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Cover Artwork: Sunflower Daydream
-Sovah Race-
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Autumin ba Hs
-Michael C,reewLeg-

Someone help this dying boy,

So young and trapped beneath it all.
Breathing in the lies and fear,
Exhaling to the dark of day

But everything will be OK.
Everything will fall in place,

You drowned me with those red stained hands

And spaked me with tmprobity

To walk with you is mala fide

Own paths of autuwmn and falling skies
But everything will be OK,

Everuthing will fall to place

we'll sing the sonos of broken windows,
Broken glass, and falling grace,

bark are dreavs that Lovers made,
whew thieves break in and steal the flame.
And everything will be OK,

But nothing good shall ever stay.

It is sometivmes best to just not know,
The reasons why this love turned cold,

' know Hou stole the stars at niaht,

The flame that flickered, and all its might.

And bn Your epes You hide them well.
From naked eyes, but not myself,

And everything will be OK,

The dreams | Lost can stay away

The glass falls down and there it stays,
To reming me always of these autimn day

Sl
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Shattered
-Meghawn Dwyer-



disposition
an excerpt frome drowning in cold water
-jason Milley-

thin and worn the boy stepped down pushed oy
the hawds and the hydraulic hiss bustling be-
hind hine hands full and wrestling with thew-
selves with one another and uncomfortable legs
quavering lights harsh pushed into his eyes Like
fingers like hooks and pullead him forward volces
pulled and pushed past hime hands on his back
and his eyes burning he placed his feet on the
steel thew the concrete the vibrations stopped voices
pulled into forms staring and passing gropina
and pulling gaawing Like cold lgnoring they
descended crossed the havdwood floor into arms
and cars flesh and dough spices and urine aleo-
hol all autted his throat choking him his hands
fingers long ribbons of flesh and bone crossed
his face tight ano ancular smecthed his collar
hiz fingers followed the Line of his heavy wool coat
and worked into tight pockets cold change ana
crumpled bills pleces of paper pulled out a ciga-
rette and a shining silver Lighter pulled in the
current his thin legs carvied him the air choked
with thick clouds of smeke heavy and oldl e Lit
the cigarette and dragaed heavily his eyes run-
ning the length of the floor ahead of him push-
ing past blue and aray wmovements passing
quicily with familiar faces the acrid smoke hit
the back of his throat pushing through the taste
of everyday and he pulled it deep into his lunas

he walked slowly past women and glirls eyes
straight ahead bedies tight he watched them as
they passed swelling of flowers and smoles white
and red black and gray and blue and the women
and the smells he made his way across the floor
still moving beneath him in waves to a bench the
Light powring in from the street burned his eyes
he dropped his cigavette and sitting down slowly
almost wishing to ao back Lit ancther cigarette
and pulled the Lavoe black bag from his shoulder
onto his lap and dropped his heast onto the back of
the beweh

—alowne?

the boy closed his eyes placing both hands over
his bag blood rushed to his face filling his eyes
with heat he breathed wmore deeply dropping the
cloarette ow the floor in from of him it still burned
the voice warm and close pownded in his ears as
L it had echeed through the station

the boy didnt answer his mind working quickly
or not at all he heavd the breathing quick and
shallow felt it in his stomach below his lungs like
it was his his fingers reached up quickly his eyes
still closed to Lloosen his coat anal he felt the breath
pass over him his body tightemed the aching
muscles bn his legs pushed nensously against the

floor

the flgure of an old mawn in ratted clothes watched
the boy through swallish sunken eyes his thin
Lips pursed tn anticipation he tapped his foot his
face wrinkled and frightened and hair clung to
his head in thin gray patches the thin black cloth
that veiled his withered legs was wet smelled of
piss as he moved the yellowed newspapers that
filled his watevy wool coat vustled crumpled his
old weathered hands moved furiously in his Lap
damp from nis pants his eyes moved furiousLH
over the boys bodu his lips quivering

—alone?

the boy flinched pulled himself tight like the
women that passed his eues closed his fingers
pressed white over the bag in his lap

the station rumbled again with another wave of
blue and gray that frightened the figure his eyes
moving quickly across the passing bodies sneer-
tng the wonen again some with other women sovae
with men some alone tight and {focused ignoring
the eyes men moved tn ellipses all hands and hips
bn groups angd seme alowe the figures mouth
moved furlously again but still inaudiole and
the wave passed in lond echoting

2-



steps thew the air was quiet o few smells rustling
again like Leaves but nething strong to hold

the figures eyjes veturned to the boy quiet and
away acrpss the bench epes in the aiv breathing
quickly through the rotten teeth ond flattened
nose his eyes working again like hawnds running
over the boys body over the shavp tight angles of
his face Lips ved and quivering woved strokes
dowin his neck and across his chest and dowwn over
his stomach like hands and extending over both
thighs and calves lingering tightly beneath the
oot eyes vesting and throbbing breathing weore
quickly more Lrbored his mouth moving quickly
now with oreath his tengue sliding over the sharvp
and jagged slips of his teeth throat dryy and wait-
ing he swallowed hard his eyes returning to the
boys child barely sixteew tall teo old for his age
thin lucid skin pouinding ved pulled tight over
sharp bones eyes full and bright and nearly hid-
dewn Lips red and open pulsing thick Lire blood

the boy shivered feeling the eyes unable to think
and his heart pounding somewhere beweath his
navel deep in his stomach tn his throat and n
his head his head still vesting on the back of the
bewch he tried to swallow tried to breathe but was
afroid the inside of his head woving in circles
and his Leas pounding stopped cold his fingers
white from the stvain released by the straps of the
bag awnd Loosened the buttons on his coat slowly
he felt the vagrants hands slide wnder his shirt
andl over his stomach and ehest he opened his eyes
pushing them away he sat up Lowering his head
and breathing deeply feeling the numb tingling
bn his stomach tight and his hands he couldnt
stand his leas folding beweath him ke opened his
eues tossing his hair back from his eyes and felt
free the station rumbling again in a wave and
watched ready to stand his eyes on the blue and
gray rumbling at waist level across his epes he
lit a cigarette and sat wp a Little further feeling
the eyes of the figure retreat from his face from
his body people pushed past close to his

bodly he felk fresh again Like a ooy he dragaed
heavily on his cigarette his Leas eager to stand to
wove to pull away from his head and pass ow the
wave passen

the figure moved closer eyes and mouth moving
quickly pushing out like the heat that caught
between the boys shoulderblades closer and the
stemch gutted the boys throat pushing closer like
a gowe holleving back at one ancther in a field
years ago tw the dayke and rumbling together Like
boys pushing on the grass and feeling one
avotiners bodies tioht asninst their clothes the fig-
ure spoke again softly and dragaing out like
menories and pulled the boy back frov the field
iinto the heat of the rumble

