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MINDLESS SEX

They touched so softly and simple, like a
Secret slightly stolen, theiy breath
Quick

and warm against the neck, thetr hands
Willing to waiver war, it is another moment
Twisted and trapped in time, but there is regret
Because they know nothing will come

Carefully calculated and cunningly keen,
They think their hearts aren't vipping and
Rolling with

remorse, they speak
Of nothing, not even a notion, at times
Hiding and hunching from the

horroy
Of finding a future forbidden from them

Instead they persistently push forward
Their forbidden feelings of fear and fury,
Because for one more night, they,
The thieves

of night knock, knock again and again,
Hoping that for one night the torture will
Slowly subside and be

sweetly sustained

One move night, they too try to escape through
Endless ecstasy, but even their perplexed

Pleasure isw't perfect, their hurting hearts too
Will break, because their feelings have

been Driven

down deep into a place
Where even passion is poisoned

And permanent pain finds it is place,

It is wrapped intricately around other
Tearful memories, for it too is tainted.

Poem by: Allison Gerli




| TALK JUST THE WAY | EAT
VEN/CE

Me

| talk just like | eat
I'he same amount and size
50 recently | have gained

A larger set of thighs

Poem By: Ashley Nelson
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Do you remember that afternoon?

Soa.@ing rays in the red brick heat,
sand and vofﬂéyﬁafl} ffying while

[you were ﬁigﬁ and 9 said no,
7’m not mad.
She asked to take our yicture. Precious.

The light kit my face and cast

yours in shadow which,

to be honest, really is your color.
Despite the recovered explanations,
the raunchy beer wafted up

from the deck and 1 knew

your smile was a [fe.

Your eves Eetmyeaf that smile.

‘When 1 stumble upon that yﬁom
;‘z’t’s all sunﬁgﬁt and shadow
forthright and. fﬁmffam.

My smile matches yours. " * Urb. Photo by: Elizabeth Blood

Too bad T'm wearing sunglasses.

Poem by: Elizabeth Blood
IT—— e ——— — - e S ——




O, GIRLS

Emily and I told Becca, our four year-old sister, that she had to do it if
she wanted to be a big girl. She’d been hanging on to that purple Barney doll for
too long, we said. Even though she loved it, slept with it, and talked to it — it had
to go. Iwas eight and Emily was six, and we knew a lot about being big girls.

In the months that she had it, we had threatened to throw it away or do
something equally awful, but usually just to get a rise out of her. Whenever we
threatened a siege, she would hide Barney underneath the bed, the covers, the
crack between the wall and the bed. But we were never Jooled. After enough
teasing, however, I guess we convinced ourselves that, as a necessary part of her
development, Barney must be gotten rid of. A rite of passage, if vou will.

Becca, however, did not agree with our advice. She watched “Barney
and Friends” nearly every day, her little legs barely hanging over the edge of
the couch, secretly hoping that her stuffed animal would turn into gigantic real
Barney. Just like on TV. She told us that she would get rid of it someday, but she
wasn 't ready yet. One day, after pestering her about it and nearly convincing her,
Emily and I left the room to plot. Becca hid Barney for the last time.

When we returned to the room, Becca and Barney were no where to
be seen. We defily searched for Barney, finding him again between the bed and
the wall. We went to work. As she came back into the room, minutes later, she
shrieked, “What are you doing?!” her high-pitched voice squealing. The fluffy
white stuffing lay everywhere on the floor. Our backs were turned and, though she
couldn’t see for sure, she knew what had happened.

“Becca,” I started, turning around, “now you won 't be attached to it
anymore! Now you can be a big girl!” I said this as if I'd done her a favor. At
the time, I thought I had. She looked at me for a second, like she believed me. Her
trusting gaze was gone as quickly as it had appeared.

Emily and I had, using scissors, cut Barney around the neck just far
enough to get our little hands inside of him and pull the stuffing out. It flew from
our hands, clung to our clothes, and piled up around our feet. We did leave the
head still somewhat attached.

“MOMMY! COME HERE AND LOOK WHAT THEY DID!” Becca
screamed as she tore down the hallway to the kitchen.

Our mother coolly came down the hall and into the bedroom the three of
us shared. She paused a moment, looking at the stuffing and the emptied Barney.
I saw the corners of her lips move. “Oh, girls,” was all she said. We could tell
she thought it was kind of funny.

Hecea was our family's very own “Dacdy’s Little Princess.” (Fortunately, she
missed that t-shirt Jad by abour five years.) She was undeniably cute, but that
drove Emily and me crazy. She got almost anything she wanted. All it took was
batting her doll-face eyes or cooing, “I love you, Daddy!” Consequently, she
became owr lucky charm, too. Whenever we wanted something that we thought
we had a poor chance of getting, we would send Becca off. “Daddy will say yes
1o you!" we reasoned. Sure enough, because of Becca'’s asking, we went on those
unltkely days to the zoo, the movies, the candy store, you name it.

She did other things better than us, too. Emily and I played soccer, but Rebecca
Jiked the other little six year olds on the mini-fields and scored hat-tricks before
e even knew what they were. Emily and I took gymnastics lessons, but Rebecca
could cartwheel on the hi-beam. Emily and I did softball, but Rebecca played
catch with dad in the back. Once, when we were little, Emily marched up to our
el and poked him with her stubby little finger. With that same finger, she wagged
It back and forth at him and said, “Why do you treat her like a princess? And
don't deny it. Princess.” [wag] “Princess.” {wag] “Princess.” [wag|

VIl e could do was laugh. This little child was wagging her finger at him; want-
iy him to be ashamed of himself.

When Becea was eight, Emily and T had grown into a particularly mean stage.
Or maybe we were just bored. Between us we concocted another clever scheme.
lohnathan Taylor Thomas was the child star guy for young girls at that time and
one of Becea's favorites. On a summer day after one of his wonder-year hits was
released (“Huckleberry Finn,” 1 think}, Emily and I crafted a letter;, posing as
11T himself. We even managed to get a thirty-five cent stamp from our mom. The
vnvelope was utterly convincing.

“Dear Rebecea,” we wrote. “I really want to meet you. My favorite colors are
hlue and white, so you should wear them and I'll recognize you. Let’s meet at the
I'l Chico off of the Broadway Extension.”

“Oh my gosh! Oh! My! Gosh! JohnathanTaylorThomas wants to meet
me!" She was practically screaming as she jumped up and down, grinning with
cveryvone of her little pearly-white teeth. To top off her excitement, this meeting
also meant that she would get to wear her brand-new navy blue and white polka
dot dress.

I don’t remember actually thinking that Becca would completely buy the
siory, Surely, I thought, she will be smarter this time around. But she did buy
it And we h'rm’ to tell her, Yet, again for effect, we decided to wait to tell her the
(ruth until after she had gotten dressed. In our big-girl wisdom, this was jusi

another stage i the necessary hasing,




~ ~ ~

Once at dinner I remember Becca making mom and dad laugh. When this
would happen, Emily and I would remain stoic, leiting her know that we didn’t
think she was funny. This particular time, though, dad got angry. He was tired of
our big sister vs. little sister face-making across the table.

“Stop rolling your eyes at her,” he warned sternly.

“What are you talking about?” I questioned, knowing perfectly well that
the nonverbal communication between Emily and me was very, very expressive.

“You two. Constantly making faces about her! Why do you treat her that
way?”

Emily and I had to apologize. But, I really felt bad. Becca was our sister.
For years Emily and I had played “jokes” on Rebecca, “messed with her” in
every way we could think of. And Becca usually took it like a champ. But, then I
realized that a lot of the time I thought what Becca was saying was actually re-
ally funny. She had learned how to joke back, but in a different way.

We both picked up this movie character’s voice who talksch like thisch. So, when
sche and I schtarted conversching, it kind of annoyed Emily. More and more,

I was able to relate to Becca for one humorous reason or another. Around the
dinner table, the rest of the family came to laugh in agreement. When I wouldn't
return the lazy-eyes Emily made at me, she learned to try to accept the new bal-
ance.

Dad still tries to tell us that we are jealous of our little sister, that it’s why we
used to be so mean to her and why we still tease her. I don't know that I would
call it jealousy, but I have always been bewildered by her. For every time we
were mean, for every time we played a prank, Becca would soon forget about
it and pick right back up, wanting to be friends. There was a switch, though I
don’t know when it happened, and the relationship between Becca, Emily, and I
changed. Becca stopped being the only one trying to be friends. I left for college
and she moved into the room Emily and I had shared. When I would return on
breaks, I found that I had taken Becca’s place as the odd-sister-out. Talking to
her now about our antics, she seems to see it the way our parents did then. She’s
kind of grown up, which I guess is what we were going for.

Prose by: Elizabeth Blood

ODETOTHEGREENK MMONSTER
ANDTHE HILIL. THA'T
PROTECTS THEN

I CIRNED 1R A STALL.

VIATCHED THE WORLD FALL.

BEMING THE EL@SED De@R.

COULD HeLD MY TEARS Me MORE.
EMOTIONALLY THEY PULLED THE TRIGGER.
MO | MUST TAKE THE RSAD THAT'S BIGGER.
FIRST 1| CLOSED THE Dee@R @ THE STALL,
MY FACE REFLECTED MW THE WALL.

MY TEARS PLUMMET T@ THE FLOGIR,
MIAJDRITIES THE RIMP, MINORITIES THE WHORE
IMIEY ACT NMICE MOW, WELL 6O FIGURE.

I BUr A CORPSE, THEY THE DIGGERS.

I THE WeRLD NOTHING BUT A HUGE STALL.
I VELL T® THE CEILING, “CURSE YOU ALLF

\ ILAKE @F FEEES, | HAVE MO GIRE.

LUFE 15 A EHALLENGE, | MUST ADOIRE.

IIEY AIRE WIHIE @RIES THAT CALLED ME NIGGER!

Poem by: Robert Davis
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Dear World, I am leaving you because I am bored. I feel I have lived long
enough. I am leaving you with your worries in this sweet cesspool - good luck.

-A suicide note left by the British actor, George Sanders

FAILURE AT FINALITY

He made up his mind on a Tuesday. On this particular Tuesday he,
Mr. Frank, was sitting outside a stereotypical coffee shop with his
worn planner open on his lap. Stereotypical pseudo-intellectuals sat
at the metal tables around him, talking about stupid, stereotypical
pseudo-intellectual topics that didn’t matter in the scheme of things.
Mr. Frank glanced at his bland, but expensive, stereotypical coffee
drink in its tiny little white coffee cup. He stared at this cup a long
time, at least thirty seconds, before he tore his eyes away from it.
Mr, Frank slowly closed his planner and set it next to the cup. I'm
tired of debating this, he thought as he lifted his balding head.

“T am going to kill myself!” Mr. Frank announced out loud.
He exhaled, and looked at the others in the shop. Mr. Frank waited
for a response from anyone, but everyone continued to sip and chat.
He knew he had said it loud enough, but no one seemed to notice at all. He
had been half-expecting a fellow coffee drinker to tell him that suicide was
wrong, or at least to say that the coffee here wasn’t that bad, but he got
nothing instead. Mr. Frank felt invisible.

