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Patricia D\ebaiVCronicIe
Rhonda Bowers and Maria Marcheva from Columbia’s MIS department check out the Blackstone sale.

Blackstone hotel goes condo

By Ryan Adair

Managing/News Editor

Two instructors in Columbia’s
Math and Science department
were awarded a quarter of a
million dollars last week after
settling a defamation lawsuit, in
which two other colleagues
allegedly accused them of pla-
giarism.

Pangratios Papacosta and Ann
C. Hanson filed a lawsuit
against Zafra Lerman and Keith
Kostecka of the college’s
Institute of Science Education
and Science Communication,
citing that the two professors
had accused Papacosta and
Hanson, as well as the Math and
Science department, of “blatant
plagiarism.” According to the

By Neda Simeonova
Staff Writer

A liquidation sale of hotel furnishings last
week was the first step in converting the long-
shuttered Blackstone Hotel, located next to
Columbia’s Torco Building, into a luxury con-
dominium development.

The sale started on April 21 and will continue
through May 21. On May 2, a multi-million dol-
lar renovation of the building will begin, said
Darrell Dunson, project coordinator for the lig-
uidation at the hotel.

Nearly two years ago, the 22-story, 305-room
hotel was forced to shut down because of vari-
ous safety violations. Since then the hotel has
remained vacant.

The owners, North Carolina-based Heaven on
Earth Inns Corp., were forced to vacate guests

and let go of its 80 employees after City of
Chicago inspectors discovered serious safety
problems in the 1910 building. The corporation
is run by transcendental meditation guru
Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, who achieved fame
when he served as guru to the Beatles. The
Maharishi has courted several options for the use
of the hotel but until now none have passed.

James Kinney, president of residential sales at
Rubloff Inc., was hired as the sales agent to mar-
ket the proposed luxury condos. “[The plans]
are a little premature at this point. The zoning
approved by the city is for up to 73 units. We are
planning somewhere between 45 to 50 units
because we are looking to do more of luxury
type condos,” Kinney said.

Kinney said that the floor plans for the condos
were not ready, “We are planning about 3,200

See Blackstone, page 5

lawsuit, Papacosta and Hanson
claimed Lerman and Kostecka
said they plagiarized informa-
tion in an article written by the
former in the Journal of College
Science Teaching in 1998,

The Institute of Science is a
separate entity from the Science
and Math department and was
founded in the early 1990s,

with the aide of former
Columbia president, Mike
Alexandroff.

The plagiarism was detailed
in a report released by the insti-
tute in ‘98. The report was then
circulated to 30 members of
Columbia’s faculty and staft for
review during the college’s

- Columbia professors
“awarded $250,000
~in plagiarism lawsuit

reaccreditation process, in the
spring of 1999.

According to the report, mem-
bers of the Math and Science
department, “submitted papers
for publication in which they
misrepresented these ideas as
their own, and without proper
credit to the originators of these
methods.” The report went on to
compare the aforementioned
article by Papacosta and Hanson,
citing the professors’ work as an
example of the plagiarism.

“In academia, allegations of
plagiarism can ruin a profession-
al career,” Papacosta said, fol-
lowing the settlement. **Ann and
I were completely shocked and
saddened by these accusations.”

After revision by a committee
formed by John B. Duff, former
college president, the investiga-
tion of plagiarism was dropped,
due to a lack of evidence and
the inability to prove that actual
plagiarism had occurred.

Papacosta and Hanson named
Lerman, the institute’s director
and researcher Kostecka in the
defamation lawsuit. The college
opted to settle out of court and
not pursue the matter further.

According to Carol Bryant,
from College Relations, the set-
tlement bares no liability
toward the school and legal fees
and settlement costs are cov-
ered by the college’s insurance
policy.

See Lawsuit, page 2

College ‘founder’ Alexandroff dead at 78

By Amber Holst

Editor-in-Chief

Columbia President Emeritus Mirron
“Mike” Alexandroff, 78, died Friday,
April 20th, at Northwestern Memorial
Hospital after a brief illness,

Alexandroff lead the college from a

small trade school with a bleak reputation
to the nationally known liberal arts college
of today. As president of the college from
1963 to 1992, Alexandroff was responsi-

ble for instituting the policies that now
define the college. He promoted utilizing
Chicago area media professionals as
instructors, pushed for higher minority
enrollments and made upper education
accessible through policies such as open
enrollment.

Under his tutelage, the college grew
from less than 200 students to more than
7,000 (currently the college has nearly
10,000 students). During the same time,
the college expanded from a one-floor

Columbia will close its doors on
Friday, May 11, in memory of the col-
lege's late President Emeritus Mirron
“Mike” Alexandroff. No classes will be

School to close in honor of Alexandroff

held that day and all administrative
offices will be closed as well.
The president’s office said the

unprecedented move to close the school

is a way to remember Alexandroff’s

accomplishments toward his unending

development of Columbia.

On May 11, there will be a college-
wide memorial celebration held at 1:30

p.m. at Columbia’s Getz Theater, 72 E.
11th street, followed by a reception at 3
p.m. at the Conaway Center, in the
Ludington building, 1104 S. Wabash Ave.

The president’s office noted that since
the Getz Theater only seats 400, the serv-
ice will also be broadcast on a closed cir-
cuited televisiop in a nearby area for
viewing,

The college is currently looking into
several options for honoring Alexandroff,
so that his memory has a permanent place
among the Columbia community.

school to one of the largest landholders
in the South Loop, and the college’s
budget skyrocketed from $100,000 to
$80 million.

“The unique and remarkable Columbia
College Chicago we know today would
not exist without his vision and energy,”
said Warrick L. Carter, president of
Columbia, in a statement. “Words cannot
describe the immense influence he has
had on this institution, on arts and com-
munications education in this country,
and-directly or indirectly-on the lives of
all of us in the Columbia community. As
a leader, a mentor, and a friend, we will
miss him deeply.”

“You could trace [Columbia College]
back to the 1890s but he is the founder in
its modern form,” said Dominic Pacyga,
faculty member in the Liberal Arts
department. “The college flowered under

Mirron “Mike” Alexandroff

L

his direction. He really was this good
guy—bright, dynamic, interesting and a
person who had heart.

“It’s obvious that none of us would be
here if not for the vision and tenacity of
Mike Alexandroff. In the early days, he
took the school from fewer than 200 stu-
dents and turned it into what it is today.
And he did it on almost sheer strength of
will with his innovation and creativity,”

said Randy Albers, chairperson of the
Fiction Writing department.

“When he took over, the school was on
the brink of disaste said Louis
Silverstein, of the Liberal Education
department. “He had the foresight and
the insight to look at the needs of society
and the young people in the Chicago area

See Alexandroff, page 2



News and Notes

Art & Design loses well
respected faculty member

The Art and Design department lost another prominent
member of its faculty last week. Pat Olson, a part-time
faculty member, who had been with the department since
1978, passed away around 3 p.m., Sunday April 22.
Olson was known as an outstanding figurative artist,
whose paintings reside in many collections and have
been exhibited worldwide. A memorial celebration will be
held at her house in Rogers Park, on Saturday, May 5,
from 1 p.m. to 8 p.m. For more information, contact the
Art and Design department at (312) 344-7378.

MTV to visit campus,
seeking student opinions

MTV Animation is seeking students to critique their new
animated series, “Undergrads.” The show is a slice of
life comedy about four high school friends now attending
neighboring universities. The show was created by a 22
year-old former ‘undergrad’ from New York University's
Tisch School of the Arts. “Undergrads” will be screened
on Monday and Thursday, April 30 and May 1, at noon in
room 302 of the Ludington Building, 1104 S. Wabash.

The following week, lla Abramson, recruiting manager
for MTV Animation in New York, will be presenting a lec-
ture and presentation on Tuesday, May 8 at 2 p.m. in
room 302 of the Ludington Building. For more informa-
tion, call the Career Center for Arts and Media at (312)
344-7280.

Women Employed hosts
careers in broadcast
communications panel

Women Employed will hold a career development sem-
inar focusing on the field of broadcast communications,
on May 17. A panel of distinguished professionals will
discuss what it takes to break into and succeed in this
competitive industry. The panelists have worked as pro-
ducers, spokespersons and on-air hosts for corporations,
non-profit organizations and government agencies. The
seminar will focus on trends in the communications
industry, career paths and training issues and women's
prospects for advancement.

The discussion is hosted by Women Employed, a 25-
year-old organization, helping to employ women
Exptected guests inciude, Troi Tyler, WVAZ-FM person-
ality, Terri Hammert, on-air host of WXRT-FM and pro-
fessor of radio and sound at Columbia, and Hope
Daniels, also of Columbia’s radio department.

The event sill be Thursday May 17, from 4:45 to 7:15
p.m., at Women Employed, 111 N. Wabash Ave., suite
1300. The seminar is free to Women Employed mem-
bers, $25 for non-members. Space is limited, so atten-
dees are encouraged to call ahead. To register, call,
(312) 782-3902

Women Employed is described as a membership
organization dedicated to the economic advancement of
women through service, public education and advocacy
Founded in 1873, Women Employed plays an active role
in preserving and assuring the effectiveness of equal
employment opportunity policies and is a leading expert
in fair compensation practices, work and life balance,
and other issue affecting women in the workplace

Theater department stages
Shakespearean classic

The Theater department is presenting Shakespeare's
“Macbeth” currently running through May 6, in the New
Studio Theater, directed by department chair Sheldon
Patinkin and faculty member Tom Mula Call (312) 344-
6126 to make reservations. Free tickets to Columbia stu-
dents pending availability Since the New Studio is small,
people are encouraged to call ahead

H'you have an upcoming event or
announcement, please call
1 . bl
the Chronicle’s news desk

at (312) 344-7255.

VISIT US ON THE WEB AT
WWW.CCCHRONICLE.COM

The sky’s the limit:

Allison Fander paints the trim of a wall as part of Lynne Copp’s Senior Seminar, senior class project.
Copp'’s class painted the room to resemble a sky, complete with clouds and a sun, to make the learning
environment more interesting for future classes.

Patricia Dieball/Chronicle

Alexandroff

Continued from Front Page

that were not being met, and he cre-
ated a new Columbia College
focusing on the arts and media.”

“I met Mike in 1970 as a student
at Columbia,” said Tom Nawrocki
of the English department. “He was
always a very approachable person.
He would just walk in the hallways
and talk with students.

“He was a big baseball fan,”
added Nawrocki. “He used to eat
breakfast at this place on Ohio
Street, and you could sit down next
to him and talk about the White Sox
for 40 minutes. He wasn’t afraid to
be for the underdog. When he saw a
wrong or an injustice he would
speak up.”

“My first impression of Mike was
of a kindly, Santa Claus like figure,
who was standing behind the
cashier's window when | came to
my first meeting with him 27 years
ago this month,” said Lya Dym
Rosenblum  former head of
Columbia’s grad school and now
part of the College Relations and
Development  Office. “We had
instant rapport, and he persuaded
me that being Academic Dean of
Columbia was the most exciting
opportunity in the world. Working
with him was. Our long discussions
late into the afternoon and evening
opened new perspectives on educa-
tion-and what it could be.

“He was a storyteller, a supreme-
ly gifted teacher who never formal-
ly taught, a leader who could make

Lawsuit

Continued from Front Page

“If it were up to me, [ would have
pushed to have it go to trial,” said
Lerman, who has  been  with
Columbia since 1977, “The insur-
ance company insisted on settling.
I"m extremely disappointed that the
college would rather settle than
defend the principled position.”

Lerman maintains that she did not
write the report, which defamed
Papacosta and Hanson, and that she
had little knowledge of it, when it
wirs drafted, Kostecka was unavail-
able for comment at press time,

anyone into a follower, especially
with his visions of education, the
arts and politics. [ will miss him—
and will always be grateful for his
friendship and mentorship.”

Born in 1923 on the city’s South
Side, Alexandroff was raised in
West Englewood and later Hyde
Park. His mother Cherrie Phillips
was a school principal, his father
Norman, who emigrated from
Moldavia, was the inventor of a
pleating machine and later got into
the broadcast industry. His grand-
mother reportedly carried children
across the Chicago River during the
Great Chicago Fire of 1871.

Alexandroff said his first name,
Mirron, loosely translates into
‘world peace’ from Russian. “My
father had a party to name me the
night my mother went to the hospi-
tal,” Alexandroff told the Chicago
Tribune in 1992, “The winner,
someone told me years later, was
‘Opus One,’ Instead, my father
named me Mirron, a name he made
up from *mir," the word for peace in
Russian.”  Later, Alexandroff’s
friends gave him the nickname
“Mike.”

During World War I1, Alexandroft
served for four years as an infantry
sergeant, He later attended Wilson
Junior College, Roosevelt
University, where he later received
a B.S. in psychology and later the
University of Chicago.

