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Tempest 

Her face conjures cloudy 

dragons, rabbits, 

and vinyl umbrellas. At times, 

it even intimates an angel. 

Her voice beckons me 

clearer than the clamor 

of refined upstairs neighbors 

rearranging their furniture 

to apply feng shui 

and her breath, 

reaching down to earth, 

sings through evergreens 

and banishes greatbeasts 

back to their dens. 



She isn't afraid to tap · 

at my window 

or to insist I stay inside 

on the couch to listen. 

Sometimes, late at night, 

she tums out the TV 

moments after kissing 

the jutting tip 

of a telephone pole 

with a sultry spark. 

On those nights 

Seinfeld can wait. 

-Tristan Ciceran 

5 



6 

Potato 

My poetry professor had a tattoo. 

Whether it was an anchor or a dragon 

or a portrait of Marlon Brando, 

the ink emblem and I were never 

formally introduced. "My potato," 

he dubbed it, then hung his head 

like a hound who had pissed 

on the brand new rug. I pondered 

what type of spud could embarrass 

a poet whose own brave hand 

had fortitude enough to hold a pen 

and inscribe his father's grave 

thirst on a glowering blank page. 

Its skin must be coarse and sooty, 

akin to the palms of Irish immigrants 

weary for a home and starving for work. 

Its once firm flesh, pliant and putrid 

as road-kill entrails under the sun. 



And the eyes: 

dark, unblinking pits of reckoning 

like the pot-holes in Beruit. 

But no starchy tuber could cause 

such rooted self reproach. 

Perhaps it's merely a name 

in black 

like a spell, 

a promise of always, 

that's painted beneath his lapel. 

-Tristan Ciceran 

,, 
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Karma Vacation 

I remember the ride from the parking lot 

of Exxon to the holding cell. The way 

that silence can seem like a plastic bag 

wrapped around my head and patterns 

ofthread in the backseat's upholstery 

can be analyzed as if they were the Dead 

Sea Scrolls. I know this is no fair 

maiden' s voyage. Greasy fingerprints mar 

the window. Others have gone before. 



Drug dealers, rapists, murderers, addicts, 

businessmen, poachers, artists. Forget 

the dramatic pining. Forget the soap 

opera soundtrack. This is real. Real 

as purple poke-a-dot buckshot forearms, 

the gloss on mom's unattended ATM card, 

as sincere as the sting of a spike in skin. 

This is the moment that every sunset, 

every exhalation since birth, has crowned 

and the siren isn't even on. 

-Tristan Ciceran 
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Poetry 
-Michael Corso III 

(1) 

There once was a great white tower 

Complete with many a shower 

Yet throughout the night 

And by the bright moonlight 

The donkeys brayed for each other 

(2) 

Tears streamed down their faces 

Even the ones with tight braces 

And though some were old 

Without any gold 

The soldiers seemed to switch places 

(3) 

God led the way home 

Though some walked alone 

Others with might 

And many with fright 

Seemed to agree with the old crone 

(4) 

Friends are like ghosts who haunt you; 

They are very stubborn 

Full of something odd, 



And if you listen closely you can hear 

They whisper in your ear 

Year after year 

Please stay with me 

Stay right here. 

(5) 

Horrible cist is bitter 

And dreadful may be 

Take all things considered 

Pleasure breaks the sea 

(6) 

Her hunger infuriates me, churns an ache inside. 

Some pain - a lack of passion be? I cannot hide. 

(7) 

It is just a moment. 

Why try to make it stay, 

When all it does is fly away, 

And all before you can even say 

Goodbye? 

(8) 

The free spirit dwells within 

Carved of flesh 

Acupunctures of sin 

11 
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The Green Labyrinth 

-Michael Corso III 

I walk down the path. It is dim. The wind is blowing a 

refreshing breath across my face, making the items around me 

sway. The dirt crunches beneath my bare feet. It feels good. 

One path leads to another and that to another. I travel each one, 

letting my hand brush against the moving walls. Above my 

head resides a star lit sky with a brightly full moon. It is snow 

white. 

This is my heaven. 
I pace down yet an additional path which reveals a dead 

end. There are many dead ends. This one in particular has a 

group of women, all about my age, cross legged in a circle. 

They are chanting in prayer. These beings are Wiccan. It is 

their coven. 

This is my heaven. 

Another dead end, this one has a fawn. He looks at me 

and greets fondly. 

This is my heaven. 

I finally reach my destination. Wooden steps following 

a wooden balcony. It stretches high above the walls. I see all 

the many paths from here. The lovely wind brushes my cheek. 

I feel perfectly at ease in the com maze. 



"Scapegoating" -Rachael Scardelli 
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I will be your wind 

I will be your snowfall. 

All of it. 

When life flips you, 

trips, and rips you 

up, 

I will be your freedom 

I will be your safety net 

so freefall. 

I will be your kindred sin. 

Ranked in, and under 

the most impressive of messes yet. 

Hesitate to be my mate 

because I've got the touch of death, yes. 

The rest won't matter when father soul tests you. 

Beg the question, 

That what gets you stuck in heads, steady, already, 

about how to get through, 

rough patches when its blood, ribbons and confetti

about to get heavy. 

These words are true. 



Those poor ol' few ... that knew 

115mph is a death class, yes- ingredients-people stew. 

Master this thought brought to you, 

as I lean left to right in this car ride to zion high on this 

religious perfume ... 

All day ... all night. .. and all through time 

Do-

what feels right 

in spite of what might be the end of you. 

I will walk high with pride 

but still, what's inside 

is much more than the conventional press issue. 

I really do- hope I provide, 

truth. Just so you know, I'm uncouth. 

Incognito, this kid chips like a dorito. 

See no-evil. With rosa-vino we know 

we will speak no, hear no ... see no retrieval 

of this lost, forgotten, and tossed away latter day saint 

Tho' he prays, his pulse is faint; 

grasping onto proof that his wrongdoings 

will move away one day. 

-John Massbacher 

15 
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Lazy Afternoon 

Marvelous, wonderful, but undercover. 
To each their own but none for the other. 
Back in the distance, shadow Lee waits-
for the scarcity of a chance to open pearly gates. 

His wish is to obtain admission to her eyes. 
Surprised and alive, he strives to survive. 
Behind blue eyes lies his demise. 

Not listening to his watch ticking. 
Heart in his chest kicking him 
for not thinking he can stick to his love script. 

Vision is to live in her division 
but can't avoid the collision of fear and confidence. 
His mind is wanting this lazy afternoon to end soon 
because it's restricting his affliction. 

