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ON DEFENSIVENESS

BY INGRID MILLIS

PATTERNS OF THE BLEMISHES ON

YOUR SOFTLY ROLLING BACK

ARE IDYLLIC AND LUSH,

INSPIRING THE POETIC

PASTORAL NATURE IN

THIS LONELY SHEPHER DESS,

LILTINGLY, I WISH |

COULD SPEAK TO YOUL, SO

THAT WE COULD SUMMON OURSELVES
TO JUSTIFY OUR TUNE AND OUR ACTIONS
BY SOMETHING OTHER THAN

I'HIE MELODIES ON THE RADIO,

[TS ANTENNAE MORE FORGIVING

AND CONSIDERATE THAN YOU,
SLURRING, LISPING YOUR. PATH

TO BARBARIC UNATTRACTIVENESS,
AND MYSELF, DR EADING WHAT | KNOW,
THAT YOUR FACE WILL

AT SOME BREACH OF THIS ANTI-PEACE
RESURRECT ITSELF FROM

THE DEPTHS OF WHAT MIGHT BE
IMAGINED OF ME,

TO GAZE AT MY OWN FACE,

EXPECTING MANIFESTED EMOTION
WHICH NEVER SIIALL BE AFFOR DED
OR INSPIRED BY YOUR HEART

OR ANY OTHER PART BELONGING TO
OR DESCRIBING THE PATTERN OF YOU.
PLEASE FOR GIVE MY

BEING BROKEN BY YOU BEFORE

AND MY RESULTING INABILITY

IO LOOK INTO

YOUR BARREN PUPILS

FOR ANY AMOUNT OF UNEMBARRASSED TIME.
FOR I MIGHT BETRAY MYSELF AGAIN
AND LET YOU SEE EVER YT] [ING,

DO NOT WISH YOU TO,

[HIAT IS,

GRANT YOU AGAIN THIE GLAMOUR: Of
UNDERSTANDING ME.

% Jeen Oh

Sdern Convenience

. . 1

i eree iSt Y flight of stairs until they reach the bottom
1 artments, zoom past eve g
- leave and return to their ap
eir rush to le Ty y

R ern rush, and modern technology.

o . anS\Zter iiz)iff;l;:n;z?:?:}?e;n lf:ow is their own pads and their mailboxes. Oh, and
; 3 . ap: l;rtluldmg but that knowledge comes solely from the elevator buttons. Never do
et the vente;n flights of stairs or down the strenuous path. It’s simply “up, Please to
. mndu:utrr;”sfo level 1. Cracks in the stair rails do not concern them; their pleasure is only
nd “down, an .

EEg

I

® my level a
u in zipping through their buildings

! Bt tecord speeds to ensure they are n.ot
"t'.e for the important morning meeting
B0r that they will make their curfew.
- When mud is tracked into the
ding, it’s usually only children who
rmg the mud through the proper
at ways, up the stairs to level twenty,
v @ King lingering circles here and there
: ext to the beautiful scene of the
) binbow seen out the window,
pllowing in the tracks of the rain.
Wiy gy re the ones who wistfully wish
- the green exit sign on level be fixed or
jat the water level not be so deep next
partment 908. But the older
Sehildren and adults for the most part do
@0t Know what their own handrails feel
SlikEWhen lugging a two-ton backpack
all those flights of steps nor could
i€y describe the color of the decaying
ehon the window frame between
BVels eleven and twelve.
_ -. It is not as if time was
g '1i"ecessarily lacking. Between dinner

sand that favorite drama on MBC at SR
¥ 8 80, there is plenty of lag time during which one can properly give adequate attention to the sta

the course of modern
OutSIde one’s apartment, the same stairs that have been neglected for all these years. Yet

our lives coming to?
BREIECHION prescribes that the elevator be used and the alley be forgotten. Wha)t are v S
| How many stairs separate you from your apartment? Never counted? Okay, then if'y

fect number of steps
t° SIEP on every other step, would you be able to start on the bottom and always have the per

? u never tried it?
;to SKIP in order to skip the second to last step and end up on the top level? Ah, so yo

1,
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Taking the elevator rather than the stairs can be a quick and convenient way to maneuver through one’s
apartment, but it is not the only way. Why do you suppose stairs are there? To act as a backup in case of a
power failure? Well, yes, but they also exist to serve as another means of
the elevator to monopolize their lives, human kind would be in for some ro

Convenience, you say,

transport.” Were all people to allow
ugh times.

convenience is all I need. But consider the air conditioner. Another wonderful
modern convenience, you say. Admittedly so, but why is the air conditioner so appreciated during the summer?

Because it’s hot, you answer. Precisely. You see, you cannot appreciate one thing without its polar opposite,
and that is exactly what stairs are to the elevator. Huh?

you add. We cannot enjoy happiness without sorrow or
love without hatred. We need sorrow to compare happi

ness to and hatred to understand love, much as we need
alleyways to grasp the concept of Main Street. And that applies to stairs because...?

Very few people take the time to appreciate the dirty particles accumulating on their stairs as very few
use these stairs. But those very cracks in the stairs, the shuddering light on level thirteen, even the candy
wrapper lying between levels nineteen and eighteen, are sites to explore, the trademarks of the building to be
remembered. Years from now, the smell of CK flavoring the elevator will be forgotten when one’s linoleum
floor is dismissed from memory. Instead, the marble lying dangerously close to the edge of the stairs in its
reluctant path from level fifteen to level one, the toddlers passing you on level nine, and the glittering ten won
coin treasure on the roof are moments to be etched into permanent memory. One day,
buildings (or apartment buildings themselves) cease to be, you can tell your great-gran
surprises each level of your old apartment building once held for you. Then the
remember for your Alzheimer’s-stricken memory.

You know, I think I’d better go count those stairs now.

when stairs in apartment
d children about the little
y will imagine the past and

A Simple Love Song
by Kristina Rader

The unreachables, Love, far away
Born akin to cultures separated
A chasm deep, true love on display
Love falls with lives often fated.
Ancient grudges based on skin alone
new generations piercing deeper
True identities yet to be known
Pride of parents carves the canyon steeper;
Why shouldn't the heart rule over the face?
Hateful words fill the gorge with tears
c¢an a personality be summed up in a race?
wishing all gone with the passion of years.
Of lovers trials, the hardest is this one

but past proves vulnerable when love can
overcome.
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Josh

by Jane Lee

I squirmed with discomfort in the brightly-lit room filled with the Chatﬁe;{ngsﬁs\;ilgzﬁ|?nngdat
peals of laughter. Strangers that I had never s‘,jeen bc-:]fotre, i:gpzolsi(ilzt(:;yt;eaatt::d,_the -
me-and asking me questions about school, grades, w at co : T
With a stiff smile, I sat and politely answered the string of questl.ons, oping gy i o P

nd to this torture. Soon, there were no more questions to be af ed. Sl ‘
zsz:czeﬁzgdethe room, but was broken by the timel_y wail of a bapy: my dadIstc(:)Zl:(SItr;"ssgrandchlld
or someone or other. Everyone turned their attetntllon todthde Sc;:;:zgfrt;asiya?f

i rately neede :

OPPOI’tU"‘I'tSYt;SPS:deZt:::: ;fytzzar:)t;n;‘ntlbdueilsdpiig anZil sucked in the cool air of the ni|gkht;‘ filnallsyll;ll
could breathe. I was glad to be alone. All I wanted was 'to be by myself‘and to wa dalm eid .

i moment, I heard footsteps running up from behind. I turne .arou
:;Zur:i tl:lflglt)tgat::rtz:iling up at me. He had somehow managed to escap the wearisome
“family gathering” and follow me
out. He tugged on my hand and
pulled me towards the playground.
With a sigh, I reluctantly put off
my solitary bliss for another night.

We walked side by side
through the parking lot and were
occasionally forced to stop in order
to avoid the passing cars. We
walked through, around, and in
between the parked cars. My
brother began to run, but quickly
looked back at me with a playful
smile. We raced each other to the
playground. I let him win and he

i ms in the air as a sign )
g:r\lljisci:rls.alr-ieslooked back at me and laughed at my imperson.atlon of tthKZreagrn;:(rja;r:ﬁzzrme
who collapsed after he won the gold medal in the 1996 Olympics. He walked ov
s erTct;.oked at the playground: a sandy grave at night, with metal a'md wooden b.onisosrtf::mg
guard, the moon its flashlight. It was late and there were no kids playing on th:: swm?xcaSional
seesaw, or sailing down the winding slide. Only silence cou!d be hgard, excipt or ::()n -
car slowly driving by through the parking lot, hopelessly trying to find a parking sp
Saturdalys:;g?;d on the merry-go-round in the center .Of the playground. It was od:cljyatr)::jn;round'
lopsided and the green paint was chipping away. My .Ilttle brother pu.shed me jrccj)swn i
I tried to laugh, but my sight kept breaking and splitting. I was'movmg up aq St 8
spinning because of the way in which the merry-go-round Yvas tilted. Squeemgg thyr 2/0 i A
clenched the bars, fearing that I'd fall off. I felt like throwing up so I told my bro ‘e i : .

Quietly, he ran to the swings. Back and forth, with each screech of the rustm_g oc.r?)un(,j
rose higher and higher. My stomach still churned as I sat on the edge of the merry-g .
Silently, I watched him swinging alone in the dark.

9
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I wanted to say something to him, to talk to him, and for him to talk to me, but I wasn’t
sure if he would understand. As we were growing older, my brother and I had been talking less
and less. There was nothing to say, nothing to relate about. The six years that came between us
was only a part of the reason. He was living a completely different life than I was, attending
Korean school and being brought up in the Korean society. English had nearly become a foreign
language to him. My heart became heavy and the night became colder. I signaled to him that we
had to go. :

We walked home, my arm over his shoulder and his arm around my waist. As I looked
down at him, I saw that his head almost reached my shoulder. I hadn’t realized how much he had

grown. I began to silently weep. Tears slowly slid down my cheeks. Under the parking lot lights,”

Tunie Close Your Eyes
iy Dsiiie] Shitn And Listen To

What Cannot Be Heard
T di peg. by Merril Shin

And rea i 8
ch perfection. There are so many things I want to tell you,”

It’s too low. he said in a tone floating with attempts at sincerity.
Tighten it.
g ’ . WALLOW in your own needs,
That’s too high. you gerbil of a man,
Loosen it. always begg 0g
Back and forth, e S

for pellets from the dark-haired girl.
Until the voice of my string

Matches the cold, metallic drone of the tuning fork A B, ewegine..

