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2 AM THE ZWWUSZON

It's all an illusion
Call it by name
My failing constitution
The faltering of my will
Subjugation
By the run-of-the-mill
But | must not concede
Or fall victim to greed
The starry heavens beg
| proceed
In pursuit of my need

| must not stop
Nor hesitate
To flower
To create
For my will
Is chained to my fate

| must drive on
| will not be a pawn
s mthisgehess game of life
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SOINNING

Crack like a carbon match ‘
Between the beats.
lllumination-unexpected-shocking.
A giant yell, rolled in a ball and eaten.
A cold breath of air.

Warm shivers, good fever.

Pleasant delirum-sun shower.
Masterpiece,

Don't change a thing.

Blue in the face and all consuming
Like the carbon match.

Don't focus on it all at once.

Too much to take in.

Too much to absorb.

So today-eyes.

And tomorrow-lips.

And the next day-hands.

Your hands.

My hands.

With nails like little bright moons
That orbit your fingers.
Spinning.

Amelia Marini

Julio Trujillo




ENRZQUE ZEWESIAS

Baby, why is that arrow in your back?

Let me take it out; put it in my burlap sack.

I'll put you on my shoulders like a mountain man-
Conveyer belt, a la doctor in the promise land.

There we can glide with pride like it's lady's night.
Impressed by the no-slip masonite.

Get it right. Get it right. Get it tight.

Iron you out as wrinkles might.

Humidity: roller coaster: festival of fright

It's all for the belts that your wound is a mess.

| need some Epsom salt, Dvéra K, a few episodes of Borat-it'll be very nice.
| promise they won't play Damien Rice,

I'll request some 3 6, maybe.
Hey, that can be your quick pop popcorn popper
With an elixir and my patented medicine dropper, who knows?!

e plants that grow under the right conditions
Biren't always the ones who need permission.
“Knuck if you buck, Seimore.”

He needs more.

Avery Reed Moore
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PARANGZR

The closest thing to urban serenity
lies in the passing engines and distant
glowing headlights. Television sets
illuminate the individual windows in
each apartment. Each one acts as a
miniature security blanket, a sliver of
safety; if anything happens, someone

SIMASAD

Forget it. These thoughts make
no sense. If they had any substance
it would invoke far more than a brisk
walk. No one promenades when he
fears for his life. Unless, perhaps, this

all acts as a substitute for the bland
thoughts of reality

certainly must hear it, and come out to
help. That is, of course, unless he simply
watches the incident from his safe little
den. Nothing can happen, though,

no need for such unreasonable
hypotheses.

Maybe it's for the better, thinking
about these types of things. Imagining
a short-term future of mutilation or
murder can really remove all the
crushing stagnancy and failure of
life. A maniac doesn’'t care how
educated his victims are; how much
they accomplish in their life before
that particular moment in time. Regret
tends to go away when survival instinct
runs the show.

Nonsense. There isn't a reason
to cover up the night's events by
dreaming up this rubbish. A little socia
faux pas, then all the focus heads
straight toward impending death.
Somewhat pathetic, really. It would
be a lot easer to deal with reality if all
this morbid imagination went away.

A quick turn around would reveal
the stalker. Half a rotation meets the
bare minimum for closure, so it would
seem. The threat escapes, though,
persistently lingers there right out of
vision.

The calm delivers the trepidation.
The chiling concrete offers nothing in
the way of comfort.

On the other hand, so does
accomplishment . . .

It is actually a very nice night, if
it wasn't for all the damned murders
around.

Again, there is no reason for these
thoughts. Threats do not lurk in such
quiet and populated areas, not in the
shade of homes and the people living
out their quaint nights. Even so, every
shadow hints some unimaginable fate:
a dark room, something with ropes,

a chair, a blade. Cliché, but enough
to provoke nervousness; enough to
quicken the step of the walk home.

