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Staying with Ted is an experience. I ain't picky right now because I don't have many 
friends to begin with, let alone one with his own place. Be nice if he'd put out some air 
fresheners or vacuum the shit off the carpet every couple of months though. Smells like toe 
jam and stale bong water in here. Me, him and his brother Mike grew up together. I'm an 
only kid so those two are like my brothers, only we actually like each other. Anyway, Ted's a 
cook at one o f the big hotels, and is completely fucking psycho. He goes about 275 and has 
this long stringy mop like Meatloaf. I call him that when I'm shit-faced. He fuckin' hates it.

Me, Ted and two other friends are drinking at Peter's Pub, a bar we hang out in 
downtown. Ted gets these nutty ideas sometimes and can let'em go. I told you he's psycho.
So, tonight he gets this story going that I'm getting married in the morning and my buddies 
are taking me out for my bachelor party. He's always trying to get me laid because he thinks I 
ain't getting no pussy from Lisa. He's right.

"Can I have your attention? Can I have your attention? Hey! Shut the fuck up, I'm 
trying to talk here." It's Ted, drunk as a fuckin' monkey.

"A toast. My buddy's getting married in the morning to Miss Marry Anne Rotten- 
Crotch of the distinguished Rotten-Crotch brood of East Point. I wish the sorry bastard all the 
luck in the world . . . he'll need it."

His scheme works. So well, in fact, I'm getting about 10 rounds of free drinks from 
people in the bar. I got no shame.

We're playing with the story, getting stinkin' ass drunk, when Ted comes back to the 
table with this gorgeous hard-bodied, black haired babe. She walks straight up to me, doesn't 
say a word and rams her tongue half-way down my throat while grabbing two hand fulls of 
my ass. I got enough wood in my pants to build a fuckin' canoe.

"Can we sit?"
"You can do whatever you want." She's got to be a pro. Nope. Her friends are too 

ugly. Besides, I know hookers don't work in groups like that.
"What is the most flattering thing a man can say to a woman?"
"That she'd make a great president?"
"Yeah. Good answer."
"So how about you, what's the most flattering thing a woman can say to a man?"
"That she thinks about him when she masturbates."
Wow. All I can say is Wow. After 15 minutes, my eyeballs are bobbin' in my head 

and I get up to go take a piss. I come back and she walks out the door alone.
"What the fuck?" I ask Ted.
"What's the matter, don't you like her?"
"Hell yeah I like her. What's not to like?"
"She asked me if she can go home with you. She wanted to know why you didn't ask

her."
"Jesus Christ, she told you that?"
"Yeah. That's why she left. She's waiting outside. If you're not there in 10 minutes 

she's taking off without you."
"See ya . . . Ted?"
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The Throw Net

Phyllis Coochie Cayan

The fisherman shoulders his throw net, 
Carefully picks his way on the mossy reef 

To his spot at Makaha.

He squints at the morning sun, 
Staring at moving water clouds, 

Shadows of fish swimming.

He poses, ready for a toss.
The throw net opens in midair,

A circle of blue nylon diamonds.

The catch is plenty.
Silent thanks with a red ho'okupu,

The morning's work is done.

Ka Mahina O Oneali'i

(for Halenani)

Phyllis Coochie Cayan

Hua moon dips to the sea, 
its white shimmery path 
leads to the water's edge.

The wind from Kamalo blows, 
coconut trees sway to and fro, 

a hula for Kulo.

Beneath the lei of stars, 
a dark blue kihei 

covers beautiful Hina.

Ha'ina mai ana ka puana, 
ka mahina o Oneali'i 

mai ponia 'ole.
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Photograph

Sharolyn A. Oshiro

I stare at the bald baby and a bald man encased in teakwood and glass.

"That's the only picture of you and your grandfather."

Two pairs of pink gums in the photograph.

"Too bad he passed away when you were only three months old."

The emptiness seeps into my stomach. I turn away from the black and white photograph.

"You were the apple of his eye."

As a woman, I wonder. Would he still be proud of me if he knew about the lies I told my 
mother, and the beatings I gave my younger brother? Even from his grave he cradles me. 

His death enables him to know all of my secrets.

"Even after his heart attack, he still insisted on taking you walking in your stroller."

Loving a complete stranger is not difficult. The photograph gives me a face for the 
grandfather I can not remember. But the loneliness and fear stem from not knowing if he

still loves me now.
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This Week's Strategy

Joey Vieira

Backpack slung over the shoulder and a nearly finished cigarette in the mouth, he 
moved toward an open stall, halfway across the whole lot and opposite the bar. Faded jeans, 
flannel shirt, and brown leather work boots combined with an unshaven face to give him the 
look of a construction worker. But he was no construction worker; no dirt, no grime, and no 
hardhat. He was some type of traveler. The city is full of them, halfway between here and 
there, and not exactly sure where and when it is going to change.

