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PREFACE

This chapbook is the result of a collaboration be-
tween students in the AdvancedPoetry Workshop at
CarnegieMellon University (CMU) and Literary Arts
majors at The Pittsburgh High Schoolfor the Creative
and Performing Arts (CAPA). Throughout the Spring
2001 semester, CMU studentsand CAPA studentsex-
changedassignmentsand worked togetheron poems,
meeting both at CMU and CAPA for workshop ses-
sions and discussion. This collection of poemscele-
brates that collaboration. We all learned from each
other, and we're better writers, and teachers,because
of this project. Wehopeyou enjoyreadingthesepoems
asmuch aswe enjoyedworking together.

Mara Cregan, CAPA
Jim Daniels, CMU

Kristin Kovacic, CAPA
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Dan Bang

TheTimeWith Dad After Dinner
CMU

Now the object in the game
badook is houses,my dad explains.
My houseis a space
enclosedby stones,impenetrable
by your stones.Whokeepsmore
houses,wins.

Sowe play, claim
territory and make houses,
my dad points wise
movesunder the lamplight,
and we forget

that we are a house
aswe sip hot tea
with honeywatching
over another:
laying stones
sharing spaces.
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Sarah Nalitz

Fire�ies
CAPA

July brought �r e�ies in the darkness.
Fire�ies at dusk, after dark.
Catching them in glassjars,
cupping light in our hands.
Trying to savethe night from sun bearers.
The sky should be dark,
split opento the moon and stars.

We wanted natural nightlights
in our rooms
next to our beds.
We wanted glow rings
concoctedof smashed�r e�y juices,
vicious in ripping off the tiny bulbs.

I remembersoclearly.
Ten yearsago,
only eight yearsof my own.
Sitting in the grass,
swarmsof �r e�ies tormenting our heads.
I wanted to be an artist.
You wanted to be in the army.
I wanted to paint in Paris.
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You wanted to follow your father.

Ten yearslater,
We giggleat the thought.
Seatedin my car in the early morning-late night rain
watching raindropsslide down the windows.
Youre poking at my healedtattoo,
effectively inhaling cancer-causingagents,
mumbling about quittingsomeday.
Scoldingme on my recklessnessasyouvegrown to do.
Listening to mellow indie rock and sappyBrit pop,
we feel the needto be profound.

Its taken eighteenyearsfor an admitted,
“I dont know anything about life.”
“I DONT KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT LIFE
and Im okay with that.”
Weve�nally stoppedlying to ourselves.

I trace wetness,
it slidesdown the outsideof the glass.
Warm shadesslowly replacethe darkness.
This is eternity
This is eternity
This is eternityand after somany years
weve�nally stoppedlying to ourselves.
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Mercer Bufter

A Railroad Throughthe LonesomeValley
CMU

which I plotted out on my arm
with a red pen, left me with a nation
shapedlike a forearm; it wasjust
an isthmus really and not much to moon
over. I compared the plan on my arm
to a wall-sized map of North
America and realizedthis wasn't going
to cut it. It being the continent. Still,
when I looked at my forearm, crisscrossed
with veinsand rail ties, a short line
at best, it wasstill a beautiful plan. I walked
to the hardware store with my arm held
high, tingling, to buy rails, wood and a sledgehammer.

Benjamin Czajkowski

Wish Upon a Star
CAPA

It seemedsolong ago
the phonecall came
you turned red
staying calm asyour heart melted
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He wasyour beautiful obsession
I could only feel the power of love
wrapped around me
your warmth becomingmine for a moment

That night under the sky
your headin the cloudlessnight
watching shootingstarsstreak the black
wishing for our heart's desires

Almost drowning ourselvesin dew
trudged back,
our cloths soakedwith passion,hope
causingyour ice-blue eyesto burn like the sun

Part of me stayed
in the �eld with crickets
hoping for falling stars
in my backyard

We walked a mile
in a sleeplessdream
running from our shadows
and fears

I watchedthe sun rise on your face
Melting what you lived for
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Into your heart's emptiness
When you awoke,he wasgonefrom inside you

Did your wishes
cometrue
or did they fade
with the night?