Matthew Capper
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Atop a bronze hill sits a lone house,
bright yellow paint caressing its walls.
The deep red shutters flutter in the wind,

rapping
and

tapping
their hypnotic rhythmic hum.
The lilies hnlng the marble walk
snap in the breeze,
the cool moming dew
lapping their petals.
king r 1‘ loses several shingles
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A house is a house
unless it's a home.
A bowl is a bowl
unless it's a dome.
Al A pencil is a pencil
Pk unless it's a pen.
A chicken is a chicken
unless it's a hen.
A shoe is a shoe
unless it's a boot.
A branch is a branch
unless it's a root.
A watch is a watch
unless it's a clock.
A stocking is a stocking
unless it's a sock.
8 1s a novel

g













ANTZZTREND |

Her eyes open to the
world of symmetric yellow
walls, vandalized by modern
clocks and abstract plastic
pieces. She stretches in ritual
morning ’ﬂ\’li\lklil'\(?-YOgO,
followed by a semi-tepid five
minute shower. In red-dyed
choppy locks and pointy
flats, she grabs her blue
suede bag and tfreads into
the morning fog. Heading
straight, shoulders slouched,
and eyes uninterested, she
walks the school runway and
pretends not to care. She sits
unorthodox against her open
locker, filled with magazine
cutouts of bands no one has
ever heard of and quotes from
dead reformists and outcasts I
long forgotten. Her phone rings
and she flips her hair sideways
seemingly to free her ear

Nouvelle Vague Veronica Ambrosini




TRENDINESS

for unknown news, but
secretly only to draw
attention. She hears

her mother's pleading
voice and replies loudly,
pretending it's her squad
so that the people around
her know that she has a
ife. In London mod she
goes to her first class,
taking out a contemporary
novel with a catchy title
and gaudy cover that

she knows she will never
finish. She looks over to her
left and catches sneaking
eyes of intimidation and
envy. Finally, she sits on
her sideways throne, legs
crossed, convincingly
comfortable, wishing she
was somebody else.

Veronica Ambrosini




GENET 204 NEVER bt ARNED

Two pairs of cheeks are marred
by identical scars, both
mother and daughter, equally imperf

ect because
Genetics never learned its lessor

n the short term.
B Maybe after thousands of years evolution kicks in but
3 never a generation
Just as | never learn immediately
from those who came before me:
committing the ultimate betraya
ofself, femininity, and romance in general.
Lusting
after a married man . .
‘ But suppose it's human nature to desire . .
that which is perfectly unattainable.
My Pandora’s box. Of sorts.
If I dive in completely
the horrors of the world MIGHT overwhelm me G
Wait.
What is there to be overwhelmed by2
Guilt. Shame. Desperation. Sex222
| follow a path tread gingerly, frequently
by women before me who were caught
like me by blue. Eyes
Jeans
Lips.
Not his, but mine.
Lack of occupation renders them cold,
lifeless, loveless. Is that what this is aboute
Love?
Never.
Luste
Always.
Giving myself away and attempting
to fill that space left empty
by wanting more and mo
marred by an internal scar :
formed by a mold, both mother and dau h
qually imperfect ; .
because Genetics never learned its lesso

Alix Carlton







CANCER OF ~THE \WWORWD

The way we hate is a sick, strange thing indeed.

An emotion so plainly cast about that we fail to fully realize its raw horror, or how
dangerously close it brings us to abandoning all moral inhibitions. There is something
sickeningly sweet about its appeal; no longer able to channel our positive energy into
someone, there forms a great temptation to turn them into everything we despise. We
can keep this person in our thoughts and dreams, only in a completely opposite light.
What once gave us joy now beats hard on the rims of our
souls.

| have only thought to hate three people in my life:
one for dragging down my esteem when it had little to lose;
one for the much deeper scars he caused a dear friend of mine;

and one for the way he made me hate.

Holder of the End  Nicole Ramirez

| know now that it was not pure hatred | had held against the first two. That hatred
was reserved for a later time when my consciousness would come to form a deeper
despise. Not until | experienced the third would | know what it felt to hate at is finest.

| hated this person not in the way that | wanted him to die,
but in the way that | wished for him to have to see me die.

200
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—As if | thought this might be some form of punishment beyond customary revenge

| once met a girl whose hatred for a person was so strong that she began to pray for cancer. Thi

was no false hope. She knew the consequences, and she knew the frue art of ¢ uffering. So wher

in her fime of hatred she became ill, she held no fear of what her sentence might be. Sometime
the most apparent prescription for a strong mental pain is an equal, or stronger, physical one

e 'QfTen considered this possibility as well in its obvious negatives and its perversely beautifu
Do§mves. | used to dream of the day I'd find out with waves of fear and exhaustion. | wa:
mourning over an iliness | had not yet acquired. Then one day outside the dreams, it stood there
a beacon lost in a beautiful haze, a shining seagull on a gritty porch landing

cancer
—this could be my next big break.

