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About Casa de Cafe

On Nov. 18, 1998, from 10:20 a.m. until 12:30 p.m., the up-
stairs of the MCC Library will become a coffee house called
"Casa de Cafe." Come eat, drink, look at art, and listen to
music and poetry provided by the students, faculty, and staff
of the MCC community.

Because Casa de Cafe benefits A Storybook Christmas,
which buys books for needy children, please bring a $2 do-
nation as your entry ticket.

Now. 10, 1998

There’s a ... behind the door-

First place
by Giselle Rose-Lee Hewitt

There’s a mouse behind the door.
He's listening to the quiet snore ...
As this quiet night,

Brings curious mice to sight.
Coming out behind the closet ...
Rambling through one’s scattered belongings,
Tiptoeing in the corner ...

There’s a mouse behind the door.
He’s coming out to explore ...

Do they know he’s there?

Do they feel his stare?

Unfettered and free,

This mouse dares to be.

Running across the room,

Fate shall seal one’s doom ...
There’s a mouse behind the door.
Would one dare drive him out?
What is the forbidden truth about?
Gliding past the armchair ...
Dancing his last midnight flare,
With a demon of the night ...

How shall one put up this tight?
There’s a mouse behind the door.
Those green gleaming cyes,
Pecring past what one can disguise.
The purring of one’s fancy,

The innocent cry from the unexpected ...

Music. at Casa de Cafe will be provided by members of
the commercial music vocal ensemble and by MCC music
faculty members Bill Howard and Beth Ullman.

Her Perfect Ending
Third place
by Jodi Christian

The bluebird sweetly sings,
As she sits listening,
With the breeze blowing gently,
This truly was her Holy christening,

Her tears slowly turned to sobs,
But the sting on her cheek still remained.
Fle'd hit her hard this time,
But, as always, her cheek would just be bruised and tear stained.

She was certain it wouldn’t happen again.
Why had she stayed so long?
She knew, because she loved him, was a lie,
Her feelings were far from that strong.

As she heard his scream from afar,
She knew that day, right there would be her last.
She sat back to soak in the perfectness,
but then, through the sweetness, came a blast.

The bluebird stopped singing,
for she no longer listened.
Even the breeze seemed to stop,

Because naw with blood her body was christened.
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The dash from behind the chair,

The whipping in the air ...

The clashing of this one’s paw,
The whipping of his jaw,

To clean his midnight fling,

From cheek to cheek pride grinning,

When all is said and done,
There's really only one ...
There's a cat behind the door.

shadow

Second place
by Amanda Hubik

like everyone else

[ have a shadow

mine is dark

but it does not follow me
everyone can sce it

but it does not disappear In the
light

my shadow shows itself -
on top of my skin

in front of my face
masking who | really am
my shadow smiles

while [ ery and wail

she lnughs and flirts
while I scream internally
I fight to get out

but my shadow represses me
telling me it's for my own
good

without her, she tells me,

| would be ugly

hateful disgusting

no one would love me

80 | let my shadow control
me

until {t's just us two alone
then she lets me emerge

to scream’and cry and wall
no one can hear me

it's always just me

and my shadow