Peter Burch

Timeon Skin
CMU

10 dollars, me, and a dark pre-teengirl,
a generationor two past
her gypsyblood, but still asking
youswant your fortune read?
still trying to turn hopeinto a formula.
10 dollars I hand over to her
just to test the validity of her truth
againstmy futur e.
10 dollars–two hours
of obtuseback–bending,
painting ceilings,
scabsof paint on my skin–
10 dollars and shetells me
within threeminutes
the exactday I will die.
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I look hard at the girl
and think how sheonce
wasa day old baby, one
day shewill wake up a raisin
old lady. I seemyself,
not asclearly asI imagine
shedoes,on that last day
on earth. On that day, do I
look back on all other days
asoneepic emergency
that quietly sirenedfor decades?
Do all daysup until that one
look like weightedballoons
falling from the sky?
I look and seetime on my skin.

Time. Call it a leper out to eat
your skin, without using a mouth. Call it
paint waiting to chip. Call it 10 dollars.

Tom Lascow

Teddy in Waltz
CAPA

Today Teddy waltzed
With scissors
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Through our walk-in closet
He madeseveralseriousalterations

I comehome
Explosivesilence
Still clings to the walls
You know,
The kind that makesyou feel
Deaf

Isabelleis in our bedroom
Shesits on the silk sofa
Sheis
Still asa pressure cooker

Her lips pull
Back form her locked jaw
With an effort
Like openinga bear trap

“Today your son
Waltzed into our closet
With scissors
And cut my clothesto-”

Sheunwinds her �st
Exposingwispsof linen, cashmere and cotton
I inhale
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Search the air
For a way to calm her
Sheadds
“And he got your ties.”

I leave
And the door slams
Behind me
Like a rattrap

I search for Teddy
While price tags�ood my eyes
Violencetugs at my veins
I want to snaphim in two

The urge
Lands with a crack
My lip hurts
My lip throbs
Like a midnight cathedral bell
Resurrecting the dead

Sothe past shootsup
Like a vengefulcorpse
From a pieceof 1960's pulp �ction
The past stopsme
Shestaresme down
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I am �ve
I tear apart
My stepsister's Barbie

The inhuman torso's
Dry rubber band
Snaps

It hits my lip
Draws more blood
Than a dark closet

My stepsisterscreams
Like an air raid siren
My stepmother's hand
Descendslike a bomb
Shedoesnot hit me
Shethrowsme
Like a tiny doll

Against the shelf
My spinehits �rst
And my heart pressesupon it

I �ee
Hide under my bed
All my cold hand can do
Is pick wool from the carpet
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Feelingdeaf

My vision returns
I go to my wife
Who hasneverbroken
A nail

I lie down on my bed
I seelike radar sees
The sky
And I seeTeddy
Trembling beneathme

Adrienne M. Dybes

the outer spectrum
CMU

black sweateron the guy who lives downstairs
black rings around greeneyes
Black Irish hecallshimself dark shockof hair andstrange

greeneyes
the kind of greenthe grassturns when the sun sets
the greenof dying grapevines
gray after they burn and die
crumble to grayerashand sift through the muddy brown

cracksof the earth
the brown of cold chocolate
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lighter than the brown of Guinness
a bartender pours into frostedcrystal pint glasses
foggedlike the window downstairs
the glow of a red lightbulb inside
the kind of red that bleedsinto orange
the red of small weak �r es
struggling to keeptheir crimson �ower lit
under the watchful blue of the daytime

the sameblue that beckonsthe neighborsawake
the blue of spring �owers huddled together
becausethey can't recognizeanother color
in the garden out front where the guy downstairswaits
hand shading his greeneyesfrom the white light of the

sun

Nick Ricketts

Vespertine
CAPA

The chameleoncloudsblossom
just abovethe mountain peaks.
We slither stateside,
the galebending around the bus.
Me-
distracted inside.
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The radiance...
Shouldn't stare too long
asApollo lays down to sleep.
Vespertineskies,
in the midst of blue-black, �nally
succumb.
Tunnel in.
Tunnel out.

