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Hear ye, hear ye... a letter from the editor

A New Mascot...

A New Format...

A New Song...

Rosie the Chihuahua

Resident musician John Icaro  has composed a new
theme, Romance for Alur, for 79*WPM. To hear it,
simply mouse on over to the online version of this
‘zine, which also sometimes includes updated con-
tent: http://www.thepaperbackwriter.com/79wpm

We are pleased to announce that our new mascot
is Rosit a (Rosie) the Chihuahua .  Rosie resides
in suburban Philadelphia.  Unlike her vegetarian
owner, her favorite meal is filet mingon.

Welcome to the new format of 79*WPM!  Origi-
nally an online-only ‘zine, we wanted to reach
more people, and encourage more submissions.
So here we are!

By Echo T. DellaFranzia, Senior Editor

Who are these people?!

Senior Editor:Senior Editor:Senior Editor:Senior Editor:Senior Editor: Echo T. DellaFranzia
sgtpprsgrl@hotmail.com / thepaperbackwriter.com
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mjw003@mcdaniel.edu / It’s always Western Maryland

Assistant Editor/Fanfiction Editor:Assistant Editor/Fanfiction Editor:Assistant Editor/Fanfiction Editor:Assistant Editor/Fanfiction Editor:Assistant Editor/Fanfiction Editor: Jenn Billig
jenniferbillig@comcast.net / snapebits.net

Art Editor:Art Editor:Art Editor:Art Editor:Art Editor: Katy Brown
kbrown263@hotmail.com / the artiste
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jdi53@hotmail.com / hire him, he’s really talented

Please see back page for advertising info, submission guidelines, and
author information



For the sake of loveFor the sake of loveFor the sake of loveFor the sake of loveFor the sake of love
by Joann McKinney , Poetry Editor

For the sake of love
And your warm embrace
I travel the stars
And reach for the sky

I never look back
As the fire takes hold
For the sake of love
And your warm embrace

I cry through the night
Long for you by day
It tears me apart
To see you like this

For the sake of love
And your warm embrace
I travel the stars
And reach for the sky

This poem was written in the
Rondeau form, a musical
form or pattern typically
used in the Renaissance
period.

“Two Gypsies,” (original in color) acrylic on canvas by chlnature

Embrace: man vs. machine
Behind the beadsBehind the beadsBehind the beadsBehind the beadsBehind the beads
By Echo T. DellaFranzia,
Senior Editor

Behind the beads I wondered
what a movement meant;
It wasn’ t an occurance,
There was movement itself
And we were in it together ,
thrown in it together
Trying to stay happy amidst
the uptight town confusion.

And everything was currency ,
the sky, the ground beneath
me.
There was a draft, or maybe
just a raft to hold onto
While each.person.drowned
His or her name penned
Sincerely,
I went down doped up

And we were in it together ,
thrown in it together
Trying to stay happy amidst
the uptight town confusion.

And all was corrupted, rotten,
frosted, used or gone.
There was laundry , or maybe
just fabricated water design
While I still felt clean.
Our clothes mix together
Sincerely,
Don’t let me pull you down.

In the end we always fought
the waves
And you never pulled me
down.Photo by Jeremy Behreandt



       It’s nice to know that each year at
college, I accomplish something.  Not
only do I learn a lot more academic
stuff (some of which is vital, some of
which seems useless), but always an
important social lesson.  This year, I
learned a lot about comfortability and
uncomfortablity.  There are of course
the basic observances of American
college culture that any international
student or linguistics teacher could tell
you: social mores of standing at an
appropriate distance, things you’re
expected to say in daily conversation,
or how often one should reference sex
and/or drugs/alcohol.
       But what about those people that
seem almost devoted to rudeness or to
making you feel unwelcome or
uncomfortable on your own college
campus?  Do they leave you stammer-
ing for words in a shocked and
disheartened state?  It would seem
that society offers no other way of
dealing with such appalling behavior.
Solution learned.
       Recently, two friends and I were
enjoying a 4th meal in the Pub.  My
female friend, already insecure about

