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ODE TO MORNING 

An ode to morning I will sing; grateful 
for new dawnings , fresh beginnings, and life . 
Let thoughts of summer linger silently, 
with cherry snow- cones, summer thunderstorms, 
cool 9reen grass, cotton candy, and hot dogs . 
Remember walks along the crys&al Zakes 
and brooklets, shimmering, murmuring, olear. 

Feel Autumn now, its crispness i s so real . 
The trees in majestic glory, crowned 
with hues of rusty- red, pumpkin-orange 
and sunburst- gold. The pomegranates burst 
in crimsoned splendor, spilling kernels sweet 
upon the frost- painted November ground. 

The chi ldren ' s cheeks bloom rosily at the kiss 
from winter ' s lips of ice and snow. Smoke ourls 
and rises lazily in puffy white 
billows. Snowmen stand solidly behind 
blaok iron fenoes greeting passersby, 
seeming to say "How do you do? " or "Stop, 
and stay a while. " Inside, hot apple cake 
and freshly roasted pinenuts haunt the air, 
and tease the senses with the aroma 
of seasons joyous . Flames wildly crackle 
and dance in old- fashioned fire plaoes . 
A happiness fills hearts and souls, ' Tis love . 

The spring seems far and distant . After death 
of winter ' s oold, rebirth shall once again 
prevail. Puddle jumping, umbrellas 
and raincoats greet the spring. Blossom buds bloom, 
and stretch and reach for sunlight ' s warming rays . 
Birds sing their melodious tunes again. 
And time begins nature ' s cyole once more . 

By 
Valeri Hughes 
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Autumn 
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What fool art thou, 0 Man, to think that clay 
Is aU thou art! Oh, an abode of dust, 
Is the end this, when thou do 'st rot away? 
Did'st thou arise from naught, save earth's dry crust? 
Or rather, in thy being is there part 
That life has always known, that 'ere thou were 
Did yet exist? ' Tis found within thine heart, 
That endless spirit Death cannot secure . 
Eternal Ught that gives thine temple life, 
'Tis thee that character of man would make 
If Man with thee would cease his foolish strife, 
And grew from what thou hast him given to take. 

So art thou as thou weep, and yet much more; 
Refining thyself lays eternal store . 

By 
Jonathan Gibson 

MOOD MUSIC 

On earth so beautiful and fine, 
My heart rejoices thou art mine, 
And love and hope doth swell my breast; 
I feel that God hath loved me best. 

In quiet reverie I pause 
As one with claims a lover draws 
And dy,Cll,) to me from memory ' s store 
That subtle tenderness of yore. 

Nights of dancing in the street 
Mid rhythms wild and stamping feet 
Yet oft entwined with tenderness 
I surely ne 'er will love thee less. 

Our life together builds and grows, 
And broad horizons no one knows 
Loom before our widening gaze 
And promise joy throughout our days . 

But always with a note forlorn 
Will we look back on memory ' s morn 
And lose ourselves in that sweet bliss, 
Yet grateful that it led to this . 

By 
Sussette Sullivan 

5. 



CARING ENOUGH 

As dewy as the umg green gross 
at break of dco,;ning ' s sky 

A mother's eyes were moist with tears 
to see her loved child cry. 

She loved her child so very much 
yet lessons not to spare 

So hard for each to understand 
this way that she must care. 

The child had asked to venture forth 
with mother mu.ch alarmed. 

"Oh, please don't go ! No, not that way ! " 
"But I shaU not be harmed!" 

Then off towards another style 
of life through fantasies 

Her independence now her own 
for now she was quite pleased. 

She Zaughed her way into the games 
that life would offer up, 

And sure of this monopoly 
the chances she ' d accept . 

She found her joys, her wants, her thrills, 
her temporary fun . 

But soon it got monotonous 
she wished this fun were done. 

Like days before her wants increased 
but now for mom 's advice 

Remembered well, with broken heart 
if only she 'd been wise 

So she decided to go back 
but on the way she fell 

Her life now changed with tears of pain 
and scars of her rebel . 

Her mother knew, and hurt inside 
to see her child in pain. 

Her child did lie there unaware. 
Her lesson, Zoss or gain? 

With hours of waiting she came back 
with so much wve for Mom 

She 'd fought her battie we U enough 
now she was wanting home. 

A mother 's eyes were moist with tears 
to see her dear child cry . 

But she had loved and freely given 
her care would never die . 

By 
Laura Graf 

6. 

THE WORK ETHIC (of the Blest) 

My mirror has thus sternly me accused 
As my refiection gives to me a stare: 
Thy blessings given on high thou has abused; 
To magnify them, thou should.st give more care. 
O, pit 'eous man, why am I such a fake 
While praise I get and not one bit merit? 
If truth were known, then surely me they ' d hate 
For my acceptances . Could I dare it? 
To humble men the faithful seem so true, 
But, ' las, those faithful are not so always; 
For if they would, they could so much more do, 
But yet they take the low road all their days . 

Judge not as good enough the good in men 
That comes from ''work" that ' s worthless in the end. 

By 
Steve SWapp 

While strolling through the Park the other day 
I met a man once healthy - paralyzed. 
He was depressed at what he had to say. 
He ' d been a football player, Idolized. 
His face so sad it couldn't be disguised, 
For not the Sun had set on his career. 
The good it brought he hadn't realized 
He said his life was gone; he shed a tear. 
I told him to cheer up and not to fear 
It ' s obstacles that give us agency 
To overcome and grow, to God Revere. 
I empathized but showed no sympathy 
So then he realized that life 's a test, 
Then he resolved that day to do his best. 

By 
Jace Hardy 
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The Trunk 
by-

Norma B. Empey 

My father's trunk always had a magical aura about it. It was black 
metal, dome-shaped with wood straps going over the lid and down the 
sides. The metal had a pretty flower design in it. 

No one dared open the trunk or look into it. W-e were al.l told we 
must not get into Dad's trunk. In an era of no room or privacy, that was 
Dad's domain, along with a wooden box on which he had put a lid with a 
hasp and a little cheap padlock. 

Dad always said, "Locks were made to keep honest people honest. 
You couldn't keep a crook out if he wanted to get in." Mother always told 
us we weren't to open Bad's trunk. I will swear on a stack of bibles if 
she so much as lifted the lid and closed it, Dad would say, "Who ' s been 
in my trunk?" I guess in the back of my mind it became a challenge or 
a mystery. 

We raised garden produce and fruit, took it to Cedar in our Model T 
Ford, and sold or traded it for other produce. W-hen Dad went with molasses 
around Thanksgiving and Christmas time, (I sure would like to buy some of 
that good molasses for seventy-five cents a gallon now), he would bring 
home some hardtack and give us some. 

One day r noticed that when he came out of the bedroom he was 
chewing something. Over a week or so I saw him a time or two more. I 
would watch and see him put something in his mouth. I knew it had to 
be candy and that it had to be in his trunk. After a while I asked him 
for some. He gave me a piece; it was chocolate and the most wonderful 
thing r thought r had ever tasted. I · asked for some more, but Dad said 
it was gone. 

After Dad came home from Cedar the next trip I decided to see what 
was in his trunk. I waited ' till everyone was gone so I would have time 
to explore. I raised the lid carefully and put it down. Nothing moved, 
so I raised it again. There wasn't much I could see to worry about. 
I couldn't figure out why Dad could tell when Mother had opened the 
trunk. I decided not to do anything else that day to see if he knew I 
had opened it. After a few days and I knew he had been to the trunk and 
hadn't said anything about anyone being it in, I decided to see where 
that candy was . It wasn't in the tray. I lifted that tray out ann 
sure enough, there were two white sacks with the most beautiful candy 
I had ever seen. My heart was beating so hard I could hardly breathe. 
I opened the sacks carefully, took a piece of candy out of each one, 
folded the sacks back just as they were before, put the lid back on the 
trunk and ran as fast as I could out of the house to the outhouse up in 
the lot and fastened the door. I couldn't even remember what was in the 
bottom of Dad's trunk except that candy. I ate that candy where no one 
could see me and that stolen candy didn't even choke me! After a few 
days and Dad hadn ' t said anything about anyone's being in his trunk, 
the temptation became greater. I could hardly wait for another opportunity 
to get some more. I stole candy several times over a period of time. 
There wasn't much candy; I had gotten into it a couple of times between 
Dad ' s trips because he never could tell I'd been in only by the amount 
of candy gone. 
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The Trunk. by Norma a. Empey, cont 

One day, after dinner, Dad went into the bedroom, came back and 
said, "Who has been into my trunk?" Of course no one had been into his 
trunk. Mother thought that was the most ridiculous accusation she had 
ever heard. No one would dare get into Dad's trunk. I wasn't too 
smart or the temptation was too much. I took another piece. Then Dad 
said that someone had been in his trunk again. He took us children one 
by one and asked if we had been in his trunk. W-e all said , "No," even I. 
It was the only ~ime in my life that I can remember of lying to my parents. 

The next time I went to get candy there wasn't any. It took a while 
to figure out where it was. It was in the grainery, locke d up in that 
tool box. rt was the next summer before the urge got to be too much. 
I wanted to see in that tool box pretty badly. 

