Letter from the Editor:
Dear DOOR Readers,
Having just made the marvelous purchase of this magazine, you may find yourself
wondering, what exactly does DOOR stand for? In my mind, it is stands for a door that opens
onto anything and everything! DOOR Magazine provides students with a way to truly express
themselves in a creative manner. There are no rules, no rigid structure that must be followed; just
students opening their minds to writing.
As Editor-in-Chief I have had the privilege of taking time out of the stress of school to
appreciate the student writers of Pelham. Poetry manages to capture the inner workings of the
writer’s mind, and each submission, whether it is printed here or not, was read, discussed, and
appreciated by the entire club. So thank you all again for your submissions and allowing the
members of DOOR to enjoy your wonderful writing!
Looking ahead to the 2009-2010 school year, although I will not be here, it is my hope that
DOOR will continue to grow in membership. New members and submissions are always welcome!
Have a great summer and enjoy the magazine!
											
Sincerely,
											
Rosa Gandler
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On Turning Around
Anonymous

So long I’ve gone on the road less traveled
A trail filled with trees and vines
A world in my head before me unraveled
Thus I have cocooned myself within my own mind

I look at the path that I have just gone
The thorns that have caused so much pain
I take a deep breath as I see what I’ve done
And head back toward those thorns again

But the road less traveled is a solitary one
And the air is thick and dense
Far too many road maps I have shunned
And put too much faith in sense

I know the way back will be just as hard
But it’s time I finally found my way
I do not look as I step on glass shards
As I will their image away

It’s time for me to turn around
Time to search for a light
I need to get back to secure ground
To pursue once more what is right

The branches above are shady and dense
But through them I see a light
This erratic time is like the song of a lark
But I know it will lead me to what is right

Photo by Julia Schuettenberg
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Untitled #1

Katie McCarthy
at Forrest Gump’s
Big Fat Greek Wedding, the
Father of the Bride was angry because
he wanted an American Wedding.
there were many other things going on
at the reception. Rocky was
Dirty Dancing with Snow White
and the Seven Dwarves were
not there, they were
having a Night at the Roxbury.
Indiana Jones had a bad night though.
he used 300 cans of Hairspray
and now he is Legally Blonde.
The Dark Knight was Saving Private Ryan
while Spiderman was Finding Nemo.
All of the food fell on the floor because
some Mean Girls threw it at the
Dream Girls. Luckily, there was a
Miracle at St. Anna bakery where
the cooks used their Blades of Glory
to make food. That night, people learned
many things about the guests.
everyone learned that Harold and Kumar
are Step Brothers and that Harry Potter
was Lord of the Rings at the ceremony.
the wedding was going to be on the Titanic,
but the Anchorman fell Overboard,
and then Pirates of the Caribbean attacked it.
Some guests were angry because
there were Wedding Crashers playing
Dodgeball with The 40 Year-Old Virgin.
the bride invited Boyz N the Hood,
but they were visiting Gangs of New York.
Forrest made a speech that said when he had a kid,
The Godfather would be Borat.
the bride and groom told everyone that they
were going on an Airplane for a Euro Trip.
we later found out that there were
Snakes on a Plane. fortunately, Samual L. Jackson
was there to help.
By the end of the night, we learned that
Napoleon Dynamite had Sex in the City
and Knocked Up the Little Mermaid.
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The Lion King thought it was Superbad.

Fire, Wind, Earth and Air

Paige Okotieuro

Flames burn
Water waits
Leaves rustle
Winds blow
all of this
happens for a reason
unknown by the mortal
Deep inside
We’re all superhuman
although not seen
by the naked eye
We can survive this world
if we all
come together and
live as one
Memories of the past
Plans for the future
Whatever happened to right now
is what we should be worried about?
Life seems to be going so fast
yet slow at the same time
Why do people have to make
life become more than what it is?
Can’t we just accept the fact
That nothing else is reality but the
Elements of the world.

Untitled #2

Katie McCarthy
It was February 13, 1997. I don’t remember where my dad was but I knew that he wasn’t able to get
home. I remember it was February 13 because my mom had to make my sister, Caroline, a Valentine’s Day
card mailbox for school. I was so jealous of her because I wanted to make a mailbox that I got to decorate with
terrible cut out hearts and sparkling glitter that was unevenly distributed across the top due to the childish
idea of how much glue is really needed. My mom was less than happy about it though. She is not a handy
person and was having a hard time with it. To top it off, my one month old sister, Chrissy, was crying. When I
asked my mom about this story, she said it was the first time she didn’t know why Chrissy was crying, adding
to her stress. My oldest sister, Mary, wasn’t home so given the fact that I didn’t have anything to do, I figured
unintentionally annoying my mom would be fun.
I wanted a lollipop so badly. It wasn’t the tootsie roll kind but the “big kid” kind, which had gum in it.
The wrapper was perfectly wrapped around the long white stick. I knew it would be hard to get the wrapper
off but I didn’t care. I was drawn to the writing on the wrapper that I couldn’t read but knew what it said. I
wanted that green sour apple lollipop, no matter how long it took. So I asked my mom if I could have it. She
said that it was almost dinner time and that I couldn’t have it. My hopes and dreams of having the green
lollipop were ruined. The feeling of the lollipop stuck to my inner cheek was fading and the vibrantly pink
gum in the middle awaited the grind of my teeth. But that surely wasn’t going to be the last time I asked.
Meanwhile, my mom is down to her last shoebox, Chrissy is crying for no apparent reason, Caroline is crying
too because she thinks my mom doesn’t want her to have a good Valentine’s Day and my mom’s last outlet,
Mary, was not home to play with the annoying one, me. I’m pretty sure that my mom’s stress level jumped ten
points then.
So about every two minutes I would ask my mom for the green lollipop even if she told me not to ask
her anymore. I didn’t whine or cry. I asked my mom as if it were the first time I asked. My innocent blue eyes
awaited a smile on her face and my ears yearned for approval. I hoped my witty attitude that is still ingrained
in me today would convince my mom of my undeniable right to have a lollipop. I wasn’t trying to annoy my
mom; I was just determined to get that green lollipop. I am almost positive that at this point, one of my mom’s
lungs collapsed because she hadn’t taken a breath in ten minutes and her hair was starting to curl because of
the heat coming off her body. Chrissy was still crying and Caroline was insisting that mom was trying to ruin
her life.
Once again, I came into the stressful kitchen and asked my mom for the green lollipop. I honestly
don’t blame my mom for what she said next because if it was me, I would have screamed a half an hour ago.
My mom said, “If you want the fucking lollipop, have it.” Me, being my four year old self, was curious as to
what that was. So I asked my mom, “What color is a fucking lollipop?” I think that was when my mom realized
what had just happened and scheduled as appointment with the priest for confession. Later, my mom told my
grandma what had happened. My grandma was really mad at her for accidentally cursing. My grandma took
it upon herself to tell her sister, who coincidentally enough is a nun.
She is the coolest nun I have ever known. Not that I have known many nuns but the stereotype is that
they hit kids if they talk out of turn or their shoes aren’t tied. She was always so gentle and loving. Her wrinkled
skin was always warm and her fluffy hair went well with her soft complexion. She, to my mom’s surprise,
thought that it was kind of funny. Of course, she didn’t think the cursing was funny, but the situation and how
I reacted was. She, thinking the story was funny, told her whole convent when she went back to Ireland. I
can only imagine the looks on their faces when she told them. I can literally see their pupils darkening and
their mouths making a gaping hole. Their interlocking fingers curling in prayer and the sound of their heavy
accents that I love so much saying “Hail Mary.” The nuns told my aunt, who told my grandma, who told my
mom, that they are praying for me.
The days following the “lollipop incident,” my mom apologized countless times saying, “Mommy
loves you and she didn’t mean to say that.” I looked up at her face with confusion but with a loving smile, not
really comprehending what she just said. But the truth is that I didn’t care about a long, sweet apology. All I
cared about was the crackle the wrapper made when I opened it, the taste of the sour apple that made my
eyes twitch and the sweet tasting gum that got stuck under my fingernails from playing with it.
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The Blue Rose

