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To The Edge

Come again 1o the edge wilh me
where summer Pields shreleh ouf

info the opening land.

Give mMe your hand
where willow seeds kpd lazy dreams

gentle on the genfle breese

and paint brash weed
cut by a crazy girl

blooms orange and gold.

Come lounge wwith me
in grasses of green

in lengthening  shadow.s.

KiS§ me again
where las] we smielled  swecel clover

lost in the arms opf cach other

- Hl.|g-|1 Mitchell
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Vinhce

Jobn  squirmed under the heat of the Midday sun
As he ducKed
through the crowd i an ePPort o reach 1he air—
eondilioning thal was both becKoning and macking

as he huwrried across the road.

him Prom lhe recesses of his Memory.
Nevertheless, he slowed gs he came aeross a

Pamiliar Pace leaning up against the brick wall of
the statlionhouse.

plump, darK-haired man in his Porfies was slaring

The uniformed policeman, a
al the streel trafpic, smoking o cigaretle.

“Wey,” Tohn said, taKing o spot on the wall
next to the man, who nodded his greeting.

“Mow'd it turn 0ul? Jhe man
still looking oul of the sireed.

“"Pulled o 45 slug out of the dumpster”
John  said. The lab's
going to do a ballistics checK, but you Know how
these things usually durn out.”

reSponded,

“"No viclims, no wilnesses.

“Nol even worth he money Por gas owver
there.”

“Yeah, bul one thing can lead to another:

Discharge leads to possession, leads fo sales, and
before you Know it you've gol a mob lie in or
a mMurder
nibbles.”

“only they don't Peed the litHle Pish 1o the

bigger Pish.

L juS* cast our lines and see  whal

They lel them go, righl up the line.
For the one guy who's in oo deep 1o give
Someone else up, everyone else gets a Pree ride.”
The two walched the cars and the peaple
Plow by as the conversation lapsed inle silence
ahd was replaced by the ambient sounds of the
cily,.  APler a moment, the cop Pinished his ciga-

retle and tossed the bult down onfe the ground,

slaring al il a5 i il had some profoun
cafllee,

“Those ‘H‘iﬂgslﬂ' kill yﬂn," John saic
the silence.

"Yeah,” the man Said, 'Ia.ppmg John
The bulletproof vest under the trencheoal
white shirt shiPted ancomPoriably. “Bul
they do it nice and slow.”

“How's the shoulder®” John asKed,
over

“Huris sometimes,” lhe man Sﬁl‘ugge
leas! now I Know before ils going to |

"Whatever happened to Vined™”

“Died foday,” the man said, stepping
buth and crushing il.  “one less hospital
'"\E slate to Pu}-."

“shit,” Tohn said, pushing baek his

fo let o litlle more air in.  Buess I'm
hear i1, though."”
“Nol me.  This is the way that |

ed to go - parl a shoolout with the e
he’d get his name in the papers one lasi
Me, I'd like to see him rotting in  jai, jt
Knowing that everyone's already Porgotten
him.”

Jobn cleared his throal and spal, lo
to the other only o see him |
back oul at the A bead of Swg

dow-n  Prom John's Porchead and info

over mah
streel.
his e
took o step away Prom the wall,

"I've gol to go and #ill oul papers
saoid, strelching. “Good Halking fta you.”

“Yeah,” the man said, glancing aof 7,
the Pirst time. He turned back to the sire
pulled oul ancther cigarete. “Yeah.”

fames Beasley
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S euhg—Yeah

cho

There’s No Beller Time Than the Present

There’s no betler time than 1he presen! as the sirens squeal in  this  enigm

Row-s of Ccheshire grins smile conlently as the sun shines through 1he wind
Pacltories shattered by time.

The red roofed houses of the depressed and desperale rest endlessly next
Fl"ﬂg’l"’l}ﬁb’idn.

In dhis city, a paradox lies buried under 1he empty crooked streets and the
three passes untouched by fime and history.

In the windswepl Pelds of burrs and glassa church is buill paying homage
christ, and 1he lifeless lives the people live.

The fangled web woven by silkworms in one nighls time—Keeps the radio
calching cold and coal mines Prom durning 1o dust.

In oncienl longues and lost dialects=the words of a genius so carefully exy
confuse such eonscious minds.

Bul in this cily, this city of ruin, this cily of question, this city of fime

@‘9%%

- Peler Ahlberg




BacKkw-alK

Chlorophyll orange wmoving suilcases
Forfeil your lullaby Por on  eighth note
The Pungus can’t speak

And neither should you

Our struggle now melling

The bwns sinKing in

The end new beginning

crisp melodic beals of sorrow

This indige glass stained on my walls
Detonation pacing softly

Jelloe in my eyes

I see a wmoving past

My blood depraved of oxygen
Don't hate the extension cord

Plug il in — it pits

Farfing hells

Leaving equally rusty smells

These escalalors taste liKe oranges
I hear the wind now

The sun is speaKing clearly foo

I want 1o elimb thal tree
J-prong ecompalible 1oo.

-
=~ Joshua aGihgrich

i o #
EPPiciency
Dear Mr  Talonbird:

In response to your e-mails
E‘equesfing a job des::rip'.liah
From eweryonhe in sales:

We saw lhrough your encryplion.

As head of DEP-:I’“'I"‘IEI"I* of Lppiciehc}f
We uwnderstond thalt you gel bored
And e odmire your tfenacity

When several e mails were ignored.

