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hardly veiled hypocrisy that states: "The law is what I serve ... " 
The law is what erects walls and turns people seeking help, 

food and water, into criminals. I stand amongst the enforcers. This 
is my country too. I am in this war as much as anyone else; I eat 
the fruit their hands pick, drive the cars their hard work assembles, 
wear the clothes their fingers weave. On our way out of the border 
patrol facility we pass through a sturdy gate, crowned with barbed 
wire. We hand back our badges. I am a slave to lines. 

Nogales. 
Here, at the border between Arizona and Sonora, the two 

Nogales' meet. On our way out of Mexico the man who urged us to 
paint 'No Bush' on the wall tries to sell us American lollipops. He 
shows no remembrance of having spoken to us earlier, we are only 
potential customers as we leave his country with ease, service 
completed. We hand over soft blue passports. Our bags are x
rayed. We enter back into the United States of America. Mr. Bush 
is hanging on the wall here too. He smiles from within the frame, 
delighted as always to welcome us home. 



The Keeper 

That night that we were together, 
A layer of sweat and dust was all I had on 

When I had regained control of my body, 
After having turned it over to the shuddering and shaking, 
The shivering and quaking, 
the result of your hands, breath, mouth on my skin, 
I pull you back to me 
Draping my leg over yours and curling the rest of myself into your 
arms, 
tucking myself away against your chest 
I let my head rest in the space where the line of your neck 

Intersects 
With the line of your shoulder 

The music you put on before our clothes had even come off ends 
A neighbor pulls into the driveway next to the window 
In your room, the fan clicks quietly each time it pauses to change 
direction 

Tonight , I feel small 
I feel as if I amjust one breath away from shattering into two 
thousand tiny pieces 
But before that breath can come , you are leading me out of the bed 
and into the bathroom 

There is just enough light for me to watch as you turn on the 
shower 
Waiting for the water to warm, we stand together on the 
bathmat 
Despite the heat and humidity the night is holding in from the 

day, 
Goosebumps have begun to form on my skin 
A moment passes before you are pulling the shower curtain back 
with your right hand, 
while using your left to help me into the tub 



The water is lukewarm 
Closing my eyes while you rinse the dust and sweat from my 

hair, 
I no longer feel as if I am going to break 
But I have decided that even if I did, 
I know that you would gather and keep the pieces

all two thousand-
Until I was ready to put them back together 

Lily Rhodeen 
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Back And Forth 

I. 
Riding the Bus from 
South Station to Portsmouth 
(I'm in the window seat, 
he sleeps on my shoulder)-

Two boats 

moments like these 
are plenty, 
lined up and 
tripping Over one another: 
when we 
lay in bed and 

tear the harbor 

he pours like water 
over me. 

II. 
(his Parents pick us up, 
the wind tries to 
blow us away . 

they drove us all the way to his bed.) 
he spreads out his soul on a quilt 
begging me 

to take a piece, hoping 
that I might keep it in my back pocket 
instead of taking 
my first bite right then. 

Brendan Phillips 

into thirds. 



Outside Looking In 

Outside Looking In 
I am a twenty year old girl, 
with wrinkles and 
gray hair that 
no one 
else can 
see. 
It was heavy, 
and looked fit for 
a princess . 

the wrapping paper 
was a thousand diamonds, 

the ohhhs,and ahhs 
filled the sweet air. 
the red bow on top 
the perfectly tied and centered 
bow was the cherry. 

things are not as they seem. 
I know what is in that box, 
it is heavy with 
secrets, 
regret, 
harsh stinging words and 
tears 
I rip open the box, feigning 
excitement, 
I will never let them 
know. 
They have just given me coal. 

Naomi Kaplan 
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Epitaph for Janakrani Narayan 

Karen Singleton 

Sati, the practice of a widow immolating herself on her husband's 
funeral pyre, is believed to have originated some 700years ago . 
Today this rare practice mainly occurs in northern and central 
India. 

Before us lies Janakrani Narayan, whose action of Sati was at the 
hands of her own love's will. 

The wife was likening to a beautiful meteor, shining its wondrous 
lovely light upon society. She raced throughout the universal plains 
of culturally betrothed existence, in a sincere wish to share her gift 
of honored loved as dutiful wife and helpmate to the community . 
She had shown brightly the coloured lights of dignity and absolute 
fidelity. 

