna Witham

She is My Everything

‘She was my home when I was dependent,
She was my voice when I could not speak,
My map when I started to lose my way,
My light when things got dark,
My sight when I couldn't see.
My hope when I had none.
My memory when | started to forget,
My faith when I fel like not believing.
‘When you were out at your parties,
She was taking care of me.

‘She may not be as perfect as you see yourself,

She may not have everything you have,

‘She may not have your bookish wisdom,

Or your
But | can't see a reason why she would give up what she has
And no matter how hard you try,
You can not add up to what half of what she is.
And even though you can't s it,
She’s the best thing that ever happened to me.
She is my everything,
10 matter how hard youry.
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My Sky, My moon. My sun.

What do you think about
When you lie away from me?
Dispersed across a land kissed with drought
Do your eyes wonder
Upon my satin sky
As youtry to slay the fears you ponder?
Alone, used, bruised, worthless, than discarded
Hiding fears you dare not speak,
Leaving you envious of the departed.
Do you look to my moon
For the guidance you can’t see
Hoping you can be with me soon?
Does my sun
Provide you with a bright insight
“To the things you have seen and done?
And yet,
see you fading,

Your courage vanishing into darkness.
Hold strong my friend
For I will lend you
My sky, my moon, my sun,

“To bring you home again.
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“Snakes in my Garden’

You are the worst kind of snakes,
Biting only when my eyes are tumed.
You lurk behind every accomplishment,
Poisoning cach and every one until sucked dead.
Your very presence leaks your Venom,
Meant 10 infect every action | begin o take.
Every bad step leaves me flinching,
Waiting for your fangs to seep in my heels.
Your every word envenoms my lving.
Every moment of mirth lef lifeless.
You two target my delight,
Sending my life swirling down the river of Styx.
Your Poison is deadly,
Your venom travels quickly,
Leaving me paralyzed and alone.
As your toxin invades my body,
My thread of lfe loosens.
For your bane has now become my blood.
Lwill no longer fear,
“Those snakes in my garden,
Because now I walk with a ake.
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Imagination

Itravel to a place made from pure imagination
A place where children laugh and gawk.
Where everyone can be s foolish as they wish,
And no one seems to notice.

A place where the sky scems bluer.
“The water clearer,
And the sun a lot brighter.
Aplace that can transform the worse feelings,
Into bliss,
This place allows you to,
Ride a spaceship,
Rm amongst the stars.
g imaginable.
Ttallows you o s 4 oo party,
Pleasantly huge as in our dreams.
Visit the many countries of the world,
In just a bricf boat ride,
Party with a bunch of mischievous ghosts,
‘Take sail along the great Caribbean,

And encounter the pirates that claim those waters.
Enjoy the adventure of an Afican safari,
Ride upon one of King Arthur's decorated horses,
or. jump into your favorite childhood tale.

“The possibliies are endless,
For there is no

Or dance with princesses in a land of fantasy.
Wonder into a town where everything is tooney
If adventure is what your heart desires,
“There is a place just for you.
f you like to explore,
“There is a frontier waiting for you,

Or venture into the comfort of New Orleans.
Asingle man’s imagination permanently ciched in history,
Leading the way for those who dare to think,

“That their imagination can accomplish great things.
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EmilyShapiro

Memory.

Ata comer cafe in some faraway place,
an ancient sits, drinking her poison of choice.

The air s heavy with sweet perfume,

“The sound of cars passing by. She slowly tunes it all out.
er mind is blank until a voice interrupts her thoughts,
Shatering her reveric.

“Hey Sylvia,” blasts a voice not unlike a car hom,

She slowly tums, looks toward the source.

A young at her, il
Suddenly she is brought to a memory, a friend long gone.
A person she had loved, feclings rush back to her like an ocean
Driving towards shore.

Ah, what splendid days they be.

the picnics by the lake,

learning how to fish,

shopping on Sth avenue,

sharing secrets of some long forgotten importance,
midnight whisperings of ( now unimportant)information,
and of course the Saturday evening picture shows.

“Then she was gone.

All became quite and still and boring.

Life scemed t0 stop.

“The days had passed quickly

“Time only became a word.

She had waited patiently for her friend to return,

But she never came,

Until now.

‘The ancient slowly felt something happen to her
Something that hadn't happened in years.

Her jaw began to move,

the comers of her mouth, reeped up

Her tecth began to show, slowly,

but very surely a smile formed.
“The source began to move,
She crept towards hertowards her,
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Memory. (continued)

“The ancient braced herself,

feling nervous, after all she had aged.

“The source ame eloser, closer

WHOOSH!

Was all she heard

as the young women slowly whipped past her
“To a table opposite her.

The ancient could feel tears welling up
Avoice screaming

T'm here don’t you know me?

Can't you see me?

Ata comer cafe in some faraway place,

An ancient sits drowning in her poison of choice.

My Mistress.

My mistress’s hair s like rust,
but | wish she had more of a bust.
Beautiful Face.

Beautiful Face
Deep sadness in eyes,
Will pay for crimes.




Ode To Beer.

Oh you give me pleasure,
“Throw me back 1o good ole times.
You smell sweet ke new cut grass,
Taste real good too.

Aftera few my thoughts,

Are clouded

Cannot think clearly,

Start 10 utter stupid and unintelligable things.
Cannot understand me

Try to walk,

Ow! Stubbed my toe,

Fall Down

Stare up at pretty wood eciling.
Am hungry but cannot eat,

I need slecp,

Damn!

My head hurts too much,

“Try to take a shower

Doesn’t help.

“Take a chaser,

No relief there, either.

Had fun last night with you.

Ready for another two.

On my way, no nupplng now.

Have another rount
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One summers' night

For the first time in many a year.
West I turned.
Touched this impassioned soul by chilled wind.
And, took in the waning gray sunset over storm churned ocean.
In the final moments, moonless, under blackened clouded sky.

For the first time in many a year.
East I tumed.
Clutched tight the native blanket black and white.
And, waited for the sunrise within fog hidden mountains.
1n the final moments, later, the dark relinguished to moming light.

For the first time in many a year.
1 tumed into days’first hint.
Blessed the little warmth upon my face.
And, took i the full days’ break.
n the final moments I found within my person

For the first time in many a year.
My soul did turn.
Held tight the blanket and the memories.
And, discovered deep within this heart,
In those moments, I found, once lost, this impassioned soul.

Fear-more orless

Hampered this moment; and, also a life time.
Ultimate pressure to always just begin.
And, if at once possibly started.

“The fear of failure. And recognized.
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The Meaning of Life

Forever young.
Ofatime once yews 140 incble
When I was about (0 go out i

the world and change it.
Reality came to me on an :mpmsmmble day.
Came 1o me, yes, on
Forever after changed, and clﬂllcnged
“To, now, have reached an age.
Tlook back and say.
T have had a great life, a most wonderous lif.
wve no complaints.
T can want nor wish for anything more.

Of mid-night memories and her

Once again and never more
“Those nights I lay awake
o know her past miserics
“Those nights I lay awake
And eaptured the images other slecp
Oh, her gentle breathes on mid-nights deep
, soat peace:
How safe she felt

How painful the memory
Loving her and letting go
Once again and never more...
Again these nights, these memorics
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After Midnight

“The penalty’s pain of every moment
When every moment is but memory
You no longer mine
Your penalty within every moment
And a memory can mean so much
‘You no longer mine
“These past midnight hour's moments

When in the still night's refrain
Every minute’s passage | ponder memorics
Every minute’s seconds ever pain
And a memory can mean so much
You no longer mine

“This heart captured by every memory
When in the stll night's refrain
You taught me love’s presence full moments
You taught love’s absence full pain
And a memory can mean so much
Yet remaining all mine
“These memories
“er endure?
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Alas, more or less

You know how itis,
they always promise to write
and they never do.

S0 0 contravene this action | decided
this time [ will write first.
And throw my chances with the wind.
But, like the leaf once dispatched by
chanced flight, there will come a time
my brief journey into destiny
will make contact with the ground.

“There to wilt, oh misshapened age,
disregarded to finality and then small fragments,
once so proud, rendered thus but dust under yon foot.
And long forgotten my glory days.

