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Spring on campus is a polarizing time. It seems 
like the earth has just started waking up, but the 
first crop of daffodils has already come and gone.  I 
get whiplash trying to figure out if it’s a shorts-and-
flip-flops or a jeans-and-sweaters kind of day. When I 
see the bleachers, casting their shadows on the steps 
once again, I’m filled with as much existential dread 
as I am with hope and anticipation.

 

So I’ve decided to embrace the contradictions of 
the season. In this issue of Surgam, you’ll find a bit of 
everything. Consider the connections between Olive 
Garden and capitalism, before diving into a charac-
ter study that side-steps all kinds of certainty. Learn 
about M2M’s gluten-free options, as well as the finer 
points of the silent filibuster. Meditate on the intri-
cacies of language and love and the allure of a nice 
glass of chardonnay.

 

I hope you’ll look over these pages, and allow your-
self just a moment to appreciate the sense of being 
carried along in so many different directions. Over 
the past year, I’ve enjoyed my time working on this 
little magazine, seeing into some of the quirks of art-
ists on campus. Soon, this in-between season will be 
over, but for now, go grab a spot on the lawn and 
have fun.

Thanks,

Juno

Editor’s Note
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Jennifer took me to the Olive Garden, laughing
As she dragged me, against my will,
Past the multilevel M&M store
Into the heart of Times Square.

We were seated by the window, facing
The sexy green M&M’s Maybelline
Lashes, framing eyes that bore
Into the heart of my face.

Our waiter offered us a free glass of wine
I meant to accept, but my ID was denied.

Jennifer laughed, because she already knew that
Nothing is free.

She laughed, and her heart was the color of dried  
lavender

And her cheeks were flushed
With the seafoam shade of schadenfreude.
I laughed too, because I would cry if I did not.

Am I laughing or am I crying?
Nothing is free.
The sexy green M&M is a willing participant,
Begging me to devour her body.
She already knows that
We are all made to be consumed.

Our first order of breadsticks arrived.
I think she already knew that
It would be our last.
I stirred my cappuccino nervously
As I avoided making eye contact
With the sexy and omniscient green M&M.

Sarah Billings

Jennifer, a poem
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Our conversation turned, naturally
To the evils of capitalism.
“Capitalism really is evil,” said someone.
It was me. I said that.

I am always saying that
Capitalism is evil.

Our stomachs could not follow up
On the promise our money had made.
Not even breadsticks can truly be unlimited
As long as we are prisoners
Locked inside our own gilded ribcages.

It is somebody’s birthday.
They receive a complimentary dessert,
As compensation for the cruel passage of time.
Jennifer is still laughing, but she knows that
Nothing is free.

I am eighteen years old,
But for how long?

We consume all that we can,
But it is impossible to finish
Our pasta,
Perhaps even im-pasta-ble.

I receive my check, and all of this wasted
Pseudo-Italian MSG potpourri
Could have bought me a week of groceries.

Am I laughing or am I crying?

Jennifer is laughing.

She, like capitalism, is evil.

Jennifer
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Ethan Luiz Barretto

