








Letter from

Signatures is an interesting project to
be in charge of, even as co-editors.

|, Sarai Oviedo, a third-year graphic me-
dia student, can say that it's quite re-
warding to have two people at the top.
It relieves the stress. | do everything
Rob doesn’t, and everything | forget to
do, Rob does. It works, | promise.

This year, we debated for a good while
about having a theme at all. We d
want to influence what our peers sub-
mit in any way. Thus, after several
months of shoveling concepts and
snow, we found a concept that fits;

Beyond Identity.

idn’t

Beyond /dem,w seems to be something
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Uf‘f@: t for different generations. For
dv;aoré it’s meant an evoluti

Of certainties and starti ng new C‘(D@H

the Editors

ments. For some of us students. it's been
about building something larger than the
individual. Rather than debate something in
pbetween, we decided to let the different idea

Unfortunately, we can't fit everything into the
Int issue, but the web lets u 5 give cmrm’uo n |
exceptional creative wur'w his year
we're implementing s: ecial features on the
Iding a flash application with
some of' this year’s submissions and various
other class projects th iroughout RIT. Visit us:

AR s ey e A
wepsite, inclu

WWW.

enjoy Signa
fa team Ur unique a
udents. We couldn’t be na,r:ip.fer
share the rr-i s of our labor with you and
want to thank everyone, including our fellow

peers, submitters, and staff.

published b 'F T stu-
nty-five years. We search
hat repr (::‘br,’(";t U:e com-
as a whole, aiming to design
1ts all works. Whether or not
y Up 1O you, our dear

Signatures has been
dents for about tw

for the best wor}
IIIUI’!“

zine that acce
we succeed is« ultimately

readers.

a maga-

Sarai Oviedo & Rob Witko




Lithofication
Joy Jerome

He asks me how rocks are made, and explains to me that
They don’t have feelings so we can break them,

With blue-green eyes that are uncharacteristic for a caramel boy
With a white mother and a black father.

He’'s only 7, but | can see the wheels turning

And his too-big-for-his-age hands are already clutching stone.
| watch him smash rocks with small fingers,

Watch them chip and erode with the friction of stone against the world
And | explain that sedimentary rocks are made from pressure,
Layer upon layer forming underwater,

Clay and sand and leaves and ice cementing

In a process called lithofication,

And | can tell he doesn’t understand.

The chunk of stone in his right hand

Strikes the rocks at his feet

And he crouches protectively to examine the damage.

See, Aunt Joy, | didn’t break it,

But he’s left a scar

On the shale surface still hot from the strike,

And he goes to throw another stone.

Jed, | say, sedimentary rocks, rocks like this,

They're made when water washes the

Dirt and ice and sand and leaves out to the ocean.

They sit at the bottom of the sea, and

After thousands of years the layers pile up,

And there’s more | want to say as | watch his

Skin and heart and eyes and smile

Harden under the pressure—

And it somehow doesn’t matter anymore.
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una
Andrew Knight

By blanket of night,
you always join me
at my lonesome bed,
naked to my eye. And
though your mood shifts

througl

£ YO

your serene be
but is your reals
not quite like his?

Rest easy, my love.
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Hunting
Ryan Burst

Excuse me,

| just saw you on the corner
And it just so happens

I’'m looking for a certain,
Special kind of apartment -
Just like you.

Not too big,

Not too small -

Gotta have all the right things
In the right places -

If you know what | mean.

Are you clean

And accessible?

I’'m looking for a place
Where | can park my car
And not get jumped -

A place that doesn’t have
Too many people

Always going in and out.

| would prefer it

If you had a nice landlord,

So if  miss a payment or two

| won’t be kicked out on my ass.
I'd also prefer

That there was running water
And the heating bill

Wasn't half bad.

Do you have any openings?

I'd like to make a down payment.

And is there any chance
You can call my cell phone
Instead of the landline?
My wife doesn’t know

I’'m out apartment hunting.
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ild is the Wind
Abhinit Khanna




Another Fix, America
Claire Acquilano

| am the shiny plastic politician. and another fix.
| am the chipper newscaster. | am the slick-shoed drug dealer,
| am the humble janitor. skimming skag for a cut of his own,
| am the junkie out back. and getting numb in his living room.
I am the slick shoed drug dealer.