1 give back to life what life has taken.
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Her Promise
Epilogue to Lori

Once and forever her covenant,
now, then, passion ensnares my soul,
till came one day’s finality; she, never more.
We lived many moments shared pleasures, and knew,
some, their entire life, experience never a second,
what for us was but satiated desires.
Each moment’s day, in-flavored memory,
there is i this investment, denied her,
the day she left, and the years come and gone,
though long parted, of once and forever, and frozen memories.
She, like me, grown older now, leathery and wrinkled.
he suffer: i d die red,
that which comes to me, and others, comes to her.
Each night’s promise, the hours hers. She alone.
Her mirror envisioned ever less desirable, withered,
she'll see those changes and between the two of us,
T alone possess-thus treasure.
Parting images, and too many the memorable moments,
she remaining always, as young, as fresh, as alive, oh beautiful,
graced of liquid passions, loved, never changing, once and forever.
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Little Ant

There was once this litle ant
who saw this vision,
who, when she walked by,
was 5o tall he was all but overwhelmed
by her sheer beauty.
But once she walked by
realized the totaltruth

of his situation.

For he knew he would probably
never ever see her again and besides
there would never ever be
any kind of chance
she would ever recognize him
among all the other ants of the world.
So, alas, he did
what he knew he had to do,
he wished her well and felt
jealous of the person lucky enough
o ever catch her attention.

Ageless Knowledge

‘Comes now, perhaps the moment once spent
less wisely, once adventured, passed,
where I should have gone.

"o realize, at this late dat, allis not
as it should be, the taste of what could
have been, grows but biter.

From the runes the blood of worms display,
knowledge now that knows full wel, all
knowledge is butan illusion.

Less only what lttle - one would know.

Glage 58 * Opphous


https://So.alas.he

Put Out the Light

Leave hence this space
the address home,
and too message machine
who does serve thee well
in absence.
“Thee a dark creature comes hither night...villian,villian,
vllian of devil due,
ones comes who dous speak
with the blood of worms.
1 share not the blood
of wife o paper,
else she betray more men.
thus said, “put out the light”.

“One more and this last”
give justice to the heart,
yours in delight.

“Have you prayed this night”
Come, “put out the light”.
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Come Hither, Smile for Me

‘Wounded body, wounded soul
Each day’s hurts
Never ending More yesterday
More today
More waits tomorrow

Grown weary, deaf, and blind
If this be earth what h***
What keeps me wake wakes me
Never ending and agony
“There within, something calls for me
In this arena no winner
Death smiles at usall
I search for thee
Come hither, smile for me

“The day the human spirit takes flight
‘What the sky will ook my last day of lif.
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Rynae Alexander

CRUSHER

1 don’t remember my first asthma attack,
only that on many nights, as | lay
invisible fat

bully sit
ol iy g W oy O

1 to help clear the air

and my lungs. But once, during the dayti

your crush came. I asked Mo for help, but she
just told me to go lie down while she
continued watering the yard. And I

started upstairs, five years old, strugeling

at cach step, your phantom hand ramming down
‘my throat and tearing at my lungs as another
clawed at my back, making my muscles ache.
I tears, head throbbing, and only halfway

up the twisting staircase, | said, “God, help
cathe.” But I stil couldn’t. T
said, “God, on the next step, let me die.”

And the same with each step. No death, but no
breath. For the rest of the day I lay in

my room, crushed and twisted and crying

and confused. Five years old and I knew:

Hsrc e o Mo it ares and
was Daddy never around? | was weak

and sick. And at age ten, as | stared at

my infant half-sister (healthy focus

of all Daddy’s attention) you revealed:

she would get everything, and I would

be Vorgnllem She’d be a Something, me

2. told her this, even as

yuu s my breath. And now ahe's  Doctor
with money, even as I serve out another
sentence of unemployment, my breath shorter.
Atfive, and ten, and fificen and more |

Knew s nohing and would b o e
Now at forty, its time | fully embraced

the meaning of your Nothingaess, givng

up my place in Life to another who

‘might be able to breathe. This you've taught me.
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SLAUGHTERHOUSE GAMBOL

‘The gray-beige haze infects LA
like swirling hungry plagues

of vicious roaches. Distance, days,
and goals get rendered vague.

Cancerous air corrupts skin, drains
souls; each breath sces lives aged,
until gloom sparks the dying brain’s
dirty timebomb, ‘Road Rage.”

Zombied locals list through grids clogged
with steel caskets, ftes locked.
On rainy days they slip and slog—
phlegmy knots slowly hocked

and spat

Urged by crumbling rouge memories
of promised cheer and gains,

they grate and grind in towering
steel tombs tll brightness wanes.

2

Bludgeoned minds reeling, they stagger

rancid gray labyrinths,

grimed spirits dragging corpses home—

hearts frayed; lungs rough eyes scraped;
throats

Each Friday croaking “Nevermore,”
come Monday's

of laugh-filled nights and high rewards,
again they plod this dirge.




BLUE MAN GROUPIE

Hey. mom; just got back from Manny’s hotel.
He's pretty, um, pasted, but you'd—with all

the stuff he has to do, ke this one part ..

he can be pretty worked out afier a

show. Just getting, like, removing the blue

can be a chore. But there was this one part—

this was in the show—tonight’s show—you've seen
right? Maybe not this troupe, but, like, some
other troupe? | wasn't sure if you'd, o...

Anyway. so...when the guy breaks off, when

his guy breaks off to do the sexydance?

So, Manny did that tonight, and then he

also did that in Portland. And when he

did that dance in Portland, he actually—

and I couldn’t quitetell from my angle,

because the stage was $o high and I was

like second row—he actually jumps

into the splis, which you don't see being

done vary often. No. And I was, ke,
and like I said, the stage was really high

and 1 was second row, 5o | was like—

afterwards [ was like, “Did you really

do the splits?” And he was like, “Yeah.” And P'm

like, “Are you really that flexible?” And

he goes— Y'know, he’s really, tough... | mean

athletic. I mean they"re all athletic,

cuz it's an athlete’s show. Then [ was, he’s

like, “Oh I'm flexible that way but I'm

not flexible,like, doing sideways splits.”

And then as he’s telling me that he starts

coming down into a sideways split, and

I'm like, “You're so Blue" And then I asked him,

“Is that one of those tests they put you guys

through? Like, ‘Catch a ping-pong in your mouth—okay
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BLUE MAN GROUPIE (continued)
you're in'?” And then he said this, lke, cute thing...
He's just... | think he’s just adorable.
Have you ever scen him without his make-up?
He's really good looking, and he has a
really nice voice. And he actually
sings. | was really alitle surprised
by his voice. It wasn’t what [ was first
expecting. Un... | actually have.
well, we're on the phone or else 'd play it—
Imean it would be great if I could be
playing it through my MP3 player—
but he actually sings and performs,
and he came in on his day off; and so
I have him on my MP3 player.
1t'sof... He did... actually did this

‘show—it was really interesting. He
did this show at , ata place back in
Vegas, and they actu—and they broadcast
through the Intemet? And so—and they had

it on the archive—and so, I watched it
And then, someone else T know got, did the,
recorded the audio. So | have
the audio of that show, and it's ripe.
Y’know what I found out he’s got? He's got
like a complete Seattle Seahawks home
uniform. The dark ones. And when he puts
it on, when he’s dressed like Matt Hasselbeck,
Manny looks the same as on stage. Really.
And he was, like, “Yeah, we’ve got a sweet deal
going with the Seahawks. Like sublle cross
promotion and everything.” Maybe...
1 don’t know, maybe they might start doing,
halftime shows up there. Like during all the
home games, and the playoffs. 1 would move up
for that. Seriously, I really would.
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Nicholas Goodwin_

Fortinbras

“The past is part of present here

And whispers scream profound
My heart is firee of longing here
Here, loving limbs suround.

In armes that wrap around me strong
breathe in quickened gasps

Lwish his arms were twice as long
With seven hands to grasp-

To pull me close like swaddling cloth
Enrapt in rapture’s light
Coceooning, safe, like moonlit moths
Conceding to the night.

Connected, stil, in warm embrace
Our beating hearts compete,

Inside our veins our blood cells race
In circular defeat.

Sustained by gentle piter pat

OF love that pumps and bleeds

Our two selves held so close so that
Ihear him when he thinks.

We whisper words of fantasy
And share a tired dream-

“To melt and form again as one,
As solid as the sea.
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Animate Animus

T wish I knew something useful
Yetall I can do is leer.