—alone?

closer the figures skin pressed against the
serateiny skin of the boys coat he heard the boys
olood pulsing through his skin his face red again
again over the face sharp and tight pure the neck
soft the arms and chest the shoulder slight over
the legs pushed flat and white raainst the wood
of the bench the figwre moved his mouth to taste

the skin soft and white he could feel it in his
mouth warm and sweet pulling in deep flowers

and flesh ang soap strawbkerries stinging perfunce
and swoke the figures hand reached over push-
bng against the boys softly

the boy pulled tight into the bench pulling his
bag closer to his body his fingers and eyes and
legs burning his brain working quickly but not
at all registering everpthing but wot reacting
quiet and frozewn and cold unable te move or think
or feel but just wishing to pass

warne soft flesh pulled over bone the breath hot
withered the boys neck

—alpwne?

yes the boys breathing was awieward ang forced



shallow growing quicker seconds passed when
there was no respiration at all hiz Lungs tioht and
quiet stlence and pulsing ved lips slip blue

the station rumbling again passed vaove quickly
and thew was quict letting the boy breathe his
eyes vestless for something rveal girle in skivts
men bn gray and blue trousers and coats long
wool cashmere holding thew away

——zdes?

Ljes eves closed amldst dark blues and grays the
stench of plss stale cigarette smoke heavy scent
like Last nights findings the figures hands close
to him the boy coiled purely animal the hands
riin over the boys stomach the acrid taste of the
flgures mouth breath pushed through rotted teeth
tasting of whiskey and cigarette smoke the hands
wrinkled and callused tearing soft skin as they
pressed over and agalnst draggaing Lire nails over
soft palpable skin tearing and breaking blood the
mouth moving furiously rgainst the boys eav the
words tnaudible blunt the savae horrid vipping
ripping through the hands Like

olass scraping skin then bone them seul soul them
bone thew skein dissecting flne bn fistfuls

the oy hetd his breath the shiver receded leaving
only bowne the figures eyes still raw his ooy guiv-
ering and sunken But further bn a4 wave again
Hroy meovenment thew Gu explosion tn rapld vibra-
tions the bells loud and the feet clamoring voices
echping through the station others came passed
stood still and stared drwlng the flgures eyes
away as if he were done had his {ill and felt his
stovnch beneath the stench and wrinkles push-
g out preguant but the bey pale and thin was
bavely bowe child stretehing out long fine fin-
gers vunnlng throwah his hair smecthiing over
his arms clasped together child even a girl so
Young <o fresh

the boy held his breath afrald to be alone to feel
himself the flgures eyes again pulled at his hair
and scraplng across the sides of his face bristled
kuuckles soft skin cutting fresh douah and flesh
spices the boy pushed away shaking off the
breathlessness filllna his tight lunas feeling
them tear into his stomach the muscles burnding

Koot
- Mezhan Dwyer-



A Dream for You
-Amandn Renee James-

I Hope YYou Chawnce Upown
Golden Flowers,
And Mend A Broken Heart.

| Hope You Give The Power Of
tove To Another,
Angd Repaiy A Life Torn Apart.

t wish You To Have Faith And
Believe In Yourself,

And Show Ancther Tp Believe, Too.

I wish You would Shave
Bverything You Have Learned,
So Someone ELse Would Do
The Same As You.

Elevents
-Jessica Helock-

The eavth gives me Life,
water cleanses my soul,
The grass aives me air,
Sun REEPs me whole.

The sky gives me strength,
Fire burns my heart,

The blood saved my body,
Time pulled it apart.

The rose gives me feeling,
Kunowledge feeds my mind,
The joy wanms my thought,
mtelligence is unkind.

The lawahter gives wme hope,
Happiness has beew Lost,
The expression gives me pain,
Death is the cost.



Fate
Jeremy Shrawdler-

“On, Fate, You Are @ cruel mistress.”

These words ving out from the earvliest of thmes,
From writers to kinas and garbage collectors,
You treat thew all the sawme.

Once You blessed a family with a beautiful child
But Lavme hey out of spite of her beauty,
Which was superior to yours

Mans you reaeabey 4 man

granked a second chance

To right his wrongs ansd renew himself
Ownly to curse hine with a disense

And cutting him dowia

Before his dreams became ripe,

Yes, You are cruel.

You are a tormenter,
Ruining all the lives

Of all you touch.

Auwnd they call you a Ladzd...

Lean say to You

wihat uou tYML(Lj are.

You are a succubus,

Braining the Life of all you touch
And throwing them away

After You get finished

Braining tieir soul.

| shall et fight you

Out of the spite

And hatved | have of you.

| fight pou to challeage You,
AS & Young man

Exposing his virain heart
To the world and saying
That t have congquered you!

Fate' Be not my lover!

Be may challenger,

Pushing wme to strive harder
Auwnd to fiaht for the dreams
That | choose for me!
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Top of @
Bopkshelf
-Carla
Cognioni-

The Heart, Mingd, and EOD{H
-MLRE SCMOPPEJ—

The Heart dies, Once full of Love
Awng passion, Now blackened by loneliness
And despair
The Mind drifts to shadows of friends and
Lovers, that pince were iaportant, But
Now ave like a blanret of snow Rissed
BY the heat of the sun
The Body decays, Once a paragon of
Youthful strength and viaor now,
As withered and fragile as a vose
Devoid of light
The Heart, Mind, and Body
Descend, linto nothinaness




P AM
-Jessica Helocr-

[ AM everything, and everything is me. My somg is absorbed into the wing.
Hear wee as | fly through the trees, whispering, calling, crying.

Opew. pour swmell, | AM the air, breathe vee.
Sweetly | give you Life, Life to the fullest.

Feeb it, | AM the cold that raises Your hair on end, the tingle to your skin, the strangeness in

Hour maLng.
be it all and do it well.

[ AM the strenoth of your bangr soul, pushing wntil it hurts.
Pain decorees everything. Harder and harder, feel the pain ripping you apart, push on.

Pain is merely a feeling. | AM that pALA.
[ AM the one whow You Loathe. Here, there, everywhere.

[ AM the sin, the temptation, the evil that makes Yow wrong.
It is good, yes, lie, lust, go o, all is well.