portrait

she lies awake in a tiny bed beneath a staircase; 
she shares an apartment with friendly chain-smok-
ers; all of her children have gone to work in faraway 
cities; she never opens the window; she spent the ma-
jority of her life taking care of her younger sister; 
she wanted to be a nurse; she became a nurse but 
was underpaid; at night as she lies in bed a fan spins 
above her and she watches it; it takes her hours to 
fall asleep; the people in the upper apartment are al-
ways stomping around and having sex; her job in the 
cafeteria is only temporary; she can’t stand to look 
at entitled people; she is from vermont; she is from 
georgia; she is from the secret capital city of every 
country in the world; she has no reason to leave new 
york; it is a self-imposed punishment; her favorite 
drink is cold lemonade in the backyard when she 
was seven; she has learned to guard herself against 
strangers; she envisions herself riding the world like 
a tidal wave; on the subway at night she listens to 
the popular music and is looking for someone; she 
does not hear the music and tries to think as little as 
possible; she thinks, to walk through life fully asleep, 
that would be the best thing; she loves the rain; her 
first memory is of rain; her first memory is of a yel-
low bird outside the window in the rain just sitting 
there; she thinks about it often; she would like a pet 
for company; she regrets throwing everyone out of 
her house; she wishes for less children; she remem-
bers how much she appreciates green things; she 
does not pay any attention to the trees when she 
walks down the sidewalk in the morning in the win-
ter; her breath swirls around her face like a wedding 
veil; she doesn’t go on walks in the morning; she lies 
in bed with the alarm on; the alarm beeps again and 
again and again loading her up with indifference; 
she knows that everyone is leaving; she should push 
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them out the door; she has better things to do than 
to stand around by the door all day; she is alive; she 
gets her hair cut; her barber is a very nice man who 
asks family questions and always seems to forget 
himself; her barber laughs too loudly; she takes three 
buses to the university in the morning; the streets 
look dead with slush; she knows the streets too well; 
their numbers are etched into her head; she climbs 
them like the side of a mountain and descends at 
the end of the day; she has family in wyoming; she 
has family in montana; she has no family and only 
trusts the television; the crows have replaced the 
doves; she has a disease; the disease makes her think 
everyone’s more compassionate than they are; it 
moves her around like a puppet; the disease makes 
her scornful; it makes her hair shiny; it makes cysts 
in her ovaries; the disease makes everyone else re-
ally loud; makes the subways smell like horse piss; 
makes food expensive; it makes every block a mile 
long; she is the disease; she cannot outrun the clouds 
of her life; she cannot stop looking for new ways to 
be quietly disappointed; she is closing her shutters; 
she is closed stutters on an abandoned room; her 
face is a long-dry riverbed made of dark basalt; if 
need be she’d wait under a streetlamp forever and 
ever; and she wishes she had a reason to be waiting 
there, but she doesn’t have one; she has too many; 
she is alive and that is reason enough; she is a par-
ticle floating around in an indifferent eye; she is a 
particle that wishes the dry-cleaner would hurry up; 
she is a particle who can’t get the internet to work; 
she is a particle whose fingers are too clumsy for 
the keyboard; she never thought herself beautiful; 
she was always too motherly to be a mother; she un-
derstood the world too well; her open window looks 
out on apartments filled with people who wish to be 
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looking out on something better; the windows across 
the street are all boarded up; nobody lives there; she 
never glances outside; she lives with her landlord; 
the air around her is filled with cigarettes and scrap-
ing noises; she constantly buys large containers of 
ripe strawberries from the public market; when she 
gets home at two am, she opens the refrigerator; she 
reaches for the biggest strawberry she can find; she 
eats the whole thing in one bite
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Ethan Luiz Barretto, ocean
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I sat at my counter and drank chardonnay,
Before meeting Jeff at his weekly AA.

When Rita Greenberg, a neighbor so sweet, 
knocked on my door, a surprising treat. 

“Water,” she said in her dry Yiddish voice,
And as per courtesy, I had no choice.

I gave her water, and started to talk 
Of the book club ladies who lived down the block.

“They’re real mashugna,” she said with a yawn,
“Letting all of their children step on my lawn,

So I keep my sprink-uh-luh awn awl day,
But they come in wetsuits all ready to play!” 

“Oh my god? Rita...that isn’t good, um...” 
I hoped my son wasn’t one of the hoodlums...

“Well Ri, gotta run and meet up with Jeff,”
“Mm, I should go, too!” And so Rita left. 

And when we returned home later that night,
Jeff and I noticed inside was a light.

“There’s an intruder in our Beaver Ridge house!” 
I had some Mace, and no help from my spouse. 

Inching in, I screamed, “Police are on the way!” 
And out from the kitchen I hear an “Oy vey!” 