Michelle McCain

Downy Dream

Roberta Barnett

I walk among a garden admiring the plants,
There are many different types that are unique,
Some are big, some small, some strong, some weak,
But I’m drawn to none of them.
Through a clearing I see a bush,
I try to go near it, but there are thorns,
Within the bush, there are many red roses,
But among them I find a blue rose.

Why does no one laugh
when it tickles, runs, and plays?
Dazed as it stays
and then…
Through the white billow of night
silent scraping and whispers
crying out only in dreams for
what is yet known
And then in an instant it is all over
It is never clear that what we dream
is within that exclusively
That we are bound only to fly,
to breathe underwater
upon a lofty, feather prison
When does the snow fall silently?
Never, if you care to listen.
When will a dream end?
Only beneath the
marshmallow-like comfort we all know.

I see the rose and I want to hold it,
Through its pain and agony I want to care for it,
Its greatness shines and I want to be with it,
I look at the rose and I’m in love with it,
But the thorns on the bush keep me back.
The thorns don’t want me touching the rose,
They think that I’m inferior to care for it,
But luckily that doesn’t control the rose,
Only the rose holds that ability.
I want the rose to notice me,
I want the rose to welcome me,
But I’m too scared to talk to it,
Because the rose might turn away from me.

Perhaps never.

So I only admire the rose from afar,
I give it a smile every now and then,
I give hints of my love for it,
Hopefully that’ll make it notice me,
I’ll be waiting if it does.
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An Accidental Orchestra
Rosa Gandler

Each bush pruned to perfection, Arnold
reclined in the front seat of his truck, twirling
his mustache around his finger. He sighed.
He was good at what he did, perhaps the
best, having won two years in a row the Green
Thumb Award, presented to the individual
who no only had the greatest repertoire and
skill (he had entered his sculpted elephant
bushes) but also had enthusiasm for the often
dirty job. Now, however, having obtained this
magnificent accomplishment, Arnold was left
feeling a little empty – what was left to do?
As he leaned back and flipped through
his mental filing cabinets, a song that he had
heard on the radio that very morning came
flooding back into his head. A sensational
performance commenced with his mind as
the stage and himself as the sole audience
member, visible to the outside world only
by the rhythmic tapping of his foot. THUMPTHUMP screamed the rubber sole as it
collided with the ground of his truck again
and again. Somewhere nearby (no one knows
the exact location) a small girl hear this beat
and realized how so very much she felt like
dancing. Climbing up on a tall stack of tattered,
old yellow pages, her outstretched arm came
just centimeters away from the needle of the
record player. Crouching down, knees bent
she jumped up and the tips of her fingers
knocked the needle into place. On her way
back down, the precarious perch teetered
and then clattered to the ground, waking up
the dog next door with a jolt.
He sighed, disgruntled at how truly
impossible it was to get a good nap in.
However, his neck became tense and extended
vertically, ears perking up, as he registered
the presence of the music. Tired as he was,
he was filled with a rush of excitement and his
shaggy tail smacked the ground to the beat.

Hearing the beat, his owner put down
his book, grabbed his trumpet case and
decided that now was as good a time as any
to get in some practice. The shrill notes
blasted through the air and into the room of
a student who unexpectedly awakened her
long dormant dream of becoming a drummer.
Armed with a pen in each hand, she played
the desk drums – CLANG went her pencil cup
cymbals.
A dusty guitar was awakened from a
decade of rest by an old woman who scooped
it up and began to strum a few chords. SLAM
echoed through the hall and a door was
thrown closed erupting like a bass drum as
a melodramatic girl’s shrill voice announced
to the world almost like a song, “WE’RE
THROUGH! I NEVER WANT TO SEE YOU
AGAIN!” In came a harmonica, a group of
kazoos, a soulful saxophone, a gentle trill from
a bird high in a tree.
At the center of the swelling music sat
Arnold, head cocked back, mouth ajar with
a line of drool stretching from the corner
of his protruding bottom lip to the tip-top
of a tall blade of grass several feet below.
In Arnold’s dream, he had created a mind
reading machine. “Congratulations,” said
the president in a deep, official tone, “The
nation is a safer place thanks to you and your
monumental achievement.” Arnold smiled
in his sleep, oblivious to the amazing thing
that had been created right in front of his
slightly running nose. Fortunately, however,
it is forever recorded in history. In fact, all
you have to do is turn to page three-hundredforty-seven in the Guinness Book of World
Records. In small, solid black font, squeezed
in on the bottom right hand corner a rather
remarkable record is documented—“Arnold
Smilt: World’s Largest Accidental Orchestra.”
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My Name