You see, people like us, this girl and me,

see cancer as a sort of

sick, sad solution,
repentance for our sins,
and a way of sponging up the sins committed
against us.
Forced forgiveness,
helpless smiles,

to be looked upon during all that pain,

=




CANGER OF ~THE WORWD ~ GONTINUED .

We want cancer. We want pain, constant punishment, and twisted revenge. And through all of this +
suffer; to know life to its lightest and darkest potential, in all its helpless glory. And to do it all with g p, ol
smile as we wrap our brittle arms about those around us, slipping out of grasp only by their old singed e
broken wounds into nothing, into our =
sad, sick
solution: dissolution.

And our love will stick to them like slick sweaty tears.
We want to prick them with our unending kindness, a soon ending life. We want to hurt them
tremendously without releasing any direct force.
We want them to bend on their knees in the weight of grief for the torment they've caused us; for
the tears behind that smile.

And most of all,
behind all this, we don't want them to give a
flying . . . while we wither and tear.

We want them to step on our faces, grinding their soles into our sockets, penetrating every surface of
every cell with their cruelty,
the way they have been doing internally for all these years.
And finally, as we spread out into a nice soppy puddle, with that love and that strain and that
forgiveness,
we want them to laugh.
=20




Cold and hard. Solidity. Pride. Nonchalance at its fines

Because you see, we do not really want cancer nor anemia, schizophrenia nor heart disease

down inside we do not really want to acquire manic depression, nor suffer blindness jt
no longer see their faces.

When it comes down to the very tip of our consciousness, to that underlying theme, we

upon them by slipping the heart from the core, turning them into the stone of the world. We v

all of our suffering to be for their names. For them to turn around so that the world can see the

manifestation of these torturers, void of all sympathy and understanding that we have built up in our

minds, turn to truth.

vant revenge

And this is why our hatred burns away days and brings painful memories to fill our nights. And this
is how our hatred grows stronger than the sun, thicker than the sea. It hides in us like a lost pine in
spring, but it burns through us a loathsome singed hole through which it seeps into our sentences and
our soft, secret smiles.
And this is why the hatred in
our souls is considered deadly.
The hatred of the world
is our cancer. ®

Kayla Anderson
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“I'm so spicy," said the shredder to the rat. “Get up off my hat.”
My lame cane likes to change, yet it stays the same when | saunter
Time has no effect just watch him while he wrecks
TGIF.

Poe was mos def.

Can you see him?

Scannin’, plannin’, writin', and fightin’.

Like a boxer in México.

Under the bridge like water we go.

It's a lazy Sunday book.

Korean b-b-q on the corner of Melrose and Shook.
Take a look it's in the book.

It's Ben and J-Lo,

The epitome of a rainbow.

Alice fought the phallus with the malice indeed.
But she stumbles with the swamp monster.

Viad the Impaler used reeds.

Freeze.

Avery Reed Moore

Marco Fernandez




Ina Bubble

Jennifer Tovarez
--25—

SoveLy U

If socks are for feet

Then wouldn't it be neat

If we could wear shoes
On our heads?

If music's for listening
Then wouldn't it be glistening
If we could taste pain

With our noses?

If mischief's for fun

Then where can we run

If our consciences say,
“Yes, here we are?"

If there are cracks in the ground
Then who will astound
If mother says,

“Let me lie down?g"

If anger's a verb
Then why does it feel
Like for once

| should be lazy?2

Emilio Alvarez
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Except, of course, civilization

Which is inexistent throughout the nation;

Socially unacceptable

In a ship, through the hull
And, of course, to annul
Your favorite occupation.

A barrel of monkeys

Like carrots and peas,
Which tastes quite rotten
And is riddled with fleas.
Take that and mix it

With a do-it-yourself fix-it

;;:,N‘:;&iet tainted bureaucratic

of amputated knees.