I am the Sales Manager
So when I don’t reply right away

I'm mast likely with o customer

Bul you reprimanded my departmen! the sar

Lel me give you a blunl depiction:
When wmy people you do harass
You can taKe your job description

And shove il up your ass.

— Todd Hansen
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Adam Vincent

You May not ac

LIhat }rnu*” Mg

That Put‘* ot us

Us—™you and me.

Plural. And  sing

Tww-a ones. Ang

Because deep dos

I Know ).-ﬂu'!'t-" :

— Randall Geood
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[ Gel My Electricily From

moment

asanl places
the water

hine

like Paces

each scralched clip
my Prozen lips
and the smoKe...
it dances.

- Desere’ ﬁngelic'ue Gamaldi

Cara F

85 eve! 2.;%{11
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True Beauly

Beauly is only sKin deep.
It is those thal mock 1this statement thal maKe others sweep.
WHY T
Why do you insist on causing beauliful creatures to ery?
It is you 1hal place yoursell in the calegory of those you mock,
Leading you astray Pfrom o mosl beauliful Plock.
A Plock 1hatl leads their life with an open mind,

IoKing everyone Por who they are——FVERYKIND...

= Seanh Morris

The One

loock inloe my eyes

lell me whal you see

do you see 1he one 1hat

My Prien,

lon

because you swere mean! Por

Lel me hold your hand my

I'll Pollowe you anyswhere

fime with

can't you see I

care?

i5 magical

Listen 1o wmy words my Pries

the silent ones that pray

please don™t ever lel me go

[ love you more each day.

~ Rishi Mehta '.Jl-';:-t%k
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d‘iplea:\'-edan ,fSC‘I‘}F]"'IE SKyiSPa"ing

it you're still alive and
out there: prove it

send me youw little Pinger

send me your lasl blessed good—

bye coughing up al the cenler of

the world

i# you're slill oul there and swant

me lo say anylhing

breathe twice and wail Por

the secrel words wail Por the

sky 1o twist ils anKle and fall

down on ewverylhing you ever

were wail Por the things you say lo
lurn  around and beal their ugly Under
I'I'nahipuiuhﬂnﬁ into your bigblueceyes

wail Por me {o beg owver the pl-cme

aver the carpel ecrawling or clawing
al my burhing red eyes over the
launted bed over 1he prying windows
over the crippled sunlight of day my
dear
it youre still alive youll
bave 1o do beller 1han {his.

T"'I}r dear

= fim miller

in the gender

the thumb of o Man

crinkle
litile girl
your maoh's

strung you up
like a serious gop

of men

and Plies and the sweet
tantalize, he'll Porget 1he
Porgive, obh my poor bil
of pily, you Knew you

though

Swargar

were pretly,
he mighi

otherw-ise.

= JYessica Kocsis

| //m. Heul§




-< *reading* >-

*Lyping*: >>>msg

MSG> *delete* ~*thinking* *sigh* ~*re-typing*: >>>msg

MSG> hi there, *delete* “lame!” *fingering keyboard* *typing*
»EEmsg

M3G» hi, do u mind if i share a few words with u?” *glancing up at
ceiling* *delete* *rocking chair* ™diet pepsi.” “*nods*

*chair rolls* *footsteps* “*opens fridge* *grabs soda can®*

* footsteps* *chair rolls* “*sipping® *eyes water* “*heavy sigh*
“faspartame fix.” *typing*: >>>pal

*friends list*

IS g

MSG»safe to knocky? “*pause* *eyeing keybcard*® *aiming for ENTER*
*sigh* “tsk.”  *click-clacking tongue* *pursing lips® *eyes close”
*eyes open* *sniff* “*sipping*® *burp*® Vstraighten things out.”
*zigh* *rolling eyes® *sipping* *nibbling nail* *silpping® *sipplin
*gulp* *anem* *typing®: >>>msg

M5G>  *delete* “why bother?” *re-typing* >>>msg

MEG> hi, 1id like to talk to *celete* *pondering* *sipping* *typlnc
>F>ME

M3G> *delete* *typing*: >>>mail

EMAIL> *tTyping*: EMAIL»send “*sipping* ‘*smacks lips*

Toc: *typing®: ENTER

3EMAIL-E-ALLADRBAD, all addresses are kad; send aborted
EMAIL> *typing*: EMAIL>e

x> Ttyping*:  >>>pal

*friends list*

*gsigh* *sipping* ™oh, bkah!®" “*typing*: >>>lc
BEW2692 logged out at  9-58P-199%9 00:15:52.70

- Aimee EKirsten Whyle
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LADYIRON

Her piclure is everywhere.

It's lhe second coming in lipsticK.

There are those who are smiling and eager to see her
Bul those who only see her i crushed wvelvel nightmares
are lethal.

Her picture is everywhere on the living room Ploors

of wel—Pingered lethals.

Her Pace is smoldering in the TW

Her charm is the incense

of beaming and lethal disciples.

The interiors she haunls are red ond blue and black,
the shadow s are bruised.

She 1alks smoKe inlo black phones

te men who smoKe colored cigarettes.

Her life is dangen

the men in their sad suspenders tell her

Her picture is everywhere

on the walls of lethals

who can see the melancholy in her maKe—up.

Someone is being slaughtered by the cracks of their mirror
while her picture swalches.

Her wirror is round ond she wonders nfo ifs roundness
while her picture everywhere evaporates her

She's dead

and the lethals bhave smeared her poul down her Pace.

wer piclare is slill everywhere.

