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'I: 
Blue 

I want to be Blue. 

This word with so many meanings,
 
All depends on where you are,
 
What you're doing,
 
Your mood,
 
Who you're with,
 
The last cd you bought,
 
Aquafresh or Crest,
 
Friends or Raymond,
 
Whatever you know,
 
To understand what Blue is.
 

On a summer hilltop, (Since crop rotation is grass this season)
 
Overlooking the lake in the valley,
 
Blue is the sky.
 
Cliche and endless,
 
Sky above, water below,
 
Blue is freedom and space,
 
The up-boundary in its purest state,
 
Stand on your head,
 
And it satiates anxious feet.
 

At age 12 my mother put me in private trumpet lessons,
 
In the hardwood floored musician's living room,
 
In a neighborhood less safe than when he bought the house 10
 

years before, 
Blue is the blues scale this man with a horn doctorate improvises, 
Mouth on the instrument, 
Hand on the valves, 
Other hand on the ivories. 
He never touched me, 
But Mom dropping me off - alone with this genius for an hour a 

week to learn the Blues, 
Left me cautious. 
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Decay
 
(Eastern State Penitentiary, 200 I)
 

by Greg Shemkovitz
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So a pop song comes out called Blue,
 
About a Blue man in a Blue world,
 
Repetition,
 
Poppy chords,
 
Synthy beat,
 
The song may still play in my head when I finish this poem.
 

NYPD Blue - Cops, drama, authority in the city 
Jet Blue - Affordable airline company 
Labatt Blue - Fun beer, Canadian 
Skyy Blue - Non-beer beer 
Selsun Blue - Dandruff treatment 
Blue Bowl- Colored toilet water, piss turns it Green 
Blue Plate Special - Diner eats 
American Express Blue - Upscale techno credit card 

II 

, I 
'.:	 I want to be Blue, 

So I've decided how to do it. .. 

I need approximately $10 million to promote this poem. 

I will go to the biggest and the best marketing film, 
And I will embark on a full-scale media campaign. 
You will see this poem on subways,

, i 
~ I	 Poetry in Motion,
 

Alongside William Carlos Williams.
 

We will replace celebrity faces on posters and billboards with my face,
 
Giant letters titling Blue above,
 
And this very poem below.
 

I'll do late-night talk show promotions,
 
Reading Blue on Conan O'Brien,
 
Which Conan will praise,
 
Because he praises everything production requires.
 

There will be commercials,
 
And I will budget for a film called Blue,
 
Which will be an adaptation of this very poem.
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Publishers will encourage me to write the Blue book...
 
But I will refuse in favor of the big screen,
 
And will allow a rising hard working writer to adapt my Blue
 

movie to paperback. 

If Blue flops,
 
People will make fun of it.
 
Comedians will parody,
 
And I will go hang out with MC Hammer and Vanilla Ice,
 
When it all comes crashing down for Blue's failure on VHl.
 

If Blue succeeds,
 
They will demand a sequel.
 
Agents, producers, directors, and publishers,
 
Will demand I do Red,
 
Or Yellow,
 
The avant-garde will demand Purple or Pink,
 
Or the Fuchsia obscure.
 

Regardless,
 
In the end you will put Blue between Labatt and Blue Bowl,
 
And I will have succeeded...
 

I will be Blue.
 

-Tomas Hoffman 
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Little queens
 
Longing to be beautiful.
 

Squeezing, plucking, painting,
 
Constant torture.
 

!. 

Slapping on the primer,
 
Covering up who they really are.
 

The fakes who hide behind masks of color.
 
,:1 

They are frail frames covered with paper mache.
 

They drown their souls out
 
With name brands who promise the inevitable,
 

They long to be beautiful.
 

-Sarah Preston 

Timing
 
by Alex Thayer
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Heart of Winter 

Sleep's smell lingers.
 
Bright, vibrant light washes me clean.
 
The window is a poor sentinel
 
for slumber's cold grasp.
 

Dried tear stains
 
wrinkle the green pillowcase.
 