“Wait a sec. What the hell! Rita, that you?” 

Alexandra Horn

Apocalypse Politely
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“Of course it is, dammit, you know I could sue!” 

“Um, you could sue? Why are you in my home?!” 
And to this question, Rita sounded a groan.

“I need water of course! Morty made fish 
And the chutzpah he had with the salt in that dish!” 

I’m sorry Rita, I don’t understand—
Then out walks Morty with a drink in his hand.

“Can’t a man get thirsty?”—a rhetorical tone. 
“How does that explain why you broke in my home?” 

“Are you serious Denise? You weren’t here! 
and what? Were we supposed to wait for a year?” 

They looked at each other like they were confused,
“My, my, Denise, why are you being so rude?” 

Rita whispered, “Oh, they must be fighting,
‘Cuz this is beyond simply uninviting.”

As Rita left without another word,
Morty whispered to Jeff, but believe me, I heard:

“I got one word for you Jack, and that’s lube” 
This coming from the man who thinks I am rude?! 

The next morning as Jeff and I conferred
Ding-dong went the doorbell—Rita Greenberg

“Now what,” I said, turning off the faucet 
But Jeff already left—likely to the office.

Apocalypse Politely
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“Rita! Glad you want to ease this friction.” 
But she just passed me, straight into the kitchen.

“Rita! Hello? This is not a diner!” 
I blocked the fridge but nothing confined her.

“What the hell! Why are you acting so weird?” 
She just slurped from the sink and then disappeared.

As Rita departed with plain disregard,
I saw Jeff strolling through our neighbor’s yard.

“Where were you, Jeff,” I said rather tersely.
He stared at me blankly and said he was thirsty.

And to this, my mouth dropped down to the floor,
Jeff just took his briefcase and marched out the door.

Then I notice my son at the neighbor’s 
“Joey! Get over here! I need a favor.” 

“I need help to look something up on the net,” 
“I showed you this ma,” “I know, I forget.” 

I pressed a key and left the screen saver 
To Ask Jeeves about “Strange, thirsty behavior.” 

Filtering through smut, I found an article,
The headline of which, something remarkable: 

“Beware Mosquito, Carries Infection 
Vinifera Proves to Provide Protection.”

“Zoonotic arbovirus, coined, Waterrude,
the Surgeon General says symptoms include: 
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Forced entries, skewed norms, a topical bite 
Delusion that others are being impolite, 

An artificial instinct that, at its worst, 
Makes victim believe that when they feel thirst,

It can only be quenched at the nearest Eastward 
home.

Waterrude is noncontagious, treatment unknown.

Vinifera keeps mosquitoes away 
A grape found in chablis and chardonnay.”

“Get out of town,” I thought to myself 
“White wine has certainly done me well.” 

Gazing at the Waterrude-ridden lane, 
I pondered whether to join the insane.

I poured a glass, and sat with my stress
“At least only one neighbor lives to the west.”

And as time passed, I felt more content,
Each day bringing wine wherever I went.

The government sprayed but still some remain 
Another day, another...desiccated brain.

Beware the next time a mosquito comes around 
Your village could end up like our Beaver Ridge town.

A blessing, a plague, whatever you call it
You’re either a nuisance or an alcoholic.
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clemency

you are wonderful, I would offer  lying side-by-side in bed
I didn’t know what else to say
   
you cannot call me what my mother  

called me, he would say sitting on the couch
because it’s a lie

ARRÊTE ARRÊTE ARRÊTE ARRÊTE,  
he would scream locked out on the balcony,  
 he inside

fingers in his ears, body suddenly  
pleated and locked into fetal position 

you are mechanical in bed, he said in bed
this is not an insult, it’s fact
 
but don’t take me by my words.
 
what else could be true?
 
a manipulation of understanding: 

I give you my words, yet demand  
that you take them as water.

and I am left with nothing.