the social issues caused by being an
independent on campus, simply got up to
throw her trash in the garbage.  She left
her keys on the chair.  As soon as she
stood up, a group of girls seated at the
table to our left snatched her chair away.
Her keys went flying, but these ‘students’
(yes administration, if you don’t want a
bad image, don’t admit students like
these) ignored her.  While I realize that
most students that participate in Greek
organizations are not rude and are in
fact taught the virtues of sister- and
brotherhood, the fact that this group of
girls belonged to a sorority was not
helping my friend.
       My friend, practically humiliated by
these nitwits, grabbed her keys from the
chair.  She then went over and politely
asked another table of girls if she could
borrow a chair.  They kindly agreed, and
she had a different chair.  I loudly
pointed out how kind my friend was for
asking for a chair with such well-bred
manners.
       However, I was not content.  I just
had to burst that pre-Spring Fling
drunken brain cell lacking bubble that
surrounded the girls at the other table.
One of their own stood up for whatever
reason, and I grabbed her chair.  GLORY!

…Or not.  One of her friends had hooked
the chair with her foot.  “Um, we were
using that,” she protested.  All right, I
thought, that’s it, here comes the cynic.
The avenger.  I became the red-haired
interior soul Irish-angry Anne of Green
Gables verbally inclined type that I had
always hoped to be.
       Fueling my audacity further was the
fact that my friend was going to feel like
crap because of these girls unless I did
something.
       “Oh!” I exclaimed, putting my hand
mock-sincerely over my heart, “I am so
sorry!  Were you really using that chair?!”
       “Yeah, yeah we really were,” spoke
their leader.  I didn’t even dignify her
reply with direct eye contact, for I was
mostly speaking to my friends and any
others who happened to be listening to
the conclusion of my friend’s complicated
plight.
       “Oh, I had no idea.  I would never
have done that… if only I had known.”
       After furthering this banter for a few
moments and puzzling these girls until
they were more uncomfortable and
confused than they were to begin with, I
sat down.  I’m not sure if I had a satisfied
grin on my face (someone once told me
that she’s never seen me grin), but it felt

that way.  My smiling friend was
clearly grateful; though those
others involved and many
spectators may have still seen me
as an idiot, I was the hero of my
table, and so I produced and
proclaimed a new credo to live by:

       New rule: If a person or a
group of people makes you feel
uncomfortable, simply reverse
roles, making them feel moreso.

       Sometimes I may care what
people think—who doesn’t?  There
are certain occasions like this
one, though, where one must take
all principles of literary heroes,
the might of Mighty Mouse and
every other underdog ever
fathomed, and the democracy
inside oneself that hasn’t seen the
light of a truly American day, and
act.  Clothe your mind in a toga,
and grab the scales from the
grocery store: you may only be a
college student, you may be
opposing a mass more intimidat-
ing than yourself, and you may
never be content, but you, my
friend, are Justice!

Justice in academia: reverse uncomfortability for noncomformists
by Echo T. DellaFranzia,
Senior Editor

Learn to turn a t able, or a chair, on a deser ving jerk



����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

����������������	�
�����������������	�
�����������������	�
������������

You once asked me who I was talking about
When I said ‘you’ in my poem
I told you I didn’t really know
That maybe I wasn’t thinking
I wasn’t writing for any reason
Other than my own selfish need
To fill the diary I got
After seeing it in the store window
I bought it as I thought something mean
About the person next to me
Who I had known for too long
And then you told me
That I confuse you
And what did I mean by all my words
And you looked at me
As I laughed
And said
You know better than I
You say there isn’t another person like me
And it isn’t a good thing
Because I think too much
About you and I and all the other important pronouns
And I think too little
About what they stand for
That got me quiet
And we both sat silent
Neither daring to break what had been accepted
You looked at your hands
Worn and weathered
And I looked at them too

Worn and weathered
And we both stopped to breathe
For what seemed like the first time in a long
time
You started to laugh
I glared at you
I was the one who was supposed to confuse
you
Not the other way around
I asked why you were laughing
You said I made no sense
I looked on
As confused as before
Again you looked at your hands
Worn and weathered
And hid them from my sight

