




Rain, Love 
by Anthony Caputa 

'Tis 0 

nly rain 
my love, fa 

lling from 
above. Twill 
aid flowers, 

and grass, 
to grow and g 

reen my love. 

But don't they fret to be so wet? And will too 
much rain not wilt their leaves, their petals, 
their hearts? 

'Tis the 
rain my I 

ove, that carr 
esses their h. 

earts; their 
lives, and i 

t falls 
too seldom to wilt their 

hearts and 
leaves. 

But the rain beats so hard tonight. Will it ease 
before the flowers are crushed, and the grass all 
drowns? The rain beats so hard tonight, I fear 

it possesses the power to kill. 

My love, my pet
 
mydea
 

rest 
heart of hearts; ra 

in never be 
ats 

too hard 

for those who 
need 

so 
much. 

But what of all those who need only a little
 
rain? Will they be spared the power of rain,
 
or be sacrificed in its name?
 

Look 

my sweet, my 
pre 

cious 
heart of hearts! The rain 

has 
sto 
pped; your worries 

put to rest, and hold 
me near your 

heart. 
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I decided to get up, 
I felt changed. 
I felt left. 
I felt down. 
I was trying to see. 
I was complaining 
about what I was needing 
but instead of receiving 
I was told to leave. 

lProllI'~a~ 

You are, to me, your jacket splayed across your chair. 
I look around your room and see in its space what I've never seen 
before-your form in all the things you own. 
The jacket holds your shape in the way that it's been thrown­
carefree, untroubled by the details of its weight. 
I see you in the pictures on your walls, the clippings detailed 
by your thoughtful scrawls. The shoes left under the desk to 
tumble and entwine, as shoes always seem to do, upside down to 
one anotheras if longing to crawl back inside their boxes to 
resume their slumber. 
The desk lamp on your doorsill, bending, neck broken, aiming for 
the ceiling. 
The paper and pen you cast aside, sometimes falling into the half 
open drawer where you always find your wallet after looking last. 
In all these things I see the curve of your body when the cover 
has been thrown; the swelling and the shrinking of your belly as 
you breathe. 
The half read books beside your bed are all the things I haven't 
had the time to tell you. All these things are you to me becasue 
they are not you-because you use and then forget them, never 
needing any of them for a second. 
These things remind me you do not like things but will save them 
all, event the empty pens and dead bird lamp, unitl you think to 
stopand put each one to rest. I can't be boxed and taken with 
you, but unlike things I can forgive you for not needing me. I see 
you for the first time as I look around your room from the comer 
in your bed, and I know that I have come into my own. And I am 
not tire yet, and I will not splay myself passive on your chair. 
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Four in the Morning 
Monologue 
by John J. Garrett 

Mitch 

It Was a Tuesday. It was a hot Tuesday. Not like 
there were any days that weren't hot. Mondays, Fri­
days, - even Christmas felt like your balls were dripping 
with sweat. Daryl an' me had just stepped out in our 
khakies and I could already feel the sun sinking into me 
like a match against my skin. Daryl Was a black fell a' . 
I grew up sayin' nigger, but after I met Daryl, I just 
couldn't stomach that word anymore. I could tell that 
he had stopped, just felt it somehow behind me. When 
you've been in the shit with someone, there's a link 
there, you know what I mean. 

So I looked back at him and saw Min, this little 
girl, probably twelve, although it was sometimes hard 
to tell with gooks. She used to sit outside the base with 
a puke green cooler, rusted near thebottom. For a 
quarter she'd sell ya a Coca-Cola, but most OJ. 's gave 
her a buck. Daryl had his wallet flopped open and 
asked if I wanted one. 

Sweat had already been tricklin' down from my 
upper lip and onto my tongue, all I could taste was salt. 
I wanted one, but I don't remember what I said. I don't 
really remember much, except Daryl's big ass smile. 
Silhouetted against his dark lips it seemed like the 
brightest thing I'd ever seen. I noticed her the next 
second. As soon as she reached under her shirt wi th 
that shaking right hand, I knew what she was doin'. I 
tried to scream... I tried to move... I couldn't even open 
my mouth. She was packed as we used to call it. 

Twelve grenadesstrapped to her stomach. Man, all she 
had to do was pull one pin. The last thing I saw before 
I was thrown back were Daryl's eyes, how they kind of 
widened... I think he knew. 

