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Join me on this placid dripping day,
this inoculate passing of the dawn.
I do hate to be alone
on the eve' s postmortem walk.

I have nowhere else to be
and here I am
quietly making my way
to somewhere, I suppose

so let us off this sedate Jawn
out past your hedge of thorny trees,
lets listen to the raspy pleas
of smiling old men dressed with rain --

Old men who stroll the avenue
and live both in and out of view

And when we reach the city streets,
those parceled corners of the world
where timid footsteps fall in sheets,
a guiltless drama will unfurl;
an urbane play at a summer caf¢
laid bare upon the patio
three carbonated mademoiselles
licking and sipping and lapping espresso,
bubbling and chiming, each in tow,
each to each their Romeo -
stewing kittens in a pen
who unlike with the damp old men
we 1l venture to and say hello

And the cigarette’ s tongues will upward flow
And a pure-bred dog, a nervous woman in tow
will turn a corner down the lane.

by MTatthew Anderson

And a skirted lawyer will faint recall
when from her lips would so casually fall
“always and ever or “never at all’

Four blocks to the autumn beach we’ 1 walk
perhaps or perhaps not with mademoiselles
the blustery wind will have chased and thinned
the picnickers and the shrieking gulls.

There we 1l lean against the mossy pier
lending each to each a comrade’ s ear
throwing secrets to the swirling deep

like roaches fallen from a splintered dock,

we 11 modestly chuckle, but not quite mock
those promises we ve sworn but yet to keep

And after we' ve bonded, you and I
and an inky brine bleeds down the sky
we 1l shirk off to the alleyways,
those dark bent lines more roughly drawn
and we 1l hide behind the velvet doors
and drink gin again until the dawn

some day you Il see, some day you 1l see
we 1l walk on past this old ennui,
this listless dread, this chain of lead

and you’ 1 forget you, and I 1l forget me

But how then, friend, can we hope to know?

How can we know where the walks will end,

when we' ve built each boundary on ourselves
where other men begin?
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Journal Entry: July 7th
Dr. Avery Gibbons

oday is a good day, although, 1
Tworry what is going to happen

to us, and the planet. We have
so many problems and more appear
every day. What gives me hope though,
is that we always find solutions. Our
problems always get fixed. Technol-
ogy is the answer. Science is the only
answer. | do have regrets though... All
those on that planet... Sacrifices had to
be made. I've made them for the good
of our species and I've finally earned
respect for my family once again!
My life is full of regrets, but the best de-
cision I've made is to become a scien-
tist. I am the future. My colleagues and
| shape the future. There has never been
a better time for science. There are no
limits to what we can accomplish. In
my grandfather’s time, he saw the al-
leviation of war! My father’s company
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created a bio-
engineered
food and saw
to it that every
hungry person
ate! It seems
impossible to me that people 40 years
ago could die of something as trivial
as hunger or thirst. My father, the great
man that he was, and his team created
chemically perfect food that contains
everything our bodies need and noth-
ing more. Damn those who blame him!
It isn’t his fault that birth defects and
obesity and liver disease skyrocketed.
Its only a coincidence. Nothing com-
pares to the other mistakes of the past,
some that still haunt us. The industrial
revolution and the nasty air that result-
ed appall me. How could they not see
the consequences?!?! Overpopulation
led to more suburbs and more suburbs
and eventually to the elimination of
anything green. We turned in to a mas-
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sive ant hill that stretches back to itself
around the globe. The oxygen levels in
the atmosphere would have dropped
below the critical levels required for
life if we hadn’t acted.

My idea to look outside our planet
saved us. The citizens must never
know! Science once again saved the
world... but they can never, ever know.
They won't understand. We needed the
oxygen to survive and they had it. They
had lots of it. We took it... | focused
on our atmosphere, it became my life’s
work to save the peoples of our planet.
For us to live, it needed to happen. |
discovered the way to utilize worm
holes between the folds of space to
transport the vital gas from their planet
to ours. And we live on. Everyone hap-
py- The inhabitants of that planet won’t
miss it, they’re all gone. It's sad, but we
had no choice. Earth was a beautiful
planet but we needed Earth’s oxygen
more than they did.

