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What is this thing

that i§'eréiiled at 4:30am on a wond
that is made up of Stolen Kisses
Litle White Lics?
What is this thing that finds its elation
in terribly ecstatic house music ulﬁ]l hours of t
that tungles inescapably with the IIQI of i
skin upon skin, flesh upon flesh, .
in the beat and the thrum of music on the misty dance floor?
Can you remember the hum of the crowd,
the dance beat pounding on the floor,
the sweet smell of sweat of hall-dgessed bodies,
and the taste of lips upon your hps-’
This is the Thing.
Fhis is:the Thing you have put w sleep for too long,
that rembles at the slightest qu(‘h‘ that knows no patience
however you may dare to teach i
This is the'| hing that is Being Alive,
that is lhe curl of arm about a gght waist,
that is 4 touch and smell and lasli: and sight and sigh;
this js leuu; whose absence is agony and empliness;
this l.hmg, this is sunrise along the Lake,
this is snowfall in the Park,
~this is holding hands beneath skyscrapers,
" this is fucking under the blankets il the moming light.
This is the thing called Life, *
and it is made of unnls,mﬁfbi' art, and ol photographs,
and of movies thial make us laugh until we cry,
and'of songs which make us cry untl we have to laugh.
This is Drunken Glory,
this 1s Friends and a Beer,
this is Old Times, this is New Follies.
There is Life in the world,
and who among us would not weep at five in the morning
because the rest of the world must sleep at this time.
Celebrate Lile, always, at any time.

Dreams
By Cassandra Adams

While flipping through the channels on television, I ran
across a cartoon in which I thought was very unique., Chalk
Zone—that Nickelodeon cartoon, with characters all drawn
i chalk, interacting in a chalk drawn world. In their envi-
ronment, everyday activities went on as normal until, sure
cnough, that evil force rears its ugly head, converting this
chalk town o a discouraging chaos until soon, that huge
craser comes along and wipes it all out.

Wouldi'tit be great if this could happen for real? No mat-
ter how much we try w do the right things in life tat evil
lorce always comes along, waiting lor the right moment o
draw those ever depressing gray clouds over our world, At
any given time, those dark flully substances tend 1o lollow
us like a bad discase, determinmg 1o change our colorful
lifee dull and miserable.

This chalk world takes me back 1o the time when Mrs.
Reynolds, my sixth grade teacher, assigned a writing project.
You know (hat all amous, “What do 1 want 1o be when 1
gow up” exsay we all had to write sometime ago during our
Il in grade swhool. Well, where 1 grew up we didn't have
conerete dreams, Being able (o survive the streets cach day
was our dream. Getting through sehool another week witly-
ot beig tortured or killed was whit we considered a bless-
g Becoming doctors, lawyers, teachiers, cic, were only
dreams never seniously thought out. Getting a menial job
the local MeDanald's 10 help make ends meet win

When
Chickens Fly

By Kelly Reiss

Three days ago I was having a root beer
at my kitchen table, when I had one of those
blackouts the specialist has been telling me about,
and I found myself inside one of the cages in my
latest business venture, my chicken coop. The
noise has been unbearable. When I was their
caretaker before my imprisonment, they were
never this gleeful. Then only noise was a constant,
dull cluck-cluck, with an occasional buck-caw
springing forward when I would reach in to grab an
cgg. Since I have been imprisoned in cage 10E [
have heard nothing except rude guffaws mocking
my predicament. The vile birds laugh with their
whole bellies through razor sharp beaks. It shakes
the cages, and sprinkles dirty white feathers, which
fall before my eyes like tears.

I'I ever get out of this alive, I shall stop
my patent application for my design for chicken
shelving is poorly suited to contain anything alive.
Instead ol having cages that opens like a cabinet
door, I had designed an “organic” way of keeping
my one hundred chickens isolated in individual
wire mesh baskets. The entire structure resembles
a library card catalog. The self-replenishing
viaduct system I have constructed of decorative
bamboo on the outside of the unit for food and
water is ineflective. T have not had water for a day
alfter I watched the hen next to me build a dam
with the small feed pellets blocking my water
chute. I have neglected the disposal of chicken

and now human waste. I thought I would die from

the awful smell. Tt feels moist, like the smelliest-
guy-on-the-block’s crotch during a heat wave. |
vomited as the first of many plops of feces from
the white beasts above me hit my head. [ was
thankful for the familiar scent. T don’t remember

From my previous perspective of freedom, |
thought myself to be a great deal larger than a
chicken, but I appear to have neither more nor
less room than my neighbors. I have been forced
nto their posture. My face is smushed up against
the front, my arms are pinned to my sides, folded
like wings, my legs are tucked under my torso, |
feel like T am only a pair of eyes, and this has
helped me get through the fact that my long hair,
forchead, and the back of my sweatshirt are crust-
ed white with droppings.

The door opens, and the chickens
increase the fervor of their laughter, and feather
shaking. Itis a‘man wearing overalls and a gray
newsboy cap, which covers all of his countenance
except for a chin that runs into his neck due to an
open mouth. I hear him open two drawers at the
other end of the coop. I see the chickens fly out
in a white streak before me. As they near the peak
of the sloped roof of the coop, they transform into
odd, transparent bodies of goo. Something like a
Jellyfish or a $.25 rubber hand. The two birds rise
and fall in the air for 2 moment like cottonwoods,
and then whoosh down to the floor with a splat.
watch them spread out over the spilled chicken
feed. The man moves down the apparatus and
opens the cages two at a ime. The room has
become silent, but it looks like a symphony as the
cmbryonic bodies float and dissolve. The floor
moves and shines as if it were a river of hair gel,

He reaches my cage and the evil hen
next to me, and he pulls the cages open, we lly
high in tandem toward the ceiling. Suddenly, I hit
my head, but she parachutes graceful and sheer 1o
Join the others. [ have not flown, but only unfold-
ed mysell and stood on painfully numb legs.

He takes my hand, and helps me with
the small jump to the now dry Hoor, and the shell
of feces [alls away. He pulls me to the doorway. 1
hear a cluck~cluck, and tum my head. My mouth
drops open like his when I see all of the cages,
including the one I was in, are again filled with the
little white monsters.

Outside in the clean, cold air, I cringe at
the dull sound seeping from the red planks of the
chicken coop.

what clean smells like.

dream.

Frustrated, I pulled out my paper and thought for a long
time about careers that would impress Mrs. Reynolds.
Then I thought about the question seriously. What would
I like to be? How could I use myself to give back to the
world? God had given me the gift of life, how could [ use
it, in return, as a gift back to him? Hours went by, yet [
continued to come up with dreams T had absolutely no
interest in. Dreams that I felt would make me look good in
the eyesight of my teacher. All at once, my mind diifted
back to the streets where Big Joe was gunned down the
other day, Ty was at Cook County in a coma because his
balance was short seven dollars, Linda OD'ed last week,
“TilTany got knock-up by James, now he's all up in her girl
Sheila's lace and Ed stepped out in front of an Amurak
because hie just couldn't cope with life anymore. These
thoughts Nooded my mind endlessly. How do we find a
wity lo overcome the daily odds that conquers us? Then it
finally fell upon me and I quickly picced together a paper
revealing the only dream I secretly held close (0 heart. For
the first ime in my lile 1 openly revealed how I wanted o
become a writer. Like Iyanna Vanzant, Ralph Marston or
Susan L. Taylor, I wanted 10 use my words (o make a dif-
levence in somebody else's life and within a couple of
hours, my paper was revised, proofread and ready lor Mis.
Reynolds review,

That following Monday she quictly strolled around ench
desk, pussing papers back, Finally, she stopped in front of
my desk and Twondered if she could hear my hewt shike
ing ugainst my chest, for sure Twas about 1o receive the ulti-
mite failing grade. She slid my paper in front of me and
then her face broke into a soothing smile, instantly solien-
g her stern gaze, nght belore moving on (o the next stu.
dent. Mixed feelings surged through me like tiny bolts of

lightening as T slowly peeped underneath the paper, sur-
prised to see a B+, Not bad, I thought, a satisfied smile
emerging upon my face. I was quite giddy for the rest ol
the day and when I got home and showed mama my B+
she was thrilled.

“Despite the cvil forces that floats through our neighbor-
hood,” she read aloud to no one in particular, “The drugs,
the violence, even the ones who pretends to be our friends,
yet they betray us by taking our generosity lor granted, 1
learned to use my words as an eraser to wipe them out.
Through my words, good would over-power evil. And just
as I seck strength from those who believe in my dream to
become a writer, someday others will find encouragement
through my words.”



would still be in the chair fiddling with her cigarctte
butts, the baby stll in the crib, and Linda in her us
underwear, sitting on the living room [loor watching

I¥:

Bundle of Joy

BY Nlcole Chakahs . z As the days went by Peggy started turming her chair
‘* towards the TV in the living room, stll next to the By Moya M. Thompson

stove, still with the ashtray in her lap but now staring

chg} never spolu. 1o the girls much, but she slup;)ul
talking all lo;guhcl alter her fourth daughter was i"
bor. Some days went by she didn’t say a word
Something was wrong \l’lUl Donna. She wasn't r sy or
lump like thefoth svhen they were bor.
Donna was long aj 'kmny‘ less than five poungs
‘hen they brought her home. Her skin was wrii ukled,
she had no fingernails, and her eyes never opened.
There was no celebration for Donna’s arrival; no visi-
fors came 1o see her. There were no gifts of cute, lit QY

Me and you
jumped up and down too much. She watched the I see

commercials with special intensity, licking her tecth Us

L. met you

and we laughed
shared a joke

She became extremely interested in a show called had some coffee...
for a Day, where a panel of four or five or was it tea...