It’s still not quite there. Read into my exhausted BAG

I call my soul

and

find the tragedy
you make me live!

Why can’t | get it right?
Frustration.
I wish that tuning fork would stop ringing.

[ know what the tone is. 1 h d
crave the words

Iknow what it is supposed to sound like. I know I am not allowed, I understand my need so

Then why can’t I reach it? give to you
It’s not too far, I've done it before. vor
] I do not.
I know what the tone is.
Idiot boy

I've heard it all my life.
YU ensnared in my demanding pulse,

the object of all my desire plays it safe with this little
But it’s still not there girl

And I am still here.

It is as familiar as the sound of my own voice.

Always taking!

never giving.
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Saint Patrick
by Patrick Chapman

On December 1st, 1980, I was christened
Patrick Michael Chapman. Most people just call
me- Pat these days, which is fine. My name
makes me think of inebriated little leprechauns
dancing Irish jigs in the heart of Dublin, so
whenever someone calls me by name, I find
myself giggling hysterically. Of course, I find
anything abnormally short to be hilarious. In
fact, one of my greatest talents is that I'm able to
come up with Gary Coleman jokes without even
thinking about it. You'd be surprised by how
much can actually be related to the li'l guy.

I was born with a dimple in my chin
eighteen years ago. It's still there. Every so
often Mom will grab my face with her hands,
shake it, and squeal, "That dimple is so cute!" I
can't stand it when she does that. Once, in an
effort to get her to stop, I tried to fill it in with
plaster. Upon reflection, I have to admit that
wasn't a very intelligent plan.

My hair is brown and my eyes are green.
While the brown hair is nothing special, I can't
deny that I'm rather fond of my green eyes. To
quote myself, "The chicks dig 'em." (In all
honesty, I don't know whether this is true or not,
but I hope that if I keep repeating it, they'll come
to see things my way.) Green is my color, you
see. When I think of my name, I think of
drunken leprechauns, and what color do you
think of when you think of drunken
leprechauns? Green, obviously, so it's only
fitting that my eyes match my name. To play up
on this, I've created an Emerald Empire of my
own. I'have a green hat, a few green shirts, a
green bedspread, a green lamp, and a green rug.
As a consequence, I've never been pinched on St.
Patrick's Day, and I always paint my thumb
green on Arbor Day. Tom Thumb, who is the
first person I think of when I think of "green

thumb," was abnormally small, like Gary
Coleman.

Because my father is an agent of the Drug
Enforcement Administration, my family and I
have been forced to move around the world
many times over. In my lifetime, I have lived in
Maryland, Miami, Pakistan, Tampa, Texas, and
now Korea. However, in all my myriad travels, I
have never once lived in France. This often leads
people to wonder why exactly it is that I have so
many..."opinions" about the French. Myself
included. As near as I can remember, I just woke
up one morning a few years ago and decided I
would start commenting on France. Granted, it's
not the most noble goal I could have set for
myself, but I'm proud to say that I've adhered to
it one hundred percent ever since. I think that
says something about my tenacity, don't you?

Not only am I tenacious and decisive, but
I'm also responsible. As the oldest of five
children, ranging from ages sixteen to two, I take
most of the credit for raising them. And, not to
be boastful, I think I've done a fine job. For

example, I refuse to let them watch Barney
(especially in the case of my sixteen year-old
sister!). So even at the tender age of eighteen,
I'm already a certified parenting master... at least
according to Slash, the local pawnshop owner.
Every Halloween, I try to force trick-or-
treaters to dress up as the Village People. I've
been shocked by the lack of cooperation. Truth
be told, the only reason I'm so adamant about
getting a Village People group together is
because I've always wanted to dress as the
leather-clad biker. Some folks might be
embarrassed to admit that, but for some reason,
I find I'm actually rather proud to admit that.
And it's that kind of effrontery that makes me
the envy of my classmates, teachers, and family.
I despise poetry. I've only liked one
poem out of the hundreds I've read in my life,
and the only reason I liked it is because it had
the word "taco" in it. Man, do I ever love those
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Loop 9: Mr. Dream
Author Unknown

The other day I met a dream.
Still quite young—just shedding his teens.
- Draped in the most flamboyant clothes,

Full of so much pride,
I had to open my mouth wide in surprise.
& . Yes, he was ambitious,
o e Nothing done by him was gratuitous.

I was him, tragically, at dusk
. Filled with such lust
For the materialistic maladies of the world
I thought he had forgotten his form.

But wanting all he believed he could be.

Flashing the most sanguine smile and pose.

L

:

The other day I met a dream—just shedding hlS teens S

%
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beef taco, I find the Mexican "delicacy" to be a
metaphor ripe with potential. For example, a
taco shell could represent man's confinement,
while the meatgléttuce, and salsa (which
representman’s soul) try desperately to liberate
themselves from that confining taco shell by
oozinggyt the sides... There's poetry in that.

I guess, when it comes right down to it, I,
t0o, am a taco. A taco filled with millions of
different thoughts (represented, again, by the
meat, lettuce; and salsa), all of which are trying
to escape this little brain of mine (the shell) and
be heard by the rest of the world. I just hope the
restof the world, represented by the person
eating the taco, appreciates the way my thoughts

GM 1999

Thoughts
by Fiona Wilson

|’ve become so lost

Because confusion has taken over.
't’s swarmed into my head,
Making all my thoughts

Come at once.

They'pile one on top of each other
Until sentences become lost

And words mix,

And all that is left is a

Symphony of sounds.

Ohs and Ahs climb on each other,
Each trying to be heard,

Each trying to dominate.

Cohesion draws thousands after
And it becomes an ocean of waves
That never ebbs

but ceaselessly flows forward.
They all pound on my brain,
Demanding release

So that they can be heard.

They march forward,

One after another,

Then they break ranks

And charge like rebels.

They attack.

Overwhelmed, | scream.

Unable to defend myself, ;

| sit and let the onslaught happen.
After, | am beaten and battered

And even more confused then before,

And there is nothing left to do
But cry.

A Reflection’s Glimpse
by Catherine Ghim

I see her almost everyday,
A daily reminder of
What I am,

A reflection sheathed in a
Cursed garment of life.

A quick glance,

A reassuring stare.

That’s all I get.

With the blink of an eye

I show her an opinion,
Mine,

Unbiased and indifferent.
I show her a girl,
Squirming to cross the fine line
Of maturity,

Yet still grasping onto

The familiar reins of childhood.

She comes to me one day,
Crying.

Unable to ask

“Baby, what's wrong?”’

Or hold het close,

I reply frankly to what I see.
Salty rivess of tears run

In and out,

Over and under

the wrinkles and scars

Carved into her face
By the cruel hand
Of past pam

GM 1999
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Raymond
by Yune-Kyung Lee

I took a bus to the park because | was tired of taking pictures of buildings, city, and whatnot. |
thought that a change of surroundings might provide inspiration. In my neighborhood there was little to be

seen but gray walls, gray pavement, gray sky, gray suits, gray, gray, gray... | turned away from the window
and stared at my hands clasped in my lap, until the bus reached my stop.

My first thought was that I'd made a serious mistake. Get this: old man (
stone bench (gray stone) chasing away pigeons (gray feathers). Look to the right: cat (gray fur) in the lap of
a woman (wearing a gray dress) who sat on another one of those cursed gray stone benches. | was
wondering whether I'd become color-blind to the point where everything was gray, but decided to give the
park one last chance. I'd stroll around for ten minutes, then find someplace else to go.

| picked a path after great deliberation ("eenie, meenie, minie, moe...")

Green, now-a slight improvement. Very slight. Green trees, green bushes, gre
turned a corner and stopped.

A Kodak moment:
A scrawny kid in a yellow T-

with gray hair) sitting on a

and set off at a brisk pace.
en caterpillar, green fence-|

shirt was feeding pistachio nuts to a whole bunch-herd? flock?—of
squirrels. They scolded him for more and he obliged with a grin. His teeth were very white against the

brown of his skin and his face was transformed from that of homeliness to beauty of any happy child.
Absurdly, | noticed that his sneakers were red and rejoiced.
I was afraid to approach at first, but | needed a closer view. | couldn

away and gawking. | moved forward cautiously. The kid spared me a glanc
"Squirrels really like pistachios."

't get one standing fifty feet
e and said defensively,

I relaxed. For a moment I'd been afraid he would tell me to go away. "l believe you," | said
soothingly. Why not? I'd gone to the beach once and found out that seagulls were crazy about saltine
crackers. Squirrels had a right to be weird, too.

I must've sounded convincing, because he brightened and said,

"They like pistachios even better
than peanuts.

If you ever want to attract squirrels, pistachios are the things you want."
I dug into my pocket and found some crumpled dollar bills.

| offered one to him. "Can | have a
couple?" | asked.

We made the exchange and | crouched beside him, trying to lure the squirrels to me. When the first
one finally overcame its distrust and snatched the nut off my palm, | found myself with a foolish smile
spread over my face. The kid was still steadily feeding them.

| withdrew and brought out my camera.

| took several pictures of the kid and squirrels and
pistachio nuts and all.

When the kid ran out of what I'd thought until then to be an inexhausti

ble supply, he turned to me
and said, "You a photographer?"

"Aspirant," | said. He gave me a blank face and | said, "Wannabe."

'Oh." He shuffled his feet and said in a small voice, "Can | have one that you took of us?"

I blinked, startled. I'd éxpected him to be hostile at the thought of actually being caught on film.
Losing one's soul, visible pimples, etc. "l have to develop the film," | said. "I've got to go home first. But I'll

come again on the weekend-" | stopped, feeling stupid. | had quit my job just yesterday. | cleared my
throat and started again. "I'll come again tomorrow at the same time," | said.