Sex, Food, and ‘92

By Angela Bunker
I THINK I KILLED MY MOTHER.

25 minutes have passed since I drank my last cup of coffee.

“SALLY, PICK YO GOD DAMN CLOZE OFF DA FLO”

She never got to show me how to apply lipstick. In the seventh grade I showed up to Mr. Lowis’ math class looking like a
hooker. I was “sloppy Sally” from then on (even though Bethany was the first one to fuck). I was a virgin until my fifteenth
birthday. Bobby Sanders. His breath tasted like a snickers bar and his dick was the size of a twinkie, cream filling and all.
Wished she was there to tell me about the burny feeling and the bleeding afterwards.

“YOU’S DEAF OR SOMEFIN?”

Sometimes I wonder what it would feel like to be the type of girl who could give up all of her things and backpack around
Europe. Maybe then I wouldn’t have to clean these damn clothes off the floor.

“1F | HAVE’S TO COMES UP HERE ‘GAIN,
YOU GONNA GE IT”

If my mother had been the type of girl who knew when to say when, I wouldn’t be here. Maybe I would be in a test tube in
some lab in Oklahoma, a vile of some sorts labeled “specimen”. Maybe then I wouldn’t have killed her.

00000

Barbara Denver was the hot chick in school. She had skinny legs that were toned with the right amount of muscle and she
pulled her hair back in a loose bun. Sometimes I wish I cold touch her. Feel stomach on stomach. Warmth. Sweat.

“GETCHO CHEESESTEAKOFFTHADAYUM FLO”

I was vegetarian once. Vegan actually. Everyone was surprised because of my arrest in the fourth grade. Something about

duct taping fire-crackers to ducks... apparently that’s illegal. I thought it looked cool. A real visually artistic display. Duck

guts.

“ANWHAIT BEDOIN’ ON SOME PAPER OR
SOME SHI?”

If you ever pick up the wall street journal, put it back or use it to wipe your ass. The only information that’s worth getting
from it is how to properly center the title; The Wall Street Journal. The date, March 15,207??. And the picture of what’s his
ass on that one street with the NAS something or other in some Armani suit that he’ll wear once.

“TUR THA’ SHI DOWN. YOU’S NEEDS
BE LEARNIN’ NOT LISTENING TO THAT
BLUE SKY SHIT”

She means Green Day. ‘92. The greatest year in revolutionary music history. Nirvana, Rage Against The Machine, and of
course Green Day.

“ISAYPICKUPYODAMN CLOTHES”



DEFINITIONNW.....

2. Hole in the ground under the driveway. It is here
where Wyatt has been known to entertain. 3. Eu-
phemism for anything found, named, and forgotten.

The subversive order of draping. It diagrams the

mapping and subsequent destruction of the medium

through which drapes elucidate their argument with-
in a parochial and hierarchical framework.

TARP:
1 Feelings of despair,
insufficiency. 2 The
place Makena goes to

| feel himself dying. 3

Sheet, used to casti-

gate the wind.

An aﬁaohrbnﬁm.

| y .
'TRAIN, THE:

1 A purposeful
misuse of register.
| 2 Sexual rite of the
| Pacific archipelagos,
' maligned and prac-
ticed by Jackie.

Object spanning the chest. Can be bolstered in
a shovel recipe. Great for thrusting.

!
LEASE, THE:

Responsible for an enormous perspiration of ener-
gies, both real and imagined.

SHED, THE:

House before garage built to
withstand most modern
methods of siege. Its
surface is a derivation of
jade and tin.

A note slid between the door and car-

pet, detailing intention to
redefine world view in centripe
-tal relation to respective love
object. Known to cause
wrinkling.
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