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E D I T O R’ S  N O T E 

 Again, MiNT has succeeded in providing fresh, new in-
sights on issues that are both close to home and as large in scope 
as national events. This semester promises to be a truly productive 
one for MiNT, as we will have published three issues by the close 
of the semester. Look for our next issue as December begins.

 “Through The Looking Glass” is the appropriate theme 
for this issue, as our writers have dug their toes deep into their ar-
ticles, and have made some discoveries that are sure to shock and 
intrigue you. Look to the next page and you will see a skillfully 
penned editorial that questions the need of college in generating 
success. Our feature article takes a close look at the new birth 
control pill, Lybrel, and what this will mean for the health of 
women. Turn the page and you will find thoughts on hell, takes 
on “being green,” and even a meditation on boobs. Yes, you heard 
right, boobs. Our writers have taken this issue’s theme to heart 
and have succeeded in presenting you with some new ideas.

 I am particularly proud of our creative section in this 
issue. While our magazines have changed along with our writers’ 
interests, it appears that the creative section is making a brave 
comeback! We welcome all submissions, and encourage creative 
writers to consider publishing their work in our magazine. 

 I have sincerely enjoyed working with the up-and-com-
ing editorial team and thank you all so much for all your hours of 
hard work. I have a great amount of confidence in all of you, and 
I expect great changes for MiNT in the future. I want to give a big 
thank you to all of MiNT’s skilled writers; you have much to be 
proud of in this volume. To our readers – enjoy!

Sara E Germain
Editor-in-Chief

C O N T E N T S



 The more I reflect on the  title of this article, the more 
resolute I become that the answer is No. No, college is not worth 
the time, the energy, the determination of our nation’s most prized 
asset—its young adults. No, we are capable of much more than 
four to twelve (for our doctors out there) years of reciting lines 
and polishing medals, all the while accumulating massive amounts 
of debt on our already weary heads. College as a corporation is 
selling the commodity of 
knowledge, or so we’re told.
 What we are really 
sold is the shell of a dream 
of what college once was—
the politically radical social 
movement, the conflagration 
of youth, the beginnings of 
an inquisitive life followed 
by a fulfilling job. Pushed by 
over-eager parents we strive 
to model our experience on 
a concept that never existed. 
The more I think on it, the 
more betrayed I feel by a so-
ciety that describes college as, 
on the one hand, a version of  
Orwell’s Animal House, and 
on the other, a version of the movie, Dead Poet’s Soci-
ety. Where college students find themselves is neither. 
 What we do have as the model of the contemporary “good” 
college is a place where students who have sacrificed their youths go 
to isolate themselves from contemporary society via facebook or on-
line poker. A place where all revolutions seem to dither on the border 
of apathy, as Nicholas Handler in his The Posteverything Generation. 
 On campus, we sign petitions, join organizations, put 
our names on mailing lists, make small-money contributions, vol-
unteer a spare hour to tutor and sport an entire wardrobe’s worth 
of LiveStrong-like bracelets advertising our moderately priced 
opposition to everything from breast cancer to global warming. 
What we have is a place to pour our parent’s anxious en-
ergy, while we  attempt to try and acquire the skills to  find a 
job so that we can pay for it all. Perhaps the college experi-
ence is not worthless, but the sheer number of college students 
enrolled across the nation does mean, literally, that a BA is 
worth less. It’s an all-night party, for some of us, after  which 
the hang-over will be more vivid than the experience itself. 
 And the response to this may be a passionate, 
“You’re wrong!” which I hope it is. I hope for everyone read-
ing this, college has provided the most vibrant memories, 
the expansion of your mind beyond recognition, the attain-
ment of all of your dreams. What I mean to say is that col-
lege is changing before our eyes into something much differ-
ent than our parents, than the Dean, than even we can  imagine. 
 

 An essay contest was proposed by the NY Times in July, 
the challenge: “Why College Matters.” And as I sat attempting to 
write, I became more critical. College seems to be an integral part 
of the American dream. As children it was always the next logi-
cal step after high school on the path towards a neat, quiet, and 
respectable life. It’s our right to go; it has been already mapped 
out for us in grandiose schemes that are not of our own design. I 

simply could not comprehend 
those friends who decided 
not to go to college after high 
school. I thought their lives 
were over. And this is why I 
feel college is worthless to 
so many young people—why 
the Times has to hold an es-
say contest on why it mat-
ters, because we are changing. 
 There may simply be 
too many people enrolled in 
college today. There is no re-
specting that which has been 
given unequivocally. Instead 
of yearning to broaden our ho-
rizons we expect college to do 
that for us—instead of creating 

our own intellectual atmospheres we take it for granted, and then are 
disappointed. Fundamentally, we are operating from a perspective 
that is not our own. We inherit older generation’s expectations on what 
college should be, of how we should rebel, of how we should live. 
 There are just not enough jobs that require four years 
of technical training (there aren’t even enough jobs for 12 years, 
just ask any humanities graduate student). Those students, 
who ordinarily would not have gone, say 20 years ago, are be-
ing almost bullied into college by fears that without that piece 
of paper, that check in the box, they won’t be able to find any 
job - and this is becoming increasingly true. College as an idea 
figures more prominently than the thing itself. This is  because 
college has always been equated with a genuine intellectual sta-
tus;  however, increasing amounts of employers are finding that 
these college educated employees are not as competent as they 
used to be, with some barely able to formulate a coherent sentence.  
 For these reasons I must submit that college seems to have 
lost its once mythical status as a haven of intellectual and social pros-
perity. College is not much more than our own experiences within 
life, except much more expensive. Once we dismiss the idea that col-
lege has been our American right, once we stop looking for a brand-
name experience and just make it our own, once we start to appre-
ciate this opportunity, then maybe, possibly, it’ll be worth the time. 

Thinking Into a Box: Is College Worth It?
by Will Sankey
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 Movie quote and sarcastic quip colloquiums are some of 
my favorite means of forming a community.  Family Guy forums, 
YouTube discussions and “that’s what she said” seminars are truly 
unifying forces in our generation.   Why is Stewie’s head so oddly 
shaped? How does “Numa Numa” relate to the general human 
condition? Why are our mothers the constant scapegoats of our 
insults?  Where is the ethnic injustice in diminishing “McLovin” 
to a simple, but very sexy, hamburger?  These are the controver-
sial questions, the provocative thoughts that we bring into society.  
Pride, friends, is the only word that can be applied here, sheer pride.  
 Ladies and gentleman, popular culture is in fact the root 
of all philosophy itself. Any sincerely deep discussion, though 
not many can be  deeper than the conversations  between Pe-
dro and Napoleon, emerges from the interests of contempo-
rary society.  Socrates liked asking questions, this was the root 
of all his ambition.  Pre-civil war people spoke with accents and 
rode up and down the Mississippi, which was the core inspira-
tion for The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.  Some people in 
the 1960s liked long hair; the army liked crew cuts: could this 
be an inspiration for an anti-war movement? It has been shown 
throughout history that popular culture has been at the root of 
great movements; through closer examination of our televi-
sion shows, on-line culture and classic sarcasms, it becomes ob-
vious that we are on the verge of something great and terrible.
 What is YouTube essentially: a collection of videos on 
the internet–another procrastination device?  No, my friends, 
it is a gallery of us, a mirror into society, revealing our deepest 
truths.  We are a hodgepodge of bored young adults trying des-
perately to have our message be heard in the globalizing world.  
“Numa, Numa” is just one facet of our extremely complex gen-
eration.  Our mothers, though we love them, are responsible 
for filling our young minds with information that is just not rel-
evant in society today, yet we fervently defend them out of pity.  
There are studies that have shown that introducing children 
to Napoleon Dynamite at a younger age has a much greater ef-
fect than waiting until high school; McLovin is an excellent ex-
ample of those who were forced to wait to study our cultural re-
sources.  Let’s not wait, friends.  Let us become the best heard 
mother defending, absent of plot definition nation in the world.  
 We do, however, have  a certain weak point, as every 
emergent cultural movement does, and we must repair it.  There 
are, to the great dismay of some, certain people, dare I say it, who 
collectively care about certain occurrences going on in the world.  
These “causes” are so empty and absent minded.  We cannot have 
hollowness present in our line of offense.  I beg those cultural har-
mony enforcing, anti-war moving, charity fundraising and, worst of 
all, the current event writing people, to stop being brainwashed by 
what we are told is important.  Let us keep that “education” in the 
class room.  Let the professors pull teeth in the lecture halls while 
we spread our word through Facebook, AIM and text messaging.  
Keep intellect in its cage.  They will believe we are putting it on a 
pedestal, for it is too great to be spoken about outside research pa-