The warm ocean around me
 
lulls me back to its depths.
 

She is sleeping next to me.
 
Her soft, angelic features
 
accentuated by the light.
 
But all I see is the night.
 

She is dark.
 
She thinks I am blind.
 
Her delicate hands reach to me.
 
I pull back.
 

The sunrise is beautiful
 
as it peeks over the trees.
 
But it is red.
 
It is tainted.
 

The grass is frozen.
 
People are gray.
 
I feel a cold lingering
 
in my healt, that the light missed.
 

Her voice tinkles like icicles
 
in my ear.
 
She's calling me back to bed.
 
I do not feel her warmth.
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I envy the ceiling as I stare 
lying in bed with her. 
Blank. Clean. 
Never touched. 

I feel the outside on the inside.
 
Night comes quickly in the winter.
 
Night always comes quickly.
 
It is eternally frozen here.
 

-Matthew Bertram 
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Conditions of Existence 
by George Bough and Rich Mulye 

Grew Lake Review 

A Perfumed Remembrance
 
Smelling Better than a Girl
 

The streets perspired in a way I would eventually...
 
Rain fell a while ago and now the pavement sweats it out.
 
It does not bead or smell of salt;
 
it rises into an August air and decorates
 
a living-space
 
in time.
 

The scent does spread,
 
is wafted into the air of that year
 
and the next,
 
falls into the background
 
ofamemory
 
of a ball to foot,
 
of a kicked-can to toe,
 
of a time
 
again
 
only children
 
will know.
 

-Corey E. Tesler 
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Jumbo Rogers 
by Jon Duf0l1 

Jumbo Rogers can't stop cursing under his breath and leering at 
every third girl. Even his trips to the grocery store spark off sex 
dreams, and the distance between those dreams and reality explains 
his cursing. He spends most of his time drinking at home. 

His environment is given. All of us are getting jostled around in 
the same one. Skies above that range from week-old hamburger gray 
to kindergarten blue. Below, di11: loose on the beaches, dark in the 
graveyards and hard-packed into concrete almost everywhere else. 
Constant erection and destruction in the space between sky and dirt. 

There is a knock on the door. Probably another person. Jumbo 
Rogers would rather not get out of the easy chair. Especially since 
the television show is making him feel connected and superior again. 
The second knock comes, just the same. Soon he will need another 
Genny from the fridge. Commercial break for a water slide park. He 
wrestles himself up and then toward the front door. 

Two young girls are behind the door. Both are cute bnmettes. 
Other than that they look nothing alike except for the shit-eating 
grins. Jumbo holds the knob and does not speak. This beginning 
differs little from so many of his lonely fantasies. His only thought is 
to lock these girls away in memory before one of them speaks and 
ruins it. Wide eyes, flushed skin, smooth new curves. The hair, so 
impossibly complicated and sensual. Innocent, ignorant, eager. 
Jumbo's mouth hung slackly open as he concentrated on all the 
physical details. Later he could invent plenty of permutations. 

One spoke. She said, "Hi! I've always had a knack for dialogue 
and I'm going around the neighborhood striking up conversations 
with regular people for my freshman fiction class!" 

"I'm recording it all," the other put in with much less 
enthusiasm. 

Jumbo could only look into their sweet eyes. He saw both sets 
looking him over. Saw them glance over his swollen fruit-of-the­
100m T-shirt and Santa-red sweat pants. Saw them trying to look 
away from the exposed swell of pale hairy flesh between the two. 
Saw the disgust, the discipline behind their politeness. Saw their 
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amusement with him, a truly pathetic subject, no doubt riddled with 
prejudices and comic beliefs. He saw their pride, their anticipation of 
an A grade for interviewing such a Loser. This always happens. The 
tables turn so quick. Now they are judging me, sizing me up. 

"It would really help us with our grade if you could tell us what 
you think about something, anything. In your own words. Maybe the 
impending war on the Arab world or the state of the inner city 
schools? Don't you have a few moments to spend with us talking, 
sir? I would really appreciate it." 