Or a bowl of hot soup

That when you take a big scoop
You get mutant dragonfiies

That eat out your eyes

And after you're blind

You clear your mind

From all kinds

Of temperamental dyes.

Keys that unlock doors,

Of course, the doors that they're for,

And freeze to the point

That they stick to your joint

That is pointless to smoke

Since life's just a joke

In a bottle of Coke

From your mother, you appoint.

It's ointment that Is :
For the dark soda'’s fizz

Plus mass popularity of

The church's white dove
That, of course, lie to you
When all you can do

Is pray with the flu,

And your father's lost love.

Oh, banana of truth

For the fruit of the youth ¥
Where the basket of lies =
For troubled youth's demise’
And the unlikely regurgitation
Of a civilized nation :
For the un-realization e
That there's no chance to resize,

And here | leave you last .
There's aszm with no mass
With the size of alarge

- ,Mujﬂ-colored targe

~ That's the scourge of the world

& " In a school that's referred

A young pregnant girl
For the measure's sunken barge.

Humanity is a simple thing

To desire and obtain,
Except, of course, civilization

Celena Blevins

Which is inexistent throughout the nation.
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Walk into the Light Marinng Castilleja
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Oh, Ratigan, I'm flattered.

Your greasiness has taken me to a whole new level.
Sure, go ahead, revel in your self, your suit.
Now you speak.

Yes, this tripping juice is expired.

| should have known so when | saw you, but | drank the rest
anyway.

A can?

A three-piece, scones, and a cup of tea?
You're so predictable.

Fine. Just fly away in your dirigible.

| don't care.

I've forgotten you anyway.

Avery Reed Moore i




“THERES A NINTA IN MY SA0SeT

There's a ninja in my closet.
He's been there for a while.
There's a ninja in my closet

With his stealthy ninja style.

There's a ninja in my closet.
He's waiting to attack.
There's a ninja in my closet.
I'd better watch my back . . .

Emilio Alvarez

HMS Awesome
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I'm searching for meaning

In this poem.

But I'd be better off

Interpreting alphabet soup.

Look!

There'sa P nexttoa D

Which shows the inevitability of death.
Death.

Death like my English grade ;
Which dies slowly . . . painfully . . . prolonged suffering \
Staring at my soup of a poem,

It occurs to me that there are three C's in a row. '
A row like the road of life! \
The road of life of C's . . . ‘
Chowder starts with a C. |
Chowder is a kind of soup! |
THE PROFUNDITY AMAZES!

| wonder what the soup manufacturer was trying to ;
convey

In this elusive ingredient label2
Oh!

Ohl

The C's are drifting

In this soup-sea of change.
Ah yes, soup is like life.

And |,

| am but a noodle

In this ill-tasting broth.
.

Amelia Marini

=31 Spatter Web Celena Blevins ;




HALF-BAKED, HALF-BRAINED, HALF-WOVED

Society shuns the select few who are brilliant.

While those who are vapid,

And consumed by abject idiocy,

Reproduce

Like rabbits,

Filling our world with Paris Hilton's,

And George Bush's while the Dali's,

And Sexton's and Nietzsche's become extinct,

And the bombs drop

Along with creativity levels.

There are far more Crayola colors put to much less use,
And far too many people doing absolutely nothing,

So animals die and poverty makes a travesty

Of our industrialization.

And we weep

Because according to your Lord,

Homosexuality is a sin,

But letting people starve is okay.

We never gave a damn about the woman who was raped,
But the cockroach in the kitchen changed everything.
| hate your pride.

| hate your selfishness.

| wish | had selflessness but I'm just as bad as you,
Whom | despise.

So | will hide my ignorance behind a stylish umbrella,
And follow your example by shutting my eyes,

And turning my face

From that which is despicable, detestable, and disliked.
| will shy away from issues that breed controversy

As | would avoid the air into which you breath insipidity,
And | will watch your reality T.V. because

Who needs a brain these days anyway?

I'd rather it melt, so | can indulge in

Incompetence,

Apathy,

Hate.

Alix Carlton

R0




Goin' 50 mph Standin' Still : Matt McClain
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Sex
sells

products.
That's what we are

as we sell ourselves to the highest bidder.

Perfectly reminiscent

of everything we seek to avoid.
Individualism is no longer

individual.