pers, but we will 
be separating 
ourselves from 
the falseness 
that is classic 
literature, politi-
cal science and 
m a t h e m a t i c s .  
Liberal Arts in-
deed . . . let us ap-
ply them stingily.  
 T h i s 
generation has 
been doing well 
so far. Our prog-
ress is particu-
larly evident in 
our conversa-
tions.  We should 
be proud of the 
fact that sarcasm is so frequent that it is often the core content 
of discussions.  I have been present at truly brilliant conversa-
tions in which no decent argument was ever made.  Let us bow 
in the presence of those quote memorizing, “that’s what she 
said” speaking, double-entendre revealing folks, who are the 
root of our great and terrible movement towards change.  We 
are the unique strategists.  Let us be conservative in our actions 
or, better yet, take none at all.  We should not be helping to re-
build, spread knowledge, or raise awareness.  Let us save our 
pent up energies for that great day that will hopefully never come.  
 And what if they question us?  What if those “leaders” 
want us to participate?  Defense, ladies and gentleman, defense.  It 
has all been said and done before.  They stole it all anyway, those 
damn thinkers.  They left us with nothing at all; the maze of hu-
manity is completely figured out.  Every nook and cranny has been 
picked apart down to the last inch.  What do we have left but term 
papers, and current political issues? Even after every bit of depth 
was consumed by the pretentious over-thinkers, somewhere in the 
maze of humanity they built secret passageways.  Perhaps thought 
is a cannibal:  it has consumed itself.  There are no questions left to 
ask; Jeeves has all the answers.  Thought locked itself in that cage.  
Now we can just say the same thing again and again, using a different 
setting or rhyme scheme.  Therefore, let us not be redundant and let 
us not digress; let us not move at all, it is the only proper way to live.  
 We are a brilliant, witty, humble generation constantly 
bowing to the forefathers of thought, respecting their discoveries 
and wanting nothing more than to believe them.  Let us reveal our 
determination to the world by keeping the voting rate at 50  percent, 
only reading what we have to and keeping honest conversation 
to a minimum.  Family Guy is not only in syndication anymore.  

Your Mom, McLovin and True Sarcasm
by Deborah Bertlesman
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I will tell you, though, if you ask people in Manhattan or you 
ask people in Georgetown or ask people in Los Angeles about 
Jerry Falwell they’ll roll their eyes and tell you that he was a 
right wing religious bigot fanatic that they just never under-
stood; when they said that about Jerry Falwell, they were say-
ing that about millions and millions of people in Middle Amer-
ica. – Joe Scarborough, May 15, 2007, the day Falwell died 

The god of Moses would brusquely call for other tribes, includ-
ing his own, to suffer massacre and plague and even extirpation, 
but when the grave closed over his victims he was essentially 
finished with them. – Christopher Hitchens, God is Not Great

 The concept of hell was first introduced to me as a place 
where bad people go after they die. Heaven, of course, was the 
opposite. Neither, at the time, was attributed to god. Then I started 
dating, and my first girlfriend told me that I was going to hell be-
cause I did not believe in god. Recently, I was told by a fellow 
student, with whom I mistakenly sat down to dinner, that his father 
was going to hell unless he accepted Jesus Christ as his personal 
savior (forget Christ’s habit of forgiveness). It was at this table 
that I also confirmed the following picture of god and creation.
 God created a chosen people who would believe in him, 
and the explanation for the existence of entire cultures and conti-
nents of people who do not and never did, is that god wanted to 
create diversity and give people a choice. I was asked again and 
again if I would have god take away free will - if I would want to 
live like that. These cultures and people who do not believe in god 
are doomed to hell, which  apparently is not reserved for rapists and 
murderers who believe in god or Jesus (that he is the son of god), 
but for non-believers, many, perhaps most of whom, I know from 
experience, are decent people. Because these people were created 
specifically to be different, and some will refuse to believe in god, 
and some will not even get the chance, they are doomed to eternal 
torture, the worst possible fate in the eyes of believers ( in hell). 
 This is not a just god who does this; this is a monster. A 
god that specifically creates people to be bound for the tortures of 
hell is a horrible being. When I said this at that table, it was said 
that god has a special plan for the original chosen people, the Jews, 
but more often the simpler answer, that Jews are all going to hell, is 
given to this question (in Pope Paul VI’s Nostra Aetate, he writes of 
reconciliation between Christians and the original chosen people, 
but it says nothing of hell). So, Jews are going to hell, along with 
those of other religions, homosexuals and, of course, Atheists. To 
adopt the morality of the god who is said to have created this situa-
tion can only lead to despicable acts. These people who call them-
selves the most moral of all the worlds’ peoples are not good people. 
 God does not need to speak for himself (herself/itself), and 
so there are human beings (albeit inhumane, in many cases) who 
are assigned this role. They claim to speak for god here on earth. 
One of these was the recently (this past summer) deceased Jerry 
Falwell, founder of the “Moral Majority,” and one of the most in-

