




The Afghan 
Amanda Gibson 

yell ow green 
l ike grass 
wizened by the cold 
the kind 
that always leaves smears 
on the knees 
and butt army jcans 
when I roll against the lawn 
thinking only or pleasure 
and earth 
the blades tickling my 
arms with the son itchiness 
or yam blankets 
tucked around me 
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Dejection 
Christa Osborne 

A pine cone, alone 
Curled up on a table 
With raded brown bristles that droop rrom thc stem 
Li ke brittle flower petals that crack when touched 
Or a hundred sagging sandpaper tongues 
That breath out a musty smell 
Like the bottom or an empty cocoon. 
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Period Prayer 
Terri Whitehouse 

In our navy blue 
pleated skirts-­
we rolled them 
up to make them 
shorter. 

We knelt 
down (eam your 
place Oil your 
k"eej) 
folded our hands, 
right thumb over left thumb, 
and rolled our eyes. 

We said our prayers-­
our father, who art 
in heaven, the lord be 
with you and also with you, 
go in peace to love and 
serve the lord . 

God, I am not worthy 
to receive you , 
but only say the word 
and I shall be healed. 
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In confession. 
we le ft out our 
real bad sins and 
instead said--
I was mean to my sister. 
I used God 's name in vain , 

We have lied to God, 
We have all said this prayer, 
We have all made this bargain : 
God, I promise, J 'II never do it aga in. 
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Ma rk looked UI) and smiled . .. 
Kelly Towe 

Mark looked up and smi led at me 
And I, not understanding, asked why? 
To which he replied, 
" I didn ' t know I was." 
Which was the best answer, really 
Because maybe it meant just that 
He loved me 
And nothi ng more 
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Callus 
Henry Pile 

Line your pockets with dirt 
and sweaty palms, 
full fisted clods. 
Tilt your head back and upward . 
Open eyes wide and sucking 
Leave the moon in your mouth 
like gum wrapped around your longue . 
Spit, 
and shut the darkness in tight . 
This year's gotten colder. 
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Birth Stone 
(patricia) "Tri sh" Lindsey Jaggers 

Buy me an opal·· 
Not a milk· white one, 

No·· 
One with the fire 
Arcing inside the dome 
Straining to break 

Aehing to breathe·· 
Not a milk·white one, 

No·· 
One whose soul beats 
wrinkles in the heat 
and blisters 
the skin of one who touches it·· 
Not a milk· white one, 

No·· 
One whose trapped passion 
excites those who see 
it and bum to be with it 
inside the clear bubble·· 
Not a milk·white one, 

No·· 
One that in my closed hand 
at night, locked in 
my closet, 
the slivers of fire 
light my eycs to a squint 
and color my fingers red, 

Blood red·· 
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NOI a milk·whi te one, 
No·· 

Legend having 
Misfortune 

follow those who buy 
themselves an opal, 
Leaves me standing, 
blinking at sparks 
beneath the jeweler's 

glass case. 
Buy me an opal·· 
Not a milk·white one, 

No·· 
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Superhero Zero 
lohn Aaron Powers 

The alarm blared, sending me jumping out of bed . 
crossed the room and unplugged it. Why did I set it anyway? 
As r snuggled back into my warm covers, I remembered my 
appointment at the Hall of lustiee. Shoot. I kept asking myself 
why I was going for A superhero's license . ' mean, you get hit 
by a meteor and everyone jumps to conclusions. "Y?U ought to 
become a superhero. It isn't everyday someone survives that 
sort of thing," everyone keeps telling me. So I got tested. 

I went down to the Hall of Justice and they asked me to 
do stuff like try to shoot lasers from my eyes and fly . Well, I 
couldn't. I cou ld however, take anything they threw at me. 
"Congratula tions, you have a 'special' gift, thanks to that meteor 
that hi t you," one of the examiners told me . "l udging from our 
tests, you arc totally invulnerable. In other words, you can't be 
harmed in any way." 

"Are you sure?" I asked . "I don't want to thi nk I'm 
invincible and then get my butt handed to me by some punk wi th 
a chunk of kryptonite or something." 

"Trust us . You can't be hanned at all . We've never seen 
anything like it." 