= chris  Palunas




i Ry
one sunny afternoon

one sunny afternoon
toKing a stroll
through a wood
stumbled i

upon  a rock
actually

on the rock
protruding

from a hill

not large enough
to call a hil
Porming

a ‘Iil'l}r clifp

upon this roek
i slood

i saf

i looKed where greens do grow

in the roek and ants do  travel

at its wrinKles at collections of dirl
soil

where streams do carve
ond Pallen leaves drifl
plunging owver

that sudden cliff

where water slides

and pools sweell

{P‘ﬂn" wilhin  thal world
i did dweell

ofne  Sunny afternoon)

—  Diane EKucharcz }rK

d{ ‘:,:M é/ MHMLJ‘L



Untitled

I love the way

your eyelashes looK

with each lash outlined by
each ane

walehing your hand

cup mine

I waleh you

when youre nel looKing

You're hamp fing
to the point
where 1 give in

to happiness

smile
of wyou
evEry time

EwEry time
cliché
heinkle in my eye

wnlike bePore
ditPerent

gﬂﬂd.

= Robin M. Gerbor

the ]igli'}
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Untitled

Locked away in a lighl place
Are birch bark and rr:-uﬁfy deads,
With the course ripple of hair

1 {aKes a ean—opener

To pry your mouth apart

For 1he answers.

At the end of 1he day

The bed will eal me

And maKe me sweal damp circles
In arm—pils, croleh, stomach;

Areas of hollow pain.

Biling Pigs and adullerous apples

MaKes me ecry like a shepherd

[e a PMock of lost sheep.

Fach time I ftell you {this,

I can wmove back in time Purther than
The Pire is shill burning somewhere insic
The secrel Springs to iy '|angue

And an open mouth  will wunbPuarl The Re-,

— Jessica Cole Henderson

?W ( Henobleceon.




AGAIN

The Knell of tarnished

rings through my

Adam Vineent a PMeeling lodestar cast
qu -'""E Wi”{'d L

;"’-J-
/@
% This ewvening quells  the
..i'.-:_:—-f-

of distant days.
The Hell of again.

- Joeltlte Hartman

| = rllfi{ “fand
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A lLost Love letler

or
velations of a Youth Gone Awry

[ don't Know when it slarted
Bul somewhere along 1he way
I went bad
coPPee slains and cigaretles,
A chocolate stain on dhe car Ploor

Long summer nighls that wweren't
meant to end;
Song by song the game became longer
Lovin® lies, curled up in the grass,
Thinking that 1here might be
a chanece.

Just rocKin® along like the misfit that I am,
Hﬂ'l' Khdwil‘lg wlial"s ﬁt"‘t}a
Bul somewhere along the line

things went predictable.

Jobs and Schedules like a
long endless swintfer
Mother Nature handed wme
and insanily pill and the
night got from Boston 1o Adlhens
Lohger An enjc:ya.hie commule, and
yel you Kepl me Prom going.
The onset of Spring and
[ could Peel lhe Hlug. I thought there was a chance,
Mr  Wanderlust Pound me again. And the suiry summer lust
just gol 1o my head,
And somewhere along the

Ay I realized T still

hnve a cl‘u.‘il"l on you.

- kristin F ﬁchuyler ' S
o, _‘{__Ltk.i._-\.d_1 LA
’ |
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Il’ldiul’l‘ﬁfyle

I love how we sil nose to nose like indian—style Por
legs maKing diamonds
like the sparKle in your eyes
when you think T don't Know you're being
naughty  but T guess thals
balt the Pun, right
the magnetism of our attraction turning
heads
my Priends are jealous.

youre my litle pathead.

god I hate that wish you
didn't smoKe so much so T wouldn't
hawve
to
w o n d e r al night. dhal's 1he
part
they never

= Samantha laylﬂr‘
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Morning in the World

Maorning  again,
Inhale...

~Fxhale...

-Mornifng  again.

Just liKe 8304 times bePore.
DifPerent horizon,
DifPerent circumstances.
Definitely the same sun.

Roll out!
Face the world

Gel started soon s0 as to Pmish sooher

And move on o other always more importan] {asks!
Todoy youre defined by your accomplishmends,
Today you're nothing but swhal you do.

1 hate 1he morning nosw

For whal il has become.

For whal 1 bhave become

Longs Por the elernal, post—morning slumber;
Hoping nel 1o waKe up,

Just like 8305 times bePore.

~  Andrew P Miehl

(hdbe- ¥ 274
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Gwyh Jones




Lost in E"-uilding 7




Anna Jonsson




alternative umpliFicahun scheme

ihéy have machines of lheir own
and they're shding across 1he hillside
even as we Speak or decide fo thinK
maybe it's all cracking porcelain
noone gets a thing without

aning a chip

gods collect them Pfrom each shoulder
when you seem wvacant

don't saste our time

and our souls aren’t coals

it il's cold toKe us inside

we promise to hush nol asking

the meaning of it all

even when it's on the lip of your tongue

= dim miller

ety Mot
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Naming

lo Know the name of ewe
and eall to ‘“‘HE'I"'!II in quit‘ .
lo penelrate 1hicK bark

lo the Presh green where

to reverence the Kilchen s
and welcome the black  spo
to Pinger gently sharp ber
and thistles

HIQSE ‘."'lil'lg's wee  May lrenrl‘l
and to sense 1he pulsing |
ol ehemies and lovers

to call their names with «

- Ruth Kennedy

/5,%7 /@W




Untitled

She had red hair ond piglails. Green eyes. She was so
Jithe, 1 could hardly see her in the darKness. The
darkness was so black, you would wonder why this
kthe girl was stonding there all alone. Alone,

staring al the emply darKness. There was only encugh
light to see he; whal she looKed like. So alone. She
hasn't 1alked to anyone, yel. She Knows ne language.
She can’l 1alk. But I do Know whal she is thinKing. 1
do Know how she is Peeling. She Knows [ am standing
there in the darKness, irying 1o gel her in a worm anhd
comPoriable place. She doesnt move. staring ot the

hard, dark empliness. She doesn’t breathe. JTusl enough
to stand up. Slanding {here, Prozen. Someohe turned

her inlo ice.