fluential preachers in the country. Falwell once said: “the abortion-
ists, and the feminists, and the gays and the lesbians who are ac-
tively trying to make that an alternative lifestyle, the ACLU, People 
for the American Way—all of them who have tried to secularize 
America—I point the finger in their face and say ‘you helped this 
happen.’” That was on September 11, 2001. He was credited with 
aiding the elections of Ronald Reagan and the first George Bush. 
Falwell made these horrendous people an influential voting block. 
They are now a specific target of political candidates on both sides 
of the isle. If one does not appear religious enough, one cannot get 
elected. During the first Democratic presidential debate on April 
26, 2007, on MSNBC, John Edwards identified his lord as a moral 
leader in his life, second to his wife. During the Republican debate 
on the same network the following week, Mike Huckabee, Tom 
Tancredo and Sam Brownback all raised their hands when the group 
was asked who does not believe in evolution. John McCain felt the 
need to confirm that, while he does believe in evolution, he also be-
lieves that god has a hand in pretty sunsets over the Grand Canyon. 
 If candidates for the Presidency and other positions are 
going to pander like this to the immoral majority of Falwell, I 
feel that they should be forced to hear this question: In your per-
sonal faith, do you believe that homosexuals, non-believers and 
non-Christians are going to hell? (All of the candidates are Chris-
tian). They wave their right to keep their religious convictions to 
themselves when they speak of how strongly they believe in god 
to gather votes. Even if they try to duck that question with “my 
beliefs are my own,” groups of fierce Christians will want them 
to answer “yes,” while homosexuals, non-Christians and non-
believers, though they will probably not be frightened of eternal 
damnation, will take into serious consideration whether or not they 
can trust a person who believes such things about them to lead the 
country in which they are equal citizens. Why should they trust 
someone who believes such things to look out for their wellbeing? 
 If you call yourself a believer of any kind, but do not har-
bor such indefensible beliefs, than that means this is not about you. 
It does not, however, mean that such people do not exist. It is a fair 
analysis of what comes out of The Holy Bible (Leviticus 20:13, John 
3:16, John 12:39, 40, it goes on) and other religious texts, and what 
comes out of the mouths of scarily powerful people, like Falwell. 
Perhaps people like Falwell will take it on faith that someone like 
Hilary Clinton shares their intolerable beliefs, and so Clinton will 
not have to address it. Someone, though, should ask this question, 
if we are to have complete honesty and candor from our politicians. 
Hate is not something to be looked for in a potential president.

Impure Thoughts
by Aaron Netsky



 I don’t really feel like writing this article.  I’m 
tired.  Earlier, I celebrated Third World Day.  You prob-
ably haven’t heard of it before; that’s because I invented 
it.  It doesn’t have a fixed date.  You could celebrate it tomor-
row.  I hope you do.  If you’re too busy, try it the next day. 
 It started in West Timor.  I was reading an article on 
Aljazeera about the drought in West Timor.  When I think 
about poverty, I see two things:  dead babies and white rice.  In 
West Timor, they have dead babies, but they don’t have white 
rice; it’s just too dry to grow.  Instead, they eat Cassava root.  
Sometimes it’s sweet and sometimes it’s bitter with cyanide.    
 A couple months ago I read a Vice exposé about Glue Kids.  
They are street dwelling orphans in Zimbabwe.  There is little love 
or food in Harare’s streets.  Mugabe’s politics go something like 
“let them eat glue.”  They huff the stuff to forget about their hunger.  
 West Timor + Glue Kids = Third World Day.  At 
least that’s my Third World Day.  Yours will probably be dif-
ferent.  The goal of Third World Day is to find some peo-
ple that are about your age and gender, and adopt their life-
style for a day.  It is a holiday to abandon your American 
character.  It is a chance to walk a mile on their calloused soles. 
I  began  my  Third  World  Day around  3:30 A.M.  by  reclining 
over a compost heap behind my garage.  Softer than the sidewalk, 
and shadowed from the streetlight, it felt like a good place to start 
my celebration…  
 But I couldn’t fall asleep.  My glue kid apparel – a 
t-shirt and boxer shorts – left me feeling naked.  The rodents in 
the old refrigerator next to me turned out to be nocturnal chatter 
boxes.  So I became a glue kid: I uncapped my model airplane 
glue and plugged it up my nostril.  I’m not sure how I passed the 
night.  Glue has a way of tacking dreams to waking.  In either 
state, I spent the night singing lullabies to the rats and poking 
speckled jitterbugs.
 I woke up with a spider crawling up my thigh.  I swatted 
it and, to my relief, it popped in a burst of yellow goo.  Unlike 
last night’s bugs, it was real.  I thought about eating it.  Bacon 
grease wafted out of the kitchen’s exhaust fan, and I was ready 
to forget my vegetarian ways.  But Third World Day is a 24-hour 
commitment, and I had already rolled through eight sticky hours.  
 Sometime before dawn my tube dried to my shirt col-
lar.  It came loose with half of my collar and I unplugged it with 
a rusty dumpster fork.  I sniffed a lucid glue breakfast straight 
from the tube this morning.  Poverty seems to limit you to vari-
ations on the same poison.  The Timorese have Cassava; the 
Glue Kids and I have adhesives.  Quasi carcinogens can sat-
isfy every hourly appetite.  On my Third World Day, I huffed 
a glue breakfast, brunch, lunch, afternoon tea, and supper.  
 When you have hedges and mailboxes telling you that 
eating is overrated, it’s easy to laugh your way through hour 
after foodless hour.  But I ran out of glue somewhere around 
sundown.  The streetlights came on, but they were unwilling 
to laugh with me in the way that the trees had earlier in the af-

ternoon.  As I picked away at the bloody glue stalactites that 
frosted my nostrils, my stomach growled.  While my friends fin-
ished their cooking, I stumbled behind the kitchen garbage can.
 And then I feasted.  I scraped some rice from below the 
burner and dug half a wrinkly red onion out from its hiding spot 
bellow the broiler.  My first bite didn’t make it too far; it stuck in my 
throat.  I hacked bloody onion bits across the green linoleum tiles.  I 
scraped my onion Pollock off the floor and squeezed it into my rice.   
I rolled it in a dirty wok of peanut oil, and coerced the bolus down 
my esophagus.  I had a flash of energy as my stomach rumbled with 
digestion.  But the energy was fleeting. I passed out in the pantry.  
 I recuperated on my couch.  I was drooling in the closet 
when my friends found me.  They carried me to my room and propped 
a coffee mug under my oozing face.  Model glue may be good for 
sticking elevators on toy airplanes, but it will vaporize your throat.  
I barely made it through my day as a glue kid.  I guess I’m not 
suited well for it.  But I have a feeling that the real Glue Kids aren’t 
either.  People aren’t designed to digest poison.  You may be able to 
substitute glue for Wegman’s food.  I doubt it, but I hope you try...  

Red Onions and Airplane Glue
by Eric Metz
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Will She Love Him Past the Point of Diminishing Returns?
by Will Sankey