The row of men at the bar all saw him in the mirror, as they were accustomed to 
doing. A conversation between the bartender and a regular named Mike began.

"Hell Jim, look what the cat dragged in," muttered Mike as he turned halfway in his 
chair, as if to get a second look.

"Aw, don't let it bug ya, probably just stoppin' in for some coffee," replied Jim rather 
sympathetically. "Hell, you didn't look much better when your wife left you." They both 
chuckled. Not very loud, but loud enough....He heard them.

This evening's waitress, June, gave him a moment to get settled, then made her 
customary approach.

"What can I get ya?" she asked courteously.
"A job." The transient spoke with a soft smile.
"That's cute...now is there anything I can get you, that is, from the menu.?"
"Can you tell me who is in charge?" he asked earnestly.
June sighed, she didn't exactly know why except that things were not going like 

they're supposed to. She then turned and started towards the bar. Jim had been watching the 
whole time. He lifted his chin in the air and squinted his eyes, as if he was an animal trying 
to pick up a scent.

"What's up with him?"
"He wants to see ya."
"Bout' what?"
"Didn't ask."
"Ah, why do I pay you anyway," he jokingly replied.
He began towards the table.
"Can I help you with somethin'," authoritatively spoke Jim.
The transient lifted his head, allowing for his eyes to meet those o f Jim. "Got any 

work to be done for a meal," he questioned in a sincere voice.
"You kidding," barked Jim. "Buddy, this is the 90's. Ain't no barter system in action 

here." Jim spoke before he really knew what to say, and he hadn't answered the question.
"I don't mean to upset you sir, I just thought you might have some washin' or moppin’ 

or somethin' like that." He was cut off.
"That what!" Jim was unsure why, but this whole trip was ticking him off. He had 

built a respectable place and here comes people like this looking for handouts.
"I don't want no handouts mister. I do anything. I just got to get through the week. 

Next week I got." He was cut off again.

�	�������� ��
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Empty

Justin Shimizu

Woke up this morning from silence. 
No birds gnawing at my eardrums, 
telling me what to do.
No dogs snarling, no freedom, 
no hope.
No cars thundering down the road, 
crushing dreams.
Silence.
Sunlight lingered from the ceiling. 
Dripping like blood from the walls. 
A haunting glow.
A murky haze.
The scent of fallen rain.

An odor like a freshly dug tomb. 
My bedroom, I felt safe.
Silence.
I lit up a cigarette.
Poison for my soul.
I exhaled.
"Am I dead?"
"Have you finally come for me?" 
"I'm ready."
"Take me now."
Silence.
Take away the hurt.
Take away the pain.
Take away the inadequacies.
Silence.
The room answered.
"It's not your time to go."

Silence.
I shrieked.
"No! Come back!"
"Don't let me go!"
"Come back!"
"Come back..."
Silence.
Tears swelled from my eyes.

Sunlight filled my room. 
Blinding me.
The haze dissipated into nothing. 
My cigarette slowly dies. 
Morning crescendos.
Deafening me.
Silence.
Another day is ahead o f me.
Not looking forward to it.
Many more to come.
"Please come back..."
Silence.
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ovaries

ccv

I should charge for the fucking peep show 
their two heads peer into my cunt 
ice picks stab my uterus 
stop the bleeding 
I feel pain when I fuck

they don't ask

when I come she's gone 
he's tired 
and we fight
I still don't think they're fucking 
but I don't bitch

It's easier for him to jack off 
that angry smile 
he sits there
hiding in his fucking shell 
his words like razor blades 
poke holes in it

why die happy 
watch me bleed to death 
words flip from my tongue 
fuck this 
bitching again

I don't want to pet someone's dick 
I want to heal this pain

define bitching

puke all these words 
in the middle of another mistake 
I trip over mundane marriage 
I want out
rip the cellophane from my lungs 
I don't know when I'm happy

black bugs eat my ovaries 
my house
me, a cubby hole scattered with used 
condoms
bitch, a female dog in heat 
fuck that

I want
I don't want
no means yes
I don't want to fuck
how does it feel to be happy
silence, self
I want to feel this pain

go wash my fleas

�	��������  !
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Between mother and men

ccv

dolphin bodies, 
aqua blue fluorescent 
dolphin bodies

on the bottom

I touch my brink 
between mother & men

I taste her listening 
"I can help you"

Tadpoles swim on my lips

Translucent tentacles 
"tell me"

I suck on his cross 

"I can tell you" 

he melts
jelly fish harmony 

"I can help you tell me."