~ Ealhleen collins

Mo  town diner: #4:00ar

beginnings and ends

caught up, tangled

lost together in their complexily
I must conirol

lhal swhich is valuable to me
so sit there and analyze
everylhing, anything

misspend your lime

I couldn't care less

the sad parl is

wou are My heroin

My ohe true cliﬂ“lﬁﬂg#

- Phil Eokinson

PL! E 1501
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a cold day.

waiel‘y snow lies on 1he ground

like milk on my upper lip

we splash through il

our Peet tingling inside our trendy shoes
(Payless..)

she can't smile, she S5ays

il will maKe her Pace crack

so,

through chattering teeth,

i tell her a joKe. (knock, Knock..)

she laughs, rubbing her

red, aching Pace with her mitlens
"Youre such a bilch.” (me?)

bul T had to

Shes oo perfecl. (a perfect whore)
and Twve always wanted to crack her in  the

face.

=  Alexis Peterson

Campafib]e difPerence.

Enl"lpallil-lc differences  brand
city streets and rural Pields.

Similarities are often Porced;
ethics of liKability.

A handshaKe says so much
when Mannerisms  colwey emol
Hidden molives Sseem genuine;
sacial graces on cliSp'ﬂ}-.

It is hard Por me 1o unders
ar Por me to believe that il
unnalural 1o  Peel

lonely.

= EKewin MNiemiec

:



st ring Ridden Puppe ts:

ﬂnyfhing To MaKe Work
Suck More
Baltham wbucKled his bell and

dropped his pants lo the Ploor eeKs
before he had stopped looKing oround
lo see if anyone was wafching. WHe
lurned around ond sat his ass against
the liHed panel next to the door

The familiar heating sensalion passed

as H-e
P|e .5l1r

Scanning array moved ower his
In small shining letters along
the side of 1he panel the words
Rectal Module Pailed 1o catch
anyone's eye. A  mechanical
dritted oul of a speaKer abowve his
head and the door to his office
apehed. “Thank you Por baring your

Scah

wihe e

ass, Mr Ballham. Access g-mnha.;l."
Hours droned oh as$ usSual. [Iay
in and day oul. Around tweo, his Sec—

retary wallzed in ond slripped erofi—
cally to her bare Plesh. As horny as
he was, Baltham didn't exaelly object
to her wanting to go Por a litlle
ride. In aoll the noise they were
didn't notice

mﬂKing, he sure as hell

the robolic OSHA represenialive glide
oul of the seeret tunnel. callle prod
in hand, the robol read oul 1he
revised OSHA code Pfrom programmed

“Neo Pornicalion wilh seere—

memory.
tary swithoul prophylaclic.” Before
Baltham could even respond or Pinish

his Plﬂls-uhnl-slc deed, the robol shoved
the cattle prod

Baltham Pailed to sl down the
rest of the day. As the clocKk hand
turned, he left the oPffice and headed
for the Pront building doors. He

walked a little F'l.mny, and Ray, the

infe Baltham's ass.

Seruriiy guard Shrpp-ed him as wsual
“slealing oPPice supplies is punishable
choice bul

by castralion. You hawe no

lo be searched.” His small mind dic-

lated 1he speech in a monofone. Ray
snapped on a new sel of rubber

gloves, and checked Balham's moulb
first. The last thing he said before
shoving a cold glove where the sun
doesn'! normally shine was bend over
“Thank you Por allowing your anal
cavily 1o be searched.” Baltham proud-
ly Pixed his ponls and lefl the ofPice
Pfor 1be day.

i Br’yce Dn"'u:luﬁ

—



California Dreamin’




UPEI'I Window-

Chris Donawvan




Thoughts on the Union of
Animale and Inanimate

ﬂbjEc* 5

We two logelber
A green anhd uhgulﬂ!' arch
I ohe waler l"e-:EP{'arle

You the Pouantain

~ Weldon Dawvis Terrell
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My Father comes 1o |

lhe wagrands nexl fto me;
sunburned, hungry,

point  their Pingers

Sfmnge lnllg'uuge,

Where will I sleep?
Freida wails Por me

in  Hanaver, on Stroulauweg;

but I will not return.

The thickels settled,

I was warned aboul leaving her

Halch of this immigrant vessel
opens to this dream of limbs.
sheep  brought

to  sloughter

Wishing T newer come.

Where will T hide?

il in the cracks

of my appr‘en'lice hands,
burns on swater;

This must be America.