"Coo!!" 
I'm still nervous as hell. I mean I don't even have a cool 

costume or a snazzy name. 'don't even have a cool weapon or a 
cape. I never heard of superheroes having butterfl ies. You don't 
read that sort of stu ff in comic books. 

I took a shower and threw on some clothes. Realizing 
I'm running behind once again, ' grabbed a cold slice of pizza on 
my way out the door. Mmm, the breakfast of champions. 

"Ah, there you are! We've been expecting you . 
Running a little late, I see," said the short troll . looking. thing t~at 
greeted me at the door. He looked like a compac ted Irishman m 
a business sui t. 

"Yeah, traffic," I said nervously. 
"Never cared for it myself. By the way, name's Bjorn ." 
"Er, hi, Bjorn. I'm Lucas." 
"Yes, I know. I read your profile." 
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B'om led me to his o ffi ce down one of the massi ve 
'd ~ilh huge columns shaped like maSSive marble titans. 

corn ors be" II h d ' h roes and superhero-wanna s ma s apes an sizes 
S~h~ :bout the vast open area of a lobby. Most o f them had . 
ml e es but some were dressed in plain c lothes. Must be their costum , 
day off. I 

Bjorn's office was rather small but comfortable. It on y 
d ne chair, and he motioned for me to Sll in it. Bjorn hovered 

:hi~d the desk crosslegged . He must be a retired superhero. "I 
. t have some paperwork for you to go over here and put yer 
J~s ature on and then we'll go over the Superhero Code." That sign , .. . dh 
was all fun, mostly Slgnmg a lot of stuff and bemg ta l J ave to 
play by the rules, so to ~peak .. 

"What's your alms gomg to be, you know, your 
perhero name?" The lady issuing the licenses asked. 

su "Hell, ' don't know." ' thought for a whi le . "Mmm ... 
How about Superman?" 

"Sorry, that name's already copyrighted." 
"Well... How about... Punisher? That sounds kind of 

threatening." 
"It's been taken, too." 
"Hell, I don't know. How about Grende l?" 
"I don' t think you want that one. It's not copyrighted, 

but it's used by what we call a 'supervillain .'" 
"Damn it." I looked down at my sweater. It had myoid 

high school football number on it. "Zero. Has that been taken, 
too?" 

"Zero, huh?" she said unenthusiastically. "Zero it is. 
Smile for the camera ." 

My superhero license picture made me look like a doe in 
headlights. Real threatening. Bambi the Avenger. Great. 

I was now an offic ial superhero. Me, a scrawny 
twenty·one year old wi th a history of puking when I get too 
scared. And I didn't know whether to trust those guys who said I 
was totally invulnerable to injury. What if some big-assed alien 
came down to take over the planet and whooped me like a 
schoolgirl? Ah, well . A job's a job. 

"Hi, guys. Mind if I sit here?" 
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"No." 
"Go right ahead ." 
Smoky Ben's Restaurant was the local hangout for the 

superhero crowd. I only knew these people I was silting with 
because of seeing them on the news. I felt like this was my 
chance to get on my soapbox. Under normal circumstances I 
wouldn't take such a ballsy move, but I was mostly certain that if 
I criticized too much, r wouldn't get injured in a fistfighl. 
Hopefully. 

"You're that new guy. I heard about you. You,like 
can't be injured," Tiger-Man said . 

"Yeah, that's me," I said. 
Everybody introduced themselves, and I told them my 

name. 
"So, Zero, you got a sidekick yet?" Captain Kentucky 

asked me. 
"No, I really haven't thought about it," I said . l'laving a 

young boy in tights as a sidekick didn't senle well with me. I 
didn't tell Capta in Kentucky this, though. He had a 
fourteen-year-old sidekick named Skippy. 

"So, Zero, how'd you get you powers?" Tiger-Man 
asked me. 

"I got hit by a meteor. How 'bout you?" 
"I got bit by a radioactive tiger," Tiger-Man said . 
"A radioactive tiger? How in the world did that 

happen?" 
"Long story." 
"I like pudding," the Incredible Behemoth chimed in . 

He looked like a gray brick house with arms, and he's just about 
as smart as one. I heard he used to be a physici st before he was 
on the wrong end of a nuclear accident. 

Lad. 