 Dollar rises, dollar falls. The whole vast tragedy is en-
acted over and over again like some sorry opera, forever recurring 
within the realm of the global stage. The dollar has had quite a 
history, from lowly country boy to world ruler, he has become the 
ultimate template for the comedic champion—and thusly the stan-
dard for the tragic hero. This time though, the stakes are higher, 
the fall more improbable and in turn more 
damning. Some of you may have been 
following this story that is entwined with 
larger issues. That is, the mad dash of some 
Canadians into the U.S. to grab a bargain. 
Grab a bargain? That’s right. Check out 
the back of some of your older books that 
you may have purchased from Barnes and 
Noble, say, three years ago. You may see 
two prices there, one (the smaller) the dollar 
amount of the book, the other (and by far 
the larger of the two) the Canadian. Well, 
guess what? Go into any book store today 
and if the book has been printed recently, 
that story isn’t the same. Because the dol-
lar isn’t the same, it has fallen so far that 
we are now on equal footing with Canada. 
Which is fantastic…for Canada.  
 However, those of you who are 
interested in the Humanities II trip to Oxford this coming sum-
mer are not only going to have to pay the hefty regular fee just 
to get over there and attend (about $6,500); you are also go-
ing to lose half of your money. That means the typical meatball 
sub from CAS which is a bargain at $6.50 is now going to cost 
you a weighty $13. It’ll be a little bit less if you go to France 
for Hum II, however.  What the folks over at study abroad have 
done for us, which I’m convinced is mainly out of economic 
concerns  (thank you!), is open up a new Humn II option—that 
is, Prague. This is extraordinarily nice since you’ll get to see 
Charles Bridge, go to Vienna, maybe even Munich, and guess 
what their currency trades for nowadays?  No, they’re not on the 
euro yet; your one dollar will get you 20 Czech koruna! Hurray!
 Now, why even talk about this? Well, it seems to me that 
around this college, most people are taking a blind eye to some 
very interesting economic developments around the world, even 
around town. For example, if you have been to Mamma Mia’s 
lately you would have noticed that the price of a slice is $2.25. 
What’s the deal with that? Effectively, it would seem, Mia’s has a 
pizza monopoly within Geneseo, ever since its main rival, Mari-
azza’s, shut its doors. And yet I wouldn’t be surprised to see the 
price of a slice fall once again due to the reactions of others in 
the face of this economic powerhouse. Pizza Paul’s, Mia’s other 
rival, has started to serve later; some of you may have even seen 
that GFR is open late, and what’s that behind the Vital Spot? Why 
it’s an Alley Eats catering specifically to the late Knight crowd. 
And that’s just one example of the markets right here in Geneseo. 

 These be odd times. Currently, the economy is rising 
along with the price of gas. The trade deficit is in the area of about 
3 trillion dollars; the housing market is falling for the first time 
in years. Taking a stroll around Geneseo, I must have counted at 
least ten houses for sale within the immediate vicinity. That may 
just be coincidence, but maybe not. So, what does this mean? 

Adding the falling dollar to the 
declining housing market, taking 
that sum plus the rising cost of gas 
without a similar rise in income, 
what do you get? I have no idea; 
there are too many other factors, 
including an incompetent leader 
coupled with an inexperienced yet 
highly educated Fed Chairman. 
It may be smooth sailing; it may 
be the beginnings of a tempest. 
What I can advise here is to be 
aware of your surroundings. 
We may be in college, but we 
are still a part of a larger system 
that is mostly rational and can, 
with diligence, be understood. 
Within the flood of post-Freako-
nomics type literature, there are 

many ways to be deceived yet many more ways to be-
come educated.  As one great economist once duly stated: 
The ideas of economists and political philosophers, both when they 
are right and when they are wrong, are more powerful than is com-
monly understood. Indeed, the world is ruled by little else. Practical 
men, who believe themselves to be quite exempt from any intellec-
tual influence, are usually the slaves of some defunct economist. 
Madmen in authority, who hear voices in the air, are distilling their 
frenzy from some academic scribbler of a few years back. (Keynes)
Do not balk or think it a sin to contemplate the movement 
and intricacies of money. It moves itself, and it moves us. 
 And will she continue to love him past the 
point of diminishing returns? She will, for a time. 

P E R S P E C T I V E S 
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 Big boobs are for porn stars, pregnant 
ladies and Dolly Parton.

 Or at least that’s where they seem most 
fitting.

 According to Stacey Tantleff-Dunn’s ex-
periment, “Biggest Isn’t Always Best: The Effect 
of Breast Size on Perceptions of Women,” large 
breasts (cup size D) are perceived to be more os-
tentatious than office appropriate.  Her findings 
also revealed that “males viewed the same [5’4’’, 
120 lb] woman, in the same attire, giving the same 
speech less positively on a professional domain that 
included ratings of her education, intelligence, pro-
fessionalism, credibility, influence, assertiveness, 
success, confidence, morality, and persuasiveness” when she had 
large breasts than when she had medium breasts (cup size B/C).  
Large isn’t the only size mammary glands drawing prejudice: wom-
en with A cups face the same professional discrimination. In this 
way,a woman with a small or large chest has at least one perk: there’s 
no need to develop a personality.  Puberty took care of that for her. 
 Referenced in Tantleff-Dunn’s report, researchers 
Kleinke and Staneski found that “women with large breasts were 
evaluated as being ‘relatively unintelligent, incompetent, immor-
al, and immodest,’ whereas those with small breasts were evalu-
ated as being ‘most intelligent, competent, modest, and moral.’”
 A protruding symbol of femininity, breasts advertise 
through t-shirts better than any silk-screened slogan on it ever 
could.  Furnham et al. suggests that “personal appearance, in con-
junction with sexual identity, is the personal characteristic most 
accessible to others in social interactions.”  And because first 
impressions leave lasting impressions, it’s no wonder that breast 
size is important to women.  
  If there’s any indication of just how important it is, 
it’s in the incessant increase in the number of breast-related cos-
metic surgeries being performed.   In 2006, the American Soci-
ety of Plastic Surgeons [ASPS] tallied 104,445 breast reduc-
tion surgeries, as compared to 84,780 in 2000.   As for breast 
augmentation, the number of women willing to go under the 
knife grew as quickly as their bust size.  After 329,000 opera-
tions were performed in 2006, the ASPS announced that “for the 
first time, breast augmentation is the most popular surgical pro-
cedure since the ASPS began collecting statistics in 1992.”
  Just as no one factor causes economic inflation, cos-
metic surgery isn’t solely responsible for making breasts 
bigger.  Anne Casselman’s “The Physics of Bras” identi-
fies “poor eating habits…and the estrogens in birth-control 
pills” as two additional reasons why the average Ameri-
can woman’s bra size has increased from a 34B to a 36C.  
   A pair of D cups can weigh anywhere from 15 to 23 
pounds—“the equivalent of carrying around two small turkeys.” 

And now that more than 30 percent of American 
women fill D cups or larger, bra manufactur-
ers are having a hard time building a satisfying 
bra, as larger breasts only compound the chal-
lenge.  “Women like their bras to be sexy and 
sensual and comfy and supportive,” says Deirdre 
McGhee, a sports physiotherapist and graduate 
student in biomechanics at Australia’s Univer-
sity of Wollongong. “And to get all that is rare.”
 Biomechanist Julia Steele is close to solving this 
problem once and for all.  Six years ago she teamed 
up with the University of Wollongong’s Intelligent 
Polymer Research Institute and began developing 
“the world’s first smart bra.”  Incorporating intel-
ligent materials and electronic textiles into the de-
sign allows the bra to “sense when breast motion 

increases and tighten appropriate parts of the bra in response. ‘When 
you’re sitting around the office, it isn’t restrictive,’ Steele says. ‘But 
if you need to run for a bus or something, it will sense that you’ve 
started to run, and it will give you the support of a sports bra.’”      
 While Steele’s Frankenstein-ian bra remains in the lab, 
Elisabeth Squire’s Boobs: A Guide to Your Girls will have to suf-
fice.  Squire’s self-help book gained significant press coverage in 
the ABC news article, “Cleavage: What’s Appropriate, What’s 
Not,” which summarized her advice on when to push ‘em up and 
when to lock ‘em up.  Apparently aware of the aforementioned 
study, in which men said women with medium-size breasts look 
more professional, Squires believes the office calls for large 
breasted women to wear minimizers and small breasted women 
to add padding.  Night is the best time to show off your girls, she 
suggests.  “You can certainly be a bit more daring,” Squires says; 
“this presumably is adult time, and cleavage is powerful. This is 
the time to use it. But they should be part of your whole look.”  
It’s funny how breast empowerment is only acceptable at a time 
when immorality and incompetence are also more acceptable.  
 Why are breasts such a big deal anyway?  Since Tantleff-
Dunn’s research revealed that the experimental actress’ “breast 
size influenced males’ perceptions of her, but females’ ratings were 
consistent across breast size conditions,” it seems that males are 
to blame.  Ryan Murphy’s article, “Thanks for the Mammaries: 
Men’s Fascination With Breasts,” suggests that men find breasts 
calming and see them as a symbol of fertility.  Murphy also ex-
plains that “breasts have the allure of taboo.”  People want what 
they can’t have, and as Jerry Seinfeld reasons, “If women kept their 
heads covered instead of their breasts, we’d all be heading down 
to the corner store to pick up the latest copy of Heads Illustrated.”  
 
