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Eve Of A Full Moon
by Heather Hatley

On the eve of a full moon

| sat and stared into midnight

Content, and momentarily numb

The vast attributes of a complex sky
Dotted so, here and there

Jewels tossed effortlessly

One white orb

Mars large, and following

Without doubt there is but one ruler and
creator

This massive luminous radial symmetry
Most fragrant herb of earth

Seems to clear my mind

As the moon draws me close

This life, this universe

Existence all seems so small, insignificant
Undulant dreamlike state of clarity
Visions

Inhaling cold dry desert mountain air

Is mostly a mess, but appreciated
The sky keeps calling to me

So | head upwards, into mountains
To touch angel’s feet

Releasing inner children

We spread out in delirium, dancing
Trancing to some foreign tribalectic
beat

Drums rythmaticly insync

We fell forward into submission
And drifted silently away

Mars large
ano pumpkin pie:
€the fall featureod
poet€s page

My god, it’s almost fall and
I'm so alive in these pined hills

Black fronds outstretched and scented

Luring wandering men aimlessly in
My part of this whole sphere

Michelle Farrar can be reached at
rapidhopelosszo(@hotmail.com.
Write Heather Hatley at
glitterkittymama(@aol.com.

A Fall Poem
by Michelle Farrar

Fall is for falling

in love underneath

a perfect sunset, feeling
the perfect breeze and
the coziness of it all

Pumpkin pie and
coffee sipping beside
a warm fire and

cozy cuddling in our
fuzzy sweaters and
the scarf I made you

Yes, this is a perfect
day made only for
fall, because fall

was made for this



Rammstein: Reise Reise
A review by Manda

I've always been fascinated by music from The Bloc (the formerly communist countries of Eastern Europe, for those too
young to remember The Bloc). The extents to which artists had to go, in order to avoid being censored, jailed or exiled is
really quite astounding.

Feeling B, in particular, managed to stay afloat in the highly restrictive DDR (East Germany) through the creative use of
foreign passports and frequent “vacations” in neighboring (less restrictive) countries. That band pretty much single-handedly
kept the East Berlin punk scene alive throughout the DDR’s death throes. Unfortunately, they pretty much dissolved after The
Wall came down, and they fell into obscurity.

Until, of course, some band members re-formed the group in 1994... as Rammstein.

In interviews, the band members have been fairly candid about their lives in the DDR: about having to keep regular jobs
(bottle-washer, carpet-cleaner, peat-shoveler, etc.), because they weren’t government-sponsored artists; about having to pile
mattresses against the walls of their apartment because the only time they could practice was late at night; and most impor-
tantly, about how important the band is to them, because they all went through the same thing at the hands of the govern-
ment.

But this unique East German perspective has been conspicuously absent (bit of an oxymoron there) from the band’s music.
In fact, they've tried very very hard to be as apolitical as possible. “Links 2 3 4”, from Mutter, is the closest Rammstein has
ever gotten to a political statement... until now.

Heading up the second half of their newest album, Reise Reise (already released in most of the world; due out in the United
States and Canada on Nov. 16), is the ultimate pair of West-versus-East songs that a former-Bloc band could conceivably
release: “Amerika” and “Moskau”. The most obvious things the songs have in common is what all Rammstein songs have in
common: the driving beat, the low drone of lead singer Till Lindemann’s voice, and guitar parts that are basically the antithesis
of every soaring, anthemic melody ever written.

The first thing beyond the basics that you notice is that both songs make use of non-German lyrics: “Amerika” has a mostly-
English chorus, and “Moskau” has a Russian chorus, with a few more lines in Russian at the bridge. This doesn’'t seem too
strange, until you realize that the last time Rammstein wrote a song with foreign language lyrics, it was the rather unfortunate
“You Hate”. So obviously, we're dealing with something quite special here.