One Sunday Dad had been watering in the field and came home at noon. 
The baby was asleep; Dad was going to stay home from church with her, 
but I said I would stay home with the baby·. It was the only way I could 
figure out to get the key to the tool box out of Dad's overall pocket, 
and have enough time to look in the tool chest. Sure enough, there was 
candy; it was hardtack. 

Somehow, getting into that tool box lost its fascination for me. 
I never tried to get candy any more. There was· no more mystery. 
I never did confess to this episode until after I was married. Dad 
never did say he thought it was I. I think he must have thought I took 
the candy because ne wouldn't have thought the younger children could 
have pulled it off. 
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Memories of music 
bring famiLy to mind. 
The exampLes set, 
the infiu.ences made -
but those whom I look up to 
have molded my wor id of music. 
Seems siUy, 
Simple notes 
can create such joy and happiness. 

Oh, my grandfather, 
remenwered by me 
only through a photograph. 
There he sits 
upon a tall horse of black, 
sonwrero on head, 
guitar in hand. 
Never known by me, 
yet the image of him 
le ft music in my mind. 

His son, my father 
kept quiet of his talents. 
Though in his youth 
a Hca,Jiian guitar 
became my father ' s friend. 
I often hear my father ' s voice 
in country- western music 
for this, his love, 
such music to my ears. 

And then, 
there is my mother. 
For she, above all, 
established a love for music in me 
that I cannot forget . 
Music was her life, 
her livelihood for many years . 
Without her guid.a.nce, 
the language of music 
I would not have known. 
So young I was 
when she began 
to spoon-feed me, 
bit by bi-t, 
with music . 

As I look back, 
I realize 
that it was my family 
who brought music 
to my life . 

By 
Deanna Dorman 
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' 'l'was not so very long ago, when I 
Was still at home, that friendships special did 
I make with children pure and sweet. My love 
To them have oft I rendered, expect ing no 
Return, when to my joy a thousand fold 
My love was me regiv 'n. The sparkle in 
Their eyes mine eyes did spark; the joy within 
Their hearts my heart did meit. Their needs I feit, 
Their fears I shared; I calmed their troubled souls. 
If child shy and lonely seemed, his friend 
I'd ever be. A bully-bitter did 
I find, and through his anger saw, that through 
That d.a.y he hit me sure, my friend be longed 
To be, for soon another one did come 
To fight me as did he, but to my aid 
He quickly sped, my safety to defend. 
How oft a child would I take, and hold 
Him in my arms, to sooth the pain within 
His heart, and share my love with him. 

The d.a.rkness of my own world thickened, deep 
Depression ' round me pressed, suppressing strength 
To fight . For three years long I battled; proud 
And ' lone I fought the pressure keen . At length 
My strength in self was nearly gone, the pain 
I could not longer bear. But still too proud 
Was I to ask a friend for help, too proud 
My cross to share: What energy did yet 
Remain, was spend in self controlling, so 
That none might know my plight. Siient and proud, 
I was, in truth, just begging for someone 
To care enough to see the burden I 
Had hid, and share their love with me. The pain 
Intense, my strength was gone, the spirit soon 
Would break. 

Love ' s labour well spent, a friend happens by, 
A child that well I had loved; and though she 
Was young my grief she felt and anguish she 
Understood. Her eyes sparkling bright: a long 
Lost Ught was kindled in my own. Her heart 
So fuU of joy; my frozen heart did melt. 
She felt my needs and shared my fears, and sped, 
My safety to defend. Holding me in 
Her tiny arms, she soothed the pain within; 
And calming my troubled soul, shared her love 
With me. 

By 
Jonathan Gibson 
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The majestic pines come from the ground; 
Their numbers are many 
Slowly moving, rarely changing, 
The soldiers of the mountains 
Stand waiting. 
They 're at home in the heavens 
As they reach for the sky . 

Their colors of green and dried brown 
Hide images of midnight 

In the wrinkled bark 
And in shadows 

On the ground. 

By 
Nona Demik 
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SENSE-ABILITY 

TheJte. Me. .thOJ.ie. who ha.ve. .olU.d :tha.,t man .ohould no:t 
Ve..opa.vc. 60Jt hope. 06 wondlc.ouJ.i wollf..d.6 :to c.ome., 
Bu.-t .the.n, how c.an I long 601t He.ave.n whe.n 
So many gloM..e..o ye.;t awlU.:t my ple.a-
-6 Wte. heJte. on Eall.:th and ill aJtou.nd me. aJte. 
The. .o,lg h:t-6 and .o o u.nd.6 my e.aJt:thly .o e.n-6 e..o hold 
So de.alt? Falt I have. wa.lke.d a .oandy -0ho1te. 
Be..o,lde. a J.ie.a and 6e.U :the. ic.y wave..o 
Come. '->~ and c.wu. MO u.nd my 6 e.e.;t and '-> e.e.p 
Be.:twe.e.n my :to u M i6 :to c.oax :the. buJ.i y 
G/t/U,n-6 06 1.>and wh,i_c.h J.>WheJt ou.-t and 6Mm 
Be.ne.a.,th me. M :the.y daJte. :to die.aw me. ,ln 
And make. me. pa/t:t 06 ill :the. blue. and e.nd­
lu1.> vM:tnU-6 06 .thw wollf..d wahou.-t an e.nd. 
And I have. :t.Jtave.le.d moun:t1U.n pM.6 u wah 
The. c.~ng c.old 06 au.-tumn wind6 c.ome. Uc.k­
ing a:t my 6ac.e. Uke. 6M..e.nd£y dog'-> who bound 
To g1te.e.:t :thw k,i_nd£y mM:teJt. Bu.-t :the. c.old 
V,ld no:t opplte..61.> me., 601t :the. c.om6oll.:t 06 
The. m,ld-day .ou.n .ohone. bM..gh:t u.pon my bac.k 
And ill Mound me. wheJte. :the. ne.aJt 6lu.01tu -
c.e.nc.e. o0 m,ld-Au.-tumn hu.e..o o0 woode.d '->lope. 
And e.veJt-g1te.e.n Oo ne.veJt-e.ncung pine..o 
W be.c.kone.d me. :to 1.i:tay ye.:t 001t a :t,lme. 
A6 i 0 :to '-> ay, 11 Stay heJte. awhile. among 
U6, we.lc.ome. -6:t/tangeJt who hM .oha!te.d owi joy . 
Falt w,i_n;teJt ' -6 '-> e.M on -60 on w,i_ll bM..ng :to uJ.i 
HeJt pa.le..o:t blu.u, heJt -60 0:te..o:t g1tay.o, heJt pWt­
u:t whae..o M you hc..ve. ne.veJt 1.> e.e.n be.00!!.e.." 
Bu.-t plte..o.oing onwa1td ,.won ag1U.n I c.ome. 
To li6e. and p.f.ac.e. wheJte. e.veJty day M e.veJty 
Vay; wheJte. wa.:teJt c.an. be. on OJt 066 
Oil. c.old oil. ho:t and phone..o w,i_ll M..ng and c.W­
dlte.n bM..ng a we.e.d ,ln:to :the. houJ.ie. and J.iay, 
"HeJte., Mommy! HeJte. ' 1.> a pJte..t:ty &tow' 1t I pic.ke.d 
Falt you :today. " And J.imil.e. I muJ.i:t :though laugh 
I would. And e.veJty day I 11.e.veJt 6,lnd 
An e.nd :to ate. .:the. :tlun.a1.i :tha.,t mu-6:t be done. 
And pe.ople. 1.irtU.le. and '->~Y, "Hello", no ma.,t­
:teJt ,lo you wa.n:t :the.m :to Oil. no:t. The.y c.ome. 
To give. you. new-6, J.iome. good, .oome. bad. And .the.n 
TheJte. Me. :th0.oe. who w,i_ll 1.>ay .tha.,t man .ohoui.d no.:t 
Oupa.vc. oOlt hope. 06 wondltouJ.i wollf..d.6 .:to c.ome., 
Bu.-t .:the.n how c.an I long 001t He.ave.n whe.n 
So many gloM..U ye.;t awlU.:t my ple.a-
1.>Wte. heJte. on Eall.:th and ill aJtou.nd me. Me. 
The. .o,lgh:t-6 and J.>Ou.nd6 my e.all.:thly '-> e.n-6 e..o hold 
So de.alt . 

By 
ShaJton Ga.le. 
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ISHKAYNAY 

I 'd been staring out the window for some time so 
I saw my dad come home. He carried something i n his 
arms . "Dorla, come here," he yelled up the stairs 
to me. 

I had been upstairs doing homework and was starting 
to get bored so I didn ' t mind being interrupted. I put 
my books away, turned off the radio, and ran down the 
stairs . Dad was standing in the living room holding a 
smaU box with rags in it. As soon as I appeared he 
held the box out to me. I took it and looked d.own in­
to it. 'I'here l ay huddled a little furry gray ani mal . 
I couldn ' t tell what it was. I must have had a puzz led 
Zook on my face because he immediately explained what 
it was and where it came from . 