"Lame-ass," Atlantic Lad mumbled at the Behemoth. 
"Er, what are your powers, anyway?" I asked Atlantic 

") can communicate telepathically with aq uatic life. 
Why do you ask?" 

"What good is that? 'Look out! He's summoned a 
mackerel!'" 

"Shut up, man!" 
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"Atlantic Lad's saved my bUll a few times," the Red 

Ranger said. 
"Ranger stupid! Shine red light on bad guys! 

()ooO ... Behemoth scared," the Incredible Behemoth said. 
Maybe he's pretty smart after all. 

"Up yours! It's a raybeam, anyway." 
"Oh, that's real threatening," one of the Wonder Twins 

said sarcastically. 
"Li ke you guys have room to talk . You can shapeshift 

and you change into stuff like an eagle and a bucket of water! ' 
What's up with that?" I asked . 

"We have limitations to our powers. I can only tum into 
simple inanimate objects, and Jan can only tum into animals," 
Jayce said. I think he's the male twin; I'm not sure. 

"Well , why don't YOll do something like turn into a 
kangaroo and a pair of cleats? Or at least a baboon with a 
machete." 

"God, I'm glad J got cool powers," Tiger-Man said . 
"Amen, brother," J said . 
At that moment, Megaton Girl burst through the door. 

She was beat up ad bleeding quite a bit. "YOli guys!" she 
panted. Everyone stopped and looked al her. 

"Good Lord, what happened?" Captain Kentucky asked. 
"Something landed just outside of town ! We all tried to 

stop it. A lot of us are badly injured, maybe dead. I know the 
Fantastic Five are dead ." 

"So?" Captain Kentucky said under hi s breath. "Who 
cares? They're assholes, any way." 

"What is it?" someone asked. 
"Dunno. It 's bigger than the Behemoth. Wearin' some 

kind of ann or, too. It just plowed us over." 
"Take it easy," Tiger-Man told Megaton Girl. 

"Someone call an ambu lance." We were all out of there. 

I remember watching Aliens in junior high . The Alien 
Quee~ gave me ni~hlmares for three nights straight. The movie 
The F~y gave me mghtmares for a week . This thing made them 
look like Care Bears in comparison. It was at least fifteen feet 
tall and looked like some kind of space ship walking upright. 
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I've seen army tanks less impenetrable than that gargantuan 
monstrosity. It definitely wasn't anything from this planet. 

It had ripped through the countryside and mowed a path 
of death and destruction through four city blocks before the 
other superheroes and I made it there. I froze when I saw it. 
Dead and injured people lay in its wake, most of which were 
superheroes. It was holding half of Mr. Elasto, who had been 
snapped in half like a rubber band. It dropped the dead 
superhero like a discarded toy. 

"Dear Lord," Tiger-Man muttered in astonishment. 
"What do we do? How do we stop it?" Captain 

Ken tucky asked, still in shock. 
The giant turned its massive head, or what looked like 

its head, toward us. It eyed us fo r a couple of seconds and 
charged likc a frenzied bull . The Incredible Bchcmoth sprinted 
at it at a spccd unimagi nable for someone that big. 
Unfortunately, this titan made him look like a midget. 

The Incredible Behemoth rammed him and bounced of. 
The thing picked up the GOO-pound humanoid, punched him in 
the head , and punted him football-sty le. The Behemoth landed 
on a taxi, visibly injured. He didn't move . 

"Any ideas now?" Tiger-Man asked. 
"Yeah," Captain Kentucky said. He threw his circular 

sh ield emblazoned with the emblem ofthc Kentucky State fl ag. 
The razor-sharp edge could cut through anything. Well, al most. 
It bounced off the beast and bent up like a cheap hubcap. 

"Uh,oh," Captain Kentucky said. Skippy looked scared 
to death . Captain Kentucky's shield should have cut the th ing to 
ribbons. 

The alien berserker picked up the broken shield in one 
massive hand and examined it. "Ptah," it said in a slightly 
annoyed lone. It Ihen reached down and backhanded both 
Captain Ken tucky and Skippy in one stroke. They both went 
sai ling into a deli window. 

"Maybe it can be reasoned with," Tiger-Man said. He 
then addressed the thing, "Hey, what's going on? Can't we 
work something out here?" 