= Chris Olchew-sKi
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e Up

walch lots in the PMock talk the 1alK

n when H‘ley tried to walk the walk most got
locKed

opped like shol clocKs
rozen like Prost

st in the chaos

ht with store bought ways of thought

Pought
np—nnfrh mainstream teams couldn™t take me

to break Pree

not  underestimate me
‘m nol perfect bul above average liKke straight B's
eSpe:-* Por iy pcrspe-cl'ive is overdue like late Pees
hold my head up

t become fPed up

tivate get wup

ever hesitate or lel up
up dead ducKs
el led siraighl ahead 1o the sel up
bled when cut

ut I Survive
obilized by drive
ry to defeal the weaK lie

Se  dressed

ey all

Prom  somewhere inside

I:I.I':I'I '"'IE SK}f
ow when 1 speak my mind

ther Kids are like %ou said whal??”

en I quick pick my step up

Fxist in opposite as a cullural observationist
Flus
Basing this way to live
Pact

creationi Si

on the that every day i5 a giP‘!

Mobody can predicl

Where I'll end up

Because [ bend ond heist

My own luck

Sure enough: withoul trust Priendships turn to
Sure enough: I muslt never be conlent to give
Until T touch the sun

I Peel pressed plus slressed

Must Plex wunless T want to gel

crushed wwith tons

Release o sigh

Breath Pfrom my lungs

I's a constanl eontest lo run among millions
I realize even when 1 rest my eyes lo die
And death leaves me numb

There still

RePlection on ™y direction every Second

weill some tests leM 1o overcome
My life quest is to become
Fecognized

As just this one

— JYoshua Schwalbach—Scol
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Andrew Sl

It is the most complex machine ever crealed, It is capable of doing complex

malbematical caledlations. T can also creale unigue thoughts and new ideas.

These ideas can be beouliful works of art or calaclysmic weapons of destruction

It is often inPluenced by emotional shimak. T s very wulberable to Paligue and

stress. It uses various senses fo perceived the world around it. Tf needs

to

interact wwith others of its Kind. I4 must receive nutrients to  sustain itselp T4
has an a |l"'iﬂ'5 f infin; I{'- amaun  of st orage Space and s ﬂlwa)-s coger o il thai
space with Knowledge. As il ages, il loses some of fthis information. Whal is

this that 1 am describing? It is quite obvious, the human mind.

Andrese  Schall

Ondress ol
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The Bu*‘}erﬂyls Egq

[P we were 1o become whal was intended,

[ don't think

WE HAD To REFEESENMT TulS GREAFHICALLY

AND IT WAS RLALlY HWARD BECAUSE

{scufp scuff}

We'd onswer cach other 1he way e do;

Infrequently and with perfecl Jiming.
(scuPp sculP seufp)

When will we grow?

As o I"Il-ll"'lﬂl"l n‘["l;'?

1 WIsSw 1 HAD,
I NEED TO.

Our process here is
Sometimes inconstant,

Sometlimes unbalanced,
(IRANSLATES AS CRAZY, MAD, INSANF,

Sometimes  light,
Sometimes jﬂyl"ul,

Always necessarily so.

{ rl'u? paf |1 ‘,ﬂ |'Iig |'\El" |iuil“|-g is nﬂ’ a.lw 'y 5
{(ves, T am begibhing to realize Jhis.)
{ Thank i, 3

— Jessica cCole Wenderson

'\%ﬂﬁrw C%#u&@m_
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alone

Scared,

i Know where 1o go,
curled up nex] fe My compahioh,
my Priend.

im saPfe here,
hiding.

youre ahways there,
always.

50 wibrant,

Peisty.

job with the left,

punch with the right,

back and Porth.

stand tall and be beauliful,
thats it

always there,

soul mafes,

i love you,

always there,

donl leave me alnﬂe,
i lepd you alone,

i love you,

i Miss  you,

you were ahways there,

i canl go ohn alone.

Ad

cold dark room.
yﬂu;'c alonge. ."r ;
% %-f
E_l-

i need to be there. please don’l
dont be sad,

leave e,
alwn}fﬂ there.

im with you. i donl wanl 1o be Jdlone.
i wm.* oy

illl 'I'rn-}', n{]"l' *fl -l,"l"'}l'. - SI‘("F‘] Wi . Sl’lﬂw

Ko € o

ala- ay 5 *he!'e i
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Goldenborn

3 breathes

3 bronze dips ower 2 shoes

A pair of tronsparent eyes looking on
AsKing why

Mol Knowing, sfill pure

Later on they swill ery

Unbolded glass to apen

Orahge air bubbles to pop

unshining 1reasure on bollom

That should be on h:rp
Mow: the air painls my lashes

crystal leaves, Pading 1rees
‘Squirre|5 sipping lea
Fuzzy blonKet, sleepy grass

Below this ham and cheese
I wait Por her as the waler {trickles

stil hope in the unseen
Nex] in line

Second Prom being

Mo swwondering on  1his swing
A Pamiliar aulumn breeze
ThinKing dafPodils, sheezing bubbles

Floating clouds of innocence lost
And Sso we marched 2 by 2
Unpaid Pirst, no moHer whal 1he ecost
When life was jﬂS'I a  blur
Hﬂpﬁcﬂlrli, Puh?:lip, Jup
S0 now when ane .;,Irnp rolls  down
Nol caring i she was her

[ hold 1lhe olher deep ithin
No wailing in 1his  sandbox R
Believing and Knowing I'm the one
Golden toes, unopened life

Fager 1o begin.

o ;
= Joshua Gingrich /Z/ Akl
f.—-"
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| The vista

Cara Passarelli

Untitled

In 1he midsl of sorrow and pain I am  standing.

on broKen grounds [ am Palling Pace—Pirst.

on stable grounds 1 am hiding,

hiding behind smiles, brighl eyes, ond happy slories.