Reveriesof you �oat
about Artemis' sliver of light-
Reveries,rhapsodies,uncertainties
fester.

Headlights travel in light years
outsidemy window.
Lethargy weighsdown the wheels,
slowsthe velocity,
asnostalgia tugs at my hair.

I warp doubt
like pressure to clay,
knowing I will walk through
glassor satin, barefoot,
as this journey sets
behind the horizon.

Every time I lean my headback,



“radF1036”
2001/4/23
page16

16

I hopesomehowit'll be your
temperatechestI'll reston.

I stare, glazedand exhausted,
as line after white broken line
bullets underneath-
Guiding me, like breadcrumbs.

I'm coming...

D. Feher

When I Drink
CMU

I want to watch
you comeand �t

besideme, to cruise
your valencedbelly

when tide pulls hips crashing
the undertow swellsin cuppedears.

I feel the seawithin you, this almost shore,
sipping currentsastride broad mahoganypiers.

When I drink brine, my dear, do not doubt that I want to
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be thirsty.

A. WennesdaeMetil

ink stitch
CAPA

dreaming in magenta
june seemedmore like a survey
than a surrender

if i had beenborn in a permanent june
ink would havemeant less

what is my skin
the absenceof color?
fuchsia-free?

it is stretchedacrossmy bones
and i think of pink
in all of the right places

i havefound texture
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Kate Figiel

Ritters,Pittsburgh's LastStop 24 Hour Diner
CMU

The 2am late-night-bar crowd stumblesin
catching me off guard.
Half drunk, they've come
to gorgeon greasypancakesand runny eggs.
As the coupleswalk by, I smell the
sweat-mixedperfume and
Camels'“Fine Turkish Tobacco”.

I order coffeeand toast,
take a drag and pretendto be indifferent
to the laughter and unspokeninnuendoes
that now �ll my section.

My re�ection staresback at me from the
“Best Restaurant” award on the wall.
Encasedin plastic,
yellowedcornerslet slip its ageor mine.
Sinatra is the only one
who keepsme companyhere.
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Angela Dickson

Forbes
CAPA

I blocked out the sound
of busesand car horns.
I walked
through the brown, deadgrass
and pretendedit wasyour yard.
A largedinosaur namedDippy
castsits shadowover the sidewalk.
I imagine it' s oneof your horses.
The oneI sawfrom your kitchen window.
and I think,
“that' s a huge-asshorse.”
I closemy eyes
and the streetsdon't havesigns.
They're long winding trails.
I look for you
everywhere.
I imagine everycar to be your red truck.
Candy apple red, windows tinted.
I keepwalking.
I keepwatching for you.
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Kevin A. Gonzalez

Music from a Burning Tuba
(LaBelleCaptive by ReneMagritte)

CMU

Beneaththe sky's orangegaze
my eyesshut to Magritte's burning tuba:

lonely metal blazing
on a radiant puddle, the dense
melody of smokedrifting
like a skiff into sea.I imagine
Magritte play it, serpent-hands
gliding through �ames, damp
embouchure a nurse
to the scorchedmouthpiece.
Music condensesto oil,
�lls the canvas
like a record. The stockedpalette
a world of note and pitch, brush
a dancing �ame-

seethingthe landscapeof a tune,
the orangeeloquenceof sky.
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Ben Resnick-Day

Ode to a rock
CAPA

Ingrained, sidesirr egular
unmathematical
in all but the most subtle ways
unmathematical
unlessyou know
all the patterns of birds and water
of interaction
then with God's calculator
you comeforth
like a potato chip falling down a chute