| am the shiny plastic politician
| am the shiny plastic politician with a smile made of sunshine,
with a smile made of sunshine. tracks between his toes,
| am the chipper newscaster sweating as the teleprompter blinks on.]
with aqua net hair, covering the election. | am the chipper newscaster ‘;
| am the humble janitor with aqua net hair, covering the electioq,
sweeping the studio silently. crying over a draft for her final signoff, |
| am the junkie out back and finishing the bottle.
twitching and illing, waiting for his dealer. | am the humble janitor,
I am the slick-shoed drug dealer, sweeping the studio silently,
skimming skag for a cut of his own. finding a tear stained,

“goodbye, cruel world,” in the trash,
| am the shiny plastic politician and her body on the bathroom floor.
with a smile made of sunshine | am the junkie out back,
and tracks between his toes. twitching and illing, waiting for his deald
I am the chipper newscaster and another fix,
with aqua net hair, covering the election and another fix, and another fix...
and crying over a draft for her final sign-off. | am the slick-shoed drug dealer
| am the humble janitor skimming skag for a cut of his own,
sweeping the studio silently getting numb in his living room,
who finds a tear stained and turning on tonight’s news.
“goodbye, cruel world” in the trash.

I am the junkie out back [ am just another fix, America.
twitching and illing, waiting for his dealer
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Life

Jane Emil

Life

Is what falls in the gaps between
The porn features you

Download off your high-speed Cox
Internet, fucking your bandwidth

Brazilian sluts dildogging
Gangbangs and twincest

Nothing depresses you

Like a censored pussy

Despite your seasoned imagination

TV dinner in front of high definition
Triple-X channels and DVD collections
Rented from your local adult store
One hand on the fork and

The other working hard

Your flatmate rarely sees you

Without your hand down your trousers
Your Playboys are the

Coffee table décor

The smell of your musk

Serves as your room’s built-in security system
Your neighbors occasionally complain
About the noises their children hear
Through the walls during the night

This is what’s expected
From a young bachelor
Fresh from his college years

But, girl,
You’'re an 18-year old virgin.
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The Current Extinction Rates Are
1000 Times
Higher than Before
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Untitled Object 387
Whiskey
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Self-Portrait
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Collarbone
Alexandra Johnson

How attractive the play of light and shadow

Organic ridges, a frame where your salty essence

Might slowly trickle over your taut canvas
Soft hollows, a reservoir to fill with

The hot memory of your love whispers

How nicely they complement your unbuttoned shirt,
Or frames of my hair, freshly undone

Always drawing the eye to the best features

A Shore where the sea of my breast

Heaves in and out in a sensual tide

How marvelously yours overlays with mine
The gravity of your hungry brawn, drowning
Sounding rods echoing the beating

Of our frantic drums

At this early hour
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Burning Bright

Anjali Parasnis-Samar

| looked into the snarling yellow eyes of the
creature sitting before me and knew a little

of what it felt like to be a primitive man, long
before the time when we had guns to shoot
these things and zoos to cage them. Beneath
long whiskers, its lips were cleaved into a
menacing smile that left no doubt about how
far it was prepared to go to get what it wanted.
But what did it want?

“I want fur,” it told me, in a deep but distinctly
feminine growl. “Everywhere.”

| lowered my gaze to the paper clip | was flick-
ing back and forth on my desk.

“That would be a difficult procedure,” | said.
“I know,” it said.

“This kind of surgery has been legal only for
a few years, and it's never been done before
over the whole body,” | said.

“ know,” it said.

“It would be painful, and | don’t know how long
it would take to heal or if it’'s even possible,” |
said.

“I know,” it said.

For a few moments, the only sound was the
slight rattle of the paper clip on the table. And
then the creature said in a gently resonating
voice, “I've heard about your research using
synthetic fibers to create hair on people. Can’t
you adapt it to this?”

| forced myself to look it in the eyes, even
though the black and orange stripes orna-
menting its face distracted and disturbed me.
“Yes. But this will be very expensive, you know.
And there may be legal difficulties.”
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The eyes and mouth made a graceful gesture
of dismissal. “I| have money,” it said. “Enough
to pay you and all the lawyers | need.” ”

3
That was true enough. | knew it had money, ér
it never would have made it into my office. A@d
I’d known something of what it wanted, too, i
before it came in the door. The only real rea-
son for this conversation was to buy me time.
| hadn’t decided what | wanted to do yet. Sufe,
it was a strange request, but there was some-
thing poetic about the Tigress. And besides, |
I’d gotten plenty of strange requests in my
time. A woman had walked into my office one
day with a baby doll and said, “Make my facé
look like this.” | had no idea why a woman
would want to look like a baby, but I’d done i
and it had made her happy, or so she said.