I'd like to take a moment to point out that the Russian lyrics are - except for one line - sung by a woman. Whether Rammstein is

trying to say that Russia is effeminate and America is drowning in its own testosterone, if this is just another songin the same vein

as “Engel” and “Spieluhr”, or if Till simply didn’t feel fluent enough in Russian... is a question left up to the listener’s judgment. And

now, backto your regularly scheduled discussion of East German music...
The lyrics, surprisingly, are judgmental of both the East and West: “Amerika” is concerned with the virulent, soulless
culture of McDonald’s and Coca Cola, while “Moskau” is described as a whore in too much makeup, willing to do just
about anything for some money. Never ones to give good answers to moral dilemmas, Rammstein lets the listeners decide
whether they prefer the cheap, accommodating whore or the all-consuming cultural wasteland.

But pay close attention to the Choruses of both songs for a moment. In “Amerika”, the lyrics change slightly every time the chorus
comes around, and the lyrics follow a soaring (relatively speaking; this is Rammstein, after all) melody - implying individuality
despite the uniformity of the culture. In “Moskau”, however, the lyrics are constant, the melody is more of a chant than a song, and
overall, it's reminiscent of the old communist propaganda songs: easy to learn, easy to remember, and easy to sing along with.
Even the audio effects back this up: at certain times, the lyrics of “Amerika” sound like they’re being sung through a transistor radio
- the ultimate symbol of The West to the citizens of the DDR, but “Moskau” is heavily laden with reverb and crowd sounds, implying
some sort of large-scale rally... Singing Lenin’s songs, perhaps, as the chorus implies.

And then, after the politically ambiguous “Morgenstern”, we have “Stein um Stein”, the song most obviously about the world’s most
infamous wall that Rammstein has yet written. They finally take the brave step of using the politically charged word “Mauer” to refer
to the walls, instead of their usual - and relatively benign - “die Wand”. And the building of this wall is obviously quite painful to our
East German narrator: each stone is a tear, life inside is dark, and “no one hears you scream”.

So what do we learn from these first three baby steps that Rammstein has made into the West-versus-East political forum?
Mostly, unfortunately, that they’re ambivalent to the whole argument. They never tell you whether they prefer the American anti-
culture or the Russian whore, but they will finally tell you that they really, really resent The Berlin Wall. One is left with the impres-
sion that this resentment was brought back to the forefront by a certain wall built in Israel - a wall that brings back too many sour
memories for the Germans, whose capital city was walled in for most of their lives, all in the name of social betterment.

And now that they don’t have the communist dictators telling them what to say, they’re
allowed to say that the “social betterment” didn’t improve their lives much at all.

Manda (katakhana@gmail.com) earned her Bachelor’s Degree in Digital Music in 2003, with concentrations in Foreign Languages and Com-
puter Science. She now holds certifications from Apple and Microsoft, and makes an occasional living in the fields of Graphic Design and Web
Programming. Manda first became interested in the music of the former Soviet Bloc when Rammstein first reached the American airwaves in
1998 with their hit single, “Du Hast”. A brief overview of the division and reunification of Germany can be found at http://www.tatsachen-
ueber-deutschland.de/764.0.html (the Federal Foreign Office \Website).




From Seed to Flower
by Heather Hatley

This philosopher sage
Curiously began searching
For the Oracle of Ages
And found

Through ancient
Unconscious Instinct

I’ve become numinous
By my own mystic
Thought progression
Self-taught wisdom
Through endlessly
Seemingly misguided steps
Invoking ideas
[llumination
Perceptionally theorize
Evaluate and assess
Carefully tried to open
This vein

“The
unexamined
life 1S not
worth living.”
~Socrates

Found your
voice? Share it!
79*Words™Per*Minutd
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ers and accepts sub-
missions of merit.
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Life-giving flow

Finally connected

Found room to grow
Fascinated by the

light of life

Enlightened analysis

| have become

Some sort of mage nymph
Exploring mysteries
Paths leading further

Into Awareness

Insight

The greater consciousness
Of knowledge

| share these simplistic
thoughts

Contemplative linguistic
dreams

To awaken those senses we
share

Birthing consistent energy
From seed to flower



Sometimes it’s best not to get too personal about business or

pOlitiCS. This 1s not one of those times.