You are time asI am space
you strut around your forest �oor
and you are moving through epochs
your �rst baby steps
seconds

I could make a face,pick my nose
do a chicken dance
it might cometo you as irr egular patterns
from different outings
if you are sharperand more watchful than I
you might pick it up
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then you'd giggle,chuckle
moan in distasteor shakeyour head

Your silencemakesme feel foolish
spatial thought and concentration
evaporates

Emily M. Green

Opening Shift: Introductions
CMU

My coworker measuresa half-pound
of DecafKenya. “Coffeesare called
for where they're from” shesays.We're both
from Erie. Sheshowsme to grind
beans,asks“Do you know?” classmates

I've forgotten. I nod to names,
empty water from heavycoffeeurns.
“And the boy
who killed himself–Blair?” Into an insulated
thermos,shepours half and half, white:

Blair's facewhen he bungled
our �rst kiss in the church recroom.
I openedmy mouth to taste
his tongue,cool against the inside
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of my cheeks.“No” I give
her my back, push the button to brew
this morning's dark �avor: Italian Roast.
Behind me a wail

stingsthe empty air. I turn,
to hold her, in admissionof my own loss.
Sheraisesher eyebrowsat the wax
of grief on my face“only the cider warmer.
It crieswhen you �ll it.”

I �ll a mug of coffee,swallow
soI tasteonly heat.

Brianna Dunleavy

Improvised Symphonies
CAPA

Your �ngers dancewildly
over the ivory keys
with a fervor and life
all their own.
You tightly squeezeme saying,
You are my inspiration,
my sheetmusic.
You spent two days
trying to �gur e out what key I was.
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C Major wastoo sugary,
A minor too dark,
and another too red.
You said I wasa deeppurple,
�nally settledon C minor,
and played me a beautiful melody.
There time itself slowedfor you
asmy headrested
lightly on your shoulder
in the dimly lit room.
I felt I could stay there forever
surroundedby the notesof us.
Purity
and simplicity
itself.

Jonathan Grif�n

SilentTreatment
CMU

In the solitude
of a one-bedroom apartment,
I sit in the mocking silence
of my stubborn phone.

Is anyonethinking of me? I ask.
Silence.
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After hours of waiting, it speaksto me:
Wrong number.
The dialtone is sti�ed laughter.

RoseLandesberg

ThreeHaiku on Technology
CAPA

Microsoft 95

Pageglaring bright white:
This mechanicalpaper,
blank as if it wasreal.

TelephonePoles

Massivepower lines,
sendingelectricity
to televisions

Evening Meal in Cellular

We are all sitting
around the dinner table
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talking on cell phones.

JessicaD. Hand

TheFutureIs A Bastard
CMU

Time's agedspermyawns
Mother Earth spreadslegs
wide everyday, spills blood
into morning. Future emerges
�sts clenchagainstthe scream.

Zachary Harris

Intersection
CAPA

Carsare wild animals, burning
headlights,chasingprey acrossasphalt
savanna.I dodgebetweenthe vehicles,
feeling like a young gazelle
or elephant.

This is unfortunately
the time of the mega-intersection,
sevenroadsfeedinginto onespace,
sevenveins leading into the heart
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of the city.
They run by, piston legsmoving
faster
than they should, leaving clouds
of dry dust and oily air.

Shestepsinto the street; I bet
shewasa waitressonce,before
the call of the bright orangesheath,
the blossomwrapped around her
hips. There's a way shemoves
that remindsme of balancing
a tray, or balancing a jug of water
on her wet head. It' s raining; the water
just rolls off of her slick skin.
Although it' s four, the headlights
illuminate her like a �r e�y
in the dusk, a beacon,a �ashing
sign.

I wonder if sheeverworries
that the carswon't stop for her.
I look at her face,and see
she's set it asshewalks out along
the thin white line, a tightr ope
stretchedabovethe asphalt savanna,
and I realizeit would take a crane
to moveher from that spot, fold
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her arms back into her chest,tell
a treea thousandyearsold
to movefor a highway.