I was up right after it. A small frag was in my arm 
but I really couldn't feel it. He was standing between 
me and the girl, if not I might a' ... I just walked over, 
slow like, I mean, I knew there was nothing... Then, 
urn, (pause). Strange thing about the OJ. boot is how it 
has a habit of staying together on impact. Most of his 
foot was still in it, I think that's what they sent home. 
The M.P.' s were swarmin' like maggots... man, there 
was beaucoup blood. I, once I couldfeel things again, 
there was the pain from the frag, but also this warm 
sensation on my cheek. I thought it might be a bum, 
but it was wet and a... kind of chunky. 

I think that's why last week got to me so much. 
Here's this kid, twenty probably, maybe nineteen. 
Same age as I was when I was in Nam'. I'm sittin' on 
my porch and he steps into my bushes. Can't see me 
of course, I sit with the lights out. College is back so I 
figure he's just some drunk takin' a piss. Then there's 
this'twisting, like metal, and I realize this punk is 
messin' with my flag pole. He rips it off the 
side of my house and starts down the street. He's 
walkin' down the goddamn street with my flag pole. 
Then he slides the flag out, tossing the pole in 
someone's yard. And he's trying to rip the thing. Not 
like he can, the stupid little shit, but he's tryin'. And 
I'm thinkin', Who the hell are you? Who the fuck are 
you to take my flag from my house and try an' rip the 
goddamn thing. I'm just standing therethinking, you 
motherfucker. I killed people for that flag. So you 
could get drunk and screw every night, I slit a man's 
throat for that flag. How dare he touch my flag. I saw 
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 children ripped apart, 1 sat in the bushes all night long 
waiting for a fuckin' gook to send me home in black 
plastic so that mother fucker could riip the flag off my 
fuckin' house. (Pause) 1 wanted my '16 in hand. 1 
wanted to show that little fuck what an assault rifle 
does to twenty year old flesh. But 1just watched him 
walk down the street. Finally he threw it down, frus­
trated, and went on his way. 

1 know this isn't new ta' you. I. .. 1just needed to tell 
someone who's been in the Shit. Who knows what it's 
like to wake up at four in the morning and feel the 
blood soaked remains of your best friend, still stuck to 
your right cheek. 
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Tuesday Morning 
by Jason Stearns 

The yuppy puppy properly dresses; he puts on his black 

POppy 
tie. 

CD's spin, and just-for-one-coffee hisses; the music 

pours,
 
and the "breakfast" steams.
 

He puts a lighter to a white sexy stick and inhales; the 

light,
 
dizzy morning enters his eyes.
 

The puppy yuppily skips out through the marble doors; 

he picks
 
up a prop, a paper with News along the way.
 

He laughs at a bum that is stuck to the marble; his laugh
 
blurts, lurches, and dances with the smoke from the stick.
 

The bum reaches with a long tongue, kissing pompous
 

feet;
 
the yuppy is tripped, sick for a split second, then laughs
 

again,
 
stepping.
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He shoots a nothing-beam with a handful of blacksilver 
pulled 

from a thousand dollar suit pocket; his Porsche beeps 
and giggles 

with morning delight, saying, drive me, drive me. 

Plunging blacksilver deep inside Porsche's neck, he 
twists; 

the automobile moans and sighs aloud with its hurt-but­
does-not­
hurt anticipation. 

Little, bitty, shitty cabs toot by smiling, bouncing left 
and right; while racing and rocketing, a man and a 
Porsche leave tiny people far behind in the smutty dust 
of contemporary 
city. 

The yuppy that can't slow down, plummets headlong 
down a hole 

and explodes on impact with a little sign that reads 
"SON OF 

A VP BITCH ONLY: all others will be pUblicly 
spanked!"; the 

love-tap landing of his semi-systematic friend, suits him 
fine, 
and he departs. 

Clap, clap, clap, his fancy fuck you steps; he flicks 
fuzzy 

fugitives off thousand dollar sleeves; 

neck wood thickens; masks pour; darting eyes jump 
huge up the 

dark, dark tower; a slot is slapped; a rush of the glass 
bubble, 
bubbling up, like last night's fizz, going up, up where 
the 
ice sits heavy, but floating; as he reaches the top. 

The friendly funny-boy smiles to beckon the lips of 
luscious 
typewriter girls in red; surveying further, to pinstripped 
pillars 
of muscled grey, the thousand dollar suit-boy fixes on a 
man, 
for a second his heart beats. 

The type-written words of the hard/soft girls, focus on 
and 
follow our thousand dollar friend, and whisper 
"money" in his 
ears; while the iron P's & Q's of the men, bounce and 
scatter, 
thrilling him still. 

He dances with secretaries, touching their breasts; he 
laughs 
and grabs a hot cup of black steam (from too young a 
girl); 
he sees and scrutinizes everyone; he leaves a trail of 
headaches; then strangles a stack of folders from an 
ordinary 
desk. 

