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Your cUntaglous tears have 1 ed my tides
¥ -~ PN e, -~ o~ e £
The thunderous cries and angry streaks of 1
©

e a
Have wezkened my senses
And the dark light at
Has shown the way fov
Heve I lost your gui

The easterly winds have shifted
and your sweet breath I once 3
My timeless journey has just begun.
How mamny times will I pass you by?

I will come when You have not called for me
Like nocturnal waves crashing rocks I will bring fear.
S

The storms have washed away my childish way
And the new sea will g us home.
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Doss it brin
Or to hell?
Do youwantion
@z’ do you not want
s it risky?

df is it your job?

Do you want to have it a:
Perhaps an aduit?

Or maybe not at all.

Are you ready for il?
Think before you answer.
Let me ask you again.
Are you ready for it?
Yes or No.

Don't answer to make
Do it for yourself.

For it is your body and vour only body.

Yes or No?

Choose wrong, then you'll regret it
Choose right, and you'll bs Happ\;

Is it enjoyabie?
Is it dangerous?

Is it what you've been looking forward to all yo

others happy.

ur life?

Or is it something you don't want to have in your life?

Isitasin?
Or an experience?

You decide for it is your decisic

rl Burke

A Line

No color vet we
No depth, wdin Or

see it clearly
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Submarine,

and eals it away

53

so far away b o ! ;
lLove, give me all yvour Money i:‘ssf:::fa f’% ha%% What | Want)
Wanl To Know A Sea‘@?‘} % ;iam The %’a;;vsf Yes, | Feel Fine.
Y’'Knew She Loves You on A Hard Day’s Night. In My Life,
Love Me Do or Ull be in ’%;’Efsenf Mr. Moonlight, let her know |
Remember The Night Before, when | Got No Reply? | wrole a

said, "P.5. | Love You.” Please Mr. Postman, deliver this guic
Twist and Shout. Teill Me What You See when Sgt. ?emg}w?’a
Hearts Cluk Band comes to fown. My Guitar Weeps Gentiy |
Paperback Writer who was standing in the Rain yelling,
HELPU | need somebody!l With A Little Help From My Frien
far. Let i Be, Because Everybody’s Got Something To %z&ve i
fonk h, lock. Here Come The Sun. 'm as Free As

B o

11514 3
that flies Across The Universe, YEnow, All You Need Iz

Stefanie Weaver

on going
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&Q%Eﬁfﬂ gf%EEE«: flesh painis a picture of the anger, fear, and
he

: Trapped inside me g
iy relentless repression. Her
apigﬁ%i :f;%é{: me off gmﬁﬁg and she runs towards the

light (my 4 r%;swg&?} ynly to be forced back by the numb
upper hand yvou éaz‘gh% so well. She vearms to run f{ree

and let go of her well-kept pain; maybe, someday she
will,
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resitient

Anonymous

Picture 254

Flippantiy, | furn
trrinkled page ouelr page.

f human mail order catalog;
broken praomises, vacant dreams.
Suddenly | stop.

Picture 254.

gsﬁ Colaor tan-brown;

Smite-Hl melt Jack Frost
Mesmerized | feel your sitent heart entisine
e, si*eﬁjhaﬁmg my fleeting nulse,

s mnyseit to

§

Like a possesced maniac [ drive my
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July 4, 1998
He did it. He opened his eyes. | was talking to him, like usual, and | was
aexpiaining what had happened with the other guy. {§ wanted to tell him
the truth, in case he didn’t make it). By the lime | was done with the story,
my eyes were brimming with tears. | told hirn again how much | loved him,
how much | wanted to spend the rest of my life with him. | told him |
hoped he could put this incident in the past. Everyone makes mistakes,
we learn from our mistakes. | can’t go back in lime and change things. |
asked him {o please *‘fgrgwe me as | raised my eyes to his, only to fmf him
iooking back at me. | jumped. | couldn’t believe he was awake. | was
ecstatic. Then he turned his head away from ma.

i had a dream tonight. | was a chiid again, probably six or seven. | was
wearing a light summer dress. {t was night and | was in a dark woods. |
felt frightened, so | calied for my mom, but it wasn’t her that answered my
calls. | heard a voice respond “l love you. | forgive you. Letgoand.....” |
couldn’t hear the rest. | tried to scream “wait, I'm not ready”...