Meanwhile, Alexandroff’s father

“My colleagues at larvard, Yale
and Princeton cannot believe that it
has actually come to this,” Lerman
said in response to the settlement.

Papacosta and Hanson, on the
other hand, are glad the three-year
ordeal has come to an end, but are
still unhappy that a retraction of the
report was never put into effect,
Papacosta said that while the tormer
Columbia president, Dufl, contacted
Lerman to withdraw the report,
Lerman refused, due to “political
reasons.”

had broken into the broadcast
industry producing radio shows and
running a studio in the Fine Arts
building at 410 S. Michigan Ave.
While there, he became associated
with Columbia College, which was
also housed in the Fine Arts build-
ing. At the time, the small college
was teaching radio broadcasting. It
had evolved from the Columbia
College of Oratory, founded in
1890 in honor of the World's
Columbian Exhibition of 1893.

In 1907 it was renamed Columbia
College of Expression and taught
women to be speech teachers. In
the 1920s and *30s the small col-
lege had financial difficulties and
merged with the national college of
education, before settling on its
broadcast focus.

Following World War I,
Alexandroft’s father secured a sub-
stantial G.I. Bill contract with the
U.S. Veterans Affairs program to
open a guidance center for return-
ing veterans of World War [I.

Mirron Alexandroft went to work
for his father in the guidance center
as both a psychologist and business
manager for the school. His father
left the coMege in 1950 and
Alexandroft said he became presi-
dent in 1963 by “default.”

At the time, Columbia had 175
students and a miniscule budget.
Alexandroft decided he would use

See Alexandroff, page 3

“This has been a very stresstul and
emotional experience,” Hanson said.

Papacosta said the main purpose for
the lawsuit was to restore reputabili-
ty to not only his and Hanson's
name, but also to the Math and
Science department as well.

“It's painful that we had to file a
lawsuit against our own institution,
but we were forced to do this in
order 1o clear our names,” he said.
“1's too bad this energy was wasted.
T'his could have all been avoided, it
the report had been retracted.”
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Alexandroff

Continued from Previous Page

the decade to redefine the college but
faced immense hurdles.

“For most of the ‘60s, we barely made
it until June,” he recalled in a 1982
interview with the Chronicle of Higher
Education. “Each year we faced the
dreadful bleak months of summer with
an income of about $3.80. We hoped
that by October new students would
begin to pay some small amount. For
years | was not paid in the summer. You
didn’t answer the phone then, because
you know the person on the other end
was undoubtedly a creditor.”

As the school started to expand he
moved it to a larger location, the top
floor of a warehouse at 540 N. Lake
Shore Drive. He began luring industry
professionals to teach on a part time
basis, and one of his first recruits was
Gwendolyn Brooks.

“I would see the names of artists and
entertainers in the newspaper and [

would call them up,” Alexandroff said
in the same Chronicle of Higher
Education interview. “I would take
them out to lunch at a cafeteria and pick
up the bill for $1.65. I would persuade
them to come participate in this crusade
for higher education for the popular
artist. There were no money considera-
tions. No one had any money. No one
made any money.”

In 1965, composer and musician
William Russo, now chairperson of the
Music department, became Columbia’s
first full time faculty member.
Alexandroff’s wife, Jane, was the col-
lege’s only staff person.

By the 1970s the college was growing
in leaps and bounds. In 1973
Alexandroff lead a charge to have the
college fully accredited, and in 1975
with an enrollment of 1,800, the college
bought its signature 600 S. Michigan
Ave. building.

In 1991, Alexandroff recalled to the
Chicago Tribune the anxiety of those
growing pains “Remember the old pic-
ture ‘Viva Zapata’?” Alexandroff said.
“Marlon Brando, having for all practi-
cal purposes won the revolution, rides
into Mexico City on his horse, goes into
some major office with rows of desks
and typewriters. He looks at this array
of civilization, gets on his horse and
rides out of town. | looked at the five
elevators and marble floors and it was
almost too much for me. I had never
imagined we would get to this.”

Columbia’s growth continued to sky-
rocket in the 1980s, and by 1990,
Alexandroff had raised a ten million
dollar endowment for the school and
had purchased the Torco building at 624
S. Michigan Ave.

In 1992 he retired from the college
and was replaced by John B. Duff, who

tle as possible, with as little responsibil-
ity as | can manage,” Alexandroff told
the Chicago Tribune at the time.

Alexandroff’s wife Jane, who died at
the age of 65 in October of 1996, was
also a key figure in the growth of the
college. She was also involved in the
Chicago arts industry and in 1987,
launched Chicago Artists Abroad,
which constructed opportunities over-
seas for artists.

In 1993, the college recognized her
with an Honorary Degree for her work
at Columbia College.

The Alexandroffs had three children,
Niki Gray, Pam Eldenberg and Norman,
who serves as the school’s director of
publications, and several grandchildren.

—Jill Helmer and Chad Deinenger
contributed to this report

retired last year. “I’'m going to do as lit-

Alexandroff’s quotes and quotables

® “Columbia is a shared idea with close
ties to the enlightened educational phi-
losophy and practice. Undoubtedly,

Col s was coincident with
the burst of new ideas, new technologies
and new human expectations in the
1960s.”

— at the fall faculty retreat,

October 11, 1991.

ey

® “We are an urban institution—and we
intend a deliberate urban mission, which
stems from and responds to the racial,
cultural, economic and educational
diversity of this quintessentially
Anmerican city.”

— at the fall facuity retreat,

October 11,1991,

® T had always thought there was a bet-
ter way to educate people than the way
America was doing it then. I had a vari-
ety of ideas, and here was an available
college. There was an administrative
vacuum and I thought this might be an

— in a 1982 interview with the
Chronicle of Higher Education.

® “It is possible to market an institution
as a more practical and serious part of
the community than any of those that
presently exist.” o
— ina 1982 interview with the
Chronicle of Higher Education.

@ “We have offered practical, on-the-
job, learn-by-doing, professional educa-
tion. Our students have unabashedly
said, ‘I want to be a writer or a
Jjournalist.””

— in'a 1982 interview with the
Chronicle of Higher Education.

® “We can’t raise the tuition to a level
where it jeopardizes our mission. If the
students paid $6,000, instead of the pres-
ent $3,000 a year, Columbia would not
be the same institution.”

— in‘a 1982 interview with the
Chronicle of Higher Education.

® “Our studcﬁt body is not made up of
individuals who will ever be financially
successful. We have a tough row to
hoe.”

— in a 1982 interview with the
Chronicle of Higher Education.

® “Enjoy it and do good. My father
gave me a great line; ‘Mike, there are a
lot of racial slogans, but go first class.”
Pve tried to.”

— in a March 28, 1990 interview with
the Chicago Sun-Times.

® ] have some claim to a special kind
of Chicago authenticity. I’ve spent all
my life in Chicago, from birth to this

moment” except for World War [I. “It’s
a great city. I’'m a dedicated Chicago
baseball fan. If one exempts the war
years, ['ve seen 52 years of Sox opening
days.”

- in a March 28, 1990 interview with
the Chicago Sun-Times.

@ “In certain ways we arc an easy
school to get into and a hard school to
stay in.”

— in a March 22, 1992 interview with
the Chicago Sun-Times.

® “In 1973, when we were first fully
accredited, we had a good team of exam-
iners, but they couldn’t understand why
we had mushroomed. They went out
into the community. They talked to hun-
dreds of people and later mentioned in
their report, ‘every kid in town knows
about Columbia, but no parents do.””

— in a March 22, 1992 interview with
the Chicago Tribune

® “We were never arrayed against your

~ people. Many colleges feel they are elite
- places. Butour idea is that you serve

your community. 'We were interested in
educating people [0 earn reasonable

income for doing work they like.”

— in a March 22, 1992 interview with
the Chicago Tribune

~ @ “I first came there in 1947, working in
. the guidance center, helping Gls get over

war traumas. Father left about 1950. 1

- became business manger in 1955, but the

place was essentially leaderless. |
became president, in 1963, by utter
default, having nothing else to do.”

— ina March 22, 1992 interview with
the Chicago Tribune

® “In a collegiate sense, that occupa-
tional consequence is called ‘profession,’
and that had a kind of elitist ring to it.
Radio announcers were pursuing a
‘vocation,” and anthropologists were pur-
suing a ‘profession.’ The matter of a
career consequence was looked at dis-
dainfully by the greater bulk of those in
higher education. Students thought
about it, but the institutions behaved as if
they were preparing the best and bright-
est for a privileged state,”

— in a 1991 interview with the Tribune
Magazine

® To teachers, on how to teach their
classes, he said “Do anything you want
with it. Take it outdoors. Takeittoa
restaurant—run it in a restaurant, a cof-
fee shop. Do absolutely anything you
want with it. Anything!”

— in a 1991 interview with the 7ribune
Magazine

—Compiled by Jill Helmer

Two sides of “Mike” Alexandroff: (Above) An avid White Sox fan, Alexandroff and
his late wife Jane attend a game at Comiskey Park.

(Below) A march for freedom with John Shultz, former chair of Columbia’s Fiction
Writing department (center), and Alexandroff (right), takes place down Michigan
Avenue during an anti-Apartheid demonstration.
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“I want to introduce fungus to students, to show them how much
they’re used and to send the message to students that increasing
them in your diet is good for you.”

Weldong Chen, a University of Illinois mycologist

U of I students celebrate
studies with a fungus feast

URBANA, Ill. (AP) —
Consider the qualities of mys-
terious fungi that grow in
secret places in many differ-
ent forms, some of which take
the rap for social misbehavior.
—Hippies in the 1960s called
one form of their fayorite
recreational drugs “shrooms”
for the origins of its active

ingredients.
—Scientists now believe
strange  behavior  that

launched investigations—or
witch -hunts—in the 1690s in
New England was really
caused by grain contaminated
with a parasitic fungus known
as ergot.

—Then, at the other end of
the scale, there’s penicillin, a
fuzzy green mold that revolu-
tionized medicine after Dr.
Alexander Fleming discov-
ered in 1928 that it inhibits
bacteria growth.

“Fungi are important to us,”
said .Weidong Chen, a
University of Illinois mycolo-
gist, or fungus specialist,
who's. teaching a discovery
course this year about the
good, the bad and the ugly in
the fungus family.

“They have many medicinal
properties you can’t find else-
where, Chen said. “I want to
introduce fungus to students,
to show them how much
they’re used and to send the
message to students that
increasing them in your diet
is good for you.”

The students recently cele-
brated their focus on fungus
by serving a lunch heavily
laced with mushrooms, the
most popular member of a
family that may include up to
250,000 species.

They topped pizzas and a
salad, and they accompanied
pork with shiitake, and cab-
bage with ear fungus takeout.
Chen’s menu also included
bread made with yeast, and
blue cheese with veins of
penicillium, two different
forms of fungus.

“Fungus are used in tradi-
tional Chinese medicine,”
Chen said. “Studies prove
they have chemicals that do
the body good. Shiitake has
two compounds in that sup-
press tumor growth and
reduce cholesterol in the
blood. Yeast fungus has the
same properties as choles-
terol-reducing drugs.”

He said ear fungus also
reduces cholesterol and thins
blood and enoki mushrooms
“have anti-tumor and immune-
enhancing properties. In
China, red rice yeast is used
to maintain a healthy heart
and circulatory system, and
oyster mushrooms are used to
treat rheumatism and arthri-
tis. Maitake mushrooms,
delicious in food, have potent
anti-tumor, anti-viral and
immune-enhancing proper-
ties. Chen said clinical trials
are currently being conduct-

ed pitting maitake against the
AIDS virus, hypertension
and hepatitis B.

But there’s a dark side to
the fungus story, one that
quickly caught the attention
of Chen’s students.

“I'm interested in the poi-
sonous mushrooms,” said
Cindy Rich, a biology major.
“I love mushrooms, but I
probably won’t go picking
them in a forest.”

“It’s interesting what all the
different fungi do,” said stu-
dent David Mendoza. “They
look the same, but one can
kill you in a day and another
cures sickness”

Mendoza said Chen taught
students warning signs for
poisonous mushrooms.

“If it has a bulb on the bot-
tom, don’t mess, it’s poison,”
he said. “If there are spots on
the top, watch out, but some
good. ones also have spots
too, so it’s hard to tell.”

Mendoza said Chen’s
course piqued his interest in
the subject and he may enroll
next year in a plant patholo-
gy course exploring more
facts about fungi.

“Fungi are important in
plant pathology,” said Cleo
D’Arcy, who teaches the
course with Darin Eastburn.
“The real goal of our course
is to increase students’
awareness of agriculture in
their lives.”

Racism charged in party bust

CARBONDALE, Ill. (AP)—

A group of black students at

Southern [llinois University is
charging racism was behind
police breaking up an off-
campus party with tear gas.

Some students are planning
a demonstration Saturday
night in the city’s downtown.
They want police to apolo-
gize and drop charges against
Patrick Gant, a 26-year-old
elementary education major
who was charged with aggra-
vated battery and resisting
arrest.