I am a liar.

not in the sense thal I tell dies, bul thal 1 am not true to m
I wear Pake smiles and casl aside lears.

Tears ease the pain and smiles strenglhen the huri.

— Erin Smith

(s Bt

44




Frowm

From

Fraoim

From

Frowm

Fromm

From

Fievmy

From this window alone

this window alone three puriieﬁ 1 sece

this window alohe boxes of unopened model railroad sels given o
charity bul unapprecialed by 1he weallby doclor’s impoverished

child

this window alohe thousands of lohely pr—:{:ph—: weahderig  around

in pul-|ir.- piuces, nol sure whal to do, _ius;' wailing Por o bagel or
Enlightenment

this window alone lines and lines and lines and lines drawn in
circles around and around, nol really going onywhere, jusi
prefrelﬂmg the illusion of molion

this window alone a million mad numbed junKies who can’t gel ithe
help they need because they are ewvil and their brealh slinks

this window alone all day long dreams of aflternoon IV violence
school ond MNo-TFriend=0 sore masturboling thumbs ond blood

shot eyes

this window alone the holocaust of one boy's mind and  securily
because his father refuses to speak with him

this  window alone

- VWeldon Davis Terrell




soul searching

to each is own
tormented souls
strike oul Por nol Jheirs
Kinship batlered clippership
wrecKed wilh mulinous  caplives
Keeping their atlention impossible
v has ruined sociely
are they watching me walching
looking righl at veu
a police line up
who's oul there
positive identification
how'd T gel here
murder in  the Pirst
1020 mandatory
Por trumped up weed charges
the ring of Pire
steaming like a train
Preighters packed with il
ignitle the light
the Pew reign  supreme
suppress 1he mowe
living how they want
alfraid il’s the way
bigotry racism leaders
make the Pollowers
lose the individuality
ehergy Soon dephaied
clear cutting bullshit
ike 1T got Pucked in the ass
unsolicited penelration
the pentagon disgraces
races ol people

c ﬂl‘l‘lel"‘lj:lla iinﬂ- Suicide

- eric "SEur’cl':iﬂg Par  the hydr{:l" seidro &
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Dust in his shoe

Irestle

steady as a trapdoor

the center of myselp

ch‘.” the girl PMoored

nailed 1o the mainstay

hung Por 1he righteous

next lo the peony

cool on lhe poreh

duchess

stilched  his  name

with scarlet dhread

te the lining of my brilches
we burned Porlyluweo bridges
belfore we came 1o this “hold
I osked peachy questions
the origin of selp

the thickness of his sKull
each magnificent progression

to an ugly PluHer ply

you Know ['d rather die

than Pfind mysell yours
belonging to the PranKly elife
that run to every poor pussy
ruughi in  the Wi“ﬂwing Iree
[ Knew she wepl Por you
she lePl traces of gold dusi
sprinkled atop your shoe

and T've been caught up

in your arech liKe facky

white glue

H's nol so much the daybreak
as the sink of a seltling slow
Keep the Knees pressed together
and swing fo and Pro

she counls a Pew naughlies
several illnesses

a Sheeze

an  ache

and my merrimen] precedes me
pordon me Por my overly
obsessive  digression

Por I'm the pill

that dissolves in  you.
— Jessica Kocsis
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me

Pire oulside, cool swilhin,

you Know and play with lhe Plames,

Haunting me,

;i wanl the Pire to subside, I’VE Seen Worse
bat it never does,

; he doesn't give in, ['ve Seen worse

i apologize ['ve seen Practured bone

Shocked by swwhispered words on the phone
= Stephanie €. Snhow

Broken woices tremble an  shake
C' M Uncertain of the ache

Hearls pound with heighltened disbelief
Enowing there is ne relief

That which will nol hear them

That swhich wont have the wmercy to Kill ther
['ve seen worse

Mothers withoul their sons ond doughlers
standing in the wmorgue

I've seen worse

Children with head cracked open

Like Pissures in the ground

Surrounded by red aurora

['ve Seen worse

white lines in 1he pavement

pale Plesh ond bone

I've Seen worse

a friend's head in my lap

and eyes light and Pire begin to PlicKer

| I've been 1here 1o walch them die

and leave me behind

— Dan Parker
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The Ewvergreens

summer light shines across the Pields

Life embroces the light, and the light embraces back
This is a time of joy, o time of celebration

1 is a season Por joKers, a season of happiness

Yet amﬂhgﬁ'l all  this exti‘lemr\‘h the Ewvergreens remaih the same

[he Pace of TFall, Prowns across the plains

Life embroces ils grieh and grieP seems to embrace back
This is a flime of saPPering, a time of misery

It is a season Por loners, a season of depression

vet amongst all this sadness, the Evergreens remain the same

The cold hand of Winle; sweeps across the land
Life embroces ils woid, as the woid embraces back
This i5 a flime of nolhingness, a time of empliness
11 is a season Por death, a Sseason of doom

vel amongst all these carrions, the Tvergreens remain the same

The spring raim dances across the hills

Life embraces the rain, and the rain embraces back
This is a lime of ecslasy, a lime of delight

It is o season Por lovers, a season of passion

vel amongst all this love, the FEwvergreens remain the same

Time moKes ils impression onh us

We embrace time, and lime embraces back

Our world grows older we grow older

We cannol remain logethe; as lime pushes us Porw-ard

vel liKe the Evergreens, I believe, frue Priendships will ahways remain the

~ chong S. EKim

SalMme



HyMN

Sounded respons
Ive

To my falKing
Sucked 1he sords

oul of my mouth

Obligated to breathe

Vigorously in
haled
My ogo
My
Tendered me
1 a.pp-ea-h-d
For
Held me umwavirlng
omitted
My Pragile
state

Kissed my Porehead

Hid the nuu.gl-rly urges
Behind the blue of his

Fyes
Gawe M
BaCK my
Balls.