He struts onward; his expensive feet pound; pages shift 
between 
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his delicate fingers; he paints each one in his mind;
 
They distract him;
 
he stumbles;
 
someone laughs, and is fired.
 

He sees office to his left, silly lips to his right; water
 
keg
 

burp, giggle, tip and smash;
 

"Meyerson vs. Meyerson," Mama says to baby, "here
 
son, take
 
this son";
 
(huh?);
 

slap! and, "fuck you son!";
 

another stumble, and Samantha-secretary sidewinds,
 
curls at the opening, lawyer-lover extraordinary; they
 
engage in ritual
 

brushing and trip through a door, into a comer of glass,
 
clutching little silvery spoons; he pushes buttons; he
 
gets
 

pellets; he drools; and the expanse, above and below,
 
spreads and screams.
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Enough to Make Me Go Blind 

If I am society, 
Then for now I am being jerked off 
by political projects. 
And with more care for the process 
Than the resultant effects, 
no wonder society 
Has lost all its respect 
For a government that has ruled 
With a mighty hand of neglect. 

by Kevin Gottlieb 
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as 
a 

bud, 
you struggle 

through the ice and 
snow of winter to 

emerge in the spring~a time 
of rebirth and renewal. You grow, 

slowly in the warming sun, stretching 
yourself toward the sky, Yearning for 

warmth, life and vitality. You need the 
air, you need the soft rain, and the shelter 
of the tree to schieve your potential. you 

are full grown, a green, veiny leaf on a tree 
branch. The air begins to cool, the sun 

shines less, the days are shorter and 
the nights longer. you turn different 

color-like a chameleon in the 
desert and a rainbow in the 
sky; one last burst of life. 

You start to die. you 
falloff the branch, 

drifts slowly to 
your eter­

nal 
rest­
ing 

spot, 
the 
g 
r 
o 
u 
n 
d, 
R 
I 
P 

by Shannon Matthews 

Oh God, It's Hot In Here, Mom! 
by Dorald Bastian 

Oh god, it's hot in here, rna. Every night I say the same 
thing and every night my rna kisses her teeth and strolls 
away to her room. For five years, I've been pleading 
with her to invest in an air conditioner and her response 
was always the same; to kiss her teeth and go off to her 
end of the furnace. I never press the issue when she 
does this because I am familiar with the extent of her 
patience. Instead I adjust the position of the old win­
dow fan so that it can throw as much air as possible on 
me. I don't know why I even bother to do this because 
it is always so hot and stifling, more so than when the 
fan is off. With the fan on, I feel as though the hot air 
travetes up the length of my body like a wave of heat 
parching every inch of me. 

In my sleep, I dream of hell, deserts, massive 
explosions. I wake to find myself thirsty and sticky. 
Before I leave my nest, I must peel the fitted sheets off 
my skin which came loose. I imagine, as a result of my 
tossing and turning all night. I walk across my room 
toward the door. With each step the floor creaks, but 
each creak is a familiar cry that affords me a sense of 
harmony and serenity that one finds in a place called 
home. I peer into my mother's room to see if she is 
awake. I chuckle at the sight of her body stretched out 
on the floor, clothed only in her brassiere and slip. I 
move toward the kitchen. Without any conscious 
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table to discover a Sears cataJogue announcing a five 
day sale. I run through the pages hoping that there 
would be a page for household appliances. There is. 
Yes, air conditioners at Sears are on sale! A sudden 
burst of energy comes to me and I want to run to my 
mother and wake her to pass on the news of my discov­
ery, but I already know what her response will be. I 
throw my head back, resting it in the palm of my hand, 
my elbow point toward the ceiling where my eyes 
register the bare spots on the ceiling where the old paint 
has succumbed to age and gravity. Ninety-five dollars 
and ninety-nine cents, I thought aloud, never noticing 
my mother had come into the kitchen. "What did you 
say,boy?" 

"Oh, nothin' rna. II I'm smiling now as I re­
hearse the price in my head. Smiling, almost grinning, 
I tickle myself with the thought that tonight I should be 
able to sleep like a babe. 

Junkyard 
by Kelly Byrne 

They all have a place there, 
because they are of no use 
to anyone elsewhere 

Casual conversations... 

From one to another
 
you will glance,
 
and they will all seem
 
the same.
 

Telling worn out stories 
to each other
 
of old, rusty pickup trucks,
 
lazy cows named Daisy,
 
and the way it
 

used to be... 

knowing they'll never live 
to retrieve that life, 
that simple life... 

when good was a boy and girl 
kissing for the first time 
on the fifth date, 
and bad was rarel y spoken of. 
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Sad, broken bodies
 
with few repai~;
 

riddled with ailments.
 