. . .

you saw me and you left me, he said waking me up
I should tell everyone that you left me to die.

if you hang up, I will destroy  
your name, he said  on the métro

everyone will know you are a whore.

Samantha Potter

two poems
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two poems

you do not belong in my home,  
he said at a café

you will leave immediately.

give me the letters, he said
they are my proof.

“une petite rupture?” the garçon asked me.

. . . 

he, challenging my language,  
all language, any attempt  
to communicate:

He, rendering it useless.
 
I love you, I would admit
I didn’t know what else to say.
 
I wanted a word
the right word
 
but there is nothing else
and there is nothing more.

–––

clemency: part two 

with time: at a café in the seventh
you showed me what love is,  

he said
I have never seen someone love like you.
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So I’ve made it a life goal to eat the weirdest food 
items I can find. If you can imagine it, I’ll probably 
try it—so long as it’s an actual food item that a real 
culture prepares and eats. (No really weird stuff—
please, what do you take me for?)  In fact, in Can-
tonese, we have a saying that falls really well in line 
with tonight’s resolution: “If the light can strike its 
back, you can eat it.” And I’ve made it my mission to 
live it.

I eat the nasties so you don’t have to.

The following story is an account of my experience 
with Beondegi. For those of you who are unfamiliar 
with the dish, they are stewed silkworm pupae, pop-
ular in Korea.

I was looking for Japanese cultured milk (good for 
the digestion) when I happened upon a tin of Beon-
degi in M2M. Excited, I picked the tin up initially 
believing it to contain sago worms—a key ingredi-
ent in many South East Asian dishes. Upon closer 
inspection, I discovered the contents to be far more 
alien— silkworm pupae in sugar syrup. And there 
I was—perched upon the horns of a dilemma. Here 
I knew that if I brought these chrysalises home, 
cooked and ate them, I would probably regret it on 
a deep, human level —even with my goal in mind. 
However, if I passed up the opportunity, I would re-
gret never having given the Beondegi a chance. My 
sense of adventure won out.

So allow me, for a moment, to describe the tin. It 
was red, covered in Korean, and had a very unappe-
tizing image of pupae on the label. Furthermore, the 
tin was manufactured upside down. The pull ring 
was on the bottom—not sure why. Upon opening the 

Brendan Stewart

I eat the nasties
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tin, my kitchen was filled acrid fumes—a diabolical 
combination of rotten wood and wet dog smell. The 
sugar syrup—if you could have ever called it sugar 
syrup, had gone from translucent to inky sepia. In 
the syrup was suspended twenty or so pupae. They 
looked like cockroach asses. Like, just the disembod-
ied asses. Attractive.

Why did I continue? For one, the sense of adven-
ture. I also knew that some people actually consider 
this a staple. And microfauna seems to be the next 
big thing in the culinary world—high in protein and 
vitamins, low energy input to raise, the advantages 
are numerous. Talk to me later, I’ll send you some 
literature.

But I digress. According to the interwebs, the best 
way to go about preparing tinned beondegi is to soak 
the contents in cold water for 30 minutes. This ap-
parently kills the taste of the tinning, as the process 
imparts the beondegi with an unpleasant metallic 
taste, although an unpleasant metallic taste seemed 
to be the least of my worries. I strained the insects 
out of the can, and placed them in a bowl of cold wa-
ter. Some of them floated. Some of them didn’t.

After about 30 minutes, I fried them in a sweet 
Japanese soy sauce. Thank God for Kikkoman. They 
didn’t smell half bad at this point – it was just how 
they looked that put me off. Like I said: Cockroach 
asses. After deliberating for several minutes, I tried a 
spoonful. The best way that I can describe the texture 
is that of a fruit gusher wrapped in parchment paper. 
Bite into the bug, the bug squirts back. While the Ki-
kkoman masked most of the taste, a composty-wood 
flavor was clearly detectable, although the juice in-
side each pupa was surprisingly salty. Perhaps the 
worst part of the entire dish was getting the frag-

I eat the nasties
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ments of pupa stuck between the teeth—according a 
connoisseur, the pleasure of tasting Beondegi for the 
rest of the day. But did I stop at one spoonful? No. 
I continued, strangely compelled. The taste was not 
altogether unpleasant, however it was the thought 
of wasting $1.29 that served as the true impetus to 
finish the dish.