[ AP the deepest ocean in which You drown, struagling for the answers, the secrets of life.

I AM all that you are, we are all and we are one. [ AM.



AwaY
-Araber Hy der-




I Weep wWith the willows
Sennifer Stives-

I weep with the willows

we shave the same parents

tnherited wind as my soul

water of my aucestors courses as myy blood

| ane of twe worlds

one of Nature, one of tndustry

| see the benefits of Leaving the past
ant veaping the future

understand the sono of the Earth
to see her jowrney of fear

I see the weeping of the willows
Longing for their howe

[ weep with the willows

[ Rnow what divide and conguer means
Luwnderstand change vaust oeour

but, Like a willow | bend

bending towards the tnevitable
the crash back te Earth
trusting in my roots

believing in ancient prophecies

for now the willows weep

tears of r’.mmeasumbtﬁjoﬁ and trivmph
the willows weep with us

t have found My WAy home.

-10-

wWeepling Willow
-carla Cognigni-



Letter to an Old Friend
-Mtchael Greenley-

This day revainds wme of somewhere that ('ve been,
| stoppedl to think of the days of my life and everywhere in between.
My thoughts stumbled across your face and the beauty of Your eues,
And the way they touched my heart lire birds soaring on open skies.
You always Rinew & way how to always make me smile,
And each night You would ask if | would stay just for a little while.
Each night 1 would stay and you would Lay Your herd tn my arms,
Teaching me of Life and how to love the stars.
twonder if You still remember those nights, even if You still remember we?
And if I came back, would you be sitting there waiting by our tree?
If 1 passed You on the street today, would You recoanize my eyes?
Would you see into my heart and recognize my true disauise?
If You saw me again today, would You remember what 1 said,
About helding ow to this day’s breath, to breathe it in Your dreams?
My face has changed so much since the last time that you saw it,
But | assure Yow that inside there is still so much the same.
When ( Left that September day, would You have believed me if ( said,
That 1 wouldn't be coming home again, 1'd never again hear you say my name?
would You have waited and saved a place for me?
And left the porch light on, not taking me seriously?
| once said that everyone has a page torn out of their book,
And when they let it go it gets lost inside their dreawms,
They have to Reep it close te heart,
And You said that You agreed.
Mineg is like that song for me that you used to sing,
When you sang of life, love, and the importance of everything.
waiting for the day whew all of that would start,
My missing page is Life, love, and the absence of you in vy heart.
You set me free from Life whew everything was dark,
You stood wp side by side with we and showed me how to walk. -
My music helps fill your place these days,
I play in darkness to find my way,
t search for the light that leeds from Your heart,
Because the sound of my song is the sound of Your name.

-11-



[ used to think-]
-Father Michael Bryant

I used to think-
Makina haste aot Life done,
Endless rain cursed the dawn,
Disasters were always densons,
And the lonaings of the heart
Best not be touwched.
I used to think-
Patience was only a virtue,
ey stranaers were unwelcome,
Running away kept yYou safe,
Awnd the wandering soul
Needed fixing.
tused to think-
Pondering poetry wasted time,
The cost of suffering was of no use,
Nakedness spoke of sii,
And the vush of the moment
Mattered Little.
I used to think-
Kisses counted for naught,
The best in Life was wnobtainable,
Paventing came natural,
And the smell of success
was always putrid.
I used to think-
Life made ks own bed,
Cracks in Your character were flaws,
Mindlessiness polluted potential,
And the emptyylng of Your cup
Left You barren.
N pw-
| don't only think.
[ Teel, t want, | touch, t hold, 1 dreans, ( swear,
L eassaoe, | pass out, | swim, 1 sink, | marvel, t drown,
tpeel, 1 mold, | wander, t wonder, t serean, | cry,
t bellow, 1 lona, | hurt.
l open this head-full horsewman to a world beyond
ALL the thinking t could ever create
To keep me safe and sound.
The passions of the mind have become real.

-12-



Elephant
-Tract Badami-

-13-



[Mopnlight in our beg--]
Ay LHMM-ELWLCIQ—

Mopwlight in our bed--
He sleeps

whispering moments,
Dropling dreams,
Robbing my bave feet.

tavliaht bn our bed--
He stirvs
Tossing and turning,
Talking in his sleep.
The night is stolen time.

Sunliaht tn our bed--
He wakes

Swailes at the morning
And kisses me hello.
My sweet vision of Love.

-14-

Not Just @ Game
-Richard Brown-

Approacining the challenge,
And feeding its demands,
She stands before it,

And takes command.

Her wide eyes are focused,
As she stands on her toes,
She feels the machine,

Its wearness she Rnows.

The lights begin flashing,
The battle beaan,

The points are building,
And the excitement expands.

She bumps and guides,
Holding her breath,

She is playing the aane,
Like it is Life or death.

Feeling lickey but anxious,
She mares a call,

Double or nothing,

Leads to her fall.

Cursiing distraction,
She walks AwaAY,

Her mind is plotting,
For the VErY next alag.




Product of an Oyster
-Mord Stephanitis-
Bishep O'Reilly Hign School

HappY HAppY

I aw twirling with arms outstretched

A wew euphoria has Ridnapped my héart tonight
Don't tell me it can’t be downe

Don't say wounds run deeper thaw Love
Hurt isn't as real as this

Last year | was devastated

Pain couldn't cuk deep enonsh

Frienols were just not goco enough
Eagshells thinning fast,

Like an apple seed in my stonach

It took root

Fuin

I was at the bottom of the ocean floor when !
Caugnt a grain of sanad between my teeth

I didn't know whyy but you weve always there
Forming a pearl

Mow 2 minds form this bond

fnstead of one shrinking down

Awnd whew | spin b might trip

Maybe ULl get disoriented and stop

But ! like the way it feels for now

so I'll Reep drifting

Lbare moon shines time on]
-Jaime Verazin-
Bishop O'Reilly High Schoel

bare vaoon shines time on
sound less streets

stapgering skies whisper
symphonies of Love

black shadews woan throughout
still wings

I erush the voids that
consume my Life but
chocolate sweet bitterness eats at
my

soul

-15-




QutzAs e volverds
-Jennifer Stires-

QRuizhds me volverds

Gulzas wo te tendré en mis brazoes
en wiald otra woche Leca

Pere, estd blew

Porque tuve uad woche Loca
contiso.