Carsare wild animals, burning
headlights,chasingprey. Shesteps
into the street; the motion of legs
and wheelsslowsto a dull roar. Fur
bristles, and enginesgrowl, but she
stands,an orangewall, an orange
tangle of vines. The carshaveto stop
for her, and they do, and resignthemselves
to licking their eyeswith long
black tongues.

jeongchan kim

half
CMU

I neverheard her comein with the morning
but noticedtracesof sharptoenailsand grapefruit. I need

to get out more but my kneecapswere shot
with zeal. I try to roll a blunt - for the �rst time

- cuz Orlando or India alwaysdid - the sides
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bustedand guts splayedlike Mexicoearth.

If only
shecould sing to me. Last night I bought

a gallon of grapefruit juice. My sensesquestion
if this is an act of longing. Shefed me grapefruit

with herclosestlimbs. I thought I could de�ne happiness.

I neverhad grapefruit juice.

-

This heart beatsunlike jazz,
unlike life. I try - again and again busted

and frustrated - too little saliva, too much
saliva, too much or not enoughpull,

my grip too tight or too loose.I losemy focus
before patience.

If only you could sing to me.
Maybeif I smokea whole cigarette in onedrag

things will change.I search my pocketsfor a sign
of hopeand �nd a dime with a hole through the center.



“radF1036”
2001/4/23
page30

30

A sneezetrickles at my nose.I look at the sun.
Yellow god. I'm grateful the day is half over.

Claire Schoyer

TheirBodies
CAPA

When I wasyounger
walking around the
playground I made
a decision.
For this oneday
I would carry myself differently.
I stiffened my back lifted my shoulders
and walked awkwardly asan adult.
People at some point begin to believe they know

everything.
You might haveknowledgebut showme someonein the

middle of life
with wisdom.
You can't know everythingyou must beopento learning.
After this day I loosened.
I learnedthat oneneedsto be free.
We sit on swingsand
know somany things before
we everwent to enter school.
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Emily Landes

In T'ai Chi, Releaseis Everything
CMU

An hour of rooting naked feet
to the hard gym �oor , tailbone
situated just so
nervousenergy
cleansed,my body
limp with cool air

only to be confronted with this
little Asian boy, a year too old
to be in the women's dressingroom.
Stomachstretchedacrossa wood bench,
arms and legs�oating. His mother calls
from the showerin Chinese.

I don't know how to say, Little boy
go �nd your mother,
play Supermansomewhere else.
I only know:
Ba Gua Zhang
Xing I Quan
and the other contortions
that haveleft my limbs empty.
On and on, my tonguebungles,
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stopples,
starts again.

He barely turns his head
but offers:
Nobody doesit like SaraLee.
Keepsright on �ying up
up and away.
I take a deep

cleansingbreath
stand just so
and releasemy clothing
onto the �oor .

Millie Gregor

Ode to Lemonade(Stands)
CAPA

Turning around on yourself
inside the pitcher,
like the oceantrapped
in a puddle.
I mix and stir you,
the tangy crystalsof taste
rapidly disintegrating
Even now,
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laughter is what pours
into the tin cup asI tilt
the pitcher to its side
and I rememberlaying
on the �oor ,
the air dense
and our legs,sticky.
Louisiana
and the child besideme
is my sister,
our mother gone,
for the night.
We lay on cold linen
sheets,previouslyplaced
inside the refrigerator,
now spreadfor our comfort.
My sistercries
out frustration and you,
my friend, are the solesatisfaction
for her sweatybrow.
Shefell asleep
that night
to the quiet hum of
You are my sunshine...
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Patrick Misiti

SilenceWith an Amish Girl
CMU

We were acrobatsonce,
Grandpa's barn.
We lived

to be bales
droppedonefull story.

I know you were there
in the rush of falling bodies,
in the cracks
and snapsof loosehay.

