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Beauty

If I had a vice
I'd squeeze the T

Truth
out
soul

With a scalpel ~ Glo
I'd slice slivers .
through layers -~ Anyt
and peer  inside YoU

your
Heart

‘Through Blood
and Flesh
I'd sift to find

‘nervous fantasies.

else is new?

‘who loves you.

'spiked by a draft.

By Bev Bryan
So, I was talking to you about loss and sorrow
and I threw words at you.
You said you were afraid of losing her
I told you I had the bends.
You said you were afraid of falling out of love,
you were thinking of breaking off the affair wi
your Pre-Raphaelite, genius angel-baby:.
I told you this year would be
shorter than the last one.
But I abandon you to the ranci

I said to talk to her. You said I was rlght S
As far as I am concerned you AR

er time zone.
As far as I am concerned you

You have already broken off £
Raphaelite, genius angel-baby

So, I was talking to you a
the inexpressible sorrow o
my voice rattled in an emp
shining countertops. "
I threw my voice long d:
airplane

that Rub”

that’ livi .

=

from your Id
and
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Winner of the 2003 Newsday
School Journalism Awards

E-‘Boar'd

Executive Editor
Dustin Herlich

This issue represents the Stony Brook Press’ final issue of the semester, ] ] .
and we thought we’d do something special and do an entire issue of literary ML—%QW
content. Normally the literary content is but a mere supplement in our issues,

but this semester we figured we’d give our readers a treat. Associate Editor
We hope you enjoy the issue, and it’s a welcome distraction from what- Michael Prazak

ever else you're doing at the time. We’ve had a lot of heavy content this BUSih&is rl}/lanager
semester, and it’s a welcome distraction for us even to print this issue. ' Jackie Hayes

We’d like to thank everyone who’s come to meetings, helped do pro- News EditOPS
duction and most importantly contributed content to this issue, and all of the f§ Ar{flfeff}l{l‘l%f;i)zezio
other issues we’ve print this semester. We’ll be submitting many of our issues
for awards, and we feel that we have a better chance then ever to win more Features Editor
then we normally do. | Ana Maria Ramirez -

In the next coming months, you can watch out for our record settlng Photo Editor

issue, which will be ready by the end of the intersession, and even more entic- “"Mike Fabbri
ing content to follow for the entire spring semester. Our general body meet- .
. . : : , koppi edetur
ings will begin the first Wednesday that we have classes, and we hope to see ‘ |

you all there. Union room 060 is always open to accept writers old and new Andrew Femick
into our ranks. ' Production Mingr.

Thanks again for a great semester, and for hanging with us through the Adam Schlagman
best and the worst. You comments and content are always appreciated! For Webmaster
those of you who are already staff, watch your e-mail and blackboard for Daniel Hofer
updates and information about activities over the intersession. Ombudsman
Also coming in spring will be a new look and layout, and the opening of @ 15014 fressny
our brand new website! , ,

- Staff

Mike Billings, Jeff Blanch, Anthony
Brancato, Bev Bryan, Tim Connors,
Steve Chao, Melanie Donovon, Rich

Thanks again, | : B Drummond, Ceci Norman, Aaron

Feingold, Chris Genarri, Rob Gilheany,
The staff and editors of The Stony Brook Press Bill Cioconda, Glenn “Squirrel” Given,
The world’s greatest newspaper

David K. Ginn, Pam Gradowitz, Emily
Gustafson, Adam Kearney, Gregory
Knopp, Rob Kruper, Brian Libfeld,
Jamie Mignone, Walter Moss, Ejima
Oyibo, Natalie Parker, Scott Perl,
Derrick Prince, Jessica Worthington,
Brian “Scoop” Schneider, Ralph
Sevush, Chris Sorochin, Merve Tuncel,

Gary Lubrat, Meri Wayne, Rob -
:Cooper, Doug Williams, Jon
Vaillancourt, Nina Zakhatenko

The Stony Brook Press is:published fortnight-
ly during the academic year and twice dur-
- ing the sumimer intersessign by The Stony
Brook Press, a student run and ‘student fund-
ed non-profit ofganization. The opinions
tters, articles and viewpoints
sarily reflect those of The Stony
Brook Press. Advertising policy does not nec-
" essarily reflect editorial policy. For more
information on advertising and-deadlines
call (631)632-6451. Staff meetings are held
fWednesdays at 1:00 pm. First copy free. For
additional copies contact the Business
Manager.