En uni woche ma@wiﬁca
TUVE QVADY

me duele el corpzin

Pere sé que neeesitas a volar,

Por £50, il vidn

ha cavbiade miicing

Puedo ver flnabmente, Y

nnel crel que La vida es horvible

QRUIZAS e W otrp tievapo

en un diferente Lugar

e WAl otra historia

nuestro felisidad seria veal otra vez

La simfpnia de dos crerpos como uns
=ecuero La melpdia de su alients

caliente en i piel desnudn

Por wn mowento tode el maunde no Lportaria

Y ol pelo en el pecho
TUS MAANDS €W VAL CUELrPO
ML mans en su pechp
Sonrie

Y tus DES0S gn L Cara, vl 9Arganka Y wi pecho
Y tus ojos en YALOS

mis brazoes Y manos tocandote

mis plernas listos a abrir para ti

Esperé gue La noche no termingr

por La noche caiga

Y bavitawme a bailar la cancién de amor
Entro entre dulce suenos

-16-

yla realidad

que estoy participande contigo
dewnde el cielp encuwgntrn

el mar

LRULELEY A VerEe,
tocavte,

senkir tu piel
a ladoe de me.

Y st e tocards el corazdin

cuando tus palabras besan wi cara Y vl alan
Y sey solo para ti, para siemapre

Y cuande La madruaada vieae

@uizas me volveris. ..



(Translation)
Perhaps You Will Return to Me
-Jennifer Stires-

Perhaps gou’LL retura tp e

Perhaps ULl never have you bn my arms

v ancther crazy night
But, that's ok

Because 1 had one crazy wight with you.

e magnificent night

I had Love

My heart aches

but 1 kenow that You need to fly.

Therefore my Life

has chawnaed a Lot

taw able to finally see, and

[ will wever believe that Life Ls horrvible

Perhaps tn another tine

tn a different place

in a different story

owr happiness will be veal once again

The sywphony of two bodies as one

l venaennler the welody of youy breath
WRYIM DL LY nargd skin

For o weoment, nobody mattered.

And My haty pwn my chest
Hour hands on Y bodg
My hawds o your chest

! svatled

A your kisses o my face, my throat and

i chest

ang Your epes L Lng

my arms ool hands touching You
my legs reroly to open for you

I hope that this night never gnols
for the mightfall

and Lavites me to dance the song of Leve

I enter Lintp sweet dredns

and the rcatitg

that 1 am sharing with uou
where the skyy negets

the sea

[ would Like to sege you,
te touch you,

to feel Your skin

wext £o ming

and Lf you would touch my hear:

whew your words kiss my face and my soul
anol | am only Yours, forever

and whewn the moraing comees

perhaps you will return o mae.

-17-




sitting there Long after midniaht
-Riawna Johns-

thinking

as o shooting star passes

the rooftop, our howee of

cold nights- Long talrs- unanswerved question.

frozen flngers clutehing blanrets
mouths alive and warm with voice:
how dees it worle,

why does he feel,

the waste of my Love for hina.
trying to save ourselves

from ourselves

still

quiet
dreaming

Mournlng Mist
-T.). MeGough-

18-



Sarcophagus
-Jennifer Senci-

I Ligten to the sound of the respirator that
| npw is my Last tie to life. 1 remencber what
my wother always told vee: “Ellie, Life is so
unfair. You've bora completelys helpless, depen-
dent on others. You leavw to cave of poursels,
Leavn to love independence. As you grow older,
You realize that you ave losing. You die Like
You were born., completely helpless and depen-
dent on others.” She wanted to go quickely aud
she did ong cold winter night in her sieep. we
found her in ner frigio white sheets, as colol as
tine around she would be buried in.

L on the other hand, wasw't so tucky. For
years my health has slowly been failing and
I've beew hooked wp to this maching for the past
two months. With nothing to do but wait for
the daily “eare” visits from my kids, all tdois
reveeneber. How Lrownic it is, Tthink. (toor care
of thew and now theyve taking care of me.

while | think, | kinow where my thoughts
ave headed evew before they get there: Paulette,
wmy dearest, closest friend throughout wmy whele
Life. Paulette always knew what t was think-
ing and always knew how to mare me foraet
the restraints of adulthoed and wmake me aet
silly. wWhenever t was sad, all she had to say
in a quiet playful tone was, “You Rnow, we tan
connect Hawaiian Lei and sarcephagus in five
worals. "

My mind junped back to the day when
we were twelve, bored and Lethargic. Relieving
our wisery, we deciaed to play the word asso-
siation game. Slowly smiles spread across both
of our faces and in unison we'd Yell, “Sarcopha-
gus! Egupt! vacation! Hawaill Hawaiian
leil” each woret being successively Lowder than
the last. Bursting out in lauahter like small
children algaling over a secret, we'd aet What-
the-hell? Looks from our families and friends.

Paulette, oh qod, how | malss her. Froma
Yy bed 1 see the stars forveing ln the night sky.
They always veming wme of her. We would al-
ways lay bn one of our front yards at dusk,
even as midlle-aged women, and just talk, any
Rind of talk, our worries, excitements, and our
neewortes of youth.

Actear forms in the corner of ey saddened
epe and escapes its boundaries. Sitting up,
throw back the sheets that have covered we for
months. Wobkling slightly as | stand, my head
spinning, 1 steady my self on the resplrator.
Freedomd! Independence! | try to caleulate how
lona it’s beew sinee twas put of this bed without
anpone’s help. | can't remenmber. Tagoing the
respivator behind me, | slowly make my way to
the sliding glass door illwminated by the vaoon-
Light L muy tiny, wakenmpt Living room. | throw
back the glass door and faintly smell veal air.
Lonaing for wore of this deliciousness, another
tear slips down my theek as t beain to remove
my artificial life. Maring my way outside, |
smile. Suddenly Um twenty again, laughing
and talking with Paulette underneath the ovm-
wipresent starlit night, the pain of Life slipping
away.

( Lie down on the grassy knoll and Look
wp at the stars. A shooting star cuts Across the
davleness. “Paulette,” t whisper. “'ma scaved.” |
Lay in the dark feeling the dewy grass through
my cotton nightgown. | take a deep breath of
the ineredibly fresh air that ¢ once took for
granted and Let my mond wander back to the
days of steepovers, and swing sets,

and “true” Loves,

ang
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A Culture of Fatalism
-Father Michael Bryant-

Prostrated bn pilarbmage before an unseen
god, she had sunk into this position

of wanton wearingss enouah times

to taste the divt smashed to her facs

A stain, a blemish, an aftertnste

reered of eroded contermpt

for the culture who bore her.

