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Chrisrmas week, how stupid!
I gof another noce coday.
Ic made me smile.

more week.

Oh. oh, exchanging pre senCs.
re days lefU

1

Chris Zukoski 
1989

Time co
I wi sh i r woul d

Celebra cion of Achievemenr, 
boy it: came fast.. 
say "Bye.' 
never end.

Only one more week. That 's 
sei'll a 11 tele ways off.

■■
Mom ' s here to visir me! Can 
my new friends come wi th us?

acci vi ty isn't
----- …―was.

You know this (.
as bad as I Chought: it … 
Can we do this into free 
Cime ?

Six weeks? I'll 
i t Chat： long. 
home foniorrow I tell you!!

Oh. Good! A weekend. 
chance to see my fri〃nds! 
Time to start another week.

never make 
I 'm coming

SIX WHEKJ





ANOTHER VIEW

softly behind him jnd made his wjy to the bathroom. She

'You're too quiet tonight, what's ejtm'you^

'Whjf" he sjid irritated by the tone of her voice.n

>n

isM Sherman?" She de/nanded

She satin the kitchen, the redglow of her cigarette the

4

i in ujc njit-jjcjj, me J cu ^durr uicite ujc 
only light in the apartment. Mitchell closed the door 
softly

Eddie Lupi co Sc Janine Hyde 
1985

^What is this. The Grand Inquisition orsomenung^" he 
erupted.

She dre w a quarter out of her jacket packet and strolled 
out of the park onto 81st Street. Plugging the quarter into 
a ne wspaper vejiderbox, she grabbed a copy of the "Post" 
and kept on walking... not looking at it or at anything 
else except her own feet pounding the sidewalk.

^hce jacket, "she】 add. yanking it out from under the 
table ^Wjhhj tell me who S. Sherman is 俨 She got up and 
threw the jacket at him. "What,s it this time. Sandy or 
Stanley?"

knew he'd returned, but wjj too involved with gathering 
her thoughts A moment Idler fie stared at her iivm the 
bathroom doorway.

"I don't need to inquire, Ejby ..一 See ya later..." She 
picked up her bags and walked out. Shs sat in Central
Park, pelting pigeons with bread crumbs, curbing the 
djrkness as it started to rain.

He rolled over and glared at her, watching her disappear 
into the darkness of the bathroom. The door banged shut. 
He fadedlyliftedhimslef off t/ie st^jned worn carpet...

"Cmere." she said clearing her throat He sighed and 
trudged into the cramped room

AND THEN I SEE THE CHAIN 
ON YOUR BOOT, AND RECOGNIZE 
THE SCAR ON YOUR CHEEK 
AND REALIZE YOU'RE NOT 
AS INNOCENT AS YOU SEEh-I.

Her apartment door opened without a key into a dark 
room. Only the dim Ugh tafa teJe vision Illumina ted the 
four bleak walls. Mitchedl sprawled indifferently on the 
floor like a bear rug, empty cans and dirty djs/ies littered 
the floor around him, while a cigarette lay burning in the 
ashtray. She stared at him as he lay motionless in sleep, 
and began to bend orer him. She tapped him sharply with 
Zier 血& "Areyou working tonight, or jr/iat?"

YOU SLEEP.
STRETCHED ACROSS THEFLOOR ON YOUR 
STOMACHUKEA BEAR RUG.
YOU LOOK SO INNOCENT AS A BLONDE CURL 
HANGS OUT OF THE COLLAR OF YOUR JA CKET.
YOUBREA THE SOFTLY,
YOUR LIPS PARTED SLIGHTLY
... YOURARLISFOLDED
BENEA TH YOUR CHIN.

She came out after Mitchell had left and flopped an the 
unmade studio couch. "Crud..., “ she moaned, and 
removed Mitchell 'sjean facket out from underneath her. 
uWhat a grime.,. " She took another look at the jacket 
and realized it wasn't Mitchell's. "Crud... " She sat up 
and Jock again. She fumbled curiously through the 
pockets, removinggum wrappers, miscellaneous paper 
scraps and their address scribbled an t/)e back nfa ticket 
stub. She flipped the jacket around and found a name on 
the collar. "Who the_ ' • -
from an empty gm.