Her being so true to the honor and divinity of love, that when her 
soulmate crosses over, sojourning to Hades to search for a higher 
plain. Naturally her facultative being gave way to a most mournful 
state of grief at the separation of her heart's desires . 

Ah, but lift the veil of mourning, and there it is the bestiality 
of social reasoning, of cultural religiosity, and the convenient 
collectivism of mankind's time honored practice of traditionalism. 

But alas, I pray thee weary travelers, let up not rush to judgment. 
For who among us can truly judge the actions of those caught in the 
throes oflove's grief? 

Rather than recoil in social recrimination; ponder this, what of 
love's orphaned child humanity? And no, do not sing songs of 
lamentation placating the beast called society. 

Yea, I say do as she would have done and sing songs of love to 
elevate the child called humanity ever higher! 
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Snake Johnson 

Underneath those tattoos 

And jacket made of skin 

Is a heart that stopped beatin' 

And a soul that's paper thin 

Up and quit his job 

Before the Christmas shift 

To play with a stolen Frisbee 

That was once a child's gift 

He's a monster on paper 

Get that boy out of the town! 

What's he doin' with that girl 

Who's got her feet on the 

ground? 

How could she pick Snake 

Johnson? 

Is it the cigars that he smokes? 

Cause that man will never be 

Getting' along with her folks 

An Atheist no doubt 

Knows nothin' about labor 

That worthless boy 

Doesn't love thy neighbor 

Swore in front of a lady 

And to his principal's face 

Looked him straight in the eyes 

And ransacked the trophy case 

He's a monster on paper 

Get that boy out of the town! 

What's he doin' with that girl 

Who's got her feet on the 

ground? 

How could she pick Snake 

Johnson? 

Is he the only boy to kiss her 

hand? 

Cause if that's the case 

That don't equal a real man 

My heart smiles when he laughs 

At my jokes and not at me 

And when I look into his eyes 

I love what I see. 

Val Maloof 
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I feel a loss 

I feel a loss . She says, I feel a loss and I can't figure out where the 
pain is. I say that because it is a pain- a physical ache. I feel like 
a soldier who has lost a leg. I feel the missing piece, I feel it and it 
hurts . 
She holds herself in a clutching hug and stares blankly into her 
coffee. 
I feel sad, she says. 
I feel as though I am being picked apart by crow's teeth in front of a 
symphony orchestra . 
They strike a chord and my liver is slowly devoured. 
These ropes, she says, they're huge. She holds herself tighter and 
stares at the doorway. 
My palms are sweating. My hands have been shaking. 
I don't even try to pour my own drinks anymore . I never, ever pick 

up paper in public. 
Intent on the door, she says, I will never make it out . I'll get stuck 
here in some snow-globe reality where everything is futile and 
cyclical until someone pulls the plug, and then it's just over , no more 
glitter or one dimensional buildings or :flamingoes; just nothing at all 
r feel angry. Her nails begin to dig into her sides. I feel so incredibly 
angry. My teeth are fangs and I want to bare them at everyone who 
talks to me. I want to scare them all until they disappear . Until they 
leave me alone for good. 
She has begun to tremble almost imperceptibly. 
IAM SO ANGRY. 

She says. 

It isn't like me. I'm never angry-I am always fine, fine like hair, fine 
like lace, fine like tissue paper. Someone has set me on fire. 
She takes her coffee cup in shivering hands and pushes it against 
her cheek, leaning on it heavily. 
THIS rs ARSON. CALL THE COPS. 

Drawing her arm back in one swift motion, she hurls it at the door. 
There are shards of porcelain everywhere. 

That, she says pointing at the sharp mess she's made, is how I feel 
all the time. 