The oasis of fataliswm lures its desolate
lost sheep tnto the thick darkness

of political vhetoric, filled with promises

breren and hopes styymied

Stigmatized into believing a flaming torch

guides her tnto a bed where wombs
are sheared away from her Life-source.
Ne wowder a paralyzing fear dispirits,

leaving little license to re-ignite
tomorrows tied wmbilically to nothing.
Her children watch as an bmposing
arm blocks the beauty borm centuries
cefore in humble villages now violated

with coke-infested homilies of trust.
The tanaible appears to be withdrawn,
detached from her vocational forces.
AlL Ls seew bin silence as smoking pots
billewing clowds of discountenans?

whatever has beew Left to drink
requires a contemaplation i the streets.
whatever will quench thirsts of faith
can only be inhaled through the heart
wherve God speaks altogether alone.

-20-
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A Shot L the Dark
-Rianng Johns-

He walked inte the dark apartwment,
kicked off his shees, and collapsed on the floor
with a sigh. tthad been aunother long day in the
office, with one meeting after ancther. The insis-
tent ringing of the phone drilled through his skull
and into his mind with the shameless pain of o
dentist working on his worst enemy. The
secretary) s voice, shrill over the bntercom becRoned
hiva from one office to another wntil his miser-
able day came to o close.

Now @ thirty-pear-old nothing, he spent
every) waking hour working for the company and
living a pathetic Life in the alameorous West Vil-
lage. Laying in the dark silence, he realized the
Light bulb was still burnt sut from the night be-
fore. A fresh bulb was found with a few stag-
gered steps and fumbling grasps. The old bulb

was unscrewed and discarded Like it had never
served any meaningful purpose.

As e began to twist the new Light tnte
place and replace the shade, the miserable corpo-
rate executive vealized he too is an eld Light bulb.
The company could at any moment realize how
burnt out he truly was and twist nim out of his
place. He would be discarded and replaced by a
new Lioht, burning brighter and sharper thaw he.
The radiant Light would once again shine on the
company, and the new star would be fixed in his
place watil he loses his electrical capacities. And
so he now sits on the floor in the dark, contem-
plating his Life as a light bulb, burnt and replaced
with a fresh one, and counting the steps to his
nightstand wheve his aun lay.

[Thowahts to ponder of a season’s changel

-Tracy Badami-

Thoughts to ponder of a season’s change
wind whispers evil; childrew fade.
Playful waters stand silently still
Reflecting nared tress swept with chill.

Thought to ponder of a season’s cange
Crayola leaves dance a paper ballet,

A burnt orange glaze blankets the west
Casting a tiow’s shadow upon autumn’s breast.

In ol man winkey’s bed thy tay

A June bug’s bride cast away.

Bitter awniting a4 uavters fade
Thoughts to ponder of a season’s change.
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Renewil

-Avaber Hydey-
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Treasures Grove
-Jenanifer Stives-

The world surrownding
Hot, muagy, humid
Reeking with the stench
Ot day old food

Lost will to exist

{ revaevnber the days

We'd spend Laying under the shade

of that huge oak tree
Revmenmber how the dew
Wwould soalz your shivt

Awnd 0{@ slowly

refreshing you?

lrecall running the

Daimp grass having it
Tickle the bottoms of my
Feet. Thew pou would

Twirl vee b vatd air
Holdtng we so | couldn't fail
Thew sitting having

leg cold lemonade

Holdlng your had

Down b that place of ours.

I wenk back theve

The othey dag, You ruow;
PhUs’LcaLLH You weren't there
g heart You were

Awnd 1 raw, and | riin
Running breatiless to the wind
Recollesting every past emotion
Everg YAEVADY A

Then t collapsed under that
Big oak tree

Closed my enyes picturing
You sitting wext to wme.
rneeded pou then

As | still need You now

And this tive | kRnpw

You want and need we too
For our tinees bn the grove
You've given me so much

To Live for

You've givew nee the treasure ovove.

(Lontitled)
-Davitd Kenned Y-

[ will fall bnto the concrete Landscape,

As all eyes leve this season.

cool stars dreava. b a velvet sky,

The suecor of infinity.

Her Riss is a fragrant green Douguet,

Her tapestry, A delivious and tragic thing.

A flawless cancer in my summer region.
Sad and suvaptuous, a dark light throbbing,
rRaln detonated oméwousLU,

. o whispering afternoon both colol ang ancient
Her Love was o season, vast and wicked.
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Thyee Doovs
-Avabey H(Ljdﬂr-

“Door nLomber one,

Muabey two, wumber three. ..
Pick cne! Ploke now!

which will it be?

“The first is the past

Full of ignorance and bliss,
Tell mael Tell me!

WL Lt ke this?

“The future's behind
This door nuwmber twe.
The possibilities abound.
wWhat will you do?

“And Heve is behing
This last of the three:
The present, the now.
So what'll it be?

“Take cave in Lowr cheotce.
Doy ond, twe or three?

The first matkees the third,
The thivd watees the second;
A clrele ts all it can be.

“Choose wow, chonse wiseLg.

Door ong, two or three?

Nuvaer ong ts aone, twe is golng
And three waay never be.”

Three Toors
-Araber Hy dlev-
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whisper of Love
-Jennifer mecall-

what had been g beautiful autumn day
turned quite gloomys. The suw had grown dark,
ang it was starting to vain. A cool breeze came
thvough the open window, playing with the cur-
tains and causing thew to dance against the wall.
The flave of the candle flickered, allowing the
light to break frow its steady beam. The glow
frove the candles was the only means of light com-
ing from my bedvoome. It was quiet in the voom,
awnd the Llarae oak door ensured ne visitors would
lntrude from the outside world. wrinrled clothes
were stung across wmy favorite over-sized veclingr,
awnd the bed was buried in pillows and schoolbookes.
Despite the chactic order of my bedroom, it seemed
ns though everything was comfortable in its place.

(was sitting on my bed fumbling throuah
old picturves and poems t had written. | was feel-
ing alone, so | sat there in silence. | opened my
nightstand drawer to get a piece of candy), but
whewn | did my fingers grazed a small eross on a
aold chaiw. 1 pulled it out from its corner and
stared at it for @ while. The diamonds in the cress
seemed wueh duller than they were when ( used
to wear the necklace. 1 revember vy father, who
wis not a religious man, questioned its wmean-
Lng pnce.

‘Emma, honey, why do you wear that
cross everyday?”

| swmiled faintly and responded, “well,
Daddy, 1 figured that if | kept God close to my
heart the He would help Mow et better.”