Altogether, I would give tinned beondegi a 3/10 
on the gross scale, 1 being raw velveeta and 10 be-
ing raw cat meat. It was not as bad as it could be. 
Properly prepared, fresh, and by real-life actual Ko-
reans, I would definitely try it again. But as for the 
tinned substitute available stateside—I tried it, so 
you wouldn’t have to.
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Ethan Luiz Barretto, arms
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Strand
– for M. –

You leave me 
As the sail

We rigged goes 
To lace like

My cuticles 
When you talk 

Filigree you 
Win your island 

As my ear 
(That empty shell)

Steers me in a 
Dotted line

For self- 
Erasure as

9 hundred suns 
Leap from

Shallows &  
As your face

Unmoors the 
Starfish who

Without rain 
Are exposed as

My mouth is  
Without rain

Like a starfish 
On the strand

Liv Lansdale

two poems
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Crisis

Every cog-
nomen is
like a nom 
de guerre.

two poems



24

2035, alternate universe

My footsteps echoed in the long hallway that 
led towards the Oval Office. I don’t normally wear 
heels, preferring sensible flats that allow me to move 
quickly from the Senate floor to my office and back, 
but for such a momentous occasion, I pulled out all 
the stops.

 Like all new Senators, I had been invited to 
meet one-on-one with the President. This wasn’t a 
custom steeped in history, in fact, only the current 
President had made an effort to personally get ac-
quainted with new Senators. As a former Senator 
himself, he probably understood the immense pres-
sure we were under to represent the diverse interests 
of our states, the need to understand the many over-
seas conflicts the United States was involved in—as 
well as how to avoid conflicts in the future—and the 
sheer challenge of passing anything with the current 
popularity of the silent filibuster.

 I figured that was probably why the President 
wanted to talk to me. I’m only a first-term Senator, 
from the great state of New York, but I’ve been lead-
ing the charge against the silent filibuster. The way 
I see it, it doesn’t protecting the right of dissent. It’s 
allowing a small group of people to derail productive 
debate, without having to back up their own points. 
A silent filibuster means that Senators can just de-
mand a cloture vote, or a vote that requires 60 Sena-
tors to vote in the affirmative, before a bill can even 
be debated. However, senators do not have to stand 
and talk to demand this, in the way of the talking fil-
ibuster. Think Strom Thurmond, Wendy Davis, Rand 

Bella Pori

ForBiden Fruit
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Paul. Those days are gone, but the way I see it, if you 
want to prevent debate, or prevent a vote on a bill, 
you should have to get up and defend your position.

 The current climate of gridlock and partisan-
ship had the President on my side as well. And while 
he invited all the Senators to the White House, I be-
lieved that our shared political goals were the reason 
he had chosen an evening time for our meeting. This 
way, we wouldn’t be pulled away by our other com-
mitments. 

 I walked into the reception room off of the 
Oval Office and up to the secretary’s desk. 

“Hello, I’m Senator Bella, I’m here for my meeting 
with the President.”

 The secretary smiled. “Yes Senator, he’s been 
expecting you. If you would follow me to the private 
dining room,” he said.

 Dining room? Private? I had no idea this 
would be a dinner meeting. I never could have antic-
ipated that it would be held in the President’s private 
quarters, the one’s he used to share with his wife be-
fore their marriage amicably broke up so she could 
go fight Ebola in Africa. I was suddenly very glad I 
had worn my nice heels.

 I followed the secretary wordlessly through 
the halls of the private quarters of the Oval Office, 
the part that tours, and most Senators, didn’t get to 
see. The secretary opened the door to a small room, 
and said “Mr. President, Senator Bella is here for 
you.”

