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Crazy Women Talking: 
This Much I've Learned

shannon peppers
I'm beginning to think
the guy-side of me is supposed to make all the decisions,
know what is right and what isn't
People look at men 
differently than they do women
this much I've learned
So maybe if I told you what went through my head
and I said it like I was a guy,
maybe it wouldn't be so bad then
maybe you could handle the news then
Maybe I could tell you there's this girl I know
and she can't be strong all the time
and she doesn't know how to speak sometimes
I could tell you she needs attention
she needs to be helped
but the punch line:
she doesn't need it from just anyone
she needs that from you



Oh, the things I could tell you.

So, one night I was doing that, and you and dad were talking about how
“difficult” it was.

“We weren’t sure we’d ever be able to have one again,” one of you said.

And someone asked you something, and you said, “I just woke up one day
and there was blood everywhere.”

And it slowly dawned on me that I used to have a brother, and that he had
died.  Later in life, I would put it all together and realize that you had had
a miscarriage.

I’ve thought about this a lot since that night.  A lot.  I’ve thought about the
fact that I was supposed to be the younger child, and I wonder what that
would be like.  I wonder what my brother would have grown up to be like.
I’ve thought about the fact that Colin would most likely not exist if my
other brother had lived, and I wonder what that would be like.  As I’ve
turned into an adult, I’ve thought about what a horrible, horrible experi-
ence that would be, to be a twenty-five-year-old boomer in the middle of
the Camelot years, newly married, just moved to the suburbs, your first
home, life completely on track, when one morning you wake up to a pool
of blood between your legs and a dead child.  I think about how similar
experiences have driven many, many young couples apart, made them
divorce, about the long-lasting terror it produces in some women, to the
point that they would never get pregnant again.  I wonder if I was twenty-
five and had a miscarriage, if I would have the courage to try again.  I don’t
know.

There was a couple of hushed lines in the living room, and then you said,
“It was the most difficult thing I’ve ever been through.”  And then there
was silence.  And then I went back to bed.

Maybe she wants to cry
but she asks: who to anymore?
she has no one, but
she needs someone
she needs that someone to be you
I could say
some of this doesn't make sense
some of it just sounds like a crazy woman talking
but sometimes that's what women are
That's what I would 
as a man
have to ask you
I'd have to ask,
Isn't it worth it sometimes?
after I get all of this out,
I could stop acting like a guy
and just be a girl
you would listen
and you would know what to do for me
and maybe then you could 
be the guy and take control 
and make a decision
so that I don't have to make all the decisions
because I'm not a guy, and I want
you to be the guy, and
I want you to make some decisions too



COMPUTER SAVVY
Jason Pettus
You used to be terrified of computers. When dad and I owned a TRS-80
Color Computer in the late '70s and kept it in the den, you wouldn't even
walk in the room. You'd stand there at the edge of the den and call out,
"Jason. Jason. Time for dinner."
But then, after I was in college, you decided to finally accept a full-time
school nursing position, after a decade of the school district begging you to
accept one. It was at a brand new grade school, and the district had made
the decision to make this the first computer-standard school in the system's
history. Every single person on staff was issued a Macintosh Classic, and
they were all networked to each other inside the building so that there was
an in-house e-mail system for all of you. And since you were doing work
that you sometimes needed to bring home, you and dad bought your own
Mac to have at home. Dad had the souped up Windows machine in the
den; you had your cute little Mac in the family room.
And every time I'd come home, you knew a little bit more, and a little bit
more, and you got less and less scared by the month. And one weekend I
came home and you were talking about work, and you said, "And my
entire hard drive crashed at work and Mike had to come in and reconstruct
the whole thing." And I thought... wow! Who are you? And what have you
done with my mother?
But still, to this day, your favorite piece of software, the one you use almost
constantly, is PrintShop, the ultimate "user-friendly" program that helps
people design greeting cards. Even to this day, ten years after you originally
got the program and have since moved on to the "PrintShop Deluxe on
CD-ROM," I will come home for holiday and you will show me a new
card you've just created.
And you say the same thing every time. "Look, Jason, look! I made this
myself!"

THE NIGHT I FOUND
OUT ABOUT MY SECRET

BROTHER

Jason Pettus

I was constantly trying to sneak in on you and dad’s dinner parties.  Even
when I was a little boy, even then, I found the witty dialogue of adults so
much more fascinating than all the pointless drivel the kids my age would
talk about.  There was something so completely entrancing about it, the
way the adults would talk about politics, and the truth, the way they would
so casually toss around curse words without a second thought.  

However, the point of the dinner parties was always, and will forever be, to
get away from the kids.  So everytime I’d try to sit down and listen, you
would politely scoot me off to bed.  But I would sneak back out.  I would
sit right there at the crook right next to the refrigerator, lean my head for-
ward so that I could hear all the cool, sexy banter between the grown-ups.