Jumbo betrayed no emotion. One girl stood there waiting. The 
other edged closer, offering her microphone, recording the silence. 
He shut the door and got himself another beer. 
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For Eva Cassidy 

"Rhywle dal i ganu" Scottish for "I can hear you in the rain." A line from a 
song written about Eva and performed at her funeral. 

Eva's voiee waves into my ears like honey-coated steam.
 
So fragile, so sweet, so warm.
 

Eva in the present, only lives in the past tense.
 
No one listened to Eva until she died.
 

Naked, hunched, skinny arms clutching knees pulled in.
 
She rocks slowly, sobbing gurturally
 

As water, like hot wax, drips on her body.
 
She turns the water higher, holter
 

Between plaintive cries, she hears Eva on her stereo.
 

) Rhywle dal i ganu 
" 

Eva loved God. And human beings.
 
Eva loved bicycling, caterpillars, birthdays and spring.
 

Eva saved a red sugar rose from her February birthday cakes
 
To eat on the first day of every spring.
 

Eva loved to sing.
 

Eva's voice waves in
 
As hot water bites her back making welts, pricks alld pecks.
 

She welcomes the pain. It's kinder than the other sort.
 
Nausea waves in
 

As she crawls ollt of the bathtub weak
 
From hunger born of the systematic starving ofbody and soul.
 

Rhywle dal i gallu 

Eva was sunshine.
 
I never saw a photograph of her indoors, or in the rain.
 

Eva's hands were always moving.
 
Across metal guitar strings. shiny beads, sequins, glass and filigree.
 

Eva loved to paint.
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Her hands caressed canvas, making love to it, 
Eventually gestating that white silence into images of angels and insects. 

Eva loved her drawing of homely Sylvia, who was beautiful 
In God's eyes. Eva loved God. 

She always lives in dark rainy places.
 
Vultures need sunshine and clear skies to shGlpen their eyes for moving prey.
 

Nobody taught her really smart vultures know how to hunt in the rain.
 
She stan1es all the meat off Iter bones.
 

Vultures like plump fleshy prey.
 
Nobody taught her really smart vultures know
 
The meat ofa skinny girl's heart is the tastiest.
 

Eva died in the cold. November 1996. Eva was 33.
 
Melanoma bit her back in the early 90's
 

Leaving an ugly misshapen red impression.
 
But she was able to run then and wanted to live.
 

She dodged the fatal bite
 
Unlil it circled back years later, flanking her, diving down
 

Scoring a mOital blow to her fleshy hip.
 

It's raining outside.
 
The clouds provide cover for the really smart vultures.
 

They aren 'f interested in killing. Tltey live to wound, to inflict pain.
 
Like a Promethean nightmare, her Iteartflesh regenerates after every agonizing
 

bite.
 
The really smart vultures can always smell the new flesh
 

And attack biting harder every time.
 
Every bite weakens Iter. Every bite enhances tlte pain of the last.
 

Such an arbitrary word - melanoma.
 
It sounds like something gorgeous and sweet.
 

Like lhe mellifluous flow of a singer's voice. As if I could say,
 
Eva had the most astonishingly beautiful melanoma.
 

Words, like God, are arbitrary.
 

This will be another day she takes one handful ofcolored pills.
 
She sleeps all day and all night, waking only
 

To listen to Eva on her stereo
 
And melt and sob into the steaming rain of the shower.
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She prayed the vultures would leave, but there s no refrain.
 
Maybe today - 3 hal/dfuls ofcolored pills.
 

Then, no more wounds, pricks, pecks, bites, tears.
 
And while waiting for the release. Eva will keep singing to her.
 

Eva s voice and the drill of rain will bridge her infO silence.
 

I 

Rhywle dal i ganu
I 

Evas voice 
1111 Creates waves ofhatred in her scarred, bitten heart 
I For the jlim-jlam man we call God. 

An apathetic dictator, ajlawed composer, a cruel huntel; a pimp. 
She and Eva were born the same year, 1963. 