A six-week-old baby coyote. Some guy had come by 
and said he needed to give it a home since he had trap­
ped its mother up in the hills and found the pup with 
it. and since my dad knew how much I Zike wild animals, 
especially baby ones, he brought it home for me . I 
didn ' t know what to do first . I needed to make him a 
cage and put a bed in it for him and then decide what 
to feed him. Dad helped me build a pen and wire a 
pail of water to the fence so he couldn ' t dwnp it 
over. 

For the first few years, though, we kept him in 
the house feeding him warm milk and mush. He was grow­
ing fast and becoming a nuisance, so we took him out 
to his cage. Every day I would feed him and take him 
out to p Zay. I decided to name him "Iskaynay" which 
means "Boy " in the Apache language . I don I t rea Uy 
know why I named him that; I think I did so cause 
he was so beautiful and so wild, much Zike the Indians 
that once roamed over this same Zand. 

14 . 

Ishkaynay grew accustomed to me in those months 
he was growing up. He hated any man and most women, 
but he knew I was his friend. We had an unspoken 
communication between us . Was as if I could know what 
he was feeling, so I knew it was time to take him back 
where he belonged, back to the mountains he was taken 
aJ,Jay from before he came to know them. 

At first I didn't know what to do. I knew that 
Ishkaynay should now be fed freshly - killed animals to 
get the taste of blood back into his system. 'I'hat 
didn't take long. Within three weeks he had filled 
out and grown a thick winter coat. He was ready to go. 

My mom and dad helped me get Ishkaynay into the 
jeep. I held him close, knowing that I'd never have 
him again. 

We drove about fifteen miles from town and pulled 
up onto a hill. I carried Ishkaynay to the tree where 
I put some food and water to help him survive the first 
few days . I put him down and knelt beside him. "Good­
bye Ishkaynay. I love you. You'U be happier this way. 
May God be with you. Goodbye", and I Zet him go. I 

closed my eyes to hold back the tears. I looked to see 
where he ~d run but he was just standing there looking 
from the h1,U to me and back again then he looked into 
my eyes, as if to say goodbye, and -trotted off into the 
sagebrush. "Goodbye, Ishkaynay, Goodbye . " 

By 
VoJcl.a. Oertle 
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SHED ONE FOR YOU REFLECTIONS 

One single solitary tear 
trickles sadly over his cheek. 

I wonder why i t's scorned 
of men, this salty moist 

emotion. 

Young crowds . 

Searching, discovering 

Their corner of the world. 
Why caring of man oft is 

seldom seen in our So much to choose -
wcrld full of "do your own thing". 

Unless, of course , you dare 
to be true to your heart; 

Many decisions to be made 

then do it . . . dear brother, 
dare tr• ickl 

e that te 
ar as 

often as you feel . 

For feeling is to man 
as important as 

breathe . 

By 
Sally Cooper 

WAR 

Why life? 

war is so tragic, some will live some die . 
I sit waiting, worrying, will I be the one . 
r can f ill the pain that all around me lies . 
Noises, loud noises, screams, when will they come . 
The smell of death lingers all ar ond me . 
I sit in that small but safe little hole . 
Thinking of all the places I might be . 
I hear the men , quiet there over the noel. 
My blood s tar ts pumping, my brain is a blank. 
I can hear one man crying as death nears. 
The captain yells , "here they come on the flank ." 
"There's one," I gasp; "I see him very clear." 
The men yell kill him or he will kill you." 
I drew my gun and shot not one but two . 

By 
Steve Bown 
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Old age? 

After decisions are already made 

To think i t was once like that. 

To be young again 

When no one wanted to get older 

Or wiser. 

By 

Julie Jones 

NANCY 

Not often lately has there been time 
To stand here at my window 
Looking out through lacy curtains 
At this s~eepy scene of misty-morning's frost 
And ponder on passing of time which, 
In this moment of new- day- da:wning, 
Is time suspended beneath the slowly breaking light 
Of sleepy sun that yawns and stretches 
wzily over hilltops. 
In this quiet, all-too-brief pause 
Before the daily reveille of clock on night table, 
Before the whistling of kettle on stove, 
Before I must dash into the chilling morning mist 
And coax a cold, old, ailing automobile 
To make it through another busy day of rushing here and rushing there, 
Before the world awakens 
I will rest my thoughts in the calm of this moment at my window 
As I gaze across the yard, beyond the reeb,Jood fence 
To Nancy ' s house. 
I ' ve been there, in that house, 
When time and time again I 've longed for friend, 
Someone with whom to share my joys, 
Or air my woes, 
Or merely pass the time of day. 
A time or two we've sat and talked a day away 
While the world outside continued on in cold indifference. 
How often has it been 
That I have knocked upon that door in need of simple things? 
. .. An egg, ... an extra cup of milk, 
... A loaf of bread that I forgot to buy to make the child:r:>en's lunches. 
I ' d like to be there with her now, 
With time to spare and nothing pressing. 
And set aside a moment or two for chatting with a dear friend. 
But, oh, the time ! 
Poor timing of the chiming of the clock 
That shakes me from my dayd:r:>eam. 
No time to even call and say "Hello . " 
wter, perhaps, 
'ffhen not so much needs doing. 
I must go on about my living, 
Knowing she understands. Good friends always do! 

Sharon Gale 

He tried to sit straight and tall in his chair behind 
~nc desk. But as if invisible imps poked at him with tiny 
pitchforks, he couldn ' t sit still. This six-year-old b~ndle 
of nails, snails, and puppy dog tails looked up at me w~th 
his choclate-brown eyes and big toothy grin. He captured 
my heart. The side of his face was all skinned up, his 
shirt tail was hanging out and his fingernails on his small 
hands had dirt caked beneath them. He was topped off with 
bright red curly hair and each freckle was truly the kiss 
of an angel. 

By 
Valeri Hughes 



MY MOTHER 

The lady in a wheel chair was 
She labored day to day 
To keep herself busy, useful, 
Her mind nimble and gay. 

Her face, grey-framed, was lined with pain 
She ne 'er uttered complaint , 
The Lord did heal her knotted hands, 
She worked without constraint . 

She took wonder drug cortissone, 
After years of constant pain, 
She said she knew what heaven would be 
Freed from unbearable pain . 

She made quilts beautiful and rare, 
Patterns all different and gay, 
Each day she did map out her jobs, 
Not time be wasted 'way . 

She heard the news, the paper read, 
Her mind ' s growth must be rkme, 
The only time she stopped, relaxed, 
She 'd visit friend or son. 

Learning, a driving force in life, 
She taught in early days, 
Each child who grew up in her town, 
Blessed with her wisdom, ways. 

She came to this town to teach school, 
And met a Godly man, 
Married in St. George Terrrple, soon, 
Six Children born to them. 

She gave up school for family, 
For church, lessons of life, 
Oh, all did love and respect her, 
For friendship, love--no strife . 

If there were party, dance about, 
She was lively and gay, 
The life of party she did make,' 
ffhen organ she did play . 

Each person met so special was, 
Good she could always find, 
And, if they came to visit her, 
She enlightened their minds . 

The lady was in a wheel chair, 
Eighteen years lived that way, 
But busy, useful, alw1.tj,6 was, 
Her mind nimble and gay . 

By 
Norma Empey 
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Water - wh£te - splashing 
Singing songs of innosence 
Sprays soft splash of mist 

I walk through the stores 
engraved with flowers of gray 
and they stand so still 
stones do. 

Inside the cabin 
Heart beats wake so happily 
As the snow covers 

Skies are waxed and sharpened well 
little pine tree bows its branch 

Ball bearings slither 
In the sun dry swiTTUTring pool 
Skate boarders "do it" 

Knee pads, elbow pads, helmets 
are used to the maximum 

Airplane .engine screams 
Its heat carr-i.es winters cold 
the bird is rolling. 

By 
Britt Reaves 

WAITING 

Flat on my back casing the sky 
I watch, I wait 
For a moment when the heavens cast out 
One lonely star. 
I watch, I wait 
For the trail of particles left by 
One lonely star. 
Carefully I watch, I wait 
So its Zoss won't go unnoticed. 
I see the line of color. 
I watch, I wait 
Till the light is gone, leaving 
One million other stars. 