He similed back at me and kissed my fore-
nend. | kinew that he loved my mom and (S0 much
and that he hoped for my rmother's recovery more
than anyone. The cancer never did take my
mother's Life, because a drunk dyiver had taken
her life instead. | was wnineteen when she died,
and it was since that day that | never wore
the cross again.

[ threw the cress and its chain back tnte
the drawer and picked up my old journal. 1 was

intently reading about a party t weant to with my
boyfriend Robbie. thad fallen tnto a state of de-
pression because of my mom's illness, and 1 knew
he wanted to get wee ouk of the house.

“Enmanan, please come with me,” Roblie said
in a pleading voice.

tsmiled at his desperation. “You Rnow |
should stay home and study tonight.”

But you're always studying. 1 miss you,
and everyone has beew asking about you.” He
hesitated a little. “You haven't hung out in 4
while.”

| just sat theve looking at him, and then
sighed because | Rnew he was right. “Alright, Yyou
win. I'lL come out for a Little while, but | don't feel
like drinking tonlaht.”

“You down't have to...UU drink enough for
the both of us.” 1 shook my head and pushed him
in a playful way. Robbie langhed anad flashed
his boyish smile just before he Leaned over and
kissed me.

{ got so caught wp ln the memory that t
barely woticed the telephone ringing. | was too
enorossed Ln my own words and just stared at it
blankly. The answering machine turned on, and
then t heard Robbie's voice. | noticed how quietly
he spoke, almost in @ whisper.

“Hi Angel. {just called because | miss You,
and | needed to hear Your voice. | Rnew pou
wouldin't be there, but | just wanted to say | love
you.”

I smiled as | sat there listening to his
words. twas very much in love with Robbie, but
my father never really cared for hime. My father
was convinced that he had a drinking problene
Just like Robbie's aleoholic fatner, who had ended
Wp in rehab somewhere. | noticed how cynical rap
father was towards Robbie after the accident oc-
curved. A few days after the accident had hap-
pened Robbie cane ovey to the house, and I verwem-
ber the fire in wy father's eyes. t neard hiv
screaming, “You were never aood enough for my
daughter! You stay the hell away from here!”

| pleaded with my father to let me see
Robbie, but it was useless. My father was not the
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same wman after my mow’s death. He barely
spoke and he never smiled anpmore. Instead he
wouldl just sit ow the porch swing and smoke ciga-
vettes. Sotisolated myself too and tried to give
wmy father some space. Sometimes (would sit on
the porch with him, but he acted as thoush lwasnt
even there. Only once did he say my name, but
thew he sighed and begawn to cry. | felt so out of
touch with my father and with Robbie, too. | knew
how rauch | meant to Robbie, and because he re-
spected wmy family he aave us space. Robbie
stopped coming tothe house as often, and it meant
me seeing him less. It didint vaatter though be-
cause 1 had big plawns for Robbie and I, and t kinew
that he loved me.

Feouldn't stop thinking avout Rokbie
stnee he catled, so t declded 1 weeded to oo see hine.
When | aot to his house he wasw't there, so 1 de-
cided to take a walk. 1 Rnew my destination be-
fore I oot there, my wmother’s arave. When [ got
there | saw someone else crouched next to the tomb-

stowes. Itwas a young man, and he was sobbing
with his head in his hands. He was muttering
something wnder his oreath, but | couldnt wn-
derstand his words until 1 got closer.

‘U sorry, Emna. | am S0 sorvy. | never
meant for this to happen. | only had a couple of
Arinks...l didn't see your mother's car...”

His voice trailed off. ! stood there staring
wide-eyed at him in disbelief. tt all made sense
now, and his words echoed in my mind.

“Hove Yow, Bmma. 1 never wanted Lo hurt
Yow or Your mom, and now You are beth aone.
' so sorry, my Little Angel. 1 love pow.”

Robbie just sat theve crying, and | looked
dowin at the wounds of fresh divt. Wwhew 1 Locked
up t saw Robbie pull a gun out of his pocket and
stick tie barvel bn his wouth. 1 scréamed, but tt
was 0s if I hadw't made a soundd. The only thing
that could be heard was the shot vinging out of
the araveyard wheve vy wother and 1 had just
been bueried,

Roese
-Meghan
DWUCY-




Observations from Inside a Parked Cov
~Awdber Youna-

Feathers floating
flying on the wind
dvopping, lifting, swirling
Wispy white and gray down
all around
like snowflakes.

Heve and there a tuft of ainger fuzz.

A slow-weotion battle bn the atr--
the softest clashing

feathers outnumbering fur 10-1..

A tabb!j et
crpsses the road
licking red whiskers.

=i

Tiger (in pencil)

-Anboer Hqufif:r-



®alleving
-Tract BadmnL-
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Hntouchable
-Heather Ellzabeth Jones-

A gust of wind
A whisper

A cloud overhead
Untouchable
Awn apparition

A daUdream

A puff of smoke
nkowehable

A floating butterfly
A fistful of water

A past mistake
Untouchable

A love without pain...
Untouchable

- ey



Tidbits Dont worry...

-Jennifer Sewcy- My tears are smiles when | can't smile anumere
Can't express the love inside.
sSad eyes Kissing your cheek
A funger tracing “1 Love You's” Holating your nand i wine
Own a cold glass window that is myl prison... Meaning more than any | Love you.
Keeping mae away from you.
Kisstng...
Lonaing touches You...
Loving staves . 8
X
Carefully holding crayons te o e
\WAX PAPEY 0w Epitonnes, ToV 2
Making sure nothing breaks: :"' I (&
The Crayola, b

Mewmories of Lost romance, \ e -
.4
Ov us... \ ”

Swiling tnside
You tell vag 1'va the one and 'm Lost for words

No phrase can express how | feel. \
t think of grocery shopping with you. A‘l
Sitting on the dock, vock, bridae...
with You...
Everything...

Conversation flows Like my fingers
Through You hair

Laughter coming like vaindrops
Pelting the grownd.

Musieal romance dances on

The guitar’s vibrating strings
And [ wonder “WiLlL it ever end?
Pounding emetion enduring time,
Forever You and me?”

Worn out phrases wot sald
out of routine

But out of comfort,
Knowing that You still care.




Time Out!
-Megnan Dwiyer-

Flip a coin!

Bubble-oum, bubble-auwnm in a dish

Rotk, paper, SEL8S0rS

Eewa-meewa—miwg-mc.

rationally examineg the pros ang cons of the complicated situation and make the most {air and
Least harmdful decision.