14 GM 1999

"Okay." He gave me that sunny grin and zipped off on a green bike. The squirrels scattered. Time
wandered on.

| showed up early with the developed photos; but he had beaten me. | watched his face anxiously
as he glanced through them. "
He said diffidently, "l think you're pretty good.
"Thanks," | said. "They're yours." " . _ '
He held them as if they were pieces of the Holy Grail. "Really?" He looked as if he wished he hadn't
sked, that he was afraid | would say no. " o o |
a | hunkered down and firmly closed his fingers over them. "Really," | said, meeting h:z t:iisi:sifz:‘r:w
He rewarded me with a grin and pulled out a rumpled bag. "You want some moré p ?
asked me. . . . .
"Sure," | said, handing him another dollar. | insisted when he tried to push it back n
’ ’ i e.
pocketed it, somehow juggling the bag, the photos, and the money at thj samer';mThe O
i i | bought out the good old camera.
We fed squirrels for ten minutes before ‘ f ne
i i i - bonking the nose of a squirre
i : i i hand, feeding a squirrel with the other;
series of poses: peace sign with one : ! s o
(who didn't appreciate it); hopping around after it bit him (maybe not a pose after all); a u
i ilm I' ted for the day.
have used up the entire roll of film I'd alloca . | ‘
Wheﬁ | said | had to go, he looked so disappointed that | subvocalized an apology to a friend with
whom I'd made a lunch appointment and said, "I'm hungry. Aren't you?'
He nodded warily.
"How about lunch?" | offered. "On me."
His face broke into a smile. _
We went to Pizza Hut, where he gulped down a pitcher of Seven Up and three (:]uirtgerr:pti]fya large
; i oto L
combination pizza. We talked about squirrels and pigeons and seagulls, eve; aboutdpead entlcasres
i : d. After his dad, he said. Who was ' :
Afterward, he told me his name: Raymon
| patted his shoulder. Poor kid. His mother worked hard to support them, so hedpr(:z:grr:‘ad no
one to take him to the park or the zoo. The thought came suddenly and | haltingly asked W e
wanted to go to the zoo the next day. - '
He shoved his hands deep in his pockets. Wistfully he said, "l want to, but youve already done so
much-" “ B
"l don't mind." | said. And without meaning to, | added, "I get lonesome sometimes..my friends
. . o . . fun.“
don't think much of going out and just having ' . i
" know what you mean," he said. "The squirrels are my friends. Danny-who acts hkela clowz :-nd
' . . H 4 n na m
Ralph-he's the one who ate from your hand-and Matt-" He lowered his voice to a whisper med hi
after this bully, because they act the same way. Then there's I.Dete... o
| listened as he seriously described the names and traits of each and every v L.
imagine ‘say Samantha ever being silly enough to make friends with a squirrel. One more special thing
i ay about Raymond. . |
e ?‘I and Mary, as bossy as my aunt...and the last one. | haven't named him yet, buthe's real gentle. |

like him the best."

15
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| managed to appease Samantha by meeting
her for supper instead, in one of those high-class, way-
too-expensive restaurants. After we'd eaten away the
edge of our hunger, she leaned back in her chair and
§a|d, Where were you today? | called and the phone
Just kept on ringing."

"l was out," | said, somewhat lamely.

She raised an eyebrow, clearly an invitation for
me to expound and expand and explain and who
knows how many more ex-'s.

. "l was out with a friend and | lost track of the
time," | said.

She frowned. "You have other friends, you
know. Some of us actually care about you. You can't
€0 on being unemployed like this-"

"Freelance photographer," | interrupted.

"Huh?" She stared at me.

"l like to call myself a freelance photographer,"
| said. |

"Whatever." She dismissed my words with a

flick of her fingers. "l hav i
. e a friend who knows of a job
. O ‘
P Job you can have. Why don't you talk to him?" She slid

| pushed it back without looki i
Ing atit. "I'm fine," | said. " i
remember? | have enough money to geton." s diedataymaniag
"It's not goin 4 i
going to last forever!" she exclaimed. "You've wallowed too long iﬁ this photography thing."

. .

I chan i
"Did yogue(lj( the subject. We talked about politics and current events and local affairs
no ; ; 4
within the | W that the black population of this city has jumped from thirty-five to f
€ last two years?" she said, brows arching elegantly ’ IRTSoTpereEt
| ilent=sti : ’
“;vzis.tsuent still a little angry at her from before. She went on without noticing
utit's not that bad, don't worry. | hear i
. J . there's an entire bla i
south of the city. As long as they stay there, we're fine." B ElEhDRme Someiare s s
I stared at her in disbelief. "W i .
. "What did you say?" Sa
i ! mantha had never been prejudiced
g : w that her husband was from the South and hadn't shared th J i
start feeling this way?" ed the same lack. "When did you

y y
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"One black kid," | said, trying not to sound too disgusted. | knew herson, a spoiled brat with a big

mouth from what | could remember.

"Not just one." She frowned, then quickly went on.
incidents for me to let it pass by. A gang of black boys like
One of them went to the same school and called him all these names.

riends with wouldn't do anything but go to the park and when my son tried to tag along,
"When these things happen over and over, you have to suspect some kind

"There were just too manyv of these kinds of
d to rough him up on the way to and from school.
Even this half-black kid my son tried

to make f they had

some kind of fight." She sighed.

of connection-"
| pushed my chair back and stood. "Good-bye, Samantha," | said coldly. | slammed some bills on

the table. "On me," | said, then left the restaurant. | took pictures of every bright red object | saw on the
way home in an attempt to remember those vivid sneakers. | ended up with three-fourths of the roll left

over.

Cotton candy, lion roars, screeching monkeys, panda snores...well, perhaps not the latter, but

without exception, the panda was asleep whenever | went to the zoo. | was disappointed, but not as much

as Raymond, who sighed quietly.
"| like pandas," he said. "They're black and white."

"Then why don't we go see the zebras?" | suggested, and he brightened.
en he confided that his mom was white and his dad had been black. So he felt

"But," he said, "I'm not pieces of black and white stuck
d black Kkids pick on me." He looked down

On the way to their p
a kinship with any creatures that shared his mix-
together with glue. I'm neither. | mean, at school, both white an
at his sneaker soles slapping the path. "l think I'm my own color—gray. | like gray."

| was dumbfounded by his declaration.

Someone actually liked gray?

How could this colorful kid, dressed in bright primary colors, be called gray?

Who picked on a nice kid like Raymond?

| found out the answer too soon.
A big black kid sauntered up and stood in our way. | absentmindedly circled him, still trying to find

the right words and not noticing how still Raymond had become. He let me pass but blocked Raymond's
path. | finally looked into his sneering face. Add: sign reading "“trouble" with neon lights.

"Hey, you. Think you're good enough to live in our neighborhood?" he sneered.

| quickly lifted my camera and took a picture. Startled by the click, the bully turned toward me and |
smiled blandly. Raymond took his cue and fled. The other kid snarled and stalked away. Aimost a waste of

film, since he was bound to take it outon Raymond later.

Speaking of whom, | found him gazing at the peaceful zebras an
waving to the former, but up close, | could see the smile was fake.

"Don't worry, he's gone now," | said awkwardly.

"The problem is," he said, almost to himself, "when you're gray,
" | said, somewhat desperately. Somewhere along the path of life I'd picked up the
happy creatures without serious thoughts to burden them.
had been tangled up with an

d giraffes. | got a picture of him

both blacks and whites hate you."

"Not all of them,

notion that kids were supposed to be laughing,
It seemed unnatural for this little guy to be musing on the same issues that

entire war.
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"A lot of them," he said sadly. "We've already moved twice. Mom's trying to find a place where the
kKids won't pick on me."

"Well," | said, "if giraffes and zebras can live together, why can't humans and humans?"

He didn't answer. | didn't blame him. It was a stupid question.

Gamely | said, "Want to ride the camel?"

It was a dirty trick, but a successful one. Soon he was bobbing up and down on the camel as it
slowly went around in a circle, laughing aloud in delight. The handler had an old Polaroid, which he used to
snap a photo of them. To my embarrassment, Raymond studied it critically before saying to me, "It's not as
good as your pictures."

"l hope not," said the camel handler good-naturedly. "I'd hate to discover | had a talent for
photography after years of leading around creatures with nasty spit."

We had hot dogs for lunch. Or rather, | had a hot dog and he had three. After looking at the bears, |
decided that we'd done enough. At least, I'd used up all my film. We parted ways and | took the scenic
route home, meaning twice as many gray buildings as usual; this time | didn't mind. Having Raymond as an
advocate helped raise gray's esteem a lot.

I wouldn't have been so cheerful if | had known what was happening to Raymond at that moment.

Later, | would imagine it all. The twisted expression of contempt on the face of the same black bully
(dared | suspect his name was Matt?). The resigned fear in Raymond's eyes. The impact of fist on flesh.
The blood, as red as his sneakers. The jeers of the gang of white kids afterward. The crunch of gravel as
one sped away on his bike. The quiet sobs.

We met again, you see, four days later. | had waited in vain the past few days and when | caught
sight of him, walking slowly toward me, my first emotions were of delight and relief.

Then'| took a good look at him.

Let it suffice to say that bruises show on all colors of skin, dark or light. The language of pain is a
universal one.

We sat down on a bench, never mind that it was stone. Slowly he told me what had happened. It
hurt for him to talk-his jaw had been punched-but he persisted.

"So Mom wants us to move to another city," he said very quietly. "This is my last day here in the
park. Mom doesn't want me to g0 out anymore, but | told her | had to..."

I swallowed. "Keep in touch, all right?" | tried to find a business card and remembered that | had
renounced them all along with my last job.

"If you keep on taking pictures and send me some," he said solemnly.

"Okay," | said softly.

He looked away. "Will you remember me? Everything?"

From curly brown hair to red shoes, | vowed. "Of course."