Police were responding to
complaints about loud music,
said Carbondale Police Chief
R.T. Finney, who defended
his officers’ actions.

Gant, who is from Chicago,
was hosting a block party
with his neighbors about a
half-mile from the SIU cam-
pus when a group of officers
arrived in their squad cars
arm.mdnll 1 am. Sm} 6 said
P; es, 21,0 icago,
who S:Jndsed the party. :

Two officers knocked on

Gant’s door and asked one of -

his roommates, John Bratton,
. to turn down the music,
police and Bratton said.

But when police took

“At one point I was lying on my bed with my
covers over my head trying to get away from
the Mace and one of the officers jumped up
on the bed and continued to spray me.”

Patrick Gant, 26-year-old elementary education major who
was charged with aggravated battery and resisting arrest.

Bratton’s identification card,
Gant objected and reached for
the card, according to both
Gant and Finney.

When the officer tried to
arrest Gant, Gant retreated
into his bedroom, where wit-
nesses say six or seven police
officers ultimately subdued
him with tear gas and physi-
cal force.

“At one point [ was lying on
my bed with my covers over
my head trying to get away
from the Mace,” Gant said.
“And one of the officers
jumped up on the bed and
continued to spray me.”
Finney said his officers acted
properly. ;

“When a. verbal command
doesn’t work, you have to put
your hands on them, and
when that doesn’t work you

have to use other force, like
Mace,” he said.

Witnesses said police also
sprayed tear gas at several peo-
ple outside Gant’s bedroom
window, whom they say were
trying to help Gant escape.
Hardges said police overre-
acted because everyone at the
party was black.

“It’s not that they hate black
people, but the way the police
acted was racist,” he said.
Finney said racism played no
part in the incident. “We treat
all parties the same,” he said.
Police said Gant was arrested
and charged with obstructing
justice, resisting a police offi-
cer and two counts of aggra-
vated battery. He was
released on $500 bond.

(€3]

Blackstone

Continued from Front Page

square feet for the smallest
units and up to a full floor or
11,200 square feet for the
largest.” The last plans will
depend on the final pricing
from the contractor. “So far,
the pricing is going to be in

the range of 500 to 600 dol-
lars per square foot,”
Kinney added.

According to Kristen
Cabanban, a spokesperson
with the Chicago Department
of Buildings, the building has
undergone complete asbestos
removal but there are still
code violations that exist on
the property. :

During the renovation of
the new units, all the gue-
strooms will be turned into
condominiums, explained
Dunson. “Two of the rooms
are staying intact. One of
them is the lobby and the
other is the ballroom. It is
kind of sad to see the old
dinosaurs leaving,” he said.
“I think of all the movies that
were made in the hotel, it has
a lot of sentimental value.”

“I am open to changes in
the hotel,” said liquidation
shopper Naomi Nelson,
who works in the downtown
area. “A lot of the business-
es are going away and they
need to bring the people
back to the city, so if the
condos is what brings them
back, so be it. I am sure that
the history of the hotel will
be missed.”

“It is kind of sad looking
around. Visually the liqui-
dation signs on the hotel
look so tacky right on
Michigan Avenue, which
has this great persona,” said
shopper Mark Doucette, an
economist with the U.S.
Department of Labor.

‘Doucette thought that it
was a good idea to turn the

rooms of the hotel into luxu-
ry condominiums. “I think it
is better to adopt the proper-
ty than leave it vacant. If
that’s what the market is sup-
porting, I don’t have a prob-
lem with it because it is safe
to live in the city now and it
will be good for the people,”
Doucette explained.

Maria Marcheva and
Rhonda Bowers, both from
Columbia’s MIS department
had come to check out the
sale like many others. “I
think that it is pretty sad that
they had to close the hotel
down, it has been a part of
history,” Bowers said.

She thought it would have
been great if more items on
sale had the Blackstone logo
on them. “It is an old hotel, it is
something unique,” Marcheva
said. “History has to survive.”

The hotel—a historic land-
mark, was known as the
“Hotel of Presidents.” Over
the years it has hosted
almost every U.S. president,
a total of 26, with the excep-
tion of Lyndon Johnson and
Gerald Ford.

It was also famous for the
“smoke-filled room,” where
admist cigar smoke Senator
Warren G Harding was
influenced to be the
Republican Party nominee
for the 1920 presidential
election.

The Blackstone carries the
feel of great historical
events that have taken place
within its walls. In the past
it was used for numerous
settings for well-known
movies such as “The Babe”
starring John Goodman,
“The Untouchables” with
Kevin Costner, “The Color
of Money” starring Paul
Newman and others.

Cops nab more
Purdue students
for basketball riots

WEST LAFAYETTE, Ind.
(AP)—City and campus
police officers on Friday
arrested twelve Purdue
University students on a
variety of charges in con-
nection with the distur-
bance  that followed
Purdue’s loss in the NCAA
women'’s tournament.

University officials said
arrest warrants have also
been issued for two other
people. Police previously
arrested five students and
two non-students for their
alleged roles in the April 1
disturbance.

Officials estimate the
unruly crowds that roamed
the campus area after
Purdue lost to Notre Dame
in the women’s basketball
championship game caused

" about $75,000 in damage,

mostly to vehicles and
buildings.

The charges against the
students arrested Friday are
mostly misdemeanor counts

of criminal mischief and
rioting. One student faces a
felony charge of theft, the
university said. :
Purdue has already
expelled six students and
suspended two for their actions
during the melee, university
spokeswoman Jeanne
Norberg said. Ten other
students have been called
in for disciplinary hearings.

Stephen Akers, Purdue’s
executive associate dean of
students, said the 10 pend-
ing cases should be com-
pleted within the next week
and more might follow after
some preliminary investiga-
tions are concluded.

Purdue police Capt. Steven
Dietrich said investigators
have identified 56 people
from videotapes of the dis-
turbance.

He said of the 158 images
the department posted on its
web site, only five remain
unidentified.
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THE CAREER CENTER FOR ARTS AND MEDIA OF COLUMBIA COLLEGE CHICAGO
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...your chance to INTEIVIEW on-campus for entry-level jobs in the
arts & communications feis!

1) Come to the Career Center for Arts & Media front desk

(623 S. Wabash Ave, Suite 300) and submit your resume for approval.
2) Review and choose the employers and jobs that interest you.
3) When your resume is approved, sign up for interview times
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Experience the ,MAG,NAT’ON, CREATIVITY and
DIVERSITY of COLUMBIA’S FASHION STUDENTS

COLUMBIA COLLEGE CHICAGO

FASHION ASSOCIATION

CORDIALLY INVITES
YOU TO ATTEND

THE 5TH ANNUAL

FASHION

COLUMBIA 2001

WEDNESDAY MAY ; TH MATINEE PERFORMANCE [$15]
1:30 PM FASHION SHOW
CONAWAY MULTICULTURAL CENTER EVENING PERFORMANCE [$401

1104 SOUTH WABASH AVENUE 6:00 PM RECEPTION
CHICAGO ILLINOIS 7:00 PM FASHION SHOW

COLUMBIA COLLEGE CHICAGO

TICKETS AVAILABLE AT THE DOOR OR PHONE ORDER 312-344-7651
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Hokin Gallery - 623 S, wabash -;;Age
Reception:

Fiction Writing Department

Looking
for a class?

Think
Fiction
Writing!

Are you interested in writing?

Are you creative?

Do you have stories to tell?
See your department advisor or
visit the Fiction Writing Department
during Early Registration for Fall 2001
Tuesday, May 1 through Friday, May 11, 2001.
And for Summer 2001—Monday, April 23
through Thursday, April 26
Call for your Early Registration appointment now!
312-344-7611

(Classes available in

< Short Stories
< Novels
* Creative Nonfiction
« Script Forms

Story Workshop® and other Fiction Writing Department
courses will improve reading, writing,
speaking, listening, visualizing, and
creative problem-solving skills
useful for every college major and the job market.
Fiction Writing Department
12" Floor, 624 S. Michigan Avenue
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AS AN EGG DONOR
WE CAN COMPENSAITE YOU,
BUT NEVER. REPAY YOU.,

CYNTIHA M. - All Conference
Goal Keeper, Graphic Arts Student,
and College Newspaper Photographer.

“I really enjoy participating
in student aclivities,
my instructors go out of
iheir way to belp and I'm
earning my degree quickly.”

COMPUTER STUDIES
BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION
HEALTH STUDIES
ART & DESIGN

Now Offerin e T

Bachelor of Sa'fnce RBERi
Degree in AR DIQ
Graphic Design ‘ W

COLLEGE

www.rmciledu

XCHEQUER

Restaurant & Pub

Call 800-225-1520

312-939-5633

226 South Wabash Avenue
Chicago, IL 60605

10% Discount with A valid college ID

couple’s undying gratitude. Drawing
on my experience as a former egyg

qualified to

donor, we are uniquely
ofter you a le S1EM m
understan t boe d

other serv

13 ’
Make a life Make o diference

C CEIVEABILITIES

at www.conceiveabilities.com.

Call us at 773-868-3971. Or visit us anline

Visit the new Rain Dog Books & Calé featuring:

® Gourmet collee & espresso drinks

® Pustries & desserts

o Comfortable. intimate atmosphere

® New and used books on architecture,
history, philosophy, literature. poetry.
music, film & the ars

¢ Located in the Fine Arts Building,
just steps from the Symphony Center
& the Art Institute of Chicago.

MEDITERRANEAN CAFE

OPEN: MONDAY - SATURDAY NOON - 7PM

| O% DISCOUNT TO
STUDENTS AFTER 4

224 South Wabash Avenue,
Chicago, IL 60605

312-939-5685
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Columbia College’s legac

olumbia last week lost a little bit of
‘ itself, but it’s not any weaker for

that. In fact, thanks to a grandfa-
therly looking gentleman by the name of
Mirron Alexandroff, who passed away
April 20th at the age of 78, Columbia is a
leader in its class.

Alexandroff was the president of
Columbia from 1963 to 1992, but he was
more than that. He was the college’s
“founding father,” its biggest advocate and
its most enthusiastic architect—but most
of all, he was a visionary.

He nurtured Columbia at an opportune
time, the 1960s. It was an era when re-
evaluation and change became the norm.
He took a little storefront of a college in
River North, one in which the entire stu-
dent body could fit in a freight elevator,
and cultivated it into an educational oppor-
tunity—tfor not only Chicagoans, but now
for students across the globe.

He broke down all traditional barriers
when it came to upper education and
rewrote the rules so that those who never

had a chance to go to college—both aca-
demically and financially-—could attain a
diploma. There was no other school out-
side Columbia that did that.

In addition to being an educator, he was
a humanitarian, and that’s a trait he
brought back to the classroom. He
marched with Dr. King, was an advocate of
the labor movement and he was a propo-
nent of breaking down the obstacles that
prevented minorities from reaching the
same dreams as white Americans.

He was a lover of Chicago and never
missed an opening day game at Comiskey
Park, except when serving in World War I1.
He appreciated the arts and more so those
people who worked in them. Often he
would drag them to the halls of Columbia
and point them toward a classroom.
Unfortunately, most of the students in the
halls today wouldn't recognize Alexandroff
if his ghost was to walk past them. But, he
wasn’t in it for the recognition. Instead, he
would be proud that those students chose
the opportunity that he helped cultivate.

How to make Metra really fl

Since Columbia is primarily a commuter
college, most students travel a by car, el or
Metra to get there. The Metra, unlike the
CTA, doesn’t grant students a discount.
While the CTA and Columbia have agreed
to include the U-Pass in all full-time stu-
dents tuition for $70 a semester, students
who ride the Metra can pay as much as
$125 for one monthly pass.

The Metra does offer discount fares to
“full time students enrolled in an accredited
grade or high school.” as stated in their stu-
dent fare policy.

Those students save approximately 50
percent off normal fares.

Metra should act like the CTA and give
college students a discounted fare.

College is extremely expensive, and for
some, the most financially and mentally
stressful time of their life.

Metra is a convenient, quick alternative to
driving for most, but some students don’t
embrace its benefits because they are upset
about the costly train fares.

These students, instead, choose to take to
the highways, which can lead to sloppy
driving, tardiness, and pollution.

In fact, gas prices have “soared 15 percent
in the last month,” according to an article in
the April 25 issue of the New York Times.

The article continues to say that most
American gasoline refineries are operating
at full capacity, so the supplies will not be
going up anytime soon, and prices will
probably be high throughout the summer.

That, combined with the high price of
parking in the city (anywhere from
$8-814), is an even bigger financial burden
on students than Metra.
However, most students fail to recognize
that fact, because they have a hard time
keeping up with Metra’s schedule.