Love me, love me not, 
Love me, love me not, 
Love to hate, hate to love 
but always drawn to her 
and it won't stop, 
On this lazy afternoon. 

- John Massbacher 



Enjoy the Presence of a 

Lively Essence 

. Events documented a 
Prophecy implemented which accommodated 
A conditional loss, arranged so that 
If all was not lost, all would be reinvented. 
A renovated damsel would complain that 
Her life has sustained enough change to 
Generate a new way to remand a condemned life. 

Sufficed to say lady, like it you may, maybe. 
The hype arises at late night for types 
In all different arrays lately. 

Enjoy the presence of a lively essence 
That suspends you to a new point, all too pleasant. 
For a few minds distraught, lost, and caught up 
In the onset of an onslaught brought now on us. 
A custom admission to this life-long condition exists. 
It fits right in between ignorance and bliss, 
Love, some hugs, and a kiss. 

Enjoy it, this ticket girl; this world is yours to adore 
Once you open doors to allow for your exploration. 
Breathe in and feed off of the elation 
You' ll find sublimation in your lifetime, 
If you can just enjoy it with appreciation. 

-John Massbacher 
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Questions On a Crystal Surface 

Is it still labeled as a disease, 

If everybody has it? 

Why do we still say please? 

Regardless, we still go out and grab it. 

Love's such a tease, 

because I sweetest habit. 

Once humbled to my knees, 

I jump up like a rabbit. 

Once marked as a boy 

grew up to be warrior 

part of an endless ploy 

to not meet one coroner 

Grabbed a key to sin city 

Unlocked it, what a pitty 

To see grimey and gritty 

Untimely and unwitty 



like giving catnip to kittie 

it was so pretty 

all he wanted was silly 

to be the one billy 

with a Jacquie or Jilly. 

I started up here 

and wound up in same place 

To me, all now clear 

Circle was the case. 

Came so near 

to her beautiful face. 

came once and saw, 

lost, but then f o u n d 

what falls from the heavens 

must hit the ground 

-John Massbacher 
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The Story of My Life, and Then Some 

My beautiful, unique, bright, design keeps all eyes on me 
Like Kimora Lee, fabulosity is key! 

I started my life as a tiny baby egg, but rather adorable I must say 
Then, miraculously, I hatched as a child with six long luscious legs 

With arms as colorful with a rainbow mixture 
Of devilish cherrie, hot licentious pink, fusion blue 

And a shameless pinch of sexy 
I fly high like Nicki, I'm blazing! 

As a teen, I was attached to a stick; a young love can be beautiful 
Sleeping for hours, beauty rest is a must. Now a courageous adult 

Catching up with parties missed while resting. 
A complex creature, yes; and no it's not that time ofthe month! 

It will never be that time even though I am a lady and as striking as 
one. 

I stay in shape and drink healthy nectars, fruits, and liquids 
sometimes 

I like to sip on mineral rich martinis. 
I see them, the men, watching my curves, 
But I shake them off like Mariah Carey 

Yes I am cold~blooded, but not from the heart 
They want to mate, so they do their courtship dance 

But they have no rhythm. 
Telling me they want to cuddle. 

I tell them to move away if they cherish their manhood. 
Yes, I know, I am a fast one, a promiscuous butterfly 

And you know you love it. 
Xoxo 
-Keitha K DeJonge 



"Wane" -Rachael Scardelli 
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Tuesday at 3:28 p.m. 
The caf is empty 
Except 
For us 
Three 
And six staff 
Fluttering 
In their own worlds 
Of concession 
Stands 
While we 
Strategically 
Place ourselves 
Far apart 
No chance 
Collisions 
Afraid 

Distance-

The magnets of our minds 
Will clash 
We choose 
Neutrality 
Through distance 
And never know 
What fragments 
Of ourselves 
Would connect 

-Angela Dabrowski 



Pendulum 
-Angela Dabrowski 

I swung forward. 

Blinked. 

The scene changed. Brightened. Or I thought it did. 

A tactile sensation tingled my palms. I gripped my 

hands sure to feel the plastic girth of the steering wheel but 

felt cool metal links instead. 

Lemon yellow paint peeling like broken glass, 

peppering lime green grass. 

My center of weight axeled. 

I swung backward. 

And I was six, not twenty-six, for a heartbeat. My 

heart half-exhilarated with the youthful glee of flying, the 

other half-heavy and seasick sour at the motion. Disoriented 

thoughts crawled through the contours of my brain like bees 

dancing in a honeycomb feeling for directions. Answers. 

Where am I? 

My hands clenched the chains compulsively for 

stability, but the swing was self-propelled and carried me 

forward, backward. 

"Nice day," a voice commented. "So bright." 

23 
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I flinched and whipped my head toward the sound. Muscles 

straining half a moment before the pain subsided. A woman 

swung leisurely with an empty swing between us. She had 

dark green hair, a mobius strip silver necklace, and an easy 

smile as she stretched back on the swing with the grace of a 

sleep-muddled cat and soaked in the sky. I glanced upward. 

A sudden flash of lightening bleached the gem aqua for an 

eternity of a second before the pristine, stagnantly beautiful 

afternoon returned. The woman chuckled. 

"Don't worry. That's to be expected- considering 

the circumstances." 

"I don't understand." 

"That's all right," she absolved. 

"I - I shouldn't talk to strangers," I stuttered, briefly 

uncertain of my age. 

The woman smiled unoffended and even added an 

affectionate wink. 

"I'm not so scary once you get to know me." 

Another beam of lightening rent the sky. My hands 

flinched from the chains. I began to fall. I scrambled and 



caught the links and my balance with a metallic clank. The 

swing continued to pendulum forward, backward. The 

woman watched me with a shine of eternal patience in her 

eyes. 

"Where am I?" I whispered. 

"You're in the hospital." 

I choked on my inhale. The lightening redoubled in 

bleach-bright fury and shuttered through my bones. 

"Your car skid on gravel while taking a tum. Hit a 

tree. Messy business. Doctors are doing what they can. 

Persistent little critters." 

"So you're ... " My throat clogged in compulsive 

rebellion to the truth. 

The woman beamed. 

"Not so scary, right?" she giggled and didn't mind 

when I didn't reply. 

We swung at separate rates for a while. She went up 

when I went down and reverse. 

"What are you waiting for?" I demanded, abruptly 

angry. 

"You." 

25 
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"Aren't-aren't you just going to take me?" 

Another flash of lightening. 

I thought I heard the growl of machine as I swung 

backwards. 

"I'm not cruel," the woman chastised. "You have a 

choice. You have to push yourself in the direction you want 

to go." 

I hesitated. Uncertain. Untrusting. 