"Ha, ha, ha," the thing bellowed. "Spiz-nlgnikt!" it 
thundered . 
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"So much for that idea," I said. "The thing doesn't even 
know English." It heard me say this. 

"Yes I do," it said. "I'll suck this planet dry." 
"Of course! He's heading straight for the power plant on 

Ihe olher side of the city," Tiger-Man said. 
"Thank you, Sherlock," the Red Ranger said. It Any clue 

how to stop it?" 
"No." 
Tiger-~an. ran swiftly around Ihe gargantuan, looking 

for a .weak spoll.n Its a~or. It had difficulty catching him, but 
Ihen Jllearne~ hIS t.ech~tque and grabbed him with lighlning 
speed. The ah~n ptlednved Tiger-Man inlo the roadway. 
Tiger-Man lay 111 Ihe depression he made in Ihc asphalt and 
twitched. 

The Wonder Twins look my advice to heart. 
Unfortunatcly, It was at the wrong time. "nley turned into a 
gorilla with a sledgehammer and ran at the abomination 
swinging wi ldly. The alien giant kicked thcm aside like 
someone kicks a stray mongrel dog. 

Red Ranger shol a laser from his ring at the alien. His 
aim was off, and the hillhe monstrosity in the groin. This 
pissed it off severely. II charged us and grabbed both Red 
Ranger and Atlantic Lad and banged them togelher. The thing 
then threw Ihe two unlucky heroes like ragdolls into a nearby 
alley. I was now the only superhero len. 

"You only one left," the extraterrestriallilan chuckled in 
broken English. I was scared to death, but I tried not to show it. 

"Bring it on, bilch," I taunted . 
"Rrraaagh! Tsplitchth!" 
"Same to ya'!" 
It charged me and kicked me with full force. I didn't 

move. h stopped and slared 011 me. It then hil me on top of the 
head . Nothing. "What?" Ihe al ien asked. 

I ~as feeling cocky now. "Come get some!" 
I Jumped on it and started flailing my amlS like a 

madman. I. just couldn't stop it. I punched , elbowed, kicked, 
and even bu, but to no avail. I jumped off of it and looked at the 
ugly creature as I contemplated what to do next. 

"His balls!" a voice yelled. 
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"What? Who said that?" I asked. 
"Punch him in the balls!" the Incredible Behemoth 

exclaimed. He was nursing a broken arm and was bleeding 
severely, but he was barely conscious enough to yell. I looked 
up at the alien. Of course! Red Ranger had hit it in the groin 
earlier with hi s ray. The thing's codpiece was barely hanging 
on. Some kind of material was visible underneath. I actually 
believed that the Incredible Behemoth was still at least part 
scientist after all . 

I pl anted my feet between the alien's legs and 
upperculted at its noogies with every fabric of my being. The 
big metal monstrosity fell over, sending seismic waves over Ihe 
surrounding city blocks. It didn't move . I approached with 
caution, but as far as I could tell, the thing was dead. "I don't 
even want to know what I just punched ," I said, looking at righl 
hand in disgust. 

The Incredible Behemoth hobbled over to it and spit 
blood on it. "Take da!. Punk." 

I still don't know how most of the superheroes survived. 
Sure, some were severely beaten, but the only real deaths were 
the Fantastic Five and Skippy. Captain Kentucky took it hard, 
but he had a new Skippy by the end of the week. Someone told 
me he's lost four Skippies previous to Skippy number five. 

"I'd like to congratulate you, rookie," Tiger-Man told 
me, his arm still bandaged. If it wasn't for you, we'd all be six 
feet under." 

"Thanks," I said, "but I was only doin' my job. By the 
way, did you find out anything aboullhat alien?" 

"Yeah, I went and saw the autopsy. It turns oul thai you 
hit it in its brain. The crotchpiece on its armor was to serve as 
its skull." 

"That's iron ic," I said. 
I felt in my niche now. I wasn't so oul of place as a 

superhero . I actua lly Ihin k I can get the hang of thi s superhero 
thi ng after all. Now I just have to decide whether or not to join 
the Revengers or take the Wonder Twins on as side kicks. Such 
diffi cult job dec isions. 
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