“So, what happened to this one?”
“She got hit by a drunk driver on the 24th. She arrvived at the hospital with a
cerebral hemeoerrhage. She'd been in a coma ever sipee.”
“I heard her fanuly decided to pull the plug”.
“1t was for the best. There was no way she could have recovered fully from
L wound she received”
picks up tag "Her tag says she was only 18, Lucienne Aurvaha Safive. Nice
Time of death 11 "‘76;>m
Yeah, right after her boviviend left the room”.

tﬂ

the head

Stephanie Hosiey
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was the moon.

quistly into tﬂ@ au pia’s
announced firmly ths

o nave arel ’?i aﬂsh o wéié; Fim

at i e moment but told him to ask her
agai in next week. The veilow,

always sayer 1o listen o the pink's
numerous prodlems because they were
really good friends, uﬁ into an accident.
(it was the pink’s fault ) The sea-green
v o the fact

vas jealous of the qmm due to the
ihat the green is a more interesting
character on the show than he is.

And black just stood back and watched
sveryone, plotling revenge against
them ail.

Making the Sunset

S??’%ﬁdéﬁ on an isla sd,
iis chancas are like

Bi it ﬁ“:e rich taecarre i
Enjoy your peanuts.

Scott Schall

It is now, at this very moment, that | feel it
All that has been for months finally fouches me

i am liberated, but scared for myse

elf all the same.

To love, was o taste the biltersweet,

Senseless motions, me mmgi%
?waf’: compared to this.
it b %’ﬂe‘ ‘er like this.

1
i
The suffq ating cloud seems no longer, and only

@65 5§:ai i i:ﬁﬂ

words is gt




tv re be
with dar%«i E)re ding eyes

Cne y
That burm holes i mg soul
One with & SYY“E3” so beautiful
It must have been mixed from Sun%sgné and stars

And in each shallered sliver
i see the me

t is hidden from the world

And will not reemerge

Until the mirror breaks again

Rani Gupta

Standing there, as a watcher, into the mist that covers her son.
A hand reaching cut as if yelling for help,
coming toward her
slowly.

The gentle touch,
The warm breath on her frail skin,
The long kiss gomi bye as they leave
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MOVE ALONG, SWEET VEMICLES,
o ON, PLUMP MACHIRES.
ROBOTIC ARD CHACTIC
AMDITE ALL THERE IR YOUR GENES.

STEP UPR, FATELESS DUMMY,
FOSE HERE, MATRIX CLAY.
LEAVE Y

AAPLEE T

AlLL THERE IH YOUR PLAY.

MEURS

TIC AMD EROTIC

s AL THERE IN
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3 me 3 oatre ot tevmradaramtias oord SLTRTA97 1 RS T
thought to mysel{ as [ almost incoherently said “Hello?” into the mouthpiece

“May [ speak to Carlie Hover?” A woman’s faint voice could barely be heard. It
- o grmat Aaal o o . ~L, - ) - .
sounded like there e a great deal of people n the background, and the woman on the
other end was straining to hear my answe

Yos Y e ts] Carlie %\43 n?” Re e Matr gl wavs ot et ’i\g <

es, my name s Carlie, Lan i nelp you’  pecause Matt atways phoned when

they needed assistance, I inwardly sighed with relief when [ knew that the office didn’t
need me and waited for the woman’s response with closed eves.
“My name is Nurse MNeuman and { work at St. Peter’s in Los Angeles

Never even venturing outside of the state of New York, [ became confused. HWruwr
could this possibly do with me? | wondered silently. 1 started to wake up 4 little bit more
and forced my green eyes to stay open.

Nurse Neurman went on slowly and with great hesitation. “I'm not sure who you
are or what your relation is to our patient, but a man named Kyle Parker recently wrote

T

your name on a piece of paper and the name of the town in which you live in.” Nurse

Neuman paused for a moment, as if waiting for understanding on my end.
Confused and bewildered, 1 tried to clear the cobwebs from my bramn and strained
to remember the name, Kyle Parker sthing came to mind. “Ma'am,




Pt
e

o
et

Mg h

=

F




P o

-




oY
Wl
oo,
T
4
o)
=
S
“y
g
f
S

(2R

o i

f

3




“What Mama? [ don't understand.” 1 held her bony jingers in my shaking hand

io pay the

bills last month, and the county had turned our electricity off)

“You'll understand later. " She smiled as she fell asleep. 1 gazed at her brown

hair which was falling out slowly, and the white hairs that were creeping into the sea of

Brown. Her face looked so hollow. Pale as a cloud, she dreamt of happy days and warm

nights. I would never hear her speak again.

Three hours later, we were standing in the foyer of the biggest home I had ever

seen. “Thisis. . mine?” I whispered.
“all of it. Every single thing you see is yours. Mr. Parker also instructed that 1

tters you may have, &

T3 b | ¥
have just told you about. i
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