By 
Scott Hale 
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PRIVATE POETS IN PUBLIC PLACES 
Why JJ.:, :t.heJte. I.la mu.c.h poe.tlty w1U..:t:t.e.n. 
In. bu..6 .6:t.a.tion..6 oft :t.Jr.a.,ln. de.pou? Abtpo!t:t..6 
cVte. nilled wUh pow M cVte. pa.Jtk.6. The. 6olk.6 
who go :t.o :t.he. pub.Uc. pla.c.u Me. .6ub je.w, 
16 :t.he.y C.On..6e.n.:t. Oft i6 :t.he.y du.,a.gfte.e. . 
1 :t. ma.:t:t.e.Jt.6 UWe. • 

An e.xa.mple. heJte.: The. o :t.heJt da.y 1 .6 a.:t. me. down :t.o 
v.xu.:t. u.po n. a. .6 e.a.:t. o 6 plM tic.. My la.:t.e bu..6 ga. ve. me. :t.he. 
oppoJt:t.u.n.i:ty :t.o he.AA 
:t.he mu66le.d c.on.ve.Jt.6a.tion..6 . Indw.tlnc.:t., 
a.nd ~poJt:t.a.n.:t., Wvhl and, by 
ill .6 :to.nda.Jr.d6 , .6illy .6 ome.timu • 

Wha.:t. :t.he.y .6Md and did: 

A mldde.e.-a.ge.d woman .6e.:t. 
A bU .6:t.u.66e.d a.Mma.l, a. c.oyo:t.e., 
upo n he.JI. .6 e.a.:t. :t.o fte..6 :t. wW e. y e.:t. .6 he. .6 :t.o o d • 
She. .6wu.n.g he.JI. e.yu aJWun.d, ob.6e.1tvin.g a11. 
To c.a.lm heJt w0Jt1U..ed he.cVt:t. . He.JI. p!tize. , '.:lWa.-6 .6a.6e.. 
The. youngeJt ge.n.e.Jta.tion JJ.:, po!tbta.ye.d 
By ba.njo pla.yeJt, :t.Jta.ve.l-woJtn. , .6inging 
a. tune. .60 .6 o 6ilY, mu.Ltlngly, wfu.c.h gMw.6 
To c.Uma.x . The.n ill e.a.M Me. :t.u.Jtne.d :t.o he.cVt 
S:t.Jr.a.,ln.t, .6 o me.lo di.o u..6 - The. y .6 udde.n.ly 
A!te. gone. . 

1:t. JJ.:, a.ma.zing :t.o fte.a.Uze. 
Tha.:t. line. in ill 11.eo.LUtj e.wu 
In. bu..6 .6:to.tion.6. The oldeJt 0olk.6 Me. :t.he.11.e. 
The.y ' fte. .6le.e.ping, fte..6ting, WMting M :t.he.y do . 
The. c.onve.Jt.6a.tion..6 now a.ppe.cVt on .6:to.ge. 
M .6ome.one. -U.p.6 :t.he. Mh-:t.Jta.y on :t.he. 6looft 

The. c.ommon. bond o 6 U6e. in Wi-6 c.on..6in 
Blting.6 :t.o :to.l .6 :t.Jta.ng eJt.6 c.lo.6 e. in 6 o o :t.bill :talk 
a.cou;t :t.he. G11.e.e.n Ba.y Pa.c.ke.Jt.6 , a.nd :t.he. .6 now 
Tha.:t. pla.gu.u MU.wa.uke.e. e.ve.Jty Fill. 

The. .:ta.le. 
1.6 .6ad o 6 Sa.n Vie.go ' .6 la.dy pooft 
Wh0.6 e. Ve.n.u..6 Fly:t.Jta.p di.e..6 be.c.a.u.6 e. w .6 u.n 
1.6 bloc.ke.d by c.ondomln.iu.m.6 built by me.n 
Who pMgfte..6.6 .6e.e.; bu;t hi-6.:t'fty :t.he.y de.plofte.. 
To me., in a11. :the. wo!tld, man JJ.:, :t.he. .6a.me. 
In. :t.ha.:t. he. iJ.:, .60 di.66e.1te.n.t 6Mm :t.he. fte..6t 
o0 man. Pe.Jtha.p.6 i6 one. to de.pou gou 
To wa..:tc.h a.nd :t.o o b.6 e.11.ve. the pe.o ple. .:the.11.e., 
He. .6 hall o b.6 e.11.v e. hi-6 inneJt .6 e.l 6 M we.U • 

By 
Ste.ve. Swa.pp 
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I thought I saw the fallen leaves 
Returning to their branches, 
Alas, butterflies were they . 

By 
Bob Nisson 

Slowly 
steps 

summer 
to background of time 

autumn 
creeps 

forth 
to dance 

peri lously 
with f ate 

Green and gray 
carpeted earth 

Bruised too soon by 
cold 

dry 
ai,r 

silent color of 
stillness 

Crisp morning breeze 
welcomed 

Goodbye hot summer sun 
Roses loose perfume 

cttdumn flowers bring 
spice 

and 
winter 

By Valeri Hughes 
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DESTINED 

Ripping and tearihg, 
Sanding and covering meadows 
until, we wake up, 
to find the grass gone: 
Man has wiped out the earth 

By 
Ruby Q7,sen 

Ever-present ciock 
Tic-tocking on the mant7,e 
Leaves faii , days grow short . 

By 
Sharon Gal,e 
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FIRE 

I feel, the warmth--
The glow- a force feU fuUy 
The 7,ight shining, shadowing, 
Reveal,ing, soft7,y1 gent7,y f 

By Sussette suiiivan 

MY CRICKET 

It is now two o 'cl,ock in the morning. 
I 'm sti7,7, sitting al,one in this cafe. 
I guess I don ' t have anywhere el,se to go. 
It seems 7,ike such a waste, just 7,etting time 
s7,ip by, but I 'm just wondering what I 
shoul,d be doing with a7,7, the time I have. 
What does it reaUy matter what I do? 
Another cup of coffee and I ' U go 
outside and 7,ook at a7,7, the 7,ights and smel,7, 
the freshness of the night- chil,7,ed air. 
Maybe its just the soft g7,ow of the 7,ights 
or the ting7,ey feel, of the iate air 
that takes me back in time when I didn ' t think 
of what I shou7,d do or where I shou7,d go 
I do know how I rea7,7,y want to be 
I 'm not going back into the cafe 
I am going to wa7,k back home and start 
?,earning how to care again about mysel,f, 
7,ife, other peop7,e and my pet cricket. 

By 
Randy Ga Uaway 
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Winter 
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LIFE 

Dark and gloomy dreary the day 
The weather wet, cold and breezy 
Three poplar trees just swaying , shaking, shivering in the wind 
The wind and weather changes moods by day 
From moods of despair depression set by dark angry skies 
To moods of sunshine, happiness and glamour set by warm 
sunlight, beautiful illuminating bri ght with no strong wind 
And so i t is with life so unpredictable 
Sometimes life is ugly 
Full of hopelessness and despair 
And other times it's beautifully bright and cheery 
Full of happiness eternal 
Life is what you make it 
I'm the one to talk 
Our good deeds bring us happiness 
And our bad ones bring us despair 

Jace Hardy 

Today I felt the winter's cold shadow 
Spreading across the cold barren plateau 
Freezing; my breath hangs in the air at dawn, 
The last star has not yet disappeared 
Nor fullest of morning yet touch the sky. 
In your sleep you leave me, I am alone. 
Until awake you find that I am here 
awaiting you, just to be near, content 
I will sleep now 1 again, shall our dreams meet? 
Reach out for me and let me take your hand 
And we shall together wonder into eternity 
forever hand in hand. 

Dorla Oertle 
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Whenever I see your Picture 
Something hurts deep inside 
I guess I 'll have to tear it down 
Though desire never shall subside 

We were one once a while ago 
I hurt you, You hurt me 
I was too proud, You were too young 
Still I dream of you loving me 

Never again will I you hurt 
Cause I know now true love 
Your beauty makes me very calm 
Let me hold you softly, my dove 

Randy Galloway 
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THE SHORT TERM LOAN 

Cold and stiff 
they laid her by 
my mourning body. 

The damp film that 
once shielded her 
small structure 
now only helps 
to hide the 
lifeless color. 

Her black silky 
hair would have been like 
her father's-
naturally curly. 

There is no 
practicing of new 
muscles as I 
wait for a miracle 
to cause herto 
angel -li ke hand to 
squeeze my finger . 

The warmer is 
turned off and 
the "baby admittance 
packet" is once 
again tucked away. 

On the delivery papers, 
marked in red, 
is the word "expired." 

"Nurse, please 
tell my husband 
that she has 
gone 'home' ." 

Carol Joy Christian 
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He rose from the dead 
Like a new rose being born, 
Giving of newlife. 
If we do not live worthily 
to receive of all the gifts. 

Millie McCl enahan 

DARKNESS 

Darkness gathers now 
Quickly showing day away 
Like almighty King 
Ruling over succumbed l ight 
Li ght that once was very bright 

Joel Pulsipher 

Forgotten places 
Empty no longer of use 
They die without care 
But remain in the minds of 
Those who were there long ago 

Nona deMik 



"The Gift of Rain" 

I feel the splashing drops of falling rain 
I see the sky al l sad and drooping low 
It may seem like the heavens ar e alone. 
"My child, feel glad for thi s lod earth ' s reborn 
To yiel d her fruilt for her inhabitants. 
Just take or look and see the drops that fall 
Be glad ! Rejoice! I t will be over soon ." 
I hear a symphony of music clear 
It shouts with praise, adoring our dear Lord 
For He, it was , who lent a helping hand 
To carve the beauties we fully enjoy. 
Remember my dear child it is a song. 
And soon the sun will flex its rays of light. 
The grass wil l grow the trees will stand up tall­
And all because God shed His rain on earth. 

Joel Pulsipher 

A child watches the storm through her window 
New night's snowflakes glisten falling downward 
like shooting stars earthbound through the dark sky 
beckoning "Dear Child do come out and play." 
So cold and shivering now, t he l ittle babe 
climbs into bed . Beginning slumbers show 
her dreams beckon again, "My Dearest Child 
come in and play, and dream of your tomorrow ' s 
adventure of white." 