T commit undetectable crimes
steal and retum the thoughts of the world
Combine anti and matter together

‘m stuffing my pipe with hysteria and hype
have secrets o disseminate.

‘m breathing qucerly on your hai
You can fecl the puffing of my cheeks.

She fosters lies n her locket

She's blecding heart that can save yours
She’s pricked and pronged, embrace her
She'll hum the tune, not sing the song

1 see her silver bullet,
Her heart beats ohs and ones
Affictions in the miror

Her eyes roam in the miror,
She. blinks, she buzzes, she pops.

I see you I collect myself,
Chuckling like a champ.

I wonder ke a wolverine
1 50lve you with a “snap!™

6 e
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Nicelle C. Hughes

Marys
I
1 crouch on a stained oak bench

at the comer of my formica desk. One
Woman upon the same woman, resting.

I watch a man pray double fsted
punching lightly between his lips
and the moment words fail

10 be only ours. The twitch of his
gestures makes me think he speaks
for some living foss, some girl

ot gone enough for her

scent 10 leave his sheets.

He should find some comfort
inthat God has been

10 remove as fruit from the ind.
.
Lonce found her laid out in a glass casement.

The humidity condensing at the soldered-on top
made her cry offthe plaster forming nose

‘storms made within closed boxes,
are gifts from—
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The Differences between two Kitchens

“There are times when you stop my everyday
motions. I g0 to move a towel from the oak
counter to the ceramie sink and catch myself on
the sight of your hands rolling slow over dishes.

More often, | have to make excuses
for staring at where you are not.

tell people I'm tired. They say, eat
‘more greens and get good sleep. | close

my eyes against the ordinary light
of ceiling lamps. A red glow pulls
through the gaps in me, just as sun
would work itself through the skin
of our kitchen curtains. You come in

from behind with an arm full of lemons
grown from the tree out back. I cut yellow
bodies into halves. You rub rinds between
fingers to touch us with the scent of citrus.
We were

not fighting then. It takes an effort o remember
the distances between us, a constant opening of
rooms to let you out of where I reside

without you.
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First Loves

My first romance was with a crooked
china plate.
1 ook an interest in its yellow sears,
the texture
of perseverance. | made guilt a habit
for not taking
better care of fragile things. ['d cry
at the last
three bites of supper that revealed all
ny fault

for breaking and all my love in fixing.
One eveni
after I'd finished my mashed potatoes,
mother, in
2 quick movement, threw away the plate.
She
without apology readied herselfto protect
what might

harm her child’s crooked smile.
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Angelica Pantoja

Tear Drop

A thought,

Anact,

Animage,

Aslap.

Now I sce it coming down my eye.
“The saly, crystal clear, melted diamond
that cuts my flesh

and inmy soul penetrates.

“The pain that | gain

Ikeep it all inside

uniil | burst with my cry.

Now I've formed a river

that leads to your ocean

where I drown.
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Darryn Green

Long Lost

tears tum the pages of a love long lost
or maybe it wasa't there to begin with

wrials and tributes wasted.
are lust of sweat untasted.
my smile, you hae erased it
and now i have a loss

my heartstill ries from missing you
stil issing you in my dreams

my angers risc like torrent tides.

my passions dic in screams.

attimes i hit the lowest lows
50 low i see no light

embarrassed slips and foolish trips
escaping just one fight

a friend my foe presumed of me
et tears just oceupy

all space between us canyons cold
still cant look in your eyes

those brazen blues so lost no sign
of love i thought i had
im here and queer cant shed a tear
for fear i will go mad

i hate the fact i love you

something i wish undone

my sight and sound silence surrounds
my tastes gone and im numb

how can you be so nonchalant
when smoke clouds fill my face
im selfish now yet still somehow
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Long Lost (continucd)
i think im a disgy
my confidence is waning
my pride has lost ts skin

and then my friend of friends i know
ive seen it long ago

your hands reciprocate nothing

and so its time you go.

‘your heart reciprocate nothing
and 50 its time i go.




Christopher Toste

To Kristyn:
‘Splendid happiness dominates most of our moments,

¥
Contentious atmosphere filsthe ai,
As some of my actions seem so untrue.
Yet nothing seems to break our future.
You understand my soul,

Hope for change fills my heart,

Your young love conquers all
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Cyndee Moore

Sappho's Descendant

11 could transcend your words,

“That low like satn descending on skin,
Piercing into my empty places

And filling their pleading voids,

1 would see behind the smokescreen;
‘Your mask with blue grey eyes,

“That smille at me arbtrarily,

Melting me to the insignificance.

You think I deserve.

Language that congregates and dances
On ambiguous air
“Thin as petals that brush the wind,
and dense as desert darkness,

50 decp

it weighs on endless midnights.

1 cling, wearing the albatross of your sentences
Around my half maiden,

Half sage heart,

1am Sappho, dry as yellow grass

You are her hero

Igniting me with breathless fres

you build in oblivion.

Ifonly | could see you truly,
Aye, chance, free will.
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Summer on the Streets of Oxford

A cacophony

of fading light
descending slowly

on symphonies

of voices

blending inharmonious
in their native languages
as they congregate

on Commarket

‘Smoking with tombstones,
sarcophagus conversations,

as laughter floats

though gated graveyards

shaded in abundant summer trees.

Intermittent, shadowy light
that bums beyond the time of slumber
follow my footsteps
through this ancient place
that [ have never been,

vet have always known.
“Take this alien through

the ubiquitous music

of this summer evening,

as she comes home

10 your sequestered light.
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Ata7

An epiphany,
as years fade by,
Quartz blue lucidity,
as time convolutes,
and my tomorrows
are finite and murky.
Fires bum hotter
destroying all illusion,
just when ' told

Tl become uncertain,

10 give away what belongs
righttully to me.

Euphoric clarity,

bathe my sensations in this renaissance
on the breath of an emerging dawn

as the darkness

begins it descent.
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Daniel George Sanchez

ASimple Poem

Justa simple poem,
You're sure to understand—
To cure your aching boredom,
1 swear it won't be bland.

There are no heavy metaphors,
Butjust one gentle fact—
Unlike my poems from before,
“This will not be abstract.

Any child can read it,

And even comprehend—
“This poem’s not the culprit
OF oaths that will offend.

1 do not use big words,
No nced to look them up—
1 know that sounds absurd,

Butit's time that | grow up.

Didn’t bother with the meter—
No thythm in the lines—
Don'tlabel me a cheater
For using feeble thymes.

Who cares about the grammar,
Tain't know how two spell—
Forgive my nervous stammer
Inthis poem that | tell.

Put away the tissues—
“This shoulda’t make you weep.
“This doesn’t tackle issues—
This poem isn't decp.
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ASimple Poem (continued)

165 not a woeful ballad,
“Those poems make me sneer.
But this one’s just as valid—
Twant to make that clear.

“This poem’s not of love,
1t’s not about the war,

1t’s not of OJ's bloody glove,
Nor sheltering the poor.

1ts justa humble tale,
this poem speaks the truth—
1t's not about the Grail,
Nor capturing your youth.

Justa simple poem,
' sure you

Tt cured your aching boredom,
Don'ttell me it was bland.
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0Ode to Baseball Fans

‘They scramble through the gritty mud,
“The sturdy and the frail,

“To see the flood of rival blood

And wateh their team prevail.

“They gobble dogs while chugging beer

Tn seats of spattered gum—

“They have no fear, they’re drunk with cheer—
Their flasks are full of rum.

As innings drag, the fans will crave
More liquor down the throat—
They start the wave and misbehave
While gaudy beach balls float.

‘Theyll case the sting that booze will bring
Atseventh-inning stretc

When folks can sing the common ring,
And drunken ones can retch.

‘The game is through—the foes are slain,
“The victors make  toast:

“They fecl no pain, they drink champagne,
“They strut the walk and boast.

Fans draw their guns and shoot the sky
‘While smoking fat cigars—

“They're on a high, their mouths are dry—
1's time to hit the bars.
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Mt. Baldy

Upon the mount, the secrets lay,

“The truths of fact and lore—

Where Cheyenne slay their deadly prey
Near Adam’s apple core.

While outlaws scheme, they must hide out
n caves on Baldy Mountain—

iards scout and do not doubt
“The fabled youthful fountain.