Maybe melons are the real forbidden fruit.

Breasts of Burden
by Meghan Gleason
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What’s in Right Now?  Shades of [Being] Green
by Ann Nicodemi

 “It isn’t easy being green,” or at least that’s what Kermit the 
Frog has been telling us all these years.  Maybe it isn’t. There are so 
many books that tell us just how easy it is being green that sometimes 
I feel like I’m missing something. If it is so easy being green, then 
why is it so difficult to get people to recycle! Is there a catch involved?
 No folks, I am not talking about being green in the Kermit 
the Frog sense of the word, but rather the lifestyle that embraces 
making environmentally conscious decisions – making choices 
that are best for the environment. To be truly green nowadays re-
quires doing more than placing the recyclables in the designated 
bins rather than the trash cans five feet away, but involves buying 
items that are advertised as being green: things that are durable, 
energy efficient, preferably made with recycled materials and that 
are eventually recyclable themselves. 
Someone who is in for some serious 
greenage might even choose to boy-
cott big companies and manufactur-
ers that are quite obviously not green.
 Of course, the truth is that it 
isn’t all that hard to be green. Yes, it 
might entail making a few sacrifices 
when you have to cut back on that all-
important plastic, take a little extra time 
to recycle, or research the products you 
are buying. I realize that I am com-
pletely oversimplifying the process, 
however, being that I am not Kermit, 
I’m not here to comment on whether 
being green is easy or not. What I’m re-
ally interested in is all of those products that are coming out to sup-
port the green trend. Yes, I said trend. Are people being green nowa-
days because they believe that it is the right thing to do or are people 
choosing (or trying) to be green because it’s the cool thing to do? 
 It is not easy to ignore the accumulation of “green” prod-
ucts taking up space on so many stores’ shelves nowadays: cutesy 
pink polka dot water bottles that say “Save the Earth” or shirts with 
a picture of the earth  and “I’m good for the Environment!” writ-
ten across them.  I’ve even seen “1,000 Ways to be Green” pocket 
suggestion books. You name it and they have the green product for 
it: lip gloss, pencils, lunch boxes, bags, etc. Some of these products 
are green: they’re made of recycled materials, are reusable, or are 
easily recyclable. However, a lot of these products are not green; 
they’re just latching on to what has been perceived as a trend in the 
market. Buying these products is not going to be helpful to the envi-
ronment; it is just going to put money into companies who are very 
likely not practicing the green methods that they are preaching. 
Think about that the next time you proudly display your green armor.  
 And what about those books? Pages and pages devoted 
to instructing people just how to make themselves green and how 
easy it is to be green. For instance, The Green Book: The Everyday 
Guide to Saving the Planet One Simple Step at a Time, or The Live 
Earth Global Warming Survival Handbook: 77 Essential Skills to 

Stop Climate Change, or even The Lazy Environmentalists Guide 
to Easy, Stylish Green Living, and there are many more. Are all of 
these books made from recycled paper? Many are, but just as many 
are not. Such coffee table books are likely to end up as showpieces 
in a purchaser’s living room instead of being used to actually to 
make green choices. A lot of solid greeners  who have a true pas-
sion for being green have published their tried–and–true meth-
ods online to save the paper and energy involved in publishing. 
 We can even see the trend of being green in our own 
community: look at area grocery stores. Wegmans started selling 
those reusable black grocery bags over the summer and people 
are buying them five at a time. The massive amount of cardboard 
packaging that accompanies these “environmentally friendly” 

totes and the amount of gas that 
is used to bring them to the store 
seems to negate their intended 
purpose. Another problem is that 
people buy them and never re-
member to use them. So, not only 
did energy go into manufacturing 
and packaging these bags, but the 
people who bought them are still 
using plastic bags when they gro-
cery shop. As a cashier, I can say 
unofficially that some people buy 
these bags because they are trying 
to make a difference and want to 
try to stop using the plastic bags. 
At least half of the people who 

buy them in my line; however, tell me that they’re making the 
purchase because they saw them at their neighbor’s house, or 
their daughter said they’re so convenient, or their son’s teach-
er thinks they are so nice looking.  In other words, they buy 
them because they’re becoming trendy around the community. 
 It’s never cool to pump up your image with items that mis-
represent a cause; in the case of fake greenery, it’s even less fash-
ionable: those hot items purported to be environmentally friendly 
are actually harming the environment. Marketable trendiness is 
causing a vicious cycle of repeated offences in that shade of green 
this or that person thought looked so stylish. Whenever someone 
participates in the purchase of items that aren’t really green, but 
claim to be, he or she is encouraging others to do the same. Of 
course, since these items are popular money-makers, manufac-
turers will continue to manufacture and create more products of 
the same type. All of the energy that goes into the creation, ship-
ping, and later disposal of these supposedly green items are likely 
doing more harm to the environment than the pre-green items 
we were using before. I’ll leave you with some fashion advice: 
make like Kermit and stick to only those natural shades of green. 
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 Brace yourselves ladies, it’s time to celebrate. Those 
medical experts have finally landed on the one thing that will 
make our lives, as women, blissful and carefree. That’s right. No. 
More. Periods. At long last we no longer have to fear Aunt Flo’s 
visit, the curse will be lifted, the crimson tide will cease flowing 
and we can all at last contribute fully towards society without the 
monthly debilitation of our periods that leaves us all in such a 
state of helplessness. Our savior, the new birth control pill Lybrel, 
is here. Praise the FDA.
 Lybrel was approved by the FDA in May of 2007. This 
blessed little pill is so far considered to protect against pregnancy 
as effectively as many other mainstream birth control pills with 
one difference: Lybrel does not include a week of placebo pills. 
Thus women who are taking it receive a continuous supply of 
hormones that will cease the monthly shedding of the lining of 
their uteruses. Or so they say. 
 The FDA approved Lybrel based on two clinical trials, 
each lasting for one year, of more than 2,400 women aged 18-49. 
These clinical trials held by Wyeth indicate that the elimination 
of these monthly periods comes at a cost. Indeed, unanticipated 
“breakthrough bleeding” occurred in half to most of the women 
involved in the trials. Breakthrough bleeding is bleeding that 
occurs while taking the active oral contraceptive pills, those that 
are not placebos. Wyeth states on their website that “unsched-
uled bleeding or spotting is likely to occur while you are taking 
Lybrel.  The convenience of having no regular menstrual periods 
should be weighed against the inconvenience of unscheduled 
or unplanned breakthrough bleeding or spotting.” Thus, while 
Lybrel will theoretically eliminate our monthlies from plaguing 
us, it will come at the cost of never knowing when breakthrough 
bleeding might occur. Is this worth it?
 The entire basis of this pill lies on the assumption that 
menstruation is an undesired burden that a sensible woman 
would want to avoid. While it is true that some women experi-
ence severe symptoms with their monthly periods, they are in 
the minority. Most women, believe it or not, can function quite 
normally while shedding their uterus linings, although many of us 
have been conditioned to think otherwise. 
 There seems to be a contradictory struggle in the ad-
vertising techniques over how to go about pushing this pill on 
women and convincing them that Lybrel is really what they need. 
While one technique includes displaying the modern woman, 
who just has no time for such base things as periods, another 
technique takes the complete opposite route, and flat out states 
that monthly periods are unnatural. The headline, “Get Your Pe-
riod Only When You Want – or Not at All (Really!)” appeared in 
Glamour magazine in July of 2000, next to other cover headlines 
that read: “Does This Make me Look Fat?,” “What Makes a 
Woman an Unforgettable Lover,” and “The New Sex Accelera-
tor.” In this Glamour article, period-suppressing pills are pro-
moted on the idea that the natural state of a woman is that of the 
cavewoman, who was always either pregnant or breast feeding, 