Sex is everything

and everyone

because we all wish to gain the most
through power struggles

and what's more powerful . . .
Sex appeal?

Or materialistic tendencies
that lead to

-



Alex Reyes

ery M"']L‘Te Of It

Lovin' Ev




SIUNDAY MOURNING & FOG

Sitting on the steps of a small cathedral in Gofhenburg, l oskeq for your opinion on
many a-thing. | spoke to you slowly, uncertainly. and needily, begging for some reasoning

to help piece together my self and my spirit.

At my asking of what you saw in me, you turned toward me and | remember gasping
for breath because your eyes were so blue, so bursting with life that | was certain that I'd
suffocate if | didn't gulp from the cup of this Sunday mourning fog. | felt myself relax when
your bangs blocked our vision of each other, shielding me from your stare so certain to bring
me to death-or love, which some would agree is an even worse fate. The chocolate strands
stabbed your eyes like a thousand needles, and yet, you did not break your gaze. You
waited a long time before speaking.

“In your eyes, | see my mother rolling over in her grave that her husband has been
digging for twenty-five years. In your eyes, | see the knowledge that the past has given you
and | see the cynicism you received on the side. And when | look at your face, | see an old
woman, still plagued with the paranoia of her youth; still waiting for the best days of her life
to begin."

We were silent for a long while before | leaned into you, pressing our faces together so
the needles pricked my eyes instead of yours and caused them to water with your own.
ur skin could absorb my own and meld into one.
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One

taste a dream We all said you were a false
hope;

And catch the wish :
: A noose hidden as a
Rope.
But you were kind and all
too calm.
You took our hands and led
us
Down to the underground.

We watched you battle
demons

Of dark intent

And cast away the horror

thot < =

,‘ 4-‘-' r

?ou're the god among us
NOowW.
we will follow you with grace
And undying elegance
As you lead us to the new
. era
Or to a fate unknown.

’ .



“THE MOUN-TAIN P02

Above him there is sky
While he stands weighted
Under the oppressive shadows
: Of the front line warriors of stone,
| Preceding a mighty static army.
Myopic is the man
| Who cannot comprehend
g The jagged peaks
Through the windows of the hills.
| And the fool thinks only of these heights
At the expense of his bleeding feet.
You mountain shepheras
Standing watch
; Over your foothill flocks
f You will erode with the rest
As he begins to climb

Amelia Marini
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Dream ¢

“TIvag

What is time?2
A dictatore
It chimes
And we go to sleep.
It rings
And we awake.
Does it really existe
It happens without us knowing:
Clicking and ticking in silent rooms,
Slowly counting down and quietly stealing
Lazy days of ancient youth who
Let it unconsciously slip through their palms like falling
sand
While trying to live each moment in the moment,
Forgetting that every present is now the past.

Veronica Ambrosini
—A1~
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Pieces

Kylie sat quietly in math class, staring
down blankly at the test in front of her.

There was no point in trying to
concentrate. How could she possibly be
expected to concentrate? The numbers
began to blur together, the threes mixing
with the sevens, fives turning into eights. She
pushed a few buttons on the calculator in a
vain attempt to convince the teacher she
was working.

Roxanne Galindo

“Kylie2" the teacher called across
the room. Kylie slowly lifted her gaze to the
teacher.

“Yes, Ms. Oja2”

The teacher gestured with her hands
for Kylie to come to her desk. It seemed to
take Kylie days to make the trek across the
stuffy room.

“Kylie, I'm beginning to worry," Ms. Oja
said quietly.
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She did not remember many of
the details of the past few days. Wasn't
that strange?2 Weren't you supposed to
remember traumatic events clearly2 She
mused on this for a while.

She remembered bringing her
dog outside in the front yard. It must
have been late at night because
she remembered feeling fired. She
remembered how it started to drizzle,
how the small drops of cold water hit her
forehead and slid down her cheeks. She
remembered being happy.

But now she couldn't remember
what it felt like to be happy.

She remembered spinning herself in
circles as the rain beat down on her face.
Then a small, black sports car had driven
by. But it was going too slow. Much too
slow.

This is where the details ended.

She remembered nothing after that.