Mishal Niha
My name means light. In both English and Urdu. Urdu is the language they speak in Pakistan.
The language that hides in the shadows of my life. The language that tries not to be forgotten but is
almost invisible. My name is Pakistani. And so am I.
My name has a whole story behind it. Both my first and last name. When I was born in Pakistan,
my grandmother wanted my name to be “Mishal.” My aunt wanted it to be “Niha.” My parents liked
both names but didn’t want anyone upset over the matter. So, my full name because “Mishal Niha.”
I didn’t even have the same last name as the rest of my family! You may be wondering why “Niha” is
my last name instead of my middle name. The reason for that is that there are no middle names in
Pakistan.
Growing up as a child in Pakistan, it was fine having my name. Not that “Mishal” was a popular
name there. It was pretty distinctive but people knew how to pronounce it. When I moved her, to the
U.S., I started to hate my name. It was like a colorless coloring book. Everyone would mispronounce
it. The kids would all laugh at hearing such a different name. I made me more self-conscious than
anything else. When a teacher mispronounced my name, I would hear kids whispering and giggling
and think that they were making fun of it. I would get so embarrassed correcting my name. As if it
was something to be ashamed of.
And then something happened. It was a slow process and happened over time but the
realization was sudden. I guess I learned to deal with the fact that people will mispronounce my
name and I will have to correct them because it’s not their fault. I became used to it. I just stopped
caring what people think of my name. Whether they like it or not. What matters is that I like it. I have
learned to like it. Learned to accept it for what it is.
It reminds me of originality. Of newness and ingenuity. Of freshness and creativity. Like
eating a new ice cream flavor. One that hasn’t even been invented yet. Or looking at a new crayon
color. One that doesn’t exist. Listening to a new type of music or a new song. One that hasn’t been
discovered. Smelling an exotic perfume. One that hasn’t been created. I can feel its warmth now.
Something that I wasn’t able to feel before. Something that I wasn’t able to understand before. But
now I am inspired by it. My name. It is a ring that fits perfectly. Unique, special, one of a kind,
different.
My name is who I am. It is mine. Only mine. And mine alone.
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Photo by Elena Pintauro

Coming to Terms

Gianna Oliveros

The escapist sits
by the river.
He waits,
but no one comes,
they are forgiven,
because no one knows.
Present in his eyes
fear, joy,
pain, hope.
Wishing to master
what he cannot control,
Life and all the aching that comes with it.
He rests,
crafting his world according to what he lacks,
wanting to recreate the perfection of the sunset,
mirrored by the water,
the burning red and gold blotting out the sadness.
Still isolated,
Forgotten,
Raw,
excruciatingly in love,
but everything is yet to be said.
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A Secret Treasure Chest
Rosa Gandler

Perhaps it’s the wind forcing their delicate arms to stretch,
Or the tender touch of a bee gently alighting on their breast,
What drives a heart to ceaselessly beat?
A single tear to fall,
Hastily weaving its way to safety, where there’s none at all.
But swing me open,
Pull softly and the hinges will yield,
You will find
No troubles
No toils
No pain
No cries for help
No terrible strain.
Buried deep within the depths,
Is a solitary list
Of hopes and dreams
Of love and bliss
Of laughter
Of smiles
Of hugs and a kiss.

Photo by Julia Schuettenberg

Don’t pick a flower for its sweet, honeyed scent,
Let sparkles sparkle, stars shine bright,
The deepest of sleeps on a late, late night.
Don’t hasten the inevitable,
The due course of death.
A body rises and falls with each precious breath,
Each crack is filled with a secret treasure chest,
Of all those things—the loveliest and best.
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Untitled

Rita Treitman
The only thing I wish for is this:
That one thing that could make me smile
That maybe for once I could get just one kiss
And a memory that would last me a while
So that for once I could have someone to miss
When we’ve gone farther than a mile.

Digging Your Own Grave

Paige Okotieuro

What is the plan?
What is the deal?
Can you tell me that you’re real?
For everything I see is fake
Even every breath you take

I’ve heard of stories that make me smile
When people tell of their first kiss
I would sit and listen for a while
To how Little boy met Little Miss
And went for a walk that lasted a mile
And how their life story came to this.

Your face makes me sick
Your touch makes me weak
The very fact that you live
Is enough for me to peak
Is it enough for me to stay?
To see you hurt everything
That stands in your way?
To make heaven of hell
And love into hate?

But the desire still lingers like the snow’s soft kiss
And I find myself on my own while
Everyone else has someone to miss
And I feel separated by more than a mile
And I can’t stand much more of this
But somehow I’m still able to smile.
Someone might capture my heart for a while
Because emotions are an easy thing to miss
And I go on thinking mile after mile
Until finally the conclusion I come to is this:
That in order to make someone really smile
You might not need someone else’s kiss.
Sometimes the people that you really miss
Are the ones who are with you for the longest mile
And it’s the ones that matter who teach you this
So you could forget everything else and smile
At the world, which feels like the sun’s warm kiss
And you can bask with your friends for the longest while.
And after I’ve traveled every different kind of mile
I might have discovered a lesson in this
And because of that, I feel I can smile
Because it’s about getting just the right kiss
And it doesn’t matter if you wait a while
Maybe then I’ll be ready to be a Miss.
Very easy is this girl’s big smile
Because her kiss might not be for a while
It’s far enough for her to miss but closer than a mile.
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Is your mistake mine to die for?
Or for others to suffer, by the
Cruel words that escape your mouth
And attack your “peers”
You are nothing but a snake
A jerk
A miscreant
The very thing I hate
You decide to make my life a
Living death
After being tortured for
Years and years
Your story has always been the same
“I’m sorry”
Well, screw I’m sorry
You can take that to the grave.

The Race

Kate Wessman
Sitting in a puddle
By the side of the pool
I wait,
My heart pounding in my chest,
My stomach somersaulting,
For the monotonous voice
To echo around the deck
And deliver my sentence.

My dropping times,
My love of the sport.
And then it hits me:
I really can do it!
“Take your mark”
Another surge of adrenaline
Travels through my veins,
But somehow I’m calm
Confident,
Collected,
And raring to go.

“Girls sixteen and up,
One hundred freestyle,”
It says suddenly.
All the blood rushes to my head
As I stand up shakily,
Legs trembling,
To make my way
To behind the block.
“Step up.”
Obeying, I climb up on my platform
And my mind begins to screech
You can’t do it.
Looking into
The faces of my competitors,
I breathe deeply,
Trying to smell their fear,
But when all I get in return
Is a strong whiff
Of harsh chlorine,
Self-doubt fills me again.
But then a friendly voice
Breaks free of the murmuring crowd
“You can do it,”
My teammate shouts,
And suddenly I flash back
To the thousands of laps I’ve done,
The hundreds of hours spent training,
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BEEEEEEEEP!
I plunge into the water,
Where, for a split second
Everything is quiet
And peaceful,
Where it’s just me
Doing what I love:
Swimming.
Without caring who’s watching
Or who’s judging
Or who’s faster
Or slower.
When I reach the surface
Swimming strong
Then breathing for air,
I hear screaming voices
Cheering me on.
My body has become a machine
Unthinking,
And automatic,
Existing in a timeless vacuum,
Somehow knowing
Just what to do
And how to do it.

Ice Cream For One
Margaret Larkin

If only…

I don’t remember what happened,
After the unexpected phone call.
My mom dropped me off at Haagen-Dazs
Shoving a crumpled bill in my hand.