A professional autobiography by Tara DellaFranzia

When business and politics interfere with my personal life, I fight back with the foolishness of a recent grad and the
wisdom of a liberal writer. In short, I feel pretty ripped off.

Back in the 1920s, my grandfather went from being the orphaned son of two Italian immigrants to having his picture
taken next to his Rolls Royce. He was wearing his new three-piece suit, top hat, and gold pocket watch. He definitely
suffered to achieve his personal success, and he lived in a world in which the threat of Nazi terror was very real. Still, he’ll
always be standing there in that picture: portrait of the American dream.

My other grandfather, meanwhile, worked at a steel pressing company. He knows everything about unions, becom-
ing a supervisor, and working one’s way to the top in a company. He was with that company from age 18 until his retire-
ment at 65—he worked in the prime of the manufacturing industry in the prime of his life, during a time that involved a
moderate to prevalent amount of domestic manufacturing jobs that are no longer available to Americans.

He supported a wife and four kids on that income. His employer needed him to function, and he needed the com-
pany for his livelihood. After decades of employment, there was more than a mutual rapport—there was trust. A relation-
ship.

My parents’ careers took a very typical path for people of their generation. Inspired by the photograph of his father
next to the Rolls Royce, my father started his own real estate business. My mother stayed home raising me, but then took a
part time job. They divorced, and now she works full-time, and most likely will until her retirement. Both of them had a
high school education.

College was their primary goal for me. At age 10, I was in prep school. At 18, I was proud to be the first person in
my mother’s family to attend college. I even finished, to my own surprise, earning a Bachelors in English with a minor in
Music from a small liberal arts college. When I went in, the economy was rolling. Clinton was president, and the biggest
worry of my day concerned Clinton’s personal affairs with Monica Lewinsky. How I miss those days.



Many of my peers’ parents had the same goal for them—college education. I believe this to be positive and important
for a person and for our nation. However, upon graduation, I found the job market to be not competitive as I had expected,
but completely barren. There were no jobs.

When I told the college career advisors that I wanted to go into publishing, they handed me a book which listed the
top 50 publishers in New York City. Being the younger one, I thought that I was supposed to be the one in the room with
unrealistic goals.

Of course, they failed to consider a few things: I had no money, I’d be located in Pennsylvania, and a college educa-
tion and some editorial experience on a collegiate newspaper doesn’t mean a person can simply walk into the Random
House CEQ’s office with a resume and expect to be hired.

After a brief stint as a proofreader in a warehouse-based background checking company, I was hired by a small print-
on-demand publisher. Although the job paid under $25,000 annually, the rewards were incredible. I quickly learned how
books were received, put into production, and sold. I was completely fascinated with the process of publishing, and the way
it was so personal to the authors as well as those that put the books together in production. Publishing meant that people
cared about a book—as their creation, as a product, or as a tome of valuable knowledge or insight.

Most of my coworkers were under 35; many lived in the city (the company was also located in an urban setting). It
was such a positive feeling—people openly displayed their affinity for Howard Dean before the primaries. Employees of any
sexual orientation received fair health coverage for themselves and their partners. Everyone worked very hard for a minimal
income. Everyone knew that the hard work was worth such a meaningful life—it was nearly ideal for a while—we wore jeans
to work and made salaried incomes.

Most importantly, when the authors came in to visit us, regardless of their social status, they all realized how we
genuinely enjoyed our work. This positive attitude reflected in our work as well—we committed to unpaid overtime and
worked to make small incentives so that the company would profit. We realized that a small company’s survival during the
Bush Administration and the new era of terror (that the president reminded us of daily) was not easy.

