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CYANIDE SATIRE 

Cyanide Satire is a composition of literary works inspired by the 
molotov cocktail as well as other pieces written by 3 Rutgers 
students; Nicky, Lenin, and Bilal. 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I Think I’ll Donate This Severed 
Head to the Salvation Army 
I always find it strange when people turn down my blood-stained watch 

with such rudeness. I mean the blood is what makes it special, right? my 

father always said it would be mine someday, I decided that someday was 

a while back ago when he kicked me out. The watch itself still works, a 

fine swiss watch except for the few scratch marks from the knife. What 

can I say, it was a dull knife. My roommate sold his dad’s watch but stole it back because he 

couldn’t let it go. The new blood stain also looked stunning on it. I don’t know if i’ll take mine back 

like he did. Maybe ill just save it next to my mother’s watch. There’s a guy down the street collecting 

these types of watches, he sorts it out by blood type too. His collection is huge, must take a lot of 

time to collect. They also don’t work, they stopped at the time when he took them. 

By Bilal Salama 

The Letter Where You are Thanked 
This is not the letter from the president congratulating you 
on your work, or the piece that will redefine how you view 
human interaction. This is the letter where you are 
thanked. Where you are credited with taking time to speak 
with us, where you are recognized for your hard work and 
creativity. Where you sit back, commend yourself and 
allow a grin to appear on your face. After grinding out 
multiple hours of creative work, swimming and drowning 

in an ocean of words, in a room where the only thing combating complete darkness is the bubble of 
light emitting from your screen, you Google your name  to break away from it all knowing you will 
return to it some other day. You notice a Wordpress site, talking about your work, An Object You 
Cannot Lose, you notice something has changed from your last visit. A thank you is now in place of 
the critiquing of your work. A thank you, where you are acknowledged by amateur level flash fiction 
work. A thank you that appreciated you for your time and effort to expanding the world of 
multimedia and allowing it to flourish. Creativity can still be created even through the same 26 
letter alphabet that has existed for generation, so thanks. Thank you, gracias, merci, danke, and 
much obliged because, you still managed to push creativity in a world where originality is buried 6 
feet deep.


By Bilal Salama 

Cyanide Satire �3



Pill of The Day April 8, 2015

Cosmetics 

Wiping my hand against my mouth, I leaned against the stall door. I couldn’t stand up by myself, let 
alone breathe.Do it again, I scold myself. I begin to cough, sticking my finger deeper and deeper 
into my mouth. Within seconds, I hunched over the toilet once again and let my insides spill out. I 
wipe my hand against my mouth once more and walk out of the stall. I adjust my dress and make-up 
in the mirror and smile to myself. I look almost perfect. He would have to love me now. I head 
outside and sit back at the table with a new plate of food. I smile as I feel their stare on me. I look 
down at my plate and nudge the tiny pea with my fork. As I bring the pea to my mouth, I see him 
caress her knee. Not my knee. Her’s.  I drop my fork and give him a tight smile. Why wouldn’t he like 
her. She’s perfect. I’m not. I excuse myself and run to the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. 
I rush into the stall and begin to gag. Repeating the process once more. Do it again, I scold myself. 

By Nicky Manchikanti 
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Scar Girl 
Scar girl. That’s what they call 
her. It’s what she calls herself. 
She gives, but never takes. I see 
her in the hallways with her 
eyes glued to the floor she 
trudges on. On Tuesday, she 
collides into me, pushing me to 
the side in her attempt to run 
from whatever is chasing her. 
She looks backs and mouths 
“sorry” as she continues to run, 
with her mascara running down 
her face. On Wednesday, I 
witness what was rumored 
about her in the parking lot. He grabs her wrists and slams her against the car. Her eyes are 
pleading him to stop, but he barks out a laugh while he continues to shove her. He leans down to 
whisper into her ear. He smiles as he sees her knees tremble and fall to the floor. He continues to 
chuckle, and bends down to kiss her on the top of her head and then walks away. I witness it but do 
nothing as she continues to cry. I watch her from afar. She wipes her face with her hand and 
adjusts her make-up in the side-view mirror. I watch her walk away, covering her bruises with a 
scarf. On Thursday, I notice her in the cafeteria, sitting in a corner by herself. He approaches her 
table and she smiles at him- only to have him throw his food at her and laugh. She gets up with a 
smile and runs out. I continue to only watch. On Friday, I see him throw her against the locker. She 
squeals in pain, making him angrier. People continue to pass them as if nothing unusual was 
happening. I decided that it was time and walk up to them. I ask if everything’s alright, and she 
smiles at me with a glimmer of hope in her eyes. He tells me that everything’s fine. She tells me that 
everything’s fine. I tell him to leave her alone. But not he, but she tells me to leave. I stare at her 
and her eyes beg me to leave. I understand why they call her Scar Girl now. She wears her wounds 
as a badge of honor. She gives, but never takes. 