White Rocks

Rachelle Fox 

crackle,
cool blue flames lick up the sides.
A bowl of glass rocks back and back 
gently cradles in his hand.
Oil drips like bitter tears
to swirl up and up in smoky lullaby.
He sucks it slow
to fill his hollow blistered lungs.
The smoke soothes over, 
cracked and jagged nerves.
His eyes gone out, 
black holes
cling like silent ghosts.
A human face, 
severed from a soul.
I look for him 
between the night 
and window screen.
The moon appears 
Suffering.
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Little Boy Big Tree

Jill Edwards

Young Deganawidah approached the beautiful elm tree in the thick of the forest. It had 
branches that sprouted out towards the moon, the sun, the earth below and the stars in 
the sky.

"Oh, Beautiful Elm Tree, last night I dreamt of the great buffalo and saw them 
stampeding the hills to the west," exclaimed Deganawidah. The elm tree replied with a 
rustling of his leaves. A few fell on Deganawidah's full head of velvet black hair.

"My people are running out of food. It would be a great honor to find the mighty 
buffalo herds for my people. I would be a hero and maybe even get my own pony." The 
young scout began dancing around the elm's enormous trunk, on his imaginary pony. The elm 
swayed back and forth, moving his long branches in a swooping motion, causing a flurry of 
leaves to flutter in the air.

"Oh, Beautiful Elm, I have come to you for help. I want to see if my dream was for 
real. If I were able to climb your beautiful branches, I would be able to see the rolling hills 
and find the great buffalo." The great elm had listened and in one big gentle motion the elm 
embraced the young scout in his branches and cradled him high into the sky, so high the 
clouds blinded Deganawidah.

The clouds rolled by and Deganawidah gasped for air. He could see the whole earth, 
he thought. Right before his very eyes were the rolling hills, covered with hundreds of black 
dots. Those dots were the mighty buffalo!

Deganawidah was so thrilled he threw up his arms in joy and gave a loud cheer. What 
he also did was lose his balance and start falling fast towards the forest floor, the branches 
tossing him around like a ball, and his little body slammed against the tree with such force. 
The great elm took one of his largest branches blanketed with leaves and caught 
Deganawidah.

The young scout swung from the branch and dropped to the forest floor. His deerskin 
moccasins were hanging from two different branches, but he paid no attention. He sprinted 
towards the camp, stunned by what had happened. He never thanked the great elm.

His little voice carried all throughout the camp, with cries that he had seen the great 
buffalo. "The buff, buffalo, I saw the buffalo. Quick get the horses we must go!"

Wandering Elk came out of his dwelling to see who was hollering. He was 
Deganawidah's grandfather, as well as one of the chiefs. He began to speak. "Young 
Deganawidah, what is this about the buffalo?"

"I saw them, Grandfather, on the hills. The great elm helped me," replied the young 
scout. A few of the older boys snickered at Deganawidah's claims, but stopped quickly. 
Wandering Elk ordered them to get ready for the great hunt. The boys scurried away to get 
the supplies ready.

Wandering Elk approached Deganawidah and praised him. "You have done a good 
thing for your people. I will allow you to ride along with the hunting party." Deganawidah 
ran to help the older boys, and his mother painted his face with colors that honored the 
hunting spirits.
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Wake Up Call

Tony Chalk

Two greed driven sons of millionaires, murder the parents for inheritance.

(� � 	 � � � �� � � �+ ��� � 	 � � � � 	 � �� , ��� 	 �� � � , � � 	 � 	 � �- � � � �� 	��	���

60 people are killed in an attack on Sarajevo and the U.N. risks war to prevent further
bloodshed.

�# �' ' ' � � � 	 �- � � � � +�� � �, � � . �� �	 � � 	 � � � � , � ��� � ��� � � 	 ��� � �

The early California 1994 earthquake killed 66 people and is said to be the worst natural
disaster in American History.

/ �� �	� �� � ��� 	 � �� � �+	� �	 � � �� � � � � , �	 � � - �� 	 � �+� � � � � � � � -� �� � �0� � 	 � �� � � � � � , �+ �

Nancy Kerrigan gets whacked on the knee at the U S. National Figure Skating 
Championships, and the event turns the Winter Olympics into an international soap opera.

� (1 ) � ��� � � � � �+	� �	 � � �� � � �� , �	 � � - �� 	 � �+ � � � � � � �� � , � � � � � , � � ��� � � � � �	 � � ��� � � 	 ��� � �

Who decides what is news?

Why is there no sense of immediacy for the real problems in our country today?

Why are people still naive enough to say "I never thought it could happen to me" 
and why do they never care until it does?
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Musical Chairs

Patricia Martin

She had a solid gold metronome for a heart. She measured every beat of her children's 
lives. She was the maestro. She controlled when the final aria of the opera be sung. The 
maestro set the stage, created the timber for the absolute music that was heard.