When she woke up, she was lying

old, hard floor of a small cell, no

ged in four walls of bars. She d
2d | 'd been arrested. She

‘a ball.
1d called out to her
hat cloaked
ell. It was




ROADKZL ~ CONTINUED | .

to cry and scream.
“Are you awake, my dear2" the voice
asked.

She had whimpered in reply to the
formless voice.

“Oh, now, don't be scared. Everything
will be fine. Everything will be just fine."

A soft ruffling had followed this, like
thick clothes moving with the breeze.

Then, silence.

The voice had not spoken to her since
then.

Now she was sitting on the bed of
hay, contemplating all that had happened
recently, several weeks later at the very least.
She was not sure about the exact number
of weeks. But it did not matter what time it
was. There were no windows; there was only
darkness and shadows every minute. Time
changed nothing.

She could not remember how many
meals she'd had since she'd been here, and
so she couldn't measure time by that either.

_ Every time she fell asleep, she woke up to find
o a brand new tray of food at the foot of her
hay bed, but she never saw the person that
brought it.

She realized that she had not cried the
»enhre time she d been here. She was too

her, or if anyone
‘now if she would

too happy to contemplate what life would
be like any other way.

She remembered her mother's face.
Her mother had sharp features but the softest,
most beautiful smile. Every time she saw her
daughter, the smile would soften her entire
face.

Her father always looked stern. But
when he'd return home from work and saw
his wife and daughter in the living room of
their cozy house, his wife sewing a new dress
and his daughter glaring in frustration at the
homework in front of her, he'd always laugh
cheerfully and hug them both, the sternness
replaced by loving admiration.

Did they have any idea where she
was? Would they find here

She stared emotionlessly at the white
tiled floor beneath her feet. She was not a
naive girl. She knew her chances of escaping
alive were slim. And chances were, her
parents didn’t know where this place was, or
even who had her.

She had already resigned herself long
ago to death. Death was the only thing that
had a high probability. She was amazed that
she was not more scared by this. Pernaps
she was still in shock. Perhaps her mind simply
refused to accept the fact that she was
going to die so young.

Or perhaps she appreciated at least
one sure thing in this sea of chance that had
become her life.

There was a sudden rustling in the
shadows to the right of her cage. She looked
:Up.qmckly, startled by the sound. Then
ice from that first day spoke again,
gly close to her ear.
we begin, my dear.”
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“Well, it's obvious you won't
cooperate. That's all right. You won't have a
choice soon," the man said, straightening up
and leaving the room, turning off the light as
he passed through the doorway.

She continued staring blankly ahead
long after he was gone.

Several days passed and the man
did not visit her again. She began feeling
strangely after she ate. Her arms tingled and
her stomach felt queasy.

That's when she started noticing the
changes. First came the fur. She noticed it
on her hands, then her feet, her stomach . . .

What's happening to me?

Did the man put something in her
foode Was he giving her things while she
slept? She never knew.

The only thing she was sure about
was that she was changing. The fur grew
thicker, her sense of smell was heightened,
her vision faded, and she even felt her bones
changing. It was the most pain she ever
experienced.

One day she woke up to find the
change complete. She had no mirror to see
herself in, but she didn't need one. Soon
after she woke up, there was the familiar
rustling in the shadows and the light was
turned on. The man stood in front of her,
miling at his work.

- “It's going nicely. Very nicely."

he choked back a helpless sob.

didn't remember when she started
ravings for meat, or when she

ling emotions of any kind. Nor

r forming a plan to escape.

ever had a plan, maybe it
or something of the
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But in any case, one afternoon she found herself
running out of the house when the man had opened her
cage so he could examine her. She ran so fast everything
around her blurred. She had run for several minutes before
she realized she was running on all fours. She passed many
houses that seemed slightly familiar, as if they had been in
a movie she'd seen once, many years ago. But she didn't
stop to examine them. She knew she had to keep running

And then she knew. She knew what she had to
do. She'd never be able to get back her old life, not after
this. He'd always be looking for her and she'd always be
checking over her shoulder. It would never end.

She stopped running and heard a rumbling quite a
distance off. With her new, advanced hearing she was
able to time it perfectly.

She leaped in front of a minivan driven by a
woman in her early fifties, accompanied by her daughter
The crash was deafening to her ears. The pain was
overwhelming for a few moments, but then everything
darkened and finally disappeared completely.

