
Creed 

I refuse to do anything to please the establishment 
I refuse to pretend to be something I'm not just because I make them 
uncomfortable 
I refuse to dress for anyone but myself 
I refuse to hold back my words because it's not 'polite' to let my 
feelings show 
I refuse to back down because "girls shouldn't be aggressive" 
I refuse to let them tell me that they're the only ones who are right 
I refuse to be shut out 
I refuse to tolerate petty words that are designed to wound 
I refuse to be penitent when I haven't sinned 
I refuse to allow them to tell any more children that they're not OK - 

it's OK to be fat 
it's OK to be smart 
it's OK to be different 
it's OK to be gay 

I refuse to wear a mask of make-up to conform to their beauty 
standards 
I refuse to compromise my heart for any reason at all 
I refuse to smile when I'm not happy 
I refuse to say it's okay when it's not 
I refuse to be stepped on 
I refuse to be laughed at 
I refuse to run away just because they think I don' belong 
I refuse to hide just because they think I should be scared 
I refuse to bow my head just because they think I should be ashamed 

I am beautiful. 
I am strong. 
I will not shut up, slow down, break down 
I will be here long after they've grown tired of me 
And I will triumph, unbroken and proud. 

-Elena Maria Jimenez 
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Roxanne 

Bisexual bruises 
and puppy dog smiles 
chocolate kisses 
and little white lies 
sunshine and stars 
and the moon in your eyes 
all the basis of me with you 
it's all just a wild roller coaster ride 
and I throw my hands in the air 
you beat me up and push me around 
then mock me when I cry 
tears of pain 
I crave 
for you, please hurt me 
show me you care 
play your little games 
then hide me in your closet 
security for your soul 
I'll wait there in the dark 
until you need me again 
just put a shield around your heart 
lest we should come together as one. 
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Toward Stephanie 

i am a flesh colored rainbow in your thundering sky. 
don't doubt me 
when I attract 
that flickering lightning. 
it only flickers and rubs 
near because i'm stewing over crotch released 
thoughts. 
no it's not right, but i can't stop licking the popsicle 
urges shown on my vanilla wall. 

your vitamin e legs matter 
and so does your fruit flavored 
lips. your nose got caught in 
my secret paper linen scripts. 
i thought i had hidden them well 
but your vienna sausage fingers 
found their way to my brain stem authors. 

insatiably i inspire myself to find self 
satisfaction and a step on the escalator 
of progress. maybe i reek when i write and 
sometimes i'm rigid in my responses, but my 
clickety clack blah opinions must matter to 
you because you grasp that bottle of pills 
so well and to rely on something like that 
stunts the growth on this puberty filled love. 

these raisin colored words should tell you a 
little something about me. listen up and take 
a whiff because this is the last group of words 
dedicated outright to you. i'll always feel 
urge and blood will always pump. understand me 
and you will be rewarded greatly. 

my earthworm patterned fingers are done. please 
applaud. 

- Peter Romanov 
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Cannon 

The light from the street lamp creeps through the 
slits in the blinds on your room window 
wrapped in tangled sheets covered in early morning 
perspiration 
lips numb with the tingling of sensual kisses 
but I'm alone. 
Crimson colored clouds float through my mind. 
I smell you and if I breathe deep] y I can almost feel 

you. 
Hear the whispers of broken promises, 
Lick the salty tears that fall to my lips. 
My hips long for your touch, burning up inside. 
Pieces of myself I cannot seem to 

find, 
stolen, broken, torn to shreds. 
Will I ever feel this way again? 
This nightmare, a reflection of a story that I have 

heard. 
Close my eyes, candlelight flickers, bite my lip, 
scream out loud. 
Think what you will, consume my being 
hold it hostage, then let it go, 
but you are alone. 

-Lee Anne Quattrucci 
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Why haven't you yet? 
Knowing it wasn't really time I needed 

It was you 
Me asking anyway 
And learning how to smile through the tears 
So I could pretend 
Until it was real 
Until I forgave you 
Until I could feel a little here and there 
I still wonder on forgiveness 
If "can" is just a state of mind 
Why haven't you yet? 
Now we laugh anyway 
I try to be funny 
And end up just me 
You always have been 
What I wanted most of all 

-Noelle Balliett 

Leilani 

The wind is flapping through my hair making strands dance across 
my face and caress my shoulders. We are singing along to the radio at the 
top of our lungs. It feels as though I am flying, weightless in the passenger 
seat of the '87 Suburban. My bare feet are resting on the dashboard and I 
take occasional sips of her coffee. I feel invigorated and completely 
consumed by a thousand emotions. Contentment, anxiety, nostalgia, 
freedom, sadness all mixed together with a touch of deja vu. It's that feeling 
that takes over your body in the midst of coming down in the early morning. 
It leaves my body with a numbness that takes me back to his arms, his bed 
and I feel it all now. I tell her that she comforts me and it scares me but I 
breathe in and realize that this is some preordained occurrence. I lick my 
lips and taste the sensation of the past life we have shared together. I put my 
hand on her sun kissed shoulders. I watch her light up a cigarette and take a 
deep drag. Never in my life have I seen such beauty. 

-Lee Anne Quattrucci 
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Only Natural 
[On Queers and Rape and Queer Rape] 

As this one takes me 
Pressed against a bathroom wall 

My heart screams 

And i wonder if being 
Pressed against a bathroom wall 
ls not the most natural thing 

In the world. 

For i know that 
Sex is as natural as Death 

As natural 
As painful 
As final 
As Death 

And as this one takes me 
On my knees in the filth of my people 

My mind waxes poetic 

For here i assume the role assigned me 
i play the part i' ve been cast 

On my knees in the filth of my people 

It's only natural 

i am what the world 
Always knew me to be 
Confirming the filth 

Confirming the people 

On my knees in prayer 
To Whoever hears cries 
From a bathroom stall 
That this one takes me 
As merciful as Death 

-Martin Price 
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