#H##

Mer. Frank opened the door to his tiny, overpriced apartment and
slumped in. He left the door open behind him as he examined the
room before him. The walls were whitewashed, and each wall had
two paintings depicting various scenes of nature. The grey shag
carpet was always well-vacuumed and clean; there was not a single
stain to be found. At one end of the room was a sturdy, black walnut
shelf in which was placed a small, flat screen television. The oppo-
site end of the room had a black leather couch with a glass coffee
table in front of it. Mr. Frank had envisioned all the parties he could
hawve in here when he first decorated the apartment years ago, and
now the room just made him sad. All the parties and group gather-
ings Mr. Frank had attempted to organize always failed because
barely anyone would show up. The only good that came out of those
plang were extra chips, salga, as well ag gseveral gaugago and cracker
trays that could lagh him a few weolks.
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Mr, Frank ghut the door behind him and lay flat on his
couch, staring at the ceiling. He thought of his announcement
nb the coffee shop and yawned. As Mr. Frank started to rub his
nyod with the palms of his hands, he wondered who he would
Loll about his upcoming suicide. I've got no family, so I don't
nood to worry about that, Mr. Frank thought. He had grown
1p in an orphanage for most of hig childhood, and then hopped
Lhrough a few foster families until he was eighteen. He had
nover felt close to any of them and visa versa. Mr. Frank had
done exceptionally well in high school and on the ACT, and
Il helped him to get a free ride for college. But, good grades
didn't get him friends, so he didn’t have any life-long buddies
Lo tell, either. Next, Mr. Frank thought of those at his job, the
poople he invited over for parties, but who never came. No, he
oould tell no one there, either. He didn’t understand why, but
ho wanted someone to know what was going to happen to him.
M Frank wanted someone to give a damn, but it was this very
lnelk of connection with others that made him hate his life.

e stared around at the bland living room. I can’t die until
nomeone knows I'm alive first, Mr. Frank decided. Otherwise,
It would be like the thirty-nine years I've spent on this Earth
didn't exist. He shut his eyes tight, and eventually he fell
nuloop while he was contemplating all the ways he could kill
lilmself.

i

Mr, I'rank sat in his grey swivel chair in his cubicle at work.
o wag staring at the black, plastic phone in absolute bore-
dom, waiting for it to ring. He was a secretary to the assistant
ol the asgistant to the head executive of Smile Med. Smile Med.
wng a company that helped market anti-depressant materials,
nnd Mr, Frank had been working for them for over five years.
1o had majored in Classics in college because he never felt any
motivation or love towards any other subject, and thus picked
hig major much too late in his college career. Classics was easy
[0 him because it encompassed ancient literature about dead
oivillzations and required very few credit hours. After Mr.
I'rank got his Bacholor's Dogree, he told himself he would go to
prad gehool,
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But, he landed an intern job at a small buginess, and job after
Jjob followed that one. The idea of grad school disappeared long
before Mr. Frank became a secretary.

Mr. Frank still didn’t know who to tell his secret to, and he wasg
beginning to wonder if he should just leave a simple, cliché
suicide note lying around in his apartment and be done with it.
Someone would read it eventually, Mr. Frank pondered as he
fingered his mustache, like the landlord, or a new tenant, orl]

“Hxcuse me?”

Mr. Frank momentarily paused his thinking. He thought
he actually heard a voice. Normally, he could go all the way
to lunch without a single phone call, without even talking to a
real person.

“Mxcuse me!” the voice reiterated.

I did hear a voice! Mr. Frank spun around in his swivel
chair and was startled by the woman before him.

She leaned against one side of his cubicle, her plump arms
crossed just above her stomach. Mr. Frank couldn’t help but
to notice one of her middle buttons of her blouse was missing,
revealing a glimmer of what lay hidden beneath that shirt.

He forced his eyes to snap back up to her face, and focused on
her eyes. She looked young, early thirties, maybe, but she was
beginning to get crow’s feet at the corners of her dark brown
eyes, and smile lines at the edges of her pink mouth.

“Are you Mr. Wheynar?” the mystery woman asked briskly
and quickly, as if she were in a hurry.

“Mr. Weiner?” Mr. Frank said, lifting one eyebrow.

“No, Mr. Whey-nar,” she emphasized. She tapped a tiny foot
impatiently. “Are you, or are you not?”
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Mr, 'rank hesitated, “Um, well, yes? [ mean,” and he
oouphed, “yes, yes, I am Mr. Whey-nar.” He felt a twinge of guilt
i ho lled, but perhaps this woman would listen to him; he was

potting desperate, after all.

The wornan uncrossed her arms and stood up properly.
Ihank God,” she said as she let out a heavy sigh. “Do you have
iy Idea how hard it is to find you in this mess of cubicles?”

Mr. F'rank blinked. “Erm, very hard?”

"“Yog!” she exclaimed. She sat in Mr. Frank’s extra chair, a
uhoap, uncomfortable one that had been the predecessor to his
privod swivel chair. He was suddenly glad he had been too lazy
Lo Losg it out. “Anyway, I'm Bailey Addams. I was just recently
Lirad by Smile Med., and they told me you would have great
ndvice for a newbie in your department...”

An Bailey went on about how excited she was to be work-
e for Smile Med., as well as some of her favorite marketing
tlratogies, Mr. Frank noticed what looked like a coffee stain
non Lthe edge of her skirt. It made him wonder if Bailey liked
oolfve as much as he did, if maybe she was klutzy and care-
lonn, Then, he found his eyes running past her skirt, down her
cronsoed legs, around her sturdy ankles, and then back up her
lopn again. Her legs were obviously darker than the rest of her
nlein as the result of crappy pantyhose, but he liked that. She’s
nol porfect...she’s beautiful.

“I"'m gorry, what?” Mr. Frank blurted. He made himself look
nway; he felt like he was gawking at Bailey, and the last thing
o wanted to do was to make her think he was some kind of a
porvert.

Balley paused for a moment and loocked at him. Her stare
(ol powerful, almost as if she could read his mind. “I said, ‘T'm
¢lad to finally have a chance to be in a career that I enjoy,”” she
ropoated, and then cleared her throat. “Is this...is this a bad
time, or...?”




Mr. Frank sighed. Thigs ig ridiculous, I'm wagting her Lime, he
realized. “You know what, Ms. Addams? 1'm not, Mr. Weiner, or
whatever his name is. I'm Mr. Frank,” he admitted, irritated at
himself. Lying was something Mr. Frank had never been good
at, and who could have any respect for a lying suicidal person,
anyway? But least I got her to talk to me!

Bailey’s face twisted angrily, and she shot up out of the chair.
“What the hell is wrong with you?” she spat. And, within a few
seconds, Mr. Frank’s hope stormed out of his cubicle.

“Damn!” he cursed, as he swiveled back to his original po-
sition. As he started to stare at the telephone again, a slight
smile flickered on his lips. At the very least, she knows my real
name.

Hit#

The busy street lay before Mr. Frank. He had left work early
that day to make sure he wag in time for rush hour. He left his
car in the Smile Med. employee parking lot, and started walk-
ing on the sidewalk. Now that Bailey knew his name, surely
that was all he really needed...right? As he stood on the edge of
a crumbling sidewalk, cars zooming past him like multicolored
blurs, he knew now would be perfect. Mr. Frank realized how
easy it could be for him to jump out in front of a car and end it
all in a matter of moments.

As he watched car after car speed by him, Mr. Frank
thought of his past. He remembered how painful it was to feel
like he didn’t belong any where as a child, and how badly he
wanted a loving mom and dad. He was never satisfied with any
of the foster parents. Mr. Frank thought of how he was always
teased through out school for keeping to himself, for acting dif-
ferent and out-of-place. So, this is what it is like to have one’s
life flash before their eyes, he mused. How utterly pathetic.

Mr. Frank took a deep breath, straightened his red and
blue striped tie, and then ran out into the middle of the bugy
street.

A LPp

The noxt fow socondg (ol ko they were in slow motion.,
[0 hoard the screeching of tires, screaming, and honking.
Mo rank could smell burning rubber and exhaust, and sud-

donly, he felt a violent tug on the back of his sports jacket, and
I bo Ly hit the pavement violently. The world felt like it was
plnning like a top, Mr. Frank’s eyes couldn’t keep up. mat he
dicn't feel was any horrible pain, and, for a moment, he didn’t
nndorstand why people made such a fuss about being hit by
cnrg, Oh, this isn’t bad at all, he thought deliriously. Mr. Frank
ol dizzy and disorientated, and it took him a moment to clear

l1ig head.

“OH MY GOD!”

M1, Frank sat up abruptly at the screeching voice. He expected
Lo see people surrounding him, in tears and horror-struck,
bt instead, he saw that he was sitting in a gutter, alone and
wol from street drainage. He saw a sports car, a shiny, 200?
Mustang GT to be exact, in the middle of the street, along with
noveral other expensive vehicles strewn about the place. The
Mugtang was snow-white, except for the bright red smear on
Lhe hood and grill. A ecrowd of people surrocunded the front of
Lhe vehicle, some shouting for a doctor and others calling for
holp on a cell phone. A hysterical young woman was screams-
g “OH MY GOD!” every thirty seconds, and, before he knew
It, the woman ran up to Mr. Frank and gave him a big hug. It

[olt warm and peculiar.

“He saved you!” she squealed, tears streaming down her
hoavily make-upped face. “It was so...heroic!”

“Saved me?” Mr. Frank mimicked. He started brushing old
clgarette butts and other rubbish off his jacket and pants.

“YES!” the woman screeched. “OH MY GOD! You were about
Lo be struck by that vehicle, and some old man yanked you out
of the way! He gave up his life for you!”

Mr. Frank put his head in his hands. “Daminit, I was so .
cloge!” he muttered, He looked up at the woman with tears in
; - b ”

hig own eyves now, “I almogt died! It could have been so easy!
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The woman gawked at Mr. Frank in confusion. M,
Frank listened to the sound of distant ambulance wails and
shook his head in disbelief.

Tt

The next day at work, Mr. Frank walked to the coffee room to
fill his mug. When he opened the squeaky door, he walked right
into Bailey. Her own cup of coffee teetered in her hand, and then
splashed all over her pointy, bright red high heels. Bailey yelped in
pain, and Mr. Frank hurried to grab some nearby paper tow-
els.

“Ms. Addams, I'm so sorry!” he said, sincerely. He bent
down on his knees and began to wipe her shoes clean. He
looked up at her apologetically. “Are you alright?”

Their eyes locked for a moment, and then Bailey turned
away, swatting a stray strand of dark hair away from her line
of vigion. “I'm fine,” she replied quickly. “It’s only coffee.”

Mr. Frank nodded, and then finished cleaning up the spill.
He stood up, and brushed dirt off of his pants. He looked back
into Bailey’s pre-wrinkled eyes, and they shared an awkward mo-
ment of silence. She turned away from him again and leaned
against the nearby sink counter.

«1...I read about you in the papers today,” she said slowly.
«That accident must have been horrible. I just wanted to say
that I'm glad you are alright. You are okay, right?”

Mr. Frank furrowed his eyebrows. “I've never felt more alive
in my life,” he replied bitterly. She doesn’t know a thing about
me, he thought. What would it matter to her if I was alive and
Kkicking? “But, why? Why are you glad?”

Bailey shrugged. “Because, well, 1 don’t know, you seem like
you have a lot more life to live. I don’t think you're ready to die
just yet.”

“And the old guy who saved me was ready to kick the buck-
et?”
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Balley shot him a seowl, “Well, you don't have to be a
orlok about it ghe shook her head, and rolled her eyes. “Geez,
'/ just saying I'm glad you are okay! Don’t analyze me!”

Mr, Frank sighed. Why do I always have to be sarcastic like
\hig? No wonder people shun me! He scratched the top of his
balding head. “Well, thank you, Ms. Addams. I really do appre-
olate your concern,” he told her and meant it. “I guess I'm still
i little mixed-up from yesterday. It didn't go quite as well as I
had planned; I don’t mean to take it out on you.”

“Hmm...You know, if you ever need someone to talk to, I'm
only a few cubicles down from you,” she said causally while she
rofilled her coffee cup. Her eyes flashed at him, as if trying to
road his mind again.