Marcia Rogers 
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As I was young and growing up 
My father once t old ~e 

"Someday you'll be like me " he said 
"A man is what you ' ll be," 

So as I grew I learned from hi m 
To work hard every day 

But one day come, and dad was gone 
For him each night I pray . 

Remembering the times we had 
The joy he brought to me 

I know one day I "ll be with him 
Together we will be. 

Craig Hammer 

Though I consider all the many tears 
We 've wept, o ' e r struggle nurtured by our pain 
And contemplate the countless sorrowing years 
That haunt my heart with bitter-sweet disdain, 
Yet,. Love, I could not give away one part 
Of all the endless mem 'ries of our past 
For, filled with your dear love my wearied heart 
Found comfort and a strength enough to last 
And if the choice were given, mine to make 
To have the world and all I would posess 
Perhaps would be a chance too great to take 
If gain of wealth bring loss of love. Confess 
Oh , sweet the pain of struggle on our part 
Compared to sorrow of an empty heart. 

Sharon Gale 
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Lilting melodies 
Play in the branches of trees; 
Accompany them 
Voices echoing the strain 
Of their sincere thanksgiving. 

Steve Swapp 

As t he flower dies 
None mourn the loss fashioned 
While the sun rises 
Begi nning a new day for 
People to live and forget. 

Ruby Olsen 

Stati c strikes speari ng 
sky pier cing the mi nd, ear s , eyes 
white bolts of lightni ng 
g l owing up the black da r kness 
e l ectrifying s ilence 

Laura Graf 

Col d new winter snow 
freezing the soul into i ce , 
Takes of all our lives 
Unless we wat ch our step, 
and not walk on thin ice . 

Mi ll i e Mccl enahan 

32 . 

Frosty- white silence 
Broken by warm, gray billows 
From stony chimneys, 
Evi dence of life and hope 
Beyond the grasp of winter 

Sharon Gale 

Forgotten places 
Empty no longer of use 
They die without car e 
But remain in t he minds of 
Those who were there long ago. 

Nona deMik 

BIG- CITY LIGHTS 

You don 't entice me 
Bustling, busy city s t reet 
With your endless, double- dazzle- row 

Of beaming beacons beckoning, 
Blinking and flahing about 

Like proud peacocks, some of you ! 
While you others staying still just stare, 

Glaring down 
Against a cold, black background of ni ght sky. 

I "ll not do your bidding . 
Not tonight. 
Maybe that cold, old dreary- looki ng soul 

Shuffling al ong, alone behind me 
Has the t ime to ENTER HERE, EAT DRINK, 
Partake of your worldly wares. 
Not I . 
I am but passing t hrough and headed homeward 
Where house and hearth await , 

. . . And soup I saved from yester day . 
1"11 warm i t when I get there , 

(It ' s always best the second day ! ) 
And s i p i t by the f ire befor e I slip into my bed 
I always r est so well 
It must be good , 

That uncomplicated countr y air ! 

Shar on Gale 
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SKIING 

Pine Log 

The severed trunk 

Of the long-fellen tree 

Found i t s place 

I ts destiny 

Upon a bed 

Of kindl i ng branches . 

Its soul -

Consumed by flames . 

Tongues of yellow 

Orange, blue, r ed, now 

Black coals and 

Milky soft ashes . 

Julie Jones 

No one i s t here who doesn 't like to ski 
So fast acr oss a gl eaming glassy l ake 
The beauty it displays of human skill 
Oh l eaning l ow so low while turning bends 
Like racing cyclist do while turning 
Thus sendi ng water spraying s hooting up 
A wal l it seems of liqui d spr ay so far 
Wi th skiier leaning l ower sti ll to side 
Then quickly str aightening up and s l owi ng down 
The rope with slack then tightening up again 
Then suddenly he darts nearing the wake 
And with momentum hits the wake so hard 
He lifts a l oft his ski and goes airborn 
with expertise he lands on other side 
You see its lo t s like f lying gliding free 
So beautiful and graceful human being 
To me you see a form of Poetry 
Oh how I love to recreate this way . 

Jace Hardy 
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LOVE CRUEL 

Why dost thou so toy with my heart ? Oh fool 

That I am wanting to believe in you . 

Ari s i ng moments s eparate t hos e who 

Wi l l love s o deepl y. Teari ng them with cruel 

And t hrashi ng finger s once again t o rule 

An empty lonesome l i fe. As I once knew 

The ecstacy you gave , I know not t wo 

Whose pas s i ons could match ours, Li ke burning f uel. 

To hold you in my arms agai n, I must 

Remember moments shared by you and me. 

For memories ar e all I have of you, 

Until the day I find s omeone t o trust 

And love as we did then. Then maybe we 

Will reali ze our love was never true . 

Valeri Hughes 
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Solitary Sandman 

I r ide through an endless desert, 

Sandstorms stopping reality. 

Society cares l i ttle for the 

St ate of the solitary sandman . 

I journey through subur ban streets 

Shouting aloud my anguish 

Doors slam and bolts drop into place. 

No one cares to listen to my cry . 

My life wanders aimlessly in circles 

Hands and arms outstreched 

Others fall away and carry their happiness, 

Keeping me prisoner in my desert. 

People do strange things when l onely . 

All I wanted was l ove 

Everyone cared for the solita r y sandman 

When I closed my eyes into a sandy-eyed sleep. 

Ruby Olsen 
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Life had lost all meaning 
hurting had healed 
to a bitter cold 
never to be thawed 
never rekindled 

but it was for the better, 
never to be hurt again ... 

just living. 

Laura Graf 

We had shared 
we had loved 

then you had to go 
all was gone, 

only a memory 
a hope 

something better 
to be found 

someday ... 
someday, soon? 

Laura Graf 
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TREASURES 

Though I consider all the many tears 

We've wept, Our struggles nurtured by our pain, 

And contemplate the countless sorrowing years 

That haunt my heart with bitter-sweet disdain, 

Yet, Love, I could not g ive away one part 

Of all the endless mem'ries of our past 

For filled with your daer love,,my wearied heart 

Found comfort and strength enough to last. 

And, if the choice were given, mine to make 

To have the world and all I would possess, 

Perhaps , would be a chance too great to take 

If gain of wealth bring loss of love. confess, 

Oh, sweet the pain of struggle on our part 

Compared to sorrow of an empty heart. 

Sharon Gale 



A tree , 
thick and wise . 
maturing slower t han 
a well-preserved wine. 

with arms 
reaching, stretching , lifting 
it grasps, every ounce of 
life it possibly can . 

stature strong, 
existance inevi t able 
until ... 

fire, 
wild and free, 
carelessly illiminat es ... 
life . 

Holly Barton 

Today 

If I live in yester day , the sorrow will 
be like a wolf who lost i ts mate and 
progression as a snai l at a brick gate . 

But if I live in tommorrow , my load 
will be like a l eaf under an ocean wave; 
as I blindly pass over the beauty of today . 

Today is where I am . I will handle 
today with t he strength of a l ion , the 
beauty of a butte r fly and the wi sdom of God 

Mill ie S . Mcclenahan 
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SILVER LINING 

Oh, foolish, wishful, hopeful heart! Oh, blind, 

Self-centered hope of such conce·it which longs 

For one to cherish this poor soul and find 

Within my worthless self the simple songs, 

The meager compositions of a heart 

Who needs the comfort of assuring love 

To mend this shattered spirit, make it whole, 

That I may look aloft and rise above 

This lowly lot life's casting makes mine. Oh , 

But what could be within this fragile shell 

Of unimportant offering, where no 

Partaker ever found delight so well 

As you, Dear One, who sees the promise of 

The things I shall become if touched by love. 

Sharon Gale 
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Spring 
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What a comfortable , peaceful place, 
this grassy slope on which I rest 

beneath this friendly tree 
which shades me l i ke a lace coverlet 

And the movement, 
All around me, the movement . .. 
the welcome, cooling breeze 

pressing gently against the front of me .. . 
the branches with their small graceful feathery leaves 

whispering and swaying to and fro 
as if they hear some distant, secret symphony 

meant for them alone .. . 
the water, with beckoning, entrancing, pulsating rhythms 

rippling blue to white to silver .. . 
even the very blades of grass 

seem to tremble and vibrate with ecstacy and wonder 
in celebration of life 

The buildings, 
the concrete, 

the lamp posts, 
the dusty automobiles sitting lifeless and empty, 

they are here, too, 
these devices of man, 

still and motionless. 
And, so, I prefer to turn my a ttentions to the movement, 
to the trees, 

the water, 
the grass ... 

the butterfly who, like me, 
dashes and flits about, 

not quite sure of what she is looking for 
and even less sure of what she will find . 

Paint brush dipped 
in Sunkis t gold , 

Timidly peeking through 
the greenery . 

Petals soft and delicate, 
frail . . 

yet powerful. 
Nature ' s offspring. 

Life. 

Laura Graf 

Sharon Gale 
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Beautiful children, 
Growing buds to blossom soon, 
Flowers of my heart 

Magnificent dawn, 
Sun's golden r ays striking earth, 
Heralding the day. 