- 'S'ﬂl'l'lah'"'m Tﬂylm‘

Museum

Slide through corridors of .
Burh untouchable

Never seen the same agair
Whispers that the world n
Whal can be lost

like dandelion seeds in brea

Lach Prame asks

Why we Kill what e los
Hows mahy fimes

[ wake covered

With whal lies deep
Behind the color

In my numb heart

ToKe my hand

Show me this Phoenix risin

— chris  0Olchew ski

Y
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Woodsman

Oh, I'm a fPorest guide!
ohce I Ssawm a greal big bear

Nowhere to run or hide.

Killer grizzly crushed My head
And Jore my nose to shreds.
upon My Plesh and bone
Gave mysell up Por dead.

! Shotgun blasi splits icy air
Screams righl above his head.
one more tlaste of tender thigh
Grinned big and then he Pled.

nearest fown's a Pull days ride
Upon hose Pleel of Pool.
b in pieces on the ground

Covered in grime and soof.

ahyohie coMe reScue  Me
BePfore [ die of shock?

es the bear loughing al him
While resling on a rock.

Ildl"{’w Mead

most  days walking through the w-oods,

e —————

The UnKnown and the Forgotien

I see my Pace in your eyes,

A momenl of fruth in a tonce of lies.

I cradle myselt stil to shouls of solifude.

You robbed me of my pear)l-sided mirror with
reflections of the resplendent moon

that rendered past reminisces of my pale while ros
Healless seascapes shudder moans of anguish

dow-n My Sorry spine because of o visage of slone
thal erept through my yesterdays

ofd paraded past my tomorrows.

Spread again ™My maroon blankel liKe marmalade
over your sinful pas! passions

bePore the Porests of Pear emerge in your steps.
Forbidden possibililies overindulge themselves

i pungenl scents of childless distances

ending in a dream of tragedy and shallered pieces
Inevilable choices ripple 1lasteless uncerlainfics

throughout the lives of the unKnown and the Porgot

~ Aimee kirslen Whyle

———__
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I Think Tl kil l"i}eSel'P Today

Tired and bored

constantly tired ond bered

No motlivation left

No life

Daily monotony

Gel up, go lo elass

go to work

eal (sometimes)

sleep (rarely)

Elernal sleep calls me

I never want to wake up again
Today is Friday.

The end of the week

Sleep in tomorrow; bul  fomorrow
for me

will never come

I wont be here

Work ends. Its 430

Drive home to my apartment fo my

3 lovely roommates, maybe they would like fo join

me

in my eternal sleep

Drive home in heavy 1raPPic with
STUFID IDIOTIC

New YorK drivers

the same as any other day

Finally home, calmly w-alk up the stairs
open the door

relieved no one home

throw books on my desk

I open the middle drower swithin

ies a gun

a toy cap gun with an orange tipped
barrel

[l“‘u'l'liea“y the manuPacturer named the qun

56

FlJ H‘ln }rll

I I:H-'ll-lgfl'b-l' it SPEciPicu"y Por the name and

used il
in a phato shoot
onee

Sighing with disappointment Por il is nol
a real gun

“Maybe I con bludgeon myselPt 1o death
say and

chucKle softly

I carry the toy gun lo my bedroom

I shal the door ond tun the lock

I sel the gun on the bed and lay Plaf
on the Ploor reaching Por

the shoe box

hidden

in

a

corher

undernealb the bed

cot it

slowly 1 apen il my heart

sweells

as the light hils the

cold hard sleel causing it

1o shine liKe

a diamonhd

I toke the weapon Prom the box

the w-eight of il

|dtKil'lg e

inlo

r'eﬂhiy

loaded

safetlies ofP

[ sit on my bed and glonce al my poster
above my pillows. 115 o poster of Death
himself with Pleshless sKall and

burning red-orahge eyes

Gl“iﬁl’lil"ig’

e



has o bony Pinger poinied

™

5 waiting

supervises as [ durn my back

Him
old  steel Peels nice ngu:lih.'i‘l

soft PMeshy temple

jer squeezes the
gger

wonder i anyohe will miss

me?

Does this Pt your judgment?

Your stereolype MOTIWERFUCKER

Am I Por real?
Sice wou khow me 5o well
vyou tell mE

Jennifer Koshler

Jennilfer

MOTHERFUCEER

K
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untitled

ohe day breaking lhe leaves eating cold

Pood looking oul inle whalever may be {ranspiring
somebody cried oul Por allenlioh anhd was seen

as '"12}- danced in a Prenzy of desire to be
completely naked and as I looKk now stuff will happen
lo the big dog, 1he one you call home, thase

who came and Saw a heed and shol off lheir own
toes and Ped them 1o 1he goldPish i 1heir

ponds full of gasoline and a dash of madness
stronded on on island where the insecurity {ree
grows (Pl in  adjeclive here) every day until

ils lears begin 1o drop so soflly on the ground as
the draught crumples up every lasl piece of soil so
profound that the birds begin Plying upside down

in a more enlighlened sense of searching Por Pood
they Sow the sun and looKed around until there

was only a dimlylit moon of Knowledge

= FPhil ERobinson

Pl" ! | Iﬁuh}; S
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Avalanche

Show Makes descend,

Cascading oround you like plucked pelals of

he~loves—me,

he~loves—me—nol.