Metra should, therefore, embrace college

See Metra, page 11

Exposure

Lake Shore Drive and 31st Street

Sheila Bocchine/Chronicle

Letters to
the Editor

Editorials are the opinions of the Editonal
Board of The Columbin Chronicle. Columns are the
apinions ol the author(s)
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Views expressed in this publication are
those of the writer and are not the opinions of
The Columbia Chronicle, Columbla's Journalism
dopartment or Columbia College Chicago.

Letters to tho Editor musl include your full name,
yoar, major, and a phone number All letters are edited
for grammar and may be cut due to the limited amount

of space avallable
Lotters can be faxed to us (@ 312-344-8032,
o-malled to letters@ccchronicle.com ar mailed
to The Columbia Chronicle clo Letters To The Editor,
623 S. Wabash Ave., Sulte 205, Chicago, IL 60605.

Columbia parking?

This message is to all of you
who drive to school, or would
drive if Columbia had its own
garage. As a group of students, we
need to make the powers that be of
this school aware that we need a
private parking facility for students
and faculty.

All of the students who commute
were happy when the U-Pass went
into effect, something like this
would greatly please those of us
who drive. Plus, this would be an
excellent marketing tool for the
school to lure prospective students,
seeing that our school has a private
parking facility. It would also
make people feel safer.

If you feel that Columbia
College should have its own park-
ing facility, email us at:

columbia_parking@hotmail.com

Itis a grand ole flag

I have just had the displeasure of
reading your paper’s editorial
regarding the flag in Mississippi.

I knew immediately that I could
not take your view seriously when
I finished the first paragraph. That
may be funny up north, but it can
certainly be seen as bigoted and
stereotypical toward the South.

There is no insecurity in the
effort to hold onto the flag. Itis
simply a determination to be
allowed to hold on to the things
that we hold dear, a continued
effort to remember our past. But
more importantly, it is an effort to
keep people from outside
Mississippi and the South from
telling us what to do, to change
things because they don’t like it.
You mention at the very end of the
article that Mississippi had the
chance to do the right thing, and
didn’t. The right thing according
to who, you and your college.
Thanks but no thanks. The majori-
ty of Mississippians, including a
large number of blacks, have cho-
sen to do what they feel was the
right thing and not what you or
anyone else wanted them to do. To
do, by the way, in the face of
threatened boycotts and so forth. If
an outsider came in and told you to
change your campus because they
felt it was the right thing to do, and
you didn’t....you wouldn’t.

How is it that the Confederate
flag became the symbol of white
supremacy after Manassas? 1 think
the hate groups co-opted the U.S.
and CS flags as flags of hate in the
carly to mid 1900s. Funny that no
one calls for the U.S. flag to come
down, and funny how the North
has a larger number of hate groups
than the South. Interesting.

When students and the general
public are allowed to learn the truth
about the “War Between the States”
and learn to appreciate Southerners
for their views when it comes to
their heritage, then we'll all get
along. Until then, liberal papers and
views like yours, which [ find big-
oted and racist (I know, you think
it’s not the same...but it 1s), then
there will never be understanding
and Southerners in Mississippi and
elsewhere, proud of their history,
heritage and ancestry, will have to
stand up and defend it. Three
cheers for Mississippi and her flag
and the right of the people to vote!

Charles Lauret
Grand Prairie, LA
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Another free
market success

By Michael Richards
Daily Illini

(U-WIRE) CHAMPAIGN, Ill. —
Electricity deregulation has proved once
again that the free market isn’t. Gregg
Easterbrook of The New Republic says,
“When California deregulated ... (it was)
replacing a closed, structured system with
something approaching the Wild West.”
Deregulation in California has turned out
to be a barely mitigated disaster. While an
average consumer in Los Angeles was pay-
ing around $50 a month for municipal elec-
tricity last August, San Diego Gas &
Electric charged an average of $138.50,
according to The Nation.

Energy that in 1998 was 430 a
megawatt-hour rose to $600, or on some
days $1,500, a megawatt-hour; however,
consumer rates are frozen until next year, so
there has been no decline in demand.

The bill Republican Gov. Pete Wilson
signed, and the utilities allegedly wrote,
forced the utilities to sell their generating
plants to increase competition. They were
snapped up by companies like Texas-based
Dynegy (Illinois Power’s parent company).
The companies were then supposed to buy
power on two power markets, the California
Power Exchange and the Independent
Systems Operator.

Just how free a deregulated market is can be
demonstrated by the free market activities of the
out-of-state suppliers who bought California’s
power plants. Commonwealth Edison in
Chicago has shown its dedication to the free
market it pressured the legislature to create,
by asking the Illinois Commerce Commission
to pass on to ratepayers the $480 million tab
for closing the Zion Nuclear Power Station.
Nevertheless, the Bush administration’s solu-
tion to “free” market problems has been more
to suggest more free marketeering. Bush first
suggested the state should solve its energy
problems on its own, and then blamed federal
anti-pollution laws and the state’s tough anti-
smog laws. It is increased plant efficiency and
conservation efforts that saved California from
a forecast power crisis in the early 1990s. With
more Dubya logic, instead of advocating more
conservation efforts, Energy Secretary Spencer
Abraham reiterated the pressing need to drill for
oil on the fragile Alaskan tundra.

California provides a cautionary tale for
Illinois as it nears the full effects of Illinois’
1997 deregulation law. Dynegy, the company
that was accused of price-fixing in Califomia,
is the parent company of Illinois Power—
who had to drop rates 20 percent for deregula-
tion because Central Illinois’ power rates were
among the highest in the Midwest.

Illinois has a non-profit consumer watch-
dog agency, the CUB, that serves an advi-
sory role to the state in policing electric and
telephone and gas utilities. Fortunately,
however, lllinois’ deregulation bill is less
likely to burn consumers, thanks to provi-
sions insisted upon by the Citizens” Utility
Board that, ah, what’s the word ... regulate
utilities’ behavior. Noting when other states
have deregulated, “competition has been
slow to emerge,” CUB made sure [llinois’
law is more structured because market prices
often go up. Illinois has the strongest con-
sumer protections and rate reductions in its
law. Utilities can only increase rates in the
new system if the ICC allows it, and the CUB
can challenge any rate increase proposal.

ONE PLACE THEY coulb TRY D&IE\.\NG FOR Ol &EFOFE PLANTING
RIGS OFF FLOmIDA LF COAST.,

Tribune Media Services

Supreme Court prepares
assault on 4th ammendment

Staff Editorial

The Lantern (Ohio State U.)

(U-WIRE) COLUMBUS, Ohio — The
Supreme Court is chipping away at basic
constitutional rights again. This time it is
an assault on the Fourth Amendment.
“The right of the people to be secure in
their persons, houses, papers, and effects,
against unreasonable searches and
seizures, shall not be violated, and no
Warrants shall issue, but upon probable
cause, supported by Oath or affirmation,
and particularly describing the place to
be searched, and the persons or things to
be seized.”

Gail Atwater, a Texas woman, was driv-
ing her two kids. A police officer stopped
the truck she was driving, because the
officer noticed that none of the three were
wearing seat belts. Atwater was hand-
cuffed and taken to the police station.
Atwater pled no contest to the offense and
paid the $50 fine. She and her husband
sued, claiming that the arrest violated her
Fourth Amendment rights.

Metra

Continued from Previous Page

students with a discounted fare.

Even a minor discount would bring more
students out of their cars and onto the train.

Tom Miller, a media relations officer at
Metra, said “When you are college-aged,
you are considered an adult. [When] free
public education ends so does the rest of
the gravy train,” which in this case is the
Metra, or as they like to say
“The way to really fly.”

What Metra fails to realize is that,

The Columbia Chronicle Photo Poll

Tuesday, the Court barred Atwater from
suing. The decision was a 5-4 split. “The
arrest and booking were inconvenient to
Atwater,” Justice David Souter. “But not
so extraordinary as to violate the Fourth
Amendment.”

Being hauled away in handcuffs for not
having a seat belt on is perfectly reason-
able. Obviously many a desperate crimi-
nal violates mandatory “buckle-up” laws
during commission of felonies — so
often that police definitely have probable
cause to arrest these violators.

Justice Sandra Day O’Connor, writing

for the minority opinion, said that for the
majority of the court to conclude that
Atwater’s arrest served no purpose and
yet say that it passed constitutional tests
is inconsistent. It is a violation of the
guarantee of the Fourth Amendment.
All you students out there ... watch out.
With a full legal precedent from the
Supreme Court, the next time you get a
traffic ticket, you may find yourself at
the mercy of the Student Code of
Conduct.

while most students may be adult, by
age, they are not adults in the bank.
Most students have a difficult time mak-
ing ends meet, some even have to take a
job, or two, which is almost always detri-
mental to their GPA.

Metra should give credit where credit
is due. They would not only be saving
students money, but they would also be
saving fossil fuels that would not burned
by students speeding to class.
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HE’D JUMPED INTO AN UNPRESSED EVENING SUIT, BICKERING TO THE NURSES AT THE HOSPITAL ABOUT THE
FORMALITIES OF ATTENDING SUCH A FUNCTION. THEN HE ASKED TO BE ALONE. HE SLAPPED ON SOME COLOGNE,
CHECKING HIMSELF IN THE MIRROR OF A PATIENT’S CUBICLE. HIS CHEEKS, THOUGH THINNED WITH AGE, WERE
PINK. HE DETECTED SHREWDNESS IN THE PALE HUE OF HIS BLUE EYES. SECRETLY, HE WAS DELIGHTED TO HAVE
BEEN INVITED TO DINE WITH MEMBERS OF THE INTERNATIONAL ROTARY CLUB.

The Rotarian

By Melissa Pavlik

he dining quarters in the pink castle

had been swept and polished until

everything twinkled. The table had
already been set by the time Dr. Jekobsens
arrived. He'd jumped into an unpressed evening
suit, bickering to the nurses at the hospital
about the formalities of attending such a func-
tion, Then he asked to be alone. He slapped
on some cologne, checking himself in the mir-
ror of a patient’s cubicle. His cheeks, though
thinned with age, were pink, He detected
shrewdness in the pale hue of his blue eyes.
Secretly, he was delighted to have been invited
to dine with members of the International
Rotary Club.

The doctor himself was not a Rotarian. In
fact, he was not in the least bit aware of what it
meant to be one. He was satisfied knowing that
a crew of them had come to his town of birth,
to his country, to Latvia. Except for the foreman
of the Danish underwear factory in town, the
doctor hadn’t seen a foreigner in years. These
Rotarians were going to build a new hospital
here. It was stirring up the whole district to have
Germans, Americans, even Australians and New
Zealanders living and working in town. The
news was making all the papers. Jekobsens
beamed when he saw himself at the post office,
the kiosks, looking wise and hospitable next to
the foreigners, in black and white, on all of the
front pages.

“Hey-Hey! It’s Dr]Jl” Dr. Jekobsens recog-
nized one of the Americans, puffy-eyed, white-
haired Ollie, who waved him over to the dinner
table. “Glad you could come.” The men
exchanged handshakes. Then Jekobsens seated
himself lithely between strangers. The very best
goblets had been laid out, along with cloth nap-
kins and glass salad dishes. Jekobsens watched as
Ollie filled the doctor’s goblet with red wine.

“Thank-you,” the doctor nodded, gratefully.
Then, since his grasp of the English language
was quite limited, he turned his attention to a
conversation that was happening to his right, in
German.

“Marvelous salad.”

“I was told we’re having schnitzel.”

The doctor downed half of his wine in one

gulp. “I think you’ll find the pork here quite
tolerable,” he said, edging into the conversation.
“Mama raises pigs just down the way. Come to
think of it,” he pulled at a wrinkle in his sleeve,
“they’ve probably went and fried one of her
own, on account of tonight’s ceremonies.”

“Oh my!” The German gentlemen promptly
excused themselves to locate the restroom.
Jekobsens, his cup dry, flashed inquisitive
glances across the table, in search of the wine.

“Would you prefer red to white?” Jekobsens
turned to see the gentleman who’d been sitting
on his other side. Like the doctor, this man was
dressed smartly. The color on his jacket and
trousers was so dark, a penetrating black. The
texture was something shiny, perhaps a foreign
breed of silk. It put the stranger in a glowing,
violet light. This gentleman, who was holding a
bottle of wine in each hand, addressed the doc-
tor in Latvian. “Terrible decision to have to
make, I know™ There was a slight lilt in his
speech, and he dropped his case endings. One
of those Australian-Lats, or maybe a Latvian
American, thought the doctor.

“T was drinking red,” Jekobsens replied, upon
which, the foreigner lifted the goblet to the bot-
tle and poured graciously.

“How are you enjoying yourself here?” The
doctor inquired, after sipping. He thought it
polite to ask. The foreigner seemed posed in
thought. “Quite a bit colder than what you're
used to, I suppose. And the conditions, surely
they must be difficult, considering where you
come from.”

The foreigner smiled a crooked smile.

“Positively.”

“So you’re a Rotarian, then?”