THE THINGS WE TRY TO
HIDE FROM OUR CHILDREN

Jason Pettus

When I was little and you and dad would fight, you would go into the
bathroom to cry. You would make sure that the door was closed before a
tear would fall.  I assume that you didn’t want to upset us, to see you in
that state.

But I remember this.  I remember these incidents very clearly, the soft
sounds of your sobs coming from behind the door.  And I wanted to hug
you, tell you that everything was going to be okay, just like you did so
many times for me.

When you’re with your family, there’s no reason to hide the pain.  They
understand.

Get Me Through My Life

sydney anderson

there was a time tonight
when i thought you would come up to me
and act like you had never met me before
and well, i did not know what else to say
and so i did the same
it is strange to be in a place you have not been to before
because i think that when i see something familiar
and then see something different
it is at times like that
when i try to come up with stories in my head
to get me through the days and get me through my life



the explanation
so we figured we'd have to write out information
that our readers might want to know
in the form of a poem, since
they seldom look over the ads.
ha! we got you, you thought
you were reading a poem, when it's actually 
the dreaded advertising. but wait -
you'll actually want to read this, we think.
Okay, it's this simple: send us your 
poetry, prose or art work to
alexrand96@aol.com. Then sit and wait. 
Pretty soon you'll hear that 
(a) Your work sucks, or (b) 
This is fancy crap, and we're gonna print it. It's that simple!
is that all? yeah, we think that's pretty much it...

squeaking and slurping against each other.
The hot stench squelching breath.

Discovering:
the real heart inspires aversion.

I am learning to accept the discomfort.
I cannot but accept
the hand raised like a shield,
the wince,
the rapid exit without comment.

Ten paces past the metal slam of the auditorium doors
giddy as children,
loud groans,
shudders,
bursts of laughter into the cold fresh air.



Critique
(inspired by a sweet poem
on the internet)

Charlotte Kellison

I feel the pulse of that poem,
but I can’t hear the heartbeat.

But beware of my criticism...

I have ripped my heart out from my chest
holding it out,
offering it,
thumping, 
quivering spasms
slimy with blood.
Its cords and connections

what is veganism?
A vegan (VEE-gun) is someone who does not consume any animal prod-
ucts. While vegetarians avoid flesh foods, vegans don't consume dairy or
egg products, as well as animal products in clothing and other sources.
why veganism?
This cruelty-free lifestyle provides many benefits, to animals, the environ-
ment and to ourselves. The meat and dairy industry abuses billions of ani-
mals. Animal agriculture takes an enormous toll on the land. Consumtion
of animal products has been linked to heart disease, colon and breast can-
cer, osteoporosis, diabetes and a host of other conditions.
so what is vegan action?
We can succeed in shifting agriculture away from factory farming, saving
millions, or even billions of chickens, cows, pigs, sheep turkeys and other
animals from cruelty.
We can free up land to restore to wilderness, pollute less water and air,
reduce topsoil reosion, and prevent desertification.
We can improve the health and happiness of millions by preventing numer-
ous occurrences od breast and prostate cancer, osteoporosis, and heart
attacks, among other major health problems.
A vegan, cruelty-free lifestyle may be the most important step a person can
take towards creatin a more just and compassionate society. Contact us for
membership information, t-shirt sales or donations.
vegan action
po box 4353, berkeley, ca 94707-0353
510/704-4444



MIT Vegetarian Support
Group (VSG)
functions:
* To show the MIT Food Service that there is a large community of vege-
tarians at MIT (and other health-conscious people) whom they are alienat-
ing with current menus, and to give positive suggestions for change.
* To exchange recipes and names of Boston area veg restaurants
* To provide a resource to people seeking communal vegetarian cooking
* To provide an option for vegetarian freshmen
We also have a discussion group for all issues related to vegetarianism,
which currently has about 150 members, many of whom are outside the
Boston area. The group is focusing more toward outreach and evolving
from what it has been in years past. We welcome new members, as well as
the opportunity to inform people about the benefits of vegetarianism, to
our health, the environment, animal welfare, and a variety of other issues. 

DOING THE JOB

Jason Pettus

I think a lot about my own hypothetical children these days.  It’s a big rea-
son why I’m writing this book.  I think about the way I’d like to raise my
children.  I think about the ideals, the concepts, that are important to me,
and that I’d like to instill into my offspring.  I think about the way I’d like
my children to be, what their sense of good and bad is, what their sense of
duty and honor and hard work and priorities is.