The woman continued swinging with fresh vigor, 

eyes on the lightening-mottled sky. 

I swung forward. 

I swung backward. 

I made my choice. 

I dragged my heels, feeling my shoes tearing an 

escape route through the dirt. I stood within a lightning burst 

and released the swing. 



·,•,• 
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The Grand Stage: 

Stage Magic: 
- Angela Dabrowski 

Sawdust and sweat soaked the benches, groaning under 

the clustered audience. Their eyes untied into one 

monstrous chimera, ravishing the stage. Mirrors reflected 

spotlights, illuminating the raised platform from every 

angle and illuminating every shadow. Mage Mortimer 

dazzled with every pantomime. 

"And now I will teleport this young lady from the stage to 

the balcony by means of these spacial-displacing boxes." ' 

Mage Mortimer had a volunteer inspect the glass boxes 

and the assistant, memorizing the details of her face and 

stance for verification of authenticity. She frowned into 

his face and slapped his hand away when he made to 

guide her into the booth. Mage Mortimer tapped each side, 

spun the body-sized box three times, and lashed his hands. 

Smoked poured into both booths, one after the other. 

Sound effects clanged; floodlights sparked. 

27 
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"Tah dah!" 

The volunteer ran the distance, took two minutes. He 

inspected the girl, and she beamed when he lifted her hand 

in warrior victory. Cheers and wet whistles reverberated 

through the amphitheater. 

The Volunteer: 

Mage Mortimer requests a volunteer, and you waggle your 

hand in the air with unnecessary force. Apparently very 

necessary. He picks you with a springboard of ribbon 

ejecting from his sleeve. You squeal in delight- though 

you won't admit it afterwards. And yeah, you get the best 

assignment: inspect the girl, the lovely assistant. You flash 

an appreciative grin as your eyes rove her face, suspicious 

that any comments would carry, and urn, embarrassing. 

Her expressions hardens. You feel the slice ofher gaze, 

and your oh-so-thorough inspection contracts with a 

slinky snap into a few choice glances. 

"You'll be able to recognize her?" Mortimer asks, and you 

shrug all bravado, nonchalant, cool. 



"Sure." 

The magician does his thing literally with smoke and 

mirrors. You blink, of course, right at the pivotal moment, 

and sure enough, when the smoke recedes, the girl is gone. 

Startled and impressed shrieks snap your attention to the 

balcony where the assistant now stands waiting for you to 

set her free. 

Amphitheater stairs are the worst! Your ribs protest every 

breath, but you make the distance as fast as you can. The 

girl smiles when you open the door. The birthmark under 

her eye you hadn't noticed before but are certainly 

appreciating now crinkles with her delight. Her smile is so 

white and brilliant you're emboldened to take a chance to 

touch and lift her hand in victory. Your stomach thrills 

when she allows the motions and plays it up for the 

crowd. You think you could drop dead right there. This is 

like the best moment in your life, and that was magic. 

The Shill: 
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I crinkle my nose at the dank, saw-dusty reek. I resist the 

urge to tap my foot. Impatience makes me jittery, and 

Mortimer's slowing the whole thing down, playing it up. I 

look at my wrist wishing for a watch so we can coordinate 

better. Maybe I'll have enough change after this gig 

wraps. I'll work it if I have to. My ears strain through the 

floorboards for the music cues to jack-in-the-box. 

Mumble. Mumble. Mumblemumblebumblemumble. 

Someone walks overheads. 

Get back in your seat! I can't hear! 

And ... there it is. 

I spring into position, shoving the trap door open, 

counting the seconds the smoke will last. I synchronize 

with my twin as she hops down, I leap up, smile plastered 

for applause, milking it. I need money. 

And ... 

Showtime. 



Vulnerable 

I saw you standing 

in the kitchen 

bare feet splayed on the cold 

linoleum floor. You were 

. naked, eating a spoonful of 

peanut butter and washing 

it down with a cold beer. 

I didn't mean to look but 

I couldn't help but want to 

see you 

vulnerable. 

-Aimee Cunningham 
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"Perceptivity" -Rachael Scardelli 
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Urban Diamonds 

They are there; buried in the soil 

Oftemptation, violence, drugs, poverty. 

They are rarely found, 

Struggling to shine through their troubled times. 

It's like tons of pressure is piled on top ofthem, 

Just praying for an angel with a shovel to 

Dig them up and out. 

Some diamonds become athletes, 

Some diamonds become artist, 

Some diamonds are lost forever. 

An urban diamond is found, 

The chips on its shoulders are cut off, 

The diamond is bathed with the purifying polish 

And gives birth to a market. 

Be that diamond and shine. 

-Jordan Wells 
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A Poet's Christmas List 

I want my father clean from drugs and poverty, 

I want to live in a world without an ounce of violence, 

I want diseases and viruses exiled from the universe, 

I want racism condemned to eternal death. 

I want to depart from this earth in rest, 

I want earthquakes to simmer down, 

I want to break up the tornado fight of hot and cold air, 

I want the oil evaporated from the waters. 

I want the mamas and papas back, 

I want a hurricane of peace and love, 

I want parents to not have to bury their kids, 

I want equal rights, like 12 for day and 12 for night. 

I want a massage from the sunrise and sunset, 

I want murder to be murdered, 

I want a career of the cinema camera, 

I want to talk to William Shakespeare. 

I want Vincent Van Gogh to paint a mural of Tupac, 

I want to meet my grandfather that I never met, 

I want to take the shortie away from Cobain, 

I want the Titanic to turn an April day earlier. 



I want hope for the future, 

I want evil to downsize employees, 

I want good to hire billions more, 

I want World War III to die before birth. 

I want Mother Nature cured of toxins, 

I want starvation strongly strangled, 

I want Brother Malcolm to survive the bullets, 

I want to see Dr. King blow out his candles for his 81 st. 

I want many other gifts, 

I will wait until next Christmas. 

-Jordan Wells 

Impossible 

A war with no bloodshed, 

Music with no sound, 

A tragedy without death, 

Inhale and no exhale of the living, 

Light without shadow . 

. -Jordan Wells 
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The Bleeding of Red, 
the Coldness of Blue 

Stop, stop, stop, end. 
The exile of lives from the world, 
The birth of red and blue cotton, 
The disappearance of white cotton. 
Red, white, and blue? 
Colors of destruction, 
Colors of homeland. 
One side with bleeding spirits of retaliation, 
The other is cold with no guilt. 
A manifestation of the cold blooded, 
Blood traveling through the veins of America, 
While the blue spirits gives cold shivers. 
Help me, help her, help him, help yourself, 
A blood cell lost, the bleeding of tears, 
But no longer tears from humanity, 
Now tears from technology. 
Two colors, paint a picture of hate, 
Murder, family, misunderstanding, 
Suicide, survival, love, death, self destruction. 
I pray, to the beginning of time, to the universe, 
To God, that there is one murder left, which is the murder 
Of this cursed war that is being fought. 
New tears are being cried, 
More funerals are being booked, 
Zombie devastation of mothers, 
More tears, more fears, no one hears. 
Moving from the street bubble 
To the dirt bubble. 