When danger daunts, you must assail,
Just use the ole machete,

And on the trail you'll find the Grail—
See Big Foot and the Yeti

When things get hot, banditos flec
“To Baldy in the dark—

Where they are free to have high-tea
Inside of Noah's Ark.

Oh you can find Amelia’s jet
That pummeled from the sky;
See Nixon sweat but never fret—
He does not need to li.

“There, Elvis sings and struts the walk
While fiting with your wife;

1's OF's bloody knife.

Where General Grant and Robby Lee
Sit down to play some chess—

See Sonny ski into the tree,

Watch Barry Bonds confess.
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Mt. Baldy (continued)

Heir Mozart and the local gnome
Will join in soft duets,

As Boy Scouts roam the rounded dome
While smoking cigarettes.

Sir Drake was shot and left to rot—
The story’s yet been told;
Just ind the plot—"X" marks the spot
OF Pirates” buried gold.

Upon the peak, the hunter sings
o boundless depths below;

See blackended stings of campfie rings
From midnights long ago.

Alas the mount, un-touched by time;
“The wind recounts s tale;

Now hear the chime of Baldy's prime-
s fallen angels wail.
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Jessika

Atthe end of the bar-
“The Infamous Jess—
The cleavage s fr,
Has as a lot o finesse.

She'll send you a wink,
Shell offer a smile.

With too much to drink,
You won't care for a while.

Those luminous eyes,

A promise of trill-

“That promise soon dies

And you're stuck with the bil.
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Dom of the Dead

“There’s fear in my soul,
There’s dread in my eyes—
Fine mischief’s his goal-
A good prank never dies:

He'll stick gum on my stool,
Steal change from my drawer,
He'll pee in my pool

And track mud on my floor.

Spills juice on my bed,
Pours milk on my fries,
Wipes snot on my head
And puts soap in my eyes.

My tires, he'll stab,
“Then key up my car.
He'll un up atab

And ditch me at the bar.

He'll it with my wife,
Make fun of my sister,
He'll threaten my life
With a bad ttty-twister

He'll steal all my tips,
Push me in a well-

Put tape on my lips,

“To make sure [ don’ttell-

Shoots spitballs in class—
He's done it all year,
He'll siphon my gas
And then fill it with beer.
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Dom of the Dead (continued)

To raise up the stakes,
He'll send gifts in the mail:
Abox full of snakes,

And a poisonous snail.

When he is boozin,

He'll puke on the floor-
Fine rugs of his choozin-
Please show him the door.

No better to do,

Your patience, he'll tread.
He'll come after you,

For he's Dom of the Dead.
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Sara

Been like this a while—
In darkness she cries.
Just look past her smile,
Sce the pain in her eyes.

To the outside she’s brave,
But in-side she is tom.

0 her own private cave,
She continues to mourn.

For absolution she longs,
For forgiveness 10 share—
“To right all the wrongs

Of a loved one not there.

Today's a new dawn-

Too late to repent;

How can she move on

When she sill smells her scent?

She offers a prayer-
Her Mother's stll here-
She's stroking her hair,
She’s quelling her fear.

For that ' 100 ate—
But new life will begin,
And now she must wait
“To be with her again.

She continues to live,

She's fallen in love,

She continues to give

As she's waiched from above.




Sara (continued)

And through al of her pain,
“There’s this
1t will not be in vain,

For there’s a shimmer of hope.

11's been there for a while,
In darkness it ries.

Just look into her smile,
See the love in her eyes.

7 Ophos
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Hope Skaggs

Country Essence

Be sure 1o bring your dogs along and get
Atank of gas. Dress in comfy old clothes

And leave Bakersfield behind. Don’t forget

o set your cruise control as limits impose.

Along the country highway scents and sights

Await. The recking smell of scattered skunk,

“The golden glow of sunlight on hills as night
Begins to fall, casting shadows amongst tree trunks.
Aherd of cattle slowly chew their cud,

‘The scent of excrement lingers in the air,

An cighteen-wheeler splattered with mud

Makes traveling so slow difficult 1o bear.

Your journey ends on a bumpy dirt road

Where family meets in a yellow and white abode.
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Goodwill?

Like bees around the mother hive,
Before the beaten doors,

A massive human swarm arrives
As workers pace the floor.

“The eager eyes of shoppers seek
Amongst the bulging racks

Of old discarded junk, unique
Atiire and cheap knickknacks.

“The grimy carts are loaded down
With items they adore:
Outdated novels, old nightgowns,
A heap of home décor.

Impatient women dress in aisles
As lines for rooms are long.

“The elders gasp and men just smile
As nude bodies draw a throng.

“The wail of drowsy babies ends

“The drawn out search as carts

Are rudely raced by those who intend
“To be the firstto depart.

Upon each item, greedy eyes

Are watching the bags fll

“The customers leave without goodbyes
Toting sacks marked “Goodwill™
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Random Thoughts from Canine Minds

JEEZ, when are they ever gonna wake up?
Oh... oh...  think I see movement up there!

Man, | hope so cause | gota go pe.

Not to mention that I'm starvin’ to death

Since YOU hogged all the food last night and left

Me with nothin’ but crumbs floating in our

Water dish. Gosh... 'm tired of bein’

Locked up-

Would you just shut your trap and go
Back to sleep! The longer we lie here,
the Longer we get 1o stay inside the house.
Why do you insist on going outdoors?
1t's cold out there, not to mention boring.
Oh great! You've woke them up. Now we're going
To be thrown out while they g0 and do fun
Human things all day long. Are you happy?

Maybe she'll take us fur’ a walk before

Yeah right, didn’t you notice that she's
Geting in the shower right now? You're such
An imbecile! How long have you been here?
You should know by now that we only get
Taken for a walk when she puts on that

Old sweat suit that she leaves by the laundry
Hamper. How I relish the days before

You ever came along...

What do you mean?

Well, before you, I went for walks almost
Daily. | would often accompany
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Random Thoughts from Canine Minds continued)

Her in the car as we traveled to the

Homes of family and friends. She thought that
I needed a “friend" and sure enough, you
Showed up.

1 sure am glad that you wanted
Afriend. Hey, guess what | just saw outside.

Who cares what you saw? | know I don't care.
There are some kinda flying things out there
That keep peckin at the ground, then they fly
Up to the trees and-

Flying things? They re birds!

Hey, she's tumin’ on that loud noisemak
“Thingy that makes her hair go all over.

‘That is a blow dryer, It s only

A matter of minutes before we will

Be forced into the weed-riddled backyard
That reeks of Urine and

1 love those smells!
Why are you shakin® and a tremblin’ for?

I hate it out there. If I shake like this

She’ll feel guilty and hopefully come home
Carly. It has worked before so it's worth
Ay,

Mimim... can smell somethin® yummy.
She’s got reats! Chicken srips, my favorite!

Fage 120 + Ophons




Random Thoughts from Canine Minds (continued)

Great, she’s going to bribe us with those treats.
We will, once again, fall victim to the

Power of food as we watch the sliding

Glass door close, confined in ths hellish yard.
Well..here are the words I have been dreading.

“Hank and Alfie, lets go outside. Mama loves you.
Be good boys.”

See Alfie, you should
Have kept your trap shut. Thanks so VERY much.
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Kafui Gbewonyo

It Saddens Me
1t saddens me 10 s the disappearance of our cutural idenity

Toseeit
alty
Tosee

Iy known

for ourselves

1
lig

“To see it dejected.rejected by what is no better nor worse.

Tt saddens me

and never to heed another
To see them i i ¥
‘members

toppled.

fpacigat SRR g 3 wig

P favaluabl

“Tosee it wasted and wasting away no bitsor piccs fesrved
It saddens me
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How Can They?

How can they ot sec it a lic?
o B

Suppor the insupportable

Accept the unacceptable

Commend what would otherwise be uncommendable
in any other circumstance,

atany other time,

by any other name,

if perpetrated by any other people?

They know it’s a lie

Alic that can be easily fed o the masses

when painted over with
overshadowed with tactics of fear,
andaccompaiod wilhgppeals o s verses hem™
and threats 1o our very existence.

How can they blindly digest this lie?

How can they defend it?