- The Stony Brook Press
Suites 060 & 061
Student Union

SUNY at Stony Brook

Stony Brook, NY 11794-3200
(631) 632-6451 Voice
(631) 632-4137 Fax
e-mail: sbpress@ic.sunysb.edu

www.thepress.info



First Place: Editorial Cartooning
- Second Place : Photography

1099 Unit D Bt. 25 -i*"my Brook, NY 11790 wonsente |
| (A&msa fmm fhe Qmwf Waak Train Station, next to @man Gaefus}
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By Vikil Girdhar
We do have other ways of making you much effort ii
talk. We can torture you, or worse... life i invested int

~ iid thank them s

ahead and threaten me, right
ce. but you still wonit know
at this power tastes. now
ylng if i said that lifeis

surviving
ace. i spit

face out, off the face
w that i was only

ow lim stuck ina Web-q’ i
otherfucker of all evils is th

s this me talking? or is somethmg el : _you see -
speaking the words that i'm about :
say? '

Tell us about your childhood.

if i could turn back time, i would
tightly squeeze the life out of my
beloved ;

mom and dad. i wouldnit put in too
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MUSK

“Sing in me, oh muse...” Fuck it. Worked for

them, Milton, Homer, Virgil, not for me. ; They

each had one, flesh incarnate. I don’t. Makes it

hard. What is it now, 37 hours staring at this

blank screen?

“What time is it?”

“You mean now?”

Of course I mean now, asshole. I am not in the

mood for your shit “Yes, I mean now Chris” He

has one too.

“Um, its about 4:30, er, yeah, 4: 27”

Fuck, work. Iden’t want to go, too painful. Get

me through the goddamn night, then it will be
-all right. Find one then. “Drive me to work?”

“Yeah, fine. You ready to go?”

Never. “Uh, yeah, I think so. You gonna use the

computer when you get back?”

“Probably not. I'm not gonna be back to late.

Anna and I are going out to dinner.”

Dagger right to the heart. Inadequacy. Not that

platinum blonde and blue eyes ever did. any- -

thing for me. It is more the principle.. Chris is
happy. Andrew too. I don’t begrudge any of
that. It’s just that they can sing,.

“That’s cool. What is it, 37 years now?”
“No, just a little over one” .
“Seems like more to me” I miss him. Miss him
so much it hurts. My best friends stripped away
from me. Clinging, screarning for them not to

Makes the inte
beautiful. Notjus
steel that I see. Yi
“It’s not easy to
for approval.
refined”

“I see. So when
gonna be refined
“Let’s just go”

Gabriel s
shut down the co
gray-carpeted flo
long walk across
it just felt agonizi
closer to what he
there and seeing
senses were bo
hours, and the o
counter-attack. §
Damn. Where is
shirt. “Hurry the

“gonna miss that. :
like salt. Surprise

“trek across this island

e a higher purpose, a...
our soul and submit it
w, it should be, um,

great Gabriel Bradford
to finish a page?”

out his cigarette and
. He walked across the
s bedroom. It wasn't a
1l suburban apartment,
- Every step taking him
dreaded: work. Going
ing, smelling. All his
d. It was just seven
night would brmg his
of which...

p” Impatient prick. I'm
re it is. Hmmm, looks
s has no idea.

of his room, Gabriel
t and slung it over his
ris was waiting in the
wood door that led out
ir apartment complex.
briefly caught Chris’s

hunched shoul
hall, just next to
to the third flo
Gabriel looked
heavy brown ey
“Thanks, man”
“No problem”
Gabriel’s chin

led Chris as he tasseled
lack hair ”What’cha

1

Oblivion. Drown

valcade of concrete and |

drawer, pens, paper, t-.