Would this make the Tigress happy? The Ti-
gress was no Kid out trying to make a state-
ment. It was nearly 50, an experienced and
self-confident—woman. Yes, it was a woman,
though it was hard for me to think of it havin
a gender. | tried to imagine it—her—as a motl}h—
er, a daughter, a wife, a girlfriend, but | just }
couldn't see it. The thought of the Tigress atia
parent-teacher conference made me suppre;s

a smile, and then a shudder. I

b

No, it was—she was—a woman, a human, ané I
would see her as a person. | would empathize.
That was my job, and that was the only way Ii
was going to be able to decide what | wante
to do.

!
.f

The operation was well within my grasp, and}

would probably get me a lot of publicity, which
was never a bad thing. But what if | gave the}

Tigress what she wanted and then she found

out she didn’t want it? Like that kid Cheetah!

Boy who'd been all over the news a few years

back.




cheetah Boy had gone to another surgeon
with what he said was his innermost wish, to
have fur on his face. He was something of a
cul“phenomenon, and he traveled everywhere
with two or three buddies with spotted mark-
ingd on their faces, though never as many as

) for misunderstood youth everywhere.
armed by his bizarre, impulsive idea, the

fieep next to him at night. She wouldn’t
én kiss him. He'd always liked being stared
in the street but there was something differ-

-ped it against the pad of paper in front of
€. | fixed my gaze on her pointed ears. | knew
the man who had reshaped them, and | as-
sumed she had gotten my name from him.

“Tell me about the work you've had done al-
ready,” | finally said.

In response, she smiled, and purred, “I'll show
you.” She stood and took a few steps back,
and | kicked my rolling chair away from my
desk so that | could see her full body. She was
wearing a skintight tiger print leotard, and she
spread out her arms and lifted her chin so |
could see how the orange and black tattoos
on her legs, arms, and neck passed seam-
lessly into the striped cloth. “It was made to
perfectly match the tattoos underneath,” she
explained. “99% of my body is tattooed.” She
turned slowly to show me the animatronic tail
which had been surgically attached to her
tailbone. She shifted her weight and the tail
began to twitch.

| was used to women displaying their bodies to
me with a measure of embarrassment, even
reluctance, one undesirable segment at a
time. A little disconcerted by her easy exhibi-
tionism, | tapped my foot awkwardly. Seized by
a moment of playfulness, perhaps, or maybe
because she’'d spent so many years as a per-
former that showing off had become instinc-
tual, she crouched on all fours and stalked

my tapping foot. Her front legs—no, her arms—
stepped gracefully over each other until she
was ideally positioned. Then she arched her
back to bring her face closer to the ground.
Her eyes locked on my black shoe in an alert,
unblinking stare. | immediately stopped tap-
ping it and laughed nervously, unsure what

to do. | felt distinctly uncomfortable. Her
whiskers twitched slightly, like an involuntary
movement of anticipation, and she flicked an
ear forward as if listening. | could see her tail
swishing from side to side in concentration,
and | suddenly felt unaccountably alarmed

by this creature on my office floor. It was hard
to remember that everything she was doing
was calculated to produce an effect—it was all
so seamless that it was almost as if she had
been born knowing how to hunt.
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Some deeply hidden instinctual terror of the
predator took over and | yanked my foot back,
knowing as | did it that | had just given her
the signal to pounce. She lunged forward and
grabbed my foot, letting out a deep guttural
roar that set my heart pounding. In that mo-
ment, despite all evidence to the contrary, |
believed she was a tiger. Paws—no, hands—
on my feet, she snapped her triumphant face
upward to look me in the eye. | knew she had
seen the horror and revulsion that passed
over my expression before | was able to hide
it, but she did not react and | couldn’t help
thinking that she’'d been expecting it, hoping
for it. From this close, | could see tiny scars
where silicone implants had been inserted
into her cheeks and forehead to reshape them
into a more feline facial structure. Whoever
did it, did it well. Her lips were slightly parted,
and underneath the upper lip, which had
been split in the middle to create a triangular
shape, | could see where she had replaced her
canines with fangs.

We stayed like that for just a moment, me
looking down at her face, trying to make medi-
cal sense of what | was seeing. Then | laughed
again nervously and she smiled and resumed
her seat in front of my desk. | was torn be-
tween wanting to throw her out and feeling
silly for falling for her act. Rolling my chair
back to its original place, | compromised by
pretending it hadn’t happened. My voice was
almost steady as | asked, “Do the whiskers
come off?”

“Oh, yes,” she said, drawing out the “yes” in a
satisfied hiss, “they screw into metal sockets
that have been surgically implanted into my
upper lip.”