The age of the child was unimportant. Being on time, in tune, in sync with the drama 
of the musical score, was how their lives were conducted. Over and over they practiced until 
the thirty second note of perfect harmony was heard. The beat of their lives change to 
reverberate the maestro's dissonance mood. She drummed an octave and one into their minds 
and hands. Polished pieces, benches and faces were her forte. The children knew to keep in 
double time for the maestro.

The maestro stood poised with a thin, black, wire-wrapped baton. She could strike the 
leg of the podium with the precision of a staccato note. Dressed in their Easter best, ready to 
play in the pit, the children watched the maestro's every move. The children knew to keep in 
time for her. No one was given a program, or sheet of music to follow. Their lives were 
played by ear.

Soprano and bass echoed in the chambers of the children's hearts. Bodies shook and 
glass shattered as high notes were hit in the opera of their lives. The audience watched with 
blind adoration, the performance the maestro orchestrated, in the melodrama of her children’s 
lives.

The children became so finely tuned that every note, song or melody was in perfect 
time to the beat of her metronome heart. The children became artisans in playing unfinished 
symphonies.

Then came the inspiration of all time, the greatest aria ever written, a standing ovation 
for the maestro's perfect performance, brought to climax with her postlude: She does her 
orchestrating to the song of Circe, on a harp, at the Gates of Hell.

And her children, always on time, now dance and play in complete harmony at pagan 
drumming rituals on the Island of Crete, being careful not to miss a beat.
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The Tide Untitled

Caryl Nishioka Robert Yokoyama

Holei Sea Arch
Dee and Bonnie Lisa Pestana

As I sit on the empty shore,
I look up and hear the lonely 
Cry of a sea gull flying overhead.
"The wind is kind today," I say 
To myself as I close my eyes.
In my thoughts I see the deep 
Blue ocean with her waves slowly 
Creeping towards my feet buried in sand. 
Upon opening my eyes, my hand gently 
Reaches up to the sky overhead 
To feel breezes of the soft above.
The sun is out still, almost ready 
To set on her body of blue.
I wait for the day to come 
When I look up and see you.

with charm 
I crawl but an inch 
with ability 
I walk to one corner 
with talent
I run for a short time 
with effort
I soar above the earth
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Am I an Existentialist?

Stephen Lortz

Am I an existentialist? Or should the question be, do I consider myself an 
existentialist? At this point I am still lost amidst the objectivity/subjectivity of the definition 
of an existentialist, so I will give my subjective answer while hoping that some of the notions 
I present appear objective, or at least somewhat understandable.

I am not a Kierkegaardian, or a Nietzschian, or a Sartian, but I would say that I am an 
existentialist, insofar as I believe one's existence does precede one's essence, that one is 
conscious of and responsible for the choices one makes, and that whatever lies beyond death 
cannot be answered with any certainty. Thus, looking at the surface of existentialism, I may 
say that I feel I am an existentialist; however once I begin to analyze each particular 
philosopher of existentialism, I find that I cannot wholly equate myself with any of them. In 
fact, by virtue of being an existentialist, wouldn't it be contradictory to say that I adhere 
strictly to Kierkegaard's or Nietzsche's personal brand of philosophy?

So I suppose I am an existentialist, but a "Lortzian" existentialist. I must admit it 
seems quite pretentious of me to place my name among those of the greatest existentialist 
thinkers of all time. But then again, what are they going to do about it? They're dead! (A 
little existentialist humor there.)

The Lortzian existentialist is defined as such: (1) my existence precedes my essence. 
Whatever I make of myself is exactly that—what "I" make of myself. I don't feel as though 
I've had a course in life laid out for me by some Divine being. There is no natural universal 
order which I must discover and follow. I agree with Heidegger's statement that "we are 
thrown into the world." Thus, existing under no "Grand Scheme," I have the power to do and 
be what I wish.

I realize there are certain aspects of my existence which I had no power to determine, 
such as my physical and emotional characteristics, and the family I was bom into; but these 
particulars of my existence are merely coincidental. I realize further that these particulars have 
influenced my life and continue to do so. Some of these compelling forces may be stronger or 
weaker, and I may be more aware of some influences and less of others. For example, I was 
bom an American, o f German, Japanese, Okinawan, Irish and English racial ancestry, and I 
notice, or sometimes fail to notice, the influence of my racial background in my choices. It is 
here where I run into a slight problem if I am to objectively call myself an existentialist. How 
far should an existentialist be willing to go in questioning the authenticity of his choice? Must 
I chart out all of the possible influences surrounding a decision to make sure that the choice I 
make is entirely my own? Surely, I couldn't be called an existentialist if I was simply led by 
my influences. Or maybe I can call myself an existentialist as long as I "feel" like I'm making 
my own choices. But if that is the case, then everyone could say they are an existentialist, just 
as Kierkegaard pointed out that everybody can call themselves a Christian through the 
approximation of the doctrine. Can there be any objectivity to the definition of existentialism? 
It seems as though it is necessary for an existentialist to go against the norm to be considered 
an existentialist; otherwise, one appears to others as just another cow in the "herd."