Mountains standing high, 
Nature's grandeur to behold, 
Inspiring Man's awe , 
Defiantly triumphant 
They tower above the earth 

Jonathan Gibson 



Spring is honey bees 
f lying to pretty f lowers 
gathering nectar 

A grasshopper hides 
Like a small jack in the box 
A chi lds sweet surprise 

Swift running water 
Bubbling over rocks of t ime 
Every land's blood stream 

Marcia Rogers 

MUS IC IMAGES 

Oh Love ! 
So rich 
So full 

I see it in clouds 
Heavenl y ! 

Misty sweet. 
I see through to eternity 

With love . 
Riding high on a cloud. 

Walking on air 
Teardrops : 

God weeping, 
golden rays of sunshine sparkling 

through soft , dewy clouds­
love' s shimmering seams and threads. 

what love-
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shining through 
upside-down-rainbows 
Riding on rainbows 

seen the world over 
Love! 

Conni e Anderson 

When spring does come and bares its new day scent , 
A sign to all that lives a fresh new day 

The crisp, young buds amid the winter's gray 
Reflect a past of many springs I ' ve wrent . 

The days as a child, innocent and free 
When climbing trees and skipping rocks could make 

Hours seem like seconds. All real, not hing fake. 
Growing quickly brough big changes in me. 

The world so bright went quickly di m and hope 
For life and love could ne ' er be mine untouched. 

These thick cell walls and cold thick bars I ' ve clutched 
Have marred my simple car efree thoughts to cope. 

The day will come and spring will bring to me, 
Message of climbing trees and being free. 

A SONG OF LIFE 

A simple memory 
A timid embrace 

A qui et moment 
A distant face. 

A song of life 
A caress of time 

Two hearts that love 
Two spirits sublime. 

We kneel a t the altar 
both dressed in white 

My hand in yours. 
Our love burns bright . 

Soft eyes that say 
as they rest on me, 

"We'll be as one 
for eternity." 

Valeri Hughes 
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Holly Barton 

BEGINNINGS AND ENDINGS 

Brisk, blustering gusts 

Bring an end to some things dear 

And chill tired ol d hearts 

While the children laugh and play 

Bare-armed in wait of springtime. 

Sharon Gale 



DAYDREAMS 

Come be with me tonight by fire's light 
As we have been so many times, and gaze 
Into the amber flames which cast their danc­
ing shadows on the silent, sentried walis 
That keep a worried world from spilling in. 
And we shall sit again beside the hearth 
Aface the flickering light and know the warmth 
Of one another's caring, daring now 
And then to let the other share a se-
cret look inside. Or we may sit here , side 
By side without a word and listen to 
The music that I've wanted so for you 
To hear. 

Along a quiet beach , we've walked, 
And laughed at swirling water 'round our feet 
And smiled at moonlight mirrored far across 
The vast and glassy midnight blue of sea 
While paused in silent reverie, our thoughts 
Adrift upon the quiet swelling of 
The waves that rise and break upon the black 
And jagged rocks of cliff and shore and beat 
Their misty music out upon the still 
Of starry sky. 

We've stood beneath the stars 
Of summer nights in perfect evening air 
And walked in woods on sunny days, and stopped 
To rest beneath a tree to see the sun-
light seeping through in shapes and streams to make 
Design and lacy patterns on the grassy 
Ground around us in that magic little 
Corner of the world we loved so well. 

But best of all by far is when we laughed 
And chased each other through the icy snow, 
So hard and slow it was to hurry through 
And crunch our booted feet down in. Knee deep 
It must have been. And cold and tired and out 
Of breath, we lay there laughing once you caught 
ae. I remember how my fingers ached 
With cold until you held my hands in yours 
And somehow shared a warmth that reached beyond 
The clasping, merely mortal touch of hand. 
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Quite often , now, I come here to my place 
Beside the fire to sit and res t my thoughts 
In you, when problems pressing in are more 
Than I can hear . I close my eyes and you 
Are here with me l ike all the other times 
Before. And all the apprehensions of 
My soul, the fear of wars and disappoint­
ment in the human race, itself, I leave 
To Presidents and Kings and to Philos­
ophers who dare to reason why for I 
Would rather seek the comfort that awaits 
My empty heart when once again it fills 
With cherished images and thoughts of you. 

Oh , how I long to tell you of my wealth 
Of all these treasured dreams of times that 
Never really were and olaces that we 've 
Never really been bef0re except within a world 
That I created out of need of "us." 
Perhaps, one day, when I am certain you 
Will understand and not think me a fool-
ish dreamer. Yet , who is to say where truth 
Leaves off and dreams begin, for maybe you 
Have been here al l along without my know­
ing. What a lovely possibility: 

Sharon Gale 
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I REMEMBER •.•.•.. 

I saw him by the wide seaside, as sun was setting low. 
There was a love between us then , though him I did not know. 

His hair was golden like the sun; his eyes were like the sea. 
His body was so big and strong, was formed so perfectly. 

So as the summer did begin, a love did start to grow. 
A precious love of hope and peace, where happiness did flow. 

Beneath the oak tree we would sit, until the night would cease 
And sheltered in each other's arms, I felt our warmth increase. 

The love we shared grew in the night, This love was meant to be 
For now we saw the light, our love flowed joy from you to me. 

But soon the summer days did cease; the nights grew very long 
Time suddenly had stopped, but you were still my song. 

My love's life now is taken, no longer him I see. 
But God, Why? Oh wny? Did you take him from me? 

I remember the last embrace and moments spent with thee. 
The peace and joy which I had found, to last eternally 

By 
Trisha Phelps 
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The Sun 01ys herald 
the day. Its f ingers 
Like shooting stars ablaze . 

The world came alive with the 
Chorus of all God~ c r eatures , life. 

The clouds darkened'. 
They spun to and f ;o; 
The strong wind drove them. 

Lightening flashed, thunder roared, 
Dropped load to c r ying soil . 

The Golden Glow left 
Silvery rays rippling 
On the glassy sea. 

Ni ght f ell leaving the ocean clear 
In an awesome solitude. 

The rest less dogs grm-1.led 
Let you know someone 
was near. You felt safe. 

The little brown seeds 
Lay groaning in earth; 
The energy for birth, 

The hawk soared high 
On wings of spun steel 
Then darted for prey. 

Norma B. Empey 
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CIRCLE OF LOVE 

A littl e boy came out to play one day 
He said he had a secret he must share 
With girl . She ventured l est she know not what 
He kept inside fo r only her to see. 
He brushed her hair aside. He cupped her ear 
With hands so bold. Moved closer as to whisper. 
But quickly shi fted- not a word she heard 
But only one big smack upon her cheek. 
Her face turned red ; she gave a cry and ran 
Inside to hide. He giggled, mouth i n hand. 

A little girl came out to play one day. 
Said she to boy, "I have a present here-
To give to you. Won't you come play with me?" 
He ventured lest he know not what it was 
She had for him. She told him, "You must close 
Your eyes before you get my gift." So he 
Stood there with hands behind his back and eyes 
Shut tight. She asked him, "Are you ready now?" 
He nodded, so she hugged him right around 
The neck. 

His eyes flew wide, pushed her away . 
She ran i nside and closed the door once more . 

A little boy and little girl came out 
To play. This day, he said to her , "I have 
A ring that never ends. Around and'round 
It goes. Won't you come share and wear this ring? 
Eternity it br ings to those who will .'' 
She looked at him deep in his eyes so brave , 
"I will, but preacher we will need," she cri ed. 

Together hand in hand they went to town 
To seek a minister of God. So now 
They live in happiness with children of 
Their own to play with friends outside one day . 

Connie Be t h Anderson 
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DECISIONS 

Angie parked her blue V.W. at the side of the road and cl imbed out 
slowly . Man, was it ever a beautiful, clear, peaceful day! ! She was so 
glad to be able to be alone out here to think. 

l?ith her books in her hands she walke d slowly through the dirt and 
sagebush towards the red clay and rocks. The secluded area was almost 
like an old friend. She looked forward to coming here. It was a great 
place for maki ng decisions. She'd come here so many times before, yet 
she'd been working on this one decision for so long and s t ill she didn't 
have the answer. 

She really wanted to find out where she was headed in life and what 
she really wanted to do in t he future . She'd be a graduate from a junior 
college in just a few months and she felt as if she'd just gotten out of 
high school. She didn't want to go home and she didn't want to stay here. 
Her mind was filled with more ideas and more questions than ever before . 
Sometimes she'd actually feel as if she were cracking up and that she 
couldn·t take the confusion any more! "Why can't a person just shut his 
thoughts off when he's had enough and get an emotional rest?" 

Angie 's blue eyes were now wet wi th tears, tears she couldn't even 
find an explanation for, but they were there anyway '. "Man, what would 
all of my friends think? Calm, collected, cool Angie . Angie with her 
head on right, sitting here crying over this! This is really a joke. 
I should be concentrating on something constructive and doing some of this 
homework instead of wasting time trying to figure out thi s messed- up head!" 

She flipped her dark hair back over her shoulder and opened her 
psychology book . "How funny; this space case s itting here studying psy­
chology ! What a laugh." She knew whe needed to study. Not that i t was 
really going to do her any good when she felt like this; nothing ever did 
much good when she got in a mood like thi s . 