She has always prayed for death. Eva prayedfor I(fe. 
Eva was light, beauty, music and love. 

She only takes up space, like beats between notes in a song. 

Eva died thinking no one would ever hear her sing.
 
Eva died surrounded by friends who loved her.
 

Eva spent the last excruciating days
 
Of her life
 

Drawing cards for people she loved.
 
In every one, she wrote "God Bless You."
 

-Carolyn Kelley 

Greclll.ake Re\'icw 

Untitled
 
By Ann Aumick
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A Piece of Cardboard 
by Greg Shemkovitz 

He was sitting on the ground, with his back against the wall, legs bent 
so that he could rest his arms on his knees. Next to him sat a mutt, exhausted 
from malnutrition, watching me as I passed. A tattered piece of cardboard 
leaned against his shins with a message written in black marker that read: 
On my way home to Carson City, backpack stolen, out ofluck. Need Money 
or Food. God Bless. It was evident that if the dog could read, he would 
have abandoned the man long ago. Every bum has a story and just like the 
movies, there are only so many plots. 

The man looked up at me and I gave him the typical, palms up, [-got­
nothin' look. He followed me with his eyes as I passed. I couldn't help but 
think that the mutt did little for his cause. It's like a man who walks his dog 
in the park to attract women. She pets the cute, little puppy while the man 
whimpers at the other end of the leash. If he really cared for his dog, he'd 
have left it with the SPCA or with a more accommodating owner. Between 
survival and loyalty - dogs aren't proud. They just don't know any better. 

I stopped to fix my hair in the reflection on a storefront window. I 
hadn't seen myself yet that day, smearing a sweaty palm over my disheveled 
hair to no avail. When I looked back, he nodded his head once and I knew 
to move on. I wasn't helping his business. Waiting for handouts was his 
plan. All bums have a plan. Some spend their day dragging discarded 
blankets and mattresses to their fortress of filth beneath a freeway overpass. 
Others earn a dwindled living as street performers on Venice Beach. I live 
in a broken-down van and spend my days compiling notes for a book I'm 
writing. It's on how to live as a bum, aptly titled, How to be Bum in L.A.: A 
Guide to Better Living. 

I thought about the bum and his mutt for a few more blocks down Pico 
Boulevard. I thought about the loneliness of being homeless, about the 
detachment. I thought these things until, suddenly, restless voices grew 
louder. I looked across the street to see an argument ensuing among a group 
of men gathered by a light-post, all wearing similar white T-shirts and 
khaki pants, like unifonns. They were day-workers, primarily Mexican 
border-jumpers who sell oranges at freeway exits and stand around street 
comers waiting for passer-bys to offer unskilled, landscaping jobs. They 
are a step above the homeless, practicing patience and selective ambition. 
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Though many day-workers have loyalty to one corner over another, 
with this group, it seemed more of a summer heat induced quarrel than a 
territorial dispute. Accordingly, fellow workers broke up the argument 
almost immediately. Then one of the men went to a stretch of shrubbery 
along the sidewalk and began to urinate. When he zipped up, he looked 
around slowly. He wasn't looking out of caution but more as an assessment 
of his surroundings, as though he were scouting a new place for the next 
time he had to piss. That's when he looked across the way, directly at me. 
Our eyes locked for a brief moment. I could read nothing into his gaze. His 
expression was blank. I quickly looked down at the pavement where I 
noticed a denim wallet. As if I had just dropped it myself, I picked up the 
wallet and continued walking down the street. 

When I got a few blocks down the way, I stopped at a bench on the 
corner of Pico and 24th. I needed a moment to appraise my find. It was 
every bum's dream - free money. I couldn't believe my luck. I turned the 
wallet over and over in my fingers. It was the kind of wallet you would 
find in a fashion accessory store for girls. It probably came with a denim 
handbag donning an embroidered logo of a boy-band or a popular cartoon. 
At a closer glance, I could see faint brown streaks along the blue denim, 
either from the dusty street or my hands. 