fo baby. dothes; nomnew haikets: women would tell sad stories of their impoverished No juice!
Peggy put the baby in Linda’s old crib. She lives and the most pathcetic, by audience applause, Over dinner
didi’t put Donna in the lace lined bassinet like she - Would ‘»"i‘" home appliances—washers, dryers, refriger- make it lunch
ad done with the others, wheeling the white, deco- ators with [reczer compartments. in that place
wed basket out to the living room so everyone could One day Peggy spoke (o Toni when she got home we reler to as “Our special place”.

ce the new baby. Peggy set Donna in the crily and sat from school.

own in a chair next o the stove, in the doorway Toni?” You and me
between the living room and the kitchen and: “Yeah, Ma.” N I see
o : “Did you cver see the show, Queen for a Day?” Yes We
Peggy stopped getting up i “Yeah, ma.” Queen for a Day was on at 1:30 in the sat and talked
Lee got themselves readg for school. They ate the alternoon and Toni had only scen it on days she 2 long talk oo
oatnteal Bob left on d? stove and tumed the TV on stayed home [rom frhool. Thr: sh(?w’s host was a wintor the tiee
= il She s ’f old cnough to 2010 sglmo] )cl short man who sat in the middle of the pancl wearing in the park...
a tuxedo. His hair was light and looked dry even on or rather the beach
the black and white TV, he had it combed over from by the sea.
i the same hofisedress she slcpl iwithod a low side part to cover some ol his high f()rcllc:‘ul: I listened 1o you
on her lap. gy{c round ashtray was chrom: He ha(l_ a pencil lhm ljnuslac]:c across the top of his you made me laugh...
bird’s hcatjs coming up out of the middle with their upper lip. The prizewinner was placed on a Lhrouc,. o actually giggle
uptumedimouths slightly opened in orde crown placed on her head. She would be wrapped in then you listened to me
cigaretg while it burned. But Peggy neverused it thay @ velvet cloak and told of her prize. “As queen for a shared my dreams
way. She would carefully use M-ﬁﬁjw birds to  {ay you will receive an automatic washing machine!” That's what I like
Toni remembered some of the stories, once there About Us
was a young girl from West Virginia, with long
c of the ashtray to be smoked later. blonde hair, who had three small children and a hus- You and 1
She would sit there all day, smoking, twist- band who had died in a coal mining accident. One We agree
ing at her hair, chewing her nails. Sometimes she'd time it was a fat woman with dark permanently waved most of the time
warm a bottle of milk in a pan of hot water for Linda hair with five kids whose husband was killed while We see eye Lo eye
10 give to the baby. Linda loved to feed the baby. She dniving a gasoline u*u('k: It exploded 1n an accident; about family and friends
would stand next to the crib and slip her arm through _lhcy never recovered his body. She won a new color not old girlfriend
the slats and hold the bote there for her new baby Iv. but good friend
sistcr. “I should be Queen for a Day, don't you lluuk g We argue somelimes

ah Ma, you should.” then we say sory...you lirst
then me

andl start over agan
because [mends disagree
Somcumes

Iriends like you and me

When Toni and Lee got home Irom school Peggy

You and 1
We agree
on cclibacy
on mumacy
on ministry

v .II Th. h on idusty

a nl a Ic ne” on traveling the world together one day
L - So you ask

BY Marcehs D. WYEIII “Will you marry me?”

I'm surprised

I dream ol deep kisses under waterfalls ;
because I didn’t know

Candlelit conlrontations and love made during the most violent weather

The sudden blood rush when tongues touch

Beneath a thunderstorm ol pleasure constructs a level above lust

Just enough to bless my soul with the beginning and conclusion that poetry IS a woman
And cvery time I extend lor a pen to seribble with a quickness

I tend to fall into this abyss of Vanilla Thickness

I wasn't sure

that you [elt

what I felt

That you were ready to be
together

lor eternity

That's a long time...

I mean, call me complicated, but my conscience can’t keep cool =
FOREVER

When continuously conjuring calm kissing conversations

From convergence beneath ereamy caramel Queen-sized covers

This is worse than contagious

My destination is penetration but I want (o contain patience because

With paticnce comes great things

She is the reason I'm only THINKING and not SAYING

I mean, she don’t even have o touch me... her eye contact alone is paralyzing

“This Vanilla Vixen who knows these thoughts run wild through the walls of my imagination
But lide does she know I'm already one step ahicad

Sce, while she is scarching lor ways to explore my world,

I have already woven universes into her vision

I have been entranced by caramel elegance and melied my way through chocolate ice

But those type ol journeys tend (o lead to sudden shilts and afiershocks

1 will not let another pretty lace penetrate my defenses

I will not give this vanilla thickness casy access 1o my heart like T installed a revolving door
I will not allow another flavor of the opposite sex to stun cvery taste bud on my tongue
To the point those 3 words once again are sung

She’s the one... she's the one... she's the one "

But between you and me
That's what it will be.

But damu, how else will I ever find out if she's the one?

I dream of deep kisses under waterfalls

Candlelit confrontations and love made during the most violent weather

She is now the focus of my subconscious thoughts

“This vanilla thickness hitting all of my switches .

I just know her vanilla kisses can stop time

Sometimes 1 just sit back and visualize each one

As she remains on every corner ol my mind like 81 OP signs

At the same time, shorty is priceless and a Hot Dime

And [rom the way she’s staring at me right now, I'll be damned il she’s not mine.



Chinese Calendar

By Noola Chakalis

An old woman walks into the pharmacy. She is old, old
cnough to be aomgbndys greatgrandmother. She approache:
oached e window
ane Nicole said as nicg as someonc can say something alter
the one-millionth time you say it, "Can I help you?"
The woman looks her direetly in the eye and then
s pastther into the pharmacy, looking around like she
knows what she is Jooking lor. She points past Nicole 1o a .
pharmacist and says,*Can I speak with her?* :&)
Nicole replies, "Sure, ﬁw consultation at the window.”
A lew minutes lﬁu Erin approaches the counter
and pleasantly says, in her valley girl voice, "Hi ma'am did
Jou need to speak to a plu srmacist?”
... The woman replies, "Oh, are you a pharmacist?®
!“.'mx says, in a hy rricd tone, "Yes, maam did you
need some | :
'l]ur voman sayg; "Yes, | was, ondering il you
he Chinese galendar was thig

*I am Korean."

No T haven't”

Chinese czfem]:nr'-"

knew \\'ly‘l‘f’ﬂlc animal on
Qe o

Enn, "No, I am sonry I don' lri

“in” windosy.

you Chinese™ N
Erin replics, "Ng maam I am Kore
The woman, ‘%T" you bom there?!
Exin, "Where China or Korca?”
“The woman replics, “Either.”
Enn, "Korea.”
The woman, *Sa you don't know what the animal
on the Chinese calendar ig:this year?”
Ern replies, "N, I am sorry [ don'l.”
The woman sayg, "Well how about her?® She
points over Enn's shouldeg to Hopc.
Firin calls Hope over. "Hi young lady, do you hap-
pen to know what the mumqlm; Ahe, Chinese caleudar is this

year?”

there is & problem?*

animal

“Yes, I was.”

maam [ don'” # #

CTA-AIl the Way!

By Meg Ritter

All right all y'all living in Chicago, know what's the greatest asset this city has to
oller?  No, 'm not talking about the numerous muscums, or the crazy restaurant/bar
scene, the theatre distnet, the lakelront, Chicago Symphony Hall or those two bascball
teams. And I'm certamly not alking about Navy Pier. Hell, I'm not even talking about
the hotdogs.

Nope, I'm talking about the best, most taken lor granted aspect of what this city
hias 1o ofler, day m and day out, ran or shine, sleet or snow, hailstorm and high wind- it
surges lorward, plunges ahead, forges on- 365 _ days of the year. And although it comes
with bells and whistles, homs and wheels and announcements 1o boot- it’s still waiting for
its muchi-needed glorification and appreciation lrom the general Chicago land public.
Everyday it passcs, you by, but its not 100 late, everyday you have the renewed opportunity
(o hop on for a ride,  Not much else in life, you can say that about!

Now, il you're poor listen up. I'm talking “roman noodles and ice water is a nutritious
meal"-poor, “stealing napkins and ketchup packets from last food joints 1o save money”
poor. Not, “homeless shelters are beter than the street to rest your head at night™-poor.
For those of you who're the first iwo kinds of poor, you better believe it, the CTA is the
best bang you're ever gonna get for your buck. 11 the last scenario is your lot in
maybe the CTA shouldn’t be of your utmost concern.

Wit 1o go on vacation but don't live the dough to Toot the bill? Don't fret. Take the
CTA mstead. You can o 1o as many as wn or twelve dillerent comers of the world and
hiear just as many languages spoken, depending on what part of town you go 1o, and liow
much you pay attenton. For only $1.80 or S2,00 for a wansler card, any destnation in
the city 1s yours o conquer, Chinatown, Lite Taly, Ukeinian Village, Greektown, as well
as countless cthinie and culturally diverse

ghborhioods. Considering that it costs you at
least S1.50 belore a cab even pulls away from the curbe this is a full blown, crazy-ass, steal.
Whien I was new to the city, a rookie rider on the CTA, belore T even understood how o
mserta fare card, the number one, unanimously agreed upon, unspoken rule suictly lol-
lowed by 95% of all wrban commuters became blatant.. NEVER niake ¢ye contact. OF
course, as all rules are meant 1o be, sometimes this one o is broken, Alter all we
only human, We all look and pretend not o, Tts okay, Ido it oo,

What of all these people on the bus or wain? “I'he ones that step o our feet, poke
elbows into our shoulder blades and whom we have backpack o hackpack bumping bat-
tes? They stand and sit inches from us, some even bieath against our Lices, yet we pre-

are

tend not 1o notice them and they pretend not 1o notice us,

Bt i are they interesting! People watching isn't reserved solely for the elderly parked
ot lront porch stoops, Anyone ¢an do ity even you and 1 il we do it right,. Where DO all
these peaple come from? Where're they all going? ‘I note ol them without them
votcing They're artistic inspivation in the Nesh. Yap, yet another astonishingly awesome
perk provided by the CTA, ditcheap spiration- bell they even throw inca fiee ride.