You observe the crystal-like Porms begin their Fall from
Innocence,

Their Fall Prom Grace,

The Fall of Ulimate Redemplion.

Forced Prom clouds of silver mirrors thal reflect the ills of
rct.ﬂi*y.

And causes the angels 1o ery icy ftears,

Tears that fumble uncontrollably through the indifPerent sea of
ice ahd wihd.

Mo warm arms to welcome them as lhey descend,

only a cold blanKet created Prom its own wrong doings.
Mere, its Pate is delermined.

All things have the Preedom of chaice,

To chose to mell inte anolber form,

And 1o release the Pear of lhe wncertain,

or to remain Prozen,

To always regretl.

Each maKes ils own choice,

Fach lives with thalt choice.

Bul heed this:

Those swho wish to remain Porever unchonged,
Must conPorm 1o those shifP in Porm,

And l"iuSi PaiePu“y frollov ﬂ"ll.ﬂ enivilable Pﬂﬂl of the awvalanche.

- Amanda Kelley
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untitled

dreaming regrets and losl  time |
blanK space i wondered inte cle
bul newver came back

where are you and where do ¥
you've beer?

i never lalKed the lines down
if you ever Knew the dthings i

somehow i i Peel you shill arou

just in the ocassional dream coul:

pass a momenl of angelic light
Prom within the nolhings of spa.
i5 halP—lost without you  ahd  wee

losing  ourselves in moments.

= dim miller
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Intrusions

Do you remember thal evening by loKe Michigan?

When we dreamed our dreams aohd wowed 1o climb P Fuji in the year 2003.
Yes, you were lhere and nowhere else

And I was lhere ond nowhere else

When swe were walking on lhe ledge, wanling te Ply over the swaler

Our shadows mingled and became one

My shadow did nol come back 1o me.

Could you plEafe mail i back al wour carliest conweniencd?

Last fime when I had a cupPul of sleep,

You arrived whahhouhced

And asked i TN love you a lof

Yes, I Ssaid.

On a bed of lender Plames.

Always.

(vou smell of cinamon and cloves!)

And as 1 began 1o wrile my name with my Pinger lips on your body
And whispered inte youw eye-lashes,

You walked away, promising to come back.

What should I tell you, how TI've been withoul you?

Why don't you fell me how You've done withoul me?

The lasl messenger leM by the morning train.

They newer come back,

And 1hey never reach you.

What else could I do? The pigeons refuse lo Py in this weather
Before I close the letle; I apologize Por any incohvenience and delays.

And by the way, ML Fuji might be up Por auclion next week at Sotheby's.

~ Sameer Malhotra

@j‘fff"'_"‘_’ﬁ‘f_»ifﬁ%__‘g@_“




MeXico

lappy birthday rings through my ears.
[ con Peel labasca Souce burhing my blue lips.

y hands slip slowly

my manliness.

up and down My Zipper reassuring

the lurquoise balhroem 1 aom covered in dense fog

slither inlo my Finlo and slowly

h.

silenﬂy,

karen L. DirKse

A

Scurry  awway,

liﬂp'ﬂlg thal My ||:|ug'|1‘|£'l' will be hidden.

The Eeu{niK Yuppie Session

The economic managemen! of a yuppie

is lorn between dressdown Khaki ond those
coPPechouse geeKs (of which am 1 neither?)
the chardohhays become stifP

from internet porha ahd a

dry wmarlini thal'll {urn  your

head around

Like the eighlies rejects Prom

John Wughes clinging 1o the

sexual age of reconsiruclion

s ] l‘cvi‘lﬂfiﬂh Por ﬂhGSC wliﬂ cal l"h‘:l"’ c'l.'r‘l""lpi"{'l'l('l"ld

the meaning of single lone parking
caMmpus pnrﬂing licKets and

college loans

all served up in a grilled
portabello  sandwich

- kristin B Schuyler
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this is signatures Mmagazine

may 2000 @ il

the Pollowing people are referred to as
“editors” of aPoremenlioned magasine:
jennifer Kochler
nathan Janiewe ski
dan lasechi
rishi mehda
tim  miller
alexis p-e'lersoﬂ
andrew  schall

.'H‘r.-' phnl'l e SNowr

the next Pollowing people are responsible for
lhe cd—rom wersion {on shiny silver dise):
rishi mehda
Sean Morris
richard ninh

andrew  Schall

the nexl Pollowing person is responsible Por magazine layout:

5 fephnni(- SO

this Magqasing s pussil-nle because of 1hese organizations:
the instilule crealive arls commillee
the oPPice of the provost
the college of liberal arts
the rﬂ“i’gi‘ off  iMaging arls & Ssciences
the college of applied scicnce & lechnology

the co—sponsorship board of student government

lhese Pollowing people are helpful and nice
and aforementioned maogoazine shall like 1o thank
them in  this space:

a roham  macKenzie

brian moon
tom lunn and monroe graphics

everyohe swho sent in  submissions

E'h(‘ll"al)- Sp-le-ciﬂ] “‘mﬂ-KS I{! CHIr puﬂ.l”}r advisors, |

sam abrams and jobn roche. thank you.