and thus menstruating less. I ask you what is more natural, letting 
your body perform it’s monthly cleansing cycle, or interrupting it 
with a period-suppressing and controlling pill?
 In regards to cancer, many women are rightfully de-
manding to know whether period-suppressing pills will lead to 
greater health problems down the road. Looking at the history 
of birth control pills, and women’s health in general, this is a 
valid concern. When the birth control pill was first introduced 
in the 1950s it contained estrogen levels ten times the amount 
that are present in most birth control pills on the market today. 
At this point, the long-term side effects of constantly exposing 
your body to the hormones in Lybrel are conveniently not yet 
determined. Consequently it would appear that the only negative 
side effect of Lybrel is the spotting and breakthrough bleeding. I 
have to wonder, however, how allowing the lining of the uterus to 
continually sit inside and never shed itself will affect a woman’s 
health. It has also been determined that the hormones produced 
naturally inside a woman throughout her cycle that includes her 
period affect other aspects of her body besides that of reproduc-
tion. Similar to the discovery that a woman’s ovaries continue to 
produce hormones that are needed by her body after menopause, 
so too does a woman’s period and her cycle affect the overall 
health of her body. Functions as broad as metabolic rate, tempera-
ture regulations, pain, gastrointestinal function, reaction to insulin 
in diabetes, and immune function are all affected by the delicate 
production of hormones that a woman’s cycle goes through. 
 The age range that is being targeted by advertisements 
of Lybrel also poses some serious health questions, as young 
women who are just beginning to menstruate have very different 
health needs than women who have been menstruating longer. 
The consequences of starting young girls on this pill could be 
disastrous. The effects of manipulation of young girls’ bodies by 
regular, 28-day-cycle birth control pills are already quite signifi-
cant. For instance, it has been discovered that such pills prevent 
young girls’ pelvic bones from widening, and thus cause a much 
increased chance of having to undergo a Cesarean section later in 
life. How the continuous exposure to these hormones will affect 
young girls is something to cause much worry.
 Perhaps it should also be considered that taking hor-
mones that will determine one’s monthly cycle is hardly exercis-
ing personal control; rather, your body will become dependent on 
these pills, learning to take its cue from them rather than running 
its own cyclical course. This pill promotes hatred of one’s own 
body, teaching women that there is something wrong and dirty 
about them, and that they need science to intervene and protect 
them from their own selves.
 And let us not forget the not-so-little fact that our peri-
ods are necessary; they tell us if we’re pregnant. Because of this, 
Wyeth has issued a recommendation that women who are taking 
Lybrel receive a monthly pregnancy test, since taking these pills 
while unknowingly pregnant can cause real harm to the fetus. 
Add this to the breakthrough bleeding and we have ourselves a 

Aunt Flo is No Longer Welcome
by Sara Germain
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real convenience here! 
 Several gynecologists have pre-
dicted that these pills will not make it on 
the market. What with the breakthrough 
bleeding and the constant stress over 
never knowing if you are pregnant, perhaps 
women are not ready for Lybrel. Seasonal, 
the less extreme version of Lybrel, wherein 
women have a period every 84 days, has 
significant breakthrough bleeding as well. 
Perhaps birth controls such as Yaz and 24-4, 
which contain 24 active pills and 4 placebo 
pills, and thus cut down the amount of days 
women are menstruating per month, will be 
more accepted as alternatives. Some gyne-
cologists even predict that the body has a 
way of “righting” itself, and that a woman’s 
periods cannot be suppressed forever.
 It has been reported that after 
Lybrel is no longer taken, menstruation and 
the ability to become pregnant return within 
three months. Many women have stated 
that they consider their periods a significant 
part of what makes them female, and that, 
believe it or not, they do not dread their monthly bleedings. Per-
haps rather than hiding behind a pill, we women should try to rid 
ourselves of the shame and embarrassment that comes along with 
our periods. Or, as a good friend of mine told me, we should walk 
down the hall with our “sanitary napkins” out in the open for all 
the world to know that we are menstruating  
 It would be better for women if we embraced and 
celebrated menstruation rather than treat it as a cause of shame. 
Perhaps it should also be considered that before we attempt to 
turn a birth control pill into a period-managing tyrant, we should 
enter an almost unknown realm of …dare I say it, creating a birth 
control pill for men. Much can be learned about society’s stan-
dards just by looking at the drugs on the market for women and 
men. If women’s health was given as much support and concern 
as Viagra is given, then women would have much less to worry 
about. 

  

F E A T U R E 
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 Before we left for Tokyo in February 2002, my father 
and I asked around for some travel advice. Our main concern 
was, of course, language; neither of us spoke a word of Japa-
nese. Everyone seemed to have the same point to make: “Don’t 
worry about learning any phrases, everyone in Tokyo speaks 
English.” So, we didn’t worry and we didn’t learn any phrases. 
 To anyone who is now curious, that’s not remotely 
true. When I arrived in Tokyo with my father, my sister and my 
grandmother, we had quite a problem getting around because, 
you guessed it, not “everyone” spoke English. We were on the 
other side of the world, and although everyone around us want-
ed to help, they were completely unable to do so. The language 
gap is not something than can be fixed in the span of a week.
 Flash forward five and a half years to the present. I’m 
in America, going to college with 
students mostly from my own 
state, but also with a number of 
students from around the world 
who applied to this college as in-
ternational students, were held to 
the same standards as the rest of 
the application pool and are now 
here doing coursework exclu-
sively in English. Some of these 
students had been studying Eng-
lish for years before college, but 
never actually spoke the language, 
then arrived in America and had 
to start. The level of dedication 
such a transition requires is truly 
impressive, but even the smart-
est international students can use 
a little help. That’s where the 
brand new English for Speakers of 
Other Languages (ESOL) center of Milne Library comes in.
 Until this semester, English tutoring for speakers of 
other languages was offered in the language lab in Sturges hall. 
The move to Milne Library has afforded more space and services 
for  students. Students can attend weekly seminars on topics in 
the English language, receive individual tutoring for their reading 
or writing skills, or participate in “articulation sessions” during 
which they receive intensive oral training in English. Staffed by 
licensed speech professionals, student tutors and graduate interns, 
the ESOL center seems to talk a good talk, but an impressive re-
sume is no match for what people think. So, I had to find out what 
students really think of the ESOL center: Do they use it? Do they at-
tend the seminars and workshops? Is it helping them? Is it enough?
 I decided that the best way to get feedback from stu-
dents was to walk into Wayne hall one night and talk to every 
international student I came across or who happened to be 
awake and in my path. Annoying? Maybe. Effective? Definitely.   
 Surprisingly, most of the students gave similar reviews 