Then he dug into a pocket and pulled out a small bag. "Here," he said, pressing it into my hand.
"Promise to feed them everyday?"

"Promise," | said helplessly.

"And the last squirrel...can | name him after you?" A grin, a shy one, that hurt me because it wasn't
half as brilliant as it had once been.

I nodded. |didn't trust myself to speak calmly.
The clumsiness of silence.
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"Bye," he said. He got up and began walking away very slowly. He looked back just before he

turned the corner. | N
| pulled out the pistachios. As if a whistle had just been blown, a swarm of squirrels came out

: - -
scampered eagerly to my feet. | tossed them to the ground, one by one, and |dent|f|§d maype hilf of tl::
;nd over there, lurking at the edge of the crowd-the favorite squirrel, surely. | gave it two pistac |r3| nube.I

When the bag was empty, | started walking around the park aimlessly. | don't know why. May

was looking for another Raymond to befriend.
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The Initiative
by Eileen Oh

I have found that my palette is of no
use. In fact, I've permanently given up the
profession, seeing how the results are
ultimately the same as the monotonous and
dreary work I painted on July 7, 2257. That
was the day they passed the White
Initiative, thus driving us creative artists
out of practice.

Oh sure, I know what you’re thinking.
Your society would not dare ban all the
colors as mine did. But before opening your
mouth and shutting your eyes to the
possibility, examine your culture a little
more closely. Can you say for sure that the
populace cares enough about politics to know
every initiative does in fact affect your
lives, some more deeply than others?

I’'m the perfect example of the
effects of such measures, though by no means
the only one. Ten years ago, our little
nation was just like yours; probably still
is-free for the most part, protected by
basi; freedoms and an educated,
knowledgeable populace. We artists took for
granted that not only would our palettes
always be full, but every year we’d gain new
colors to add to our creations.

Then one day, someone complained.

MP Torez Smith insisted exposing
children to the malignant influence of
brown, contributing to the breakdown of
society’s morals. Smith just happened to
have donated some billions of pounds to the
slush fund of then-PM Oscar Delicaso, who
humored the MP by privately calling other
MPs with whom he’d developed bonds of
varying degrees. The result was the Brown
Initiative, which forbade “the tolerance of
varied shades of brown as defined by Act
55798 of the —————-- th Parliament” upon
“prescription of death.”

The Tanguage of the Brown Initiative
would seem to support banning the unnatural
use of brown, but radicals carried it
further. Declaring that “no one should be
exposed to the offenses of brown,” the PM
drafted construction workers, painters,
scientists, and other professionals and

craftspeople to either paint over or

genetically manipulate any brown encountered

in the streets. They even injected brown-
skinned people with frightfully high doses
of skin pigment to “blacken” their skin
tone. Teddy bears had to be quickly

replaced, wood became orange, and all people

were injected with an enzyme complex to turn
their feces gray. Additionally, the concept
of brown was destroyed. Any existing works
using brown or shades thereof would be
edited, with “—————— ” signs used in their
stead. Furthermore, writers were strictly
forbidden to use the terms or otherwise
elicit any remembrance in those who had
previously known the color. The sole
exception Tay in the Brown Initiative.

If people had spoken up and
challenged the ban of brown, the process of
aggregate centralization might have stopped
there. Other colors probably wouldn’t have
been banned and certainly the government
would not have morphed from a democratic
union to one more closely representing mind
control and thought suppression.

But people were already experiencing
a milder-though equally potent—form of mind
control. Each household made purchases,
contacted other households and businesses,
was told the news, searched public records,
and amused itself by means of “the box.” And
while this teleportal was a convenient form
of efficient news delivery, communication,
interactivity, and entertainment, its mass
approach also took on a brainwashing effect.

Large conglomerates controlling the
mind feed wanted very much to create a
homogeneous blend of box users. Seeing how
it was in their best interests to support
the Brown Initiative, their coverage of the
event was spared no expense. The initiative
dominated every moment of news coverage, for
even when seemingly separate news events
were covered, cross-references were
frequently made to drill into every viewer’s
mind: “Brown Initiative-good.” It was by
using every known technique of mind control
that they were ultimately successful in
manipulating the minds of those around me. I

myself almost fell prey to their mismanaged
influences.
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You’re probably wondering why the
media, as the mass of conglomerates is often
called even today, would so much want to
turn the audience into a collection of
soulless, unthinking bodies. Well, I found
out quite by chance one day that the media
was-controlled by robots; it’s a fact no one
is supposed to know. They were obviously
trying to create a society in which they’d
have a better chance at ruling.

Our infamous Brown Initiative really
was a test set up by the government. When no
one complained, it assumed full control of
the dispersal of other colors. And once
parliament had ridden our nation of brown,
it sought to play the role of god by taking
away from sight the color purple. The
rationale behind this move was that it ;
“frivolously flaunted its brash futility” in
the face of the nation’s ongoing “economic
upheaval.” However I obtained a copy of the
official economic report, risking public
knowledge of my existence. When I found
that the economy was doing more than well, I
wondered why the government would 1lie.

I was helpless to save purple. I sent
my petitions through anonymous means and had
my efforts promptly rejected. This scenario
repeated itself as, color by color, I Tlost
more tools to Delicaso’s golden pen. But
upon hearing that red, along with y§11ow and
blue, was to be dismissed from service 1n
the Primary Initiative, I stormed into one
of Parliament’s sessions and demanded an
issue of cessation on all color initiatives.

Coldly, they said to me the words I
would have forgotten had I not written them
down. “It is because of our responsibility
to the welfare of the people that we pass
these laws. Time has not acted favorably to
secure for future generations the promise of
the better life inscribed in Thomas

Jefferson’s famous Declaration of our sister
nation: A1l of mankind has the right to
expect ‘life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness.’ By sending these colors packing,
we insure no person shall have to stand up
to such impossible standards of beauty,
intelligence, temperance, and depth of
character as demonstrated by these fine
fellows. Thus we will rid the world of hate,

war, infidelity, and the time-honored
emotion of jealousy. We will forcibly make
this world color-blind. Martin Luther King,
Jr.’s dream will be realized. No longer will
man cheat on his wife, or vice-versa, as all
people will Took similar, act similarly, and
be, in essence, the same. All shall be
equal; all shall be free.”

I didn’t say their arguments made a
whole lot of sense.

But just as I was about to point out
the flaws in their justification, a 1ow1¥
security guard half-dragged me to a holding
cell for crimes against humanity, namely
disrupting Parliament and-horror of
horrors!-showing myself in public. And at
that moment, my red was lost. ]

My running tally up until this point
showed that I could not use brown, purple,
orange, pink, green, yellow, red, anq blue
to express my emotions through painting, nor
could I use any combinations of these
colors. The world reverted to two shades,
which were not even official colors.

In theory I might be persuaded to say
the policy was good. Instead of a complex
and emotionally straining world of c91ors,
only the gray, black, and white portions
remained. But the moralists would not stay
satisfied with injecting or otherwise
manipulating every 1living organism and
painting the objects. They insisted that
combining black and white was a dangerous
process, with the result having already been
noted, in the form of “corruption.” The¥
heralded the coming of the Absolutes, with
room enough for no one to hide. That time,
they said, could come only with the removal
of either black or white. .

The Parliament had had enough by this
point. Instead of going on a power tri?, as
I figured most of them would, and passing
the last Initiative, they staged what came

to be known as the Great Mess. Half of them
died by their own hands before the end.of
the debate, and the others never made it out
of the room. I obtained tape copies of the
cameras’ views and from what I could teT],
it was a ghastly death. Spasms were taking
place all over the floor of the grand'h§11.
Those not affected at the onset, terrified
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by this unpredicted turn of events, ran to
the doors and found them bolted shut. How
wide their eyes opened and how loud were
their screams! With their backs to the door,
they pressed themselves along the walls,
desperately fumbling for any means of
escape. But the agent, apparently spreading
through the air, caught them on the ground,
begging for their very lives. The great
equalizer triumphed.

The John C. Craiggs Memorial Center,
home of the now-defunct Parliament, resisted
conflagration. After two measly attempts to
burn it to ashes, the new Moralist
government used a non-atomic bomb to crack
it. Absolute Stone Hall, the renamed Prime
Minister’s office (he mysteriously took a
vacation and never returned), housed the
offices of the Absolute Nos. 1, 2, and 3.
From that point on, 1ife never was the same.

No one voted the Moralists into
power. They simply responded to a vacuum,
filled it, then started pumping our heads
with their ideals. And while the Parliament
had been 1iberal, the new Moralists were
beyond radical and extreme. They made the
ParTliament look quite gentle and doting.

White was the first thing to go. From
that day forward, I could only paint with
black on black media. No matter how I
changed the layering or brushstrokes of my

black compositions, they
never differed from the
previous or next

me also received their
final injections, to cure

they possessed, as the
Moralist doctor called it.
Not having any color but
black, our boxes were
silent, our books were

anything needing contrast
for clarification. I
chucked my last pot of
black paint, along with my
brushes and black painting
surfaces, out of my window
last week. A “hey!” could
be heard from the outside, but I paid it no
mind.

The government also began executing
people who painted with colors using paint
pots that had survived the frequent searches
of private property or otherwise tolerated
“the varied shades of” forbidden colors. At
first, these criminals, deemed “traitors” by
the Moralists, were marched in front of
squads of soldiers who started first at non-
vital organs, then moved very slowly to the
more essential ones. And these were the
lucky ones. After the Moralists realized no
one'was learning from the screams and
offenders were increasing in number, they
took to using more extreme punishments.
Their brilliant ideas led them to use toxic
gas and they forcibly herded us to large
gathering areas to watch those who had been
caught. I couldn’t help noticing that their
deaths and their reactions to them
paralleled those of the Parliament’s.