Poetics... by Ellie Shenker

Sun Filtered Through Branches
by Ellie Shenker
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robot service industry ejects chips
or beverage or any
kind of junk & cleans up mess as it
leaves. thanks a
bunch, million dollar unit—thriving
on menial tasks
w/out complaint. i’m performing
nocturnal festivity of
push ups over endless book of
poetry. might i read &
exercise simultaneously? no. what
a shame. but rejoice
for pair of scissors rests at hand for
me to cut my
hair gift wrap it & distribute as
mementos to friends
that never will—& are running out
of time to—keep on
pretending. if only i could trim my
extra limbs like
gardeners prune trees. first bit of
excess to go: my
cock... my spine next. clunky
structure nestled
inside. bent over double. too bulky
to let me slither
under fences, over hills & through
barriers erected by
family ties & fatalistic outlook.
serenity. smile w/
grace. fortune visits upon those
holding favors of
luxury. toxic lush foliage has
provided perfume to
commemorate. my delivery speech
is pre-written witty &
prophetic; chalk full of curses to

expel, spending
caps to ignore. limitations lurk on
next page. please
turn. maybe i’ll quit while i’m
ahead. inconceivable.
point advantage. competition. foul
scheme to impede on
my drunken monopoly. crown me
tempter of fine serpents
worms dastardly fiends. surpris-
ingly familiar. each
one more than eager to sip tea at
any provided hour
(so long as invitation is hand
written on vanilla
cream paper in silver ink & signed
“yours truly for
now & forever”). what noble
heights to aspire to. that
humans could be so loyal. no. for
shame. mildly
intimidating. advisors at work hold
more appeal.
content myself to lick heels. lap up
sacrifices
sticking to toilet seat. transfer of
power. i’m
conveniently placed to pass
humiliation down from my
rung. janitor curses me by abstract
epithet. rude, but
honest. valued team member.
expendable. seniority will
garner no delay. back pack was
filled to brim w/
unexpected foul surprises. for
example: mortgage

bills, bricks, addiction, illness &
unexpected debt...
but no golden parachute. surely the
descent must only
be a short distance. casket will not
be missed. i need
a pressurized suit & oxygen mask
up here. altitude.
intergalactica fantastic. deep blue
extremities.
memorandum finally arrives at
outpost. dear astronaut:
remains have been cremated,
ashes vaporized, soul
resuscitated (revived), sent on bar
hopping missions
from black hole to black hole.
some lackey must grunt
& check. disembodied ambassa-
dor. survey boxes w/ thick
black marker while inquiring about
personal habits of
infinite gravity. punching holes
through space time
fabric, sorting particles out. disas-
sembling
primordial ooze. smashing ancient
roman satellites
(constructed of ornate sculpture)
into smithereens.
dashing their dead language
inscriptions on brutal
grinding void. licking. swallowing.
down. down gullet,
into death. silent. efficient. un-
quenchable thirst
sucking up light. final opponent so

formidable
accomplishes impossible feat of
gobbling up hope. i
wonder how to harness demon.
wrap my hands around
reigns & lead it home to drink. i
can profit from
bumbling pioneer’s last adventure.
how to saddle
chaos. build me a manual on how
to craft stable where
we may sleep together in harmony.
me & my monster.
brains & bulk. yin. yang.
yesterday’s news
encompassing tomorrow & forever.
greed. gluttony.
gouging out my eyeballs so better
to fathom invisible
depths of abyss, perched on
charcoal lips. frosty cold
& several arctic tundras wide.
absolute zero. my parka
fused to tummy tucked ribs.
breathing hard. in. out.
C6H12O6 + O2 —> H2O + CO2.
little bit of devil work
to balance me out. necromancy.
summon me home.
suburban comfort. southern drawl
dictating reinvented
religion across tele-expanse. tele-
horizon broadcast
pixel by pixel. rejoice in my discov-
ery. stolen from
ghosts & empty’s grip. destroy &
sometimes forget to