Cowhags and twpiansg!

Dress wps

Put on a show

'PLald house.

Create a fagade and pretend that problems are easily solved and that everyone fits into a desio-
nated mold.

Tag, you've It!

Hide and seeie

Dodge ball

The quiet gae.

Take a gun and kit as many people on the other sicle as possible without getting caught and thew
You win.

Childven arow Wp $0 quichLU,
But thelr aames revain the saves

(Lntitled)
-Mavg SKhee-
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sweek sweat, bashing bodies, and howe
-rlanan Johung-

As | stood Lin the room,
wara gusts pulsating through wy body
ZORE Em/elopiwg aLe,
and the sweet shuell of cloves
prngent b my nostrils,
it grew dark. The band
took its place on stage
and the shrill pitch of @ wmicrephone
testing raked down vy spine.
Lyrics wailed from a tall,
lanky boy whose voice was
that of a pre-pubescent, acne-prone
twelve year oldd screaming as he ran
through a pitch-black haunted house.
Bodies violently shook and slammed
bute one anothey,
fists flew,
Llegs kickred
higher thaw birds b the alr-
Like can-com dawcers pin speed.
AlL the while 1 wodded
my herd to the beat
tapped my foot in
synchrony with the other wall{lowers,
wishing | cowld disappear in the smoke
of the cloves and travel over the sweet sweaty
bodies on a wave of
anguished Lyrics
guitar viffs
and drund beats.
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The void of the Maw
-Amber Young-

How beautiful to me is the fruit

Of all your countless hours of thought.

I have tasted and stolen but a few treasures,
Gquarding thew n it heart as purest oold,
Beholdlng thea in awe as the best of You.

I ase you, what of man is so tenderly revered
wWithout a woman’s arace?

The minds of fellow men seek to conguer
And crush the first flowers of the mind.

But |, v natural womawhood, saw

The sensitive places of Your soul.

They were a gift you gave,

I wnawittinaly, and all that 1 beheld
Rendered only beauty.

Did | abuse your heart or mare light

Of all that you held swbstantially delicate?
Bid [ Laugh at yowr cares,

Or feed poison to Your nungry soul?

If se. thew 1 did ot Love you.

But love you, | do,

Iw atl my obliviow

For You care wot.

vewnice Afternoon
~Gred Kecr-
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Wam,tf,wg and Wishing
-Carlssa Artz-

I wank to wake each morning bn Your arms
comforted by Your compassion
seduced by your knowledae of my ways.
want to care for you
put Lotion on Lour scars
wateh Your eyes close slowly Like 2
child’s, heavyy with the thousand things that
filled powr day.
{want You to lelss mae, Lot vy haty messy
ieself in your fingers
Tell we nothing mweeds to be downe-
no clocks need winding
Let me steady LMHSCL{ n the avws of
a man who wWoin't aslke me to be
whot ke weeds, out Lets e exist
as | am
a flame
A huwrricane
wiapped up tn a t’wud bodk]
that will come Linto his armas Likee the
safest harbor for mending
[ won 't call AALAOYE
tt hurts oo mauch
my heart’s like one of the wost fragile cactus
flowers cast amonagst thorny vibs,
50 Veﬂolg to be hurt.
ltmmsthewngczﬂshcawruw
down my) spine that made my blood race.
And it was the way you took me with such
stremgth and stretehed vae underneath the
moon that maade we crave Lou so.
AlL the wordls [ wish pour flngers could feel
all the tirnes 1ve wished
you could kinow the silent sorrow lying stiff
bn my throat like cold and broken teeth,
| wish you could hear the child that cvies in oy
flesh and wmakes wmy bones ache.
Lwish { could speai to vay fear
Lwish you could hold vae tin Your arvs like pceans
Awnd soothe what mp muscles revaenber.
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Swow Flaked Through the Window
-Father Michael Bryant-

Dusting the edoes
Of wy protective net
I becawue chilled.

hpossible to bmagine
In this jungle of Lush,
winker seemed real.

WALh a driunkeen drem
| euerled tinto the wondb
To find an lner warmth,

Visions of crystal stars
Danced tn oy head,
Landing on vy nose.

Could it be? was it truly
Swnowing b Maruca?
woould the around be covered?

Eyes would be dancing
In wonder for sure.
Glagles silenced

guiet stilled sleep,
A spine-tinaling shiver
Slinked up my back.

Tugglng at the pillow
A person of ice
Entbraced the palm trees.

A calming chuckle
was born amiost
This equatorial fantasy

PsUched bU O VAUSE
A new 0!0[5 was created,
Steamyy hot returned.

Swnow flaked through

The window of my world;
Cownfort was wine.
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A Modernist’s Déviwitg
-Chrls Kasteyr-

An authentic message wo longer conveyed,
His teachings undermined by hypoerisy and
hidden npendas
A walformation of faith resulting in feav,
Existence and truth unnble to be distinguished
Division and disagreement from within
A schiswa preventing unification
Anbiguity present infinitely
canmouflaging a gevatine good
Churches nothing but organized avaricion
Priests and pastors parading vivaciously
Attendance is marked by justification
Sening as an bnadequate junction
over-embellished structures, further alienating
And exploiting these most tn need
Believers blindly defend their familiarity
Remaining cblivieus to what it is they tecept
The Sabbath nothing wore than a moasquerade,
A exeuse to wear i wask which is divine
The wajority of worshippers daily brear a
sacred vule,

The new age oo flashes images upen thent
They also forgot the one about judgenment,
As thelr conversation lgnoves the few who
Recognize self-lmprovereent does net come
materially

-35-

Tumlral Forest
- Handp-

[ woke ko find wepself tn Timdiral forest
Hiddewn in the branches green
teft alone by wind and sorrow
Awnd conforted by sun and rain
For in Timival there is a patience due
To all who come b peace
To live a solace tw the arms
Of crystal stowe and trees.

(Luntitled)
-Dr. Stevan Davies-



Twin Towers
-T.). MeGough-

Cwn Septemaber 11, 2001

-lnstress editors-

it was r long day that wo one will forget. The tragedies that sccurved at The Pentagon, The world Tracde
Center and in a simall town in Western Peansylvania bookwarked a page in history and changed the weeld forever.
with hiwmbled hearts, we dedicate this issue of tnstress in mevmory of those who Lost their Lives that day and with hope
<o all for o brighter futre. May the spirit of creativity Lift Yowr heavts and give You & new understanding of what it

means to e alive.
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[where were you?]
-Carl A. Rose-

Where were 50u?

where was 1?