Personally, I haven’t made any terrific breaks from what I would consider the steady
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Dark Presence

(a barroom ballad)

Margarita Isabelle

Ah, the buxom bartendress covets the singer 
whose voice rings clear and pure.
Last call, bar doors close, but he lingers.
Her smile entices, her body excites, her eyes allure.
His wife, dear thing, is too demure, 
and his life is a bit of a bore.
Bartendress, singer, leap high for my lure!
I crave your weakness. Give me more.

Ah, prim accountant, you point a finger 
that has juggled the books for sure.
While the bartendress and singer
writhe brashly in passion and furor
you program the computer, black deeds to obscure.
By now you've cleared a grand, maybe more. 
Accountant, heed my call, come to me; rest assured 
I crave your weakness. Give me more.

Ah, the owners scream in the parking lot—a harbinger 
of death to come, sickness too deep to cure.
Drug dealers scatter, doormen duck, the grenade bringer 
pulls the pin and releases the pressure.
Cars explode, bodies fly, concrete fissures!
Owners, dealers, doormen, whores— 
dance to my tune, keep my spirit secure.
I crave your weakness. Give me more.

Greed and lust, foul thoughts without censure- 
feed my hunger, replenish my store.
I abide in these timbers and prey like a vulture.
I crave your weakness. Give me more!



����"���� � ����"
'������ '�������

�	�������� " 



Conversation with a Dead Grandmother

Sharolyn A. Oshiro

Akemi: Eh, Gramma. I brought you some red anthuriums and yellow chrysanthemums.
Hey...who brought you mochi? Looks new. Does your headstone act like an antenna 
to Heaven? Can you hear me talking to you Gramma? I hope you can. If you're 
able to hear me, then maybe I'll be able to hear you too.
Shit, I really miss you - I wish you were right in front of me.

Grandmother: You shouldn't swear like that. It doesn't sound nice on pretty girls like you.
Akemi: If I close my eyes, I really can hear you. You're probably telling me to stop saying 

"shit."
Grandmother: You're such a nice girl Akemi. It doesn't look nice to hear all those pilau 

words. You really shouldn't talk like that.
Akemi: Yup, I can hear you all right.
Grandmother: Aren't you cold? You should wear a jacket.
Akemi: A jacket! Gramma, this is summertime. Who wears a jacket in the middle of a hot, 

hot afternoon?
Grandmother: But your top - so revealing.
Akemi: What! No it is not!
Grandmother: You should at least cover your shoulders. Does your mother know you 

dress like that?
Akemi: What are you talking about? My mom is the one who bought this top for me! And 

it is NOT revealing!
Grandmother: Somehow, I don't think your father would approve of you wearing that 

kind of clothes.
Akemi: Why not? My dad doesn't care what I wear. The only thing he tells me is not to 

let my tits hang out.
Grandmother: Shh! Don't talk like that. Shame you know, such a nice girl...
Akemi: What! What about nice girls? Such a nice girl like me that what?
Grandmother: You could get raped you know.
Akemi: Gramma, this is not a revealing top!
Grandmother: Don't shame your family now. Be a good girl.
Akemi: Gramma...
Grandmother: I remember when you were a little girl. So sassy and so cute. But you always 

listened to me. And now you're a young lady, now you don't listen.
Akemi: That's the whole point Gramma, I'm not a baby anymore but you treat me as if I 

am. And I do listen to you, I'm listening to you right now . and what if I'm a young 
lady? What does that mean?

Grandmother: That's why, don't get raped. You have to watch-out you know.
Akemi: I don't understand. I never could understand. You told me when I was 12 years 

old not to get raped and now, 10 years later, you're telling me again.
Grandmother: I tell you again 'cause you don't listen. You should wear a jacket.
Akemi: I already told you why I don't want to wear a jacket. It's hot. And do you really
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think that a jacket is going to stop some asshole who really wants to rape me?
Grandmother: Such pilau words.
Akemi: We are not talking about my swearing.
Grandmother: Nice girls don't talk like that.
Akemi: Ohhh yes they do. Gramma, you don't understand. Girls now-a-days are not the 

same as when you were growing up.
Grandmother: I know, that's why you have to watch out.
Akemi: Watch out for what? The girls or the rapists?
Grandmother: Both.
Akemi: I don't get it. First you talk to me about my swearing. Then you talk about rapists,

and now you're talking about bad girls. I wish you would just tell me straight out what 
you want me to do.