Newborns losing their first could have been hero; 
Losing their love, increasing their anger. 
A chain that has not been broken, 
A chain over 50 years long, 

, Each link with a story to tell. 
i • Some are to be felt, 

Some are to be seen, 
Some are to be heard, 
Some are too bitter to taste. 
The new breed has begun, 
Younger and younger we go, 
A bullet has no name on it? Not true, 
A bullet of many names comes to, 
Bullets with names of satisfaction, 
Scar, pain, death, shock, heat, or suicide. 
But when I seen the lifeless being 
In that funeral box, 
I don't see red potential, 
I don't see blue potential, 
I see black potential, wasted. 
I see a young potential, 
Who breathes never again, 
Tears of water crying over the body, 
Tears of dirt pouring over the casket. 
I can keep writing until the feeling 
In my hand is non-existent, 
The rest of this shall be put 
Into over-drastic action. 

-Jordan Wells 
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Playing by Not the Numbers 
- Chelsea Lynn Hoffmann 

You know what's funny? Realizing that you are 
insignificant, numbers wise. Sure, I'm just one person out of a 
college campus. This is merely one college in New Jersey. 
New Jersey is just one state out of 50, which forms the USA. 
The USA is just one country on the continent of North 
America, which is just one continent on the western 
hemisphere. The western hemisphere is only one half of the 
entire planet we entitled Earth. Earth is one planet out of 8 (or 
9, depends on if you count Pluto). And etc, etc. 

Yes, numbers wise, we as an individual are insignificant. 
But realizing that factor is what makes you significant. Once 
you realize that, you start to think of how you can break away 
from being just a number. Maybe it's by actually attempting 
something new, like flying a plane or ice skating. Maybe it's 
by following your passion, whether it is playing an instrument, 
writing a story, cooking an Italian supper, collecting your 
toenail clippings, or accounting. (I'm not sure how accounting 
is considered a passion, but if it is your passion, than good for 
you. Someone has to do it.) Or maybe, just maybe, you fall 
completely head over heels for another person, striving to be 
more than a number themselves. 

That little discovery is the gift that Scott left me. Scott 
was everything anyone could ask for. He always believed that 
there was something more to life than what met the normal eye. 
While most of us dreamed with our minds in the stars, he 
grasped them firmly in his palms and rode with the comets. 
Scott was what most would dub "insane"- I preferred the term 



'•'• 
'•. 

"extraordinarily fascinating" . 
"Follow your bliss, Cecilia", Scott used to whisper to me 

in the quietness of the night country sky, "That's what 
Campbell kept saying. Follow your bliss, and everything 
around you will start making sense. Nothing else will matter
you can be lost in a sea of people in similar upset masks, and 
they will envy you, not because you lack a mask, but because 
you lack a reason to wear the mask. Not wearing the mask 
makes you unique." 

Scott was never the kind of person to sit still for too long. 
He was always trying to motivate me to explore new areas in 
the physical and mental world. But alas, I was me and he was 
him- I was beige, and he was red. I preferred to keep my head 
down and relish in the statistic that I became attached too, 
while he wanted society's standards to bow down to him. 

I'm not sure where Scott is now to be quite honest. He 
was always the kind of person to embody the wind- invisible 
and forever moving. He works above and under the radar 
simultaneously. The fact that he is gone though- just like that
has spooked me. The only difference he made wide-scale was 
to cause the population drop by one. But now that he is gone, I 
realized that all I saw myself being was just a number, and 
being the figurative color beige because that's all I ever 
dreamed of being. I must make myself see bright, vivid colors 
that have been placed before me. I look back now, and I see 
how I was only living out Scott's wishes for me through him, 
and now that he is gone . . . 

I might just be one college student in the whole system, 
but as of now, that doesn't matter. I am Cecilia Marie Cadwell, 
not number 12975632. 
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The Family Affair 
- Casey Murphy 

The sound ofthe wolves' howls could be heard all around 
her as she ducked behind a large oak tree in the middle of the 
woods. She could hear them in her head, calling to her. 

Scarlett, where are you? 
Come here little girl. We won't harm you. 
Little Red, Little Red let us in. 
Hyena-like laughter burst into her head and she clapped 

her hands over her ears, trying to block it out. Please stop, she 
thought frantically, half hoping they would listen, but also fearful 
that they would find her if they could hear her. Just leave me 
alone. With three wolves after her, she knew she couldn't remain 
dormant for long. She ran fast so the sound ofthe wind rushing 
over her drowned out the wolf speech. 

Even in the dark she could see it in the distance. 
Grandmother's house. The small cottage sat alone in the middle 
of the woods . Its thatched roof needed to be repaired and some of 
the wood was rotting, but it was still home. Scarlett ran from the 
seclusion of the trees out into the open. It was only after she 
crossed through the gate opening that she looked behind her. 
Three pairs of yellow eyes were peering at her from the dark 
woods, but they didn't come any closer. She suddenly felt a sense 
of sanctuary. 

Despite the candles sitting in the windows the cottage was 
dark. 

"Grandmother?" she called out, standing in the open 
doorway. No response . 

The moonlight spilled across the floor, hitting the bed in 
the far corner of the room. The sheets rose up in a hump. Scarlett 
ran across the room, leaving the door open so she could see, and 
shook the lump. 



"Grandmother? Grandmother!" 
The lump moved, and Scarlett saw Grandmother's eyes 

peek from under the covers. "Scarlett? What's the matter, my 
darling?" 

"Mother and father they're-" Tears choked her. She 
wasn ' t sure how to tell her grandmother that her only daughter 
and son-in-law were werewolves. Before she could say any more, 
though, Grandmother had wrapped her arms around her 
granddaughter and was comforting her. 

"It's okay, dear. Everything will be alright." 
But Scarlett was not comforted. Breaking from 

Grandmother's embrace, she backed away, letting the moonlight 
reveal the form of a wolf in her grandmother's place. The wolf 
smiled. It leapt from the bed and landed with a thud in front of 
her. It's teeth were barred, a growl emanating from its throat. 
Scarlett began to slowly back away. 