By Nicky Manchikanti 
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Them Bones 
Failures. Rejects. No one will ever love you. That’s what they told us. 

They say this is a mental facility meant to rehabilitate us but it’s not that at all. The Helpers, so they’re called, 

torment us by dangling the keys in front of us. The keys to freedom. Oh, how they torment us. Makes us clean 

the place, says that it’ll help us. What a lie. What a bunch of liars. We’re exhausted by the time we get back 

and then they wake us up. Go get your pick they say. The keys. Every week, somebody comes with a huge box 

of keys and dumps it into the port-a-potty. Dig around for the key but you can only have one they say. One of 

them can get you out of here. One of them opens the great gate trapping us inside. We all take turns moving 

our hands through the waste for that one key. We clean it, take care of it, it becomes a part of us. But they 

don’t let us try too easily. The gate is guarded. If we try to go near it, they shoot us dead. I’ve seen it before. 

Some of us run willingly, so friends are hard to make. Josh says that the voices are telling him to run for it. 

Sarah is terrified whenever that guard comes by for a visit. I just hate this life; it’s not worth it. Oh, we’ll get 

better? Yeah right. One of us was able to escape. Tom, I knew him for a bit. Good guy, just a little crazy. He 

escaped but then we heard it. His screams. They warned us of creatures that eat humans and how they live in 

the forest surrounding us. But the forest isn’t too large; I remember seeing it on the way here. His key was 

gone. Tom loved that key. They brought back his mangled body to show us, show us what happened if we tried 

to escape. He didn’t look like Tom. His face torn off, leg half missing, you could see his organs, a bit of his 

heart. They threw him at us and told us he would be our Thanksgiving meal. We had to fix up their place and 

cook them food while we got Tom. We’ve had enough. Josh, Sarah, and I had enough. We grab our keys, 

confident that they’re the right ones. 

The guards aren’t focusing on the 

gate. We have a shot. We can escape. 

We’re sick of this. Why did we believe 

them? They said we’d get better. We 

run for it. We’re almost there and the 

guards start shouting and shooting. 

Even if we pass this, there’s the 

forest to deal with. We don’t care 

anymore. In fact, maybe we will get 

better. Being dead is better than 

living here. 

By Lenin Lacruz 
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Twitter and Stories 
He wakes up and thinks, “Why did this happen”? Stupid, stupid boy! You had a shot and you blew it. Well it 

doesn’t matter now. Time to move. Start up the car since it’s cold out. Have some breakfast. Try to accept the 

fact that it’s over. You’re going to be late. Gotta go fast. Drop him off and head to school. Turn on the radio. A 

song brings back memories. “No stop it! Why must I be tormented like this”? Don’t cry. Made it to class in 

record time. Answer the questions. Take notes. Leave and do the same at your next class. No one can tell 

you’re sad. Practice is great. Hey, you improved! Wow, that was a nice throw! It’s amazing how you can forget 

when you’re focused on improving. Done! Get back home and it hits you. He texts his friend for advice. “You 

have a shot.” Wait, I thought I blew it? There’s still a chance? “Yeah”! He falls asleep, happy as can be. Next 

morning, he talks to her. Everything’s going according to plan. He gets ready. Doubts come up now. He asks 

the question. “Yes”! Oh, joyous words! It’s okay to smile! The world is great again! Jump, even! She liked you 

and said yes! Too bad that didn’t happen, You botched it. “I know I did.” Are you going to cry? “I won’t. It 

sucks but I have to move on.” Very well then. You ruined your one chance. “I don’t care.” Really? “Yes.” What 

about that girl from work? You guys talk a lot! “Never had a chance anyway.” 

By Lenin Larch 
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About Us: 



Nicky:

	 Graduated from J.P Stevens High School 
and am currently a sophomore attending Rutgers 
University. I major in Nursing and hope to 
eventually become a psychiatric nurse 
practitioner. I love to read and play the piano and 
my favorite animal is the blue shark. 



Lenin:

	 Graduated from South River High School 
doing drama club throughout my time there. Right 
now, I am a second year going to Rutgers 
University. What am I majoring in? English with a 
minor in Theater Arts (have to keep the dream 
alive). Plans for the future? Applying to law school 
and going on from there. 


Bilal:

	 Graduated Old Bridge High School while participating in 4 years of 
football and track. Currently, I am a second year 
college student attending Rutgers University in 
hopes of graduating with a degree in economics 
and statistics. My future dreams include taking 
over the world and leave a positive impression on 
it when I leave.
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