Will Acheson
Youthenization of a youth
name brand standardization customized from the day we
were made
hidden behind our duplicative coloring books
our faces color copies of your imperfect, truthful lie
The calorie content of your force-fed bullshit
the hypnotic tendencies of your enter-tain-ment
can’t blame us, no, you did such a good job

I don’t remember the ice cream flavor,
But can taste the sour patch kid topping.
Each bite more sour than the last,
My eyes watering as they slid down my throat.
I don’t remember the number of minutes I waited,
At the time I couldn’t count that high.
But the sun went away, just like my mother did,
All I could do was wait.

photosynthesizing children; carbon dioxide cluttered
world and an army of disappointed
people marching…
I don’t remember how my neighbors told me the bad news,
marching
They kept asking if I needed anything.
to your fucked up beat
All I know is that I needed ice cream,
My mom’s last words to me before she left.
Our morals have been hidden beneath a gilded layer of
your vanity
our vanity only silver plated sanity
Our beings, true selves, rusted iron brown ‘round the
edges
marching
to your fucked up beat
No you didn’t vote for this or tried to create it
yeah you were lost up in fear of a national missile
because their finger on the trigger, mimicking yours
and their missiles never came so we directed towards
we put our finger on the trigger pulled it back and ah…

ha, no, couldn’t find them
much.too.deep.
when dis-assembled
let us pray up
to our empty sky
bearing no god
that everything we got
has a moral
if only. if only we could find it.
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all that remains, rusted and rot
no you didn’t vote for this, nor tried to create it
now our gilded innocence is decaying
maybe underneath there lie morals of old perfect
reflection of the exterior

Photo by Ryan Melendez

Sortie

Walker Fountain
Shoots of ivy crumbling stucco
born out of cuts and bruises
not a contusion to the knee
but a flying limb
hey, we float on the black sea
quite a bit of salt there
and serene tidepools
a heavy sun
toasting our necks
a wizened man, a car and a dog
they are merchants by trade
and then, over the Atlantic
you want to ask him a question
why that? And he would probably tell you
that as long as he is satisfied
it is fine
and so, you walk on
a branch lies in the road
next to a farmhouse
bales of hay, for the cows, dot the fields
and you walk up 100 steps
flip open your cellphone
dial home
no one answers, but the voicemail
you imagine it would be quite dusty
not strewn with cleaning fluids,
with burn marks on possessions
but fairly dusty
so drive to a town, climb a rampart?
Sounds good, except when it gets to February

seems misty quite a bit
like that early morning personality
having handed those people propaganda
the brick fireplace helps
and the stack of wood, most of it green
and the plum trees
and the river in the backyard.
and that shack. I’m not going in there
if I could.
A couple of hours
and you open the door of a train
you see some friends
in a city, that people know far and wide
and you hand 40 to an Algerian cabbie
and he is surprised that
you are going here of all places
we’re not really those kinds of people
sure, we have some nice clothes
but not exorbitant
no 100 dollar soap (I hope)
and you cross the Atlantic
a cranky man piles you with drinks
and you can’t sleep
and you’re back, walking around
it’s warm, odd really,
saddening, depressing, manically so…
but, home is home.
Friends are here
and you are quite comfortable in your own bed
the best comfort of home.
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Camp Delta, Echo, Iguana, and X-Ray
Megan Carden

I am alone.
Utterly alone
in this captivity
kept in a cage like an animal
where the bars scream in my pain
I Am
beaten—a shard of glass, barbed wire, burning cigarettes,
assault
I am the stress ball of the counter terrorist unit
My Shame
He is alone.
Utterly alone
in this captivity
kept in a cage like an animal
where the walls cry his tears
He Is
wrongly accused, no trial to prove himself, held illegally
He is the slush pile on a publisher’s desk—overlooked and
disregared
His Shame
We are alone.
Utterly alone
in this captivity
kept in cages like animals
when the fences laugh at our sorrows
We Are
away from our families, our jobs, our friends, our lives
away from the love the warmth, the freedom
We say goodbye to our hopes, dreams, futures,
to our feelings
America’s Shame
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Laugh, Jamaica

Camille Bailey
The beautiful buzz of the doctor bird,
Calls the Lignum Vitae to be an all year round grown flower,
The breeze blows as the coconuts fall from the tree,
As they gracefully open on the floor the delicious pulp and juice flow,
Out into the ocean, its waters bring back waves of laughter.
Oh the beauty of Jamaica.
Through the paradise of Jamaica.
The wind blows strong enough to make the wings of a bird,
The beautiful blossoms are enough to make a spirit bloom as a flower.
Stand firm, be stronger than the tree,
Soon the rush of relaxation will flow,
Because there are no worries, families relax, sit back, and enjoy laughter.
The hurt and pain stops all laughter.
Wind and water turns into the monsoon that destroyed Jamaica.
The calling from the mourning bird,
Suddenly grows dim as the dying flower.
No more fruits are coming from the tree.
The violence and hatred clogs the river that once used to flow.
With heads held down, the hurt and anguish flows.
To ease the pain someone starts with uncomfortable laughter,
Because of hurt and sadness, the head hung belongs to Jamaica.
The mourning becomes frequent, as the life of people fly faster than the bird.
The families burdened with soggy overweight eyes drop the last flower.
They carve coffins from the once so beautiful tree,
Of love, hoping there is hope of a reunion with their family tree.
The coffins lined up, teardrops create a river for it to flow.
Grandma cooked amazing food, but not great enough to cause laughter.
Caribbean food defines the bittersweet taste, Jamaica.
Unstoppable tears look up and see the bird.
They decorate their dead with the beautiful flower,
They let it fly and get its nectar from the flower.
The marred chopped tree,
Grieves over its loss and watches the mildew flow.
Mother Nature turned its back to the garden, she moves on because there is no laughter.
The life has gone leaving a spiritless Jamaica.
Secretly, the children unlock the trapped bird,
The time has come, leave bird, only poisonous venom is in the flower.
The tree will never grow if the deaths continue to flow.
Where has the laughter gone Jamaica?
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Relationships