Bury their logi

erae ther abilfy o think,

forget their criticisms,

discard their tools of analysis and “minds of their own,”

can they remain inactive in the face of this lie?
Be e i skace and
Be affaid to speak out against what they do not endorse
Justsit back and watch—
How can they?
We've scen this before
We've done this before
and each e ocked back s deid .
Can we not leam from our “mistakes’
I it impossible 10 Teie e s
Instead we retum to our folly

Repeat wiat bl b ol o condenned

Recreate what has taken lives to abolish
—How can we?
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APoem that Rhymes

“To make a poem that rhymes again
Whose rhythm is easily decipherable
“The kind | used to write back the
‘When life was carefree and enjoyable

A poem whose meaning is not dense
Butis pleasing nonetheless

‘Whose lines do not always make sense
Butare written with care and finesse

A poem whose tone is not serious
But inspired by childlike creativity
‘That often attempts o be humorous
et stll triumphs in its simplicity

Whose toil is clearly evident

In each carefully chosen hyme
But now I struggle just to invent
For poems, | simply have no time
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To Suffer

To Suffer

depression,discr imlhn.dismkr disdain
In sorrow, in illness, in unending we
To experience excruciating forfure at s b o o

And L, stand aloof to it all

Tum my back o it all

gnoring, disregarding. shunning it all

1 disance myself, never glance over the wall
To continue my ife, unmoved by it a
Because | have yet to suffer.

There s the fact that we're connected by our humanity
Our color, our race, though not our ethiicity

That, | il to consider, | fai to sec

1 ail 10 acknowledge that it could very well have been me.
I stand apart from it all

Iclose my eyes to it all

Rejecting, erasing, denying it all

isolate myself, never peer over the wall
To continue my life, unflinched by it all
Because | have yet to suffer.

1 have been offered ways 10 act

“To service my time and make an impact

Butmy affais are much too important for that
Too important ing, displaced,
1 stand away from it all

1 shut my ears to it all

Excusing, refusing, forgetting it all

1 separate myself, never look over the wall

To continue my ife, unchanged by it all

Because | have yet to suffer,
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AHuman Being

Tam a human being
Don't expect to hurt me without making me
Cry out from the sensation shaking me

Because | am a human being
1 will smile at the object that pleasres me
To survive, | will take any measures, se..

1 am a human being
1 react 10 your words that are mocking
Feel disgust at an image too shocking

Because | am a human being
1 can love one with fervor and passion
Lcan laugh in a genuine fashion

Lam a human being
1 must dance 10 the music that's moving me
Be inspired by the melody soothing me

Because | am a human being
V'm endowed with much mental ability
Lacquire language with facility

Ifthere i misery [ will sympathize
“Tears will flow out when a loved one dies
Because | am a human being.




AWartime Litany
PartIl: The Fable

There once was a leader

He knew not a thing

He made his decisions

On merely a whim

He sental the children

Tofight for a cause:

“This was his decision

‘Made without a pause:

He knew not his history

He knew not his past

He knew not he was not the first nor the last
To send all the children

and be killed

They did not endorse it

But that's what he willed

“The world began
With voices so low

Too low to be heard

By him who did not know
They sang without end

Please let us die and suffer no more

Hatred breeds hatred

Distrust yields distrust

Force is but an option

Itis not a must

“The leader he heard

e heard and ignored

Because the song was never shouted or roared
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AWartime Litany
Part II: The Fable (continued)

He heard allthe stirrings
From people below

He heard but pretended
That he did not know

He spoke without reason

Acted without thought

Sent children to die

Though their deaths were for naught

“The people they sang till they could sing a0 more
Violence begets violence

And war begets war

But still he continued
o act on impulse

To claim that the truth

“That he spoke was not false
‘Though everyone knew
“That his words were all ies
They too ran away

And covered their eyes
Soas not to see

The despair he caused
Soas notto sec

The lives which were lost
And so allthe savagery
Went on and on

From dawn until dusk

And from dusk until dawn
But decp inthe silence
Away from his sight

“The song carried on
But was sung in fright
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AWartime Litany

Part11: The Fable (continued)
“The world kept its voices

All quict and low

Sonotto awaken

Him who did not “know”

They sang without ever

Uncovering their eyes

“That hatred yields hatred,

Lies engender lies

Please let us die and suffer no more.
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Dzifa Gbewonyo

The Earth, No More

Site of endless desecration.

Spirit dead, no words said on her behalf.

Defenseless, relentless pleas fall on deaf cars.

Forgetting her service, there are no shed tears.

Now as she forever sleeps, who weeps for the earth, no more?

Allaround is pure destruction

Echoing the earth’s reduction

10 nothing by those who pass unpunished.

Allis lost. She bears the cost of her users

Silently, undone violently by her abusers.

To store her ashes, there’s no um. Who yeamas for the earth, no more?

Forever gone, the earth is finished,
Her role suddenly diminished.
Yetife goes on as if all s the same.
She dics alone, her death unknown to those who use it
1 ehilling, the willing partcipants in her death
i oke not the least scorn. W \, o more?

Now the carth no more exists.

Only a memory persists.

Noloved ones lay her peacefully o est.

She i in state, her loss too great to comprehend.

Her grave reads merely, “Here she lies.™ Who cries for the earth, no more?
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Marshmallows Floating on Water

1
Sometimes | wonder why the sky is grey,
its long. nebulous plane creeping up on day
like a cat quietly stalking it prey.

Nolight passes through this melancholy sheet,
trapping the cold but giving offa heat
that ignites a buming sense of defeat.

Adepression setles overhead-
heavy, dark, the weightof lead
mixed with worries that are fed

by the sense which continuously numbs
the fecling. Then the rain comes,
bitter, and the brain succumbs

10 this sullenness. It s fodder
10 the season. And when it elears,its daughter
is above: marshmallows loating on water

1
Marshmallows floating on water is its appearance:

the blue and white juxtaposed as this distasteful beverage
spread across the atmosphere. A liquid suspended,
defying gravity. Frozen, like a film on pause.

Itis bom of the grey yet so unlike:
alightness of vapor, victorious, the rays dispersed

in open warmth, precipitating nothing but sweet motion
and comfort in this volatle stability.
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Listening to the Other

Why do we sill take what they say as a given
and question our own which was taken from us for replacement?
It is no rotten tooth requiring extraction for false implantation.
What s 50 worthy of imitation?

Why are we so brainwashed by their ignorance, their amogance,
their “expertise” in inexpericnce,

on matters which do not concern them.

What greater knowledge do they hold?

Thate it when they say

we are falling behind.

Behind what?

“That which does not fit,

like the infamous glove but without the acquittal?
Why do we listen?

Uhate it when they say
we are ot capable, not ready,
not stable, not secure,

not prepared, not there yet.
‘Then what are we? Not them?

Why do we listen?
T hate it when they say

their goal i to help

when they offer dependence

and ill-adjusted models

leaving us wounded, to climb a mountain with our legs tied.
Why do we listen?

Thate it when they say
we are not moving
and ours s not proven,
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Listening to the Other (continued)

they label and define,
and assume a common mind.
Why do we listen?

And when they say
we own the place,

re-fulfilling the déja vued prophecy
unil we are not ourselves,

only a mere shadow

will we still listen?
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Catherine Shaughnessy

Move OnVaughn

1 Kissed his tongue-in-cheek
with a fliry half-pout
and he came out to play

I moved pagan Heaven
and, oo, divine Earth
to please h

notjust for one night

He moved on from me.
as suddenly

as an oily sheen

from a cool raindrop

His nerve endings satisfied
‘my nerve endings nailed
belied

by my own half-doubt

1 heeded the welcoming waming sign:
Time to Go Home
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Crystal Duran

“Shadow”

Ashadow haunts me in my dreams
I calls my name in whispered screams
1t comes t tear at my black heart

And pushes me to fall apart
Itsuffocates me whea I'm slecping
And waits for me to cease my breathing

It only torments me when I'm alone

With s freezing touch that tums me to stone
1t forces out my bloody tears

And grows stronger with passing years
Tknow it only wants my soul

“That's why it digs a decper hole

And mocks my sorrow and my pain

With lightning. thunder, and the rain

A shadow taunts me in the night

And with my prayers fades the light

11 gives me nightmares when [ sleep

Tt never fades or becomes weak

And when [ unseal my closed eyes

1see the shadow stillalive:




Eric Osborne.

