
POETRY 

Ylfteen Minutes 
elizabeth GROTE 

Child, I saw your pixilated smiles, 
transitory recollections, 
black and white; 
so you've been used 
(as haughty women given microphones 
are apt to do). 

Not a St. Petersburg ballerina, we brought you 
freedom from anorexia 
with a bonus welcome to America, where 
we Save the Children 
with our great opportunities to be Somebody 
famous for a day 
(as our woe decrees-
until the next great exploit we see). 
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Brother 
kelly WANTUCH 

I drank it, even though it was b 
fact he was found dead today, l 
lesion seizures, merits measure 
through his brain, maybe it wa: 
with our small heads, Simon w 
Bugsy are gutted and served, a 
year-old centipedes eventually 
Can anyone stop the spew of a 
announce her accomplishment 
her chew me anymore. 