Mr. Frank felt his face get hot and his stomach twist. He
hadn't had that sort of feeling in years. What was it about this
woman that interested him, exactly? “How about right now?”
ho blurted, dizzy from the rush of blood to his face.

Bailey smiled brightly at him, and agreed.

i

Their conversation seemed to last for hours. He began
with telling her that he planned on killing himself, and it made
lor laugh. She told him how ridiculous it would be for him
L0 kill himgelf, that he had a good career, and he had a lot of
voars left to accomplish whatever he wanted; killing himself,
uho explained, would be such a waste of a good life. To this,
ho laughed. He could hear his phone ringing from his cubicle,
hut he didn’t care. Mr. Frank hadn’t talk to someone like this
(Hr as long as he could remember. He told her all that he could
romember about his life: his love-less and lonely childhood, his
Lormented school years, and his empty adult life. Mr. Frank
Lold her about how, at one point when he was younger, he had
wanted a family so badly because he had never been a part of
one, but he didn’t know the first thing about being a father or
hugband.




1S
He found himself revealing parts of himsgell he never truly
realized until he said them out loud. It felt like he had had a
granite gargoyle perched on his shoulders for years and years,
and it had finally crumbled away.

Bailey listened to him, and he listened to her. He found out that
she had never fully recovered from a divorce, even though it had
been three years since she and her ex-husband parted ways. Mr.
Frank also learned that Bailey had always been trying to impress
her parents because they idolized her successful older siblings, and
she never felt she was good enough for them. She also told him
how much she loved animals, and that “You should get a pet,”

she suggested.

“They make you happy, and studies say they can even make
you live longer.”

Eventually, the assistant to the assistant to the head executive
entered the break room and asked where in the hell Mr. Frank
had been. Their conversation had been broken-up, but later on,
Bailey left a tiny post-it on Mr. Frank’s desk. With very messy
handwriting, she had left her number and a message that said:
“Call e anytime you need to talk.” Mr. Frank slipped the post-
it into his worn wallet, and he kept smiling during his drive
back to his apartment.

HH#H

It took Mr. Frank a week to get up the gonads to call Bailey
back. They talked to one another as though they had been best
friends all their lives, and the feeling was foreign, but wonder-
ful, for Mr. Frank. One day, Bailey and Mr. Frank went to a
local animal shelter together, and he adopted an overweight,
black cat named Max. The owners of the shelter had con-
vinced Mr. Frank to adopt Max by saying that the enormous
cat was declawed and not afraid of water, which would make
bathing the cat less of a chore. Next, the two went and bought
all the necessary pet cat supplies at a local department store,
and Bailey tried to tell Mr. Frank averything he could possibly
know about raising a cat,
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That night, Balley even went ingide Mr. Frank’s apartment
Lo phow him how to gol up Lhe cat litter box in his bathroom.

“And, after you put in the liner, all you have to do is pour in
Lho litter, and there you go!” Bailey said, with a chuckle. Fat
Maox watched them from a distant corner with bored eyes.

Suddenly Mr. Frank was well aware of how close he was
tanding next to Bailey’s body, and he backed out of the bath-
room quickly. He started scratching the top of his head ner-
‘ougly and made some dumb comment about how he needed to
ohange the light bulbs.

Hailey ignored his words, and moved closer to him. Her body
wag no less than six inches away from his, and he fought an in-
Jtantaneous urge to take her up in his arms. I can’t let myself
1ol attached to anyone, he told himself, or I won't go through
with the plan. I'm tired of living in this lame world, and I'm
(otermined to be rid of it! I'm not going to fall for this girl, only
Lo be let down by her.

Bailey stepped even closer to him, close enough for Mr.
I'rank to feel her warm breath on his face. “Thank you for to-
(ny,” she whispered.

“I'or taking you to an animal shelter?” he said bluntly. Mr.
I'rank was screaming inside his head; he wanted to move, but
lilp feet felt like they were rooted deeply into his carpet.

No, for being such a good friend. For listening,” she explained.
Huddenly, Bailey’s arms wrapped around his flabby chest, and
lor warmth and softness enveloped him. She pressed one side

of her face against him, and embraced him tighter. At first, his

e hung in the air, like he had just let go of some sort of in-
‘\uible monkey bars. Then, slowly, he hugged her back. He had
nover held a woman in this way before, and for the first time in

L long time, Mr, Frank felt genuinely happy.
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After the hug, Bailey said she had to go, and Mr, Frank
walked her to her car. He waved goodbye to her as she left the
apartment’s parking lot, and waited until he saw the glimmer
of her taillights disappear down the street. Mr. Frank sighed
and looked up into the night’s sky. Had he been able to see a
star through all the city pollution, Mr. Frank would have made
a wish on one about Bailey.

#i#

Mr. Frank filled his bathtub with water and stared at it for
several seconds. Bailey and Mr. Frank hadn’t talked on the phone
in a long time, and he had been avoiding her at work. He had told
himself he only wanted someone to know he existed after he died,
and he was scared he was getting too close to Bailey. Mr. Frank
knew he liked her; in fact, he felt stronger feelings than just “like,”
and it frightened him. There is no way, he contemplated as he gazed
at the glimmering bath water, that Ms. Addams could be interested
in a suicidal weirdo like me. However, his thoughts would drift
back and forth through all the talks he had had with her, and
their embrace. And, although Max was a relatively good cat
who did nothing but attack moths and flies in Mr. Frank’s
apartment, he wasn't a great companion; Max couldn’t talk to
Mr. Frank or drink coffee with him. He sighed as he inserted
the toaster’s plug into the wall. Mr. Frank knew he had to kill
himself before he let the situation get any more complicated,
and this time he decided to die by a rather classic equation:
toaster + (bathwater + Mr. Frank)= death.

Brrrrriing-Brrrrrriing!

Mr. Frank jumped when he heard the phone ring. He sat the
toaster on the edge of the tub, and scooted by Max, who had
decided to lounge right in the middle of the black-and-white
tiled floor. Mr. Frank picked up the phone and heard Bailey’s
voice.

“Hil” she exclaimed ecstatically. “I haven’t talk to you in ages!
How are you?”
“Erm, actually, Ms. Addams, I'm a little busy right now,” he ex-
plained to her
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There was a moment of silence on the other line. “Is every-
Lhing alright?” she asked hesitantly.

M, Frank brushed his mustache with his hand. “Yes, of
vourge. I was just about toll” Mr. Frank stopped when he heard
n uplash and the crackling sound of electricity. He dropped the
phone, and ran to the bathroom. His stomach dropped when he

aw the toaster, as well as a very dead Max, inside the brimming
bathtub, “Son of biteh,” Mr. Frank cursed, rolling his eyes at the
lnrge, bobbing ball of fur. Why didn’t I pick an intelligent feline
Lntead of one who liked water?

Mr, Frank left the bathroom and picked up the dropped
phone, “Ms. Addams®” Mr. Frank said.

Hho answered him in a frantic tone, desperate to know if he
wag okay.

“I'm perfectly fine, but, for lack of a better word, Max is

4 "
Loast.

Wi

When Bailey insisted they find a place to bury the fat cat,
Lo couldn’t tell her no. He had been trying to distance himself
‘romn her, but it wasn’t working well at all. After all, Bailey
loved animals, and Max’s death was due to yet another one of
M, I'rank’s failed suicides. He felt 1ike he had to make up for it
Ioinehow.

T'ogether, they got into Bailey’s small, electric-blue, 2000
I'ord Kscort to find a place in the city’s outskirts for the burial.
lvontually, they picked a peaceful valley beside a gravel road,
i Bailey pulled the car over. When Mr. Frank stepped out
ol the car, he took in the beauty of the countryside. He hadn’t
hoon outside the city in a couple years, and it wag refreshing to
oo wild grass and trees. The sky above them was a breathtak-

gLy bright blue, and the sun reflected off subtle hints of red
i Bailey’s hair, She had walked about twenty feet in front of
him, Into the tall grass, prickly weeds, and black-eyed Susan’s,
Lo fnd a prime burelal ppob (e Max,
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Bailey slipped her hands into the pockets of her blue jean cut-
off shorts, and surveyed the land around her.

Mr. Frank wanted to tell her that he thought she was the
prettiest woman he had ever seen, that he liked how she
could make him smile just by simply smiling herself, that she
wass the only person who had ever noticed him in his entire
life, that he thought she was funny and caring and...and...His
mouth opened in a desperate attempt to exclaim his feelings,
and instead he asked her:

“Do you want to do the digging or shall I?”
HHH

Mr. Frank lay on the couch in his apartment, his hands
crossed over his slight beer-belly, his eyes focused intently on
a fly on the ceiling. Three days ago, Max had been buried. And,
on the car ride back to the city, Bailey had let go of one of her
hands on the steering wheel to give Mr. Frank’s chapped left
hand a gentle squeeze. It had only lasted for a second, but it
kept replaying through his mind. Every time he was around
her, he felt like she gave off energy, almost like a sort of elec-
tricity that kept sparking him back to life. Mr. Frank was
always so aware of life when he was around her, and yet, when
he told her that he was very certain he wanted to kill himself,
Bailey never took him seriously. She said he was too full of life
to die, that it was too soon for him, but more and more he felt
like she was the one who was too full of life, Then, Mr, Frank
realized something. If Bailey, for some odd reason, starts to
care about me, my suicide could really hurt her. And that was
the last thing he would ever want to do.

Mr. Frank got off the couch. He had to end this now. He had

to stop pissing around and actually kill himself. There is no
way, he assured, that I can possibly fail a third time. Mr. Frank
walked to the sliding window doors in his bedroom, and then
walked out onto the meager balcony. He grasped the iron
railing and peered down at the parking lot below. Mr, Frank
thought of Bailey once more bafore he flung one trousered leg
over the railing.
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o decided againgt allowing hig life to flagh before his eyes
wndn, seeing as it wag particularly depressing the first round

ol attempted suicide. So, he focused on Bailey, and for a, split

woond before he pulled the other leg over the railing, he
winhed he could at least say goodbye to her.

Mr. 'rank shook the feeling away, and swung the other leg
ovor the railing. His hands grasped the railing behind him
Lightly, and he waited. His hands were clenched so tightly, al-
ol ag though they had a will of their own. Mr, Frank glanced

Waln at the parking lot and wondered where his body would
ond up. Part of him wanted to land in a parallel parking spot
unly because he never really got the hang of parallel parking
Lo begin with. Then again, his fingers refused to budge, and he
couldn’t believe he was actually hesitating.

Mr. Frank shut his eyes. Let. Go.

s fingers released their death-like grip, and his body

lirched forward. The wind howled in his ears and created such
L pressure against his body that Mr Frank felt like he was

ulfocating. And, instantaneously after he comprehended that
Lho wind was choking him, he hit something solid. It felt like a
Lhousand baseball players had simultanecusly beat him with
wooden baseball bat. Intense, incomprehensible pain was Mr.
I'tnnk’s final memory.

i

Iis eyelids popped open, and he was disappointed to see
Lhint his afterlife happened to take the form of a hospital. Mr.,
'rnnk had expected either to see the fiery bowls of Hell, or to
oo beautiful angels flitting about. He saw neither. Instead, a
nurse in Tweety bird scrubs leaned over the foot of his white
bod, staring at him with a wide smile on her face.

“Ilello, Mr. Lucky,” she announced, the wide smile still danc-
I above her chin.

M, Frank cockad ona ayobrow, “Lucky? You meanll”
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“Yeg, darling,” the nurse interrupted. “You are alive! And
thank God you are awake; there's a lady here who has been
trying to break down the door to see you!”