I took a deep breath and unsnapped the button that held the wallet 
secure. A windowed pocket revealed a driver's license with the owner's 
picture, cute though young. She had shoulder-length, dirty blonde hair that 
curled up and out at the ends, with a part down the center. Her skin looked 
soft and warm. The expression on her face was unusual but between the 
slight squint in her eyes and her smile, she had a natural effervescence. It 
was as though her boyfriend might be the one taking the picture. 

I scanned the rest of the card. Her name was Kimberly Michaels. She 
was 5 feet, 4 inches with hazel eyes and would soon celebrate her nineteenth 
birthday. The other pockets held the usual: credit cards, grocery store 
discount cards, and a student I.D. for Santa Monica College. I was surprised 
to find her voter registration card. But I was even more astonished to 
discover, folded up and tucked behind her license, a speeding ticket. I 
curiously unfolded the yellow paper to find the officer's scribbling. From 
what I could decipher, on May 23rd, Officer Nightingale caught Kimberly 
going 54 mph in a 35 mph zone. She was to appear in West Los Angeles 
Court on July 10th at 7pm. 

Aside from that, there was little else in the wallet. She had sixteen 
dollars in the billfold along with a crumpled lottery ticket. Asingle quarter 
slid around inside the change compartment, with it a fortune from a fortune 
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cookie. However, the writing had bled into a red smear, faint and illegible. 
Before I closed the wallet, I looked at her photograph one last time. 

Her teeth were straight and white. The lines at the comers of her mouth 
made it appear as though she was enjoying the moment more than the 
DMV might allow. Her expression seemed candid. I suddenly wished I 
had been the photographer. 

For the rest of the afternoon, I sat on that bench, watching people 
go by and wondering what to do with the wallet. My fingers probed along 
the edges of the denim, following the seams and circling over the cold 
metal of the button. I wondered if Kimberly would ever know what hands 
had held her wallet. Seeing the filth beneath my fingernails, she might not 
want it back. I sometimes wondered what fingers would page through my 
book. Would they be weathered or manicured? I imagined my reader to 
have my hands, the paper gliding smoothly under a callused thumb. 

Ultimately, I knew that returning the wallet was the right thing to do. 
Ijust didn't know how. Her address on the license was from Beverly Hills 
and I had no means of getting there. I thought of leaving it in a lost and 
found at her college but I didn't want it to fall into untrustworthy hands. I 
even thought of sending it through themail.using her money. But I didn't 
feel right spending it without her permission. 

In my position, I could have used the money. I could have made charges 
on the credit card before she cancelled it. It may have amounted to a few 
substantial meals, maybe even a change of clothes. Nevertheless, I knew 
I'd be fine without it. I knew I didn't have to find that wallet. After all, I 
was writing a book on how to live without such treasures. I slipped the 
wallet into my jacket pocket. 

When I finally got up from the bench, I still felt uneasy. I was 
holding a portion of someone else's life. As materialistic as it seems, I was 
holding a part of her. I knew more about Kimberly Michaels than she knew 
about me and, yet, I wanted more. For instance, I wanted to know what the 
fortune had read and why she kept it. If I returned the wallet in person, I 
might have asked her about the speeding ticket. Was she going faster than 
54 mph? Did the officer let her go with a reduced charge for a first offense? 
Where was she going in such a hurry? 

I reached into my pocket and felt the stiff denim. I wanted to open 
the wallet again. I wanted to see that picture, though it wasn't so much the 
picture I craved. It wasn't her hair or her eyes. She could have looked 
dreadful, and still she was fresh and new, like a second chance. I imagined 
meeting her at a diner. She would buy me coffee with the money in the 
wallet. We would talk. 
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In that diner, I'm just an average guy with the kindness to return a 
wallet. She's a girl who happened to get a speeding ticket and ran out of 
luck. We could tell our stories from the beginning. I could be charming and 
romantic. She could be understanding and compassionate. She could ask 
me about my life and my book, all the things that wouldn't fit onto a piece 
of cardboard. And afterward, when we walked down the street together, 
she could stop to pet the dog and I could leave some change with the man 
on his way home to Carson City. 
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Mark's Poem 

A hundred years I've slept,
 
hidden in my secret tomb,
 
peacefully.
 