“You could say that.” It was obvious to
Jekobsens that this man had some difficulty
with the language. Such short answers, perhaps
memorized, out of a phrase book. It seems, he
thought, that this man has no Latvian roots at
all. Jekobsens found himself nodding impa-
tiently, and, noting that the salads had not even
been dished out yet, reached habitually for the
cigarettes in his pocket.

“Perhaps you would like to try one of mine.”
The Rotarian reached inside his suit jacket, then

LIFE:

Requires limited negligible misunderstandings,
the inability to direct anything of worth.
Necessitates intelligent clarifications, compatibil-
ity with any lacking purpose. Limited under-
standing that the universe is extraneous in sin-
gle-player. Hope, pride, consequence, prejudice,
aspiration, worth; all are recommended for
Multi-player, not required. Without reserve sin-
gle-player runs lackadaisically into inanimate life.

SETTING:

A chair to be pulled to the refrigerator. Find
nothing, stare at empty shelves that invite poten-
tial food. Left over chicken, milk, cheese. All are
recommended but not required. Potential space
combinations can hold anything - if nothing
occupies refrigerator space, that's the simple
problem. Acquiring within jacket, several dollar
bills may be difficult but attainable. Required for
purchases to fill previously mentioned space.

CONTROLS:

You haven'’t been outside the house in days,
draped about the small padded chair and staring
out nearby window. The flurry of flakes resem-
bles a shortened storm of white. Focus hard
enough and you can see the individual shapes as
they descend towards the ground.

INSTALLATION:

Pull on jacket and place winter hat on single-
player head. The temperatures will automatically
be below the point of freezing, Restart your
operating system’s ‘moments of time’ and begin
to forget who and what you are. Lack of sleep
endured will now warp the previously installed
system of your mind. Extent of malnutrition will

Untitled

thrust forward a remarkably unique cigarette
case. It was silver-plated, and had an inscription
in the center written in a language Jekobsens
was not familiar with. When the case flipped
open, the doctor was presented with a vintage
collection. Some of the cigarettes he recog-
nized: German brands, French-rolled, some-
thing he knew he’d smoked in Riga once, on his
wedding day. Others, he had never seen before
in his life, but he knew that one could not pur-
chase them in the shops anywhere in this dis-
trict. Mouth watering, Jekobsens selected an
especially long cigarette, which had been rolled
in a rye-colored paper.

“For you?” He took the pack of non-filtered
Jurmalas he'd picked up at the kiosk down the
road and offered one to the Rotarian.

“I’m trying to cut back.” The Rotarian
stretched forward a matching silver lighter and
ignited Jekobsens’ cigarette. “Terrible habit.
Isn’t it, doctor?”

“Why, yes.” Jekobsens stuttered. He hadn’t
introduced himself yet, but true, he was the
head doctor in town. If these Rotarians were
building a new hospital, it was appropriate they
knew something about him.

“Especially dangerous to smoke around your
patients. Don’t you agree, Jekobsens?” The doc-
tor gasped, right in the middle of an inhalation.
It looked like he wanted to say something, but he
was overtaken by a sudden fit of coughing.

By this time the Germans on the other side of
him had returned. One of them tried to give
the doctor a congenial pat on the back, but it
was to no avail. “Excuse us,” the Rotarian with
the cigarette case addressed the fellows in
German. Then, pulling the hacking doctor up
from his chair, he said, “We’ll take a bit of fresh
air before dinner.”

Out on the veranda overlooking the dining
quarters, the doctor found himself pushed up
against a huge pink pillar. The Rotarian had
him by the collar and was staring directly into
his watering eyes. “Don’t you have somewhere
else to be tonight, doctor? For example, next to
that postman who’s broken his leg he’s still in
the waiting room, leaning on the wall because
you're too stingy to stick a chair in there. Or

what about Inga, who just this morning had a
terrible fall from the fourth floor of the school
and can’t remember anything. You stuck her
in a bed together with a pensioner. She’s
screaming now; she’s calling for you. And
Kaspars, who was beaten by the police to
such an extent that his mother had trouble
recognizing her son’s face. So you drop him
in an unheated corner of the kitchen where
the serving door swings open and blows
snow on his bloodied face, precisely on the
half hour.”

The Rotarian’s grammar was perfect, now.
There was not the slightest hint of accent.
“Perhaps it’s a relief to them, that you've decid-
ed to wine here tonight and stuff your face at
the expense of these humanitarians.” The doc-
tor was choking obviously, now. His cheeks had
turned a violent purple, and his damp eyes and
protruding lips twisted into spasms. He could
no longer cough. He was unable to make any
sound at all, except for the brief slapping that
came when he succeeded in parting his lips,
but could not seem to suck in any air.

“Don’t think for a moment that they’re
building a hospital for you. They're building a
hospital all right, but you'll never work there.”
The Rotarian released his grasp on the doc-
tor’s collar, and the doctor let out a wheeze
that carried him three feet off the ground.
“That’s right,” the Rotarian said, in response
to the doctor’s sputtering. “Get back to where
you belong” The violet-coated foreigner
stayed on the veranda just long enough to
watch the doctor’s image dissipate into the
darkening night sky. A pack of cheap ciga-
rettes plopped onto the porch from the doc-
tor’s pocket, just before he disappeared. The
Rotarian scooped up the pack and tucked it
into the back pocket of his trousers.

Inside the dining hall, the meal was being
served. The Germans talked quietly and nib-
bled at filets of fried pork. The Rotarian
found a place among them. He turned to the
closest German, observing the empty wine
glass between them. “Would you prefer red to
white?” The Rotarian asked, while the German
chewed on a slice of boiled potato.

By Matt Herzberg

have weakened your body making winded
moments an unpleasant disorientation.

While standing in the snow, light cigarette.
The smoke washes over your operating system
like a venomous cleanser. After the nicotine has
taken its effect on system begin walking through
the snow. Start down a barren path that stretch-
es on into the nothingness of night.

Multi-player Connectivity:

Access ahead a walking figure, a stranger cov-
ered in the clothes of winter. Walking towards
single-player between paths of snow, a huddled
mass of covered clothes. Close distance
between each other and soon arrive into the
path. The biting cold of the wind makes it more
difficult for eyes to rise to recognition.

The stranger stops. Simply standing in front of
your path, the only thing that he will bear to say:
“Whoa now that’s fucking weird”

He’s a blackened mass, a shivering mess.
Access own disorientation with lack of reason,
search for reference of ingested foreign sub-
stances. Discover that operating system is a
strewn mess without proper addiction.

After, realize that the stranger has been stand-
ing in your path for too long in the cold. The
stranger will then step to the side and allow you
to walk past. Continue on towards illuminated
signs that shine like yellow impaled Christmas
trees. Those buildings stand before you as simple
structures of destination, a store, an office, a
store. Few are recommended, none required.

The double glass doots will open regretfully
under your weight. The storm of snowflakes

showering in all around you as if the life of the
storm had definition and purpose.

Troublest

oting (single-player):

ol S

Use the dollar amount, which had been
acquired earlier. Once set amount is certain, only
purchase items that fill the following require-
ments: hunger, thirst, addiction, and amusement.

All of these items fulfill the earlier basic
requirements. However be wary of how best to
apply them in order to not waste any amount of
quality. You may wish to simply dispense them
separately amongst your operating system for
best possible results.

W e

Simply begin shoving your pockets full of the
previously named supplies, not necessarily in the
order they were previously listed. Full distribution
in the available pockets should allow only a slight
compromise in mobility.

Multi-player Connectivity 2.0:

Walking steadily home you'll see a stranger
ascending in the opposite direction. The same
as before, see the stranger as a huddled shiver-
ing pedestrian. As you get closer the path cov-
ered by snow becomes thinner. Soon stop as
there isn't enough room to cross. The stranger
should wait, still staring at you. Gaze unaffec-
tionately to the form of the second person to
grace your path. Or it might be the first, now
returning, The coincidence should soon be
unsettling. Back away and say “Whoa now that’s
fucking weird” to let the figure pass.

Additional Support Services:

There’s a lounge in the building where you live. Its
an enclosed glass hollow with big windows. The chairs
aren’t comfortable and sitting for the expanse of a
long moment can prove to be painful in a lazy kind of
way. When entering the lounge walk towards the
biggest window: Notice a figure standing in the place
you want to occupy.

Grab a chair and pull it closer to where he’s stand-

Ask “Nice night eh?”

“It’s been the same the last few nights,” he’ll answer
in 2 hushed tone. His features never leaving his origi-
nal statue-like position.

You'll say: “Yah, every time I go to bed it’s snowing,
and every time I wake up it’s snowing”

“T know what that feels like,” he will respond.

“Fuckin’ A right,” you'll add. Then say: “Lately I've
been going to sleep before the light, and then I wake
just after the light. I'm starting to think that all the
world is just 2 mass of snow covered, overcast night””

The figure will reach an arm to his shoulder and
scratch it three times. “You may be more right than
you know”
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Awake

In ioving e f Kristie ()'rear;

By Thomas D. Jackson

You entered my mind
nto the dark desolation
and orchids frozen dead in bloom

You entered my soul
shadows in the dark
and a cold ghost moon.

You entered my heart
into dreams forgotten
and passions awry.

You were a shooting star

which sparked in the heavens

before falling to the sea;

you were a flash of lightening

which split the summer storm clouds.

You gave me reason

and filled my speech

with stuttering rhyme.

in your presence i was warmed
and defenseless to your beauty.

Awake
allow me one more glance
and a chance to be lost once more

in your shimmering gaze...

Awake

shake away eternal frost from your
hair

my pretty child my sweet one

Awake

allow me soft resurrection

to feel the raprure of your love
divine...

Awake
and allow me one last breath
to say that I love you!!

h (8-TH I [

REM

By Chad ]. Pearson

The land undulates,
A McDonald’s by the sea,

Ostriches in the drive-thru,
Snorting milkshakes.

Gulls float around inside,
Nesting in the booths,
Beside layers of french fries.

A child is playing with toy cars,
Circling round and round,
Mustard covering his face.

A blue thunderbolt
Crashes into the sand,
Becoming petrified,
Rock solid stance.

The skies roll images of worlds,
And unknown cities merge and
mingle.

From the sea rise white beings,
Leaving red footprints in the
sand,

They swarm on the rooftop,
Fountains of Pepsi squirting
To the heights.

There is a deep murmuring,
Incessantly droning,

And the sun folds to green dia-
monds,
Glittering darkly.

Found out

By Sean Slive

I did it slowed down love to be
viewed through a microscope, funny
things travel when gravity
is so definite, between planets
are sped
graves retro
white stripes
of physical law
unrestricted by logic,
given to meaning
where you ride
on candles or techno-gadgets
the speed of whatever
wood

or Her
rug we settled on
Instead of fastest
why not you
orl:
freaks under the sound barrier
still crashing

Dear Reader,

When I first entertained the idea of putting together an insert of
student work, I was concerned that the number of submissions
might be too few. I wanted a professional-looking publication that
would reflect the talent and capacity of the student body while for-
warding the excellent literary reputation that is Columbia’.

Much to my thankful surprise, my expectations were not only miet,

they were exceeded.

The sheer number of submissions that we received forced us to
move the deadline back, just so wed have time to read them all. In
addition, because of space constraints, any submission that does
not appear in this print edition will be on the Chronicles Website
at www.ccchronicle.com. I am very pleased that I had this opportu-
nity, and I would like to thank each and every one of you for your
attention. After all, that’s what a writer wants more than any-

thing.

It gives me great joy to present you with the Columbia Chronicle
Fiction Supplement, and thank you everyone for making this job a
whole lot easier than it could have been. Good reading.

Tasting Morning

By Chad J. Pearson

She knows the way to make

Her panties fly over the moon-milked trees,
Sleek blue and rippling,

Revealing form even in emptiness.

Take your hand from between the legs,
The body must breathe, )
With its ends like suckling star orbs,
Sweetly shining,

She bends beneath thé clothesline,
Multi-colored veils hiding the majesty,
Split-second revelations,

The haunted smile,

Shaded cyes seething with strength,
And the long legs,

Tan from the softest touch of sun.

Earthworms writhe in my hands,
But I watch,

Remembering,

Tasting as with chapped lips,

The slender pink finger with
Specks of brown sugar still hiding
Underneath the long nails,

A morning of oatmeal and wonder,

And the pausing,
Savoring of all the
Tastes of morning,

The girl drifting amidst the sheets,
And the long blonde hair

Rising in the air,

Flowing, shining,

Vanishing into the white.

Twenty

Years

By Todd Follett

Go to war with yourself
before they do it for you

and thus free yourself to

use your dreams

like a chainsaw

to shred the coffin tarp

of flags and creeds

they are already burying you in.

Heat Dry

By Chad J. Pearson

Revive us with your pizzas,
Carnality stretched to a
Salivating sheen,

And let loose the bubbling gardens.