Leaning back against the rock she gazed up at the bri ght blue sky 
and felt the warmth of the sun upon her face : the springt ime breeze felt 
so nice out here today. How on earth could anyone feel awf ul in this 
kind of an environment? Closing her eyes she just soaked in the quiet 
desert air and let her thoughts run free. Sure the future was uncertain 
but whose future wasn't? Yes, she was confused, but she'd f ind an answer 
someday soon . She had always managed to make the needed decisions in the 
past. Maybe it would come t oday, maybe tomorrow and maybe not fo r a month 
or so . But, there were always goi ng to be decisions, one right after the 
other, so why wast e this time on worry? 

So with her mind fairly cleared fo r a while Angie picked up her psy­
chology book and began to read. 

Elise Elmer 

54. 

Flower-fresh Springtime 
El ates the sorrowful heart, 
The rebirth of soul. 

March winds blow and swirl 
Creating turmoil of soil, 
Mass migrating sands. 

Shower s of April , 
Each year they come earlier. 
Winter f lees their wrath. 
Springtime conquers i n the dust 
Of its hasty departure . 

Where does Springtime go 
When Summer evaporates 
Dew of earl y May? 
Mother Nature keeps it safe 
In a rainbow crystal jar. 

Julie Jones 
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GRASS 

Soft and matt ed 
the grass invited 

weary bones 

.. 

weary spirits 

Children, romping 
playing 

feeling joy 
i n soft falls 

Travelers, teenagers 
found comfort 

joy 

"Gods" creation 
a blessing 

and a refuge 

to all creatures 
and mankind . 

Norma B. Empey 
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MY PLACE 

The. c.old wa..teA :tluc.klv., be.:aoe.e.n my :tau 

M 1 do 1.,J.,;t u.pon my Mc.k M 1.,moo:th 

and ha.ng my 6e.e.:t ,i_n:to :the. 1.,pM.ng 1.,0 c.ool 

:to 6e.e.l :the. moMy-ve.lve.:t c.a.Jtpe.:t JuVte., 

Oil. 1., e.e. :the. l,i_lUu gMw aCJtoM :the. 1.,:tJc.e.a.m 

and 1., peak M 6,t woJtdo o 6 611.ag11.anc.e. 1.,we.e.:t :to me., 

01t he.AA :the. w,i_nd wh,i_,6 peA :to all :the. :tlc.e.u 

M le.a.vu c.a.Jte.6u.U!f ~nd :thUJt 1tuting pla.c.e., 

and 1.,e.e. :the. 1.,ky w,i_;th 1.,06:tu:t 1.,hadu 06 blue. 

undeA wh,tc.h 1 w,i_U Mon be. la.,i_d :to JtU:t, 

,i_no,i_de. :the. gJtOund :tha.:t g1toW6 :the. :th,tng1., 1 love., 

be.ne.a..th :the. pla.c.e. when young 1 U6 e.d :to play. 

To Jtun w,i_;th te.ndeA 6 e.e.:t M 1.,ma.U and ba.1te. 

u.po n :the. 1.,Uky 1., o 6t and la.c.y gJtM1., 

:tha..t tic.klu le.g1., a.nd ne.c.k whe.n la,Ln u.pon 

and he.AA my lJJ.tle. la.ugh a..t ml6te.Jt toa.d 

M 1 do 1.,e.e. h,i_m ju.mp 6Mm JtOc.k :to Jtoc.k 

and 6a.U u.pon h,i_,6 1.,,i_lly lJJ.tle. no1., e., 

oJt 6e.e.l the. joy to Jtu.n and c.a..tc.h a -t~a6 

M pla.y6u.Uy :the. w,i_nd dou :take. a.way, 

oJt wa..tc.h :the. 1.,u.n 1.,h,tne. 1tad,i_antly 60fl. me. 

M 1 do hope. to c.a..tc.h a be.am 06 Ugh:t 

:tha..t bM.ng1., :the. me.moM.U M ne.a.Jt my he.a.Jtt, 

bu.t know tha..t 1 am mu.ch :too old and g1tay 

e.xc.e.p:t :to u.,6 e. :the. 1., e.no u g,i_ve.n me., 

and dJte.a.m about the. time. whe.n 1 c.an do 

aga,i_n M Uke. 1 d,td whe.n 1 WM young. 

By 
MUUe. Mc.cte.naha.n 
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The. be.d on wh,tc.h 1 Ue. 
M 1.,06;(: 

Sme.lUng 61tu h M 
:the. moJtMng dew 

and 1.,Ugh:te.y damp. 
I 1., e.e. :the. b1te.e.ze. M he.1te. 
/tu.,6:tUng :thJtou.gh. 

1 6e.e.l JJ. :thou.gh 
,i_n ac.:tu.a.U:ty 1 cannot 
1., e.e. J.,;t - 1 c.an 

o nf..y 1., e.no e. .lt6 p1tu e.nc.e.. 
MoJtMng 1tay1., o 6 
golden 1.,u.nUgh:t 6UteA 

:thMu.gh :the. iVUn6 :tha.:t 1.,hade. me., 
a.Uow,i_ng me. WaJtm:th. 
Woe. :to :tho-6e. who wa.ndeA 

abo u:t ,i_n dl6 co n:te.n:tme.n:t 
oOJt a gJte.a;te.Jt peace 
1 ha.ve. ye.:t :to ~nd. 

By 
Voltla Oe.Jttle. 



A SIMPLE LTFE 
by 

Cla.ucUa. CMzle:t.o n 

The sun bea-t down haJc.d on my back., M 1 caJteouUIJ :t.wtned oveJt 

VLIJing to ge:t. M Ut.te.e sand on mlJ towel a.6 po.Mible. The oll.on.t 06 

me G00.-6 mo-l6:t wl.th .6WeiLt, and :the ho:t CaLi.60)[.Ma w ac:twiillj 6el:t 

cool aguM:t my -Sfun. s.ltdng up, T look.ed ou:t upon :the ocean wa:te)[. 

whlch look.ed M cool and ,lnviling. A .6queal :t.wtned mlJ a:t:ten;ti.on :to 

a liffle gW bung ch.Med 6y a bolf he)[. own .6ize. MIJ elJe.6 6oilowed 

:them down :the 6each. a way, bci.:t mlJ a-t:tention once aga,,ln .6hl6;te.d and 

I 0oll.go:t :the )[.Unn,i,ng cWdJten. A .6maU .6mboa:t wa.-6 launched upon 

:the beach; U (,(XU old and look.ed aimo.6:t M i6 U couldn':t hold 

up, even undeJt :the .6maU wavu C)[.al.)h,i,ng a.guM:t U. An in:te)[.e-6.:tlng 

old man leaned aguM:t :thl-6 boa:t wa.:tchlng eVe}[.lf bU 06 li6e Mound 

hlm . He had a gll.ey be.Md, and wha:t ha,[)[. he. had on fu.-6 head WM 

topped wl.th an old cap:tcu.n '.6 ha:t. He .6m-i,,ted a:t people M :the.y paMed 

blf and tipped hl-6 ha:t to :the. la.cli.u. I (.00.;tche.d, 6Muna:ted a:t hl-6 

.6:tljle, :then puUed a book. 6Mm mlJ bag and Wed to ll.ead. r had comple:t.ed 

only a 0ew linu when mtJ a;(!:en..:tlon ll.e:t.Mned to :the 6unnlJ cha/!.ac:te)[. 

down by :the wa-te)[.. T wa.:tched M he .6tooped :to pe:t. a lime dog, bu:t, 

beooll.e he. could, :the dog ll.an 066. He only !>m-i,,ted and once agun 

leaned aguM:t hl-6 .&habby-looung boa:t. 
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A.6 r continued to t1XJ..tc.h furn, I 6d:t a. bU 06 pity come. ove)[. me., 

almol.J:t hl.llLU.ng bee.a.Me he appeMe.d M R.ondtJ. T~ bea.c.h WM 6uil 

06 people, £.a.ughlng, ll.Unru.ng, enJotJing :the .6ummell. 6un. :toge.then. But 

:thene. he .&at, I.Jo a.lone, tje:t he kept IU.gh:t on J.imi.Un.g, a. 6a.c.:t wh,i,c.h 

ma.de me c.U1L,tow.i to know mOJte a.bout fu.1.i .U6e . I 6,i,n.a.U.tJ J.i:tood up, 

put on mtJ T - 1.i fwt:t and headed in :the d,i,ll.ec.:tlo n o 6 :the old .6 a.Uboat, 

no:t ll.ea.UtJ SUl!.e o 6 wha:t I'd do when I go:t :thene. . 

"Hello, R.Uti.e. £.a.dy." He. :tlppe.d ~ ha.:t and Jm,i,le.d, e.xpMing 

~ mouth holding onltJ ha.l6 Yl,(,,6 :te.e.:th. 

"HL How Me. you?" 

"Ah, on 1.Juc.h a bea.u:tl6ul da.y, how c.ould r be but happy?" 

He. had an a.c.c.e.n:t; I -suppoud U WM Twh. We. 1.Jtood look,i,ng at 

e.ac.h o:thell., and T WM jM:t ke.adtJ to tuJtn and le.ave be.c.a.w.ie 06 :the. 

unc.om6oll.:ta.6le -silence. 