Kaitlyn Zoccolillo

Photo by Ryan Melendez

One Saturday night my cousin Krista and I were planning to have a few people over since my
mother had gone away for the weekend. Little did we know that the get together we had planned would
get out of control. Krista and I spent all day cleaning and preparing for a few of our friends to come over
and maybe watch a movie. But, by 10PM my friend Ralphie had called and asked if he and a few of his
friends could stop by as well. Being the nice person that I am, I said yes, and within a half an hour there
were almost 15 people in my house. I didn’t expect Ralphie to bring five of his friends.
So as they walked in Ralphie introduced me to his friends, “Katie, you already know Chris, this is
Charlie, Ricky, but we call him Frosty, James and Rush, his real name is Alex. Boys, this is Katie and this
is Krista.” I invited them all in and we sat in the living room and began talking to each other. I clearly
remember Frosty, Chris, Ralphie, and my cousin talking about what schools they all went to and how
Krista’s school is in the city. Meanwhile, Charlie and I were talking about how in our past relationships
we were the ones who had gotten hurt all the time and how I was going through a disastrous one at the
time.
My first impression of Rush was, “Oh, he’s really cute, but he’s too skinny and he probably has a
dozen girlfriends.” My cousin had the same thoughts on him. Charlie got up to use the phone and Rush
sat down next to me.
“Why do they call you Rush,” I asked.
“Because, I’m Russian,” he said. I felt so stupid at that moment for asking such an unnecessary
question; I should’ve known that was why they call him Rush. I was worried he was about to get up and
walk away from me. But he didn’t and we continued talking about everything and nothing throughout the
rest of the night. Soon all of our friends started getting ready to leave my house, but I wasn’t ready to let
him go yet, so I asked him to stay and made an excuse off the top of my head that I can’t quite remember,
to get him to stay, and he did. Even though he knew I was only making it up, he just smiled and continued
to talk about how he moved to America from Russia almost two years ago.
We lost track of time and it was getting really late. As we exchanged phone numbers and said our
goodbyes I can still remember the way he looked at me. With these beautiful bluish-green eyes glowing
in the dim light and his unforgettable smile.
“I’ll call you when I get home,” he said. I still feel the excitement in my stomach when he says that
to me as I drop him off each day, even after being together for five months.
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Footprints

Untitled #1

Gianna Oliveros
Slowly,
we walk although you say it’s too late.
Too late for the senseless wandering
about the same place.
Patiently,
you endure once more around the block,
until we pass the same solemn trees.
Their leaves seem to have become more golden
since we’ve last seen them.
You never once complained.
You say the walking relieves your stress.
No matter how scorching,
or how bitter the weather,
we are stuck in this cycle.
Our rigid plan never changes with the season.
Unless you count the fact that
each time you tire more easily.

Will Acheson
The undoing of god, silence his name
The undoing of a frog, croaking in pain
Separated by a Berlin wall of popsicle sticks
Broken by the terror, still sweet on her lips
So recent was the sound of his name
On lips she claims still sane
She licks off the shame
To find he was regretfully un-named
Her E.K.G. will beep like the soldiers 16…did
Before the boy was a man,
blood express on his hand
His psyche neglected, bullets directed towards
A tormented hippocampus

Untitled

Taylor Boozan

Today,
I walk without your big hand in mine.
By now, my hand would fit into yours
without much of a difference.
There’s no one to leave
a second set of footprints in the snow
Beside me.
No one to count the laps with.
No one to tell me it’s too late
And
No one to make each step matter.

Photo by Rebecca Carden

Like a sea of emeralds
waving and rippling with the tide.
A tiny jungle.
A million blades untidy,
the wind combs them back.
Stretching back with
their chests towards the heaves
A graceful adagio.
Grass.
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Untitled

Engi Kamel

Photo by Lauren Markram

First sprained finger,
First love…
Sitting at the corner,
First kiss.
I read,
but this time its not one of the Arthur’s great First memories.
adventures,
I’ve been to the Great Adventure,
but a novel that deals with great love,
Playland,
and great hate?
But nothing like my bench.
The Great Gatsby
The bench that was my airplane,
Car, pool,
While trying to read,
Bike, scooter.
I fail.
Only to think of the great memories,
The great memories that I had at this very The bench that was my table,
And my chair.
bench in the deep dark corner,
only before was lit and beautiful
The bench that protected me from the rain
And had such a powerful glow that I saw it
with its big umbrella
from my house.
That was in the shape of a rectangle.
I traveled all over,
The bench that carried me
Egypt,
And grew up with me all these years.
Paris,
America,
This bench is a historical “landmark” for me,
Saudi Arabia,
Just like the Giza Pyramids in Egypt,
Algeria.
The Great Wall of China in China,
Yet I still come back to my little bench in the The Statue of Liberty in New York,
And many more…
dark corner.
The bench I broke my first tooth.
This bench carries my history.
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Time (I see no other way)
Will Acheson

Time taken time tortured, we wear time on our wrists
time wasted and broken, wasted time with our fists
because its ticking and tocking while we are brawling and
shocking
and it makes no sense why we were never complete,
with only a thousand people’s blood
on the street
but time’s indifferent to our blood lust,
apathetic to pathetic war mongering humans
and a hundred gods, forgotten and prime, look down from their
clouds
some begin to cry
because our time we are given is wasted on death, hate and war
wasted at life’s cheap dollar store
money drugs blood cheap on sale today
my brothers and sisters, I see no other way
live our lives try’n to make a difference in a messed up world
live our lives time on the side of the world

Sharpie Swastikas
Andrew Warner

I walked toward the dark outline,
Still I could not see it yet.
Finally it came into focus.
Bronze men emerged from the silhouette.
I looked at the plaque below,
“The Holocaust” was its decree.
And right below this declaration,
A swastika in Sharpie.
My head rose up to examine the men,
All painted a ghoulish white.
I stared at them through
the barbed-wire fence,
And felt their forgotten plight.
Eleven men there,
Ten dead, one staring at me.
In his eyes there was nothingness,
and on his back a swastika in Sharpie.

Photo by Ariana Laurenzano
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I turned around and walked away,
Trying to form some sense,
As I left both the men and the swastika,
Behind the barbed-wire fence.

Mind of the Abyss

James McEntee
Surface
The surface calls me with undeniable lust
I expect I will not give into its trust
I will most certainly be crushed
By its uniform tusks

To the depth’s constant and undying plea
And the surface listens but is rapt with greed
As the depth is driven deeper into the sea
The slipstream now is in a coil
Snaking through the elliptical tides
The underwater sun is a foil
To the depths to the surface it confides
The surface listens but pays no heed
To the depth’s constant and undying scream
And the surface listens but is rapt with need
As the depth is driven deeper into dream

Depths
The depths see me with undeniable trust
I expect I will not give into its lust
I will most certainly be crushed
By its uniform tusks
Diving
The surface is diving
Into the writhing
Mind of the abyss

Surface
Under depths it dives
And taking with it lives
Only there is derives
The mind of the abyss

The slipstream forms an ellipse
Snaking through the coiled tides
The underwater sun is in eclipse
Through the surface the depth confides
The surface listens but pays no heed

Depth
Over surface now it sours
The sorry ghost roars
And the drill constantly bores
Into the mind of the abyss.

