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SmaU Black Box

Snow covered screen screams loss of communication,
Black, burning bodies seethe anger and irritation.

Sirens screeching silently find the night, still
Creeping through the windows,
Swimming in the spill

Gathering possessions
fleeing like a ghost
brandishing a weapon
a chilling act of force

Cameras flash and collide
in flames twirling, spinning
around molten flesh and bones

eyes stream angry words
that no one seems to hear

shadows move together
blurry swaying and
sweating blood
as it pumps with a fury
Coloring the page

Someone turns the channel
to return to the easy act of
falling snow gliding down the

glass.





She is Me

She sat alone,
always alone in the dark
Thoughts about the light
of day filled her wonderous
mind.

Not wanting light,
just the friendliness of the dark.
I realize that She is Me.
A lover for the comfort of the

darkness.

Only sounds, the soft touch of
musical notes.

Maybe even whispers about life and love,
or joy and pain.

She sat alone, I sat alone
always alone in
the darkness.



She watched as the sea slowly crept up to her toes, covered them for a moment,
and then retreated back into the vast collection of waves, fish, and plants. The salt
stung in the places where she had cut her feet climbing over the barbed wire to get to
the beach. But it was good pain. Recently she had begun to relish anything that
might cause a little pain. Her life was so devoid of feeling that anything, pain, felt
good. It made her feel alive.

She thrived on the feel of the suction, luring her toes into the ocean, but was
startled out of her trance when a yell for help broke the calm. She glared into the
expanse of green and blue, her hand acting as a visor to protect her eyes against the
sun. Eyes, very fast and mechanical, gliding over the rolling humps. Way, way out,
so she could hardly see, she saw a man stranded in what appeared to be a broken
down motor boat, waving his arms at her. "My boat's busted!" he yelled.

She began to strip to her underwear, she was planning to swim out there, she
didn't know what she'd do once she got there, though. Maybe fix his boat. Then he
yelled, "Get help, a shark..." she couldn't hear the rest She finished stripping. She
spread her arms wide, as if she were embracing the Sea God, and inhaled the
wonderful, salty air. She then plunged into the crashing surf. When she surfaced,
she heard the man making a big fuss. "What are you doing, are you crazy...shark..."

Her body sliced through the water like a bullet aimed at the chest of good. As she
swam she felt the fish and the plants below her; she felt as if they beckoned her to
them. Even with her eyes closed she could see the swarms of fish below her. She
could see the plants, shrouded in brilliant color, unseen by the human eye, and
dimmed by the murky water.

It was a long distance to the motor boat, but she knew she was getting closer
because the frantic yelps of the man got louder and more panicked. When her ears
bobbed infrequently out of the water, she heard snatches of what the man was
screaming. She heard "shark" and "fool" but she continued to swim.

She was very close now because she felt the shark next to her. She reached one
hand out and felt the smooth bone of the teeth, she ran her fingers up to where they
became a sharp and deadly point. She felt the strength of the jaw, a jaw that would
never dare taste her flesh or clamp down on her frail body.

Suddenly she heard a splash a little ways off and she halted instantly. She saw
the man's hand in front of her, reaching for her face. She felt the shark next to her
tense every muscle and streak forward. There was somewhat of an explosion and
blood spurted everywhere. She heard a gurgled yelp for help that was instantly
silenced and hung in the air with the stench of death.

She was no longer swimming through water, but blood, that filled every pore of
her body; it was in her eyes, nostrils and fingernails. She heard the powerful jaw
crush the man's bones and she squeezed skin and thick intestine in her hands. She
felt the shark's frantic jerks, and the tail sometimes hit her and hurt.



She swam calmly to the boat and climbed inside. She watched as the shark ripped
apart the man's bones. She watched as the shark dragged his prize down into the
depths of the ocean. And still, as time passed slowly, she watched, as if in a trance,
the blood dilute and turn a muggy red and then disappear.

Hours later, maybe even the next day, she sat gazing into the water, toes dangling
lazily in the ocean. The small boat was slowly drifting out to sea, but she wasn't
worried because she could still see the land on the horizon. She couldn't swim back
because the swimming drained her. And anyway, she knew the big boat would come
along soon enough.

And when the big boat finally did come, filled with rich people, she waved her
arms and jumped around and acted hysterical. She screamed, "A shark killed him!"
over and over. And all the people felt sorry for her, and as they led her into the big
boat, her eyes searched the depths of the sea, to wink at her friend, the shark.



Victory

A dark spot in a pool of gentle brown leads me forward.
I follow it to the solace within,
that which I can only strive for.
Atop my lofty perch my mother cools me,
while her warmth soothes my emotion-torn soul.
A perfect peace, until the roar of masculinity is heard.
Around the corner it barrels,
carrying with it all its past sins and wrongdoings,
which I so desperately strive against



Struggle

In a mind
Trouble behind a magnifying glass
warped — bulging. Acutely
Intensified, detailed
Pain.
Never kindly proportionate
It slices you.
Prying you — open. You
Scream. Silently

But when made into words
Things flatten.
And the shrinking ears
Listen — tragedy
Loses density; limp balloon
Empty and stale with no texture
Or depth
Or purpose
For crying out
Loud
To them
You grip things tightly
In quiet rooms — and you find yourself
punching a wall, or running
Away to Someplace

where the trees will listen.
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Now and Then

Now and then there are some who would say,
That my life is just wasting away.

So I kick them and scream
and say, "Why does it seem

That your life is so stagnant today?"
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Perspectives
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Meg Musser

Sit be - side me and I'll tell you of a he - ro I knew; Of a young man, who was hurt - ing, but his heart re-mained
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I sit alone
In darkness.
I sit there,
Waiting,
Wondering.
I am waiting for a light to come on,
And wondering who will turn it on.
I want to see this person
Who has turned on many lights.
I sit quietly.
I wait.
I begin to hear
Footsteps.
They are coming towards me—
Little me.
A light is turned on.
I sit for a minute,
Stunned by the brilliant light.
Then I begin to rejoice in the name of
He who has turned the light on
In my dark soul.

I



The burning sensation in my chest
The laughter building upon the edges of my mouth
And the confused happiness in my head
doesn't take away the pain
and uncertainty
It doesn't
bring me closer
to what?
i'm looking for
It takes my thoughts
and my words
and it twists them
Making me believe
in what?
i can't find in reality
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Ten

Like Martin Luther, we pin our complaints.
We all suffer through emotional, mental, and moral pain.
This massive destructive force which you do not respect
stresses the seams which hold our sanity together.
Some of us are blind from the light,
perhaps you can comprehend the brilliance.
For those of us left in the dark,
offer your helping hand.

Please do not think of us as insolent.
We appreciate your pain and your suffering.
We even make attempts at mollification.
This is not a note of disrespect but of aid.
We want to end your ignorance.
Our community is far from a Utopia,
and we are far from euphoric.

We have your paternal influence.
Still, we need feminine engagement
This might be a normality of life,
one which you do not understand.
You may think us rude for requesting more.
Be we are not Oliver Twist; we're your children.
And we're waiting for our freedom.
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