The wolf pounced. The girl screamed. There was a bang 
and the wolf dropped to the floor like a toy, crimson blood 
pooling onto the wooden floor. Scarlett gasped. Turning, she saw 
her brother, Bryus, standing in the door way, their father's rifle in 
his hand. She rushed over to him, flinging her arms around his 
neck. 

"Bryus! How did you know I was here?'' 
"I had a hunch," he replied. 
She laughed, relieved. "Well you saved my life." 
He held her tighter. "And now you're all mine." 

Her body froze. "What was that?" When he didn't reply, she 
looked up at him. His eyes had a hungry glow in them as he 
looked down at her. His teeth glinted in the moonlight, looking 
sharp as a razor. "I'm not one to share." 
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Compilation 
of Short Poems 

-Basia Godecki 

I. I cry, yet these tears become nothing short of 

illusionary sagination- just visionary 

imagination. This heaviness, thickness 

lS 

adiposity- but it meets my curiosity-

II. What an ambulant heart- capable of such 

capacity, I stare a-gazed into vessels, thick 

with this emotional mucous. I find myself 

being your clot- my own heart attack. 

III. Time is corrosive, withering away with 

every tick. Time is amaranthine, perpetual, 

impartiality. It does not stop for the 

whimpering, it does not start for the 

impatient. Time alone is the epitome 



of infinite, but yet naught. I strive to be like time

ageless, irreversible, continuous ... 

Vein 

Exposed hidden 

Threatening killing living 

I keep it close to me, my existence 

Vein 

VI. His heart murmurs, soughs into mine. It loses, 

souses itself with tainted blood that in which the 

heart keeps beating- I become a victim of your 

desire, and suspects to each other's truths (love) 

V. This- it carries the essence of soft decibels, which 

murmurs, tickles my cochlear- that in which- is. 

What is this onomatopoeia which rings in my ear? 

VI. Osmosis between us- I become fully absorbed. 

Your heart murmurs metronomically all at perfect 
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intervals- as we stop, we osculate- oscillate to 

each other's biorhythms 

VII. Regnant presence, cast your shadow over me. 

Convinced glances of purpose dart back and 

forth, has pierced through. Parallel 

synchromysticsm- I heighten, grow, become 

weak. 

VIII. I just sicken myself with imagination, 

perception. Don't change yourself, study 

conversion and understand why the air is so 

different- the aura. I study my energy fields. 

same people, but different tongue movements. 

IX. Eyes are far from torpid, I actually feel. 

X. Bite into the paradox of life, which equally 

contaminates and purifies. Oh how proud I am 

to donate vitality, to the metempsychosis of 

an impaler 



XL Idee fixe on orifice sacrifice. Ready to be 

immersed in membranous eustress. Excludes 

occludation, includes penetrations 

XII. Cultivate me, dig me. Bury me, memory 

XIII. If you could read me, then why don't you add me 

to your book shelf. I'll stay in between your 

thoughts, only to peak at me, perhaps to see my 

behind ... just to read my short synopsis. If you 

say you could read me, tum my pages ever so 

slowly, read every detail. Look at me. Paper cut-

XIV. I share my destiny, my density- I rely on it. I see 

your affected by the wind- taken back. 
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Night Ride 
-John Clark 

I had my first sexual experience at fifteen inside the 
foundation of the half-finished house Johnny Denture's 
parents were building. The cinderblock walls were cold 

against my naked back, and I felt the rash their roughness 
left on my shoulder blades for days afterwards. 

I met Lydia at the house long after midnight, once 
my parents' footsteps stopped creaking through the walls 
of my room. I'd stashed my bike in the woods behind my 
family's house some hours before, and slipping out my 

window unheard was easy enough for me then. I pushed 
my feet into my running shoes in the darkness of my room 
and slid the glass up from the sill, pulled out the clips that 
held the screen in place, and swung my legs out, one at a 
time- then I'd shimmy forward and lower myself until I 
could get my feet on top of our air conditioning unit. 

I always left something on the window sill or in the 
track, a rock or a pen-cap that made a space large enough 
to help me-get my fingers underneath the window to lift it 
up when I returned. Tonight I'd fished an acorn out of my 
running shoes moments before sneaking out, and I left it 
in the track before lowering the pane, noiseless and slow. 



The distance to my bike was short, so I jogged 

around the side of my house and across my backyard to 

where the trees started. There was a full moon tonight, 

and the grass glittered over the empty space like a black 

sequined dress dangling from the arm of a couch. But the 

woods were dark, the full limbs of the trees still on this 

windless summer night, and the moon could not penetrate 

their canopies. 

I had no flashlight because I'd seen how bright the 

moon was, tacked into the midnight sky, and smiled at the 

way it lit everything well enough to see. I had a headlight 

on my bike, just in case, but I expected to fly down the 

hilly local roads like a silent ghost, passing buildings and 

houses and trees and telephone polls like they were 

furniture in the attic of an old house, draped in moon

white sheets and canvas blankets that showed vaguely 
their shapes and no color. 

Moving into the woods, I had to feel my way with 

my hands and feet. The ground was rocky and damp, and 

I scraped my legs on shin-height boulders that had been 

pushed up from the clay by tree roots over decades or 

centuries. Finding my bike felt like it took just as long. 
I had no cell phone, back then. Having one might have 

made this less of an ordeal- ! could have made my 
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way by its light, and I could have let Lydia know 

that I was out of my house, that I was coming. Parents 

had only just started giving their kids cell phones in those 

days, and I imagine part of the reason mine refrained from 

giving me one was to make adventures like these more 
difficult. I hoped Lydia wasn't waiting long, that she 

would still be there, at the unfinished house, waiting for 

me on the curb like we'd planned. 

The headlight on the bike made the rest of my trek 

easier. I walked the bike the twenty or so feet back to the 
edge of the woods and rode it through my yard, around 

my house and down my driveway into the street-the 

night was still as bright as I remembered, and I turned the 

headlight off while I coasted down a hill, satisfied that I 

could see by the moon alone. The world appeared as 

shadows, and its formlessness mimicked the buzz of my 

bike's tires against the pavement, a whirr that melded with 

the colorlessness of early-morning and the whoosh my 

passing made against outlines of things. 

The house Johnny's parents were building was 

across town, a twenty-minute ride that brought me to a 
steep, winding road that ended at a cul-de-sac, and the 

curb where Lydia was sitting, tapping the toes of her 

converse shoes together while she waited for me to arrive. 



I hopped my bike over the curb a little way from 

where she sat and dumped it onto the grass- ! heard a 

giggle and the scrape her shoes made against loose asphalt 
_ as she got up. 

"Hey, Davie," she said to me. 