Death of the Dove

And thus beneath the winter frost
“The sweet dove died away
But no one mourned for what was lost

And no one came 10

“The peaceful litte body lies

Decaying in the snow
1ts beauty taken from our eyes

As we are lefl with bone
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David Ryan

Lake Lapis Lazuli

My mind can still feel those quiet winds graze
‘When we sailed Lake Lapis Lazuli,
Inthe fresh moming. during our last days.

‘The mellowing season lazily fades,
Our bright youth now gone, timidly aged, yet
My mind can still feel those quiet winds graze.

1 recall this comfort drifted away
Like soothing waves from my beached day dreams
In the fresh morning. during our last days

When you said, True love is a ghost moonlighting
In our sleep,” and back then I agreed. But,
My mind can stil feel those quiet winds graze.

‘While our ship sailed we’d invent childish dreams
(They froz in that time and never ook seed)
I the fresh morning during our last days.

T'm now pining for that distant memory;
When we sailed Lake Lapis Lazuli
In the fresh mourning during our last days—
My mind can sill feel those quiet winds graze.
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Jonathan M.DeWitt

Deprivation

“The snakes are all around me,
in my fingers and
inmy toes
engendering and dismembering my
prose.
‘The cucarachas in the
comer of my eyes scatter sand and
vanish days.
T've know this stranger with
each passing mouming.
‘warping and submission, wreathing inside.
“Let their eyes he darkened,
that they see not: and make
their loins continually shake” (Psalms 69:23).

God Damn these momings

as my hands begin to break.

Civility, sanity, then everything
and agree with what | make,

A frecdom and blasphemy to consecrate such.
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Miss Wanderings, the addict.

“The lfe of cheap silvery rings
pursues servile pleasure.

Seeding small rubbery rings,
as parchment absorbs black coffee rings

that soften and seep,
silky as bumed brown spoon stains,

Aflash, and then gloss became dull.
The knell, a fading memory tamished.
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The Johari Construction

7:30 in the moming.
Jogging pastthis construction yard.

1 run past the structure’s loud contractions.

i reach the soccer fields and notice a row of trees.

‘Some are dying and will he removed, never known.
Others lay domant waiting for a hopeful moment.

Whil the elte evergreen keep their inhumane green ever,
Their talents we could never have.

“The trees settle in their small sect of sanctuary sill
“The workers pound-in their reality of handwork;

“The professors enlighten in their classroom of momentary hope:
“The student realizes in & prison of psyehological torment:

Some are dying and will be removed, never known.

Others ie dorman waiting for  hopeful moment.

p their
“Their talents we would never want.
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Ephemeral Wisps

My fingers, like plastic chair-legs, salient among the scarred leather and
‘creases that clinch these hands, rubberly wrapped around the idea of
survival, until i ds, and i

then darkness.

and

The aluminum
can flexes and enrages:
heartbeats its charcoal.

The red coal turns black.
The can's heart beat, from sucking,
pumps pale, releases.

Sudden and yellow,

jaundice gently slowing.

my intemal beat,

Frenzied, | ringe and

vegret. She calls wimpering
“HELP!" t0 my hopeless end.
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Caustic Night
Realily he spit out his mouth:

poisons and fungus and the
splitting bum in nostrl and skin.

“The pen rests on my pillow.
The homelessmanseps, it and consiiced on my g~

limited, a sign o
A ‘gaping orifice till and snoring solid: | leave my room unnoticed in night.

“Finally,” I say. | winced from stagnancy.
Gliding with every leaf around me; All wind fieeing me this ight.
“Never slecping. not never unholy am .~

A small roundy, while striped night, scamy
rapped along a vall parale 0 my evil on i RN
“We are intersecting- 1 am letting, so go!”

She stares at me and never the more,

only seeming to ery.

1 studied every night,
Robert Lowell's “Skunk Hour” civilized.
I smell my hair now.

She stares at me
blankly, afraid, angry, and

naturally under the same vacuous moon,
surviving with tha stink of hers.

Reality she evoked from nether regions.
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Mara Schramm

Gorman

“The top of the Ridge Rout,
Just stop on the road to somewhere else.
Christo’s hills

Winter's iy grip has finally loosened,
Leaving the hope of fragrance flaunting wildflowers,
Mardi Grasing the once winter pastureland.

Puify flofsliberated from “spttn’ cottonwoods” float by
Pretending to be snow,
On their way to see the world.

Late sring.
The sring of high places,
Shortand fleeting.

Cold breezes cast ripples of goose bumps in the grass sea.
While flowers suf the wind waves,
Undulating earth holds sway against erosion.

“The perfumed breeze caresses.
Now gente,now grabbing, toddler syl a your ki,
Leting you know who's i charge.

Eagle cries pierce the wind's hiss and chatter,
Pinging the voyeur like sonar
And wafting sweet hay across the verdant scene.

This i the dewy, asmine time
Before the hot dry kiss of summer,
lown from Hades itself.

Before the toasted landscape
Closes up for summer,
And only the horntoads are happy.
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Prose based on Mark Rothko's
“White, Yellow, Red on Yellow:"

The church is sill - the people in it fidget, ruffle pages. Children’s shoes
tap dance the aisles waiting for release. The air conditioner makes that
blowy sound. Someone coughs. The altar is red — the red of Charlton
Heston's spoon dipped in the strawberry jam of redemption. Saving
soylent gecn s poople. Mirs. Rothka's boy spilled s camine. The juice

from
1s this where art goes when it dies?

The butterfly

“The bullertfly's magnificent colors
Each caged within its own black prison
Sequestered hues hushed and pure but separate
Stained glass with wings

The butterly's lecting flowery flts
Ul just have a drink and go

He keeps his visits brief”

Carefol to never over-stay his welcome

“The vines, the jaded foliage verdant with envy
Ever swaying, never going anywhere

Earth rooted

Why can't we fly?

smoky suains.
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Mona Lisa

The gray sky is raining on the Louvre; the square surrounding the glass
diamond entrance is a reflecing pond. Flotillas of tourists waddle into the
brightly 1t thombus.

Letasmile be your umbrella on a rainy day.

Hall after hall,
1he hoering sttues, h pigmentstaind canvas, the paint pemeated pine.

Smiles don'ttake up shelf space.

Crown jewels glared back at gawkers under hot lights and glass. Look but
don'ttouch. Knightly knick-knacks.

Youare not fully dressed until you wear a smile.

Mummies stared vacuously at fossilized viwers paying thier last respets,
daly. Oriental ony ointment jars oozed antiquity.

Asmile s forever.

Cavemous halls filled with enormous images. Sublime art. Visions that
dwarfed you, engalfed you.

Beauty is power; smile is its sword.

i ‘Wet with salt-
caked fear and agony. Overwhelming betrayal.

A smile is a special remedy for an injured mind and body.

‘The medusa haired drifters’ sinews taught. Straining against the abyss's
dank maw. Waves licking at raw feet. Biding their time.
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Mona Lisa (continued)

“Tears deepen a smile.
Biblical art. Art recounting glorious fates and feats. The canvases slay
dragons, strokes of paint save mankind. Heroes. Demons. Ruddy cherub
faces nod approval from on hi

Smile, God loves you.

A small painting hung tethered behind velvet ropes. Not very impressive
among the huge pancls. Each masterpicce filled with important ideas. Just
asimple portrat.

‘Smile and the world smills with you.
On - Looking at but ing the
portraited person. Could that be Leonardo?

Some people wear their smile liek a disguise.

Dld (hcl ion sfumalohu form and merge it to .unolhu’ Hermaphrodite? Ur
ply prencur’s spouse

Your smile is your ife force.
Androgynous features, modeled under a thinly veiled headpicce. Eyes that
‘perhaps scrutinize and inspect or simply imply surveillance. The quaintly
demure grin.

Asmile i just a frown upside-down.
Alluring yet aloof lips, parted slightly to convey a past ideal of elegance.
“The Tuscan master’s hands swept on that smirk and lified the likeness out
of obscurity.

Smile - it's the second best thing to do with your lips.
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Mona Lisa (continued)

Peter M marketing fantasies to bring
that smile to the masses. The faint greenback odor of exploitation follows
the poplar portrait,

Asmille makes the world go round.

Leonardo could never have comprehended what this lile painting would
become. But then again, why did he carry this pcture with him for years?