Jeremy Behreandt takes the long journey...
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create. subtle mishap. all taken in
stride. eventually
micro-managed by brilliant bureau-
cracy—meticulously
inefficient & overburdened w/
business it creates to
sustain itself. paperwork sliding
back & forth across
desk. pendulum behemoth. i—
glorious magnate. signing
decrees typed up by swollen
secretary hands—arthritic
& forbidden respite or vacation or
pay raise or any
small dignity. stamp of approval.
behold my bloated
signet ring. my brand. fiery scar on
necks of
employee. down through bowels of
vigorous infuriating
capsule making machine. my
promise is eternity in five
simple steps. easily marketed.
spread by word. consult
& audit. advertisements pave
roads to heaven.
launching pad for five second great
age of
civilization. wandering vagrant
species no longer
satisfied or content w/ desiccated
husk that used to
be home. ever-searching for new
base of operations.
virgin sphere to tunnel through,
turn inside out,
pillage. holy sanctuary to submit
petitions & prayers
while applying a subtle knife of
desecration. restless
culture w/out bound moral or
scruple. awaiting

lobotomy or surgery or genocide.
anticipating return
of messiah or burning flash or
wintery whimper.
begging insomniacs. i keep them
awake. pawing for
reprieve. i keep them in chains.
stuck in rigid
chairs. submissive & pretty. self-
centered amnesiacs.
easily committing themselves to
over-simplifications.
stretched thin from running de-
bates. repeat. each
session has fewer & fewer terms to
define or dispute.
recent theory: evolution will be
announced in
surround-sound & proven w/ four-
dimensional holograph
& odor simulation. reopens door to
social darwinism.
splendor. quantity is top priority.
quality is
obscure. i can see it in their
hearts—a faint
recollection of sleep but faint.
reflecting my
exhaustion. who will achieve
victory when my supply of
replicas runs out? i can withstand
only so many
assassination attempts. a throbbing
maniacal head to
insane seething masses. dancing
out voodoo magic to
celebrate workers rights. bless
yahweh for 23 hour
work day. that one brief interlude of
boredom is
unwelcome. reflection of sunken
carriages, slurred

speech, malformed bodies—
distended from starvation,
malnutrition & diarrhea. waste of
precious
coffee—caffeine nicotine brew.
new blood to saturate
veins & arteries. to keep an
orchestra of
gratification, lamentation, hellos &
goodbyes loud...
like crickets rubbing against flesh.
my migraines get
worse with each prescription... but
to deny an orgy on
this ark—paper thin silvery gray—
would result in
debacle devastation revolt against
hierarchy. i must
limit scope. must domesticate
mutinous designs. quell
deviations. potty train & control &
unlock secrets.
must constrict to pin point from
which only camel &
silly rich me can escape. i can
hardly tell genders
apart. i am sole inheritor of sex.
fucking discarded
plastic masks until mail arrives in
glass tube.
apocalypse. predictions alongside
personal horoscope &
committees counting stars. aster-
oid pinball proposal.
no not bawdy or gaudy or pompous
enough. not flash.
not enough to raise pulse. to skip
beat. to stop
traffic or seal smiles w/ glue. not
enough to
guarantee that fascination i have
w/
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         Outline
by Dwight Peterson

I saw gravity today
as I beat the curve
at the same crook
in the road,
where last year
I slipped through the hard
blood of a parcelled deer.
was it my heart, my stomach
that rippled
to my groin
at the icy flatness
of his brutal nobility?

I swallowed down
all the sad debris—
broken headlights,
rubber swerve,
branches with their buds cracked,
shattered ice—
and digested,
with the aftertaste
a year later.

I chased the leaves
down the road,
the fallen buck
behind my eyes,
trying to remember
a forgotten face,
filling in the blanks
with sparks and flashes.
And like a photograph
in the wash of cells,
he develops.

I click to his eyes
and I resign myself
to the dread
that beauty has an edge.

He runs with me,
after the scent,
antler and weight
cutting air and death aside,
setting fire to the wind,
a new imprint
in the dusting snow.



Previous: all photos by Echo T. DellaFranzia, Senior Editor

by Staci L. George
(Originally featured in The Phoenix,
McDaniel College’s student-run
newspaper)

It is my hope that this
webzine has more than two
McDaniel graduates or current
students amongst its many loyal
readers. For they are already
aware of the spring 2003 commen-
tary section of The Phoenix, where
my “Why War?” question was
asked in one commentary and had
so much response that it warranted
subsequent columns where “Why
War” was addressed again and
again as I analyzed what was being
said in the media and what Little
Bush was saying in his nightly
addresses to the country.

The war is over, and
supposedly America is the victor
and Iraq is the receiver of many
American gifts that will lead to the
country’s rebuilding and its
peoples’ new world view and
Westernized education.