Ten thousand civilian casualties 1in
three days of extermination techniques. The
Moralists murdered them in plain sight in
one of the darkest acts of the Moralist
government. The aboriginal people in this
nation had unique genes that rejected
pigment supplements, thus rendering their
pigmentation the same as it had always been.
The old Parliament had been content to
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compositions. Those around

the “malady of skin color”

ashes, and we could not do

separate them from the rest of the
population so as to prevent our seeing such
colors, but the Moralists had apparently
needed the land for something else. And
seeing how the murders were last week, I
feared for my 1ife and future that which lay
ahead.
But the wonder of the wait has

ceased. The official word has come from the
mouth of the Moralist leader, Heml Cross,
that we will be shipped underground tomorrow
afternoon. Of course, it will cease to be
afternoon for us as we will spend the rest
of our lives below the surface. I was
appalled when I Tearned that all 30 million
of us would be forced to 1ive underground,
where we cannot see the light of day, be it
orange, red, blue, yellow, purple, green, or
white. We will have only black. A1l will be
dark; days will not exist,
nor will pleasure, pain, or
emotion as we are to Tive
1ike common burrowing
animals with the mass
control techniques still in
place. They tell us we will
finally be colorblind,
free, and equal. Even our
eyes cause problems for the
Moralists, who want nothing
but pure blackness. In the
darkness of the
underground, our blood will
cease to appear red and our
eyes will not be white and
another color, our veins
will not be blue, our teeth
will not be white, nor will
our skin flush red. We will
be without sight.

T suppose humans would reproduce as
normal down there and raise children Tike
moles. But I was thinking it over, and it
appears that a normal day would most
probably be something Tike this:

We would awake whenever we wished.
Our food would, of course, have to be
scrounged from our dark surroundings, full
of crawling black creatures. As we’d be 100
feet below the surface, no plants would be
available. Every once in a while, I suppose,

e A e

we’d come across an animal that has burrowed

down quite far, and we’d have a pleasant
time eating raw flesh. But there would not
be much to do. Forget the economy. Having
only the comfort of Targe sterile dark room
and paved tunnels, escape would not be
possible.

It concerns me that we will not be
able to remember in writing or read tales,
history, and 1ife. Lessons learned in past
periods must either be known or such
mistakes shall inevitably be repeated. I
imagine people will be bored. Besides
recounting past lives, there would not be
much to do except reproduce and raise
children in the dark, oppressive atmosphere.
If I could reproduce, however, I would never
subject a being to such horrid conditions.

I have considered escaping and

attempting to flee to another nation where
such restrictive laws do not exist. But were
I to be caught, my unique programming could
be manipulated to the extent that I might be
used to further the Moralists’ ways. At Fhe
very least, I would lose control of my mind.
And much as I would 1ike to taste true e
freedom, I cannot allow my special abilities
to fall into the hands of the government to
which I consecrate so much. Protecting m¥
intellect is my sole responsibility outside
of not allowing anyone to see me.
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If you are reading this, it must mean
the Moralists were conquered and the people
freed. Or perhaps your government found
landmass devoid of any people and decided to
take it. If such is the case, I hope you can
be good enough to free the virtual slaves
under the surface. Those who have not died
of boredom must surely still be reproducing
underneath.

I do not know what sort of life you
are living-for all I know, the people of my
country may have revolted. But I am
satisfied with my existence for the most
part. I am a rather unique work, if I do say
so myself. My creator’s name I cannot write,
however, for fear that if the Moralists find
this, she shall not survive to emerge from
the underground. And now, for the 1ast'time,
for added emphasis, I'd 1ike to end with

Kalbi (Korean Beef)
by Albert Suh

In the smoke filled atmosphere,

my family enjoys dinner at the Kalbi Restaurant.
First comes the sound of the lady slicing the beef
on to the hot -

burning gold plate, .

the slicing, clean and soft like a paper-cut.

Then lands each chunk of beef onto the plate,
and quickly it boils itself
spewing out the bubbly grease inside.

The frying of the tasty meat

turns quickly the red spots into a rich brown,
burning some parts slightly black,

bringing joyful anticipation.

| pick up a green leaf,

and a piece of lettuce, forming a double layer,
with a piece of warm meat between,

covered with an orange, spicy bean sauce.

The beef enters my mouth,
and | crunch down madly on the lettuce,
while flavor squirts out to fill my mouth completely.

BROWN! WHITE! BLUE! RED! GREEN! PURPLE!
YELLOW! ORANGE! PINK! But I hate black.

*Editor’s note: This narrative was found in
present day England and was printed on
papyrus contained in a sealed capsule, Tying
in some rubbish believed to have been used
to build computational devices among which
was found an archaic processing chip
inscribed with six identifiable Tletters:
“A.I.N.T.E.L.” Carbon-14 dating has shown
that the youngest bones below the surface in
crude tunnels were 234 years old while the
oldest were 236. As for the year 2257 (the
only date in the story), our scientists have
used old calendars to determine it was
approximately 236 years ago. The story was
not abridged in any manner. *
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Untitled
by Kevin Yoo

Don’t blame yourselves when | die,

although it may hurt, please don’t cry.

Believe it or not, it was meant to be this way,

even if you begged, | would choose not to stay.

Life is cruel and it's too much to bare,

when it comes to living | just don’t care.

You probably think I'm selfish for wanting it all to end,

but when its all over, apologies and blessings | will send.

To all those who cared and thought my life was great,

| know you tried to help me, but I'm afraid it’s just too late...

A Bitter Cup of Coffee
by John Yim

We live in a coffee-driven world. There’s no denying that fact; c?ﬁee is the world’s mc:‘sit .
valuable agricultural commodity. Many would be quick to point to caffeine as. the riason fo; to WS(;W: _
jumpstart it provides as well as its slight addictiveness surely keep many a drmfker appyf. o .
this world of ours today, the coffee’s bitter taste may be a better r.eason.’ The b1t.t.efne.ssh <t) c
matches perfectly with our motif of bitterness. One fits the othel.: like O]'s glove; it .s tig X o

These days, we have an attraction to the bitter, cynical side of things. We like to. 1rhllcl:e . g
whine about our problems like some mosquito on stimulant drugs. When we’become disi uimn
with life or one of its aspects, we sulk. That's because we're wi'mps. We don t have the $ts Z vgeor .
through our lives and put up with all our challenges. We just give up énd de’c1de that pd 1:r1t§1;.l
the side to be bitter, cynical, and sarcastic is much better. At least while we’re annoyed wi

omeone else annoyed as well. ‘ N
ourselv:':;a‘:?se lci:faenyrzzk Isasy say. And it very well may be. This sarcasm of .society is so ir}grzi.ln:eaczll( w;llt:::
us that we live in “doublethink.” We think several layers away from the 11teral;. everyttung ;jl : e
granted. When one says, “that was smart,” in a sarcastic manner, most of u? m’r,lll automa,uc yider .
interpret that as false. We’ll look underneath to the implied, “that was stupid.” We won t. f::emng
literal meaning of our words; instantly it’s discarded as a facade of t:.\ deeper, ofte‘n opposi g -
This becomes all the more apparent, and disturbing, in full interactive convers.atlons among pe fm;

This whole trend of negativism really is bothersome. Why can’'t we a'.ll just s.top §nd be ad ;u
more productive? I mean, look, we waste all this time lashing out at something, Ilaemg }:ittirl;; - ;
Instead of throwing away our precious time and energy to think, say, or even ?Vnte all t fi ]1 Ck, e
could just be sitting back and taking all the bitterness we’d ever want from a little cup of black,

coffee.
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EEZE DEFINES MAJESTY; ITS

CE BUYS MY RESPECT.

MY SURNAME IS YU, A CHARACTER

MEANING WILLOW TREE. LIKE THESE TREES, |

TOO, SOAK UP My

IFE. MY EXPERIENGES

THIS SITUATION AS
ART OF MY LIFE AND USE IT TO MY.
DVANTAGE. AS A RESULT, | HAVE LEARNED
EAN ©ON ANYONE. | DO NOTIHAVE TO
ERS FOR MY IDENTIFY.
I KNOW THAT | AM UNIQUE AND
HARDEN THE EARTH BENEATH MY
FIRMLY STAND AL@NE.
ET, UNL
HUMBLE. Po

OW, MYADETERMINATION GROWSIONCE
ILL SUCCEED. | WILL POS
K AND HUMBLE MANNERS
IARDSHIPS.
I THOUGH | AM ALONE AND
ROM MY RACE#AND NATION, | AM
PO MY PLACE ON
EARTH, PERSEMERE, AND GROW. EACH YEAR
LIKE THE WICLOW. | REE PS ONE DAY,
PEOPLE WILL LOOK TO ME WITH AWE AND
RESPE
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Easily loved
He talks to s

But doesn’t care.
I gave him a smile

innocence and
ike ita

Playful .

and a smile




A Review: You Can’t Take It With You
by Claire de Braekeleer

On the evening of November 13th and 14th, SFS was treated to the comedy You Can'’t
Take It With You by Moss Hart and George S. Kaufman. Set in the 1930’s America, the play
focuses on the lives of the Sycamore family and friends. Under the wise eye of patriarch
Martin Vanderhof (David Park), the extended clan includes a wide variety of ages,
nationalities, intellects, and especially pastimes. In fact, possibly the only unifying
characteristic is their inability to conform.

The conflict soon becomes evident as the romantic daughter Alice Sycamore (Ingrid
Millis) and rich, upper class Tony Kirby (Dan Kim) are introduced. Alice is, as you might
expect, afraid that Tony’s conservative parents will disapprove of her unconventional

household. When the young couple
gets engaged, both anticipate the
meeting of the two families to be
explosive. The welcoming
committee for Tony’s parents
includes, amongst others, a snake-
keeping grandfather, firework-
making father, sex-crazed mother,
and a toga-wearing geriatric
houseguest. This hilarious scene
emphasizes the difference between
the free-spirited Sycamore family
and the image-concerned Kirby
parents, who take immense pride in
their assets in Wall Street.

Amongst a strong ensemble cast, the overall execution of the offbeat ’characters is

impressive. The supporting characters provide much entertainment, with standout Josh
Williams as the Russian ballet teacher who consistently provokes chuckles. Both Nicky
Clark and Peter Lemmich give strong performances as the Sycamore parents. However, it is
David Park who steals the show. As the accepting, sagely Vanderhof, he is a convincing
grandfather, quirky and humorous, yet able to gain compassion from the audience. His
confrontational scene with Mr. Kirby is performed without flaw.