of the ESOL center’s various services. Students who had attended 
articulation sessions or who had received individual tutoring were 
very pleased; these are two services that have been given a unani-
mous thumbs up. The weekly seminars were also well-received 
by the students, but the consensus was that these could use a little 
improvement. The international student population of Geneseo, 
however, is optimistic and understanding: the ESOL center is 
brand new, and they are glad it’s here, but they know it can’t run 
perfectly in its first semester. The staff needs feedback before the 
ESOL center can be improved. Even so, most students said with-
out hesitation, that they are getting all the help they need. I’m very 
pleased to know that the international students of Geneseo have 
such a source of assistance in their coursework, and that most, if 
not all of them, are well aware of the services that are available. 

 Wandering the streets 
of Tokyo completely 
clueless was frustrating, 
but I wasn’t being graded 
on that experience, and 
somehow I even managed 
to make my way from 
Ueno to Shinjuku without 
any awful events transpir-
ing. To come to school in 
a different country and 
to do coursework in an-
other language is noth-
ing short of miraculous. 
It’s comforting to know 
not just that Geneseo 
offers its international 
students as much sup-
port as it does, but also 
that this isn’t just a tech-

nicality or a little-known exclusive service: it is a real, ac-
tive office that is offering real help to deserving students.

Bridging the Language Gap
by Emily Rose Alvo
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 Nicole knew he was going to kiss her. She 
could feel it in the air. Standing there, in her kitchen, 
crammed together as they were, it was inevitable. 
Brian often popped over at three in the morning, but 
she rarely saw him so unhinged; he was flushed and 
his breath was heavy. She also knew that she wanted 
Brian to kiss her.
 What struck her was not the guilt, or the 
hypocrisy, that would come later. She felt the heat 
flowing from his lips into hers, down her chest, out 
her arms; she felt it spread to her belly, her toes, then 
coming back up and resting in the pit of her abdomen: 
a nuclear center regenerating over itself and spreading 
throughout.
 His lips were firm, but they weren’t overpow-
ering; they weren’t desperate. Nicole felt like he was 
breathing life into her. As Brian’s tongue traced hers, 
softly, delicately, possessively, she could feel his pulse 
flutter through her. There was something safe in his 
touch.  And while she felt the rush of the new and 
exciting, she had the odd sensation that she was finally 
home.
 It was intoxicating. She’d spent so many nights 
in that very same kitchen with a very different man, 
and they all blended together. At some point, she was 
sure, it had been passionate. She could remember 
nights of making love concluding in that kitchen, the 
pair leaning over a box of ice-cream, usually Choco-
late Fudge Brownie. She could feel his delicate touch 
as Will slipped a loose strand of hair behind her ears. 
He loved her eyes and hated when her hair hid them. 
But all that had faded and turned.  
 Now Nicole spent most of her time inching 
along the counter top trying not to touch Will. Any in-
trusion into his personal space, no matter how inadver-
tent, was a direct assault on his soul. He barely looked 
at her as he ate his breakfast each morning, and she 
could feel him set his jaw when she asked him about 
the night before, or what he was doing that day.
 She didn’t stop to think about how unfair she 
was being, how she was breaking a million promises 
she’d made every day for over three years. She didn’t 
think about what she was doing or what she would 

do after. She didn’t think about what this would do 
to Will, what he would say, what he would do. She 
wasn’t sure that she cared.
 Briefly, as Brian approached, she thought about 
the last time Will kissed her: the last time his flaccid 
lips touched hers. They were passing in the bathroom. 
Nicole mumbled something about seeing him after 
class on her way out. He responded with a perfunc-
tory, chapped kiss goodbye. He might have said “I 
love you,” but she didn’t remember; she was too 
nauseated by the smell of alcohol still on his breath 
from the night before, the night that ended only a few 
hours earlier. She didn’t respond coldly; Nicole didn’t 
respond at all. She barely noticed the dry ritual any-
more. But as she closed her eyes and wet her lips, she 
couldn’t help but think about how full and soft Brian’s 
lips were, and anticipate feeling something besides 
anger for the first time in months.
 He paused in his approach. Nicole could feel 
his breath on her face as Brian’s finger traced the 
outline of her ear. She opened her eyes, finding his 
green ones staring into hers, asking if she was sure, if 
she realized that they were crossing a line. She didn’t 
say yes, but closed the gap between them and felt his 
breath move throughout her.
 Her world was silent as she felt him move 
against her. She didn’t even hear the moan deep within 
her throat. She found herself touching him, grabbing 
him. She wanted to memorize the texture of his skin, 
the taste of his sweat. She clung to his chest as Brian 
pulled away for air. 
 The interruption crashed upon her like a wave 
and every sound came alive: the kitten pawing at his 
food dish, her neighbor three doors down listening to 
metal way too loud and the approaching car on the 
street. It parked and the door slammed. It occurred to 
Nicole that it could easily be Will, that he could walk 
in and find here standing there with another man, 
leaning against him, covered in his scent. And as she 
looked back up at Brian she realized that she didn’t 
care. Taking his lips in hers again, she held him fast, 
desperate to care about something.

Breath of Life
by Jayme Faye Wonderland
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Stepping through the front door
I find myself
disoriented.
You don’t come bounding down
the stairs,
yelping with pleasure
that I’ve come home to you.
The silence is oppressive.

Running my fingers over the landing,
I can feel the carpet worn down
where you so often lay-
placed perfectly to watch
all the movement in the house.
Golden tufts of fur linger
in the crevices of the steps.

Closing my eyes,
a bit of fur in my hand,
I can feel you next to me each morning,
my fist buried in your coat,
as  warm as the sun.

Walking through the kitchen
I can see you over your dish:
ears raised,
head cocked,
water dripping from your jowls, spread
wide as though
you knew something I didn’t.

Outside the glass porch door,
snow falls,
coating the world.
For a moment I wonder where
you are
and why you’re not diving
in and out of fresh snow banks,
or rolling through them, as though
trying to make your own snow angel.

Wandering down the hall
I find myself looking for you,

your name caught in my throat.

Gliding through the fog
into my bedroom, I half expect
to see you leaping off my bed
and into my open arms,
nuzzling your head against my neck.

Placing the bag of ashes on the desk,
I hold your collar tight
in my fist, memorizing
the texture of the cold metal links.
Nothing compared to your warmth.

Laying onto my bed,
I can still feel you cautiously tapping
my back with your paw, crying
in indignation if I ignored you.