She let go of life in this mutated form.

“Honey, did you see something running through
the streets this afternoon?" asked the man as he walked
through the front door, returning home from work.

“No, dear, why?2" asked the woman sitting on the
couch in the living room.

“The neighbors were all talking about it. Something
they had never seen before. Said it had the strangest eyes
"Has there been any news about Lainey?" the

woman on the couch asked hopefully, changing the
subject to their lost daughter as she did every evening.

“No, honey. I'm sorry," the man replied, sitting down
next to his wife. “I think it's time we give up hope." [

Tiffany Brown
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“"Don't eat; the strawberries

Bite into its luscious Ingh

Rip into its manifestation o
Juices of euphoria . . o

“Save yourself! The root of allleyill:

Swallow the beguiler's rose?
The devil's heart . . .
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VERY. WOW. SOOZUM,

Prostitution for attention, renting out our
PRIDE for a lie in the shape of a compliment.
Whore. That's what we are as we BEG for that lie
in so flattering a package.

arette burns the ashtray. Alone.

ow, DEATH, makes waves in society
often ‘wish to, as we burn
/ into bowls of marijuana
_unseen, disappears into the atmosphere
that we, ourselves, DESTROY
mpensate for the creativity we killed
as we raped intellectualism

its head on display with our
the HEADY QII’ of m’ro;acaﬂon
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Aztec Mask Megan Moskwa

Creation Mask Lindsay Roe
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Of percepﬁon. are allowed to open and close as they please. No hindrance
IS 7 cred fortress. The drpwbn'dge may run up when the sacred inner sanctum is
urbar ce, but, thereafter, it lowers once again to allow reentry to the man whose

been made around the wild fire. This is our track over which
our shoulders, brushing them, whipping them.

ks, the salty sweat burning and stinging them

.

es, the skin fo become pink and hot, the breath

ed to the point where it may spill out




SUNDAY SLHOOW WEasON

The cluttered desk and Elmer's glue

Grew into quite a mess last time at Sunday school.
And by the peach little church on the side of the walk,
Skipped a girl in pink bows down Saintly block.

Just her smiles and laughter kept her content,

So she proudly turned home and made her descent.
In her own world she would never fall down,

But she bumped into the nun just as she turned ‘round.

Brushing against the midnight black of her gown,

And expecting a smile, the nun gave her a frown.

Her mind contemplated the things she'd done wrong;
The seconds more like hours lasting all day long.

And oh how she snapped with those yellowish teeth.
It's hard to believe the nun worked with a priest.

Her dewy eyes like deer caught in a headlight,
Shocked after years of always doing everything right.

“| know what you've done, girl. Don't think that I'm dumb.
Clean up that mess or I'll tell your mum.

Mary and Theresa know how to use glue.

You used to be neat. Why can't you be like them toog

She replied, “First of all, they aren’t all that.

Mary tricks her parents. Theresa acts like a brat.
And as for the glue, that's all | was handed. ;
| prefer tape, but that was disbanded."”

Yet the girl wasn't quite through,

She knew she had a part in it, too.
And back up the stairs, she cleaned up th
Where last week at Sunday school she h

The nun and the girl both made up.
Their relationship was fixed and taped up:
And '1ill this day the Sunday school rule is:
Everyone Must Use Scotch Tape, Not Eimer's GIu€







The real American gangsta' ain't any wanksta'.
| came straight up from the burbs, don nuﬁng the herds.
I took your leader out to pasture ne ¢

mb up to the top,
?‘=‘i° it may be.

)V o the ERSS. ol B A wath
yors with finesse. 9 -

Eyes divérted in my direction,
Shouting my name with silent exclamation.

| rock the mic like Luther Vandros.
- Humanitarian like Geldoff. Get up out of my face for | tell you to step off.

flow to the Gypsy Kings, and throw down in the ring.
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Mr. Mayer, French & Spanish Teacher

Aspen Leave




Liz Guerrero Assemble the Pieces
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Marc & Jeri Arbon
David “The Infallible” Olson & Jon “Cul-De-Sac" West

Ms. Willis aka Tia Willy

The Winner's Circle

Alien Bug in vwlllow Mrs. Greenberg, Special Education
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