“And now you want fur,” | said, and she nod-
ded, even though it wasn’t really a question.

The question | really wanted to ask, of course,
was why? Why have you done this to yourself?
The circus is dead: it's been replaced by Hol-

42

lywood. You can turn yourself into a Barbie or |
a princess, like the other women who come to
my office. Why on earth would you turn your-
self into a freak?

But it was not my place to judge. Human be-
ing, | reminded myself again. As long as |
could determine that she was sane and that
this was what she really wanted, my services
were at her disposal. So instead of asking
why, | asked, “Are you sure you’'re committed
to this? It will be difficult to reverse the proce-
dure.”

She flicked her eyebrows at me in disdain.
“I've been changing myself for more than
twenty years. Would | be here if | weren’t
committed? Fur is the only thing left. It's all |
need.”

i
| cleared my throat and tried again. Thinking of
Cheetah Boy’s girlfriend, | said, “Do you have
a husband, a boyfriend? It's just that if you do;
he may find it—difficult to cope with your new
appearance. Tattoos are one thing. Full body
fur—"

“I've had enough boyfriends,” she said, rolling
the R and lingering on the S. “And enough girl-
friends. It seems everyone is attracted to cats|
I'm finished with all that.” f

|

“All the same,” | insisted, “You may find
that people will react very negatively to your
choice. Are you sure you're prepared to—"

She cut me off again, and this time her voice |
was harsher, impatient. “I'm not Cheetah Boy,!
if that’s what you’re worried about. Do you
think I'm going to hurt your reputation by go-
ing crazy? Do | seem like | would do that?”

| considered. “No. You don’t. But how can |
know for sure?”

“Because,” she said, “I'm retiring. I've had
enough of human society. I'm a bit—different |




from most people.” She acknowledged my
slight smile but continued, “It can be fun to be
around people and perform and be watched.
But I've never really needed people. They only
hake me feel more alone. The only place |
don’t feel lonely is in nature.”

leeping my voice neutral, | asked, “So you're
going to go live in the jungle with the other
igers, where you belong?” | tried to ask the
question as if | was just curious about her
plans, not trying to find out if she was delu-
sional, but | didn’t quite succeed.

She bristled, and | stopped talking, startled.
I'could have sworn she’d just become larger,
like my daughter’s cat, Popcorn, did when

e was offended by something. The Tigress
apped, “You don’t know me. You think I'm
one of those crazy too rich women who come
1@ your office because they think their appear-
ance is just another thing they can buy and
réturn and exchange until they get it just right.
I'don’t need a community. All | need,” and she

stretched out the syllables in “need,” “is fur.”

‘

‘Don’t get upset,” | said, refusing to look like |
could be intimidated, though her single-mind-
efiness was beginning to wear me down. “It
@s just a question.”

She sat back and pulled her legs up in front of
her, laying her arms across her knees in a dig-
nified and nonchalant manner. Any moment, |
expected her to start licking her paws—hands,
bdt maybe she only did that when she was
aldne, because she finally uncurled herself
afld said calmly, “I am not going to try to join
a Community of tigers. | have no illusions that
they would accept me. I've bought a cabin in
the woods—I| won't tell you where, I’'m not tell-
ing anyone where—and | plan to live there and
provide for myself.”

| Believed her. And | believed she could do it.

Everyone knew that The Tigress sometimes
diSappeared on camping trips for months at a

time, presumably sustaining herself by hunt-
ing. As she sat there practically baring her
fangs it occurred to me to wonder if she used
a gun or simply hunted with her claws—hands.
No, | thought—claws. This was not like Cheetah
Boy’s situation—something about this was—
well, if not right, not wrong.

“I am a tiger.” The Tigress leaned forward, like
she, no—like it—was going in for the kill. “You
have the power to make me look like what | re-
ally am. Please. | never say please but please.
Make me a tiger.”

Its face was only a foot away from mine now
and | couldn’t look away from its bright yellow
eyes. It watched me with the kind of frozen at-
tentiveness that Popcorn sometimes bestowed
on me, when | felt like that cat was trying to
stare through my head into my brain. The
Tigress kept its eyes fixed open until | started
to blink enough for the both of us, wonder-
ing how long it had taken to perfect whatever
frighteningly effective art it was practicing on
me. Empathize, | thought distractedly.

“Please,” it said again, and | rubbed my sting-
ing eyes, trying to think. It was crazy, but it
wasn’t. Who was | to judge? This was what the
creature wanted.