every sense and try to escape. “Me and Pete are
probably gonna go out for a few drinks. Maybe
rock the Diamond” No need to tell him the
whole truth. He would just go and try to save
me, as if I needed saving. Well, maybe I need
something. Need to find it, or it to find me.
Then I would sit before the blank screen and
words upon words would flow like a deluge
from my shaky fingers. .-

They winded the short but circuitous

route from their apartment to the stairwell. -

Gabriel plodded down the three flights of stairs.
Chris, the more athletic of the pair, seemed more
to glide down the concrete waterfall, seeming
not to make the descent so much as float above
it. Halfway down the second flight, Gabriel
noticed a couple standing in a smoldering
embrace just outside the third floor door. The
girl’s back was to him, but the image of hands
flowing all over her back and under her brown

The descent comple
their way out into the street.
the heavy, cold wind preve
llghtmg his c1garette
“Go get the car”

“Fuck you. You can come wi
) ey plodded down the

storm.
The rain

y
fast along the narrow side str led to the
nearest major road that would bring them to the
record store at which Gabriel worked.

Twenty minutes. I'll make it there in time.

The car ride was ominously devoid of conversa-
tion, as Chris fiddled with the ten-disc changer
he recently had mounted in the back of the car.

- Gabrie] took this opportunity to light a cigarette,

and as he smoked it he looked out the window
at the panorama that passed by.

“How many special people change...”

They passed a solitary man on a bench in front
of an insurance agency, Calamity insurance as
the red-glowing sign proclaimed. The “CAL”
were not lit, and a cable sagged down from
undernieath the remaining illuminated letters
coming to rest just behind the man’s head. He
was nursing something in a brown paper bag
that might have just as easily been draped over
a passer-by’s head.

Gallows.

Gabriel’s musings were interrupted as the mus-
to a halt as Chris decided against

Image by Ceci

‘nearby pudd|

A year ago he would have made it. I guess
things change when you can sing

“Despite-all my rage, I'm still just a rat in a cage”
“Fundamental....differing”

They had alighted next to a church, and a small
procession was exiting the front door into the
waiting mist. Not that many people, but
enough to take notice. Six men, kids really as
they looked younger than both Chris and
Gabriel, were carrying a small white coffin to a
waiting hearse.

Change. Change. CHANGE. Can you ever
really, again, after that?

The mustang jerked forward once again as they
sped toward work. A couple was walking down
the street, the man dressed in earth tones and
the woman wearing a cascading aquamarine
overcoat. T

moking cigarettes and p
le unattainability of everything.
eep breath. Breathe. Open the door.
Gabriel snaked into the store and darted his way

~ directly to the back room. He picked his time

card out of the armada of red and white pieces
of plastic that adorned the wall. Slide. Beep. :05,
just in time. He fished his nametag out of his
coat pocket and struggled to slide his coat off
and hang it up before anyone came over to him.
Before she came over to him.

7 hours. I can make it through seven. One hour
is lunch. I can do this. Ohno. It’s rising in my
nose. Get to the registers. Six hours and fifty-
eight minutes.

‘Navigating the maze of displays and fixtures

that adorned the floor of the record store,
Gabriel took his position at register 2. It was
Wednesday, a slow day, so it was likely. no‘bod’ :
else would be joining him at,reglste‘ or hi
shift, which was fine with €

Gabriel most entertain
minably long shifts
people who cam
was simultaneo
ing, enlightenin
He watched as ¢
and his soul reced;
of his heart. Then




‘reason I can’t. Same rea-
- with you tonight.

ent to eleven. The
h the window  wids

ically eschewed an act
feelmg particularly bra

. barely fea
 one thaf

- mosaic on the frontlsplece
took turns; breathing in deey

much Tabasco. Burns.
“Want a beer” =/
“Yeah, 1 do”