I can still smell you in the comforter.

Absence
by Jayme Faye Wonderland
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Endless conversations about
nothing really.

We pretend to confide
as we hide further in ourselves,

desperate to appear as we think we ought.
Searching for someone to see beyond the lies,

our game culminates  
in the illusion we know so well:

flesh and sweat,
detached passion.

I’ll ignore the ashen taste of your mouth,
if you forget the bulge of my middle.

Bumping, writhing,
it’s all the same.

How much longer before we feel something?
Lips bruised,

body sore,
are we there yet?

It’s over and we smile-

your sloppy grin repulses me,
but I kiss you anyway.

Wrapping your dirty sheets
around me, I lay against you,

pretending to care.
Pretending it mattered.

Can it be enough?

Another Distraction 
by Jayme Faye Wonderland
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A forced poem…

September Twenty-Oh-One

A sudden burst: Penetrated steel
Implodes, wings disappear in a nest

Of shrieks, black metal and smoke conceals
Helpless, sightless eyes.  A terrible

Past troubles my sight: Some rough beast swells
Across ocean air, prismatic waves

Distort shadow, engine grinds in beat
With Pilot’s pitiless gaze.  Beauty
Is a thing forgotten, as that lone

Texan slouches after black blood, for
Quick as a dream in flight, inchoate dreams are born.

          Patrick Morgan
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A free poem…

Night Breeze

That sun-glint madness
creeps surreptitiously

inside your eyes
hollowing crevices

of self-delusion
cascading false memories

down my thighs
engendering there
a splintered world

with isolated beings
crying inside for human touch

but never reaching out

Your words run through me
     but I can fly

     and close my mind
     to you

Hatred is a thing that
     seared my skin

     once
     that incubated spite

     within me
     but I see 

    the insecurities
     in your eyes

    and finally know
    what it is to be human:

I am a poem of
   dreams and nightmares

   of screams and goodnight 
   kisses and I 

   am the breeze that
   listens in the night

     
         Patrick Morgan
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The Werecat
by Aaron Netsky

 It was a dimly lit and drizzly Halloween night. A blurred 
half moon glanced down every so often as Caitlyn and Alex were 
approaching the very last house on their block. They had been to 
nearly every other house in the two hours since they had started trick 
or treating. They were about to start up the hill that lead to the last 
house, when they saw the first cat. It was white, and it walked in front 
of them, lied down, licked its belly and got up to walk away. Caitlyn 
went to follow it, but Alex was very cold from walking in the driz-
zle for two hours, and turned his sister back toward the final house. 
 “I wanna get home soon; I shoulda worn a rain jacket.”
 “Yeah, maybe you shoulda. We don’t have to go to 
the creepy old house at the top of the hill, if you’re scared.”
 “I’m not scared,” he declared defensively, and they kept 
climbing the hill that led to a medium sized, black house with cracks 
in every window and a castle-like chimney. It looked like the kind of 
place that might be boarded up, but every cracked window was lit. 
 As they approached, more cats passed them: striped, 
spotted, black, brown, green. Every one either looked up at them 
as they passed or sat down in front of them or purred very loudly. 
They all seemed to be coming from the house on the hill. Cait-
lyn and Alex noticed, as they got closer, that there were silhou-
ettes in all of the windows of the house. The shadows were soon 
revealed to be differently posed cats. There was the classic sit-
ting cat pose, Egyptian sphinx pose, even a cat with something 
(probably a dead animal, teased Alex), hanging out of its mouth.
 After a climb that seemed like it took forever, panting, they 
reached the front door of the house, which was flanked by two small, 
dead looking bushes. There was  a pumpkin right in front of the step 
with a very detailed dog face carved into it. Alex and Caitlyn sat 
down on the step to catch their breath, so that they could shout “trick 
or treat!” at whoever was behind the door (neither had ever seen 
hide nor hair of…it; they weren’t even sure if it was male or female). 
 The moon moved behind a cloud as they got back up. 
They were about to knock on the door when it opened, seemingly 
of its own accord. After a moment, Caitlyn and Alex, who had both 
recently experienced a growth spurt, looked down to see a woman 
who may have been old or young, they could not tell, with all small 
features, except for her indescribably green eyes, which were a lit-
tle larger than normal. She was wearing a long black dress, which 
matched her long smooth hair, with a high collar and long sleeves. 
She looked up at them smiling, and said in a voice that gave no clue 
as to her age anymore than her looks did, “Come in, children, come 
in, oh, I so rarely have people come to visit, even on Halloween.”
 The room they stepped into seemed bigger than the whole 
house, and, in fact, may very well have been the whole inside of 
the house. There didn’t seem to be stairs or doors leading any-
where, it was one large room including a kitchen and a living room 
with a table. And there were many, many, many litter boxes to 
match the many, many, many cats all over. The walls were lined 
with shelves and small sleeping units, over which fifty or seven-
ty-five, but not quite a hundred, cats roamed freely, occasionally 
stopping for a rest in front of a window. Here a Bombay, there 

a Cornish Rex, there must have been every conceivable breed of 
cat where family portraits would normally have been. The wom-
an led them to the table, where she had tea and biscuits waiting. 
 “I thought I might get human visitors tonight, as I do 
every Halloween – think I will, that is – so I prepared, as I al-
ways do, my favourite snack and drink.” It was at this point 
that Caitlyn noticed the hint of a British accent, and sud-
denly it all made sense…at least, the tea and biscuits did. 
 Caitlyn and Alex sat across from the woman, backs to the 
window, and each took a biscuit. Surprised to find them filled with 
tuna, they almost spit them out, but both managed to keep the table 
clean, as well as their manners. The tea was without sugar, but still 
more pleasant tasting than the tuna biscuits. Alex knew right away 
it was mint, his favourite flavor. Eventually the woman spoke again.
 “I really wish you could have met Shpritzy, she just left, 
she is the most…” She didn’t finish, but cocked her head to the 
side and stared rather dazedly out the window. Caitlyn and Alex 
turned around to see that the moon had re-emerged and was glaring 
down on them most dangerously. They looked back at the woman 
and started when they found little hairs sprouting from her face. 
Then they noticed that her nose was shrinking, and her mouth was 
moving to join it. Her hands on the table curled up into fists and 
also started growing hair, and she herself was getting smaller and 
smaller. Her round, dilated pupils became slits, and a tail emerged 
from behind her as she continued to shrink. Eventually they found 
themselves faced with a small black cat on the chair before them. 
They stared at it for a second before it leapt at them with an ear-
splitting shriek, at which point Alex instinctively swung his candy 
bag at it, knocking it to the ground and sending chocolate bars fly-
ing. In a flash, Caitlyn turned over one of the cat baskets on the cat, 
and laid down a chair over the basket to prevent its being moved. 
 “MEEEEEEEEEEOOOOOOOOOOWWWWW!!! 
MEEEEEEEEOOOOWWW!”
 For five minutes they listened to the cat’s 
howls. Then the howling stopped, and was replaced 
with a much sadder noise: “Hargoomph? Hargoomph?” 
 “We don’t have to stay here,” Alex said. Cait-
lyn put all of the tuna biscuits through one of the holes 
in the basket, and the last they saw of the strange wom-
an turned cat was her sitting happily, eating the tuna.
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