Corporate decisions were not easy, either. I can’t say the decisions were abrupt or unexpected, but the scale was
unimaginable. The small corporation laid off 30 workers simultaneously. We had one week to train our replacements,
located in Asia, via phone. We packed up our work—I had five huge boxes of a variety of files—of books full of peoples’
pictures of kids, crap no one would read, wonderfully illustrated children’s books, and even reprints of plays that had ob-
tained national recognition.

‘We were outsourced.



It made sense, from a corporate perspective. They could ment for making the company’s only option a very dishonor-
legally hire three times as many people to handle the increasing  able action. Not only are the foreign workers exploited as they

workload, and get a George W. Bush-approved tax break because V‘{Oﬂi for comparatively small wages, but domestic jobs are
of it. also lost.

One coworker was ready to move into a house with
his new wife. Another was in the process of moving into a
new apartment. I was one of the lucky ones, still living at

In retrospect, I can’t say that I blame the company. It did home with my mother. I am lucky to have found another job
what it had to for survival. I do, however, blame the govern- in the publishing industry (or any comparable job at all).
Most of my former co-workers are not as fortu-
nate, despite their efforts.

The United States Government paid a small company to
lay off American workers.

What would the president have us do?
Sign up to fight in a war we find to be wrong and
improperly conducted? Start our own businesses
by going into debt in addition to our student
loans? Get more education as we have no money
to support ourselves? Bush may offer these
solutions, but he knows that even if he is in
danger of losing his job on November second,
it’s not going to be outsourced.

Senator Kerry, however, when talking
about war, has a right and an obligation to do so
on a very personal level: he was there, and the
issue is relevant. Similarly, I have lost my job due
to outsourcing. I have an obligation to my
community to speak up. That life-changing
experience, barely understood by any who have
not gone through it, is personal. I have every
right to take a very personal and emotional
stance on this issue.

Rendering by Zachary Havas
zhavas@hotmail.com * www.fotki.com/zhavas




I know what happened to my coworkers and to me.

Yes, Mr. President, this is personal.

Tara DellaFranzia is a publishing industry spitfire
and a 2003 graduate of Western Maryland College in
Westminster, Maryland, where she studied English and
Music. You can reach her at: sqtpprsgri@hotmail.com.

The moon and the wings

by Tara DellaFranzia

The moon hid behind clouds for a moment’s
lapse like an embarrassed child.

The wings of an angel cascaded up a waterfall as
| fried to catch his breath but—

He caught me,

In a dance of glass that felt like home,
Under celestial starlights he knew as his.

Like water,

| am

Foolishly making tides drawn by the moon
And angel fingers

Though dusk has come.

Trial and® ErroOr
by Matthew Meadowcroft

For Claire and Peter it was a new beginning. There stood a
proud 200-year-old cottage, plants were growing in and
amongst the trellis. It looked traditional and beautiful, if not
a little overgrown. Peter and Claire stood there leaning on
one another, admiring the house. They walked slowly on
the gravelled path and turned the key in the lock of the
door. With a few creaks and cracks it opened. It was a
lovely cottage but the couple couldn’t help feeling the eerie
atmosphere about the place. It was as if they were being
watched. All the creaky floorboards and very little light
shining throw the windows didn’t help either. Nor Peter or
Claire wanted to say anything though, they thought it was
best to put it down as a new experience. We’ll soon be
happy they kept muttering to themselves. After looking
around they went to unpack everything from the van, even
with the help of the deliverymen it took quite sometime.
Everything in the house was very dusty, it looked as if the
house hadn’t been lived in for quite some time. It was going
to take a lot of work to make it to their tastes.

After getting over the initial anxiety and stress of unpacking
everything, the young couple began to relax a little more.
They had decided to move because things weren’t working
out in their past home, especially with the neighbours. So
they made their decision to move to the quiet town of
Knighton, as it seemed just right for them.