The purpose of drama is, after all, to reach the audience, and this play is not without
a deeper meaning. As the title suggests, in reference to money, “you can’t take it with you.”
We cannot take material wealth with us from this life, but we can strive to find happiness
when alive. Indeed, this story is full of examples of unorthodox, but content individuals.
Just as Martin Vanderhof gives up his stressful job in business for a more fulfilling one
consisting of snakes and graduation ceremonies, we can all make an effort, however small,
to live according to what we enjoy, not simply what is deemed socially correct.
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Shards of Myself
by Ingrid Millis

As a writer, | am like a jagged, bent, convex-
concave curved shard of glass; something a lonely
denizen of the alleys would find next to shaded
spiral fire escapes and garbage resting places,
overshadowed by city buildings that are the spawn
of urban sensibility. Perhaps | would be rose-
coloured, or perhaps a frosty green, like the
material old cola bottles are made of; perhaps |
would be christened with designs and trademarks,
or perhaps | would have been created smooth and
pure from the machine which born me, covered
only by superficial filth. The shape of the glass
gives me my slant on life, as from one side things
may be perceived as nearsighted and alarmingly
immediate, and from the other everything is
farsighted and omniscient. In prose and poetry, it
is possible to see life from both these angles,
simultaneously and schizophrenically. The
shattered piece of glass reflects rainbows of the
visible spectrum of colour and beyond when
inspired by the white light of sunshine, art, or love.
All of these combinations and images then are
always deemed beautiful to the glass, because the
heat of these forces is enough to make existence
suddenly worthwhile. Yet tears and rain precipitate
onto my writing’s cutting form, as the glass is
cleansed inside and out, burdened by additional
knowledge, and made to be grateful. Quite
understandably, not many people are apt to look
upon a fragile piece of glass and think it beautiful,

or even worth a hand to carry it home to be stored
in some safe cupboard to be looked back upon
later, with slow secret smiles. And so | rest much
dismayed by the concrete, sheltered and
befriended by minute tufts of grass and cynical
cigarette ends smoked to the death. My work as a
writer has cruel beginnings and cessations,
drawing no clear explanations if one is insensitive,
or blood if one is fortunate enough to be able to
abandon his or her good sense for a few moments
to revere words.
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4:37 AM
by Young Yee Shin

It's 4:37 A.M.

Or

Is

It 9:37 P.M.

On a Friday night

And

|

Don’t have

To

Wake

Up
Butit'sreally4:37A.M.Tuesdaymorningandlhave
Abiotestandfrenchhomeworkandartworktofinish
I. Have. Less. Than. Two. Hours.
If it were 4:32, or even 4:35,

| would’ve pushed away my covers
Really

2]0)

It's not

And

It's

Too late

Might as well

Just

Go back to sleep

And

Worry

About

It

Tomorrow.

A Day
by Catherine Ghim

The ninja sun seeped in,
disrupting a calm morning
Cackling wickedly,

its rays permeated our souls

and gnawed at the home my culture.
It rose again,

only to swoop down on innocence,
pack it up in a splintery wooden crate,
and ship it away.

Zapping crystalline dew drops

off the jade skin

of tender young gingko leaves

into a crusty white residue

of what was.

the morning pleaded

and weeped,

then transformed into noon.

But the sun never listened

to its silent sobs.

finally, the sun

flickered down to a

dusty yellow light bulb

and surrendered its pride

to a star-spangled night.

An old woman sits down with a sigh.
She is too tired and too weary,
but glares at an outstretched hand
with beady lifeless eyes

as she refuses to accept

an apology

for the death of morning.
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A Greeting from Above

Dy Bo Kim

Uncle Sam was my best friend. | can’t remember back to when | didn’t know him. He always seemed to
be around me, probably because | followed him everywhere he went. His back was always bent arjd he never
looked straight into my eyes when we talked. But he always told me beautiful stories about everything, even
about how the many cockroaches crawled around our yard.

There was only one thing that | liked to listen other than his stories: his songs. It just somehow sounded so
different from songs that were sung by people who looked more like me. Uncle Sam said that it's because his

people always sing with their souls. | really didn’t know what he meant by that. When | begged him to explain,
he said that I'd never understand.

And in fact, | never did.

Grandma never approved
of our friendship. She always wore
a parasol in order to prevent
herself from getting even a slight
tan. She always called him “Boy.”
although he was almost as old as
she was, maybe even older. She
often dragged me away from him
saying that she’d play with me
instead. However, | knew that she
couldn’t sing with her soul.

| had told Grandma that |
wanted a pair of black leather
boots for my twelfth birthday. |
guess, inside, | really wanted to
become a man. So she set out for
town early that morning of my

birthday. The day was just beautiful. The sky seemed deeper than the sea and the gentle breeze from the fields
brought with it the sweet odor of the flowers. The day was too perfect. |
— Late in the afternoon, | was lingering about the road leading to my house from town, eager to take a look
at my new pair of boots. Uncle Sam had said that he'd come and wait with me once he is done with his ChQreS
for the day. | turned around to look in the direction of my house and | saw him coming towards me. Then | saw

something craw! on the ground in front. | crouched down (o take a closer look and it was a cockroach. |
suddenly remembered the story Uncle Sam had told me about cockroaches. | was so deeply caught in my
thinking that | couldn’t hear Grandma's coach approaching me. The day was too perfect. And Uncle Sam should
have never told me the story about cockroaches.

The coach approached closer and | didn’t know it. Just as it was about to hit, Uncle Sam pushed me out
of the way to the other side of the road. But he didn't have eno ime to get out himself. The day was 100
oerfect ; croaches. He died on my twell irthday. He
UCTICCL
diedinr |

to fight for Uncle Sam’s

e. Grandma
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opposed when | told my family that | was going to join the army. | told her my reason; she hugged me tight,
sobbing and nodding silently.

I guess Uncle Sam had heard Grandma's cry. He sent Robert to accompany me in the war. | never
thought | could ever meet a friend like Uncle Sam again, but there was Robert. | suppose Uncle Sam was too
worried to leave me alone during the war.

e Rtk

“Nice ring you got there.”

“Oh, thanks. It's from my sweetheart back home. She makes jewelry for a living.”

This was the first thing we said to each other as we met inside our tent on the first day of training. Robert's
ring was neither flashy nor attractive, but something about it gave me a warm and cozy feeling. And that's exactly
how our friendship came to be: warm and cozy, something that's hard to find in a battlefield.

He was a photographer or so he said. | couldn’t understand how he could be one though, since all the
pictures he ever took were only of the sky. He particularly liked the sky right before or during snowfalls, when it
was completely white. “It seems to purify my heart. And no matter how hard the situation is down here, it seems
to be so peaceful up there,” said Robert. That was his explanation. | guess that's why | couldn’t stop him from
Joining the peaceful world up there.

The night before his departure, he ran back into our tent with a huge smile on his face. He had received a
letter from his sweetheart, Charlotte. He read the letter over and over again, until he almost knew it by heart.
Although the letter had actually been hand-written by an acquaintance (since Charlotte was illiterate), he said that
he could feel Charlotte’s love from it. That day, he stayed up all through the night writing her a reply.

The next morning around eight o'clock, I heard an explosion nearby. It was followed by the gathering of
every soldier in our regiment. \We were ready to fight. With some fear and some worries but mostly with
courage, we marched toward the battlefield. Before we began our attack, Robert and | glanced at each other and
winked, like we always did before we fought a battle. And that was the last time | saw those deeply set, aqua eyes.

He was shot three times in the chest, one almost directly through his heart. \With explosions and smoke
surrounding us, | fell to the ground, picking him up in my arms.

“I'm..alright, Thomas...I'm......," said Robert, wincing painfully.

‘T know, Robert, I know. You'll be fine..you will.” | couldn’t stop my tears from rolling down my cheeks.

“Here..Thomas......take this.” Reaching into his inner chest pocket of his uniform, he handed me a letter
stained in red, just like his violently shaking hand. “Please...read it..to Charlotte.....for me, will you..?” He strained to
open his eyes, but the pain was too strong.

' “Of course, Robert, of course.” My tears were falling hard against his face. | couldn’t let him go, so | looked
up into the sky to keep them from falling. The sky was white as ever, as if it was getting ready to greet Robert into
its world. I'm not sure how long | sat there looking up at the sky. | couldn’t hear anything. Then | felt cold
snowflakes land on my forehead. | looked down at Robert, who had fallen into his eternal sieep. His face was
calm, aimost a smile. | whispered, “Tell Uncle Sam that I'm doing fine, okay?” | looked up again. And | knew he

was telling me that he had been accepted into the world of peace by offering me the soft and tender snow from
there.

I've been waiting for the carriage to pick me up for an hour now. My chest is starting to throb again, from
where | had had a bullet removed, day before yesterday. The regiment doctor had told me that it was too
damaged to be repaired.

I could finally see the carriage coming toward me. | couldn’t wait to see my grandma, my mom, my dad,
and my sisters, although I'd have to leave them in a short while. Maybe it would comfort them a little if | told themn
that they need not worry, for Uncle Sam will take good care of me.
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forehead. | guess he is already greeting me from above.

Untitled
by Kristina Rader (adapted from “The Worn Path” by Eudora Welty)

long snakelike road
no, not a road, maybe a path
soft and painted,
winter placid,
grooves ’bin worn
tread upon.
my grandbaby’s sick
throat’s not right
needs medicine again,
walk the same old path
almost as old as the skirts,
and the rags, and ringlets, and wrinkles
but not quite.
I be old as dirt,
and still livin’
love that grandbaby, he all I got
ceptin’ the skirts and rags and ringlets and wrinkles
worn path,
I walk

Cornucopia
by Grace Kim

Success is an unreliable paradise,
Made to lure all whom are ambitious
A trap filled with a lifetime of unbearable cries.
It begins with a dream, oh so delicious.
Then it goes further to create visions,
Of being someone of significance.
Climbing past the soaring high walls of decisions,
One tries to reach a place of importance.
Honor, wealth, and prestige
These prizes of the game called prosperity,
Which cost the lives of many under siege.
Even though there is much agony,
Some think success is worth
The sweat and blood which enable its birth.