@ roons full of people my own age that had wo idea what was happening outside that room.
Not kinowing that people were scared or hurting

That people were dying,

That wmore were aeing to die.

That's were | was,

Alone in a roove standing open-mouthed in fromt of a television watching it all happen a second
tLe.

And then a thivd thue.

Aund thew again as the whole world seemed to collapse in a vaassive bmplosion that closed mouths
and spilled tears.

That's where t was.

knees hugged tightly against sobbing chests.

Hawnds shaking, struggling to dial phone numbers of Loved ones.
Sobs exploding at the sound of familiar voices.

That's where | was.

waiting bwpatiently for answers to the thousands of questions that surfaced throuah the
thousand different emotions that had never teen felt before.

waiting for the who and the why that for a thae appeared to have ne answer.

watting for something solid and recoownizable to resurface so that theve was something te hold on
to until the answers came.

That's where ' was.

Hurt and confusion held trembling hands with {ear ana denial

As hate and prejudice became twin thieves vobbing us of hope and security
And attempting to divide a unicn bound by stripes of autonomyy.

That's were | was.

Not Rnowing what to say or think or feel

Not knowing what would happen next

Mot lknowing if the sun would evmerge on the edae of the horizon to shed Light on the bewildering
cireumstances

Or if it wouldl just shine on the tear-stained cheeks of those left wondering.

That's wheve | was,

wheve were Hou?

-37-



INDEX
(AlphabeticaLLg bg autier)

Artz, CArissa

WaRALLAG AN WASHLAD .. 13
Badani, Tracy
LR PRSP
SR 00m0000a3003000590000909G0069ARACATONEAEAEAICICITIIEACOATA0IGAARADG RPN .
[Thoughts to ponder of @ seRS0N'S CRANGE].......oooiiiii e
Browin, Richard
o LT - et PSP 14
Bryant, Father Michael
A CULEAYE OF FRUALLSMA ..o oot ettt e et et e e ae st e eme e seesae e eaesnmseseeen 20
T B TN T OOt 12
Swnew Flaked Throuah the Windew. . s =4
Cogniani, Carla
TOR oF B BOORSNELE ..o et e *
MAZEEPLIAGY WWLLLOW. ...ttt ettt 10
Davies, Dr. Stevan
QLUAELEEEO] oo e 29 §35
Dwier, Meghan
a0 o P R 4
LS 0 P D PP 26
o T O SO S O 1
L o T o BT S P PO 20
creenley, mMichasl
Autuomn DA LT R S P PP PP 1
LELEr £0 A OLA Frifindl. . oottt eee e e e et ee et e aat st e snanesneeeee e e eanesemnannees 24
Hawndo, D.
I L T PR RR 25
Helocke, Jessica
L0 o S 5
U PP PP PPOPSPP g
Huyder, Amber
AL et N
TREMLBWEIL .. .ottt e et eee e eretee s s e e ta bt naaee bt e e reannn e eeanrneneeannnres 2
O T Y A S T e ) I T OO o4
THFEE TO00KE (POBVAY .. .vetiitcnretisiits s iestieteeee e eeet e e e e sae e eeeeseest e e e e e et ban e e e esanraeeern rmsesesseamsesen 24
WA BT D ermoorrorr s omormommroer oo O T T e R T IR OO T T e IF
_Jeangs, Anpndn Renss
A Dream for N 1B000000000000000005900009005530050GAECATATEICEAEETIONEAT ITAIIAAAAATOITICCEAATITCIEATII IOAIACEAVIARACIAI0 )

_Johns, RigwAn
YT N T oY = U UUUSUPRTt 21



Sitting there Long after mulaalolio 1g

sweek swent, bashing bodies, mnd hové ... e o S R—— 21
_Jones, Heather Elizabeth
LAMEDUERABLE. .. ..ot oot e et et r e e e e et e na e s aras 28
®aster, Cirts
A Modernists vaLnLt!j ............................. OO RU 25
keck, Sreg
U s commoomoasmesassasamsoasenasEsanomin0an000Ga00AINDRAONNAA00EEEAEEEE3AAEENATSESE RIS CESEEIAS9E AANCOAO3AAECETOONARCE 20
VEIALEE ATEEFIOOM. ... ittt e b a2
Kﬂwwedg, David
(T R 122 b DO PSSR (o))
Lynch-Binitk, Amy
[MoorLEGIE L Ler BEA-T ..o 14
mMeeall, Jemmifer
VAEAIERET B (LW acosnosomsossancasassaassosaasaansnssazsascsnasmssao6as aema om0 00000005 Haada0300030 0090300 AT R0 25-26
Mecough, T.J.
Y S S S 1€
T T 1T -4 2= PP 2
Miller, Jason
disposition (An excerpt from drowning tn cold WREEN) ..o 2-4
RAce, SAarak
Swnflower DRAPBAFEAIA oo ceecencm e b e s s e covEr
Rose, Carl A.
[\Wheve were 5014?] ........................................................................................................... =F
Scheppy, Mike
The Heart, MIng, Qndl BOOM. ... 7
.SEVLCU,_)eVLwifEV
S 19
TUBBEES oo et e ettt bttt e e et e s e e e e nn e 29
Shrawder, Jerevil
)20 000000900 0050000000006000560 5650 0 HEHAEETIECEEEIE00FEEEDOIIAOEIOEISOBOAETIEEAIDEAN00SI0EINONACE0ENNA0IGONEOEAOGRAA]CE0SACIBA0CT &
Swee, Mary
S % OO 30
Stephanitis, Mora
Produet Of @A OLSTEY . ouorerie et e e 15
Stives, Jennifer
13V WEK EE WILLLOWS ..o 10
Periaps You WL Return fo Me (EradnalBtlond . o, 17
Fe T L T AN s RV 2 L= U PP TR 16
2 L Ly PSSP OeS poacs
Young, Amber
Dbser/ations fron IASLAE 8 PAFREM CRF....c.iiiiiiiiioiiiiieeie e ettt 27
TIE WL 0F HAE MBI ..ot e e e e 322
Verazin, Jalnig

IBare MAoow SHEMES ELE BT . oot tiisirterisreeieieersessaeassmanemesaneeaeaeaasaanaa anams sbamnssmeeeenaes e nen sname s i







College Misericordia Print Shop



	Instress: A Journal of the Arts, 2002
	Recommended Citation

	Instress: A Journal of the Arts, 2002