A sile takes a moment, but the memory of it lasts forever.
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Sarah Brogren

ASimple Cup of Coffee

The best part of waking up. Moming
After moming you fill my favorite cup

With an alluring aroma: the maker

Comes 1o life alter the whirring grind of beans,
A small pleasure, an unpretentious drink,
Abricf moment to enjoy my coffee.

You look comforting sitting on my coffec
“Table. The way | begin cach moming
With you customarily in hand, a drink
To encrgize and awaken a two-cup.
Minimum. Even the smell of your beans
s enough 1o persuade me to make

Astart 10 my day. But now your drinkers make
You more than just ordinary coffee.

A Google search for gourmet beans

Retrieves over four million sites. Moming's
Brew inflated beyond just what fills my cup.
Better than a regular or decaf drink.

Now you have become conceited, a drink
For connoisseurs. C'otfee shops, they make

Fancy names for the sizes of your cups,

Foo. Now, people can take a coffec.

Quiz 1o discem their most pleasing start to moming
On Starbucks’ website, revealing which beans

Best match their answers - calibrating beans
To the personality of the drinker.

I having a smooth or bold moming

Or a robust or fiuity start makes

Adifference, | don't know. You're just coffee,
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Asimple Cup of Coffee (continued)

But you're again transmuting, by the cup
nstead of by climate. Before in cups.

Explorers and traders gathered

Andires to bring to the New World. You. coffee.
Once lived simply in Africa ~ not as a drink ~
Transplnted afl over the world to make

Money, awakened 10 strange sun’s morning.

T you're made from gourmet beans or are a drink
Only, it pessed or brewed in a coffee maker.
Acup of you invariably starts my morning.
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The Revelation

“The long, straight lines of the buildings,
Adrab two-story rise.

“The Kelly green door exposes

An uninspiring inside.

“The carpet color: soggy earth;

“The tile: a dingy white.

Clo down the dim and narrow hall

By antificial light

Ared and white striped couch within
Sitting unex

Was the place my youngest sister chose:
To canfide that she was pregnant.

“This starling news disquieted me-
Combined delight and fear—

For the cares awaiting this young il
Of only twenty years.
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Homesteading

How long have you been traveling?

This makes.
Fleven weeks from when we let our home
And three from when my husband died.

' sad

Your troubles scem 50 great. I've losta riend
Or two myself along this long, hard path.
T've traveled down and back this path more times
than should be traveled. Now, I'm on my last
And final way. I'm setling myself down.
ot some land, some cattle. Planning to see
What | ican make of it. Why don’t you go back?
without a man around. things could get rough.

We've come 100 far to head back. My boys,
They need a beter life. | hope to find
Achance for them to grown into the men
“Their father wanted them to be.

How was
Your husband lost along your journey west?
17you don't mind me asking, ma’am?
“The doctor said a warmer climate would
Help. the dryer air would refieve his symptoms:
Our options were exhausted here at home.
‘The symptoms of the tuberculosis
That he'd contracted after the war were
Only growing worse so we decided
o leave the familiar for the unknown.
We left our home in March to head out west,
My husband and I, our two smal children.
Our home, Virginia, where our children grew
“Their first few years, the place we'd known for all
Our lives, the place our family sil lived.
We left for somewhere we'd only heard of

Opphens* Fage 151


https://iliarforlhc1111knc:,.,.11

Homesteading (continued)

From others, who had made the trip before.
We had to sell almost all we owned
Because the covered wagon only held
Avery few necessities. We sold
“The table, chairs, and other fumiture
“To pay our rip across the plains. 1 kept
Grandmother’s teapot to pass along to
My children, but everything else is gone.
For everyone, leaving home was hard, but we
Were trving to save his life. We bought the few
And needed things for the trip, packed up,
And met the people making journeys, 0o,
Across the plains. We only were a group
Often that Teft with faith of promise - new.
And brigher lfe s what we're seeking here.
“The way across was hard with John, that was
My husband’s name, because he had o rest
Or else he'd cough ~ like he'd never stop.
But one day he did. Somewhere in Kansas.
And now, my boys have buried their fither.
A small and wooden cross is all that marks
Him now.
How young are they. your children, now?
They're all but four and near cight,in March.
We'll make our way to Pueblo. Colorado
That's where we're headed and where we'll end,
16s what their father would have wanted so
It what I'm going to do.
My boys, they need
“The chance to grow to men, justlike their father was.
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Jennifer Kirkland

Grandma Frieda’s House

Those memories seem forgotten
But now I take them out

And remember the house on the hill
With its smell of pie drifting about.

With kemon treesto climb
And strwberries to pick
And the best spots for hide and seek-
But why did she get sick?

Her house was aplace forfun,

Weekends of tennis, volleyball,
Pool,dolls, and always plenty of sweets.
then our fun stopped. We hita wall.

The house that had been  playground
Besame a hospital.

the good is hard to remember

And the bad easy to recall,

I can't forget the hospital

Bed in the living room

Or her morphine induced laught
And watching her fading bloom.

She passed away, the house was sold.
Idrove by years after-

Lemon trees, strawberries-all still there.
But I missed our lughter.
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To My Period

Ihave to tell you, I cannot stand you!
Oh, but in my forties you will be gone.
really hate all the litle phrascs

Used o try and make you cute or funny,
‘They do not work because you are neither.
“My Aunt Flo is in town,” tis is absurd!
When my aunt visits it's funa d when you
“Visit” | anticipate your departure,

Oh, and the slang ~ no doubt men invented.
Have you heard them: “on the rag,” or “the red
River,” or maybe “that time of the month™

Because of you, once a month, fithfully
for seven days, | tum into someone else.

1 know you're on the way when | break out,
And my breasts become sore.

I'm ither crying over nothing, or

Getting angry because I can't find my Keys.
Oh God, and the pain in my lower back.

Do you know, sometimes it makes me vomit?
And, lately you've been surprising me.

1 don not like your surpirses. Why can't

You come the same day every month like you're
Supposed to?

So thanks, thanks a lot for making me
A crazy nauseated mess every month.

10s your fault | turn bitchy every month,

And your faut | can't wear white pants, you bastard!
You have a way of wanting to

Let everyone know you are “visiting.”

And you really needn't bother, I have

A feeling they already know. And you steal my fun!
You want an example? Trips are planned

around you and your schedule.
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To My Period (continued)

Okay. | will admit there was
Atime when | was happy and releved

o see you, but that was only one time!

‘You know what else? You are quite disgusting.

‘The whole mess with tampons and pads i sickening.
1 hate wearing pads.

s ke wearing a diaper and just as vile.

‘Well, I do appriciate that you stop

I water it makes swimming more pleasant

And keeps the sharks away.

‘What I've been trying to say is:

Get it together! Be regular!

Just remember-

Somedayliberation will be mine!
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AimeeBlairSampaga__

life under the sun

the sky was once blue

the elouds used to float towards the sun
voluminous clouds, ful of e, they would float

i swear they would

and these colors never used to run

no, they were bright once:

roses had a crimson hue

violaceous flowers wore their purple like royalty
hills were covered with their green attire

that was before

before they faded

now even the golden rays of the sun are tamished
it's all faded

the once fertile soil now burdened by rot and decay
shades of black

shades of grey

however you want (o see it

this negative cliche

it once was beautiful

swear
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SoraMackey g

You+Me + Her Me - Love

They say in your eyes there bums a great fre,

The heatof which | dare not to aspire.

I've given you up; adumitied defeat,

How could | have been so lost and weak?

Forfeiting my own for love of a friend.

Thave plenty of time for my courage to mend.

Would going forward with faith in my personal wealth,
Have cost me so much of respeet for myself?

el like a ditz, an uter fool,

When all of my life I've tried to be cool.

How could this be that I've given you up?

10'slike pouring the water out of a cup.

Acup that was brimming and overlowing with life,
nstead of water I swallowed a knife.

Tt fecls o wrong deep down inside,

Help me escape; Ljust want to hide.

Hide from the sun and the shimmering rain
Why docs this make me feel simple and plain?
Ttwon'tbe long now till you're hand in hand,
And U'll want you so bad I'll ery tears in the sand.
Ullery and 1Ml ery my fresh salty tears,

As I hear in my head laughter and jeers.

1 didn't even try: this happens every time,
Thadn't even thought of you as mine.