Untitled #2

Will Acheson
Are you the man of condition?
Betrayed by your mortality.
Your train to heaven is delayed
by an ice storm. Its cold.
But you don’t notice. The fire
oxidizes orange. Replaced by black.
The water freezes high up and is pelted at us by Apollo and Ra.
Your train to paradise is delayed by
vengeance. The watch hand strikes, and the clock depicts infinity. The beat
of a heart silhouetted by the beat of a drum.
In life, the bottom of your bottle had written on it
“LOST”, your addiction intuition. Your train to a better place is delayed
by the conductor’s gay son. The shackles of the past are the reminders
of the present. Never again we say. Cells in your blood weakened by a mate,
tainted by the traits. Just complicated by fate, the final remainder of hate.
Your train to the promised land is delayed by the birth of a soiled god. The final
eon of his recorded life, a second
in the eye of a martyr. Contemplation of iron,
the element of armor.
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Winter Street

Roberta Barnett
It was an extraordinarily cold Friday, just after the school was gutted entirely, ready for the
holiday break. The time was around twilight, and barely a soul was to be seen at the school. Suddenly,
the door of the school opened and a soft crunch of feet hitting snow echoed, breaking the silence.
Holding her breath as the cold rushed around her face, a girl stepped out of the building. She wanted
to be home before the sky was completely darkened, but the prospect of that looked bleak.
With a remorseful sigh, the girl continued walking down the street until she reached a
crosswalk. It appeared there were no cars on the road, so she began to cross slowly. Suddenly, the
hum of a motor came within earshot, and a car whizzed by at nearly 80 miles per hour, the surprise
knocking a delicate model of Jupiter out of her hands, and the car’s tires crushing it.
Oh shit, she thought to herself. But at least I still have the ribbon. She gingerly picked up her
nd
2 place ribbon from the science fair, leaving the slush and paint to float mockingly around her
sneakers. She smiled, thinking about how she would finally beat James for first place at the science
fair. How stupid could I have been? I don’t think I’ll ever win the science fair. Turning around to cross
the rest of the street, under the yellow glow of a streetlamp, appeared a silhouette.
“Hello,” she called. As she inched closer, she began to see the outline of a boy. He couldn’t
have been much taller than she.
“Hey,” he replied, “do I know you?”
Their eyes met for a minute and shivers fell down her spine. “I—I don’t think so.”
“Well, what are you doing here at this hour? It’s almost dark out.”
“I was helping my teacher finish cleaning up from our science fair.” She looked down at her
feet, hoping he wasn’t too inquisitive. No one was ever interested in the science fair.
“Are you walking down Winter Street, too?”
“Yeah, I am, actually,” she mumbled, “Do you want to come with me?” She motioned for him
to follow her, looking ahead the whole way. “So, if we don’t know each other, I assume you don’t live
here. Am I—“
“Yeah,” he said with a small laugh, “I’m just visiting.”
“Where do you go to school?” she asked.
“I don’t think it matters. Does anything matter? Does my name matter to you? Does my eye
color matter to you? Does it matter if I am wearing a blue shirt or a green one? I don’t think I’ll ever
see you again. And you will never see me. We’ll never be able to see each other in the light of day, so
it just doesn’t mean anything.” He seemed intent, almost philosophical, in his speech. She bit her lip,
wondering if she could get in another word, but decided it was better to walk to the musical patter
of snow being stepped on.
The boy slowed down so that they walked next to each other. She could see a car pull into her
driveway up the street. Shit again. The grandparents are here, and I’m not even home yet!
Her numb hand could feel a warm, leather-gloved one holding it. “It’s all right, don’t worry,”
he cooed.
“Pardon me?” she asked, wondering if he could hear her thoughts.
“You know.” He sounded too sure of himself. She dropped his hand, but he picked hers up
again.
“My house is actually at the end of the street,” she said, “Do you want to come inside?”
“I better be going, really.” Tears welled up in her eyes. She hardly ever cried. How could this
be any different?
By the time she could see all the figures inside her house, he had let go of her hand. One of
her hands was warm, the other numbly cold. He kept walking down the long street, and she just
stood there watching him walk and walk by streetlight until he disappeared completely from her
sight.
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Behind the Glass

Kate Wessman
So I sit there staring,
Today I saw you
My eyes fixed on the girl beside you
From behind an opaque glass
Who’s gazing into your deep eyes
That kept me in the darkness
And returning your amiable grin.
And you illuminated by the light.
It’s been months
Since I’ve seen your face,
Strong and fine,
With lips sculpted
By a meticulous god.

She looks at you gently
Her soft eyes trusting,
Completely unaware
Of the secret motives
Concealed beneath your charm…

For a second or two,
I wonder if you’re in my dreams again,
But something tells me
That this time…
You’re not.

But I am.

I look at you from just an arm’s length away,
And put my hand up to the glass,
Wondering if you’ll see me,
Or somehow sense me there…
But you don’t.

I know you better than anyone else,
For once upon a time,
I got beyond
The loud façade
That you showcase so proudly.
I am the only one,
Who can detect your duplicity
And see beyond the false veneer,
Of confidence,
And felicity,
To the shame and darkness
That really exists within your heart.
So what should I do
About the girl looking up at you
Like I used to,
With naïve and loving eyes
That thought you could do no harm?

Photo by Alegra Ortiz

I begin to reach out to her
To send her a warning
And a helping hand,
That wills save her from herself,
And, more importantly,
From you.
But just as I’m about to reach my destination,
The hard glass stops me
From completing my mission,
And reminds me,
That I’m on the outside again.
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Untitled