«Huh?” Mr. Frank was completely confused. How could he be
alive? I fell from a five-story building...I should be modern art
on the parking lot right now. He lifted his head, and noticed
his neck was in a brace. He also saw that his right leg and both
arms were in casts. Mr. Frank felt like a pinata.

Before he knew it, Bailey pburst into the room and started
crying. She flung her arms around his chest, and Mr. Frank
made a feeble attempt to hug her back. Instead, he ended up
looking like an upside-down turtle.

«I'm so glad you're safe! If you hadn't of landed on top of
that poor woman, you wouldn’t be here!” After a while, Bai-
ley’s words ran together, and Mr. Frank wanted to scream.

«T fell on top of someone? I lived because I just happened to
fall on some wornan?”

Bailey nodded as her lower lip quivered. “Yes. She’s dead
and all, but the point of the matter is, you are here, you are
alive!”

Mr. Frank’s heart sunk while he watched Bailey cry into his
hospital clothes. ghould I really keep fighting this? He lifted
his left arm just high enough to stroke Bailey’s hair. It was
soft, just like the rest of her. Bailey raised her head up when
she felt his touch, and, for the first time, her eyes were not try-
ing to read his mind. They looked hurt and scared and con-
fused all at the same time. Mr. Frank sighed. That’s not what I
wanted. Not at all.

«Ms. Addams, would you like to 0 out for coffee with me?” he
asked, smiling weakly.
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Hadley chuckled in the midst of her tears. “Of course I would,”
Lo shoked out. “And pleage call me ‘Bailey,’ silly. I think we're
Lnot formalities now.” He tried to hug her, but instead he did
Jother great impression of a turtle. Bailey laughed at him
1 once again wrapped her arms around his chest.

i

| ook Mr. Frank weeks and weeks to heal. But, because Bai-
\v holped Mr. Frank through the healing process, it wasn't

. bid. He learned even more about her through this, and he
Louldn’t believe she spent hour after hour looking after him.
W 'rank earned an incredible amount of respect and appre-
Jntion for Bailey, and gradually, the urge to end his life dissi-
Lulod, He wanted to be here for Bailey; he wanted her to know
il he wasn't going to take her for granted. As soon as nearly
Al M, Frank’s injuries had mended, he decided to meet Bailey
Jutalde his apartment when she came over for her daily visit.
11 Lired of debating this. Mr. Frank decided he would tell her
o he was going to tell her that he loved her. It was a Tues-
v nnd he waited at least thirty seconds before he left his
artment.

I'11) going to tell her that Ilove her!” he announced to the
ply stairwell.

0 hobbled down the stairs with a single crutch, Mr. Frank
L ulnloned how he would throw down the crutch, sweep Bailey
1 into his arms, and give her a passionate kiss. And then, he
Jungtined, T will tell her what I've been dying to say for weeks.
mnile spread across his freshly-shaven face, and he opened
e front door of the apartment building.

‘o llmped out into the sunshine and let the soothing rays
.11 his body. Then, Mr. Frank hobbled to the edge of the
(lowalk and look out across the street.

M, Frank glanced at his watch. It was a little too early for
Hulloy to show up.
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But then, there she wags. Bailey'’s curvy body nppoarod around the
corner of another building acrosg the gtreet. She didn't notice him,
and instead she walked straight towards a nearby, overpriced coffee
shop. He forgot that sometimes she liked to surprise him with a cof-
fee during her visits.

“Balley!” he yelled. “Bailey!” Mr. Frank started limping across
the street, and just as Bailey’s hand touched the coffee shop’s brass
doorknob, she turned around and saw him. Mr. Frank smiled at her
and waved, leaning heavily on his crutch. “Bailey, I lovel”

Smack.

A hefty delivery truck for a chain of toy stores smashed into Mr.
Frank’s nearly-healed body. The truck tire’s screams echoed those
of Bailey’s, and, much too late, the truck screeched to a stop. The
truck driver exited his vehicle, and when he saw Mr. Frank’s body
several feet away, he got extremely pale, and then fainted. Cars from
all the other nearby connecting streets stopped, and people from
everywhere gathered arocund Mr. Frank’s body: the pseudo-intellec-
tuals at the coffee shop dropped their cups and ran to the scene, Mr.
Frank fellow apartment tenants and even the landlord left the build-
ing, and the drivers from the stopped cars left their car doors hang-
ing open to see what was going on. The last member to join them was
Bailey, now a hysterical mess of a person. She couldn’t stop herself
from screaming “OH MY GOD!” every thirty seconds.

Mr. Frank was aware just long enough to see those gathered
around him, and to hear Bailey’s frantic screams in the distance.
“Well, shit,” he managed to gurgle before leaving the world he had
finally learned to love.

To run away from trouble is a form of cowardice and, while it is true
that the suicide braves death, he does it not for some noble object
but to escape some ill.

-Aristotle
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(f apples were oranges

then you'dl be easier to peel
owe hard dig at the top

and Your skin would slip off
wnderneath my pale fungers

t could separate you into sections

and underneath another layer of milky skin
would be thg Little citrus beads

that malke You sweet or sour

or however it is You feel like tasting

(like treating mee)

toda Y

But You're still an apple
and "m afraid

of coming at you

with a knife

Poem by Sarah Blackmon

Fjord, Photo by: Fon Komkai
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Fish born in vastness
Darting in daring, drifting in desire
Newness birthing content
Lish swims in ripples
“himmering in sparkles, sliding in seaweed
lunorance keeping content
Lish thrashes in netting
Lurning in twine, twisting in thread
Inlightenmentkilling content
Fish rests on platter
Helaxing in rawness, respite in rigidity

beath kindling content
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A TREASURE HUNT

Jackie is thirty-five year old woman

Has three beautiful kids and one charming hus-
band. She graduated Mag-
num Cum Laude from Penn State
Now she works full time as a real estate agent,

But still manages to make it to PTA

She bakes the best cookies on the block,
While still keeping her
near perfect figure
On the surface life seems great,
But looking closer things seem perhaps...a little different.

There are sketches dane in blues and reds.
She does them in secret, quick moments, stolen from her kids,
They represent a passion that she used to have.
Next to the sketches are smelly
diapers from last weelk, And tissues
with lipstick that are horrible she shades of red,
But she just cannot let go of them.
On top of the tissues are sticky notes with to-do-list
S, Things that she will probably
never get done— Paint
the house, get a pedicure, do laundry,
Take a nap, clean out car, fix sink,

And clicking noise coming from the fur-
nace, Buy new cleats for
Jack, Email Lindsey, And
perhaps, work on a better sex life (?).

One note is stuck on an old picture of her
and husband, Back when
they were skinnier and happier.
Hidden underneath are an empty pack of cigarettes,
That no one knows she occasionally smokes, not even Tom.

Beneath those are papers from work
i Pa-
pers of houses, that she had so diligently sold.

Now they are simply padding, for Q-tips and Kleenex.
Deep down at the bottom is a pregnancy test,
Wrapped intentionally with toilet pa-
per, It was
negative.
She cried when read it,
But out of happiness, not sadness.

Here is where her secrets lie and her true ambitions,
Here is where her family and friends can never look,
For she can’t reveal this side of her.
No, instead, she will wake up
and do it all over again, The way
everyone expects her to,
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The Importance of Slectric Gare Openers

| have a scar on my index and middle ﬁngcrs, iust under my
knuckles. 1f 1a my hand HatJ the two skinny, Pa[e lines fit almost
& -J‘Fect]g togetiﬁler. To anyone else, t!ﬁ@g are }Darelg noticeab]e, but
to me theg stand out. Evergdag, when | press my pen to a notebook
or force m ﬁﬂgers to r‘iﬂgthmica”ﬂ type out the words inside of me, |
see them glaring back at me.

M9 mother left my 7Cat}'ler, an abusive, drug addled man, when

| was onlg two years old. Gettin away was what was best for her,
hest for me, best for my sister, %est for us. However, eaving my

| sther made our alrea Y thin-stretched budget even smaller. We
noved between various homes of friends an my grandparcnts for
(ears before ﬁna“g sc’ctlinga few blocks away from my randpar—
cnts in southern Arkansas. M5 mother worked double ihcts ata
weed eater Factorg ina nearbg town to pa the bills and the rent of
) rusty trailer behind the town baseball ﬁ'c?d. She’d wake at four AM
ind ;;én’c]g shake my sister, Aman&a, and | awai«aj droppin us off
it my gyanclparents’ house. A kiss on the c]’yeek, “Be gooc]ggirlsj”

ind wﬂ* she went.

N .-sc,hooi, the children next to me turned their noses up at Salis-~

Liiry steak soaked in gra ish gravy. but| would devour the meat
Il e substance, mixed with a SCOOP of cold, box mashed potatoes.
I not 1;;% salt and pepper made arudtlwing in the Delight E ementary

« hool cafeteria PaEatable, even when it was serve§ ona Plas—
lic green tray with swirls of orange and brown, making it resemble

St Sure, Twould have liked the Pepperoni Pizza lunchables or
peanut butter and banana sandwiches that the other kids pul[ed

il of |w|nl< and blue lunch bags, but school lunches are paicﬂ for Ijg
e state when there ismt enough money for things ike a Phonc, a
i rowave or even an electric can opener.
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After schoo], my granclmother would Pick Amanda and me up and
!ccep us for an hour or two while my mother slept and cleaned. We’d
g0 home and spencl a few hours with her until the girl that lived one
trailer over would come to watch us. My mother would cook dinner
and leave for her second shht’c, her Frai?arms alreadg strained from
the grueling work at the Factorg. The babgsitter would leave after

my sister and | fell asleep, and my mother would return to s|eeP for
a Few hours before startingthis cgcle over again. Some dags Mom
would be so exhausted that my sister and 1 would spend the whole
c{ag with my graﬂciparents SO 3‘16 could rest a little more. At one
Point) she developed carpal tunnel so 5evere]3 that she had to have
surgery. At first she didn’t know how she was going to pay forit,
es]DeciaHH since she wasn’t able to work before or im mecliatelg after
the surgery. After she missed a few Aags of work, the weed eater
facto:y realized it took at least three strong men to do the work she

had done in one Sl’lhct an& agrecc[ to Pay forit.

Dinners usually consisted of some cheap supermarl@t staP]ej
like i'mamburger hé?Per or ramen noodles. Ramen noodles were
seventeen cents a ack at the local grocery store and some weeks
we would eat nothfng else. Mg mother boiled the noodles on the
stovetop and mixed the seasoning Packet with the water, never
draining it, so the meal would seem bigger. One day there were onlg
two Paas 161&:, one for me and one for Amanda. After my noodles
were cooked | carried a steaming bowl full into the living room to
watch television while I ate. But when | diclj the noodles topplecl
over the hot water scalded my arm. Mﬂ mother cleaned up the mess
and Pourec] half of Amanda’s food into my bowl. She didn’t eat that

night She rarelg ate at n!g}ﬂ:.

Amanda was inflicted with a rare kidneg disorder that nearlg killed her
several times. "T]’zeg either die from it or t}wcy row out of it,” the doctors
at Arkansas Children’s ]’rospitai would say. Airgthe medicine Amanda was
on made her weak. Her immune sgstem was so low that she had to be ke[:)t
away from large oups of PeoPIe. Something as minor as a cold could kil
her. This meant that she had to be home schoo|cd. When Mom asked the
Factor_g for a leave of absence to take care of my) sister, they said no and
fired her. We had to go on government assistal ice and draw food :a!-;nnp:a. |
tried my best to shield I-I-n.-.rn m the kids ot school, lu-l; .||I'r‘.h'll| made fun
of me for ‘v_c-ll|||'wlf‘|(-(- lunches
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At this P nnk, we were hv:ru;u"l a small house that was about 150
ears old. The pant was Pccrin and the house was draft : but it
wiis better than the trailer, which burnt to nothing in an erzc’trical
e when we were in the process of moving out. A of our be]ong_
s except for a lone cassette tape were Paci(ec; up in boxes inside
the trailer when it happeﬂccl. LucEi[g, my mom was é’iing up the
new house that c[ag, and my sister and ' were at my grancll:)arents’
house. | was slceping exhausted from an all night trEP to the emer-
yency room with an ear infection, when someone came to tell us the

News.,

When my mother would cookj she would hate to use a can open-
o1 We had an old crank st5|o can opener that rare[g workccl, and
the bones in her wrists ached from years of working in the factory.
She'd curse at the can opener, an&aomctcn tell us bé%ore her bfrt}'lﬁag
or Christmas, “Piease, this year, get me an electric can opener.” |
connot recall her ever asking for anything) else. But no one ever got
her one. We a!ways Forgot, or money wasjust too tight.