The woman again looks very puzzled and says
Kind of loud, "Well aren’t you Chinese?

Hope replies, "No I am not.”

“Oh well then what are you?”

“Oh arc you related to the pharmacist?*
'N;f) ma'am [ am not."
cre you born there?”

ell have you ever been to China?"
¢ell does anybody else know the animal on the

'_fam sorry ma'am I don't think so.”

The woman tumns like she has given up and is
going o l(?\c and she notices Audrey out of the comer of
her eye. She points oéﬁsq;d says, "Can I speak to her?”

Nicole says lm':dl'i;2 Y

“Audrey says as passing by, "Sure in a moment.”
“The woman looks puzzled. Shesays; Well, aren't’ “When Audrey returns she walks pleasantly up to
the window, “Is there a problem, ma'am?”

“ The woman replies :@o. why would you think

Audrey cx])laixp,é”@Vcli I am the manager and usu-

ally the ¢all me overds take care of a problem.” "
"Oh no, T was just wondering il you know what the
on the Chinese calendar this year®

*No, I am sorry ma'am but I don't"

"Well, aren't you Chinese?”

*No ma'am I am Phillipino.”

*Oh, were you bom there?*

*Oh, have you ever been to China?
“Yes, when I was a child but I don't remember

on the calendar?”

No.*

"Do you know if anybody clse knows?"

Tl see.”

Audrey walks away and leaves Nicole standing
there with this crazy woman. Then the phone rings and
Nicole leans behind the partition so the woman can't hear
her conversation. '

"Hey, Nicole can you come back here and check these cal-
culations,” Bernard says without identifying himself.

Nicole answers, "I can't I have a patient in the win-
dow.”

"Alright, I'l come up there.”

"Maybe you shouldn't this lady is kind of weird.”

“Don't worry about it; I have been working here a
long time.” Bermard says cheerily.

As soon as Bernard comes around the comer, the woman
shouts, "Can you come here sir?”

Bemard approaches, *Can I help you?”

“Yes, do you happen to know what the animal is
on the Chinese calendar this year?”

Bemard replies sarcastically, “No, do you?”

"Well, I think it is very rude to answer a question
with a question. I T knew I wouldn't be asking you?”

"Well, why would I know?"

*Aren't you Chinese?*

*No, ma'am [ am Phillipino.”

*Oh, are you related to the manager?”

“No, are you?"

"Well youure awlully rude; you act like my ques-
tion is weird."

"Well this is a pharmacy why don't you uy to the
library or Clinatown?"

The wontan stormed ofl' and Nicole said, "Thanks
Bemard, I thought she would never leave.”

*Oh, don't worry about it, she does tis every year.”

Audrey you are needed at the

-’\

*Oh, so you don't know what the animal is this year

Randomness, diversity, constant change... whether it's the sights out the window or the
crowd around you, it’s luel for your imagination, regardless il you're a painter, a sculptor,
a musician, a writer, or merely an observer and lover of life.

Some country folk may believe that we urbanites don’t know what its like to survive the
harsh great outdoors. Let it be known, we're as hearty as any rural dwellers, especially il
you're a [requent CTA rider in the middle of one of this city’s award winning winters. Just
walking to the bus stop is a leat unto itsell; braving that infamous wind, (so sh-u‘p it draws
tears that s|n|l and [reeze across your chapped checks) while simull usly sidestepping
snow strewn, ice slick sidewalks.

Once on the bus or train, more often than not, it'll drive ofT while you're still bounding

. down the aisle, looking for a seat.  Good luck. When standing is the only oplion, cause

all the seats are taken, and you're hanging onto one of those germ infested metal poles,
balancing becomes your most imperative motor skill,

When the bus driver hauls ass into traflic the second your U-Pass goes in, when he slams
the brakes or pumps the gas spasmodically, don’t get mad. Instead, picture all the sports
you'll soon masler with your newfound balancing abilities. You're well on your way to
becoming a pro on surf, skate and snowboards, as well as skis.

Even in the summertime, being car less in the city has its athletic assets, ' Why go 1o the
gym? A trip to the grocery store is usually suflicient. Carrying your groceries three to
seven blocks and up a couple flights of stairs to your apartment is sure to make muscles
out of your twig arms. That goes for carrying laundry to the laundry mat oo (lor some
reason clean laundry always seems lighter).

Al those sprints up el track steps and down city blocks, chasing that blessed bus or
, your endurance level and speed have greally increased. Credit the CTA.

Commuting by bus or tain not only gets you where you need to go, but while you're going
you can study lor a science test, read a gooly new novel, catch up on the news by Mipping
thorough a paper, or write in your journal (although the bumpiness and the oceasional
noscy stranger's over-yoursshoulder stare can be pretty nerve-racking). Al of which camiot
so casily be accomplished when you're the one behind the wheel. Ina country that val-
ues elliciency above many things- you will feel the utmost satislaction in kmm-iﬁg that you
are accomplishing at least two things at onee. " Way to go!

Or do absolutely nothing

all. For a society that's constantly complaiing about having
oo much o do, not enough hours in that day to get it all done, never enough idle ume 0
relax, viding the CTA oflers the great alternative-Boredom.  Yes you read it vight- BORE-
DOM; the apportunity to do nothing can really have its perks.

You can sit back and let someone else dodye the pedestians aned crabby cabbies. You

can sit back and let someone else tace the yellow lights and battle the drivers who block
the whole street, feebly auempting to parallel park, and the asswholes in the SUVs. At
first it may be dillicult to give up the control of being in the driv
way through chaotic city taflic, but believe me- very soon you'll
riding on the CTA for what it really is, liberation,

Soon, the people ol Chicago will unite in one voice. Our roar will nise above
the rumble of the tain, the honking of homs. "CTA! ALL THE WAY!Y We will chant
its long overdue praise, “CIAALL THE WAY!™  Believe mesits gonna happen,

.

CI's scal, navigating your
apprecite and recognize




21st Century

Humanology
By Analee Kasudia

more juice for the fire
more butter for the bread
more wax for the candle
more lile to the dead.

let the unconscious

run wild trough the rain.”

let the flowers shed their color
mark their termitory by stain.

paint yoursell' a dillerent color
to please tis brainwashed socis

culture,

strike your fist against yourticighbor.
begin an unwanted wart
(o verily your supposed labor.

step up to the podium.
start the pandemonium

atract the bees'with honey; :
confews he'room with money.

“Steve”
By Denise ;)?Neal

Steve is standing in line of aboit thirty waiting to read lor a

part in a movie he'has no idea about. “Heariy,
open casting call on thealiernative radio statio

to. Feeling a bit sullbcal&?%i;j the many beautiful faces
crowded in the hallway just otitside the auditorium he feels
1ce as théothers. The casting
director hands out the script. Steve 187y attractve guy with)
beautful skin, hazel eyes and a killer smile he hides under
a beautiful thick head of brown hair. Having“had only two
sexual encounters in his life, Steve is at a point where he is
tired of living this ordinary existence as an accountnt. He
feels this will bring him out of his shell whatever part he

he has just as good a ¢

may play.
“Steve Bartram”, says the director.

He nervously makes his way (o the stage dropping his

briefcase and [umbling with the seript.

“I can’t be nervous. This is my chance 1o do something
I 1T don’t do this now I never will. T would
hate to continue this ordinary existence. I can’t remain

spectacular

ordinary.”

To his horror and dismay, he [lips through the pages and
realizes just exactly what he’ll have to read and il he gets

the part what he'll have to do,

“Mr. Bartram arc you ready?” The solt femi-

nine voice shakes him [rom his momentary shock.
“Yes I'm ready.”
He starts (o read with a nervous voice.

“Now shut up and drop to your mother fucking knces.
Now wrap those juicy lips around my cock and go 1o

work”.

“Mr. Bartram, you think you could say it with a lide more

conlidence, a little more force?”
“Sure!”

So with more confidence and lorce he delivers his lines.
“Shut up and drop to your mother fucking knees. Now
wrap those juicy lips around my cock and go (o work!”

“Mr. Bartram can you be back tomorrow at 10:00 am?”

“Delinitely.”
“We would like to get some shots of you on came

Steve walks out of the audition with his head held high and

an aura of confidence he's never had before.

“The next day Steve arrives at his practice camera shoot.

“Good moming Steve.”

Kelly takes Steve back to hair and make up.

“Mortning.”

“Kellyis going to-take-you back 1o hair and make up and

we'll see you in a half hour.”
“Great.”

ou are absolutely gorgeous.” Kelly says.
o m

pasts.

“Not exactly.”

When you wall
ognize you”s’

like to blow you mysell.”

Steve blushes. He looks in the mirror and doesn’t recog-
nize himsell. He is wruly amazed. He never realized how

good looking he is.

He walks out to the casting director and he looks at him

and can’t believe it’s the same person.

“Steve T knew you were the one I was looking for. Go take

your place right in [ront of that camera over there.”
“Here.”

“Right there, Blake, come take your position.”

So in walks this tall slender guy with dirty blond hair, green

cyes and a body to dic for.

“Ok Steve say the lines just like you did in the audition.”

“You're kidding right?”
“About what?”

“He's a guy.”

“Yeah, so?”

Steve delivers his lines,

As part of the seen Blake actually has (o give Steve a blow
Jjob. Steve is adamant against it at first but if’ this is what it
takes for him to not be ordinary he'll do it. Blake looks
deeply into Steve’s eyes and begins 1o suck him like a hun-
gy homo. Steve becomes more relaxed, goes witl it and

has an orgasm like none other he's had before.

Alter about a hall hour the casting director calls in the next

actor o do the same seen with Steve.
“Vinessa take your position.”