I doubled over next to my bike, sucking the humid 
summer air into my lungs. I usually walked the last leg of 

my ride because it was uphill, but tonight I'd pushed 

myself to ride all the way up. I imagined the end of the 

cul-de-sac drawing nearer as I pedaled, and I pictured 
Lydia not being there, conjured in my head the look on 
her face as each minute passed without my arriving there 

and the way she might stand up from her spot on the curb 

and start into the woods where there was a path that led to 

another path that led to the street where she lived. 

But she'd stayed, and here we were, at Johnny's 
half-finished house at the end of the cul-de-sac. 

"I was thinking about leaving, Davie," she said. 

"I'm sorry-" I gasped between breaths, "darkness," I 

said, "my bike- ." Lydia's eyes were so light-green they 

looked yellow in daylight, and I could see them shining 
now in the moonlit night. She put her arms around my 

neck and we fell backwards onto the grass. 
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When she kissed me, her mouth tasted like summer 

and cigarettes. 

I stood, then, and hoisted her up with me. She 

wrapped her legs around my waist and pushed her thighs 

into my sides, gripping me with them like I was a 

thighmaster. I stumbled towards the house at the end of 

the cul-de-sac with her draped around me- we slid 

between the wooden beams that framed it as though we 

were little more than shadows. 

There were solid floors over most of the first story, 

though in some places we had to hop from girder to girder 

like we were practicing gymnastics on balance beams. 

Lydia refused to get down; she kissed my neck and tried 

taking my shirt off but I pulled her hands away and 

laughed and held to the frame of the wall while we made 

our way down to the basement. 

Being down there smelled like being in a cave, 

earthy and musty, the way underground caverns the size 

of dining halls smell when water runs through them. 

Lydia's eyes burned in the dark like fluorescent rocks in 

those caverns, and moonbeams shined down through gaps 

in the first floor like bright shadows. 

She peeled my shirt off, then, and I let her this 

time- the way she touched me with her fingers made me 



twist and brought my muscles to spasm like caught gears 
twitching inside a clock. She moved my hands to her belt 
and I undid it and felt her body heat on the metal; her 
pants were tight, and the button seemed too large for the 
hole I had to slip it through. She kissed me again and I 
could see she was smiling by the way her eyes looked in 
the dark-I heard the pop of the button and her zipper 
unzip as she did my work for me, then pushed me up 
against the cold cinderblock wall that would scrape my 
shoulders raw. 

I pumped my legs hard against the pedals the whole 
ride home. Climbing the hills was harder on the way 
back, but I didn't care-I didn't feel my legs burning until 
I turned back onto my street. I felt euphoric, I felt the 
ecstasy of the night, and the whole world glistened as the 
dawn's first light began to crawl across the sky. My 
parents wouldn't be up for another hour, at least, and I had 
nothing to do except sleep until the summer's humidity 

made dreaming impossible. 

My limbs wobbled as I made my way to the woods 
behind my house where I stashed my bike once more. 
The new light passed through the leaves of the trees, this 
time, and I could see well enough to get in and out 

quickly-! plodded back around my house to my window, 
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clambered atop the AC unit with a little difficulty, and 

tried to squeeze my fingers into the space the acorn made 
at the sill. I don't know if I was too tired, or if the acorn 
had broken and let the window fall, but I couldn't find the 
leverage I needed to open it up again. 

I scrambled for sticks to wedge underneath it like 
pry-bars, pushed against the glass, even tried to heave it 
up with my raw back, but the window was stuck. I had no 
house key and no other method of ingress, so I climbed 
off of the air conditioner and laid down in the cool grass 
on the side of my house as the first real rays of sun began 
to light up the clouds, turning their edges platinum like the 

filament of an incandescent light bulb, like the blades of 
grass in the moonlight. 

I smiled at the sky, laying there, and rested my 
hand over my eyes to keep the light out- I fell asleep that 
way, hoping my parents wouldn't find me on their way to 
work, enjoying Lydia's smell and the cool scent of 

summer dawn. 



"Age of Reason" -Rachael Scardelli 
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Ode to You 

I know it's not what you wanted 

And I know it wasn't you, 

But you are your own person, and you weren't true. 

You broke my heart, but it will grow. 

It's your loss, and soon you'll know 

I was the next-best thing to snow. 

When the time comes and you want me back 

Just remember that look on my face 

When you said goodbye 

Because that is how left me, all alone, 

And that 3x5 in your wallet 

Is the only thing left of me you own. 

-Marissa Knerr 



Forever and a Day 

I used to feel the life being sucked right out of me 

But with you by my side I can step back and breathe 

And the time I spend with you 

It just makes sense. 

Now that you're here I don't want to leave 

My feelings inside so hard to believe 

I have found a place for you in my heart 

I have made a new home with you, a fresh start. 

We don't have to worry about tomorrow 

So tell me you'll stay and lay with me today. 

Time stands still as you peer into my eyes 

I've been waiting for a moment to feel so alive. 

-Marissa Knerr 
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The Phoenix 

This is the tale of a broken soul 

That once had turned as black as coal 

Endless ebony when the fire died 

Hiding the light that had once lived inside 

Mourning the scorn that the flock had shown 

The young phoenix cried as hate had grown 

A dark disease spread forth running through 

While self loathing and death grew and grew 

Always it flew across war tom ground 

Holding hope where peace was not found 

Darkened the heart grew as hatred spread 

Leaving the young phoenix cold and dead 

From high grace it shrieked as it fell 

Withered feathers with none to tell 

Burning on corpses that died in the hate 

For the broken phoenix it seemed too late 

Ashes became all that was known 



And the phoenix remained all alone 

A once beacon of hope dead from despair 

Leaving the world in crimson disrepair 

Then from the ashes came a sound 

Spreading joy and light around 

The phoenix lives rising from the ash 

When hurt and pain gave a great lash 

From a black death came alive the phoenix once more 

A brilliant river sprouted with love to pour 

It let out a shrill cry of never ending peace and love 

And angels began to cry from the sky way up above 

Though the phoenix had died in the ash 

And came to the earth with a horrid crash 

It rose again from the river of peace 

Causing the constant darkness to cease 

-Mel Kohberger 
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All Will Be Well 

Don't tell me I'm trapped, because everything's okay 
Look at the sky see, the sun's out today 
No dark clouds and there lives no sorrow 
And so we'll relive this day again tomorrow 
Again came the sun and the clouds broke free 
Tempting me to heaven to escape insanity 
I'm sorry to inform you but the ground is quaking below 
And shaking and baking, to the bible we will go 