'F/^College

京

"The landscape of t/ie cify is purely fabricated," thought 
Racine, as she sat pegging pigeons with bread crumbs in 
the midst of Cen tral Park. She ran her fingers through 
her ra ven hair and puffed indignantly on her cigarette. 
"It's all a charade."





















What To Be

THE FLOWER

A beautiful petal, part of a flower.

exactly what is meant.

summer 1934
If you pick them, their life will end.
Then fare ver gone is your friend.

Him bo ACCOMPANIMENT

THINKING OF YOU

staring at four bleak walls

-thinking of you.

just sitting here watching tears drop

one by one on an empty white page

Just sitting here

Wondering it you're thinking o( me!

27

Tara Hill 
1989

Sametines cruel things them bend.
They are so delica. te they won Y mend.

Many times I wonder 
W1

-thinking of you.

-watching, waiting, wondering ...

Lynn Sedmina 
1982

SITTING UNDER A CHESTNUT TREE, 
BUT NOT ALONE.

STARING AT MY PUPPY
LYING MOTIONLESS UNDER THE CHESTNUT TREE

A son^ it sings of perfect scent.
The listener knows t ''…心一

RISING IN THE MORNING, 
TO BE GREETED ONCE AGAIN.

THIS WAS TO BE THE END 
OF MY ACCOMPANIMENT. 
BUT I AM STILL ACCOMPANIED 
IN SPIRIT.

One of na tare's gifts, from only one rain 
shower.

TOSSING A BALL, 
HAVING IT RETURNED.

SLEEPING IN BED, 
BUT STILL ACCOMPANIED.

TERROR STRIKES. 
PANICKING.

At times I often muse 
How it would seem to be 
A captain of a giant ship 
Sailing over the sea.
There are so many things I'm able to be 
But for now I'll try and concentrate 
On being the real me.

ANNE MARIE KELLEY 
1982

[any times I wonder 
「hat it's like to be

An artist able to paint 
Everything I see. 
Other times I ponder 
How it feels to be 
A dancer leaping through the air 
So careless and so free.

just sitting here in this empty room

O
LLEG
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FREEDOM
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VIET HUNG HUYNH 
1989

FREEDOM HAS A LIMIT 
LIKE A MAN DRIVING DRUNK 
DUMPS DOWN THE SIDEWALK 
HIS LIFE BECOMES REBORN.

LIKE MY FAMILY, 
WE LEFT OUR COUNTRY 
TO FIND THE FREEDOM DOOR. 
AT LEAST WE FOUND 
RED, WHITE AND BLUE 
WITH FIFTY STARS.

ON A SKY HIGH 
DO WHATEVER YOU LIKE. 
WITHOUT FREEDOM 
THERE IS NO RIGHT.

FREEDOM AT LAST 
OF HUMAN RIGHT.
FREEDOM IS NICE LIKE A BIRD'S 
FLIGHT.

-L--
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I also noticed tha t people judged me by 
' — looked at

j way /

•thought that I 
came ~

7 on everything; I felt 
sometimes wonder ，

Maria Elena Coniillo 
1992

A couple of weeks went by. While 1 
was in my class, I could hear some 
students criticizing me because of the way 
I read and spake. I had a difficult time 
expleiinins my answers to the questions 
asked in class. In this situntion. I felt 
that I was useless, and not ns well 
educated as everyone else. When my 
classes had tests ar quizzes, I ttstta'" 
lower grades then everyone else.

The first day of school I felt different 
I wondered if 1 would meet 

people. Most of the time, I felt same

Sometimes, / put myself down, and J 
wanted to give up , " '
/ike a failure. I sometimes wonder why 
people have to judge other people. They 
dan't understand haw much their wards 
hurt me.

my physical appearance. They 1 
me niysteriously been use of the _ 
dressed, and my mannerisms. It was very 
hard for me to understand why people 
treated me like an outsider.

and nervous.
many 一 ____ ,____________
people looking nt me strangely. It seemed 
as if they thought that I wus an alien 
been use I cume from a different country, 
tind find a different background.

September 1988 was my first dny nt 
Northwest Aren Hi3b School. Along with 
local people were some foreign students 
who had shown interest in studying at 
Northwest. I didn't know wha t kind of an 
experience I would have ar n new place.