So, again, Steve delivers his lines. Vanessa delivers her
lines and then proceeds to give Steve a blow job, With all

the sucking and licking he can’t get hard.
“Steve what's wrong?” “The casting divector as
“Nothing! She's ordinary. Blake was spectacular.
spectacular.”

“ 1o draw pictures on your i

ou're hiding under that head of Tair.
out in lront ol that camera they won't ree-

Kelly goes/to work cutting Steve’s hair imtosit ¢ool rendy
Liaits Trom under his eye-
ling-atitile makcup just for camera purposes.
“Youlseall done. I'T weren't in a serious relationship I'd

Iwant

A Weary
Machine

By Nolan Chessman

Seep in by way of Appalachia.

Trains carve through rock

roarmg and unheard

like creatures between mattress and (loor.
These thing,

they do not exist.

And yet they haunt the south,

wrench somersaults over wilted men

like coal-boulders sporting thick clumsy limbs.

They greet and crush them
—politely—
and then get on with dying.

In the stinking mouth of

West Virginia,

men become ghosts.

Their grull voices lather the walls in a
cryptic-scrawl that is shattered and abducted
belore resonating through the stark wnnels.

., They have tried, but singing cannot

pry their dismembering jaws.

Sweek Mandolin Chords,

these aves will rot beneath your warbling melodics.
It s beter o starve,

to crumble chucking rocks

tsan (o let the soot 1lit in '
ICS,

thrilling and prognostic,

deep n the rutted permanience
ol misery

and ol nothing.

The hands ol coal miners are rarely noticed.
Nose, brow and mouth,

crumpled and folded.

Nihongo ongami: paper bones

are a tired commodity.

the preacher-boy

preaches all night.

The treless equality of man sleeps
because the land is warm; its belly heaping
(has already been picked over).

Leave it alone to think
and decompose.



Tumbling Down
By Danielle R. Smith

Caithin lived a fairly simple life. She went to a small college a few hours away
from the city. Also from her newly married mother and perfect brother. She had many
acquaintances, but only three real friends.

But Cathn had a small problem. Since she was a young girl, she had a tern-
ble case of weak knees. First noticed when she was in the sandbox and asked a young
boy 1o play on the swings with her. Alter refusing her, she later discovered the boy with
the prety girl Irom her neighborhood, on the swings 1o less.

Since then Caitlin has been eursed with weak knees. Whenever she was nerv-
ous, scared, or i any way, emotionally ofl balance, she would tremble and grow weak in
the knees. Causing hersell 1o become klutzy and cause chaos all around her.

Over the years, she has found ways to hide her curse. She never asked for
more than expeeted. Accepted [irst offers of schools, jobs, even boyfricnds. She was
mvolved with her close guy Iriend in high school, though she only found him moderate-
ly atractive. Never seeing things to their full potential, Caitin lived a life of contempt.
Reaching for more than what was ollered only landed her face down in the ground, liter-
ally.

One day, alter her monthly lunch with her parents and brother, all of whom
nsisted she do something with her lile, she stumbled upon a theater. Where as a child,
she used 1o watch part ime actors perform. Not knowing exactly what enticed her to
8o, she soon found hersell inside. e

Everyone inside was dressed for a dinner party. Women wore long llo\ving,
dresses. The men wore suits and hats. She suddenly lelt underdressed in her blue
jeans and white, long sleeved tshirt. Standing in the back so as not to be noticed,
Caitlin watched the performers. Picking up a program someone had thrown to the
lloor, she realized she had come during the final minutes.

His cyes were green. Or at least she thought [rom the distance she was stand-
g rom. A sharp pain struck her in the chest as she watched the tall, brown haired
man on stage. Something told her that up close, his cyes were bright green cmgrd(l;,,
Caitlin felt her legs start to wemble. She sat on the loor, not minding all the st-wé& f;um
people around her.

You'll never meet him, Caidin told hersell over and over again. .Shc said any-
thing she could 1o keep hersell calm. The show was over and everyone was greeting
cach other and the actors. She could sce him through a small gap in the crowd. His
smile broke her heart as her shaking legs told her what she had feared for (]l(' ast{en
minules.

When Caiin found hersell saying, “I love you”, she lhou Bt i was only in L
head. Liule did she know that one of the other actors had overlicard her. Patricia,
looking from the unknown girl on the floor, to where her eyes |\'crc"’ili{m-lul, she pie
together what was happening. Walking up 1o Grang, shie told him what shediad over-
heard and directed his attention to Caitin. )

Caitlin was [rozen in her spot on the lloor as Grant looked right at her.
Despite shaking knees, Caitin tied 1o pick hersell up and move past the crowd. She
didn’t want lum w catch her and hand her over to the police. Not only was shie there
without an invitation, but she could be put away for stalking and being mululﬁ' unstable.
But once again, Caitlin's nerves got the better of her.

i Unknown o the crowd standing behind her, Caitlin bumped into dam,
spilling their drinks all down the front of her shirt. Stumbling backwards trying to regain
her balance, Caitlin tied to excuse hersell. Hitting the table with a row of fmgl, Caithin
flipped over, taking the food with her. Spread out on the lloor with the quui(gon her
shirt that was now becoming sticky, and cheese wedges in her hair, Caitlin ricd o leave

quictly.

Everyone around ignored her, liguring shie was some waitress that was just
starting out on the job. Trying w stand only made it harder lor her, so Caitlik ended up
moving around on her kinces. Fumbling around in the aisles, she almost bumped into
someonc’s legs when she looked up and noticed they belonged o Grant. He was look-
"g arouud frantically and Caitlin overhicard his conversation with a man :uuuﬁnu next
bin.

“Have you scen a girl come by here, with long brown lair and ;cant?' Grant
asked the man.

“No, but all the help looks the same around here.” He responded aoulunx
bored.
Turning n the opposite direction, Caitlin scurried between aisles ulilghc was
at the exit. She didn’t want him to find her and get hersell in rouble. Looking

Grant, Caitlin saw (hat he had given up his scarch for the mystery girl. She left the t
ater, food stains all over and a program clutched in her hand.

In a few days, Cailin was back o her usual self. As normal as someone with
her setbacks could be. She decided W go downtown for her last minute holiday shop-
ping. She needed a way 1o get her mind ofl of the week's events. Caitlin found a
department siore with a smaller crowd than the others.  As she waited in line on the
escalator, some lamiliar Taces owed her,

. And no one could believe the mess she made of (he theatre.” Patricia bel
lowed 1o her tweo companions, Amanda, a young socialite and Grant, from above
Caithn’s head,

“Security never found her?™ Amanda asked, Nipping her chin length strawber-

ry blomd har, with a look of confusion,

to not have

have happened when she ran out of the theatre. They might really think she was some
sort of stalker. But at the moment, Caitlin felt as she were about to famt. Finding a
chair near the dressing room, Caidin sat with her head in her hands. But Patricia and
Amanda soon joined her.

“Poor Grant.” Caitlin heard Patricia saying by a rack of clothes. “I can't
belicve he spent hours after the show trying to find her.” Caidin leaned back in her
chair to get a better listen.

“What was he going to do when he found her?” Amanda asked.

“Actually...” But Caitlin didn’t hear the rest. Her leg jerked up, tripping a
woman carrying a pile of clothes. As the woman lell, she knocked into the rack where
Patricia was browsing. Other patrons in the store game to sec who had caused the
wreck. Caitlin got up and wried o push her way past the people pointing and talking.
She ran right into Patricia in her attempt to escape. She was greeted with a look of won-
der.

“Don't I know you?” She asked with a look of contemplation as she scanned
the room lor Grant.

“Excuse me.” Caitlin tried to move past her. ' When she was sale outside,
heading towards the train, she noticed in the window Patricia pointing out the door and
frantically talking o Grant. Ome second later he was leaving the store and heading right
towards Caitlin.

Despite shaking legs and a pounding heart, Caitlin practically ran the wo
blocks to the subway. Hearing Grant behind her trying to catch up, Caitlin ran faster.
She stumbled a few times, knocking into people along the way and as she ran 1o the sub-
way. Caitlin was rushing to get on any train that was still in the station. Jumping on as
the doors closed, she clutched the pole to keep hersell standing straight.

Slightly hunched over to catch her breath and partially cause of her weak
knees, that were rembling twice as persistent as they've ever done before. Hld(lw
hmd atall man, she saw Grant get to the platform looking around as lpg»tﬁin rolled

(;utfn‘l’ vy safeybutshe. MAMM‘(&M on hcr bed that night. And
every night that followed that week. She didn’t want this curse. What would happen .
later when she was an older woman? She would have to lock hersell up and never ury.
be sruly-happy. She didn’t want to settle anymore. i
Despite lf:ép{obl:.ms her curse had caused the last week, she didn’t mind 1(
some of the time. She almiost liked her heart pounding. It made her feel alive, that 7
maybe things would be all rightone day. She even took to taking out the program she
found, and Mlip 1o his picture. She ¢avould wish that the photos were in color so the mys-
tery in her head over his eyes wouldl be solved.

Even at umes when she wasn't looking at his picture, she felt her hean pmmd

“Wialkiig 1o class or having lunch i ui the quad, she thought about him and the pounding

and shakes \\'O\Mj(d.rt She only mshul that the person occupying those thoughts lm
A}E\mk she was &‘l'.\zv.)'na,,t i

Wanting o clm:r her up, Liz and laug:’hcr roofupwc and neighbor, loDk
ier 1o a party in lJ:g icir dorm house. Only uzhumor them, €aitlin went, and planhccl
time. Despite the storm. d:ﬂ ragged outside it didn't stop the py'ty
in lglw in stayed away from lnrgc cmwﬂs of college kﬁh that weren't going to be
"hic o go home for the break because they wuu(id: have a hgﬂgovcr She decided ﬂ'n
would stay for another lew minutes before going up (& Hide in her room.