He is gone, he is dead in his eternal revelation 
Find your God the one who can save us from Damnation 
If all of us could live in this beautiful salvation 
Then all would be well, and all will be well 
If the prophets could telleth of a world beyond all wonder 
And the angels in heaven could protect us from down under 
Then perhaps of peace and harmony every man could tell 
And all will be well, all will be well 

Frozen fields and plains of a nation tom by war and agony 
No hope left to find the justice or live in harmony 
I'm pleased to inform that the world has gone astray 
Bleached skies of blood and stains are all that's left today 
Again came the rain to wash the sin away 
Our prophets and angels have all gone to play 
Our god bleeds on the cross for us and so we'll pray 
That perhaps he'll come to save us again one day 



Too bad we're all just demons who pretend to be angelic 
Burning with our hatred on this unholy relic 
Give unto me my friend and I'll give you tenfold back 
Each and every ounce of warmth you always seem to lack 
Beat the poor because they aren't there 
While I pretend to never care 
To assimilate to the rhythm of societal greed 
Taking pleasure in every news feed 

Because there isn't much to share 
We're all drowning in this agony 
In this dead society 
Give me reason to live in hell 
I have a thousand bodies to sell 
So all will be well, 
and all will be well 

His eternal revelation 
Of a damned revolution 
And all will be well 
All will be well 

-Mel Kohberger 
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Even After Forever 

To say that love will never die 

Is not a lie in fact, and I 

Can vow on forever that it will always be 

in the hearts of all to be 

Beyond the paths of frigid snow 

Behind the fence where gardens grow 

Beside the bed of a dying man 

The woman's head in his hand 

Deep beneath the platonic truth 

In the struggles of our youth 

In the lightness in moments of despair 

Anytime and everywhere 

Even through the darkest weather 

Hearts will be together 

Even after forever 

-Mel Kohberger 



The Perfect Recipe 
-Shenoah Malone 

Oh yes I have it all figured out now. The ground beef 

fresh off the farm, the white onions finely diced and all of the 

spices one would ever want in a recipe as special as this. Then 

comes the main ingredient: the hot pepper. This pepper was 

specially made from the finest pepper seeds grown in Chile. I 

searched high and low for the perfect pepper to go with this 

special stew, and although it cost me more then a few dollars, I 

greedily snatched up the last pepper in stock. It was perfect. 

Deep red wrinkled skin covered the body of the magnificent 

pepper. The yellow button sized seeds were crushed and 

mixed into the steaming pot. Throwing the rest of the pepper 

· into the pot I stood back and nodded triumphantly. Yes it was 

perfect! He was going to love this. I hear him coming down the 

stairs and the screech of the chair sliding across the floor 

signaled that he was seated. Pouring the stew into two bowels, 

I topped our dinner with the perfect spice; pepper for me ... 

arsenic for him. 

The End 
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Nothing Held Back 

Volaski tells me he'd be okay 

working at Bob's Pizzeria for the rest ofhis life 

because he and Bob both love Frank Zappa. 

Dean explains that the only reason he works 

with mentally handicapped children 

is because it impresses the women he dates. 

And Carol once confessed 

that even though her fiance was in jail 

for selling drugs- she couldn't 

shake her addiction to heroin, 

and that if she could, she would stmi 

painting again. 

Amor Fati-that's what the existentialists believe, 

love of one's fate. 

But there's a Zen proverb that says, 

When you get to the top 

of the mountain, keep climbing. 



And that could be simply, curiosity. 

One night at the winery I ran after 

a drunk guest who wandered 

into the woods and I told him 

that the party wasn't over there. 

Remarking the fireflies, he merely stated, 

We don't have them where I'm from. 

So we both watched 

their tiny bellies light up 

as if they were challenging 

all the stars in the sky. 

I suppose that now, we only make it 

halfway up the mountain before convincing ourselves 

its too high. 

Sometimes I agree with that. 

- Nicholas Jon Heacock 
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Upon Realizing the First Man 
to Discover Fire Committed Arson 

The greatest discovery of all time was made by 

anonymous. 

Since then, the rest of us have been trying to find the 

sequel. 

But people are sequels. Their discoveries- products 

of thought and nature. Gravity can be 

explained with complex equations that obey the laws 

of physics- to prove how an apple can drop. 

And somehow after Galileo proved that the Earth 

was not the center of the universe, we felt less 

despair than before- as if being so important pressured 

us 

like prized racehorses. 



I think knowledge is a dream you can't wake up from. 

And discoveries are novels for single frames of film. 

Because once we revealed how fire burned and found the 

dangers of human curiosity- we chose to restrict it

the very symbol that separated us from the mackerels

and the jackals- so that in New Jersey, 

buying fireworks is illegal-

Yet during the advent of the Atomic Age 

one man died quietly 

in a hospital bed- regretting 

in his final moments-

his greatest discovery. 

-Nicholas Jon Heacock 
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Upon Stumbling On A Porn 

Video of A Girl Who Made It 

for Her Boyfriend in Good Faith 

I could tell by your quivering voice 

that you knew the risks 

of video taping yourself for this man 

who asked for it 

as proof of your dedication. 

But something forced you 

through it-

despite the chance 

your mother could walk into that bathroom, 

see you mid-way, exposed 

and confront your blind act 

with a range of emotion 

that could vary from distress 

to shame. 

But that never happened. 

You finished your video and sent it out 

with your worries, and allowed them all 

to drain away. 



Some of our most unimaginable fears 

are never recognized. 

Once a cop witnessed me roll past a stop sign 

without attempting to brake, 

while someone in the opposite lane 

passed by with a missing headlight. 

And though we all knew 

the dangers and the laws restricting them

the cop let us go. 

I know that now you must feel betrayed 

by your trust. 

But I know you did this 

because you saw the best 

in the worst 

of people. 

You just didn't want to fathom how 

twisted and grotesque 

some of us could be. 

-Nicholas Jon Heacock 
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On a stage, 

Under the heat of a 

Single white spot light 

You stand, 

Still as limestone under 

An Arabian sun. 

Soldier 

Your speech was written for you; 

Just some vague words like 'duty' and 'freedom', 

Avoiding all the horror you've seen: 

The surprising darkness of blood on sand-

The consistency ofbrain and of lung--

The indescribable difference between the eyes of the dead and 

the living--

Of these things, you speak not. 

The audience applauds you, 

You hear hundreds of tiny gunshots. 

Uniformed men salute you with 

Stiff fingers, furrowed brows. 

One pins a medal to your chest 

And calls you a Keeper of Freedom. 

He tells you the debt you're owed cannot be repaid. 



It is this you believe. It is this you know. 

You return home and eat 

A small meal 

Alone. 

You reach for your beer with 

The hand you left in the desert. 