So we gave Iraqis the
freedom and pursuit of life, liberty,
and happiness. We fought their
battles, took out their leader, and
instilled darkness on their country
so that America would be even
more victorious as our skilled
electricians bring electricity back to
their capital city.

I have a new battle I would
like to propose to Bushy—fight the
war for the recent college gradu-
ate. For years they are invited into
the most prestigious prep schools,
colleges, and internship programs
because their parents have the
bank account and “good credit that
overrides the endless abyss of
debt” that Admissions people thrive
on and look for when trying to
make up their classes. Now these
darling students, like myself, are
out of college, our health benefits
that our parents have on their plan
are about to expire because we no
longer have student status, and
we’d rather pay rent than try to live
at home again. In college, we are
taught the wisdom of carpe diem,
told we attend schools that “change
lives,” are encouraged to think
outside the box, enroll in more
credits than necessary so that we
can so future employers know the
extent of our need to over-achieve,
apply for and work diligently in
internships, spend our summer
vacations taking more classes or
working part-time jobs so that
future employers know we are not
lazy and have paid our dues in the
retail and food service industries,
and we freak out over any grade
lower than what we perceive to be
the grade employers are looking
for.

We apply for jobs within
our field—jobs that are related to
the internships we diligently
applied for and worked our hardest
in, are related to the classes we
took with the professor who may
not have had the best teaching
style yet he knows a lot about the
career path we’ve selected,
avoided taken no-brainer classes
like the history of Jell-o so that we
could take more stimulating ones
that would be beneficial for our
careers, spend four years writing
and editing for the school newspa-
per rather than playing ultimate
frisbee in hopes of getting a date
for Friday night, and attend as
many workshops and College
Press Days as we possibly can in
order to learn as much about
journalism and its bureaucracy as
we possible can. Then we get the
two dreaded types of e-mail, the
one saying, “It sounds like you
have great potential, but the job
has already been filled.” Or, “
Thank you for your application, but
at this time, you do not have the
experience we are looking for.
Please apply again in a year or
two.”

Hello! I have not applied
for a job like brain surgeon,
veterinarian assistant, car me-
chanic, or mathematician. I know I
lack experience in all these jobs,
and many others. But not in
journalism.

There are many of you out
there, who may or may not be
aspiring journalists, who have had
the same types of e-mails invade
your inboxes and answering
machines. Whether you support
Bush or mock him, let’s face the
truth, he has a job that he is
unqualified for and is making a
mockery of it. I love my father, and
yes, he could very well get me a
good job based on his merit and
his reputation for being a hard
worker and good father. That does
not mean that I should take this
job. Nor should Little Bushy have.

So if he can send troops
into Iraq to take down their leader
and destroy the city so much that
America gets to rebuild it, he
should send troops into Corporate
America, news sources, factories,
sports teams, schools, politicians’
offices, and other places the recent
college grad would like to work and
take down their infrastructure and
swear to only rebuild it when a
certain quota of those who gradu-
ated college between 1998 and
2003 have been hired.

Experience, Experience,
Experience.

Work, Work, Work.
Why does it scare me that

you can easily interchange the
words of the age-old question
“Which came first, the chicken or

Why an Iraq war; why no war to bring work to college grads?

-Continued next page-



the egg?” and make it “Which
came first, the work or the experi-
ence?” No one knows, and no one
will ever know.

Well, with the egg/chicken
question, I think I have beaten this
subject to death. The point I hope
you got is that oftentimes this
country and its powers-that-be
make stupid decisions. If we can
fight a heinous war for unjustified
reasons, why can’t Bush step up in

HauntedHauntedHauntedHauntedHaunted
By Michael Wiles, Assistant Editor

I’m not feeling so well tonight,
For some reason,
And my thoughts of last night were haunted.
I received your request of me,
and wrote the needed response in my sleep,
But now I can’t find those so needed words,
And it troubles me.

I tried to respond to you anyway,
But the words,
As my words tend to,
Were not really my own,
And I dug myself deeper into my hole
(And just went I thought there was no room
left).