Alter hearing the same song for the third time, Caitlin decided she had
cnough. On her way to her room, she was caught in a corer waiting for a group of par-
tygoers to pass by. Out of the cor ncr ol her eye, she saw the entrance to the bml(ﬁng.
and a rain soaked man asking a lcw people something. It ook Caitlin hall a momun o
realize it was Grant, soaking wet, -lml looking around, for her.

“The rembling had already begun, and Caitin tried to hold herself up an the
wall. As he moved closer, her breathing began to pick up as she frantically lookedd for
somewhere to hide. Alter knockin leo a lew people along the way, Caitlin sunﬁblcd
into someone’s dorm room. 3

Shutting the door behind her, she half fainted to the floor. She was now
trapped. Any minute, he would l'nﬁl her and hand her over to authoritics, or can pus
police. And il that didn't happen, ,vcryuuc would know about her problem.
never live it down. Holding onto Herfegs;: shaking, st Iookcd
around for someplace o hide. §

The window in the corer of the room made r last escape. could
go outside, and hide out in the library until she could comt back. Tomorrow ghe woukd
leave for breakyant Wouldive: 1o worry about anyaiie tracking her down.
plitig across the room, sllppmg th portable yity, she lorcelully pulled the wine
dow opcn Figuring she would be ling ping lorg the first floor, she pul ier legs
oul afidelell, l.amhus sidews ile of mud it had formed during the s , she
was soaking wel i 5 Mu«l It didn’ l!kucr that she twisted her anét in the
fall and was dirty; she was sale.

Trying to move last, she hall limy
rainy, she couldn’t see ahead of her
o se. Bumping into someone ¢

excuse If. But the person had a
couldn’t really defend herself, but u
i he man sounded out of breath.

'Womuu stop doing
“Stop whilt, you're holding onto me.” Caitlin almost lell from her weak
knees, but the man repositioned himsell so she wouldn't [all. Heart pounding, she
looked up and saw she was lacing Grant,

“Would you stop running, it's getting hard to keep up with you." Grant was
still holding onto her, while her knees tried o push her over. *You make it hard for
to meet you."

, hall’ ran towards the library. gu-iug dark
hc turmed the comer past the nc@ﬂmmq
ring from across the wl&mﬂ tred to

all grip on her ax e Wilh her hurt ankle she

“Well, apparcily, they did a head count and she wasn't even supposed to be
there.” Caitlin turned around slightly w get a glimpse of who was alking. There were a
lew people between them, but it didn't stop het kiees from kicking i, She uliendy felt
them start 1o lose balance.

“Bar, there’s ne one who kiows who she 18" Grant sounded like an upset

detectve.

“It dhoesny’t really matter, she didi't belong there anywiy.” Patricin linished,
wanting ier change (he sulpeet

Caitln chutehed omto the il as it cxme o the botiom floor. She needed
et ol o (he store before ome of them spotted her, She didn't want w think what could

Caitlin didi’t know what o do at that point. With her knees shaking and
heart pounding, she winted to let hersell fall on the ground from the pressure. But he
lield her up, not wanting to let o, She forced he kiees to stay still; her hoart wouldn't
listen. However, as Grant smiled that smile she had admived for the past fow weeks, she
didn't cae that her heart kept pounding. All she could do was siile as dhe looked o
his eyes wnd waw it they were bright blue, She wasn't disappointed beeause for the
lirst time, her knees stopped shnking ne Caitlin Tound her balance.
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Post-It Memories

By Nolan Chessman

For my brother

Goldic pulled her like a kite
over that Ohio sidewalk.

She scutded, puppet arms (lapping,
knees pounding together upon
the taut skin of the carth.

Squirrels flung themselves into trees,
catapulted by the dog’s low, reaching voice.

v screeched to a Nopping stop
ended beneath the
groaning: bells of the cathedral.

Blood sceped through her white tights
for air. And she cried, holding up the taucers.

We watched her hurt and drip like a sponge—
wickle out into the street.

I wanied to tell him
_ Ldidu't have any memories.
Nothing sentimental. Nothing even important,

I only remembered things like this:
images of extraordinary mishap.

Embarrassment—incidentally,
like the time [ tried slinging myself fifteen feet
[rom dock to bank over a4 manmade lake in Pennsylvania.

Something reached out and grabbed me, I'd insisted.
IT, recling me into the soup with the Bologna Fish
lor whom we had spent the entire afternoon hunting,

using marshmallow-stick poles, [rayed shoc laces and safety
pins.
(We caught cleven and later felt like monsters.)

I'sent him these memorices; I listed them in no particular
order.

I prefaced them with excuses. How I couldn’t seem to recall
much that didn’t involve riding in a car,

or chucking rocks at the frozen pond in Grandma’s backyard,
intendy, in order to free the ducks

who hiad been carelessly swept under.

Like so many other things

I wondered why Michiacla
hadn’t just let go.
Therapy Sketch

By Nolan Chessman

The driver said,
You be travelin’ circles today, hunph?

And I smiled, remembering her face

as I pulled myselfl onto the bus

and let inertia take me,

sweep me

—orange peels piled low with coarse grounds heaps—
nto an empty seat hallway in.

I could never draw a perfectly circular circle.

I uy.

But the bus bumps clbows with the carth,
so instead I look out,

isolating mysell from the other passengers,
boxed and carried carelessly—

no say in the matter.

They don't care,

so long as they arnve.

Today I am a circle,

I decide.

One who droops

a litde from his lower lelt side,
who overlaps, slighty, at the point
from which he embarked

and then linally

hobbles ofl

meeting nothing but would-be
spiraling space.

But he does not succumb.
Daunted, he simply ceases to exist,
draws in air

and vows never to let it out agan.

However, though, full ol holes
the air slowly begins to spill,
leaving him,

lingering,

allowing itself to come and go.

Marigold’s Gift

By Jermaine Martel Boyd

Covalent sentiment collecting bowls within, a mor-
bid acknowledgement. More gothic entering cerebra follow-
ing. Few doors fold marigold, more gardens breed a serpents
home. The horns of poor angels, the winged bat just dangles.

Lets celebrate the mangled.

Enduring all the ribbons the pouch that all inhibit. These
cells have congregated the jury has finally made it.

A passion [ruit for heaven, the ripples pardy breathless.
Today breaking boundaries tomorrow retains a cloud ring,
Four cupids discarding letters, recitirig heartless murmurs.

Il shallow beings could see a wondering cye can be.

Fill the rim with grim discussions. Reaper leave it [ar behind.
Teach, [ree, clever

Reach me havoc

Breach the wall of gilted and damnation. While spelling out
the lost forest of ume.
Spores [loat, pollen hopes, before immense found here.
Condense and drop, fusion stops, because a feather’s there.

Wind description, morning visions between the dew and dust.

Holds envisions and transmissions before the rain and rust.
Silver liquid forms their eyes perception closing in. Metallie
prelude filling up the two orbs I know this marigold sent.

| Followed
Lucy Out Onto
the Dance

Floor
By Nolan Chessman

She stepped down ofl of Ethiopia on a leetering smile.
It was gaping, dumb and beautiful. I tied

putting her back. But she kicked and unhinged—
went limp in my arms.

Her dust clung to me. [ felt

bricked over. A crawl space she

crawled into me on ivory [ragments,

splintering on the wooden interior.

She felt sketched and embarrassed. Segmented.
She went red in the dark.

I thought about how dusty my
own bones must be (were they
not covered up by skin and sleepy
coflee stains; jukebox songs and
everything else).

Lucy laughed, feeling sorry.” Only I
couldn’t hear her. I just watched
her (ace, ratling under the flickering lights.

We both quickly tired of wrenching
our bodies to the half beats ol P
broken sounds. We fizzled -
out: wo incompatible circuits,

surging out onto the street.

The bowling alley brooded alone
on the avenue like a gravestone
circumseribed by freeway traflic. »
We are all just heavy sand,

Lucy said, partially intact,

slowly pulling out the smoke

from her cigarette.

Her sunken cheeks were like murky scas,
and I wanted to hold her tiny

frame up to the street lamps.

I wanted 1o shake her back to life.

Post-It Memories

Singing
Dragonfly

By Jermaine Martel Boyd

From the First Book: Hollow Prismacation

Buried upon yesterday, mind is for you.

Flying through a cloudy day smelling the
Mormng dew.

Tears of a fallen angel falling into my
Eyc.

Helps me see into your bedroom window, hke
Waiching to sunnse.

Millions of dreams swirl through your lips

Lxpecung drinks of starlight sips.

Your words of happiness fill my rhymes
Sereaming, thinking,

Fecling the power that is locked inside my
Spine.

Overcome by the obvious mysell

My soul or just one taste of you is all my
Revelation.

Dillicult is what I see as it

Becomes harder to fly down and kiss you
Through the dragonfly br

I'm stll praying as the fire comes down.

I'm stll thinking as you begin me to my
Knces. '

I'm still holding you in my arms singing
You note only god sces.

I'm still looking into your soul drcaming
About tomorrow. .

Starting the fire so I can bum all your
Sorrow.

Please hear me Ieel what™ T have to say, I'm
Singing I'm dreaming N

I'm breathing I'm sereammg. Free me it's
Time that I live today.




The End
of the
Evil
Gummy
Bear
Industry

By Adam Natali

Goopy ran. He wasn't
like the other gummy bears.
Instead of being comprised of a
head, a belly, stumpy liude arms,
and stumpy liule legs, Goopy was
more ol a head with two Tour foot
long legs that resembled gummy
worms. With his, what some
might call deformity, he was at
least a foot and a hall @ller tian
his brethren. But what some peo-
ple might call a deformity, others
might call a gilt. It was this pre-
cise gift that saved Goopy's life
that fateful day, and brought a
crucl and evil empire 1 an end.