The smell of barn still hangson you,
as if you've spentan entire life
waiting on itchy stalks
to jump
and tuck into a mountain;
a volcanoof dust!

There's no room for love on a Greyhound
but I translate your eyes
and smile
and seeyou want
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to fall with me,

watch the ceiling's peak grow and
old rafters shrink.

You needto strip off all wool
and roll with me,
risk rusty nails
and broken hearts,

laugh with me and enjoy the sting
of a hot shower.

Do you know a showerafter hay?
The way it hurts like all goodthings.
A joke that makesyour lungs burn.
A faceyou'll neverseeagain.

Lori Horowitz

Arrogance
CAPA

held high in the eyesof authority
i pleasethe spirit of acknowledgement
and respondwith admiration
white doilies on moss-encrustedlily pads
�oating in my pool
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i whip around to confront the mirr or
collapsing in aweat
the creation held in it' s frame
drunk on my own spit
i am the defenition of beautiful

the essenceof time
springsfrom a water heater
rusted and tainted
implanted
in the concreteof my basement�oor
where the holes
are from drilling
where poison
wasspilling
and thoserats
weren't willing
to surrender their home
to evacuate

RUN! SAVE YOURSELVES!

a rough and jaggedrock
drifts out with the rumbling tide
to return to the wet sand
polishedre�ned
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i climb the hypothetical situation
you display to me
i dissect
and resect
�nally breaking away
from the pressingestablishmentof society
aswe know it
knowing that we know it
way

too

well

reactionsusually aren't expected
to spill over the brim
of your perfectly poured glassof milk
a washclothhasa purpose
stonesdrift sometimes
and without care
peopleslip
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Clinton Field

SummerGig #8
CMU

Halt. High sun, high summer
smack-dab in the middle of the street.
Flagshang limp without wind,
without the constant insectsting cadence
of the snaresto movetheir kilted bearers.
Children �dget.

We're saluting the oldest living resident
of the tiny town of Omro, Wisconsin.
He is onehundred yearsold.

I wonder if the Shrinersbehind us, in little
cars,mind the delay.

Behind the old man, behind his folding throne,
setback on the immaculate cool greenof the lawn,
is his white, three-storyhouse,
wide and deepand straight lined.

In the unseendepthsof the houseI canalmosthear time:
a quintet of contrabassoonsrehearsing,
the soundold and coiled and wooden
asthe instruments themselves.
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How old are the depthsof that house?
I suspect
crampedByzantine�ligr ee
on tight coiled stairs,
baroqueboudoirs �lled
with dressingscreens,
glassjars,
glasscases,�lled
with antique
medical equipment,
stainlesssteel,iron,
next to dark leather tables.

Elise Goldstein

Glass
CAPA

The post-teencollegetrash that pointed
at us yesterday...
“that' s two girls, isn't it?”
they had a party last night and
a pieceof a shattered
beerbottle slipped
into my sandal
while we were walking.
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It buried itself in my foot,
disturbed a once-silent
volcanoto erupt
and spew
red.

I didn't stop to take it out.

Your words were more important
than the glasshiding in my heel.

Eric Spaulding

Growing Wings
CMU

Halfway home,handscartwheel–
a horizon on my watch dial.
Nobody but truckers and my Mustang,
the dull static of darkness.

God threw me a life jacket once.
I watchedasother sank,
choking on water and psalms.

I've madeit to Reading,
where the preacheron the radio
squeezeshis words into a rag
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to washmy feet.

How many hosts,how much wine,
how many hymns
to get past St. Peter? My lips are cracked.

A neonhalo hums
abovean all-night church,
where the twice-born sin
and genu�ect on the dust of old hymnals.

Pittsburgh is a promisefallen
on water loggedears,mu�ed,
like the thump
when headmeetspillow.