Philip Bellantoni
Invisibilitus. Magnus Invisibilitus. (read that in a deep, James Bond-like voice, minus the English accent.) But
please, just call me Bill. Get it? Bill? InvisiBILitus? Ok, now that we have that established, let’s move on I’m
17 years old, about 6’3”, broad, brown hair with green eyes. The girls tell me my green eyes sparkle. What
they don’t know is that my eyes sparkle right before I am about to become invisible. Wait, I lied. I’m not 6’3”
and I’m definitely not broad. I’m 5’9”, and round. Squishy. I didn’t lie about my green eyes. But I am squishy.
I can’t help it. I really like to eat. Cookies, cake, brownies, candy, donuts, cotton candy, and pixie stix. I have
a serious sweet tooth. And I am obsessed with Coca Cola. I drink it by the gallon. No joke.
Oh, and I forgot to fell you that I can fly too. Imagine that? A squishy guy who can fly? I know, it’s funny. My
parents have no idea why I can fly. I mean, I have a few ideas, but nobody really knows why I can fly. Maybe
its because my mom grew up in Staten Island near the garbage heap. You know…all that radioactive stuff
could’ve rearranged my DNA and made me fly. Or, it could because my dad is from Columbia, you know,
the country in South America that has a serious problem with drug dealers. My dad thinks I can fly because
when he was my age, he drank a “chengo susio” (it means dirty monkey in Spanish, but it’s a mix of sweet
liquor and a mashed up banana) that he swears was laced with a new drug. I think I can fly because of the
SINY and Columbian drug combo.
Ok, so when I fly, my giant long ears with the dangling earlobes wiggle just enough to get me off the
ground. If I forget to remove my massive (fake) diamond, it’s harder to lift off. Also, if I’m listening to my
iPod, I have trouble concentrating when I need to fly. Too much to think about, you know? I’m not really
religious, but on occasions, when I’m praying that I won’t crash-land and break my arm or leg. Breaking my
right arm would be terrible. I’d have to eat with my left hand and I’m just not coordinated enough to do that.
Then again, maybe I’d finally lose some weight.
I crash-landed when I was 7, buy it was into a pile of leaves outside the house. I was bruised and had
scrapes on my knees. No tears. Dad said that a man only cries when he is sad or hurt. And even though I
was messed up a little, I was proud of myself for figuring out how to land in the leaves.
We’ve been living in this house since before I was born. The neighbors have superpowers too, so it’s not
like I’m a freak or anything. We’re close to my SINY grandparents (I can fly there in about 20 minutes, 10 if I
decide to use my invisibility) and my Columbian grandparents came to live with us when I was 3. Dad said
they had to leave in the middle of the night because something went wrong. I used to ask what went wrong
but nobody ever answered me, so I gave up. Sometimes, when everyone is out of house, I’ll turn invisible
and snoop around, trying to figure out ‘what went wrong’, but nada, nothing. I’ll it out one day.
When I’m with my friends, I have to remember not to say anything about flying or becoming invisible.
I don’t want to brag, but seriously, getting a new WII or a dirt bike is compared to being able to fly. And
imagine if I told the guys that I could become invisible? They’d have me listening in to the girls, seeing
what they were saying about us. It’s fun in the beginning, but really, I don’t want to know everything. It takes
the fun out of chasing girls.
Speaking of girls, I have it bad for this cutie in my Spanish class. I know, I know, I can speak fluent Spanish,
but I can’t spell, so I’m failing the class. And this cutie distracts me, so I end up paying attention to her
instead of learning.
More later…
Ok, it’s later. So later is now. But, now is now. (Ever see Spaceballs, the movie? There is a great scene
like this, about now, later, before. I always crack up while watching it.) Actually, I laugh at a lot of things,
especially bathroom humor. Tell me about a bathroom issue you are having and I’m laughing. Describe the
issue in detail and I’m laughing so hard that my sides hurt.
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Last week, one of my teachers had the stomach flu and even though I know I shouldn’t, I was eavesdropping
while she was in the hallway, chatting with another teacher. (I get a lot of my gossip from eavesdropping, as
a regular person and when I’m invisible.) So, since they didn’t notice I was there, which is weird because
I’m not the smallest guy in the world, my teacher told her teacher-friend about having the stomach flu,
how it was coming out both ends and on and on. I tried, really tried, to hold in the laughter. Seriously, its
funny hearing about one of my buddies having bathroom issues, but now imagine hearing your teacher
talking about he bathroom issues! Puts the teacher in a completely different light. I was laughing so hard!
And remember that I’m squishy, so imagine a squishy guy laughing. Everything jiggles, unless I’m wearing
jeans, then the lower squishy parts are harnessed in the thicker material. If I’m wearing sweats, well, let’s
just say that it’s not a pretty sight, watching my squishy parts moving around. And it was a sweats day. So
there I am, laughing, laughing, laughing. I couldn’t turn invisible because the two teachers turned to look
at me. One stared me down and the other one, the one who had the stomach flu, turned bright red and ran
down the hallway, away from me. This only made me laugh harder.
So, you can see that I love to laugh, and we’ve established that anything bathroom related really gets me
giggling. You also know that I prefer to spend my days in sweats. It’s more comfortable. Nothing is pressing
uncomfortably on my squishy body. I think my sweats make me look more relaxed. My grandmother, (you
know, the one who lives at home with us, who left in the middle of the night,) says that I look like a slob
when I wear sweats. What does she know? She wears a housecoat and covers it with her ankle length black
fur coat when she goes out in the winter! I mean, I match my Nike sneakers to my hat and my sweats every
day. My hat is always turned so the brim is resting over my right ear, because my right ear sticks out a little
more that my left ear, just enough to make me self-conscious, but not enough for anyone else to notice.
I have my massive (fake) diamond in my left ear and if I remember to clean it, it kind of sparkles, I tried
to take one of my Grandmother’s giant real diamonds last spring, but she caught me in the act. When she
found me, with a squishy hand in her jewelry box that I found in her hiding place, she gave me the evil
eye, but I think she put a curse on me because I couldn’t fly for 5 weeks! That’s how I’m punished at home.
Grandma or mom curse me, don’t tell me and I figure it out when I’m trying to take off to fly or trying to turn
invisible and it doesn’t work. Ug. It’s the worst!
Hang on…my sidekick is buzzing… it may be my Grandmother…
No joke. It was my grandmother. She called to ask what I wanted for dinner. What do I want for dinner?
Anything with chicken and cheese. Chicken and cheese on a large bulky roll with lettuce, tomato, and
ranch dressing. Chicken and cheese on a plate with some pasta, covered in more cheese. As long as it has
something to do with chicken and cheese, I’ll eat it. But none of those fancy cheeses. Straight up American
cheese. Simple cheese for a simple guy. I prefer when Grandma breads and fries the chicken, but really, I
can’t be too picky. So, yeah, Grandma asked what I want for dinner tonight. Not like she’s going to listen to
my request because she knows I eat chicken and cheese every day for lunch. I mix it up by eating tuna and
cheese on whole wheat with a tomato on Monday, trying to be healthy. That’s when the cutie from Spanish
class eats with her friends. She can’t stand the smell of tuna fish and she says that the combination of tuna
and cheese makes her want to puke. And we know that even though I love bathroom humor, I can’t run the
risk of making her puke. That would just be mean. Funny, but mean.
Back to Grandma and dinner. She told me to come straight home from school so I could help her roll the
meatballs for dinner. (See? What did I tell you? No chicken and cheese.) So, school ends, I stand outside
with the cutie form Spanish class for 5 minutes, then lumber on home. I’d call it walking, but it’s more like
a stroll. I can’t move that fast, you know, being squishy and all. Plus, I ate two giant chicken and cheese
sandwiches today. I sucked down one as a snack around 10:30am when I was in the cafeteria (chased it
with two packs of chocolate chip cookies and a vitamin water.) I inhaled the second chicken and cheese
sandwich around 1:45pm, after P.E. ended. Seriously, I was really hungry after all that exercise.
So, there I am, at home, ready to help Grandma with the rolling of the meatballs. I poked my head in the
kitchen and no Grandma. I wandered around the house, checking in her favorite spots. I looked in the den
where she sits and mixes her secret beauty potions.
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No Grandma. As I was clutching the railing and hauling myself up the stairs, I noticed that the wall had
been patched in the stairwell. Hmm…weird. Dad didn’t mention anything happening in the basement
recently. Curious, I poked at the patched wall with my chubby finger. Nothing happened. I poked at it with
a few chubby fingers. Still nothing. I was getting annoyed. What was behind that patch in the wall? Really
pissed, I punched the patch in the wall and it crumbled. Oh shit. My dad’s going to make me pay for the
materials to fix the sandwiches so I’m a little bit broke. Crap. I’m in big, huge trouble. So, I figured sine I was
already in trouble for the hole in the wall, I kept punching and punching and punching until I hit something
in the wall. I figured it was the stud in the wall and that the house was going to collapse on me. Then again,
I’m squishy enough that maybe, just maybe, if the house did collapse on me, I’d survive because all of
my extra body padding would protect my organs. Nah. If the house collapsed on me, it would be better
if I didn’t make it so I wouldn’t’ get punished. I know, stupid logic, but seriously, you’ve never seen my
dad when he’s really mad. You don’t want to be around him. He has red lasers coming out of his eyes (real
lasers…remember? We have superpowers). You try to get away from those lasers. I can’t fly fast enough
because Dad has tracking on the lasers. Imagine getting tazed while flying? Ouch! Hurts like a beast.
Back to the hole in the wall. I decided to take a look at the stud in the wall. And guess what? I didn’t hit a
stud (phew…the house wouldn’t be falling down any time soon). I hit a small wooden box. Hmm…let’s stop
to think for a second. Remember that my Grandparents left Columbia in the middle of the night because
something went wrong and that nobody will ever tell me what happened? Well guess what? I think I figured
it out. I ripped the box out of the hole in the wall. (I farted a few times while I was grunting and ripping the
box out. Started laughing, then remembered this was a time to be serious.) On the last grunt, the box came
loose; I lost my balance and tumbled down six steps, onto the cold, hard gray concrete basement floor.
Stunned that I fell and slightly nervous that I broke something (not my right arm, please, not my right arm!)
or maybe that I was paralyzed (did I mention I have a serious fear of being paralyzed?), I wiggled my feet,
then arms, checked to make sure the family jewels were ok too, rolled over, farted again and sat up.
During the fall the box spilled open and there were dozens of teeny tiny shiny things on the floor and on
the stairs. Ooooo…shiny things. I love shiny things! I sat up, looked around, picked up a few of the shiny
things and then it hit me. Holy Shit! I got it I figured out why my grandparents left in the middle of the night.
They’re jewel smugglers. Makes sense, right? They’re from Columbia and Columbia has some of the best
emeralds in the world. And all this time, I thought they were drug lords and had to leave because someone
was trying to kill them. But jewel smugglers? Wow!
I needed to lie down again, so I rolled onto my side, then got horizontal, put my squishy hands behind my
oversized neck and started to think. Yeah, yeah, I know its amusing, me, trying to think about things besides
food, girls and well, food and girls. Ok, so let’s think. Grandma is always running off in the middle of the
afternoon, usually on Wednesday, to ‘do some things’ and never lets me come along. It’s the only day when
she trades her housecoat for a smart, serious suit, does he hair and slaps on make up. She looks like a total
different person on Wednesdays. Wait…I got it! My grandparents aren’t jewel smugglers. My Grandmother
is a jewel smuggler! OMG! (Was that too girly to say? I’m really trying not to curse so much…Grandma’s
influence. She’s always telling me to be a nice young man and that nice young men don’t use bad words.
Wait, I’m off topic.)
So, seems that my Grandmother is the jewel smuggler. Here I am, lying on the basement floor, with my
Grandmother’s smuggled jewels all over the place and I’m not even slightly freaked out. Nope. Actually,
I’m hungry. Go figure. I finally figure out the great mystery of my grandparents and my stomach started
growling. Oh, so, what’s the reason that I’m not completely freaked out about his discovery? You really want
to know? It’s because my…oh no! My intestines are quivering! Must have been a bad chicken and cheese
sandwich that I ate before Oh no Get up, get up! I hauled myself up off the floor as fast as I could manage,
lumbered up the stairs at record speed (when you gotta go, you gotta go, so you move, move, move!),
panting, thinking I was going to have a heart attack. I made it to the bathroom just in time. NO need to tell
you the details, right?
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A Letter to Dan