Forget what you saw on
Mr. Rogers that one time when lie
took you into a gummy bear facto-
1y, and everyone was smiling
while litde gummy bears were

rolling off the assembly line. Tt
was all a hoax (don’t blame Mr

Rogers, he didi’t know). Gummy
bears aren’t made i factories;
they're hunted and thrown into
gant ovens where they are shrunk
mio small bie size picces,

There's no need for
gummy bear hunters o use guns
and at least put these poor erca-
tres out of their misery belore
they're shrunk alive. “That would
draw 0o much attenion. Al the
hunters ase equipped with are
nets and a cage. Wity stumnpy it
the legs, gummy bears don't run
very last. “That's why (hose same
bunters didi’t ks what 10 do
when they saw Goopy. Goopy's
by carnied Y over great dis
taieccs faster e an Olympic run-
ner They camed bim all the way
ter a spomt shesp at a nearly coun
1ry cluly.

That's where b met
Resbdne: Rutalent, an aspinnsg jous-
sialiser student. Rebbne didn't
kawrw whiy a lonwr Joot 1all, mie
shiapens gy bear b iy e
hors shisps, Init b bniesw i geoon)
stemy when hie saw ome. He
wrabbed the store’s seevrity video
tape fer phdographine evidle e
vl ter evase (e parts where
stahe mwmiey fromn the register)
vl drere Cempry bk 1o Vv prasg-
eit's beserment whiere Ju was stay.
g e strvener vise wtien)

“Sr eany yimi talk "
Redme wskedl

“Yes”

“What's your name?”

“Goopy, what’s yours?"
Goopy liked this game. He was
having so much [un he almost for-
gol his recent ordeal. Robbic
helped him remember though.

“What were you run-
ning from?” -

Goopy told him all
about the gummy bear mating sea-
son, and how all the other gummy
bears teased him about his legs,
and alier Robbie rolled his eyes,
Goopy skipped to the part about
the ambush and being chased
across a goll course.

“So gummy bears aren't
made!? They're hunted and
shrunk into bite-sized pieces!
That’s great! What a story!” But
Goopy never realized that he was
being hunted so he could be
caten. This scared lim very
much, so he decided to run again.
Times were tough lor a litde
while. He got a job at a toy store
as a window display.

But then Robbic’s
exposé hit the papers, and Goopy
was an instant celebrity. Some
lady named Cher invited him o
some really long, live broadcast
al called the Grammy's.
Robbic wasn't having as
much luck though. The only
story he could come up with after
the Goopy one was about the
overcrowding of the elevators at
his college. He was called into

commere

the news editor’s oflice

“We need something
controversial,” the editor said.
“What ever happened to those
other bears Goopy was with the
aught 2"

“I guess they were
shrunk and caten,” Robbie said.

“That's great!™ said (he
cditor. “Local Hero Leaves
Friends for Dead.”

“But Goopy saved mil-
lions of Tives and brought an evil
cmpire 1o its knees.”

“I'll riuse your pay 5

day he was

- cents a word,”

“I'll do w”

Goopy didn’t have
many Inends aler . A reliable
source close 1o Cher's hairdresser
saicl that Goopy was an alcohohe,

One day Goopy was sit-
ting by a pond. A butier(ly with
one g yellow wing and one small
yellow wing Eaded on bis arm.

“Windy day, huh?"
Goopy asked,

“Yes, guite,” the butter-
fly sael

“You can rest on iny
Altn as |rv|u¢ nn yuu'll like "

“Phank you, you're very
kel Sorne butterflics are mean
ler o because my winigs mren’t the
s sz "

“Thint’s rdieulous,”
Coonry sanl. “You wre n very
Desutslul Dnstierfly

“Yom're sweer,” the but-
terlly smid

Coopy didn't know il
shiee il thst becmmse shie was lic k-
g hvs e, bt e s ecimted
the commphment siyways,

Fat Story
By Allyson Dykhuizen

I would just love to be fat again. When I'm watching
TV late at night, when [ wake up at four in the moming
and can’t get back 1o sleep, when I'm at a restaurant
with my [at [ricnds, or even with my skinny friends.
When I'm anywhere with my nicee who can cat any-
thing and stay Laura Finn Boyle thin. Actually when
I'm with Samantha I feel like I'm still fat because I am
by no means Laura Finn Boyle thin, I'm more Kate
Winslet thin: curvy still, not big, but not sick anorexic
looking.

My fat friends are all jealous and amazed,
asking how I did it and why 1 did it. They are very
sweet, asking il I'm glad that I'm thin now and asking if
men ask me out, or whistle at me on the street. They
do whistle now and I smile at them. 1 know I should be
offended, but not being sexually harassed is definitely
worse than being sexually harassed. My fat fiiends
would give anything to be sexually harassed.

My skinny [riends are relieved; telling me not
how great I look, but how healthy I look, and how
unbeélievably happy I must be now. Then they smile
and continue cating their salads with vinaigretie dress-
ing on the side. I look down and am surprised to see
that I, 100, am eating salad with vinaigrette dressing on
the side. My fat friends arc now calling me one of their
skinny friends, talking about me with a tone of sarcasm
and disgust, like I use (o talk about my skinny [riends,
as they order a chicken sandwich and fries with a bowl
of soup, never adding a salad because who would order
a salad with you could get steak fries?

Then it’s 11:30 at night and I ache fore
Orcos broken up over vanilla ice cream, but T haven’t
caten alter seven in cight months. I haven't eaten
Oreos in cight months. And in the moming I realize

Dick’s Global
Travel

By Allison S.

“Are you looking to take the ship or the
train? On the ship there's a formal dinner, cach
night so pack your shiniest suit il you're going
there. On the train there are gallons ol gin. And
sharky gentlemen with cigars. Let me tell you, heh,
those cigars are not for smoking.” Dick raised and
dropped his cycbrows wice, “So il you'll be in the
company of a lady, I suggest you take the ship.
The crowd there’s a liwle, well suff. Upper crust,
Fast coast, hoity-toity. And the ship will run you a
good week's elbow grease more...”

“¢Qué? Yo no comprendo.”

Dick leaned over his cluttered desk and
cupped his hands in a tunnel around his mouth,
His brown derby hat fell over one eye. “Oh 1 see,
signor-o. * You're with the mob. Well, I assure you.
They do serve lasagna on the ship.”

“What are you saying? T want plane tick-
¢ts to Buenos Ares. Can you hielp me lind tckets
lor me and my wile?” Fransisco asked Dick in
Spanish.

how unhappy I am. I was in a shop in St. Louis when |
was still fat, and there was a compact that had a skinny
woman on it looking in the mirror that said “That picce
of cake doesn’t taste nearly as good as it fecls like being
thin.” But I liked me before I weighed 135 pounds at
59" T am happier ordening dessert with my laughing
Iriends than ordering a salad with my skinny [riends. |
like my happy friends more than my angry Iriends. Is it
something about food that makes people happy?
Because all of these women are professionals, they
teach and are lawyers and work in offices. But there is
a tangible difference between a night out with each
group. Conversation is dilferent; there's a different
atmosphere, and nothing seems to separate these
women except for thieir weights. It must be the food.

But I was fat, I did lose sixty-five pounds, but
maybe sixty-five was too much. I look at mysell and 1
don’t sce me, but maybe I'would if T gained twenty
back. 155 at 59”2 I do [eel like I look good, thougl. T
do look so much better than I have ever looked before.
It feels good to get whistled at and 1o get the cute bras
instead of the Just My Size bras with the plus size mod-
cls on the packages and the gel insert sleeve-like straps.

So I make a plan, 7:45 AM, no make-up,
pre-shower, that I will start cating again untl I recog-
nize myself. And I go to the siore, still no make-up,
pre-shower, and buy a [at bag of double stuffed Orcos
and non-non fat ice cream, go back home and eat a fat
bowl of Oreos broken up over five scoops and for the
rest of the day I'm happier than I've been in cight
months. I vow to start every morning with a bowl of ice
cream.

The best part of this is definitcly ordering a
burger with steak [ries and a sundae while out with my
skinny friends and watching their disapproving faces as
they judge the waitress and the group of woman across
the restaurant. I get up to go to the bathroom just to let
them have a chance to judge me. Then I go out with
my fat friends and share good stories over good food.

“Signor-o, I'm quite sorry. I'm afraid 1
don’t speak Sicilian. You're going to have (o come
back another evening with one of your English
speaking associates.”

“No. Yo hablo Espanol, scnor. Es-pan-
ish.” +

Dick blinked then pried open his con-
crete colored eyes and elasticized his lips with every
vowel, “Fnglish-o. Me a-speak-o English-o, signor-
o

Fransisco sighed and replied in Spanish,
“I need plane tickets to Buenos Ares. The airport
would charge me too much.” He extended both
arms parallel to his neck and pushed air through
his two front teeth. “Fwssshhhh...pline. Enr-o-
pline.” Fransisco attempted to explain in English,
while posed as a cross, rocking right to leli.

Dick propelled himself from his leather
chair and o his feet. He linked his palms as if con-
cealing a captured firefly, “No, signor-o! Please
don'torder a hit! I'll help you! Don't send your
men alter me!”

Fransisco also stood. He tugged his
beard, shook his head and wmed for the door.

Dick howled, "Signor-o! No!
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Playing House

By Jenny Seay

Billy Herzog was the first boy I ever wanted to marry. With
his springy blond curls, mischicl-brimmed bluc eyes, and
shoulder-swinging swagger, he was by far the best-looking
boy in our entire second grade class.

And he was smart, wo. Teachers pursed their lips
at his wisceracks, but he got away with them most of the
ume, because he could play Around the World better than
almost anybody, and his hand was the first to shoot up when
asked to write addition and subtraction problems on the
blackboard. T would watch him stride to the front of the
class, head propped up on my fist, while around me kids
doodled swirls in their notebooks or on their desktops.