I'm headingdown this road,
and I hear your voice,
calling me by my name,
telling me it' s time
to comehome.
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Sally Stewart

Case#207 RingNeck Pheasant,Female,Hit
by Car

CMU

Black clawedfeet kick, grab my leather-sheathed
hand while I pin its back to the examtable,

cover the iridescentfury of the blue-green
headand neck, the raging red eyeswith a towel.

The rehabsupervisorsnapson latex gloves,
beginsto probe: swolleneye,dried blood

on its beak reparabledamagefrom the collision,
but its shattered shoulderdraws the death sentence.

Supervisorasksif I'm okay with this.
I nod yes.Part of the job, I should

get usedto it. Sheplucks a few wing feathers,
exposesa thin vein. The needletunnels, pale

blue liquid plungesin. Secondslater
the feet go limp, the hoodedheadslumps.

I removemy leather gloves,
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stroke the bird's cooling chest.

An opalescentfeather loosed,
arcsgently to the �oor .

FrancescaDeAngelis

Bashfulor Beauty
CAPA

Asking if I could play,
wasn't hard.
The hard part was
the playing.
They told me I wasstrong for a girl.
I wasn't sure
if that wasa compliment.
I new that playing with the boyswasa bad thing to do,
they had
dirty clothes
and
dirty minds.
Running and screaming, I felt free.
No onetackled me
they new I would cry.
I was just the little girl from next door.
I wastoo fragile to handle.
I wastoo delicate.
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My mother told me,
I would someday be able to beat the boys in their own

games.
I neverknew what shement,
until I learnedboyshad feelingsand heartsof their own.
My gameswould be cruel and harsh.
While the gamesthey played when I wasyoung
were just fun and somethingto do.

Danielle Storm

Subway Series
CMU

Crisp air swirls in the streetsmingling
with the burning scentfrom the hot dog carts
and that odor that can only be described
ascity.

We watch the gamein the warm safety
of your apartment far from the drunken
crowdsof the bars or the cold wind
of the stadium. You reachover, put
my Yankeescap on my head,almost ashamed
that I could haveforgotten.

You whisper.
“After the win we'll leave.
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Go out and celebrate.”
You are sosure. I laugh
asyou pull me into your lap,
holding me there.

We take off our capsbefore
walking out into the night.
We're happy,
but this city is divided in spirit.

Hostility sparks in the chill
of the night, socloseto excitement.
On the subwaywe are quiet
asa man in a dirty brown coat screams
about the game,

waveshis handsin the air,
“the Metswere robbed...
robbed!” Othersrise from their
seats,joining the argument
on both sides.

You hold me close,
next to you
on the blue plastic bench.
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Linnea Robison

SweetMerlot
CAPA

I could drink
a thousandand one
vials of liquid bumble-bees
and it would be tedious
compared to you.
Your rhythm is
syncopated
your blood grenadine
Saliva sugary like
peachjuice.
You creepivy
up my spine.
You are terrible soft, ripe
red wine
fermenting in silence
waiting
for morning.
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Eric Story

Winter Fruit
CMU

Thesepast few days,
I've beenwalking real slow
and eating clementines
to passthe time.

I peel the skins carefully
and keepthem in my pocket.

Later, when I am feeling lonely,
or when I run out of fruit,
I can reachinside my jacket,
pull out old peels,
smell the stickinesson my �ngers
and think of summer.

I walk through the slushand dirty snow,
steppinghard on the clumps-
sendthe wetness�ying
in star patterns from my shoes.

I stand a long time
abovea sewergrate,
listening to the water and sludge
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groping around down there.
The noisehasa hollownessto it,
as though it were looking for somethingfresh
to remind it of better days.

I peelanother clementine;
let the skins fall through the grate.