- - -- -- - - -- -



That is waiting for me in front of every day. 
That is what I walk across, barefoot, just to go to the grocery store . 
This is pointless, she says, curling back into herself. You hear about 
it all the time. This sort of thing, emotional is so Done . In this city 
nothing is original; I could be anyone . 
There are stories I've heard, stor ies about bravery , about wars and 
prostitutes and single mothers and the men who built the Empire 
state building. D.B. Cooper and the Illustrated man, Keith Harring 
and Joan of Arc. Fucking Joan of Arc, even she's become clique. 
These people, they are the heroes. 
I'm being burned at the stake and god could give a shit about talking 
tome. 
If I were real, I'd tattoo this pain all over my body with thick black 
ink, I'd sell myself all the way to redemption , I'd erect steel girders 
around this mess- stretching it into the sky forever. I'd paint colorful 
murals and they would move a nation of people to action, I'd love my 
children, fight for them and die with dignity. 
I FEEL A LOSS. 
All the blood is rushing to my head . I black out in clouds of starry 
afterimages . I stand up too fast and feel like I'm falling and my eyes 
fill with squid ink . Do you see? She asks- Do you see? Gesturing at 
the door and the white clay shards on the stained blue carpet- That's 
all there is! 
I don 't even notice flowers or baby's hairstyles anymore . 
You know those pushcarts that sell roasted nuts? In winter I'd buy 
them, not to eat just to have- I'd hold the little wax paper package 
and feel it warming my hands and I'd breathe in the smell - that 
smell , you know it - sweet and bread-like and buttered- I'd breathe it 
in and then when I was ready I'd give the nuts away to someone who 
looked hungry . 
It was my favorite part of the season. 
I can't smell those anymore. I don't see the vendors . I haven't fed 
anyone in months. 
I am submerged. I see things in fast clips; waves are breaking over 
my face every second. Sometimes I see myself in windows or other 
people's eyes and I can't help but notice how calm I look. How 
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planned I look. How passable and human and khaki pants-pressed
polo-blonde-wife-of-a-stock-broker-house-in-the- hamptons I look. 
Other days, in subway doors I can see how downtown- east-village
punk-kid I look; or I see a suburban mom; or a gangsta girl from Gun 
Hill. I am a cubicle worker, I am a teenybopper, I am an editor at a 
magazine or a chef at the Plaza . 
Don't you see? It's the phantom limb aching, It's a missed memory, 
its all my blood and every piece ofme screaming for escape . 
It's horrible . 
It's suffering . Its disillusion and anger and mania; I am desperate, 
terrified and ruined. 
I am out of control. 
I am losing my grip. 
I am passable 
I am basic. 
I could be anyone. 

Rae Jacobson 
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Sestina 

Some months I feel like heaving planets 
Into the sun, twisting cornets 
Onto my knuckles 
All the while, wrapping the Milky Way 
About my wrist, God's ball and chain 
All creation cannot subdue my fight 

When everything else fails, I am left to fight 
As the sole survivor on a mannequin planet 
Kicking up dust with my father's old chain 
Snaking danger, scrutinized by every grim cornet 
I will shoulder the lifeless out of my way 
And smirk at each cheek through the cracks in my knuckles 

Here, wade in the dunes, watch me draw clocks in the sand with my 
knuckles 
Stand in the ocean, wink at each wave I must fight 
Corne to my yard, see the swings there turn in a way 
That you've come to accept on this, one lonely planet 
Where the only things that rain are the cornets 
And the stars are just hot soldered links in a molten midnight chain 

Who is to say I cannot dress in these chains 
Suffocating under such a gross weight, collapsing onto my knuckles 
Calling help, they are sure to come running like flared comets 
And soon as summer, God, I will be saved from your sick fatal fight 
Raise me from the rusted sheets of air hovering on this vile planet 
Please, just take me as a son, wash my soul in sulfur, and send me on 
rnyway 
Because the statues here stare at me in such a way 
With tickling grins like a terracotta chain 
They embody but one moment in the age of this planet 
And yet, I grit my teeth and tap my knuckle 
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On each clay temple, looking for a fight 
From a cold , cold man while I retain the swelter of one-thousand 
angry comets 

So I will lie on a dirt mound, staring at the delicate dancing comets 
At night , no longer any will to find a way 
To escape, for who alive can judge my abandoned fight? 
This man's throat has hardened into one barbed chain 
As he lays to rest, quelled in the soil , his violent knuckles 
Man shall reside at the most devastating impact , when into the sun 
I cast my 

lonely planet 

Each eye may melt like those dead planets, our teeth can combust 
alongside the 

Devil 's comets 
I cannot feel this, I will not feel the boil of my knuckles, there is but 
one true way 

' 

To singe the skins of our chains, be the first to burn with a chest full 
of fight 

Michael Manahan 
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