Grandmother: Wear a jacket.
Akemi: You see what I mean! Now you're bringing up the jacket again.
Grandmother: Girls now days. They wear so much make-up, talk dirty words, and run 

around hadaka.
Akemi: I know there are girls like that. But what does it have to do with me? Me

Gramma, not all those girls that you don't like, what does it have to do with me?
Grandmother: Those shame girls, they're so naughty. No wonder they get into so much 

trouble. That’s why, you have to be careful not to bring shame to the family.
Nothing like that ever happened to anybody in this family.

Akemi: Gramma, just because a girl dresses in a way that you don't like doesn't mean
that she is asking to be raped. If I get raped, it's not going to be my fault and it will 
not shame our family! Do you understand Gramma? Society doesn't stay the same 
forever. It changes, and you have to change with it. You know what I mean?

Grandmother: (silence).
Akemi: Gramma? Are you listening to me? Don't give me the silent treatment. I know

what I'm saying, and I know I’m right. I didn't want to argue with you. I just wanted 
you to...forget it. You may never understand. I just hope that you'll still love me even 
if one day I bring what you consider shame to the family...Enjoy your flowers and 
your m och i Gramma.
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Brief Interlude

Brian Ellison

Drizzle smears the dusty windshield, forcing her to switch the wipers on. With a heavy 
sigh, he turns to look at her momentarily, then reclines the chair, closing his eyes. Suddenly, 
the rushing traffic slows to a standstill.

"Let's turn around," he says. "I don't feel like going. Besides, we're going to be late, 
with all this traffic. What the hell's the holdup?"

"Stop complaining," she says. "You're always so pessimistic. It looks like an accident."
The smell of scorched rubber fills their nostrils. Taillights stream through the gathering 

exhaust permeating the darkened air. Up ahead, bits of broken glass glitter in the light. He 
turns the stereo down.

"Oh shit, another accident. We're never going to make it there in time now. We 
wouldn't be stuck in this traffic if it wasn't for you. I told you to take the parkway."

"There you go again, blaming it all on me. Everything always turns out to be my fault. 
If you wouldn't wait to the last minute to floss your teeth or iron your clothes, we wouldn't be 
late."

The sound of approaching sirens ring louder in their ears. Drawn by the sight of 
flashing colors, she looks into the rearview mirror. He leans his arm against the panel of the 
door, focusing on the red flares sparkling alongside the road.

"You know I got off late. If I wasn't always busy working for money to buy the things 
you need, I would have plenty of time to be your personal entertainment director."

"Look, all I'm asking for is a little time alone with you, but lately, all we do is argue. 
We never go anywhere or do anything. You're always working late. You don't even touch me 
anymore."

He flinches, snapping his head toward her. Rain pelts the windshield. He experiences a 
momentary lapse in time as they pass the overturned vehicle in procession. An eerie feeling 
of impending danger beyond mortal control overcomes him, disclosing the nature o f fear. He 
looks for his face in the wreckage. The covered bodies, oozing stains of blood, are loaded 
into the ambulances.

Picking up speed, she says, "Those poor souls, they had so much to live for."
"Listen, I should have told you earlier...she'll be there tonight."
"I thought that was all behind us. What have I done to deserve this?"
"I don't know," he says, quietly.
"Damn you! Answer me!"
She steps on the gas, tightening her grip on the steering wheel. She maneuvers the car 

into the opposite lane, targeting an oncoming vehicle. He reaches with both hands, fighting 
for control.

"Slow down, let go of the wheel! We're going to hit them!"
"No, I don't care, I don't care anymore!"
As she swerves to miss them at the last second, she hits a slick surface in the curve of 

the road. Her car jerks, jumping the bend in a spinning motion.
Like oscillating back and forth in the harness of a parachute, he reaches in desperation
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to slow his descent. His stomach tightens at the thought of the impending impact, making his 
breathing irregular. His heart pounds, rocking his chest. He floats uncontrollably in midair, 
struggling for position. The painful landing always overshadows the temporary feelings of 
ecstasy. As his eyes fixate on the horizon, the muscles of his body stiffen.

< ���"��
Joseph Maher
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Brenda Harrington

He approaches, a normal face like any other, and smiles. I smile back; but then I see 
the body that accompanies this face; and I fight a bloody battle to keep the rising horror and 
pity from my own face. I must keep smiling.

He is bent, broken, twisted. Thin, mottled arms attached to claw-like hands support his 
body on two metal canes. His eyes plead for acceptance. He has a request.