On my way home, | should really stop over at Robert's hometown to read Charlotte his letter. I'll ask her
if she has anything she wants to tell him, since I'l be there soon. | just felt something cold falling against my
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"‘wwls of color flowing endlessly through the world

’ From the plcturesque plains of Africa to the snowcapped mountains of_gbet
People wnth [

autifully. baked brown skin,

And '["Jeople with brilliant yellow skin,

All created beautiful i 1e eyes of God,
All created equal in Igielligence and in Love.

#

Mighty Wars crushed the Earth
As weaponry, machinery, and nuclear power all combined to klll

Yet,

As all this was happen

They nevp " sto
'Ehey’f'mnmted the same crimes that were committed,
?n’d nerr learned from past mistakes.
4

* And thus, the vicious cycle continued until the world could take no more, and all life cefi§

! Ladies and Gentlemen,

§ Presenting:
The Coyr of Our World
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Some Good, Old-fashioned Sheep
by Patrick Chapman

You've been here before. It's 8:00 in the
morning and you're sitting in Algebra Il class,
barely awake, barely listening to the teacher’s
monotonous voice drone on about logarithms,
and you find your mind drifting. Not drifting to
fantasy images, or to the rock concert you
missed over the weekend, but the drifting to the
one thing you didn’t get to do last night. | speak,
of course, of sheep.

You try to keep your eyes open, you try
to learn, but the only idea swimming through
your fatigued brain is the sweet glory that is
sheep. Sheep during the morning, sheep during
the day, and especially sheep all through the
night. As a typical teenage male in high school, |
know that’s all / can think about.

Unfortunately, | find | don’t have as much
time for sheep as | used to. In the good old
days, | could sheep whenever | wanted, usually

at around 8:00 at night when | was young. And
then I'd do it all through the night. Nothing but
sheep, sheep, and more sheep. | loved
everything about the experience. | loved
stretching out after being curled up in the same
position for hours on end. | loved the funny taste

in my mouth after | woke up from my sheep. |
loved the sweet dreams it gave me. Sometimes
they’d be nightmares, and I'd come out of my
sheep in a cold sweat, but that was okay. At
least | had sheep, a luxury no longer available to
me.

As I've come to learn, good sheep is
harder to get the older | get. Instead of acting on
my impulses to get some sheep, | am now
forced to suppress my urges; to deny the
burning, seething action my body demands. |
can't get any release; | don’t ever get a chance
to unwind, loosen up, and obey nature’s most
poignant command. | can no longer snuggle in a
large, warm bed and spread my body wide open.
My arms and legs are never sprawled all over
the entangled sheets, inviting the sheep to take
over and enter me anymore. Instead, my
greatest pleasure has been reduced to only an
hour or two of sheep a night; an hour or two of
unfulfilling and low quality sheep at that.

Needless to say, all of this has taken its
toll on me; both in body and mind. All sorts of
things have begun to fall apart. My eyes are
sunken in, | feel stiff and tight all over, and it
seems as though my bodily fluids are flowing
with alarming irregularity. It frightens me. But
that's not all, believe it or not. The side-effects
have not been limited to just my physical well-
being, but also include that of my mental and
emotional states: | already explained my torpidity
and sluggishness... it's just so hard to survive off
of two hours of sheep! My overworked
appendages hang limp, they’re so exhausted.
But it seems as though this is just the
beginning... | can feel myself slipping further into
a downward spiral heading towards a world
where the majesty of sheep is completely
absent. I'm suffering so much now (indeed, we
all are) that | can’t fathom surviving that. When it
comes right down to it, | depend on sheep more
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than anyone else, an addiction only worsened by
deprivation.

| blame this on school, to be honest.
Having recounted the horrors the students
across America and | have endured, it is here
that | will make my plea for mercy. We students
sit in school all day, learning about calculus,
physics, and other useless trivia, then go straight
home to study it some more, neglecting sheep
altogether. Well, | have a message for you,
professors and teachers of the world: we
teenagers need our sheep. If you give students
the time to re-energize with sheep, | can almost
guarantee better performance in academics,

Viola
by Daniel Shim

athletics, and all kinds of classes ranging
everywhere from biology to sex education.

With a good night's sheep, we will begin
our first period class with stamina and vitality
instead of lassitude and lethargy. We will come
into school with a refreshing sheep behind us
and will be prepared to work to our full capacity.
So heed my message and heed it well, teachers:
you let us have all the cozy sheep we want and |
can promise, without any shadow of a doubt,
that we will use it to perform our hardest and to
penetrate even the greatest of obstacles. All
these assurance... and to think, this can all be
achieved with just some good, old-fashioned
sheep.

I started playing viola when I was six years old. You wouldn’t believe me, but I truly cannot
remember a time when I wasn’t playing the viola. I remember watching Sesame Street one time, when this
famous violinist came on. Itold my mother that I wanted to do that, too. However, she knew what pains
could arise from a six year old starting the high, squeaky violin, so she asked me if I wanted to take cello
instead. For some reason, I didn’t want to play sitting down. I suppose you could say that I was an active
little child. And so my mother suggested the viola and I then began lessons in a few weeks. My first
teacher’s name was Mrs. McClary. She was a woman of unending patience. She had to have been, for I
can’t remember an instance in which she raised her voice. We began with all the basics: how to hold the
bow, how to hold the viola up. Eventually, I was scratching out variations of “Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star.”

In that year, my sister also began to take lessons. She was too young to actually produce music,
and so, in order for her to practice, she was giveh a wrapped Cracker Jack box for her viola and a dowel rod
with a block at the end of her bow. Iremember how excited she was the day that she got a real viola, and as
a “congratulations” prize, she was able to open the box and eat the contents. We also had a cardboard
palette with foot marks on it. There were.three positions. The first position was feet together and pointing
straight ahead. This was for times you bow or wait to play. The second was with the feet in the form of a
“V” and the third was with the left foot placed forward and to the left. This was to help us with our
standing. Each foot position had a corresponding viola position and in a short while, we had mastered it.

My sister’s lessons and mine took place with Mrs. McClary in an old church. We played our violas
downstairs where there was a type of nursery, for children to play during services. And so, all of my first
lessons took place in a surrounding of building blocks and finger paintings. While one was taking lessons,
the other would be busy making creations out of the blocks, trying to keep quiet as possible. Unfortunately,
this didn’t work well. Somehow, through those first months when I was barely able to tie properly my own
shoes, Mrs. McClary had me playing a musical instrument, and more importantly, developed my love for

music that I have today.
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Unspoken
by John Yu

Tonight we refuse to speak.
We try to remember each moment the way it is.
Silence prevails as we sit side by side on sloping banks of the lake, like two love birds perched on
a branch.
Below, a lake sleeps in the night, tucked away underneath a blanket of shadows.
Above, a crescent moon sails in the blue-black sky, steered at an angle, shining like a burning
ship.
Cool motionless air mirrors the stillness of the dark waters.
When Dawn comes to paint the sky,
She, like a bird flying from tree to tree, will leave me far behind.
Wary of sleeping parents, we cautiously crawled out of our houses to share one last night.
But now awkwardness settles over us like heavy smoke,
Suffocating my voice in its box.
Her face silently tilts up towards the sky, mute but understanding.
The only ripples through the quiet air are the cicadas crying, “Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!”
| feel a wet drop or imagine one, for the lake is still calm.
Not showing our inner feelings, we return home, each thinking the same thought.
Fearing all forms of separation, we foolishly seal our lips—as though this conscious act will keep us
from the inevitable.

But our bodies unrestrained, we move away.
Tomorrow | know—
She will receive a new life, and with it, all thoughts, memories will be lost in an abyss of
immutable time.
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Behind Her Smile
by Merril Shin

My friend Samantha was the most precocious
gitl to hit Peace River Elementary School. At age 7, she
knew about the popular music of the time, how to do a
French twist, every second-graders’ favorite hairstyle,
and the fundamentals of kissing. At age 8, she knew
more. She suddenly appeared to have an especially
impressive understanding of how our small county
court dealt with custody battles. Atage 9, she
described the kind of crooks her mother the probation
officer had to follow around. She even called them
"ex-convicts." I've never heard another 9-year old say
the word "ex-convict." At thé same time, Samantha
was a kid. The way she sang those crazy Billy Joel
songs in the car on the way to the park had a slight
touch of purity to it.

Samantha and her mother went right after
school to Gilchrist Park every Friday. I had joined
them five times. We always went with a full stock of
pickles in the fire red plastic cooler. Samantha loved
everything about pickles. The strange expression their
sourness inspired her to make, the unnaturally
fluorescent green "juice," and the way they shriveled up
after she gave them a good sucking.

On my fifth trip to Gilchrist Park with
Samantha, we decided to break from our usual routine:
swings, jungle gym, slide, seesaw, monkey bars. We felt
forced to institute a drastic change by moving
backwards through the routine and starting with the
monkey bars. This was because we always ended up
having to leave the park never having gotten to the
bars. She started singing "Uptown Girl" with a voice
louder than most days. Her green dress, a dress I had
seen on her more than a few times, looked brighter
than I had remembered.

"Oh whoo--------- a, oh whoo--------- a, she's an
uptown girl! Sing with me, Jaemi!" Samantha was
screaming at the top of her lungs as she skillfully moved
herself bar to bar. But of course I couldn't sing with

her; the only tunes I was familiar enough to sing were

the melodies of the arias, concertos, and overtures that
my father loved.

"Hurry up," she called to me over her shoulder.
I could never catch up to her, and she knew it, but it
was a habit of hers to always tell me to hurry anyway.

She suddenly stopped; I figured that she was
giving me a chance to catch up. I panted as I reached
for bar after bar, somehow keeping my eyes on both
the bars and sand a yard under my dangling legs as I
went.