You laugh to yourself, 

But nothing is funny. 

Later on 

In your bath 

You close your eyes to visit 

Fields of white wooden crosses. 

You wonder: 

Is He satisfied? 

Does He keep thousands of folded flags on His mantle? 

And as the light of this life leaves you, 

You decide 

You will ask Him 

To explain Himself. 

-Marie! Mota 
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Main Street 

Orange, NJ 

So much noise and confusion-

The sky screeches and howls 

As planes from Newark impose their shadows 

On the sunlight. 

And on earth, 

There is music inside music. 

One cannot pull the songs apart 

Or understand the woman yelling 

To her daughter 

F 4th .d rom a story wm ow. 

Endless thumps and bumps and beats 

Rolling down the city street 

That wears wrappers, broken bottles and 

Tiny braids and little plastic sandals jumping rope; 

Their childhood like their bubblegum: 

Spat out and forever smashed into the dirty concrete eternity. 

The air is thicker here-



Every person talks too loud 

But no one here is heard. 

And waltzing to it all, 

The indifferent police, the busy shop owners, 

The homeless, the home bound, the traveling, 

The curled backs of ageless women with canes 

Seeking cans of soup and hair pins. 

There are baggy jeans and huge shirts with 

Radios and 

Outrageous hope, 

Tired mothers, their kids wandering 

Like stray cats and 

Dead rabbits hung up in windows 

Like swinging city metronomes. 

Ardent is the mood. 

Where are all these people going 

On a Saturday afternoon? 

-Marie! Mota 
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An Ode to My Favorite Poet 

mr. e.e. 
myster e.e. 

Like a leaf swinging sweetly above the city street 
Staying green in the winter to contrast the concrete. 

Not a monkey on a string 
With sad eyes, 

But a poet, Alive! 
Freely painting pictures with his words 

(he, the type-writer, man ipulator) 
to smashthemtogether 

to 
,pull 

,them 

,apar!t 

To show my heart a new way to feel and 
my eyes a new way 

to se.e. 
the myster e.e. 

-Marie! Mota 



Anne's Legacy 

My first thought today 

Was familiar and dark. 

I imagined myself, naked and cold 

Still, on the bathroom floor. 

What a guilty daydream. 

I had said never again. 

I was the fat dieter eating cake by the refrigerator light. 

I spent the morning reading Sexton poems, 

Relating my own disgusting womanness to hers. 

My body, this betrayal, a bleeder, a brothel, a 

Reluctant mother, always cold, but mostly deceiving, 

softly rolling and conniving. 

A weak, and uncomfortable prison. 

I digest the example she left me. 

If I make it through this now, 

Is that what I'll have left at 45? 

My poems, and my garage- full of smoke? 

-Marie! Mota 
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"Heathcliff" -Rachael Scardelli 
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I'm Such A Romantic 

The spasms overtook my abdomen, 
and my larynx surrendered. It opened 
wide and contracted upwards like it was 
looking for a better life. My diaphragm 
kept battling, but finally fell downwards 
expelling the enzyme encrusted ecloses. 
Their heads were still attached to the 
thorax, but woe unto me: the acid had 
burned up their proboscis. Hind wings 
and forewings discolored, defiled, grounded. 

I wrapped them in their matching blouse: 
the one with besmirched sleeve. Fibrin strands 
cling to the fabric, where folds of hemorrhaging 
once creased. Platelets flake like erotic snow. 

I garnish their tomb with cypress; 
further mourning would be vain. Because 
there are certain things you should just 
never fake: like lamentation or misery. 
Like affection or adoration. 
Like orgasms or earnestness. 

-Rachael Scardelli 
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Poets and Lovers: 

Shakespeare and Donne 

Can keep the immortality 

Of their lovers in verse, 

But this: this one's for me. 

No, I do not have any quest 

To keep you alive after 

You have gone. 

I only wish 

to have you 

Here, now, presently. 

Selfishly I'll scribble 

This coming couplet 

About your arms: 



The right: blanched, freckled, sturdy and soothing. 

The left: matching in suit but decorated with hundreds of scars. 

So for those nights 

You couldn't stay 

Or those mornings 

You'd already left, 

I will have this: 

I will have these 

To revert back to, 

Increase the font size on, 

Curl up and crawl between. 

So that I can be with you 

Here, now, presently. 

-Rachael Scardelli 
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Phantom Pain 

Our anatomies took 

Harbor in an onyx 

Comforter: what a 

Foreshadow. My hands 

Colored the basins of 

Your neck. Leaked 

To asymmetrical ribs, 

While your appendages 

Played in my scalp, 

Like children at 

Recess. Detailing tactility 

For when we'd be 

Left with apparitions, 

Amputations. 



Give me back my injury. 

Banicade the alleviation. 

My tolerance for recollection 

Has escalated, and there isn't 

Enough medication in this 

State to satisfy, gratify, nor 

Comfort. 

This malady is 

Racking, and ephemeral. 

Did you know that I still 

Feel your chest rise and fall 

Beneath my finger tips? 

Fill my lungs, like a pauper, 

With your mirage before 

Exhaling to solitude. 

-Rachael Scardelli 
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Relative Dating 

We come together to sit. To 

watch: Dutch cinematic, with 

a chair in between. We refuse to see 

movies in three-dimensional 

theatres. Hate their hype, their plots. ( 

And the glasses won't fit over 

our own.) Two is already more 

than we can bear. We come together 

to sit. To watch: Flat films to foster a similar 

bond. Neatly packaged into time slots, 

water bottles, serving snacks. Precise rectangular 

boundaries. We sip, we prop one pair of 

sneakers and one pair of sandals on the plastic 

backs of fencing chairs, we view through four 

eyes, and enjoy double features of an indefinable 

singleness. 

-Rachael Scardelli 



(;entenary (;ollege~s 
(;reative Writing Depart111.ent 

Centenary now offers new options to English majors 
with a concentration and a minor in Creative Writing. The 
Creative Writing Minor allows students from any major to 

participate in a series of creative writing courses and benefit 

from an added credential on their transcripts. Creative writing 
courses offer opportunities for self-expression and develop 
linguistic skills that can enable you to present information or 
insights in more colorful, interesting language. 

You may focus in poetry, fiction, creative non-fiction, 
or a mixture of genres. The on-site writing classes will rotate 
between poetry and prose. The online courses alternate in 
reverse, with poetry offered when prose is offered on-site and 
vice versa. This plan will allow you to continue writing in the 
genre of your choice. 

Offerings: The Craft of Poetry 
The Craft of Prose 

Poetry Workshop 

Creative Prose Workshop 

Advanced Essay Writing. 
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