One nightJ in the kitchen, | was oPeninga can of chicken noodle
oup. My im}:atient mind had learned that if | could manage to get
the can open half way, then I could bend it and pour the contents
ot without havfngto struggle with oPoningthe other half. But when
itled the can, mg hand sf?{:)g ed and thcjaggccl edge sliced into my
lingers, exposing ittle bits oFbone as my ﬁngf:rs Iea%@& bright red
onto the floor. 1'screamed and my mother ran into the kitc]']enj curs-
e, ‘1 hate this damn can opener. This wouldn’t have happcncd if |

0 ||x| we could afford an electric can oPenor.”

My sister’s condition siow[y got better a)cter, what seemed at
the time, endless rounds of hospital visits, Preclnisone bottles, and
| rocls from doctors, nurses ancfmed students. My mother went
ek to worlc, and m stcP~FatI-ter gota Promotion. We were still un-
I an enormous debt, Par‘tlg due to all the medical bills, but things
vere lookin up. However, we c:[esperatelg needed to move out o%
the old, broken down two bedroom house we’d been living in since

the trailer Ivurnt'. It to sk years for us to get aloan big c—:nough to
wer a new l’nnm-' bt we fin: ||]rJ did when 1 was sixteen. We were still

poor, 1mt‘ ¢ )W]I('Ir‘ feaalr an I IO 5 We ]m(! |7<':'|‘1. lg( ot [unr]’ic‘,s at

'll‘ |l"ll||lf"t‘[|"|||"-!| 1] lh Wl Hl‘n||'.h|ti[ ‘l)l [!c'r“
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f could }JUH some of my clothes at the mall instead of in thrift stores
and Wal-Mart. But my mother warned me, “Things are going to
tighten up again when we get the new house. It’s a ljig loan and the
interest is Iﬁigh because our credit is bad.”

By some miracle, it HaP ened. I’'m not rea”g sure when. All of the
sudd%;n, we had money. | could goto the dentist, or eat dinnerina
restaurant, or go see a mavie. We got a comPutcr, new furniture, cell

hones. Contrary to the Picture | have been Paimting, [ was told very
ittle about our financial situation when I was growing up. Most of
what I knew | inferred or overheard. | ﬁgurecl out later that my step~
father, who I have called Dad for most of my life, became Director
of OPcratfons at his company, or in lay man’s terms, the boss, even
though he started out 5weepingtﬁc floors. The house was }::»eing
built and more and more money was coming in every month. My mom
was working part time for the v‘?rst time in her life, a sort of present
from my dad for all her years of hard work. My dad even bougjﬁt her
a Chrgsler SCbring asa surPrise, the first new car she’d ever owned.
I was going to one of the top high schools in the nation and co”eges
were aireadg oﬁ-éring me scho]arships. Our lives were Plaging out
[ike a Horatio Alger novel.

One nightj ata slcepover, some friends and | made ramen noodles.
When I came home I asked Mom i we could get some for the house.
“It's been such a long time since I've eaten any ramen noodles. We
used to eat them all the time, Mom. Why dorn’t we anymore?” “Be-
cause it’s all we could afford,” she replfec:! with a laugh, “We won't be
bugin’gan more ramen nooc”es, ever again.” My co ZCgc dorm room
is one of the few that you will find that doesn’t contain any ramen

Packages 3

[ won't bother beihg IOﬂ%vinclecl in this Part of the stor%‘. P've
written so many accounts of this that it exists more like a ¢ aPter in
a book than a memory in my mind.
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She died, sudclenlg, in away that seems almost too ironic. Dad
was go”owing her home so theg could go to the airpor’c and sta
the mght together before he left for aiusincss trip the next clag‘ It
scemed like all the things that were going right killed her. The new
car that slid out of control on some loose graveL my dad’s promo-
tion that theﬂ were mal«.ing the triP Forj even the road, which lead to
i rented house we were iiving in while the new house was being built.
‘She’d never been so IﬁaPPy; she had everythine. You girls, the
h use, the car, your c]acl, everything,” her friends still say.

|ast week | was opcning acanof Spaghetti()s and Having tre~
mendous trouble. The can opener iust wouldn’t work. Frustrateci,
| remembered the old trick, open thje can half way, Jift the ]id, pour
into the bowl. I gdanced down at the Pa[e lines on'm ﬁragers and
reminded mysef% to be careful. My mind flooded with memories of
OWIN up, memories of having notfning. qu‘caposecl these memo-
(e with a mental image of our new house; kitchen full of stainless
teel HPP[iaI’ICCS. limagjne wa!kiﬂg in from the hardwood floor of the
lving room onto the cool ceramic tiles of the kitchen. I am opening
the silverware drawer. There it is. An old, hand crank can opener.
| BLic L-']eﬂlg realize that after all these cars, we still dor't have an
electric can opener and | cry, for ’c}we?rst time in weeks. | think about
S g one and Puti:ing it on her grave next time | come home, but it

cms more like a 5!aP in the face than a ]oving gesture.

| guess we’ll never get one. I don’t see the point, anymore.

.s(’C-(}/f/ é,c@ L Janis Lrose

K/: fmzz/ B lrslensiin




I need to be there again }W

fitting neatly under your chin  connected puzzle Poem by . Jes

E/ZFZ,L e adinus gre c5 i

Photo by: Allloon. Gerl! 8

forearms? four arms slipping around to hold two waists tight together and my
(vours feet yours...get it?no. .. 2ok Il explain. )

feet between yours we get so close

have a heart beating on my

LEFT and my RIGHT
1INE MIrrors yours and yours mirrors ming

we make a palindrome with this entwining

Vou turn the seconds into hours

bt

when

leave
Vo
slde arms Embrace!

ohlthe hours were only seconids
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TANTRA AD HOMINEM
[ that you could know the trembling tn my hand,
It alas, we have forgotten the art of calligraphy:
Letters no longer have souls.
I that You could know the trepidation in my thoughts,
Ll alas, we have forgotten the art of shaving:
Mot what [ have, but what ( am.
I that you could kmnow the trembling tn my hawd;
I[ that you could know the trepidation in my thoughts:
I that you could Runow these things:
‘foue WiLL have just begun to Learn.
he enlightened is found in all places:
Ubleuitous;
Ihe enlightened is found L this place:
Ieverwhere,
I this place the bowndaries ave redvawwn;
he werld Ls transformed.
I that you could know the trembling tn my hand;
I'ov that | will veereate language.
[ that you could lewow the trepidation bn my thoughts:

I or that t will rediscover elatia:

PAXOMMN I CHIRE NP LS,
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In this place words forget thelr meanings
And even feathers cut Like kinives:

t (and) in (poured)

Am (out) plec-
(Like) es. (water)
tn this place all categories are transcended
And our enemies are turned to Lovers:
Wwe fight to the death,
Gqatning wisdow from
Countless vebirths.
can a canticle’s antecedent be wintre?
Muyth transforms the wareal bnto precedent:
i your eyjes [ see
Kaleldoscopic shards
of glass reflecting
So many broken dreams,

But come with wme

Awnd we will discover 55@&/1%@ L Z’é/ﬂaf /6%?/
Awn Arveadia that Le /” d}]ﬁw ﬂ

Not 561: L rLns.

Not what you have, but who You are.

Jexy Legs

Both of the young men stared at the photograph intently.
“You sure that's supposed to be your legs?”

“Yup, that’s them.”

“Looks more like a tree trunk.”

“Hey...”

“Or possibly the missing link.”

The shorter of the two looked up at his companion, scowling. His taller
friend met his look.

“You have no idea what I just said, do you Clint?” the tall one asked. Clint’s
scowl deepened at his old friend. His mouth opened and shut a few times, and
he finally just crossed his arms and turned back to the photograph.

“Trust me, I'm a shoe in for the contest,” he said.

Clint Johns stared at the picture of his own legs. It wasn’t all that often
lie pot that unique opportunity. Sure, the legs were attached to his body, but
who actually took the time to admire their own legs? Certainly not Cling, he'd
tither be admiring the legs of his girlfriend, Mackenzie Ives.

"Sure, if they’re looking for midgets with more body hair than muscle,” his
lriend agreed. Clint ignored the comment. His friendship with Skylar was
built on ignoring each other. After all, the two really couldn’t be more dissimi-
i1 Sicylar looked like a renegade scarecrow that wandered into the punk-rock

tion of a popular clothing store. Clint, on the other hand, looked like a
lived dwarf who walked to Subway every day to lose weight.

“I've ot muscle,” Clint protested. “Check this out!”
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He lifred his leg onto the table they stood by, tned Began i ahi the mscle.

“Hey look, Bigfoot’s in our school!” Skylar commented, Clint stmply flexed
the muscle again.

The guy who ran the voting station for the school’s sexy legs contest stared
at the two friends. Particularly at the leg that had been hoisted onto the as-
signed cafeteria table.

“Uh, could you guys, like, not do that?” he asked. Clint stared at the stu-
dent.

“What, am [ turning you on or something?” he asked. He flexed the lew
gy g g
again. “Check that out! Bet you ain’t never seen anything like that!”

“He’d have to agree with you there. Come on Clint, cast your vote and then
let’s get to class,” Skylar yanked the leg off the rable.

Clint snagged a piece of paper and quickly scrawled on it with the provided
pencil. He dropped it in the box and then strutted off to class, leaving Skylar
to cast his vote.

The announcement had been quite clear regarding the contest. Several
male students were to take pictures of their bare legs and post them in the caf-
eteria. The entire school would then vote on which male student had the best
legs.

As soon as Clint heard about the contest, it was all he could talk about.

“Dude, I'm like the sexiest guy in this entire school!” he said one day. Sky-
lar, Mackenzie, and Clint were all standing around outside the school building,
waiting for school to start. The announcement had just gone out yesterday, and
not that many people really cared about it.

“Uh, Clint, your enthusiasm’s great but...” Mackenzie started.

“But you don’t have sexy legs. Let me put it this way. Your legs look like a
slightly civilized monkey’s legs,” Skylar explained. He leaned against the table, and
tried to not make it obvious that he was eyeing a girl who sat some distance away.

“Dude, I've got manly legs,” Clint argued. He'd picked today to wear shorts,
and was glad for the ease it would give him in displaying his “manly legs.”

A3

“Iook, Clint, it wouldn't matter i your legs were manly or not,” Skylar pointed
out, Clint and Mackenzie looked at him, both confused. The lanky youth sighed.
“I'he contest is just another way for the popular kids to show off. It's like voting
{or prom king or something. Guys like you and me just don’t win stuff like that.”

“Were you thinking about entering?” Mackenzie asked. Skylar shook his head

cmphatically, following up with wild arm gestures.

“No way, I'm not that stupid.”

“You're just shy. You've got the cutest little legs,” Clint pointed out. He
pulled at the leg of Skylar’s dark jeans. His friend reacted by slapping the hand.
['he two scuffled playfully for a few moments, before Clint backed away, hands up.