Claire sat down on the sofa and curled up her legs whilst
Peter made a fire, and lit a candle, which he placed on the
table next to them. He then sat down next to Claire and
they both snuggled up warm together watching the
crackling fire and gleaming candle. The fire reflected from
their sparkling eyes and they slowly started to fall into a
deep sleep. Before long they had lost their fire and were
fast asleep, it had been a long day for the both of them.



The couple woke some hours later, it was now gone 8pm. The fire had quickly as possible but his body wouldn’t let him with fear. After

burnt out but the candle was still slowly burning away. A nasty chill
slowly became present around the couple. That akward presence of
them not being alone had come once more. Peter and Claire couldn’t
see or hear anything but in their mind, heart and throat they certainly
could.

Their throats began to tense, as did the back of their head, as if to say

something or someone was behind them. The couple’s hearts began

to sound louder. Bum...BA...Bum. Peter and Claire swung their heads
around. A swoop of chilling air brushed past the couple which killed the
gleaming candle and the room went into complete darkness. It brought

shock and fear to rush through the mind and veins of them both.

Almost in unison the couple swung their heads around...nothing could

be seen, just the sound of the tap dripping from the kitchen could be
heard. Claire moved her hand cautiously onto Peters and clutched it
with fear. They knew what they had to do — get out of the house and
calm down...

In total silence that's what the couple did; stumbling across the living
room they grabbed their coats from the rail and walked quickly out of
the front door.

Peter pulled out his car keys but dropped them into the gravel. He
crouched down to pick them up as did Claire, both clutching onto
them, the young couples eyes met. It wasn’t love that was beaming
through their eyes, it was fear. What had they just experienced in the
cottage? Not one word would even dare creep out of their trembling,
numb lips. After what seemed like minutes but was only seconds,
Peter grabbed the keys and lunged for the car. Claire bolted round to

the other side and threw herself in. This time she didn’t make any form

of contact with Peter, she just looked straight ahead out of the
windscreen very focused.

Peter put the key into the ignition which took a few attempts as his
hands were trembling, he kept turning to face Claire for some
reassurance. His face was white as a sheet. He wanted to aet out as

Matthew Meadowcroft may be reached at: matius4@tiscali.co.uk

about 10 attempts, Peter finally managed to start the car. They
drove off into the night with gravel spraying. The young couple
didn’t have a clue where they were going to go but anywhere felt
safer than in their new found home...for the time being.

Claire breathed a sigh of relief as they both left the front drive.
“Where do you think we should go?” Claire finally said. They’'d not
spoken a word for ages.

“Anywhere from here.” Peter replied sharply.

“Well there’s surely going to be a pub or something around here.
How about we find the local? We’ll need too know where it is
someday and we can always ask if there’s ever been reports of
ghosts around here.” Claire suggested.

“So you really think our house is haunted then?” Peter asked.
Not really wanting to admit the house could very well be haunted
Claire said. “Well...no but we can always ask. You never know it
could just be our mind playing tricks on us. After all that cold chill
we felt when we first woke, could have a really simple
explination.”

“But we can't really explain how the candle just blew out just like
that. Can we?” Peter replied quizically.

“Maybe not but you just concentrate on your driving Peter. I'm
sure we'll sort it out by then end of today.” Claire said intently. She
uttured those words as reassuringly as possible, although she
couldn’t help feeling that by the end of the day things wouldn’t be
better...they’d be worse.

As Peter drove along the dark and narrow winding roads; he
could see a building with lights on in the distance. The couple had
finally found the pub at last. Would arriving there help to get all
their unanswered questions heard? Peter kept playing the events
back through his mind becoming transfixed.

“Peter, watch out!” Claire yelled.

Within a blink of an eye he snapped out of his trance. They saw a
car within meters from them, blowing the horn. Peter’s feet

slammed on the brakes. .
To be continued . . .



“The Radioman says "Rock and Roll lives!’”: The Re-Introduction of
Mike Doughty

By Michael Wiles

Mike Doughty and I have three key things in common: a name (obvi-
ously), a Zodiac sign (Gemini), and the desire to blend poetry/prose writing and
musicas closely as possible. Itis there, however, that the similarities end, and
the great difference begins.