In Cicero, school wasn’t supposed to be something you paid
attention to, hut with Billy lighting up the classroom it was
hard not to. The more I followed the moving picee of chalk
between his fingers, the less I'd watch the hands on the tick-
g clock above the doorway. And the more I'd remember 1
had already written and solved the calculations in my writing
tablet. Math problems were casy back then, and besides,
getung it done carly meant not having anything to lug home
except my metal Muppet Show lunchbox with matching
thermos raling avound inside.

No homework also meant Billy was allowed 1o come over
with his younger brother Michacl, and finding cxcuscs o
have his curls within a linger’s reach was my reason for liv-
mg.

“You wanna play?” I'd whisper as he lefi the blackboard and
passed my desk. He would nod or give me a thumbs up.

I'd feel my licart quicken, and willed the red hand on the
clock to swirl [aster - hoping it would push the Jarge black
hand toward the six and the short one toward the two.
When the bell finally sounded, I'd uip over my lect scram-
bling back 1o my hook in the coatroom, while Billy stood
next to his desk, tapping his lingers on the wooden top.
“Let’s go,” he'd say.

We would meet Michael, a paler, skinnier, first-grade Billy
replica down the hall before bounding down the stairs

To Do Nothing

toward the sunlight that pecked at us through the rectangular
glass windows ol McKinley School’s lront entrance.

“Hey Mike,” Billy tapped his brother on the shoulder once
we were past the glare of the yellowsjacketed crossing guard.
“Wha?”

“There’s a new club I know you wanna join.”

“What club?”

“The Bush Club.” Billy wrapped his arms around Michael's
waist, laughing at his brother's flails as they both careened
into a row of bushes meant to stop kids from trampling the
neatly rimmed lawn behind it

Michacl’s skinny frame hardly cracked a few branches, but
we took ofl running nonetheless in case the owner of the
house had seen our horseplay. i :

“My house?” I asked.

“OK," Billy said.

He didn’t know it, but his answer made my insides warm.
The deal with us was always that the resident of the playing
location had the privilege of choosing playtime activities. At
Billy and Michael's it was always war, or guns, or Nintendo -
nonc of which I minded much - aside from the fact that
being the only girl relegated me to playing the hostage in war
or guns, or being the onlooker as Billy button-mashed his
way past Super Mario’s enemics. I was ready to take a more
active role in our relationship.

For weeks I'd been beaung my forehead uying to lind ways
to kiss him without being one of the silly smoochy icky girls
I hated so much [rom schoal, and with the boys now playing
on my turl it looked like I was about to have the perfect
opportunity.

“So what are we gonna play?” Billy asked after the book
bags had been hung up and the PB&]Js had been devoured.
“Guns!” Michacl shouted. He had discovered my new set of
AK squirt guns; battery powered to make realistic rat-a-tat-tat
noises, and was at the kitchen sink filling one of them up.
“These shoot like cight hundred leet.”

“No they don't. And I 'don’t wanna play guns. I wanna
play...HOUSE.”

Michacl stuck out his tongue, blowing a long wet raspberry.
I waited for Billy to do the same, but instead he smuled,
shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Sure.”

‘With that one word I was one step closer o carrying out my
smooching plan.

nothing for him o wipe down the granite counter alter a summer’s
evening ol guests and grilled bratwurst and Coronas and barbeque sauce.
It is nothing to take the suits to the dry cleaners, to hagge with the
mechanic over the pnce ol Honda Civie brake pads, o dam socks with

By Chia-Pei Chang
One of the centerpicees of the philosophy of Taoism is wu wei : looscly
wanslated, it means “without doing.” Taken as a commandment, it means
Do Nothing. Some Western thinkers, those who are unfamiliar wath the
‘paradoxes ol Eastern thought, might shake their heads here. This is one
- of the pillars of Taoist philosophy? Do nothing? Indeced, there are myths
of ancient Taoist mystics who would sit by the nver, meditatung without
cating, breathing without slecping, and thepeby ‘achieving enlightenment.
These stories seem no more realthan Acsop's [ox who pouts at the
grapes.out ol reach. How can anyone do nothing? It is impossible to do
nothing, absolutely nothing, even for a second, let aloye for years. A man
who does nothing but stand perfectly sull is stll doing
standing perfectly sull. Or il he sits instead of stands, then that is the
word we'll use 1o describe his action: sitting. And il he ties to do one
and then the other quickly, before we can utter the name ol his action,
el then, tiat, 100, is mest clearly NOT doing nothing.
And yet, still, despite this logical way of thinking, one can do nothing.
For the man who stands when he is tired of walking, who sits when his
leet ache from standing, who lays down 1o sleep when he can no longer
e sit, and who rises when it is morning (by whatever standard ol morming
hekeeps, be it dawn or noon), he does nothing. There is no substnee o
his actions; hie only moyes with the eurrent ol time, lowing along with its
course. Yes, he sl does nothing even il alier he s he showers and
shiaves, and drgsses himsell i the clothes he ought o wear, and goes to
the catehi the wain o take him to his job that sends him a paycheck
wiijch he depogits only (o withidraw it agan o pay his rent, his electic
bill, his cvedit cards, and higgrocery tab. He does pothing when he

»mething - he's
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meets a girl ata costume party on Halloween and they hold plastic cups
arms her with his teasings and his per-

Tull of watery beer and he shyly ¢
sistence and he buttons up his finest maroon shirt as he nervously pre-
pares Tor their ligst dace. This, oo, 1s doing nothing. It is nothing as tey
laagh together over plates of spaghetti or chase cach other Unough the

dew-laden lorest on a spring camping wip. It is nothing when he tele-
phiones her late at night from his couch, she on lier couch, and they
{ ly. (What do they tell their friends who ask what they

talked about? OF course: nothing.) Some say that it should be something
she walks down the aisle holding the owers which they agonized over
posing, thit it should be something as a bead of sweat tckles his neck

s and co-

warkers and unrecognized relatives gaze on in hreathless anticipation,

Surelythis igagreatSomething. But even in (his - when he murmurs to
lis loved one from the depthy of his soul the words, "I'ruly, T do® - s,
100, is no more than the heatng of lis heart. It is nothing.

- ) He sill does nothing as bie writes his songs and quits his job to sing the
words that buzz in his head = for what is moré natural than that? Tt is

his wile during a Chicago snowstorm, o watch late-night movies on
cable, and o blow out candles on anniversary cakes. This is the passige
ol ume, the rotauon of the carth about its axis. It 1s notlung.

But doing nothing docs not mean that there is always joy and good fruits
hanging imviungly low [rom the boughs. No, even through the tense con-
lerences with his doctor who uses obscure phrases and polysyllabic
words iouc'lly - oo loudly, he tunks - even through the pam and bouts
of late night vomitng as his body fights the discase and the diugs simulta-
neously, even through this, he does nothing but swim through the sueam
ol life like a river wout riding the water. :
And when his lirst son, 11 a it of childish rage, throws a blue-speckled
plate through the bay window in the dining room and he howls n fury at
him and slaps the boy across the cheek and orders him grounded for the
week and can only be consoled by the cooing of Tus unllappable wile -
stll this is nothing. It is nothing through the years as ghtenng globes
drop in Times Square and he seribbles out mistaken dates on his cheeks
wnd summers pass unul he linally gets the nider mower he's always want-
ed and so, he decades, why shouldn't he also have the snowblower and
finally his wife says Why don't we move somewhere where they don't
even HAVL snow and they drive cross=counury, only this crossing is

and his wile smiles at dus delicious mdi-

north o south not cast (o wes
viduality even as both their boys play in the backseat dressed in clothes
lrom the » for Kids.

Lven the dramate moments that ought to il lus memons - the tme las
youngest son ger threatened o slap him back, the bail
posted Tor the same son just a lew weeks later, the burial ol a distant and
unlorgiving lather = these things are not spoken ol i the years that pass.
They are not hidden; they ave simply lelt in the past. When his son the
about these things, he only shrugs.

a (m\'t'rillg leen-a

We already know what he thinks.

And lie lays on his back in bed listening to his grown boys bustling in the
house, both of them back from their respective grad schools = kaw and

respectively = as they prepare lor his GOth bivthday basl
skin tngles with the sense ol Ins wale's blood coursing twough her vems,

ul lus

me

can somehow hear the - breathung ol hus sons downstans,

el s
aned lus mind reaches out to wuch the spints ol deceased parents and
grandparents and even his unborn grandchildven. Heve perhaps the
Grand Thinkers would call dus something ke Falightenment, that he
has beeome one with the world, with his Fanily, with himselll But he, i
doing nothimg, simply thinks to himsell that e s happy, And he lies
bed, lettng his sons prepare the party, feeling the wanmth ol lus wile's
body, and he does nothing.

This 15 the heart of wa wer S0 IS given o you, with pain
with heartache, with joy and with kughier, without domg. There
promise ol enlightenment, or of greater msight, or even ol peace ol
mind. There is only the promise that this s lile.

1o live lile
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(Imagine
That!)

By Holly L. Smith.

This day was on a pagan holiday,
which was Valentines Day. - Suddenly this par-
ticular block called Erie town; suddenly the
street lights had just stuted crashing into each
other, with glass covering all over the streets.
Everything had just went to being pitch black.

So everyone started coming out there
houses to ury to see what was going on out-
doors because this incident has never happen
belore around this town. So the people in Erie
Town were very shocked. The only people that
did not come out ol their house are the people
that lived in the Red and Black painted house,
which were the colors of the Devil.

This house call the ForGhost was
almost in the since ol you the sceing the movie
the House of Dead. There was a smell of all
over the house.

Imagine
That

By Holly L. Smith

There was this table just siting in the kitchen
with a written letier from someone stating that
this person been killing people and skinning
the whole person's body to a corpse and leav-
ing just the cyeballs of the person full of blood
Just dripping all over the house.

There was a sixteen-year-old boy, at these peo-
ple's house and he 1s hanging with his older
Iriends. The young boy was situng in the table
with two older women and two older men. The
sixteen-year old boy was very 1
really know what type of things is going on in
this house.