. K s N
“I{’s a waste of time,” Skylar stated again. “Just ask Mackenzie.

Both teens stared at the female, who gulped nervously.

“UIm... if you want to do it, you might as well try,” she said after a long pause.
lint crowed and gave Mackenzie a peck on the cheek. He grinned madly at

Skylar.
“Come on, bud, we've got a photo to take.”

[l flexed his legs again, admiring the view.

“Will you quit doing that?” someone hissed at Clint. He stopped flexing his
lops and looked around. He'd been sitting in History class, and per usual, was
hored out of his ever-loving mind. So he’d started in on his newest hobby.

“Doing what?” he protested as if he didn’t know. He flexed his right leg.

. . . ’ " = e
“That,” the student to his right pointed at the leg. “That’s creepy, and it's

distracting me from the worksheet.”

“Oh yeah, wouldn’t want to distract you from the worksheet,” Clint replied.
I le hent his head and stared at his own worksheet. Incomplete historical facts
hullenged him, and he scratched his head with his pencil. Finally, he'd come up
with the answer to the first question, when a piece of paper bounced onto his desk.
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Confused, he jerked his head up and looked around the room, A couple of
seats down the row sat a couple of football players. Jocks, the enemy of Clint's
people. The short student unfurled the paper ball and read.

If you know what's good for you, you’ll drop out of the contest.

“Oh come on,” Clint protested, turning to look at the jocks. He held the
piece of paper up.

“Don’t you guys think you're overdoing it a little here?” he asked. “You that
scared of my sexiness?”

“Mr. Johns!” the teacher snapped. Clint jumped in his seat, dropping the
note. He turned to face the teacher. “Continue your assignment.”

“Sure,” Clint replied. He took pencil to paper again, all the while eyeing the
unfolded ball.

“You've got to be kidding me!” Skylar had read the ball, and naturally felt
the urge to comment on it. “This has got to be the biggest cliché I've ever
seen. It’s like they stole it right out of a bad movie.”

“I don’t know, Skylar, you think they’re serious?’ Mackenzie asked, looking at
her friend. Skylar shook his head and handed the note back to Clint.

“They're as serious as most jocks are. You might want to consider...”
“l ain't gonna here that!” Clint protested, snatching the note. Several other
students turned to look at them. They were making a bit of a scene, but it wasn’t
like they were in study hall or something. Everybody talked in the cafeteria.
“Just look at the voting jars,” Clint hissed, pointing over at the display
table. The nervous student who Clint had molested the other day took votes
from the few students who hadn’t voted by now. “It’s the last day and I'm
leadin’ by a ton! I told you I had sexy legs!”
Mackenzie and Skylar looked over at the jar, neither believing their eyes.

“It’s probably a trap,” Mackenzie stated.

“Carrie all over again,” Skylar confirmed, nodding. Clint shook his head.

& »
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“You two just can't handle the fact that I might just Lhe that popular, can you!

|1I' ll.‘\l\l‘ll.

“Clint, you can’t be serious!” Mackenzie protested. She stared at her boy-
(riend in disbelief. Clint smiled back, pursing his lips and making kissing noises.
Skylar rolled his eyes and hit his friend.

“Guys, I'm seriously not droppin’ out,” Clint stated. He looked oddly serious.
Fgpecially for a wise-cracking, perverted midget.

“I¢’s probably a set up...” protested Skylar. Mackenzie nodded.

“I thought about that. Don’t worry, I can take care of myself,” argued Clint,
prinning. “Just wait and see. They’re announcin’ the winner at a special cer-

emony tonight.”

“We'll be there,” promised Mackenzie. Skylar nodded. The three friends fin-

ished the rest of their meal in silence.

Silence dominated the entire gym for a few moments. The school’s most
nopular teacher stood on the attached stage, an envelope in his hands. Word
had gotten out that a freakish dwarf might win the contest, causing a couple
hundred students to show up. They’d already announced the women’s contest,
1 biggest muscle event that some cheerleader had won. Now tension was high,
ind everyone held their breath, waiting for the announcement.

“"And now, this year’s ‘sexiest legs’ contest winner is...” he tore open the enve-

lope and flourished it, “Clint Johns!”

Horrible music played as Clint strut onto the stage. For the event he'd put
on short-shorts, displaying his hair trunk-like legs for the entire gathered body.
Several students cheered, and quite a few laughed. After a few moments of fan-
(ure, the student class president climbed onto the stage.

“Now, to honor our sexy legs winner in the best way possible!” he stated.
i ) T
[hen he pulled a can out of his pocket, and what looked like a razor. Clint’s

cves widened.

“That’s right, it’s time to shave the sasquatch!” the leader crowed. The class
vent wild as several buff jocks climbed onto the stage and held Clint down. No
ine could hear the sound of the shaving cream leaving the can as it layered onto
Clints legs. The newly crowned champion kicked his legs and yelped in protest.
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le did him no good. The jocks simply started shaving the impressive
amounts of hair off Clint’s body.

After several painful minutes, and a couple of purposeful misses, Clint’s legs
were smoother than many of the girls’ in the audience. He stood up and faced
the entire student body, which laughed at him. With all the dignity he had
left, he headed down the stage.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, this year’s sexiest legs winner!” the student president
mocked as Clint headed into the nearby locker room.
Skylar handed his friend a towel as Clint walked into the room. Mackenzie
ambushed him with a big hug.
“We saw, Clint. But they'd found us and put a couple of big guys in our
way...” Skylar explained. Clint shrugged, and used the towel to wipe the blood

and shaving cream off his nicked legs.

“Are you alright?” Mackenzie asked, sniffing. Her reddened eyes went to the
damaged legs.

“I'm better than alright,” Clint answered, the confidence back in his voice,
Skylar and Mackenzie stared at him in wonder.

“Dude, I've got the sexiest legs, [ won,” he responded, grinning.

T/a/ e Janus frose
%@ffé@' £ M/f/

Chirristrmas, Photo by: Fon Konnlkai




Grey Crayons

When I started kindergarten

Mommy told me we could keep it a secret
She read the labels out loud

Red. Green. Blue. Yellow.

“You won't get made fun of, this way.”

Last night, sister got mad

I accidentally ripped out

Her doll’s hair

Blonde strings on the floor

At least, I think they were blonde
Someone once told me

That Barbies are always blonde

This morning, I walked in, toting my plastic box
Full of crayons and their labels

Clank, clunk,

Cornflower blue slamming into electric orange and
whatever other silly names

This box holds

Teacher handed out papers
Blank rainbows

Desperate to be filled in by grubby child hands

But when I open my box

There is no paper description

Wrapped around these pieces of wax

The words burnt orange and goldenrod sit tattered in
my sister’'s backpack

Vengeance for the doll hair

And all I can think is

“This is the worst kind of punishment”

as my rainbow remains white

and I stare into a box
of muted greys.

Lirst ace Janus rﬁc’z’/z/
/)//. ://r// /)/// oM
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FRAT HOUSE DEBUTANTE
A little overeager

made self-conscious of the sentimental mish mash that spills
through girls’ teeth

that spills through my teeth.

we learned early the art
of checking out
w0 began the dissection of body and soul

peed wine drinking and an Aphrodite role

mouths, flicker

lhey think mine will be a beauty that saves

when they look at me with those eyes, I am not me
or anyone, I do not

(XI5t

i face and hips that read (ike a paperback

Marilyn, how did you do it?
Vou fed the Aungry but I cannot celebrate
[0 know he will be hungry again tomorrow,

‘uhIHH’nGxtth-

Lo fenow T will be pungent in a man's mind




until the next mspiring aesthetic, SPYIgs warm in his smil- | ’[‘H E MU FFIN MAN Fl LES #1

ing heart

I'he Cereal Killer

As if he knows her, bul doesn’t, but wants to.
The whites of his eyes were clearly visible as he writhed in silent an-

As if they were two childhood sweetfiearts. quish. I could do nothing to stop his pain, and my face was twisted into a
) ) [0l of horror. How could anyone do this to him? He had been innocent.
(It is this tender each time.) Iis eyes opened wide as he gasped for breath and raised one pale little

cxtremity up to point to his left. | leaned my head closer as he began to
whisper. “Mrs. B-b-b-utterworth”. | frowned and strained my eyes to get
1 better look. | noticed a pool of disturbingly dark, and seemingly thick
liquid. Signaling that | would be back in a moment | stood up and tiptoed
atound the corner of the counter. There she was. Dead. | cried out in hor-
(or and ran back to his pain racked body.

Poem by: Anna Cherry

"Who did this to you?” | asked with tears in my eyes.

"They said it was over, done with, f-f-f-finished. But | knew b-b-bet-
Ler, | knew there would be more p-p-p-p-p-pancakes”. His body heaved in
li1s final, doughy throes of death and with the effort of his last words he
«wemed beaten. Not long after his body stopped moving and remained
very still.

"Huh?” He didn’t respond. | couldn't believe it. | began to cry and as
i1y tears began to cover the Pillsbury Dough Boy's syrup covered chef’s
liat | heard sirens approaching. The police were coming to try and solve
yol another tragedy in our small town of Patisserie. | couldn‘t believe it.
[111s had to be stopped. As the policemen swarmed the building | made up
iy mind. | waited long enough to hear a policemen near me vocalize the
A4 cusation that burned deep inside of me. | knew who was guilty of this
lielnous crime, and | only needed to hear my fears confirmed once! The
tingerbread Man and his evil horde of men had murdered Mrs. Butter-
worth and the Dough Boy, but why? They hadn’t committed any crimes!
Ihere was only one person who could solve this mess, and something had
o be done!

Switzerland, phote by: Allison Gerli




Here | was. Sitting in the legendary office, The Muftfin Man was the
most admired pastry on Drury Lane. | had never been to Druy y Lane until
today, and | found myself contemplating the possibility of the Muffin
Man autographing my walking cane. The Dough Boy’s last words kept
ringing in my ears, and the scene of his final tragic moments swam be-
fore my eyes. What did those words mean? | kept seeing his frantic eyes
and his little white arms reaching out to me. How horrific! I closed my

eyes and took a few deep breaths to calm my frantically racing heartbeat.

"l apologize for being so late!” Jumping at the sudden noise | startled
my walking cane and my top hat. The Muffin Man had entered unnoticed
and was standing behind his desk staring at me with a look of fatherly
concern. “This is a terrible |oss my dear Mr, Peanut”, he exclaimed in his
low voice.

"Mrs. Butterworth was a friend to all as was the poor Dough Boy! | don‘t
understand who would want to hurt them!” | responded.

"Mrs. Butterworth was 3 Very sweet woman. And the Dough Boy had
a personality so soft and warm that will be greatly missed”. The Muf-

Was coming to an abrupt and violent end. Just last week we had lost
Tony the Tiger in a tragic accident involving scalding milk. Boy he was
great,

"What are we going to do?” | whispered.
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Ir ered, but bit-
| 3 der: l< some time to be uncovered,

[he details of the murders too : it
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/ days of her life. Four days into my investigation | stumbled up

trious bit of information.




A biodegradable witness who wished to remain anonymous had seen
both Tony the Tiger and Mrs. Butterworth deep in conversation at a
discreet Waffle House off the corner of Buttered Toast Boulevard. This
seemed to me a curious bit of luck and I went to the establishment to see
if | could perhaps find an eavesdropper who'd be willing to share some

was cuckoo about something, but it certainly wasn't that! | decided to
put this little known fact aside and approach him to see if I'd have any
luck in my search for knowledge.