The truth s, as we continue to roll through the fall of 2004, it is Mike
Doughty who matters significantly to the future of American rock and roll, while
I, sadly, do not. What is more, Doughty is wellon hisway to cultural relevance
for the second time.

Some may remember Doughty best for his 90’s alt-rock outfit, Soul
Coughing, founded in 1992 with other established members of New York’s
downtown music scene: drummer Yuval Galbay, bassist Sebastian Steinberg,
and keyboardist Mark De Gli Antoni. Between 1992 and Soul Coughing’s split
inthe spring of 2000, Doughty and Co. gave rock fans food for thought with
brilliantly crafted music: from beautiful drum/bass/beat poetry songs such as
“True Dreams of Wichita” to wistful acoustic tunes like “Janine,” touring with the
likes of Dave Matthews and Redman all the while.

In 2000, when it felt as though the music was over, the cultural experi-
ence retired, Doughty quickly began his second trip down the road to relevance,
officially releasing Skittish, a solo record recorded in one day in 1996 that had
before only been available to Napster enthusiasts. Doughty also wasted no time
launchinga full-force solo career, touring guitar-in-hand through America.

Skittish, and the tours that would follow afterward, proved that
Doughty,and his music, although now stylistically different, never stopped
mattering. Doughty’s solo catalogue showcases a style of music dubbed by
Doughty himself “smallrock,” which seems to place the artist somewhere
between the worlds of Billy Bragg and the greatest of modern American poets
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(the latter is further enforced by Doughty’s Slanky, a book of poems
published in 1996). Armed with just his guitar and amicrophone, Doughty
began telling his fans completely new stories: from songs of love lost in
“The Only Answer” (“’Five years in the wrong l am assured/My name to
you is just another word”), to ones about love pursued in “Unsingable
Name” (“I want to be your absolute ultimate/Want to be your only one
now”), to songs about pretty much ever other inch oflife’s landscape.

What is more, Doughty is the rare “gone solo” musician that gives
the listener areason to reexamine his former band’s music. Beyond hiding
from his past work (like some) or merely paying tribute to what once was
(likemany), what Soul Coughingmaterial Doughty still playsis reinvented
almostentirely. As greatas asong like “Maybe I’ll Come Back Down™ is
in its original incaration (from S.C.’s 1998 E10s0), it only gains feeling
and clarity when re-arranged and re-considered by Doughty on his 2002
live release, Smofe + Smang: Live In Minneapolis. The same can be
said for the aforementioned “True Dreams of Wichita” and “Janine,” which
frequently closes Doughty’s shows as, at his request, a “loud, obnoxious
sing-along.”

Although clearly enjoyingthe life and creative freedom ofa solo
artist, Mike Doughty has assembled a new band of late, appropriately
named Mike Doughty’s Band, and just finished his inaugural full-length tour

with them thismonth. Playing alongwith Doughty as “small
rock” gets alittle larger are keyboardist Thomas “The
Doveman” Bartlett and drummer Shahzad Ismaily. True to form,
notonly does this outfit continue to rethink Doughty’s Soul
Coughing past, but now also expands upon his solo work
seamlessly.

It’s been feared that the state of today’s record industry
is in decline, with artists not creating much in terms of new and
interesting music, but Mike Doughty fansknow better than to
worry. After all, Doughty, and his music, have been all sorts of
places, from stadiums the world over to small rock clubs, and
his message is clear: “smartrock,” which might describe
Doughty and his music perfectly, will ALWAY S have something
new and interesting to say.

Further information about Mike Doughty can be found at
his website, superspecialquestions.com.

Michael Wiles graduated in 2003 from Western
Maryland College with a BAin English. The genius that
is Michael Wiles can be reached at
michaeljwiles@comcast.net.
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