Acceptance, I feel, is not enough. God has plagued and sentenced this poor man for 
a lifetime. I think quickly: a few Hail Marys won't cure him; no, not this affliction. Perhaps 
St. Jude? Oh, dear St. Jude, I'll light my candles; I'll pray and worship you. You must cure 
him, for I both love him and hate him; pity him and fear him; embrace him, yet shun him. He 
is the portrait in my attic, and he embodies all in life that I fear the most:...my own 
helplessness and rage.

�� ��� �� ��""�&-� <���
Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Blue waves 
white lace
trick her into shadows.
She flies
on shoulders of tired dreams.
They wrap her ankles with empty sleep. 
Memories fuck her silence.

"I love you; I want to teach you."

His hands
screech over her hot skin.
She masturbates.
Victim to his sacrifice.
His hands 
teach her to forget.

< ���"��

Stephen Lortz

Peaceful Sunday drive 
Taking in the countryside 
Crash! Oh great. I'm dead!

Anonymous, Jr.

Paul unwraps Christ's body 
In my grandfather's 
Barren back yard.

He anoints Christ's wounds
—On His back, side, feet, hands, and head—
With white mud and herbs.

I carry Christ's body 
To the Buddhist church,
And lay it upon 
A black marble table.

I carry His body 
to the Christian church.
And lay it upon 
A brown metal table.

In front of the church,
The crowd chants,
"Give us back the body of Christ!"

They kick me behind the knees.
I fall and kneel 
In front of Christ's body.
They bind my hands with thin fishing 
lines,
And shove my head to the ground.
They whip me with their rusty words.

"Sinner, repent!
Pray to God for forgiveness!"

I struggle free from the bindings,
Though my hands wail red legato.
I run down the back road,
Pass the banana tree,
And crash into the white rose bushes.
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Linda Roberts

We are awakened suddenly. It has been so very dark and still....now, with a quick jerk 
forward and a loud rumble, we are transported to the edge of a larger chamber whose blinding 
light illuminates our space. We feel a sudden thrashing about and the Presence, larger and 
more powerful than ourselves, is moving us from place to place in turbulent motions. We 
have been placed in pairs huddled together. We know this has been done for the Presence's 
convenience, but without him realizing it, it has become a great comfort to us. Even though 
we have all been brought here under similar circumstances, we are all very different. Some of 
us, having been here longer than others, are tired, worn, and out of shape now. Others have 
been here only a short while, and even though they are fairly new, they too are beginning to 
show signs of wear and tear.

Now, suddenly, as we grow accustomed to the light, we see that one of the pairs has 
been separated, one from the other, and one is missing. When did this happen? The Presence, 
knowing that something is terribly wrong, is very disturbed and begins to search frantically 
for the missing partner. We can hear his loud and upset voice calling to someone in the 
distance, asking for help with the search. We suddenly feel ourselves being pushed in a very 
abrupt and rough manner backward, and once again we are encompassed in total darkness.
We can, however, hear the footsteps of the Presence withdrawing—and in the distance we can 
hear the search continuing. This inspection of all areas seems to go on forever, but to no 
avail. We know now that one of us has attempted an escape!! We listen quietly, hoping with 
alLour hearts that someone has truly made it to freedom. We can barely let ourselves be 
hopeful because we know that in the past there have been other escape attempts, only to have 
the missing one, after a thorough search, returned to our midst. If there truly has been an 
escape, we are also extremely frightened for the mate left behind, knowing that it will be 
immediately disposed of. The Presence finds us useless in and of ourselves.

We hear giant footsteps. The Presence is coming closer to us again and our fate is in 
the hands of a force outside ourselves. All of a sudden, there is another swift jerk forward; 
the blinding light descends on us once again and our escaped comrade is tossed back in 
amongst us to be reunited with his mate. He has a harrowing tale to tell us about his ill-fated 
attempt at freedom. We listen to every detail, and we are very disappointed at the lack of 
success. He tells us, however, that we must have hope. He explains that there are still so 
many avenues to freedom. There are the dark and dank comers of the clothes hamper, the 
moist sides of the washing machine, or even the dark interior of a pant leg among the tangle 
o f clothing among the tangle of clothing in the dryer.