Now I am stuck feeling very haunted,
And nothing I can say now will free me.

his own peoples’ defense and bring
back the economy, fix the educa-
tion problems, lower prescription
costs for older Americans, and
fight for all those “inexperienced”
college graduates? Because he’s a
moron with no experience; only
hiring talented cabinet members
he trusts to read the daily briefs
and inform him on foreign policies
and terrorist’s threats.

You ’ve become m y passion...
by Jennif er Billig, Assis t ant Edit or ; Fanf ic Ed.

You ’ve become m y passion
Slo w ly gr owing until y ou ’ve sw allo w ed me whole
I’m cr umbling f ast, t he w all I’ ve built is f alling
Pebble b y pebble, y ou ’ve become par t of m y w or ld
Now y ou ’ve built y our o wn w all
Sur r ounding y our self in m y soul
My spir it is s tuc k some wher e cold
I’m dr owning in m yself
Tr ying t o get t o you
I’m dr owning in y ou
Weaving a r ope t o save myself
My hear t ’s on t he line
Bleeding and vulner able
I’m coming undone, becoming a some t hing
Cold and oh so scar ed
The door s ar e open, y ou ’ve r eached t he cor e
I’m sleeping inside
I’m no t hing inside wit hout y ou
Onl y y ou

NEED MUSIC?
Philly/NJ/NYC : Jazz--Please consider the John Icaro Trio for
your restaurant, party, or event!  For booking and demo, con-
tact Adam Stranburg: 215-260-7353, astranburg@hotmail.com

DC/Baltimore:  Popular folk/rock, originals and covers for your
party and enjoyment--Welcome to the Room!  Contact ROOM
402: mjw003@mcdaniel.edu, http://listen.to/Room402



Baby’s First SonnetBaby’s First SonnetBaby’s First SonnetBaby’s First SonnetBaby’s First Sonnet
by Jamie Fallows

For many nights my soul has screamed,
cried hysterically while I fought back the tears.
I was terrorized by your face when I dreamed
and all I heard was your voice screaming in my ears.

How could you be so cruel, so cold?
Why did you do this to me when I loved you so?
How could you make me feel so used, so old?
Why do you haunt me like this? Damn you! Just go!

It’s your fault that I’m falling apart!
It’s your fault that my mind is gone!
It’s your fault that I’ve lost my heart
and that I die more at every dawn!

When your life is empty, wasted, and bare,
don’t bother turning to me–I won’t be there.

The Good Old Days
by Jamie Fallows

Whatever happened to the good old days when I lived without a care,
when all I needed was my steadily growing imagination and some Play-Doh,
when I could pick a dandelion for my mommy and say, “Happy Mother’s Day,”
when school was as easy as my ABCs and nap time,
when love was sharing cookies and juice with Mary Sue,
when I didn’t have to worry about my future,
when every day was an adventure,
when someone was always there to make my fears go away,
when I wasn’t aware of war and poverty?

Whatever happened to the good old days when I was innocent, free, and happy?

“Light My Fire”  by Echo T. DellaFranzia

“Graveyard Jam” by Echo T. DellaFranzia



The indentations of our organs
(during lovemaking)
by Febe Ramirez

I can feel his
large intestines
against my belly
when he lies on top of me
Like a cat on a couch.
I push my belly back,
leaving an imprint
of my liver on his side.
A temporary indentation
to feel the excesses
I devoured in my quest for him.

We rest.
Our organs find their places
as our limbs intertwine
like a knot in calf muscle.

Picasso Barbie
by Stephanie Scarborough

For all you cultured young girls we present
Picasso Barbie and advise all those
Disturbed by Barbie’s, um, anatomy
To go invest in oh, say, therapy.
And simultaneously we propose—
And once again, with only good intent—
You keep the Barbie’s clothes on!  Anyway,
Picasso Barbie’s head is gently placed

Barbie Got Tired of Living on Plastic Lettuce
by Stephanie Scarborough

So Barbie just said screw it all one day
And binged and gorged on real, voluptuous
food—
Sweet, sticky-buns and silky smooth pâté,
Surrendering completely as she chewed.
Orgasmic richness saturates her tongue,
And with each bite her plastic body swells.
She doesn’t care.  As each new lump is sprung
She downs another doughnut hole.  Ken smells
The sweet aroma of her feast and sees
Her—plump, her shiny plastic skin stretched
tight,
So round and ample.  Yearning for a squeeze,
He grabs a lump of plastic cellulite,
Delighted by its full, delicious heft,
And gorged with Barbie on what food was left.