Tony Rodgers

Rain
CAPA

Water slidesoff the roof
Dripping
Water
Tripping
And stumbling
Over it' s own gravity

Her mouth, open
Enjoying every
Plagued
Bacteria �lled
Mosscovered
Drop

She's pagan
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Believesthat sheis swallowing
God
Standing on God
Breathing
God

Sabrina Small

If I Am EverAn Invalid
CMU

My children sit quietly in the back of K-mart
while their grandmother peesher pants, stinging urine
stainsher lilac slacks. Thick near the crotch

stemmingoff as it nearsthe knee. It is hard to pretend
she is someoneelse's grandma. Eventually my eldest

daughter
approachesthe old woman, hunchesin order to embrace

her
and carriesher down the cleaningsuppliesaisle
to where I am.

My vagina feelswet.
This out loud in a K-mart
makesme drop a can of Ajax to the �oor ,
its crackedseamsspill out bluecrystalsand asharpscent.



“radF1036”
2001/4/23
page50

50

I take the old woman to the bathroom
wipe her off, hold her damp leg near the air-dryer

without calling her mother. The soundof urine squishes
in her shoeand I start to cry. If I am everan invalid
Make sure to cut my life short,
shesaid this when shewasstill able to drive
a blue Toyota Celicaand make conversation.

The bathroom at K-mart is full of motherschangingdi-
apers.

I seea red rash on my mother's inner thigh
and I haveto ask for baby powder

I am trying to concentrateon what this must
be like for her. I am not thinking this could be me.

My children enter the bathroom with newly purchased
pants.

They weren't sure if shewasa size16 or 18.
I am not sure either. I turn to ask my mother
but her eyesare closedwith the peaceof a sleepingchild

It doesn'tmatter, I say.
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Nick Hall

Stages
CAPA

I am leaning against the sandstonepillars
at the entranceto Frick Park,
my black coat curling around my shins.
I should be smoking, looking up
and down the avenuewith long pupils.
A new Saturn is rumbling acrossthe street,
my girl tapping the wheel,warm inside.

He comesdiagonal acrossthe street,
shadowslooselywrapped in an Ecko hoodie.
The handshakehasthreestagesto it
and the last onethrowsme off. I leave
my hand limp for it, let him guide me through
his movements.“Yo, could we dip into the car?”
“Yeah. You want a ride back somewhere?”

He leanson the molded plastic handle,
The overheadlamp illuminates his pale face,
then silvershis hair when he brushesback
the hood and squints at his handson the blue plate
of his saggedpants. He tells her where to turn
and we make small talk, I ask him about school,
he says“I don't know, man. Turn left.”
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Tyler Lewis

Half-Smile
CMU

“I, at onetime, loved my color
it openedsMALL doorsof tokenism & acceptance.”
Haki Madhubuti “The Self-Hatred of Don L. Lee”

Somekid I tutored called me
a sellout,
said I talked funny.
I kinda smiled, I'd heard it before.
Many times. He wasonly 10.
I didn't know what to say.

I usedto love my color.
Perhapsfor the tokenism? Perhapsnot?
That little validation protectedme.
from the white hoods
from the broken glassbottles
thrown at heads.

I wastwelve when I sawsomeone
shot walking to the 7-Eleven.
Bullet grazedmy ear.
Nigga on the ground. Momma decided
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to ship me off to a better place.
That is too vaguea reason,

you know?
Oncethere, I beganto love the me
that didn't court trouble. The me
that madethem more comfortable.
I cried my eyes
out everytime
I didn't defendmyself.

I rememberthe streetsof my youth.
It is not enoughto sayI've gotten out.
Life only seemsgood.
I sit by a window. The kid next to me.
I could havetold him all this.
But I sit there, and kinda smile. He knew.

Shalita Gray

Reenteringa Blurred Dream
CAPA

Silent vaporsechoin the air
and our handsvirbrate and slither
on eachother like snakes.
Time swirls
a mix of eternity
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while slow music trickles
through my delicate
ears.
Reenteringa blurr ed
dream,
but at the sametime
tyring to forget that your faceis aboveme.
Balls of fear are entangled
in my intestines
while
drums pound on the inside of my forehead,
and i lie on my back
acceptingyou with shame.