Their windshield,
 
shattered and blinded by
 
years of use.
 

Some have no tread on their tires 
and othe~, having been 

stripped 

of theirs, are left only 
with frustrating, naked wheelweJls 
and a tragic loss of 
spirit. 

Stacked,
 
one on top of other,
 
five, maybe ten stories high,
 

they each have their
 
Own space.
 

Because we are self-consumed
 
and cannot be bothered to lend an ear
 
and listen to their
 
stories,
 

this space is solely theirs;
 
theirs to quietly lay down and die.
 

Forgotten Memories 

I faintly recall it myself-

when hills were made of berries,
 
and under my bed lived a chocolate elf.
 

Lu-Ia-byes were sung by dancing faires,
 
owls were studious, and rabbits played tricks,
 
when hills were made of berries,
 

and games were just for kicks.
 
We were foolish, so wonderfully foolish, when
 

our games were just for kicks.
 
I can hardly recall when hills were made of berries,
 
when a wolf couldn't blow down a house made of
 
bricks-


when magical rabbits performed tricks for dancing
 
fairies.
 
I faintly recall myself-

I can hardly recall when hills were made of berries,
 
and under my bed lived a chocolate elf.
 
by Tony Caputa
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Eric and Charlene 
J!-ce7ipfJ 
by Sonja Brown 

I looked up when we got closer to the courts. They 
were more crowded than usual. I stepped through the door 
in the gate that went around the courts and turned around to 
face Eric. He had his hands on the bar that ran across the 
top of the gate door and he was staring at me. I bounced my 
handball. I had to do something 'cause if I had just stood 
there I would've died. He stood staring and I stood bounc­
ing for what seemed like a hour. I felt stupid just standing 
there so I decided to do something. I looked Eric square in 
the face. I almost had a heart attack. I looked at him for 
'bout a full three seconds then I broke into a big, stupid grin 
'cause I was 'bout to lose my mind and start laughing hys­
terically. He smiled. He probably thought I was crazy. 

We got to the courts and was standing up against the 
gate on the handball side. Everybody and their brother had 
decided to come out to the courts that day. Charlene stood 
there and started bouncing that handball. That thing is a 
extension of her. She can bounce and catch that thing 
without even looking at it. I stood there watching her, like a 
ass, watching her bounce that ball and just looking at her for 
I don't know how long. I didn't realize I had been staring at 
her for that long or that hard 'til she looked up at me. She 
looked me dead in my eyes then gave me the biggest, 
beautifulest smile I've ever seen. And she didn't stop bounc­
ing that ball for a second. She was probably thinking how 
much of a ass I was for standing there just looking at her. I 
wanted to grab her and kiss her but I knew I couldn't do 
that, so I just told her I'd see her later. I'm such a' ass. 
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SUBURBAN BOREDOM 
by Alison Burke 

A boy, suggesting more a man behind 
the pulls and folds of his grey, thread-bare sweat 
shirt, (cotton thinned at elbow's space with dried, 
embedded spots of paint in crusted green 
along the ragged elastic waist) kneels 
impatiently atop his father's tool 
shed, waiting...vibrating the summer still­
ness closing around him. The stonn he feels 
in air erects his soul. He stiffens. Cool 
produces beads of sweat. The day was killed 

at sunset~ now the night embroiders black
 
throughout the sky. The boy, suggesting more
 
a man, peers through the dark, descending crack
 
of twilight to the tudor house next door.
 
A window lit on second floor implies
 
inhabitance. He bites his lip and moans,
 
"I wish I had binoculars." What once
 
had fallen flaccid hardens now. He sighs,
 
releasing pre-storm static which his bones
 
predict with ache. A silhouette then runs
 

by window's frame. He leans into the night
 
in hope of better view. With quivering
 
and dampened lips, he whispers, "Right now, right
 
now, come to the window." Delivering
 
brings forth success. A girl, suggesting more
 
a...girl behind the lack of rise in tee
 
shirt worn, approaches window, hesitates.
 
The clouds have rolled into their places for
 
the storm. Gazing into compressed night, she
 
discerns a figure, gasps, and pulls her shades.
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In 
dedication
 

to the people
 
who have inspired,
 
and supported me.
 

I am going to miss all ofyou,
 
especially
 

Cathy Santos
 
Betsy McTiernan
 

Marvin Henchbarger
 
Larry. Bonnie and Kyle Ott
 

Mark Cole
 
lara Thomas 

& 
Sonja Brown . 
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