Poetry Contest Winner

Katie Costantini
The bleach-white sterile room
Cords and wires mangle and tangle
From your skin and veins into the beeping monitors
BLEEP BLEEP BLEEP
Then you start to whistle
Using the rhythmic pings as your drums
You know how to make the scariest noises sound beautiful
Your tired, clammy hands
Reach up to touch your head
Feathery clumps of thinned brown hair float to the ground
WHOOSH WHOOSH WHOOSH
You chuckle, picking up a clump of hair
Putting it on your chin, rubbing your head and talking like an old man
But you’re only 21
You know how to make the sad things something to laugh at
The nurse comes into your room
Her white shoes almost floating as she walks over
She pokes and prods at your arm with a needle
PWIP PWIP PWIP
You wince a little, but somehow you’re still smiling
After she leaves, you point out the shape the needle pokes left behind
It’s a smiley face, etched in your skin
You know how to make your pain seem like it’s painless
I’m not sure how you do it
Lying there on that bed day after day
To me you seem like a superhero
And maybe that’s it
BLEEP WHOOSH PWIP
Bad things happen to everybody
And it takes strength to make it into something happy
Because then, It doesn’t hurt so much
BLEEP WHOOSH PWIP
I’m not sure if you’re sick for a reason
But it has taught me so much
Because everything has a moral, only if you can find it

25

Sponsors
Thank you to the following community members
who enabled us to publish the 2009 edition of DOOR Magazine

Patron of DOOR

Dorson Environmental Management Incorporated

Sponsor of DOOR
Jeannine Clark

Friends of DOOR
The Wessman Family
Courtney Kiessling
Robert Serafin
Cami Zinzi O’Brien
Provisions
Grace Azrak

Acknowledgements
DOOR Magazine would like to thank the Pelham Community for its continuous support. Many thanks to DOOR’s dedicated advisors, Mrs. Kiessling
and Ms. Zinzi O’Brien, as well as to the students of Pelham Memorial High
School for contributing their creative and innovated literary contributions. Thank you to David Stowe at Dot Generation for
helping us to print DOOR.