And then I second-guess myself.  I think that maybe all those things that I
originally thought were important are not important at all.  Everytime I
think of some specific thing, some specific lesson I’d like to teach my child,
minutes later I think that the lesson might just lead my child down the
wrong road, might be learned wrong and lead to dysfunction or neurosis or
a long-standing hatred of me for ever.  And Jesus, if I ever have children, I
know already that I’ll constantly want to ask my children, over and over
throughout their childhood, “Am I doing a good job?  Am I getting it
right?  Am I doing a good job?”

Mom, you did a good job.



You received a nursing degree before you had me or Colin.  And all
through our growing up, you worked part-time as a “substitute” school
nurse for our district.  You would come to various schools at various times,
whenever the regular nurse would get sick, or go on their cycle break.
God, it was always so great when you’d come and work at our school,
‘cause you’d let us skip classes and come hang out in the nurse’s office, let
us practice popping wheelies in the wheelchair, let us sit around and hit on
the student aide.  Plus we never had to ride the bus
home on the days you’d work at our school.
So you were working on the first day of my eighth
grade year.  And I went to my 6th period class,
Science, with Mr. Ruff, the school’s teacher-clown.
And I don’t even know anymore how, but somehow
the subject of you, the nurse, being my mom came
up.  And Mr. Ruff got this mischievious look in his
eyes, and he said, “Hey, you know a really good trick
we can play on your mom?”
Mr. Ruff took a two inch splinter of wood off a ruler,
and placed it right under the dead part of my finger-
nail.  He told me to squeeze my finger with my other
hand, so that the skin would come up and hold the
splinter in place.  And then he took a pencil and a red
pen and drew on the rest of my fingernail so that it
looked like the splinter went all the way down the
inside of my fingernail down to the cuticle.
“Okay, Jason, here’s a pass.  Now go running into the
nurse’s office screaming your head off!”
So I did.  “Mom, mom, mom!” I yelled into the secre-
taries’ faces, running into your office.
You took a glance at my finger.  “Oh my God!” you
screamed out.  “Oh my God!  What happened to
you?”  And I started giggling uncontrollably and let go
of my finger, making the splinter fall out.
You had a little talk with Mr. Ruff after school that day.  But he and I both
agreed the next day that it was a pretty funny joke.  Even at the end of that
year, when Mr. Ruff signed my yearbook, he mentioned it.  “That was a
pretty funny joke we played on your mom, wasn’t it?”

The Center for Renewable
Energy and Sustainable

Technology
The Solar Energy Research & Education Foundation (SEREF), a non-prof-
it organization based in Washington, D.C., established on Earth Day 1993
the Center for Renewable Energy and Sustainable Technology (CREST) as
its central project. CREST's three principal projects are to provide:
 on-site training and education workshops on the sustainable development

interconnections of energy, economics and environment;
 on-line distance learning/training resources on CREST's SOLSTICE

computer, available from 144 countries through email and the Internet;
 on-disc training and educational resources through the use of interactive

multimedia applications on CD-ROM computer discs ‹ showcasing current
achievements and future opportunities in sustainable energy development.
The CREST staff also does "on the road" presentations, demonstrations,
and workshops showcasing its activities and available resources.
For More Information Please Contact: Deborah Anderson
dja@crest.org or (202) 289-0061

DAMN
THAT 

MR.
RUFF
Jason
Pettus



American Rain Forest
Tom Racine
This is what we have—
blue dishes, Van Gogh prints,
a burnt out air conditioner, poetry books,
African music, gypsy dances,
you swaying, singing under the fan
against the backdrop of beads in the entrance way
where beyond the bed awaits like the sea calling.

But I am good and finish most of the meal
of artichoke leaves
and salmon
and grapes and strawberries,
but not all is eaten
as I ooze the strawberries
onto your breasts
and kiss the sweet ocean
and enter—

behind the beads
where
another fan awaits
and Cuban songs,
the cat purring
and the heat of a 
summer
Florida night
with you.

I was standing doing the dishes
after Rebecca and Yuki
invited me over for Sunday omelets
and poetry.
Yuki leaned over the dish water and
whispered, "We should get together someday soon—
we could have sex."
I chuckled and answered, "Perhaps after our first
coffee together."
Later, I walked Yuki out to her car,
"I'd like to go home with you and 
have sex all night, but I have to get
up early tomorrow and teach Spanish."
"Yeah, that's OK. I'll call."
"My birthday is in October, I'm Aries," she said,
and she went off somewhere talking about Jupiter
rising and left me standing there for
6 minutes. "What's your birthday?" And off
she went again—Mars to Leo descending somewhere—
as I scanned the sky.

"Come here, I finally said softly. Come here."
She moved in close.
I took her by the shoulders and gently
turned her around.
"Look over there. What's that?
"That? That's the full moon," she said.
We both laughed,
and I held her close 
as we stood watching it 
in silence.

Full Moon 
Tom Racine