So the young boy had went in the other room,
1o play on the Playstaton 2, while in the mean-
ume Jus [riends was thinking about stirring and
keeping up some more devil meant.

¢ and did not

The boy was laughing and screaming and
emjoying himsell because he was playing this
game called (Auto Thelt 3). Which is like a
movie within a video game. [t is basically
mapped out like they are between an army and
a gangster video because operates by a lot off
pistols in this video game.

Now, while the young boy was sull playing the
video game, his good Iriends was sitting in their
kitchen; all of them situng in diagonal in their
chairs.

All four them had gotten out of their chairs,
and they started drawing some demonic
scenery on the lloor that symbolizes the devil's

bounty.

These people were up under the devil's spell
and they lived and worshipped him all their
lives ever since they were kids. These people
keep on draw this symbol every time they are
getting ready to kill any suspect.

Now they sat back in there chairs diagonal and
then they began (o move their chairs closer to
each other. Then they pull their chairs up
three spaces toward the satanic symbolic sym-
bol.

They began to start grabbing each other's hands
real ught and then they chanted, chanted, and
chanted unal this big gigantc ball of fire rose
up out ol the symbol. While the ball of fire
had risen, and then there was a face of a per-
son, which was the Devil.

So all of their eyes had wrned blood shot red
and they were saying to the Devil: Hell to the
Master of Destruction.

So the more these four people said: (Hell To
the Master of Destruction, everyone's glass in
their houses that stayed on this block called
Erie Town had shattered into a lot of picces.
Then everyone in the lown started screaming
and running outside and they ran into a sur-
prised hurricane that was spinning the neigh-
bor’s glass [rom their houses into blood parti-
cles. It was a blood, cycball, and glass hurri-
cane that had swept threw the neighbor and
killed about wenty-live people in Erie Town.
Alier they did this then the Devil told his chil-
dren servant's well done. They told him: (Hell
to the Master of Destruction).

The master of destruction finally had went
back into his portable symbol, and then those
people changed back to normal, like nothing
has fucking happen at all. Then all four of the
people went back to the room where there lit-
de sixteen-year-old buddy was playing the

game. . K
So they were checking on him to see il he was
ok, and they told him that he could stay in the
house by himself and continue to play the
game because they had to go outside and take
care ol some personal business.

So the young boy was continually playing the
game and his [riends went outside to see who
was alive and dead because there was a big tor-
nado going on.

When those people went outside they had
scen the ones that were dead and they had got-
ten their butcher knives and started carving the
heads and the bodies of those people. Once
they had finished doing that, they had left the
bloody eycballs outside of all those people they
lound dead or alive and wrapped the rest of
their body parts into plastic bags.

Now they are on their way home and
they entered their house and went down in the
basement and started the barbecue grill and
staked and cooked the rest of the cut up body
parts. Alter those two men and women [inished
cooking those body parts, they had started

pulling out plates and they served cach other

dead bodies and ate them.
The more dead bodies that they have caten,
the more power they could give to their master
to conquer this whole town and make people
serve him and eat dead bodies, wo.

TRUTH

By Adrienne Manson

What is truth?

The component of a mirror that reflects
the image that it sces, "

“Truth lor you isn't necessarily wuth for
me.* Your sense ol reasoning is what
determines truth for you,  We look
upon the same subject - which you deter-
mine to be [lawless - but I determine
flaws. .

Where is the compromise when we
examine truth? “Truth knows no compro-
misc: it expresses an image of ones own
understanding.  Truth mimics the
impressions set uport it - it imitates the
voices once heard before,  Trath knows
1o barrier lor it releases freedom from
guiltand shame. IUacts as an extinguish-
er when souls are set a lire by lics.

The litle boy was looking around the house
and snooping to ry to find his lriends and he
went in the kitchen and their was a satanic sym-
bolic symbol that the young boy neticed and as
he looked and looked and looked, he touched
the symbol, and then a big of fire jump out of
the symbol and say to him very loud: this is the
house of the devil and the dead.

So the young screamed and ran untl he
reached the door, but one of his [riends heard
him and caught him before he could get out
the door. He seemed one of Inends with blood
shot eyes and the young boy screamed, kicked
the guy in the balls and busted into the lront
door.

Once the young boy had found out what type
ol house this was he never came back and he
told his family what was going on, t0o. Now
the young boy had arrived to his housc and the
Iriends went outside to look for him to kill him
and skin him alive; so that they could get his
soul and eat him and give more power to their
master.

Finally alter the young boy told his family that
he heard his [riends chanting, and had scen
blood shol cyes, and a satanic symbol on the
kitchen floor, the family move to Jehovah
Town.

They moved so that their son can get counsel-
ing and live a better life, so that he won't run
nto psycho people like that again.

Those people had just arrived to the boys
house and when they got in their they did not
find the boy and his family, it was just an empty
house and they began to start drawing the
satanic symbol their and they were chanting
again, so that they could talk to their master
and they could lind more people to kill to get
nto their souls.

The young boy is very devastated now, but he
lives in a new town now and he is getting coun-
seling for the things that he has seen. His fami-
ly is worried about him because he really did
not know these people were living like this and
their son is really messed up mentally.

Tlus just goes to show you, that you have to
walch what type of people that you are around
because you never no what kind of lives people
live behind closed doors.

Truth captures power as its partier (o

bring illumination and sight to darkness
where there was no light.  Truth rides
upon its horse as it conquers lears of the
unknown.  When truth is captured it
prevails in battles, wars ol the heart o
bring fullillment in the minds of people
who have known no other way.,

Truth uncovers intentions of deceit to
bring honesty to those who were 19st.

Truth the soul's signet (o satisfy the blind.

Truth the resuscitator of the decease
where there was no life. The antidote

that's needed to rebuild the destruction of

the walls of Babylon. Truth can heal a
nation [rom a discase where there was no
democracy.

Truth, the royal diadem in a universe
where the currency has a voice 1o com-
pete with all that is good and righteous.

Truth ereated in the heart of man rans-
forming itsell as i double-cdged sword
cutting asunder the evil from the good.

Truth has the authority to silence the
mouth ol the avenger when it spurs o
bring corruption upon the heads ol our
children when divection and correction is
sought.

“Truth wears a shicld to combat venom
that threatens the integrity ol one nation
that is under God.

“Truth, the buckler that upholds the right-
cous when trmoll persist to distact and
subvert a need o survive.

Truth, the only remedy that has the com-
ponent to relieve ills of any Achilles heel
of a generation of young people who call
themselves X.



Simile and

Irony
By Katelyn Stanek

Ask the late Elvera Schroeder what she
thought of black olives, and her famous
response would be jarring: AThey taste like
cemeleries,@ my great-grandmother would
gripe. Great-grandma=s morbid description
did litde to deter my six-year-old curiosity.
Aller all, my cuisine consisted of dishes with
names like Aants on a log@ and Aworms in
acup.@ AVegelable (or was it a [ruit?) in a
graveyard@ was signilicandy more interesting
and no less appealing than anything clse I=d
consumed over the years. So it was there, in
the Holiday Inn ballroom rented out for my
aunt=s wedding, that I first tasted a black
olive.

I=ve since come to understand Great-grand-
ma=s interpretaton of the taste, although I
don=t agree with her disparaging tone. A
black olive is a lot like a cemetery, dark and
woody. The outer rind is watery and cool
and brassy, with an acidic nectar and a
mahogany sensation. A bite through its thin
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whiten nights
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shines Light-

impenetrable to our inner worlds.
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skin reyeals the flavors of the earth. It has a
mellow metallic tang and the faint taste of
polished granite infused within its velvet pil-
low flesh. The black olive=s delicate wet
concrele taste can be savored only momen-
tarily, as further chewing reveals a salty musk
and the flavors ol acorns and trec bark with-
in the gray meat.

The saline juices are sharp and oily, a murky
mix of butter and minerals wrapped in silk
sheets. A hint of freshly mowed grass and
dried oregano gives the juices a sleepy sensa-
tion that can burn the throat if consumed too
often. Drink the juices on their own and the
taste of copper shines through. Drink them
with the olivés and it=s a flavor more similar
Lo plant roots.

Stanck 2

A black olive is mustier than its counterparts,
with the muted essence of rich soil and light
sand lacing its aftertaste. Its tough clay-col-
ored pit tastes just as it looks. In a moment,
the tastes arc almost gone, with grayish brine
and nickle the only flavors remaining.

-Unlike the green olive, which is a strong,

sour, brackish combmauon of the outlandish
and the overpowering, the black olive is
reserved, quiet, contemplauve and unassum-
ing. Itis not, like its green brother, the color
of life, but rather is symbolic of deathB of
resignaton, of peace, of repose, ol cemeter-

1cs.

Great-grandma was known for irreverent say-
ings and descriptons; she called snow
Awhite shit,@ and so one can imagine the
Christmas partics. But her poctic depiction
ol the black olive was on my mind the day
she was lowered into the ground, several
days alter my ninth birthday party. I could
not help but admire the irony of it all as I ate
my aunt=s infamous Afuneral salad@:
bination of romaine lettuce, walnuts, carrots
and black olives.
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dancing in our souls.
Slits
By Sarah Cupp

The hissure is Slit-ing.

Cracking. Separating. Unraveling.

This translormation sounds like church bells and
fire alarms.

Smells like babics and sick old women

Tastes like regret

It's tangible like new clay.

And moldable like new minds.

The fissure is sliding. Each side going farther
from the other. The movement creates a rilt that
I no longer care to pass.

I watch objectively as my inner sell’ is torn in ha
One part will integrate with my solt new skin.

The other. The other will find an older sicker

body to inhabit in. it clogs my pores it makes my
skin crawk: Titch, No choice but to leave it
behind—Yes! This 1s survival of the littest kind.

Slow--ly

Shie ships away. I watch her linger, wanung wish-
g loving hoping to stay

I let her loose

She avels a distance, then through a s

sinks away. f
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