The yellow eyes, still burning bright, blinked
once, ever so slowly, and | said finally, “Yes.
Yes, I'll give you fur. Make an appointment
with my secretary. We’ll get started right
away.”

“Thank you.” It smiled widely and for just a
second, | saw the beauty of its fangs. | could
imagine looking in the mirror and being proud
to see such powerful teeth jutting out of my
own mouth. Then it stood and walked toward
the door. It moved with an elegance and a
confidence perfected by few human beings.
The last thing | glimpsed as it closed the door
behind it was a lively orange tail swishing out

of sight.
43
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Carly Miller




Lady

Sarai Oviedo

| got class; I'm a lady

My pants drag

And | sleep with whomever
| desire

But | got class; I'm a lady
My hair is short
And has yet to reach shoulder length

| wear a

But | have class; | am a lady

I curl my eyelashes

And believe in eyeliner, mascara,
Lip liner, lipstick, eye shadow and

Nail polish because | am female
And dress in distress to impress
| wear my sleeveless shirt and tank
With my dress pants and sneakers

| am lady, | have manners
My tone has turned heads up
And | dance with life

I can be mean

But I'm a lady; | have manners

Sweet and sincere

I'll compliment and hug you

No need for a Please. Why, thank you.

I'm a lady; | have manners
I’ll count the nickels to pay bills

And believe in helping others
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l drank it quietly by your side

Swe aLKJ

ly laced

Words are uttered with no sense

The drum dies |

you stand
like your biscuit's crumbs,
ictim of chance
trek closer to the ¢
Lyou SO(Xﬂﬂy
bird trap
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The Salesman
Andrew Rutkove

Her mother lays out fresh fabricated fashion

For her fifteen year old daughter Francis

Who today finally blossomed out of her training bra
Victoria sure did have a secret for that gal

-

A womb full of laxatives and hair full of pins

Oh, how those pricks stung!

That bratty bitch spends her afternoons under branches

Her part-time partner is late for his shift today
Will | be counting freckles this morning?
Better stick to triads or perfect squares

“Two packs of spearmint and a kitty litte

I'm afraid I'm just a size too small

se, lather, repeat; wipe the grin from your teeth
Do my toenails scare you and your little friend?
Boy! Do my arches hurt tonight!
I"d hate to leave you with only three hours of sleep and your rocking horse
Jesus! You're the queen of candles
And only a few bulbs short of a full Christmas tree




Scale of Importance
Jordan Bell




ITS TRUE, MARTHA ! i HEY! THAT IS A SERIOUSLY | .. T TOTALLY CARE ABOUT

APATHY 15 RUINING THE WORLD ! UNFAIR GENERALIZATION, WHAT GOES ON IN THE WORLD!
THE NEW GENERATIONS JUST DON'T THAT'S WY T'M READING |
PAY ATTENTION TO ] D THIS NEWSPAPER. |
CURRENT EVENTS ! @~ ; l

S0, UH.. DIDJA HEAR THAT

ANGELINA JOLIE 1S RECENING

EARLOBE-ENHANCING ROTOX
INJECTIONS ?

Kory Merritt




The Veteran in the Living Room, 4 am
Noelle Evans

It wasn't until | closed my eyes | felt how painful it was to watch the explosions.
My eyes burned under my lids and | could still see it through them—so it was all,
everything. Reddened by the capillaries under my skin.

Which makes me thing of biood pumping
which makes me think of life and

| am seeing the explosion and | am

twenty years old and you are

on the ground 30, 40, 55 feet away
because you are in pieces and | can’t fix you

* because you are unrecognizable.
* because there is not enough blood to fill you up.

* pecause your heart and brain are both carbonized.

And | am sorry.

| am 57, tired, overweight
and my eyes are burning,




Cow
Gayle Himmelstei




For Clyde: A Dot’s Last Will and Testament
Ryan Burst

Hello

My name is Dot

Dot #46 to be exact

And among all other things
| - do not want - to die

| cannot move, you see

I'm stuck here

In a long corridor

With others like me

(But only in looks and peril)
For | dream

If ever a dot dared to dream
Of days destined

And duties not done

It is |

Oh what | could do!

To be a dot on the cheek
Of a red-haired boy

Or a spot on the shoe

Of a salsa-dancing beauty!

We'd tip-tap

And drag back
Sliding along to the
Echale salsita
They'd say,

“That Dot has class”

But, here | am, stuck

Dreading the day when yellow doom
Rounds the corner, chompers chomping
Shrieking the reaper’s call

Of “Wucka-wucka-wucka”
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Pigcada

Lee Fitzgerald
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