No one ever promised us that life for a drawer full of socks would be easy! We look 
at each other and wonder which pair the Presence will choose today. IT IS THEY WHO 
WILL HAVE THE NEXT OPPORTUNITY FOR FREEDOM. ..
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Tony Chalk

Same-sex marriages. Gays in the military. Why do these things hurt you? You say 
because they are against your beliefs? Do you propose outlawing all practices against your 
beliefs? For exclusive religions, which require rigid observation of a singular dogma, all other 
religious practices are against their beliefs, true? So, following this trail of reasoning, if one is 
a Christian, believes in one God, and follows only The Bible as a doctrine of faith, then any 
religion which does not follow these practices is opposed to Christian beliefs, true? Or do 
Christians accept a pantheon of gods and goddesses, reincarnation and teachings o f other 
religious texts? So why aren't these opposing views outlawed? Is it perhaps because our 
nation was founded by people in search of a society which considered tolerance a virtue? 
Perhaps we have a constitution that guarantees each person's right to life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness. Have you been divinely selected to judge our social morals or anyone 
else's freedom of expression? Isn't there something written somewhere that says, "Do not 
judge lest ye be judged?" Or should we only interpret this teaching for our own devices? I'm 
not judging here, I'm just asking. If you are offended by this commentary, maybe you should 
be?

/�#�,���
Dee and Bonnie Lisa Pestana
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Jessica Mantzey

The rain pelted down through the darkness, thundering on the roof of the cab, as the 
truck rattled along the muddy road. Hutch searched between swiftly swaying windshield 
wipers for large ruts. His muscular body jolted with the rhythm of the truck. He glanced over 
at his son, slouched to one side, with his tawny hair flopping up and down in front of his 
young face. A big bump slammed the boy against the door, but he slept on.

Soon, the pastures, guarded by barbed wire fences, turned into old farm houses, and 
eventually, sleepy homes with well dressed lawns. Into the maze of fast food restaurants, 
discount stores, grocery markets, and 7-elevens, Hutch maneuvered, until he turned in at the 
driveway o f Jerry's Motel.

"Levi." He gently shook the twelve year old shoulder. "Come on, boy. Wake up."
"Are we there yet?" Levi groggily asked, his eyelids barely open.
"No. son. We're in a town not far from there. We'll stay here for the night."
"OK. Dad." He scooted up in the vinyl bench seat and pulled the hood of his blue 

rain-jacket over his head. Smacking his lips, lazily, he tried to shake the sleep from his body, 
and brushed the hair from his dark brow.

"Ready?" Fingers poised on the door handles, they nodded to each other, and dashed 
through the rain to the lobby.

In the morning, the sun beamed rays of dusty light through the slits in the curtain. A 
variety of bird chirps, cheeps, and squeaks could be heard in the sparkling morning air.
Hutch nudged Levi awake.

"Hey, boy. You keep sleeping like this and we'll never get any hunting done." Levi 
sprang out of bed and jumped into his clothes. His blue eyes flickered eagerly.

"That's my boy."
"Dad, you think we'll get anything?"
"Sure we will."
"I'll get to bag one myself, won't I, Dad?"
"That's why you're here. Right?"
Levi smiled and quickly combed his hair.
A few minutes later they were in a small cafe. Hutch sipped at a steaming cup of 

coffee, while Levi attacked a pile of pancakes.
"Slow down, son. You'll get a belly ache."
"I wanna get going," Levi slurred through a mouth of blueberry and maple syrup.
"There's plenty of time," Hutch grinned.
A round man, clad in wire rimmed glasses and a smile approached, armed with a pot 

of coffee.
"Would you like some more coffee?"
"Sure." Hutch pushed the white ceramic cup toward the edge of the 

imitation-marble-top table.
"How are you folks today?" The man inquired, pouring carefully.
"We're going hunting!" Levi perked up proudly.
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At the truck, Hutch tied down their prizes, while the boy unloaded the guns and hung 
them on the rack.

"We did pretty good."
"Does that mean I can go again next time?"
"Probably. We'll have to wit to see if a season opens near us."
Levi napped on the way back, with the smell of a wearied day floating in the air.

They parked in front o f the same cafe. Their waiter friend greeted them at the door.
"How'd you do?"
"Excellent." Levi stood tall, head held high.
"Where's the station around here?" Hutch inquired, after a smiling glance at his son. 

"It’s about two blocks down." The kind waiter stepped out the door, and pointed in the 
appropriate direction.

"I think they’re worth a good amount. The boy got a female."
"Wanna see? Can we show him Dad?" He looked up at his father with a pleading face. 
"Would you like to see what we got?" Hutch asked the water.
"Sure." The man followed them to the rear of the truck, with Levi scurrying ahead. 

"Sounds like you two helped take care of the population up there."
"You bet." Levi leaped to the tailgate.
"How much do you think they're worth?" Hutch yanked back the canvas. A young 

blond woman lay in a heap, dried blood stuck to what was left of her face and matted hair. 
Next to her lay a husky man, mangled almost in two. Levi bounced on the bumper with pride. 

"Oh, yes," admired the man, "they'll be worth plenty! A mighty fine season, mighty
fine."
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A Sucker for the Moment
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