“Two Killians” :
Gabriel took out his wallet ar
still reeling from the drugs a
alcohol, drifted back to its f
Immortalize it. Immortaliz
how I feel. - Can’t without he
“ Another shot?”
take two please”

ords for her.
t next on stage would be
, but Gabriel did not stay to see
gyrate and sway. e bid his
' who was more than willing to

till blowing, the rain
riel's mind. ‘and body
ges and light danced
ess crawled across the

ITean see. Sound. I can
yes I can smell:it. Th:

%Ly

he . grave, and 3the silent enct
ifi- = focate Gabriel. Out of.
© voice rose up

#Sing” ¢

‘To us énd those hke us Ah strong Way too
' Image by Ceci
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Beloved - ,
By Vikil Girdhar

Each vdf my ac

is fed up beyon

words can describe ? I dedicat.
to a beloved soul, who was ondg

éide.

_ to. be what I

You look so

there.

hair.
I see your ey
mme, :
And stare int
empty.

My tongue i
Calling ou
insane. .
Now tha
StaY' *',
You will_hé
daygf{ |
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use we have this vantage

at should pe 2 depary- e
he wounded
; of this opportunity

ds.in to a silver spoon

ugh Yo carry me on past
1a¥ing hint of synthetic plastic
,poﬁance

eaning of the song is more malleable
cripted speech mended o restrain
marple masses

~ . . . .2 hsh a ever-present
led in fist . searching for a ne) -
crumpled in my fist s e self-enforced deterrence

stand to look at the sky tonight  always dancing towards SPirit-ed light d
bent and lifeless ' leaving pale coffins, a tail that strips :vaywar c1rcumvent

e s ceilings void of white everything to night
cu in a spiral - . Lives portrayed as mere paths )
hidden behind bottles : compensates not only for. wha

feriority crawls closer lacks

ai ws thoughts in a muzzle to trouble others to carry the sky - more megnmgful then mmmg for truth
a delicate composure " The moth’s burden eluded with lies’" obscure
muffled in fragile reflections It's not an idle body An Abstruse mind wavermg and unse-
A ess obscurity it’s soma moves to dzsembody ~cured ;
wi ease from no affection augment a moth to a leech Everything else is meaningless
ate skies and a clouded three 27 have shadows bleached |
spawned as | was born annexing bodies as tools Like a tea bag pitched to a burning cup
ver as mortal for the purpose of one purely Certainly slowly swallowed up
‘even the oldest tree As Tiny embers disintegrate in space

Everyone has a purpose

r skies arise . , the proposition is that all line up :308“%1::8 never to be heard again wasted
h the.gr een skin and thighs to be told they're purpose pace : .
h their skull and arms "in the moth’s plans The Oneiric Mind as a pregnant womb

Ip in to their heart ' to escape staining the moth’s hands engu.lfed in Pennyroyal tea
ating the staunchest armor People’s prospects A Mind afraid to Bloom
ing life without a moth’s manipulation perfect June is more potent

touch of a knife You all are meant to serve my purpose then a fragile plea
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down .
into finer pieces

! would be
radio stations try S , little ling
mood, s

childhood,

dressed in dirt and g
of beige and puke
- bowling shoes,
she fled her scene
and found too much joy
in the

drip
of a bitter perfum

she bit her lip
one

too ,
many times and
began to slowly

estrict suffoca

s it a sin to avoid

the sun?

at dusk your face
looks so much clearer
and

the peace settles
as the winds gather
to take the town

for another night.
nothing is quiet when
the salsa moves
from the upper west side-

'cause back then
ignorance we lack now-
“we drove, sniffed, and fucked
faster. ‘

veryone got

the Whor‘eé _
lies and cravings and
scars. ' a
sins on sins
and sins of sin,

knives with blood
and combs witho
thorns.

soon they were off,
and the van drove away,

ail of my sins
forgiven
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hat life is sucked out of
ake up for their misery,

Had she loved me to the point,

And saved

Had she stared,
Just so she can adm
To lean over and g
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