He seemed to shrink beneath my gaze, but | asked if | could join him
regardless of that. He nodded his head and | found myself staring a hole

"I know why you're here”, he whispered seeming almost reluctant to
speak. | blinked my €Y€s In a questioning manner and remained silent,

and continued to stare at him silently. “You want to know if | know any-
thing about what happened to her.” He traced his wing alongside the line
of crumbs on the table and seemed to await my confirmation. | nodded
and he sighed. *Do You want me to get killed 2~ When my silence seemed
to become unbearable he looked up at me demanding an answer with his

"No, Sonny. But | want to know why two other members of our com-

munity are dead” | finally responded quietly. He seemed to weigh my

"Wait.” | stared. “If | tel| you what | know, can YOU protect me?” Hijs
question was full of genuine desperation and | suddenly knew that he
must have stumbled upon something important, | wasn’t sure how to

answer him.  “| can‘t Promise you anything sonny, but | can say
that you will feel much better if you tell me the truth and right the
wrong that has been done” How moral, He once again weighed

my words silently and finally met my gaze With a defeated sigh.
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wanted him to dump that stuff. Fhey had mixed the wrong ingredients
and had somehow come up with some radioactive Crunch Berries, which
had then been boxed with the rest of them and sent off. The stuff he
dumped was the remainder from that pancake.” My head was reeling.
Did they know how harmful radioactive materials were to the environ-
ment? How dare they pollute the limited milk supply we so carefully
maintained! | found myself gnawing at my pencil in agitation until | real-
ized that | had lost track of what Sonny was saying. | shook myself back
into the present and left my self-righteous environmentalist anger for
another time. It was in that moment that | realized what Sonny had said
a few minutes ago.

"The Doughboy! His last words were about pancakes! Could he have
been talking about the same radioactive batches?!” | almost jumped out
of my seat but Sonny remained seated and looking as calm as if | hadn’t
said anything. After a few minutes he continued.

“Mrs. Butterworth was writing a story on the whole thing.” He paused
after this and seemed to size me up before continuing his story. “The
doughboy wasn't just an innocent bystander Mr. Peanut. He was helping
Mrs. Butterworth with her research on the matter. He had discovered
some documents from Cereal Inc. that chronicled the events of the day
Tony had to dump the pancakes. | overheard Mrs. Butterworth talking to
Tony about a confrontation between the Doughboy and the Gingerbread
Man. Doughboy was proud of himself because the Gingerbread man told
him that there would be no more pancakes, and that they were done.
She said that later on he began having his doubts. He became obsessed
with the idea that there would be more pancakes, as well as paranoid
that people were following him. She said he was probably just developing
Schizophrenia.”

At this point he paused and pulled at his tail feathers nervously. I think
she was doing that journalism thing she was always running her pretty
little plastic mouth about. Damn | hate those ladies that aren‘t 100%
syrup. Everything has to be so fake nowadays.” | frowned at this derailing
of his train of thought but that seemed to be all | was getting out of him.
That was enough for me. | very quickly thanked him and excused myself
as he went off on a tirade about synthetic females.

et e e e et

“Holy cinnamon sticks!” The Muffin Man paced the room in an ex-
cited flurry. “That's it Mr, Peanut!” He chortled gleefully and slapped
me hard on the bacl upsetting my top hat and My spectacle, | had nevey
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seen him this jolly before, He was on to something and | was feeling ,
rather excited myself, "We'll get him for this Mr. Peanut”. He was pacing
the room with his hands clasped behind his back, deep in thought. | could
licar him whispering to himself. Something was happening, aﬂnd | was go-
I11q to be a part of it. The Gingerbread Man had been unleashing his evil

for far too long.

P

Four hours later a town hall meeting had been called. The surviv-
II¢) town members crowded into the small Gingerbread House craning
their necks to see what was going on. The Muffin Man clapped his hands
(together until the room fell silent and began his speech. “Ladies and
(entlemen of Patisserie, we are gathered here today to discuss a rather
(rave matter involving our self proclaimed mayor the Gingerbread Man.
We have discovered evidence that says he is directly responsible for the
MURDERS of Mrs. Butterworth and the Pillsbury Dough Boy. The crowd
(asped and a flurry of murmurs arose from every corner.

['he Muffin Man once again clapped his hands and the room fell silent.
We have not only discovered that our friends and fellow community
members were murdered, but that some radioactive cereal has been
linleashed to the shelves of many innocent people in the form of radio-
ictive crunch berries. The left over berries were then dumped into the
town's milk supply.” Once again the crowd gasped.

“How dare you incriminate me!” Captain Crunch was bellige_rent! He
raved his fists in the air defiantly as his face began to turn a bright red.

“He ain’t blaming you for none of it unless you was a part of th‘e crew
[csponsible for allowing the dumpin’ of radioactive crunch berrleg into
our milk supply”. Aunt Jemimah had risen to her feet and was trying to

calm the angered Captain.

“Don’t you speak to me you lowly syrup! You think you can say
hatever you want but remember, it was someone of your I<|_nd that .
(ot murdered for opening her mouth and sticking her pretty little plastic

nose where it didn't belong”.

"Now don’t you speak to me like that you old fart! Just because | ain‘t
Lhe same color as you doesn’t mean you have to play a hate like that!
| lknow my rights you unoriginal berry roller! Why don’t you go fly a

crepel”
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The room burst into noise once again and I slapped my hand to my fore
head in frustration.

“No you silly syrup! Rights are for cereal!” giggled the Trix Rabbit seem-
ingly unnerved by the commotion happening on either side of him.

“Don't listen to the long eared fool!” wailed L.C. Leprechaun. “He's full of
blarney you see! Always trying to steal me lucky charms! Not to mention
cereal from kids!”

“You white supremacist bastard!” Aunt Jemimah was still screaming at
the Captain as Toucan Sam tried to push them apart to no avail. She had
ripped his hat from his head and was berating him on the childishness of sail-
ing around on a silly ship for days on end with no seeming purpose except to
promote radioactive berries. “They're not even real berries!” she screamed.

“Well neither are you madam! You and your plastic! Why can't the females
be made out of real stuff anymore! Plastic! Who are you kidding!” spit was
flying from his mouth and his face was turning a shade of purple in his rage.
Within the fray stood an angry Shrek shaking his fists at no one in particular
and the very hard to locate Waldo causing a raucous in a subtle way. | was
momentarily distracted from the uproar at seeing them at our town hall
meeting. Besides, they had really only appeared on one cereal box. It seemed
slightly odd to me and | was hardly aware of the Muffin Man screaming in
his attempts to calm the belligerent crowd before us.

Fred Flintstone and Barney Rubble had begun a fight of their own with
Hungry Jack. “At least | do not like those of my own kind!” Hungry Jack was
shouting at the inseparable pair of men looking from one to the other with a
defiantly questioning look.

*And what are you trying to imply!” Bellowed Fred.

| #

*I don‘t know. Fruity pebbles? Come on Barney

“Watch it!” Shouted Fred growing dangerously angry with veins popping
out of his neck. “Or else | will turn you into a fruit loop, cover you in sugar
and ship you off to a room full of kindergarten aged monsters!”

At this Hungry Jack paused for a moment seeming to weigh the possibili-
ties of this latest threat.

Toucan Sam was beginning to lose the fight between the two belligerent
parties now straining against him to fight each other, At seeing the com
maotion around him L.C, Leprechaun loolked ta Snap, Crackle and Pop and

screamed “Oh for the love of the great Rooster in the sky! This is not the
way to behave! Go help that poor bird!”

“The great Rooster in the sky does not exist sir!” shouted the now purple
Captain. At this L.C. bristled and was preparing to step into the already rag-
ing fight going on in that corner.

“How dare you speak of the Rooster in such a careless manner you pomp-
ous old fool!” He began to advance towards the captain as Toucan 5am let

out an agonized scream.

| was snapped into action by the sight of Snap, Crackle and Pop running
{0 the aid of Toucan Sam who was now being pummeled from both sides by
Aunt Jemimah and Captain Crunch. How ridiculous! The sight of the poor
Dough Boy once again swam before my eyes and | felt a strong anger well-
Ing up inside of me. Violence solved nothing! Why couldn’t everyone get
1long! Jumping to my feet | climbed up on the table and brought my cane
crashing down onto its surface. When this did not work | screamed at the
top of my lungs and snapped the cane over my knee neatly in two frag-
ments. The snap of it was like a small explosion and the room fell into an
Immediate and surprised hush.

What is wrong with all of you!” | screamed almost in tears. “Why can’t

we just get along! Don‘t you realize what is happening? | was there! | saw

the Pillsbury Dough Boy breathe his last breath, and | saw the look on Mrs.

Lutterworth's face as she lay there in a pool of her own syrup! That should

lot have happened! These were our friends, and our neighbors, and our co-
/orkers! How dare you fight at a time like this! | dont care if you're a female,

or if you're colored, or if you're trying to steal someone’s cereal! The truth of

I\ matter is that we are all members of this town, and we all have something

{0 lose here! If we can't stand together now, we're never going to accomplish
inything!” With this | began to weep, but | couldn’t seem to stop talking.

Ihey should not have died like that. Tony was murdered for doing what he
hought was right. | don’t care if you believe that Mrs. Butterworth should
or shouldn’t have been a journalist. It didn't matter that she was a girl, or
‘hat she was not 100% syrup. Captain Crunch your crunch berries aren’t real
Lerries! Let’s face it! We all have imperfections! We all have some sort of
lofect! How does that lessen who we are? And why should that matter?”
'he room had grown uncomfortably quiet. “This is our time to stand! It's
Leen three months of this. The fact that Aunt Jemimah is a black woman
made of plastic didn't get us here. The fact that Captain Crunch is a white
upremacist didn‘t get us here either! The Trix Rabbit stealing cereal from
lids or lucky charms from L.C. Leprechaun didn‘t do it either! | could care
logs what Barney and Fred do on their spare time!




And we do not HAVE TIME [O DEBATE WHETHER THI ROOSTER IN THE
SKY EXISTS OR NOT! These things did not in any way get us into this situ-
ation or kill our friends! It was the Gingerbread Man and his evil men. Why
can‘t you see that! Why do you guys have to fight each other? | don’t want
to fight against you! | want to save our town with you! If that's not what
you want then so be it! But I'm not going down without a fight! Qur friends
deserved more than that and I']| be damned if they don't receive justice!” Ex-
hausted I slumped down into a chair and sobbed quietly into my hands.

The room was unnervingly quiet. Not even a chair creaked and the mo-
ments seem to pass by endlessly with the silence broken only by my heaving
sobs. Presently | heard a faint rumble of sound. It grew louder, and more per-
sistent. Soon the sound had grown in strength and the floor beneath my feet
seemed to be shaking. The noise had reached an almost deafening level by the
time | slowly began to raise my little head to look around the room.

The town members were smiling and clapping. Some pumped their fists
in the air and others had bequn to whistle and jump about. The Muffin Man
smiled at me and was also applauding with a look of admiration on his face.
My heart fluttered in my chest and my legs felt weak. There stood Toucan Sam
with his wings hooked over the shoulders of Captain Crunch who clasped Aunt
Jemimah’s hand in a truce. L.C. Leprechaun grabbed the Trix Rabbit in a head-
lock and ruffled his hair playfully while Trix pumped his fist in my direction.

"Hoorah!” shouted Barney and Fred together after hugging awkwardly.
Snap, Crackle and Pop whistled in approval and Sonny came out from beneath
the chair he had been hiding under. He smiled at me shyly and gave me a
thumbs up. The Muffin Man clapped me on the back and laughed heartily.