My courage is broken; my image s shattered,
Uhadn't realized how much you matiered.
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Untitled

He's taller and stronger Won'ttell me
Than me. You love me
Thate hime Not really.
Not really. Don't tovch me
Can't see me
Don'task me
Can't make me
1 feel the love
Not really
T want the love
Not really.
You need the love
Can't feel me.
You want the love
I'm kming,
w-a..
There's gt i bingiig
There's fear
Inside me
How did it each me?
thelp
I'm dicing,
Don’t save me.
But not for me. Twant love
Abuse I hate love
i r«| the pain. feel love
Not really
fpest the shame. I sec you
His muscles and brains Don't hate me.
“Too much for me Twant you
{hate him Don’t hurt me.
Not really. Can't el you
I'm scared and hiding Don't know you
Can'tfind me Can'tstand you
Aren'tlooking Beside me
U'm dicing Scared and alone
Can't breathe... When I'm with you.

U'm scared and | want you
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Untitled

Inever thought
fnall my life
That 'd be with you

I never thought
Inall my life
That dreams could come true

Inever
Inall my life
And I never dreamed of you

Untitled

Rarely can you ever fathom

the reality of illusion.

You cannot even try to depict the

are and beautifl picture it isplays.

Already you have found that time

has no meaning to the soul.

Never can you resrain the soul from

taking the shape of that which it loves.

Can this really be the life god

has chosen for us?

Living on the earth with others

is not always casy.

Allthe time people dream of a place they can truly live.
Yet you say there is no place
in which we are not confined.
To you and | freedom has a different meaning
and a different price.
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Ryan

THE BOY
Quiet yet expressive
Smiling and laughing
Sweetly

Fighting and living
Courageously

Ryan

Mirror

Mirror, mirror in your eyes

Reflecting everything that you despise.
Looking in those hollow pits

There's a soulless empiness.

No thought to heaven or to hell.
You have no self; you reflect what you see
Please don’t tum your eyes on me.
‘Taking the image; robbing all thought
“This makes you exachty what you're not.
There is not future; you have no past
Thought you wrere built and made to last.
You gather what's around you and take it for your own
Youure a perfect porcelain doll, abandoned and alone.

Gage 160 * Opheus



The Boy With the Pen

Thereyou it with pen in hand,
Thinking so hard | don't understand,

How can you do it with your spirt so free?
When | think of you do you think of me?

You ok o ddep inthought,

Looking for the words you've sought.
Your brow s wrinkled on your face,
My heart s beating aainst s case.

You write your story. poem, or play,
\mdmp)mrpennlhhe«nlly
|grasp it in my shaking hand,
Tirytogive it 10 you, but | can't stand.

ook at you with ateary eye,
Thave to rn; P'm going to cry,
1drop the pen on your desk,
eel as i 've failed a test.

You don' seem 10 nosice my anguish insic,

Why do you follow me in my hectic state?
Ask bow I'm feeling, and I'll ell you, “lrate.™

You think that you' ve done something horribly wrong,
As I mentally quote the lines of a song.

To calm therush, to cool me down,

1 play with my hair, so long and brown.

You look at me; I look at the floor,

T'm trying 10 hide what | can't ignore,
You lft my chin to look at my face,

My heartis racing at a fast growing pace.
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‘The Boy With the Pen (continued)

Youry to read the emotion in me,

I'm stariing to laugh; | think you won't see,
‘The heart griping pain and torrent inside.
Of the innocent love that I'm trying to hide.

You hold the door open as [ walk past,
You're such a gentleman, so young and chaste,
‘We sit down you continue to write,

Tknow that I've given you a fright.

As the seconds and minutes tick by,
T'm terribly lost  let out a sigh,

T'm thinking right now, “ don't feel 00 bright”
As 1 write you 2 note and fold it up tight.

1 feel a light tap; you've seen what I've done,
1 hand you the note before misgivings won,
‘You unfold the paper with a delicate care,
And read through the note as | wistflly stare.

What are you thinking? | can’t even guess,
T really hope that you'llsay, “yes

‘Suddenly, you laugh at what the note said,
Tcan feel my cheeks grow incredibly red.

“The question wasn’t hard: what will your answer be?
ke you, do you like me?

S0 fold me a note marked yes or no,

Please tell me, [ need to know.
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Camelia Sanchez =

One

Inlove
Thatis what | was
Feeling [if] (felt)was) so much
Vhen the truth did not speak loud enough
You could have treated me
Like a nobody
And still [ did not see all the awful things done to me...

Allsay was somebody that
Loved Me

But now I see that this love has faded
“That this love is

To only leave me (with nothing) as one

The End

nthe End
Will you ever know

Andifyoudo

Will it show

Will I Ever Leam to Let You Go...

Does this mean our love will no longer grow
Or will this distance show

How much our love can

And from this will I learn

“That no matter

How fa or near

You willsill be here

Near to my heart

And never be apart

For Love will

Protect You

Guide You

Unil the Very End
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‘They say...

1am justa gir that is what they all say
1o not know what love truly is
So (tell me) What is love?
Itis when you can't stop thinking of him
(So) What is love?
Tell me because (1 think) my heart just skipped a beat..
Justthinking of him
Whatyou an secmay be lind o me
as love, | may

Tam just a gir that is what they all say

1doo not know what love truly is

So (tell me) What is love?

Is it when you can't stop thinking of him

(So) What is love?

Tell me because ( think) my heart just skipped a beat...
Just thinking of him

(For)

So what is love? Can what I feel for you be love when
What they see may be blind to me
Besause what you ca sce may be bind 10 me

hat you might think of as love, | may see differentl
OR

Tam just a girl that is what they all say

1.don not know what love truly is

So (tell me) what s love?

I it when you can't stop thinking of him

Whatis love?

Tell me because (1 think) my heart just skipped a beat
Just thinking of him...

So can what | el for you be love when

what [ feel may be blind to them...

‘When what | feel for you is ineistent
(They tell me what  feel is impossible)
Well...
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‘They say... (continued)

1 thisk that what they might think of as love
1 may see diffrently

OR

1am ot a gir that is what they all say

Tdo not know what love truly s

So (el me) what is love?

Isit when you can'tstop thinking of him
Whatis love?

Tel me because (1 think) my heart just skipped a beat
Just thinking of him...

Socan what | feel for you be lovve when
Wit they see may be blind to me:

When whiat | feel for you

And that is all that is true to me.

Lam just a girl that is vnm mcy all say
1.do not know what lovs

So(wllmey what e e

Isit when you can't stop thinking of him
What s

Tell me because (1 think) my heart just skipped a beat
Just thinking of him.

Socan whatfeelfor you be love when
What they see may be blind to me

When what  feel for you

Tothem i imagioay

he ! (rulh

Nothing» Mmmmuumum
(1 think that what they might think of as love
1 may see differently)
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Darkness Darkness

Darkness Darkness
Come on Light
Darkness Darkness
Don't give up the Fight

(Do not end the goodne
Come in and let t shine
Do not dim the light shi
Forif you give up the fighty

s in my life

2 10 bright...

23

Darkness umn.u Come on [in] Light
Darkness Dark

Don' giveup the hghl

Darkness Darkness

Come in and let t shine

Darkness Darkness do not dim the Ilghl (shining so brigh)..
For if you do my soul will be no longe:

Be abie to survive

e
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ADay ORA(The) Cycle

S escaing into the Nigm
Moon exposed no more Light

Suldenly Darkness covers the (blue) sky
Then stas expose their radiant sight
Butno sooner will the sun glow the sky
And wakeup the dark sky night

Sun escaping into the Night

Moon exposed no more Light

Suddenly Darkenss covers the (blue) sky
Then sars expose their radiant sight

Simescaping into the Night

Moon exposed no more Light

Suddenly Darkness covers the (blue) sky
Then sars expose there radiant sight
But no sooner will the dark sky glow

I the sun's luminous light

And leave only the light that would soon not let go or show
Sun escaping into the Night

Moon exposed no more Light

Suddenly Darkness covers the (bluc) sky

Then sars expose there radiant sight

Into the sun luminous light
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Questions Unanswered

So much on my mind...
At night | cannot sleep
Thinking about hat

has happencd

inmy fife

What I have seen?

Who I have foved?

Who I have longed to love?
And what (or who) | will see?
Now I lay down to rest
Hopng that tomorrow

T'will answer some of these
Questions

Replaying in my head
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