I will start speaking the lyrical diversion,
And cease the clanging of the bottles,

Forcing the entrances,
Mouths of hollowed ecstasy.

There is only desperation

When I see you

Munching on doughnuts-

Then is the impetus to rip open
The bodice of dreams,

And spin the moans

Into terrific satiations,

Howls for all our homecomings.

But if it is 2 smile you offer me,

Then I will pause in the kitchen of songs,

Basking in the gentle warmth,
As dishes after a good wash,
With tiny drops of water

Still trickling down the sides,
Like my heart,

Lost in its tinglings,

Reaching into the deepnesses
For you,

And feeling the touch,

The hands that brush me clean
With driest fire.

Afternoons always...

Christopher B. Watts
Editor, Special Sections

Haiku

Untitled

By Don Thompson

Sun
Meets Water
Where I cannot see
Leaves
Fall from a tree
Shedding its coat

Masks hideWhat
Shame owns

Mountains
Reaching up
Greeting the sky

Moonlight
Reflects nothing
That is hidden

Untitled

By Lee Kitzis

They call Charlie Parker
“Bird” because nothing
stops no pause his
notes meld together like
heaven high it glides
and transcends soars
and takes flight

How often do you
see a bird stop
and look where

it’s going?
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my father was when 1 discovered

him lying on the bottom of a dog-
cared shoebox. His photo was one of the
last ones I pulled from the pile. He had
been hiding beneath old shots of far-flung
southern relatives posing on the decks of
their grand plantation houses, and gurgling
babies in Easter dresses and shiny penny
loafers. I pulled the photo out from beneath
the shuffle and looked into my father’s same
brown eyes. He is in the middle, flanked by
two of his friends. All of them hold bottled
beers in their hands. They look very 1970%,
long hair, my dad with a mustache, and
faded t-shirts. You could feel the casualness
of that day, in someone’s backyard some
summer back then.

My Aunt Sallie didn’t have to point him
out to me. He looks just like me. After
twenty-two years I finally had a picture of
the guy who created me, and our resem-
blance is absolute. I have the same fat
face, the same high, chubby cheeks, the
same dark brown eyes. I look just like him.
I guess what is so unreal to me is that [ had
to wait all of these years to see these
things, this resemblance, and, even then, it
was just by pure chance that we happened
to run across a faded picture in the bottom
of a dusty box. Ididn’t come to sce these
similarities by coming face to face with my
father, instead it was just a photo that
aroused all of this wonder in me. This is
him, T think. The man of all the stories, of
all the myths, of all the abandonment and
bitterness and marvel. This is, was, could
still be, my father. Who knows? T sure as
hell don’t.

I don’t think that my mother even had a
taste of what was to come the day that she
fell in love with my father. She said she
fell in love with him the moment he rode
up on his Harley. That was it for her, that
one second of arrival was all she needed to
join him at the hip. She jumped on the
back of his bike, and that was that, or so
she tells me. Their love faded over time, as
so much does, and eventually the only
thing that managed to hold them together
was my birth, and perhaps some spark of
desire to have a normal family together.
That too, vanished in an instant, and my
mom and [ soon learned how to face life
both very much together and also oh, so
alone.

The outside was silent, muffled by the
thick, white landscape. Life, for the most
part, was still, at least for now, and proba-
bly only here, in this part of the snow-
drenched world. Close to a foot had
already fallen, and according to Julius
Sanders, the too-tan weathetrman, more
was on its way.

Libby lay in her reclining bed in her own
blanket of stiff, starchy white, gazing out
her long window, not really seeing anything
at all but the thoughts that swam fitfully
through her own head.

Libby lay alone, in that room in a small
corner of St. Louts. Brent, her husband
merely because of pregnancy, wasn’t there.
He was instead where he could usually be
found: his ass planted on a cracked, vinyl
barstool at the Geyer Inn tavern, only a
few miles down the road. His thoughts
were buried in beer and dope, as he went
over in his head the distributing of the
pounds of pot that sat in his basement in
Valley Park. His long hair hung to his
shoulders, his beard caught the ashes of
the Marlboro he lit. Brent sat in the bar as
he had done so many nights and days
before, and as he would for so many to
come.

Sweat was pooling on her forehead and
chest, even down to the roots of her hair
as Libby gripped the railings of her hospi-
tal bed, cursing her goddamned husband
and the family that wasn’t there. The only
people to hear her grunts and guttural yells
wete the nurses in white that gently tried to
ask if there was anyone they could call to
come be with her. Somehow it was appro-
priate that her daughter come into the

r]:-f he first glimpse that I ever caught of

world without having her father by her
side. She would never even know him as a
father, ever, and would probably come to
have a hard time labeling him as the father
he was supposed to have been to her. Let
him stay in the bar, Libby thought as her
daughter came hutling into the world. Let
him feel the guilt and the remorse that he’ll
never be able to make up for, not that he
would ever try. And there, in that isolated
hospital, in that very alone moment, Libby
gave birth to Beth.

Beth’s actions mirrored the peaceful win-
ter outside. She didn’t cry a note, but
instead solemnly clenched her fists and
hugged herself with her wrinkled, splotchy
arms. Her first instinct was to protect her-
self from everything around her, to not let
anyone too close, to take care of her
minute old self. Libby knew right then, as
she held her daughter, that she was holding
an old soul, one that had already lived a
few lives, been battered around from birth
till death, learned from it, and then learned
to become even stronger the next time
around.

Brent got news of his fathethood while
sucking on his sixth Bud and packing a
new pack of Marlboros on his closed palm.
He paused when he heard, his cigarette
dangling from his lips, the match halfway
there. Who knows what sped through his
head. Happiness, doubt, dread, sadness for
the life he was thinking he would have to
leave behind in order to become a father,
pity for the daughter that would only have
him for a few years.

My father managed to pull himself from
his barstool after draining the last of his
warm beer. Some aspect of compassion
must have passed through him as he went
to be with his family in the hospital. By
the time he got there, stumbling down the
glaringly bright corridors with a decent
buzz banging in his head, the rest of
mom’s family had arrived. My aunt Sallie,
my grandpa, they were both there. I wish I
had some memory of my dad holding me,
wish I could remember looking up into his
face, wish I could remember his face at all.

We went home a few days later, plowing
our way through the white world, us three.
Our home was in Valley Park, a little area,
not a suburb really, but a little extension of
south St. Louis that was predominantly
white trash and hippies. Valley Park was
still considered the sticks back then. Our
house sat high up on a cliff that was stuck
back in the woods. I drove up there about
eight years ago with my aunt, so she could
show me where I spent the first year or so
of my life. She was pleased to see that the
house was still there, stuck back in the
woods, cut off from most of the rest of
the wotld. I remember being struck by a
mixture of such indescribably odd feelings.
This was one connection that still remained
between my father and I, this tiny house in
the rough where we lived, together, for
such a short time. I think seeing that
house even fevered my curiosity even
more, instead of quenching it. ‘

What I remember about that house is
what a cool house it was, with its big yard,
tons of roaming space, and no neighbors
anywhere near by. Thinking about it now, I
realize that the spot where we first lived
was probably no coincidence, but was most
likely very convenient for a father who
more than dabbled in drugs. With the
nearest neighbors being a ways down the
road, I’'m sure that this was one major sell-
ing point for a man who, at any given time,
might have a basement full of pot.

My mother’s and father’s life back then
was straight out of Easy Rider. They lived
as best they could against the grain of soci-
ety, bucking all that was considered con-
ventional and adopting anything that was
not. It was the mid-seventies, and a large
slice of the population pie was no doubt-
edly involved in drugs in some way. My
father didn’t just dabble in them, he sup-
plied the thousands of dabblers. His posi-
tion towards the top the drug trade made

for a fitfull life for us. Being a big-time
drug dealer doesn’t do wonders for family
life.

My father collected Aston-Martins, the
rare British cars that were found few and
far between. For some reason, my father
had an affinity for them. Apparently he
also had some loose change lying around to
travel to Europe to buy them. My mom
and Brent went to Europe, when [ was
about two I guess it was, to get a new car
for my father. My mother seems to
remember it magically and tragically. She
always speaks of the remarkable beauty of
Scotland, where our heritage lies. She
loved that trip with him, up until the end.

My mother and father and I were at
some airport in Europe, trying to catch our
flight back to the states. They were ran-
domly searching people before they board-
ed, to make sure they weren’t smuggling
back heroin or pot from Amsterdam or
opium from further east. My mom had
appatently thought this might happen, so
before we left for the airport, she had
drilled Brent about whether or not he had
anything on him, made him swear up and
down that he wasn’t carrying anything.
Apparently he had promised that he was
clean, that he had gotten nrid of it all before
they got to the airport. Apparently he was
lying. As they began searching people in
line, Brent whispered to my mom that she
might want to pretend that they weren’t
togethet, she might want to stand further
back in line with me, away from him.

Her heart dropped through the ground,
along with her stomach, as she realized
what he was telling her in so few words.
My mom tells me that that was when she
began seriously thinking about leaving him
for good. If they had caught him with the
drugs he was carrying that day, I would
have been taken away from her, possibly
for good. This was one of those slices in
time when everything changed. Because of
that search that turned up nothing, the
seed was planted in my mother’s mind for
the first time that the life she was leading
might not be the best life for us. T think
that moment in the airport when customs
had their hands running up and down my
father, inside, out and around him, that one
moment grounded my mother in reality,
when she might have otherwise been living
above the world instead of in it.

My mother, Brent and I made it back to
the states okay. Somehow the customs
officials had failed to find the dope on my
father. They had patted him down well,
not good enough for their sake but good
enough for ours. My father got his Aston-
Martin, and had it shipped back to the US.
It sat in our side-yard in Valley Park, next
to the Harley and the V.W. bug. My father
lavished that car with love, kept it polished
and gleaming while he dreamt of the next
car he would buy.

My mother tells me of the story of the
day Brent’s Aston-Martin ceased to be.
You see, we had this pit bull named
Chatlie. Apparently he and I were very
close, he would never let a stranger come
near me, my mother tells me. Anyway, one
day Charlie jumped into the driver’s seat of
the Aston-Martin, and accidentally shifted
the car into drive or neutral or something,
Charlie jumped out just in time to watch
the car go driving off down the side of the
cliff that we lived on. My mom said she
though that Brent was going to kill the dog
he was so pissed. So my father’s Aston-
Martin was gone and he was left with only
us to love.

My mother and Brent lived together for a
few more years, until I was about three or
so. Brent continued to sell massive quanti-
ties of pot, and my mother continued to
raise me. We drove around in her bug, lis-
tening to Fleetwood Mac and hanging out
at the Geyer Inn with her and Brent’s
friends. I have a few vague memories of
that bar even though I haven’t been inside
since I was little. It’s still sits there, in St.
Louis, by the railroad tracks. Whenever I

By Beth Rasch

pass it when I’'m home, I get a weird feel-
ing because I know that it was where I
spent a lot of my time with my father, even
if it’s not a part of my memory now. Just
knowing that is strange, like it should
somehow be more attached to me. How
things can be one way for years only to
have it mean nothing later on is so strange
to me.

Sometime after the scare at the airport
and a few other close calls, my mom decid-
ed to leave Brent. T think it was about the
time he was led off to jail for drug traffick-
ing and distribution. She thought it would
be best to leave him then, let him sit in jail
alone just as he left her so many times. So
we divorced him. After he left for a few
years behind bars, we never saw him again.
1 don’t think mom thought that it would
end up that way, so cut and dry. She fig-
ured that after he got out we might eventu-
ally find him again, arrange some sort of
visitations for him and I, so that I could at
least have some real-life impression of him.

As it turns out, we never saw him again
at all. We never did find out what hap-
pened to him after he got out of jail. He
disappeated off the earth. His parents
never knew what happened to him. The
brother that he was so close to and who he
never lost touch with never heard from
him again. He just left. It’s so strange, all
of these years I've always been consumed
by my own sense of loss, by my time cut
short. I never, until now, really thought
about how hard it must have been for his
family. For a mother to lose het son forev-
er, and to never know anything, whether he
was alive or dead or crazy or what. I'm
sure that they’ve hurt a million times more
than I ever have, because, I was so young
when I lost him, so young that I never
even knew him. He was so much a part of
their lives, that to be suddenly without him
must have and still be, a hurt like no other.

Some years after Brent took off for that
unknown somewhere, a close friend of my
mother’s called one Christmas evening,

She had been watching some bible-thump-
ing Christian on t.v, handing out forgive-
ness and prayers to anyone with the will to
save him or herself from the grips of sin.
Katie, mom’s friend, had been watching
this gung ho preacher bless those less for-
tunate when she swears that she saw my
father, the unfortunate one, asking for help
from God, for guidance maybe, for resolu-
tion, for forgiveness. It was him, Katie was
so sure. That was the closest we ever came
to finding him again.