Today I wake to clawing shovels,
 
pick and grate,
 
and the mutter of careless voices
 
discussing a past they know nothing about.
 

My life, my death.
 
It is not for them to ponder
 
like the latest piece of gossip.
 

It was mine; it was all I had.
 
A thousand secrets
 
that they cannot hope to unravel
 
from the bits and pieces
 
left behind.
 

For they are but an echo,
 
A hollow preservation of what they,
 
those others who knew me only
 
from the ghost of a self I put on display,
 
could see. What I showed them.
 

It was not me.
 
It was a promise and a package.
 
I do not want to be known for
 
the artfully designed seal on my soul,
 
that empty shell.
 

Only the soul matters.
 
Only what I took the most care to hide.
 
They will never find it.
 
They will never understand.
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I have taken my secrets to the grave.
 
My decaying lips are sealed;
 
the windows to the soul have rotted away.
 
They will only fInd what does not matter,
 
only the shallow details of a shell.
 

-Julie Bednar 
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A Diner on Dogwood 

Shot the ultraviolet rays,
 
And you could
 

See the children dying
 
Inside of her.
 
Watch her conditional smile lise,
 
And now you have no hands.
 

Did you reach out. .. too deeply?
 
Too late? 

Too much to destroy in a single moment of exchanged silence. 
The kitchen is so 
So bright, 
So I am sorry I walked in from the mud. 
But I banged the heels as hard as I could, 
Just trying to get the cake to fall. 
I don't think we're done here yet. 

You could bury your head inside a hole,
 
But your ass is hanging out.
 
This waitress never wants to work,
 
And she serves up my soup cold. Still I leave her
 
With something.
 

An old five-dollar bill lowe to a friend. 
And this waitress's skin is hanging from the ceiling fans, 
And since there are no complementaries before the door, 
I cannot leave until day is a dark hole. 
But I have to admit, 
I've lost my appetite. 

There she is - a cancer smoldng a cigarette. 
(And the surgeons thought it was the other way around!) 

As I wait for old friends to come around, 
I feel the chill of the ceiling fan, 
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Taking charge,
 
Taking hold.
 
I drink the cold soup,
 
And pay the check.
 

- Lauren Sartor 
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And then it was Over... 

On top of me ... 

pushing so hard ... 
fighting and holding me down ... 

with the force of a Mack truck ... 
I was helpless ... 

I couldn't fight back... 
to survive I needed to fight back ... 

so I did ... 
And then it was over... 

-Michael Dodge 

Greal Lake Review 

Epilogue 

Working on a student publication has been an interesting 
experience over the past three years. There is a lot of talent here at 
Oswego, and a lot of potential for that talent to be put down on 
paper, in word processors, or in paint, pencil, ink, and charcoal. What 
we print here in the Great Lake Review is just a sampling of that 
talent and skill. 

Sadly, there are sometimes works I see by my peers 
elsewhere that I wish we were able to consider for our publication, 
but for whatever reason many talented authors and attists do not 
submit works to us. On the opposing side, there are things that I see 
in our submission piles that I wish I could talk to the writer or artist 
about and point out the few small changes or editorial decisions that 
would make their work so much better. It's difficult to take the piece 
as it is, without wanting to raise it to all its potential glory. 

With this in mind, what you see printed here has only had 
minor mechanical and grammatical adjustments made to it. These 
student works - experimental, draft, and professional pieces - are 
something of which to be proud. Though those printed here may look 
back in ten yeat·s with mixed reactions, it is a step towards a future 
self that is made here. Congratulations are in order. 

To all those who made it, and especially all those who did 
not, keep at it. I leave you with my best hopes for the future. 

Sincerely, 

Julie Bednar 
Great Lake Review 
Editor- in-Chief 
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