[ 'was about four bars away from Samantha
when she turned her head around. Her face was red,
her eyes glossy. She said nothing but just hung there. I
didn't say anything either. I hung until it was as if
could really feel my knuckles turning more and more
white. Staring at each other for a good five minutes, we
hung there until her body dropped to the sand.

* % X ¥ X

Twenty years later, I find myself standing in the
middle of a city that knows no tragic childhood
heartbreaks. Monkey bars do not make it to the $80-a-
plate dinner tables, and in the same way, nobody thinks
to talk about their best friend that died twenty years
ago, either. Iloved the city for that. The business and
chaos of the city made me forget, and the beauty of it
was that I didn't even have to make a conscious effort
to do so. )

I half-walk, half-jog to the magnificent building
on Madison and Columbus. Once I, in my traditionally
rushed manner, meet the gray granite steps leading up
to its glass carrousel doors, I go through the words of
the silent prayer I have come to say every morning:
thank you, God, for this beautiful building, the Ivy
League education that got me here, and the thousands
upon thousands of dollars that my parents squeezed
out for that education. I smile to see the familiar
beggar on the third step and I throw him the change
from the muffin I bought and ate on the way. And
then it happened. |

* %k %k %k %
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"Doodoo, doo doo doo!!l"
Someone was whistling. I stopped dead
in my tracks. Slowly, I turned around. I
saw a woman about my age. The song
was familiar, but of a world that I had left
behind. I concentrated on the tune, but I
could not draw a line to connect me with
it.

"Excuse me, one beggar is
enough here," I said, in my cool,
businesswoman voice.

"Yes, you wouldn't want to
deplete the revenue of this other one
here!" jeered Rick, who worked on the
floor above mine.

"Doodoo, doo doo doo..." She
began to go through the curious tune
once more as I continued to walk back up
the stairs. Unable to control myself, I
looked back. I had to. Her fat lips still
puckered in a whistle, she looked up at
me. :

"No..." I denied what I saw. It
wast't her. She died of some heart
condition. What was it called again? All I
could remember was that I could never
get the pronunciation correct. She
smiled.

"Don't worry. She's dead; I'm not her. I'm just
a... middleman," she said with a voice that was as
smooth as ice cream.

"And what... what is it you need?" I couldn't
stop the trembling in my voice. Since my move to the
city, I had never seen anything that reminded me of
Samantha or spoken to anyone about her.

"Samantha's sad," the woman continued, "It
appears you've forgotten her, Jaemi!"

"You don't—"

"No, I do understand. Who does want to
relive a tragedy and devote time everyday to mourning
over a girl who will never graduate from college, find
her true love, and hold her baby in her arms? A life

most undesirable! But that's not what that little girl is

asking for! Just because she wishes you would think of

her from time to time doesn't mean she would like you
to do so with pools of tears spilling out of your eyes
and a sorrowful frown on your face! Think of her with
a smile; think of all of the slides you two slid down and
all of the birds you fed at the park! Think of her and
smile."

I stared at this curious "middleman" and her
tattered clothes. Suddenly, I knew the smile behind the
thin lips and crooked teeth, in the same way I suddenly

recognized the fiery gleam in her eyes. And I smiled.
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Four Cities
by Alyson Slack

The four cities I have lived in during my lifetime of seventeen years are
so contrasting and distinct from each other that they individually represent to
me ‘a unique phase of my life. Hong Kong, the Chicago suburb, Charleston, and
now Seoul, have all contributed their colors to the special personality and
mentality that are me.

Hong Kong is often only a vague childhood memory, since I left it when I
was only eleven years old. But in the years that I was living back in the
States, I always felt that the experience of living overseas made me different

and certainly more worldly than my peers, some of whom had never left their

home state. More than occasionally, in my bedroom in Charleston, I would turn
on my deep blue Christmas lights that covered the wall and start to remember
all the millions of lights of that city, and put myself into those memories,
pretending I was there. More obscure little memories come back to me as clear
as crystal when I reflect like that, sitting in a deep blue illuminated room.
My preteen years spent in a suburb in Chicago called Naperville, may as
well have come straight off a brightly colored TV sitcom. After all, there are
so many young kids in those confusing years between eleven and fourteen years
old, living in the ideal neighborhood with lots of kids who play outside from
dawn till dark, just going into middle school. The indispensable best friend,
the crushes and boyfriends who didn’t last more than a week, and all the other
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things that generally characterize your average preteen, were all there for me
during my two and a half years in Naperville.

Charleston was a different place altogether. It was a green and brown
countryside, it was historic, it was full of rich old Southern families, and it
was full of scattered trailers. Its black people still knew very well the
stories of their enslaved ancestors, and its white people still knew very well
the stories of their slave-owning ancestors. On my drive to school every
morning while playing Lynyrd Skynyrd’s “Sweet Home Alabama,” I passed through
the black trailer community and then an old rusted pickup truck sporting Dixie
pride bumper stickers driven by your typical southern redneck. I then drove
five miles down a road where there was no life to be seen except an occasional
deer, which would just miss the hood of my car if it was lucky. After that, I
passed by the connector that led to the beautiful barrier islands. My favorite
part of the drive was going over the old, extremely narrow, rickety Cooper
River bridge, which got a safety rating of 4 out of 100 about five years ago.
Going twenty miles above the speéd limit, it always sounded and felt a bit like
a roller coaster. The river below is one of the most beautiful sights I can
remember when the sunrise is melting into it, creating fantastic colors of
orange and yellow. If one dares to take his eyes off the road for a minute, he
might see some dolphins breaking the surface. Living “way down South in Dixie”
was possibly one of best times of my life so far and it was the time when I
really found out who I am.

And now I'm embarking on another phase of my life, living the experience
of another foreign city, Seoul, Korea, that will blend yet another color into
me.

November 16, 1998~1:44am
by Ingrid Millis

Sometimes the body aches and pleads
To write poems,

To have something extrapolated

From its soul other than

Tears that do not travel well and safely
Upon its face.

It is so painful though to

Rouse one’s self from nearsighted
Slumber of light,

To grasp a tool for ruminating on paper...
And left only are

Unfinished contemplation

And compunction for having farsightedly
Not appreciated sleep.
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Internal Watcher
by Tomas Haran

Shut up.

Don’t mean to be rude, but
I've hot things to do,

And things to see.

Don’t worry me
Anymore.

This battle has lasted

For five years.

Who told you to come?

Are you in others,

Or just in me?

This isn't fair.

You seem to get the best of me,
But I will realize,

That you are just a voice and can
Not take me down.

Knowledge and distraction take you
away,

Losses and others comments
Make you laugh with glee.

You may watch me

As long as you want,

But you can't kill

this spirit in me.

Of this I speak

To warn you of your stupidity.
Go hassle someone else,

‘Cause me in me has taken me.
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SENIOR by Albert Suh

Until you actually become a senior, you’ll never know what it’s like to be one. Senior year, I guess, starts off
like a blessing. There are no upperclassmen that keep your head down in the halls, no one to tell you off when
you laugh loudly in class, no one to scorn you if you’re late to basketball practice. It all began with the last
year’s Graduation Party back in June. “We’re finally Seniors!” I bet everyone yelled it sometime. The summer
vacation for most college-bound people was about studying: preparing for SATs, writing college essays, and
doing “community service”. August came quickly. And yes, when I stepped into my school bus, I sat in the
way back, where I looked proudly down on everyone. Yes, when I stepped into the school, I walked straight,
expecting the rest to avoid my path. The Senior Weekend was the pinnacle of joy. My friends, bonded with the
time of four years were all there, and everyone was secure with the rest of the bunch. When we came back,
though, the infamous first semester senior year awaited. Last year’s seniors had told us once, “first semester
senior year is the killer.” We sure began to experience it as our work piled up along with the incoming college
applications that had to be filled. Thank God I had study hall. Even six classes were overwhelming for most of
us. Field Day in September came quickly. The Senior class color “black” was intimidating (supposedly) and as
always, we dominated the day and won (don’t get me wrong, the juniors and underclassmen displayed
extraordinary effort). For seniors applying early, mid-October was Judgment Day, when the over-prepared
application was to be sent in. On top of that, those who needed to take SATs had to take it on the 10" and rush-
report it to the college. There was no Chusok vacation. More like Chusok cram session for whatever you
needed to do. I might see all of this in a systematic way. The November SAT testing date is, for obvious
reasons, the most popular one for seniors. It’s basically the second to last chance for your score to be sent in.
Now I’ve mentioned SATs and applications. I must emphasize that in addition, we had to dissect our squalid pig
in IBH Biology, finish reading our five-hundred page book for 20" Century History, write our commentary for
Dicken’s Tale of Two Cities, take our Derivative Exam for Calculus, carry out our Piaget experiment for
Psychology, and so forth. Regular apps were due the first of December, and consequently, the Thanksgiving
Holiday was the final, final cram session for applications. People were writing their college essays, which could
be a determining factor in the admissions decision, in their pajamas at three in the morning. Now, we can’t
blame anyone for that. This school, and probably any other school this time, drives us crazy. And at 3:00 PM
on December 1, all seniors sighed. It’s all over. This is what I've waited for. In reality it wasn’t. Except for
those who applied early, many had to still take the SATs which was again administered on the 5™ of December.
I didn’t have a second to lie down. I ripped open my SAT II book and started taking practice tests. And two
weeks passed and came our lovely Final Exams: for seniors, they were the final tests to really try hard on. The
last test for me was Calculus and it ended it all. Now it’s “for realz” over. To me that day was even more
special because at two in the morning that day, I had called in to get me my first and last college acceptance.
Second semester senior year came after the long winter vacation. Nothing really changed other than the absence
of time constraints and pressure. Nothing really changed other than the casual put-asides of homework or casual
tardies. No—nothing really changed. Only thing left was the calendar to flip. You really don’t realize that you
can be casual as a second-semester senior until someone reminds that “you’re a second-semester senior.”

Moreover, the privileges as a senior are sometimes taken for granted. No senior continues to appreciate their
seniority. So the conclusion here is, Lunar New Year was just last week and I'm now two days away from my
Senior Trip. Clichés do make sense: time just flies.
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