Others have whispered rumors’, saying
that they hear he’s now crazy, is schizo-
phrenic, and wandering our streets in his
own silent mind. Everyone seems certain
that he is alone, homeless, doomed. 1 still
sit and wonder, walk and wonder, try to
remember his face and wonder.

Snowy sheets cover these Chicago streets
as I walk, alone, in my world so far away
from the past that never seemed near. 1
walk these cold, steel gray streets, passing
all of the homeless guys that live around
my place, the ones that throw down their
empty gin bottles in defiance of life itself,
and the others that yell as if we’re the ones
that put them on the streets, that took their
lives out of their own hands and gave it
away. Some days I look into their eyes and
wonder if that one is him, or maybe that
other guy mumbling to himself and stag-
gering along, or that guy over there, the
one with his closet on his back and his life
kept in his brown paper bag. Is he my
father?

1 wonder, and will always wonder, about
my father. Does he even remember me?
Does he ever wonder what happened to
me? Did he just cease to care? Did he
think I ceased to care? Will I ever find
him, or him me? Will his picture always be
the only one solid thing I have to remem-
ber him by, the only thing that will last as
my memories fade, as the stories slip into
the past, with him in their grasp?
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T WAS AFRAID LEO WAS LOSING HIS MANHOOD, WE HAD BEEN GOING OUT FOR A COUPLE OF MONTHS.
SAME THINGS THAT 1 LIKED.
STROLLING DOWN THE

Uz

TIL LEO CAME ALONG [ COULD ONLY GET MARIA TO GO WITH ME TO TARGES
AISLES TAKING HIS TIME. WE LIKED LOOKING AT ALL THE DIFFERENT TISHES AN GLASSWARI.

HE LIKED DOING THE
Hi LOVED GOING,

WE LOVED LOOKING AT THE TOWELS ANID DECIDING WHICH COLOR WI WOULD WANT FOR GUR BATHROOM.

Steak

By Elana Mosca

¢’s buying chicken again,” Craig said as
H he leaned over my shoulder while 1

waited for the customer to hand me
her preferred card.

‘“Are you sure he's buying chicken?” I asked.

“Yeah, and pork, the other white meat,” Craig
said chewing on a toothpick.

“It’s probably for his mother,” I tried to
explain.

“I'm telling you, Leo is going to become Lia,”
Craig laughed over his shoulder as he walked
back to the meat department.

It was true. A real man ate steak. You don't
even have to ask my brother Grant, what his
favorite food 1s. He loves his steak—medium
rare. If we were grilling outside, he would want
it just browned on the outside but dripping on
the inside, red juice dripping off the meat onto
his plate. He'd take his bread, mop it up and
pop it into his mouth as if nothing in the world
was better.

If you asked for Al, you were just pretending
to be a real man. When Grant was little, he
wanted to try Al on his steak. My father threw
a fit, “I'm not going to have no sissy for a son.
You have to love the way the steak tastes with-
out smothering it in A1

1 was afraid Leo was losing his manhood. We
had been going out for a couple of months. He
liked doing the same things that I liked. Unul
Leo came along I could only get Maria to go
with me to Target. He loved going, strolling
down the aisles taking his ime. We liked look-
ing at all the different dishes and glassware. We
loved looking at the towels and deciding which
color we would want for our bathroom.

Once I was finished with my shift, I thought I

would pick up a steak and make it for Leo. He
was coming over for dinner, I walked back
through the aisles toward the meat department.
There was a girl leaning over the chicken cooler.
She had long brown hair and long legs. 1 could
see Craig walking over to her looking at her ass
as she leaned deeper into the cooler. I saw the
steak in her cart; it rested where you would usu-
ally put a child.

“She’s got steak,” | whispered to him.

Craig backed up still looking at her ass. If a
woman had steak in her cart she had a special
someone. If she only bought white meat, she
was single.

“Hey, what’s your best steak?” I asked looking
down through the glass counter at the dark red
beefy steaks.

“Nothing in this counter. 1 have something
good in the back.” Craig pushed through the
door behind the counter.

After a few minutes Craig pushed back through
the door. He held out a white paper package.
“Black Angus, it’s the best. Three minutes on
each side and it will melt in your mouth like but-
ter. Fora man, it’s better than Viagra,” Craig
looked past me at another lady, putting turkey
sausages in her cart. “This ones got no man.
Excuse me, I have to help this clueless honey
out,” he said and slid past me.

Inside the white package Craig had included a
little bottle of spices. In Craig’s handwriting it
said, “To bring out the flavor” 1 sprinkled each
steak with the spices. I put them on the grill and
waited three minutes before I rurned them over.

T heard the doorbell and rushed to open the
door. Leo stood there with his black
hair hanging in his eyes. “Hello,” he said pushing

the hair back off his forchead. I held the door
open for him as he hugged me. He stopped and
sniffed. “What are we having?” he asked.

“Steak,” I said smiling at him as if it was the
greatest surprise.

“Oh, how wonderful,” he said slamming
down onto the couch and sounding like a
deflating balloon.

“1 think they're ready, let me go get them.” I
pulled the steaks from the grll. The smell was
50 masculine it almost made you wet.

“They look really good,” I said as I placed a
steak on his plate. Leo walked over to his side
of the table and looked down at his plate.

“Do you have any A12"” he asked.

“I’m sorry, I'm not much of a steak eater,
should I have bought A1?" I asked innocently.
Leo sat down and sliced into his steak. He
pushed his knife into the inside watching the red
juice spill over onto his plate. He shoved his
knife into it again watching more red juice flow
out of it.

“Could I put mine on a little longer?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said as I cut into my steak. 1
popped the first piece into my mouth.

Craig was right, it was like butter melting in
your mouth. I thought I was going to have
convulsions with every bite. When I was fin-
ished and looking down at my plate debating
whether or not I should lick it clean, Leo came
back into the dining room.

“Where's your steak?” I asked.

“I dropped it, so I just threw it to the neigh-
bor’s dog. I hope you don’t mind, I wasn't really
hungry anyways,” he said plopping back down
on the sofa.

1 was too hot to be mad. I sat down next to

him bringing his face to mine. I slowly pushed
my tongue in his mouth. I began whirling my
tongue in his mouth as if I was playing tag with
his tongue. He kept pulling away, softly kissing
my face. Couldn’t he tell T wasn't in a lets-be-
gente-mood? I wanted it. I wanted him to go
after me like the neighbor’s dog was going after
the steak.

Enough of the kissing. 1 had to take marters
in my own hands. [ slid my hand down towards
his jeans. I went to unzip his jeans when [
noticed he had a button fly. I couldn’t believe it.
Why didn’t he just wrap chains around his crouch
and put a lock on it? I practically ripped the but-
tons off. His white underwear was the only thing
that kept me from the truth. It was now or never.
1 slid my hand underncath his underwear expect-
ing a soft warm package that would fill my hand.
But there was nothing to grab onto. I pulled the
elastic on his underpants so I could see inside.
There it was. Skin was bunched up around the
head but it was going inside the groin. It looked
like a messed up outty belly button. All the white
meat he ate had malnounished him. It was oo
late. No matter how much steak he ate it would
never be back to normal. I was in heat. 1 would
get more stimulation if I humped his leg.

“I'm sorry,” he said slowly buttoning his fly.

“You're sorry, that’s all you have to say, is
you're sorry?” I was in shock.

I pulled him off the couch pushing him
toward the door. He kept mumbling sorry, over
and over. 1 pushed him out of my house and
closed the door. 1 leaned my head against the
back of the door. I vowed to myself that T
would never ever look at another man who had
chicken in his shopping cart.

- New Skin for the Old Ceremony

By Jason Mehl

ho says what you cannot or what you

can ask without seriousness?

Leonard Cohen’s circus of cartoon
seriousness after a night of sand rolling prophe-
cy prayers and a2 morning of who-knows-me.
What can you learn from a coyote painting
scenes you're about to walk in—painting with
one cartoon wet brush bringing color and out-
lines and sign posts and streets to the blank grey
we've all seen and expected nothing of.

Expected nothing but a keye-oat with a blue-
print for life loss and lots of laughs. But
nobody lives in a laugh.

The Chelsea Hotel needs a few sacred acts—
I'm not the man—oppressed by figures of
Speech. How abour a coyote painting the lobby
straight grey with the ever-wet brush to start it
new—FINALLY—a vision of what new can
be—and can't. If your vision is Universal it
can’t be new. And it can'’t be capitalized.

They wore the shoes of rock and roll stars,
both thickly heeled and shimmering in the
streetlights they walked beneath. The world held
its breath as passed.

They stood on top of the world’s tallest build-
ings and threatened to push each other off to
the delight of news shows, their glittered
clothes gleaming like the cosmos underneath
the flashing lights, They took good pictures as
the beautiful ones should. They took the stage
and kept 1t, both standing up and falling down.

“I'm so sorry, I'm so gone.”

She watched with silver cyes gone glassy. The
skyscrapers sparkled with platinum spires, silver
plated bodies and windows like mirrors, her
eyes spanned a world gone grey.

“Have you ever seen a sunset?”

“There is no sun anymore.”

“Have you ever seen a sunset?” he insisted, one
foot planted on the slick metal guard rail and the
other skimming the sky like it was water as
opposed to a one hundred seventy story drop.

The concrete was probably silver as well; his
body would crash like an imprint in mercury.

History was ruined the day they called some-
thing Modern—instant birth of the dormant
and mad Postmodern cow changing dollars to
quarters and standing in line in well-lit alleys to
play Pac-Man in the skulls of the innocent-
enough. But let The New Vision break a few
silly rules. Let it truffle-hunt reality’s rolling
woods unaware of No Trespassing glares. It's
got something to do with reality—the reality of
what'’s been paraphrased and cut and foot-noted
into the memory of those who went to school
to learn how to be honest.

The reality of the poet spinning fuck me
from his wife’s pure mouth into a tapestry of
private praise—the subconscious miner who hot
showers and cold parties—the face that says
fuck it and means it and prays to the God who

Journal

bleeds mercy to the mouth of the maze. He
doesn't follow a rule put down by his mom or
mine. The rule got cracked in a storm.
Humpty dance.

If there’s a way to make a cartoon silly prayer
understood by it's offerer as something sacred
and real and offered to God as something more
than a warm thing with a bow behind an
unlocked (if lucky) altar door—to see every-
thing from Greek campfires to the lobby of the

Chelsea Hotel is an attempt to
understand/rationalize /accept/honor/or live
without reality. If that can be grasped and
gripped and start joy-buzzing a few honest
palms maybe the world will be one in seeing the
difference between silly and serious. Rush hour
and happy hour and the Stock Market will live

forever, but maybe like the world realized Hitler
was Satan and Stalin was a fool and Mussolini
and Lenin and Saul went mad and a king was
never really one but many men, maybe we can
reach for a pre-emptive realization and see the
difference between Tom and Jerry and the Bible
and send everyone walking,

The grey desert has a horizon no matter who
paints it and it’s anywhere you decide to stop
and sit and you can fall right over—roll over 1t
sideways before you're legs fall asleep. There’s
no room for a scream off the end of a screen
and where you'll land could be anywhere from
Brazil to the bottom of a dried volcano rind in
Nigeria or Japan or Korea or Hawaii or leaning
over the rail looking into the green wet center
of a leafy life in the rainforest at the Topeka
Zoo. There's grape juice no matter where and
the Zoo Man laughs as much if not more than
any happy man you've ever seen smile.

of Sound

By Stephanie Kuehnert

He would never fall though, he never had.
And nor would she. The silver rolling across her
eyes like a thunderstorm, dripping winter
instead of tears,

She stood before a large pane of glass, morn-
ing light glowing softly against her skin. Where
were they now? The horizon etched with rectan-
gles reaching for the gods, but which pattern
was it? Chicago? New York? Had they crossed
the seas while she hadn’t been paying attention?
Hours and countries and oceans drifting by
while she stared with her looking plass eyes?
Had he been laughing, sleeping? He was etched
into the scenery as well as she turned. Stretched
like a cat in sleep across the bed, sheets twisted
around jagged hipbones picture perfect. Blue
mornings playing out across his skin. Blue
mornings that made her miss tea, miss the color
of twilight, miss his hands. In sleep his skin was
still as glossy as the photos. It always would be,
as would hers.

They should have been poets.

His eyes spanned silver across a world gone
grey. He always slept through Los Angeles;
there was something about waking to dusky
palm trees and opening his eyes to bright stage
lights and auditoriums full of hazy California
cyes and Hollywood lips.

He stood before a large pane of glass, flood-
lights of all colors gleaming upon silver snake
freeways roping around skyscrapers, over land
and sea. She wouldn’t even dnve these roads
anymore. Once he could see her in some silver
bullet of a rental car racing down and out
toward the desert or maybe the sea while he
stood on a shimmering rooftop drinking cham-
pagne, shouting “Cheers!” and calling her name.
Her laughter curled up through the rooftops
from the freeway as he watched her throw back
silvery blond hair, glittered lips kissing the
California twilight. Where did these roads go
anyway? Some deep, dark throat of the night?