"I knew you could do it my dear Mr. Peanut!” he bellowed, *You've united
the town. We've got a winning battle on our hands after all! Surely we will
Mmake the Gingerbread Man pay for his evil 1”

I had done it. | had finally managed to convince them to unite. My heart
beat quickly and the tears on my face dried over the smile spreading across my
mouth. The deaths of Tony, Mrs. Butterworth and the dear Doughboy didn‘t
have to be in vain. The Gingerbread Man could st pay for his evil ways and ‘ il _
his evil horde of men could still go down with him! Cereals Inc. would be made ; T . Gords
to pay even if it was the last thing this town ever did! Things were going to (%’{/‘pj Tocwers; Yhoto éy/ Allisore Ger

change. | could feel it in my shell,
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LATE NIGHT RAMBLINGS

Can same&rary tell me what it ﬁeefs [ike to (ive,

To feel that so-called wind in my hair?

1 want to be the everyman, the every-can,

To everyone,

To make a split decision without ever feeling split.

The liver, the [ive-er, is (ivelier than most,

More stories to tell, people to charm, places to see and go.

ndecision clouds fiim not; the wind fas passed him 6}; a rﬁousand:foli{
Everyman, to every man, is the greatest of the hosts,

Me, the every man who watches the everyman, who wants to be the everyman,
Studious to his ways 1 am.

Should 7 tell him my story?

A chance at (ife would be nearby, if so.

The wind is Efowing all around me, now all every man needs is a reach.

But everyman soon takes the fead,

He stumbles but a zero count, as true to his fivmg fife could be,

What makes it my turn, the day 1 five, the Jay 7 am the (ive-er?

The light is dim, the tunnel is £bng, but 1 think that’s fiow q prefer.

Comforr zone is the word qf the Jay, the word cf the week, the word qf my ﬁ'ﬁz
Tt defines the everyy man, rﬁougﬁ defled by the everyman.

Freedom comes but once in a never,

So every man must take hold and mafke it (ast forever,
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Bt feelings have such an uncomfortable feel to them
8 -

Wight .'Imutq.‘i to some, oh so wrong to the others.

L IVing for every man fust isn’t the way
O we would all share the glorious moment of (iving for a day.
Wind, hold on, your time will come again,

LFveryman is just around the corner.

e smiles to the yeoyﬁe whose (ives he’s Just saved,

Now they, too, can live at least for one more day.

M, the every man, realizes the time,

il '\. half-past give up, Tm not supposed to be alive,

() ]1‘1’1—61[1'\/‘6‘

It simply wouldn’t be me.

A0 everyf man stay in your tunnel, and let the everyman be ﬁ’ee.

Poem by: Logan Ray




Mamnlkind's Attenpt to Give Glory to God

Photo by. Jessica Chase
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A True Mewo Yy

\iiny tingling
Liomy lower back
Hegan to grow

It stabbing pains
lhat caused me

10 double over

Vel stay seated
Atiny 4-door car
Iilled with

l'our people and

ne pregnant woman
Sped down

A clear highway

\l nine o’clock at night
[ dressed in

I'he Jaded grey hospital gown
\nd was instructed to walk
White drinking a huge
Plastic jug of water

Which I complained
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About the entire time
The next day I awoke
Drowsy, hungry, unable to walk

In pain, but ecstatic

Because next to me
In a clear plastic tub
Slept soundly a perfect newborn

-My son

Poem by: Fon Komkai
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|BRIEF] MYSPACE REVOLUTION EVOLU-
TION OF A POOR COLLEGE STUDENT

'l Jun 2007

| don’t trust car salesmen.

Car salesmen creep me out. This is nothing personal to car salesmen, it
1 simply an observation. [’'ve been applying for jobs nonstop this sum-
mer and everytime | go into a car dealership to apply | just get creepy,
schmoozer, rich-old-country-club-men-who-hit-on-the-waitress-after-
one-too-many-Coronas vibes. Which probably means | am destined to
work at one.

Applying for jobs sucks. After a long day of commuting from business
Lo business to fill out applications with annoying questionnaires that
usk you describe yourself in one word (a. honest b. trustworthy c. piz-
raz! d. neat--as if this would do any human justice), | feel like | already
have a job. | feel like | should be getting paid. But | am not. | am not
pald to write and rewrite references that will never be referenced, to
be oggled by car salesmen, or to use up my precious gas getting lost
[rving to find businesses that | have never heard of, which always seem
Lo be placed mysteriously in the woods on a backroad, and to have the
word “Superior” in their title. But, | am a poor college student, and
this is my fate for every summer to come for the. rest. of. my. life.
(Until I graduate college). | sound like | am complaining but I’m not
vven upset. The real complaining comes when | actually have the job.
lo be honest | would just be happy to be working, somewhere, any-
where, that pays. | have to learn self-discipline and the art of sucking
It up, son.

I haven’t written or read near enough this summer, and I’'m becoming
more and more convinced it is essential to my mental health. [ can’t
really explain it, it just is. Life is too strange and unsettling not to
write about it. It at least gives you the illusion that you are coming to
some sort of grasp of what it is because you’re able to spit out percep-
[lons in solid print-words. But, then, it is only an illusion. Just helps
me sleep a little more | think. Every summer, | get these manic visions
of all of the possibilities that lay before me to improve myself.Free-
lance writing--presumptuous, maybe, but it never hurts to be ambi-
tlous,
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Relearning how to play piano. Become insanely athletic and star
in Powerade commercials. (Not serious about the commercials, but
serious about looking good enough to do so). Learn to be an amazing
natural foods cook. Make up dances for the dance team back at school.
Etcetera. The problem is that these moments come sporadically, in
high-blood pressure, mind tingling, as-if-coked-out spurts; and | usually
Jjust end up reading or getting sucked into awful Lifetime movies in the
time in between. It's like I’l{ be mosying along in my life, very numbly
and comfortably, a human robot applying for jobs that | know | am des-
tined to loathe, reading occasionally to avoid feeling like a complete
and total bum, facebooking, whatever. And then some random times,
some very inconvenient random times, it seems, | get this sense that |
have a whole lot | could be doing and | am wasting time, and | get re-
ally excited and pumped and creative and ambitious. And then, bam, it
goes away after a couple of hours, and my potential is left dangling in
the air like an old cat toy. It is very sad.

15 Aug 2007

If God was a person | would tell him he was dead. | would yell at him.
If God was a person, | would ask him just who the hell he thought he
was. Bringing us here like this, with no clue what is going on. | would
punch the wall behind his head. If God was a person, | would tell him
how stupid he makes people. How he inspires them to say ridiculous
things that never match up to what the others say. [ would tell him
how every one of them says different things, in his name, and none of
them believe each other, they only think they are right. Ordained by
God to know the truth, the only one, their own interpretations, mi-
raculously infallible. Every one believes this, even if he doesn’t say so.
Even if he doesn’t even know it. If God was a person, | would ask him
what kind of sick joke he was trying to pull. I would tell him he was
wasted tears, a bully, Queen Mary on her throne giving orders of death.
I'would laugh at him, and tell him | was still laughing from the absurdi-
ty of it all; his children’s silly self-congratulated and subjective truths,
their myriad whimsical convictions, the naivete so rich and thick that
dripped from them when they smirked and corrected “Of course not.
Actually...” If God was a person, | would tell him it was his loss. |
would tell him I’m done, finished, it's over.

o
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| decided to believe in God yesterday. It was in Biology class, and it
was completely anticlimactic, if you were wondering. | didn’t have.a
grandiose revelation, an emotional tailspin, or anything like that; it
was more like a quiet acknowledgement of logic. | think it was wfllen
the professor was drawing a cell on the chalkboard, and | was zoning
out. | must have been thinking about evolution. Ironically, the last
llology class | was thinking about how that settled it--this primate-hu-
man hybrid Lucy woman they found X number of years ago--there was
no God. Christianity was a sham. My entire perception of thel world
was fucked, and consequently, so was I. (I don’t know why 1 still feel
like a kid breaking the rules when | write out curse words. | type them
aut, look at them, think about deleting it and replacing it with a more
henign euphemism like “screwed”, decide that would be selling out,
leave the word fucked, and then feel ridiculous for having thought
about it so much, wondering if 1 am being more fake by saying a word

| have to make a conscious effort to write. | guess I’'m scared my :
cousin, or my dad, or my future boss will read this and be "very disap-
pointed” in me. But honestly, sometimes one just feels like a grade
wchool teacher if they say "Crud”.) But this time, this class, there was
no revelation like that. | practically slipped into the conclusion. | was
very tired, so my thought processes were tortoise-esque. Had there
been a little (whatever those things that are very long rectangles that
have text running across them) over my head, it would have read my
thought train like this: Evolution is weird. Everything came from
bacteria? Well, | guess there it is. That is where it all began_. Qh well.
Wait, and before that? The universe, the bacteria? Where did it come
[rom? The beginning of the universe, the beginning of existence of t.he
rocks which blew up to create a universe, the existence of things exist-
Ing. These things are unfathomable to me. They must have come from
u different dimension. [ cannot fathom another dimension. | cannot
[uthom God. Something, some power, must exist that | cannot fathom.

Waybe that something is God.

I'hat is roughly how it went. Very roughly. But anyway, it_ V\{asn’t t.ha.t
exciting, like I said. I still don’t know what kind of a God 1t_ is. .Or Jf.rt
I many gods. Or some giant energy with ideas (God?). Or if it is a diest
God, or the Christian God, or some abstract nature-God. And | mean,
It's not even like | had some experience with a God which makes me be
like “There is totally a God.” It’s more like, there is a good chance that
there is something out there unfathomable, and it must resemble some-
thing of a God; Guess | should put my chips on there being a God.”
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It's weird but | feel like sometimes people don't ever Just sit down
and think about how unlikely it is that there is nothing tike that. It's
like they hear about evolution and decide that explains everything, so
there’s no need for God. I'm not talking about in a life-need sense,
I’'m not even touching on that subject in this post. I’'m simply talking . ALl ;
about how little we really know, and how little we really question. We inque Terve, PRora by AusuR GEbl
Just think the way we perceive the world is the way it is. | mean, the
other day in Psychology, my professor was talking about sensory experi-
ence and development in humans. There’s something called "object
permanence” which is our ability to know that if someone was stand-
ing in front of the class holding a red ball, and then threw that red

ball into the hallway, that we could go out into the hallway and find it
somewhere. But babies don't have the concept of object permanence
because their brains haven’t fully developed. They would think that
the ball just disappeared--the idea that the ball was in the hallway
somewhere would be absurd to them, unfathomable. And vet, we
know, having better developed brains and thus superior perceptions,
that they are wrong and we are right. So the perceptions are not just
different and both equally true--the concept that the ball has disap-
peared may be just as true to the baby as the concept that the ball is
in the hallway is true to the adult--but only subjectively; objectively
there is something more true, that is, that the ball has not disappeared
at all but is in the hallway. So that made me think, how can we be sure
that our brains are THE ULTIMATE, the super-receptors to the truth

of our surroundings, whether they be spiritual or tangible. Of course
humans have the best working equipment yet evolved, but are we being
even a little presumptuous to assume that our brains are perceiving the
whole picture?

I think the fact that there are things we cannot fathom prove that they

do not. We may be like refined versions of the little babies thinking,
duh, of course the ball disappeared.

Prose by: Anna Cherry
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This night I sit in silence as the music
plays.

I will look at the stars when the rain stops-
But not yet.

This night I feign conversation with empty
seats.

Soon I will see the hunter stalk the bear-
But not yet.

This night I am aimless and divided.

Star-crossed and without buttress or facade-
Vulgar-.

This night is the last night and the first
night

0f
All
Nights-.
My tongue is dead against my teeth.
Your face is concealed by the menus arranged
Just so-.
This night becomes Juliet becomes Shulamite-
And Jesus becomes Mercutio.

Poem by: Travis Figo
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