23: I only made it back to sea.
by Febe Ramirez

18 and inside Louisiana
like a rough uncut buried piece
of jade.
John Lennon’s voice bouncing
around the room
Like a shooting star trapped in
a box.
My skin was hot
from your recent finger trips
down my arms and legs.
My lips still glistening from
the wet honey oozing from
your over ripe lips.

I’ll never forget how blue the
air was.

You stood still like a wax
statue.
A suicidal cigarette placed
vulgarly
between your long fingertips.
We gawked at each other as we
sucked the blue air
Like two fishes who acciden-
tally
found their way
to land.

Below her armpit, and her arm is found
Sprouting from her navel.  And just around
Her left hip is an ear.  Her foot’s replaced
Her kneecap, and if you buy her today
We’ll throw in van Gogh Ken.  You’ll find his
ear
He cut off on Picasso Barbie’s rear.



While strolling around
campus at 6:00am the other
morning, I came to a startling
conclusion (besides the fact that I
should have been a sleep at
6:00am): I owe Western Maryland
my life.

Literally.  I realized that,
without this institution, I would not
exist.  It was here that my parents
met outside the dinner hall (then in
the basement of what is now Hill
Hall) over thirty years ago, did the
falling in love thing, got married,
and eventually produced the kind
of person that goes for walks at
6:00 in the morning.

As I walked around cam-
pus in those early hours, I thought
of  how much this school has
changed since my parents were
students here, and came to the
conclusion that, despite what I was
sure I believed a few weeks back,
it really does not matter what you
call this place.

When the name change
was announced, I felt that I was in
the middle of some personal
nightmare.  WMC has given me so
much over the past three years,
the least of which is the pride of
knowing I am going to graduate
from the same school as my
parents, thus continuing the
somewhat questionable tradition of

gaining a liberal arts education.  I
refused to believe that the name
change was possible: in some
ways, I still refuse to believe it.
But, the more I think about it, the
more I find that this is no night-
mare at all.

A few days after the name
change was announced, I ran into
Dean Ethen Sidel at Safeway at
about 10:30pm.  While I knew
Dean Sidel, and knew that my
parents knew him as well, I
doubted he had the misfortune of
knowing me.  As it turns out, he is
thusly unfortunate.  He approached
ME, and asked me what I thought
of the name change.  I told him my
feelings, he told me his, and, while
we were of two different minds,
had a great conversation.  What
grabbed me most about our
conversation was that he asked
what my parents thought, by name,
and was able to sympathize with
me when I told him they reacted
with their unique senses of humor.
It was that night I realized some-
thing.

Western Maryland College
is the sort of place where you run
into the Deans at night in the local
supermarket.  It is the sort of place
where the Deans know their
students, treat them as equals,
and, despite the modern popular

opinion, do care what they
think: not just the current
students, but students they
taught over thirty years ago.

 As much as I hate to
admit it, I have had a change
of heart.  I hate to see our
school’s name go, but I can
honestly say that, when it
does, I think I will be ready
for it.  Some people believe
that this name change will
bring an end to our
institution’s traditions, while
others thing it will bring a
new beginning.  I think it will
bring neither.  I honestly
believe, for better or for
worse, business as usual will
continue here, as it always
has, no matter what the
school is called.

I have said it many
times before, but I guess it
bears repeating.  Western
Maryland College rests on its
community, and, as long as
our community stays strong,
we have nothing to fear.
This school is more than a
name.

Many of my fellow
students state that, when
they are alumni, they will

give no donations  to this institution
if it possess a different name, and
to be honest, I agree.  Like my
parents, I would much rather
support this school by sending my
child here.  And, in the sad event
that a child of mine does not want
a liberal arts education, I hope that
they will still want to come here
and visit with me, and experience,
even for one day, the place their
father spend four very important
years of his life.

I am going to stand behind
this place: I really don’t care what it
is called.

Take care; change of heart proves victorious
by Michael Wiles, Assistant Editor

“Westminster: Dead of the Night” by Echo T. DellaFranzia



Submissions/Subscriptions
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