He felt he hadn’t seen the countryside in years.

She walked barefoot from the great glass
window through plush white carpet to the
enormous silky bed. The best hotel
in..where were they? New York? LA? This
couldn’t be Eurnpc‘, could 1t? It would be
evening soon, the purples and lush oranges
of sunset blocked by the buildings, stretch-
ing up like robot hands, rwinkling into the
night.

Her eyes spanned silver, but in the mirror
he caught a flash of blue.

He pressed his hands against the grand
windowpane and left no print, no smear of
the night lights flashing, pouring out onto the
streets below. He turned to her curled like a
great pale cat upon the bed, blond hair
streaking against her skin,

“We should have been poets.”

He curled against her, motionless. The last
bit of warmth leaked from her body nto his.
Eyes closing, rc g silver across the lids
They danced on rooftops. One hundred sev-
enty stories. They could never fall
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=4 he man and the girl and the other man
got on the train and sitted down next to
me and laughed and said look at the
gorilla. I was gonna say you should see Troy my
brother he’s got hair on his forehead even but
the train started to move and was real loud, 1
was drawing in my picture book. The girl was
real pretty but I said to myself Jamie you've got
to not say nothing remember last time. I tried to
draw her but we were under the ground and the
light kept changing, T was working real hard at
drawing all the lines of her hair right but it kept
not being right.

The man said to the other man look at the
gorilla he’s so stupid and he's trying to draw
Stacy he better stop looking at her like that way.
I bit my lip real hard like Troy said to do when
you get mad and some spit came around my
teeth. It fell on the paper and the picture was
wrecked. I closed my eyes tight and counted up
real high like Troy said too but the train moving
was making me sick. Then I opened up my eyes
and I felt better. The girl was telling the man
and the other man to leave him alone he has
enough problems and then I thought I really
loved her. The man and the other man asked
me if gorilla wants a banana and I wiped my
nose and said no and they said listen to his
voice. One man was real tall like Troy was and

ey girll How've you been?” said Alizay.
H“Good! Long time no see!” said Diamond
as she hugged her old friend.

Diamond wondered if Alizay noticed the weird
look on her face when the announcer started call-
ing out the names of the players on the home
team. This was the first time the New York
Soldiers played the Chicago Zootsuits and it was
going to be interesting to say the least. Diamond
was dating a starting player on both teams and
she rold them whichever team won tonight would
bu how ﬁhc dctcrmj.ncd whom she wanted to be

with, “They'accépred the ‘challénge 'bécause bt
OF tHe’ \v:m‘(e Her 50 badly, ' They wete willing
to do anything. 1f Diamond told them to dress
up like women, try to pick up a man, then who-
ever got one first would win her heart, they
would’ve done it.

At first, Diamond really thought this was the
best way to decide whom she would spend her
days and nights with because she really liked
Fabian and Taye equally. But once she started
weighing the pros and cons of their personalities
Diamond knew which one she wanted — Taye.
She kept telling herself the fact that he made 2
million dollars more a year than Fabian had noth-
ing to do with her decision. Instead, she focused
on the fact that they were both ready for mar-
riage, had no children, and most important, they
both treated her well. This was too good to be
true in Diamond’s eyes. She especially wasn’t
accustomed to a man in his late 30s not ever

AND HE

ARMS, AMED

ntonio Sandoval brushed his daughter’s
A hair as they sat outside on the porch of

his house, perched on the rocky cliff
side on the shores of California as the sunset
with its fiery sheathe bathed the waters of the
Pacific. His daughter Isabel sighed and stuck a
sunflower in her father’s hair; he laughed and
made googly eyes at her, tickling her on her
stomach in her little golden white sundress. The
rays of the setting sun slowly drifted from her
face and draped it in red-tinged shadows as it
set into the sea, and he saw her laughing eyes
washed in darkness but sparkling and giggling,
reflecting the ceaseless rolling ocean.

Then Antonio’s rough fisherman’s hands
touched his wooden chair and caressed it like 2
woman, like a daughter no longer there but
taken to the sea’s womb, the kingdoms of phos-
phorescent silence. And he sat watching the
sunset, rubbing his bristly face and feeling a
moistness in his eyes that soon passed with the
last sigh before sleep.

His wife and daughter had died several years
ago. It was on a Sunday. After church they had
brought their boat down to the beach, hoping
for a short boat ride along the coast to a private
cove. The wind was strong that day, and the
inlets roared with crashing waves that sent them
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By Tim Lotesto

had long legs and no hair on his head only on
his chin. The other man had a red face like me.
The girl was pretty but there was a lot of hair all
over her coat. She leaned forward and it was all
on her back and the man and the other man
didn’t tell her or take it off her coat. It was yel-
low hair like her hair and long.

They sitted down right across from me but
nobody else was on the train except one man
was sleeping on the other side. He smelled up
the whole car. I said in my head it’s not me that
stinks and pretended they could hear. But I did-
n't say it out loud cuz Sharon at the Center says
keep your yap trapped. That means be quiet.

The train stopped one time but nobody got
on and nobody got off. It started again and
bumped and my pictures fell on the floor. The
man picked up the book. That was nice until the
man gave it to the other man and said check it
out Vincent Van Gorilla and even the girl

laughed. She was really so pretty her teeth were
very white. I said give it back and stuck my hand
out. Then the man said give it back and stuck
his hand out and the other man laughed. The
pretty gitl slapped the man’s arm and took my
book and gave it back. I said thank you and she
didn’t look to me.

The girl crossed her arms on het and put her
shoulders up and kept her yap trapped for a long
time. I thought she could be a movie star but
except her coat was so messy. The man and the
other man talked real quiet and forgot I was there
and the train stopped two more times and one time
the asleep man said a swear and went back to sleep.

1 drew a picture of a car but I was thinking. I
was starting to get mad at the man and the
other man. The pretty girl’s coat had a lot of
hair on it but they didn’t tell her. They didn’t
take it off her and make it so she wasn’t so
messy. They were not gentlemen is what Troy

By Lynette A. Griffin

being married or having kids. She couldn’t help
but try to keep both of them. And she would
have if it weren't for a playa’ hatin’ ex-boyfriend.
Everything was going smoothly until Diamond
ran into Darrius two weekends in a row and she
was out with Taye the first time and Fabian the
second. She was so new in the game that she
introduced both Taye and Fabian as her
boyfriend. Because her and Darrius always
remained close after their break up, she felt com-
fortable conédmg in'him when he phoned three
days after seeing her with Fabian.

She told him that she really liked the two of them
and was going to milk the situation for as long as
she could.

“Man Diamond! I know you’te fine as hell but
T still can’t believe you’re dating two starting play-
ers in the NBA! Girl, you are something else. But
T'm shocked. This isn't your style. Let you tell it,
you've never cheated on a man in your life,” said
Darrius.

“That’s the truth! Well, it used to be. Darrius, I
just couldn’t help myself. They’re both so good to
me. I've never had this problem before. Usually,
it’s hard to find one man who’s a little good to
you let alone two of them doing everything
right!”

“See, now you know how we feell Men always
have multiple women because we can never find

FLOOR OF H
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one who'’ll do anything right!

“Boy, don’t even get me started about why men
cheat. Men cheat for sexual reasons only!” said
Diamond.

A few days after their conversation Darrius
tracked down Taye’s and Fabian’s e-mail address-
es and sent them an e-mail telling them about his
relationship with Diamond and all sorts of other
information he thought would be useful. Then
he told them about her plan to continue dating
the two men. Both men refmed to the e-mail and
expressed their disbelief and hurt but neither of
them were willing to let her go. Unbelievable
thought Darrius. He was hoping neither of them
would ever want to see her again. Instead, they
were sending e-mails back and forth to each
other with a carbon copy to Darrius, trying to fig-
ure out a way for one of them to keep her.

“I have a feeling this is going to be a great
game!” said Syrus as a player from each team
jumped for the ball.

“What makes you say that? asked Diamond.

“Hello? Isn’t it obvious? These teams have the
best records in the NBA!

“Oh, yeah. That’s right.”

Diamond didn’t know how she’d sit through
the entire game looking normal. None of her
friends were aware she was dating anyone seri-
ously, let alone a player on each team. She didn’t

Moon fishing

By Chad ]. Pearson

hurtling into the rocks. Antonio was sucked into
a cave in the rocks, and he held on until the tde
diminished, spending hours in the rolling waves
that soaked into every last crevice of his body.
The last he saw of his wife she was holding
Isabel, a rosary in her bloody hands and his
daughter’s face buried in Irma’s chest, tossed out
to sea and the silent sun-dappled waters. They
found the bloated bodies on a ridge of rocks
near Pt. Reyes National Seashore, coiled around
each other, their eyes pecked out and seaweed
streaming down their limbs. They had to use a
crowbar to pry away the mother’s meaty arms
from her tiny daughter’s smothered body.
Antonio buried them near the cliff side, where
the ocean air could settle onto the grass, and in
the breeze, just at sunset, he could see them
floating toward the blazing red eye of the sun.
And at night, bottles of Tecate piled around him

on the floor, he could hear the first whispers of
his wife’s lips, speaking through the starlight
peeking through the old boards of his home.

“Antonio, Antonio, she needs a new dress,
Antonio. The kids tease her at school. That sun-
dress, Antonio, give her that sundress,” the
shadows whispered.

“Yes, Irma. I know the dress. I laid it out for
het. Is she still collecting the butterflies on the
cliffs?”

“No, Antonio. She is out with her friends, and
she needs her dress. Bring it to me. Bring it to
o L

And he would see his wife sitting on the floor
of his house. He would rub moonlight like a
lotion on her lithe form and fall silently into her
arms, and she would brush back his matted
black hair with her delicate fingers until his
scalp tingled and waves of soothing sighs

would say if he was on the train and not in
California where he is now. Then he would get
up and say excuse me and he would take the
hair off the girl by himself. Then they would fall
in love and she could leave the man and the
other man alone on the train. I could not draw
good because my hand was shaking T was so
mad. The next train stop was coming and the
man said this is it.

The man and the girl and the other man
stood up in front of me and my face was get-
ting real hot. The coat had hair all over and T
said excuse me but it came out like a yell and I
started to pull off the hair like a gentleman.
The pretty gitl screamed and then I stood up
and the train stopped and I fell down. The man
put his boot into my face real hard and then
again and then again. I couldn’t see if the asleep
man was waking up but I could see a lot of
blood. The other man looked real mad too and
1 tried to say but no one could hear cuz the
pretty girl screamed loud like singing,

The train door opened and the man and the
other man put their boots in my face again and
ran off the train. I didn’t care about the hair no
more. The girl bent down and cried and
touched my hair and I said you will love my
brother Troy you really will.

Excerpt from ‘May the Best Baller Win’

want them to know because she wouldn’t hear
the end of it. Everyone knows she isn’t the type to
cheat on her man. In fact, she gave her friends a
piece of her mind whenever they were steppin’ out
on their significant other. How could she explain
she had two significant others who she’d been dat-
ing for about three months ? The fact that they
were ballers was another reason she didn’t want to
mention it. Her friends would’ve told everyone in
the city and she didn’t need that. Besides, Taye and
Fabian were very private and didn’t want anyone to
know about whom they were dating unil it got real
serdous.' Apparently it'had. Whoever won' tonighit
would be going public with the relatonship.

“So Diamond, who do you want to win®" asked
Kayla.

“The Zootsuits of coutse!” said Diamond
knowing damn well Taye played for the Soldiers.

“Excuse me! Not everyone is a fan of the
Zootsuits just because they play for Chicago!”

“I know girl, 'm sorry. I just think Fabian
Floury is a hottie!” said Diamond.

“I don’t know, I kind of think Taye Tushine is
a hottie myself!” said Nubian not knowing why
she made Diamond grin from ear to ear all of the
sudden. “Oh, so you think he’s cute too,
Diamond?”

“Uh, well he’s alright. To tell you the truth, nei-
ther one of them should ever consider 'sitting
next to Michael Jordan’s fine ass!”

“Girl, you ain’t never lied!” said Kayla as they
laughed and all slapped hands.

spread through his body, and he moaned, curl-
ing into a ball on the ground, his hands turning
to clenched fists against his tightly shut eyes.
And he would dream again, fishing in his wood-
en boat out in the luminous, out on the endless

moon sea.

They were always there on the shining waters,
waiting for Antonio to bring the dress, the gold-
en white sundress of distant memory. And this
time his daughter Isabel giggled as she took the
dress from his trembling hands. His wife Irma’s
raven hair glistened as it brushed against his
skin, and he felt her cold fingers close around
his wrist, holding him tightly as they soared far
above the shimmering moon seas.

Gleaming waves washed over him and
Antonio felt himself leaving his body. The
moon passed under him, tickling his toes as it
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