 The door opened all the way, and there sat 
President Joe Biden.

 The small table the President sat at was set 
for two, with fine China, good wine, and a candle. I 

ForBiden Fruit
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was shocked, both by the downright intimate setting, 
and the rugged good looks of the President. He had 
taken off his suit jacket, and rolled up his sleeves, 
which showed off his strong, manly forearms…

 What was wrong with me? I was here to in-
troduce myself, and talk policy! Not stare at the Pres-
ident’s toned and beautiful arms, no matter how dis-
tracting they were.

 His secretary left us alone, and President 
Biden, turned to me with a smile. “Can I pour you 
some wine?” he asked.

 “Yes, thank you,” I said, trying not to giggle 
like a schoolgirl. “I want to thank you for inviting me 
here tonight.”

 “Bella,” the President said, “Can I call you 
Bella?”

 “Um, yes, that’s fine.”

 “Bella, why do you think I asked you here?”

 I stopped. I had not anticipated this question. 
“I’m…I’m here because of your goal to personally 
know all the Senators,” I answered.

 “Wrong,” President Biden said with a cocky 
smile.

 I was startled. I had the distinct feeling of a 
child who had been called into the principal’s office, 
but I didn’t know what I was being disciplined for.

 “Is it…because of my work against the silent 
filibuster?” I asked, more timidly.

 “No, though I do admire you for that,” said 
the President. “No Bella, the reason you’re here, the 
reason I’ve created these dinners in the first place...” 
He leaned in close and put his hand on my arm, soft-
ly. “Was to be alone with you.”
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 I gasped but did not move away. Could this be 
true? Had the President created these dinners, this 
tradition, just to get alone with me? It had to be a 
joke. I shifted in my seat. 

“Mr. President…” I began, embarrassed at how 
breathy my voice sounded.

 “Please,” he said, placing his finger over my 
lips. “Call me Joe.”

 I blushed violently. “Joe,” I tried again. “I…I’d 
be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about it, but I can’t 
risk this. I don’t know your motivations. I can’t be the 
female Senator who sleeps her way to the top.”

 President Biden...Joe, nodded with a look of 
concern on his face. “I understand that, or at least 
as much as I can as someone who has the privilege I 
do, but this will not result in any favoritism for you. I 
will do my best to keep this a secret. But you’re right, 
that will be a risk you have to take. But I urge you to 
follow you heart, I truly believe you can have it all, 
even though that idea creates an unfair standard for 
women that doesn’t exist for men.”

 If my instant attraction to Joe hadn’t already 
convinced me, hearing him spout basic feminism 
that I rarely heard from anyone on the Hill, or any 
man, really, sealed the deal. 

 “You had me at ‘male privilege,’” I said, grab-
bing his tie and pulling him in for a kiss.

 “Excellent,” Presi—Joe said. “I just have one 
request.” He paused with a devilish smile. “Leave the 
heels on.”

 What transpired next is best left for my erot-
ic memoirs. Suffice to say, President Biden is com-
mander-in-chief in a lot of areas, but he does take 
direction well. It was late into the night when we had 
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finally tired ourselves out, and I was re-dressing as 
Joe lay in his Presidential Bed, chewing on a bubble-
gum cigar (“It’s better for my heart,” he said, when I 
teased him about it). 

 “Well, I had a really good time,” I said, sheep-
ishly.

 “Yes, I learned a lot,” said Joe. “I hope you can 
come over this weekend, and we can…continue to 
“discuss” the “filibuster reform” you’re proposing,” 
he said, putting on some sunglasses.

 I smiled coyly. “You’ve got my number,” I 
said, turning to go.

 “Maybe I’ll give it a call.” He lowered the sun-
glasses to look at me.

 I walked out, giddy as a schoolgirl, with two 
questions on my mind. Where would this new and 
wonderful relationship go? And seriously, where did 
he keep getting those sunglasses?
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