"What blU.ng-s tJe. hene. :toda.tJ?" 

"Oh, :the. oc.e.a.n, :the. be.a.c.h, :the 1.Jun1.J·h£ne.! Wha.:t a.bout you?" 

"The pe.opie." 

"WhtJ' J.J :tha.:t? I ' ve. been r,oo.:tc.h,i,ng you. You ne.vell. 1tea.UtJ :ta.lk 

to a.ntJone. . Vo you have. any 61U.end6 ?" 

"L<..me. £.a.dtj, evell.lJO ne. '.6 mtJ 6JU.end. People. Me 6M una.:tlng; 

e.ac.h ,[J.j J.iO cli.66ene.n:t. You c.a.n .&e.e. :thMugh one' -6 e.tje-6 and know 

wha.:t' I.J in..&ide." He cUmbed into h,t-6 boat and pulled an old w.lc.kell. 

bMke:t 61!.0m :the. 61!.0n:t 06 :the. boat. "Would IJOU Uke. .&ome:th,i,ng to 

ea:tftt 

"No--:tha.nk you, antjtttttJ. " 
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"A Slmple U.oe" by Cla.u.cUa. CM.ti.Wn, page 3 

Pu.lUn.g Mme b1tea.d 6Mm .the box, he .took a. taJige bil~, .then poWted 

1.,ometlu.ng 6Jt.Om a. 60.t.te.e .to cm.sh Lt down.. 

"Vo you e.veJt get londy?" 

A :twlnfite. 6ille.d hM. e.yv., and 
1

.thlt.Owin.g ho be.ad ba.c.k, he. le.t 

ou..t a. he.a.Jt.ty ta.ugh . "Va.Jtlin.', you only get londy when you. c.a.n.' .t 

be. yoUJt own 6Juend. M lon.g M you go.t you.Jt,6e,l6 on tJ0Ult 1.,ide., you 

c.a.n do a.n.y.th).n.g • " 

"Vo you. have. a. 6am,il.y?" 

"1 do a..t .tha..:t. 1 have. my boa..t, a.n.d .the. wa..teJt, .the 1.,a.n.d a.n.d .the. 

1.,ky. • .a.U .the. .thlngs rJ0U. c.a.me .to be. dMe. .to .today." 1 looked 

a..:t h-<-m, pu.zzte.d, yet he. c.on.Un.ue.d .to 1.,mile. a.n.d 1.,Uppe.d me. a. wink. 

"T hope. you don' .t m-<-n.d me. Mk).ng, bu..t what ma.kv., you l.io happy?" 

"Ah, da.Jt.Un'. • .look a.Jt.Ound • Look a..t .the. ha.pp,i_nv.,1.,, .the. 1.,milv.,- ­

T .tlu.nk 06 myl.id6 M pa.Jt.t 06 i.t ail. ThM ),I., my Uoe," 

The. old man. l.ie.e.med .to dlu.,0.t in.to a. wo!tld a.U o0 h),I., own. 

WUh a. c.alm 1.imile. 1.,W,.t on. hl6 6a.c.e., he. le.a.ne.d ba.c.k, .ta.k).n.g in. .the. wo!tld 

a.Mund h-<-m. 1 1.,.tood up, a.n.d b1t.U1.,mg .the. 1.,a.n.d 01tom me. 1 .tha.nke.d h-<-m 

oOJt .the. c.ha.nc.e. .to .ta.lk. 1 1ta.mble.d on 601t a.while. a.bou..t maybe. 1.,e.un.g 

lu.m a.ga.).n, be.001te. T no.ti..c.e.d .that my vo).c.e. !.00-6 only ble.ncUng in with 

.the. o.theA l.iOun.d.J., 06 .the. be.a.c.h. He. pltOba.bty cUdn.'.t he.a.It me, bu..t 1 

1.,a.).d good-bye. a.nd .then we.n..t a.nd ga..:the1te.d my 1.,a.n.d-c.ove1te.d .towel and 

0 .theJt .th).n.g1., • 

While. dlu.,vin.g home., my mn.d !.00-6 6ille.d, ma.k).n.g plan.!., 601t when. T 

1te.a.c.he.d home.. Let' 1., .&e.e. • • • .take a. 1.,howe1t • •• Oh, 1 won.deA what 1 
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1.,hould weaJt .ton,i,gh.t? Ma.rJbe. 1 be.t.teJt -<-!ton my whUe. pa.n..t6. What 

.ti..me. cUd .they 1.,a.rJ .they'd pic.k me. up? 1 won.deJt i6 Sue.' 1., going ••• 

My m-<-n.d we.n..t bta.nk, .then 1 pic..tWte.d .the. old ma.n. So 1.,).mple., 

l.iO happy. The. Jt.Oa.d be.601te. me. blUJt.Jted M my e.yv., nilled with 

.te.a.M. No mo1te. cUd 1 pUy h-<-m. 1 WM a.ma.zed a..:t h),I., wondeA6ul 

a.nd 1.i-<-m ple. W,{,I., do m • 
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REFLECTIONS 

Young CMW'U> • 

Se.aJtc.fung, dl6c.ovvu.ng 

The,ur. c.olLne.Jt o 6 .the. woJr.1.d. 

So muc.h .to c.hoo.6e. -

Many de.wio~ .to be. ma.de. 

Why .U.6e.? 

Old age.? 

A6.te.Jt de.wio~ aJte. o.1Ae.a.dy ma.de. 
To ilink U WM onc.e. .U.ke. .that. 

To be. young a.gain 

whe.n no one. wa.n.te.d .to ge..t olde.Jt 

OIL w-i..6 eJt • 

By JU.U.e. Jonu 

Tip 06 a c.fun, 

Qt..UJtk 06 a .6mi1.e., 

A c.he.e.Jt6ul «u..nk o 6 eye.. 

My .t~ aJte. dlvi..e.d 

«u...tho u.t .to uc.h 

By .the. S~fune. 

in yoUJt .6mi1.e.. 

By 
JU.U.e. Jonu 
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A .6e.a.gull .60alL¢ «u...thln .the. cloudy, 
g.tta.y .6ky . Flying hlghe.Jt a.nd hlghe.Jt, 
a.b.601Lbing (and 6e.e.Ung) .the. he.at 06 
:the. .6un M U pM.6U by. So 
be.a.u.ti6ul and pUILe. . 

The. blue. and g.tta.y wavu be.neath 
:the. gull, playing, 6igh.ting .U.ke. c.hild!te.n, 
1LolUng unde.Jtne.a.th e.a.c.h o.the.Jt, fu.tting 
.the. ILOC.~. The. 6luolLU c.e.n.t c.oloM O 6 
a. lwunoM /1.ainbow above. .the. ILMhlng 
c.ool wa:tVt-6 . The. .6 ea.gull .6till .60alL¢, 
lli while. 6 e.a.thVt-6 C.U.nging .to lli 
WMm body. 

HAPPY BOX 

MMic. .6 c.e.n.te.d ai/1. and 

Bi:t.te.MU.6 O 6 :t~ 

SOU/I. 

Swe.e..t 

Salt. 

By 
JU.U.e. Jonu 

The. Mging wa:tVt-6, giving a 
he.a.ve.nly, pe.a.c.e.6ul 6e.e.Ung . The. 
Mund 06 U lau.gfung a.t me., 
:the. .6a.nd .6.lowf..y moving 61Lom 
unde.Jtne.a.th me.. The. wavu e.ndlu.6f..y 
.6 e.Jte.ne., .6 pa.tth.Ung , .6 hiny, c.a.lm . 

The. oc.e.a.n 

By 
Twha Phe.lp.6 

Upon uxifu.ng :thi-6 moJtning 
6incUng .the. clo ud-6 .6 c.a.:t:te.Jte.d 
uxindw.ng 

IMAGERY 

I 6f..y 
.th/1.0ugh :the. wlnd, 

on a. no pa..t.te.Jtn OIL 
pa..tfuoo.y--­
.60a.Jung 
6.loa.:ti..ng 

pain.te.d pony 
.6e.ung 

The. glLe.e.n g1r.a.y o 6 :the. hlU.6,i.de. 
ble.ncUng .6 CaJtc.e.ly a.pa..!L.t 

gaining .6.tlLe.ng.th 
whe.n jo,ln,ing .toge..the.Jt a.gain . WUh :the. many huu 06 bf..a.ze.n-blue. 

WM he.d--

bJJ 
. Clau.cUa CM tie.ton 

TANKA 
Yawning, .6.tlLe;tdung, .6 p,u.ng 
6lowe.Jl..6 .6 e.e.m .to love. .6u~ hine.. 
U..6 b/1.igh:t be.am.6 .6low.ly due.end. 

w.lth one. vda! .6pall..k 06 -Ugh:t, 
:though dalth., we. c.an .6e.e. .the. uxiy. 

by 
Sally Coope.Jt 

Ta.nh.a 

The. .6un ' .6 golden My.6 
.6.tlLe.am down on 0lowe/l..6 bu.dcUng 
bud a.nd bloom, .the.n die. 
.the. .6a.me. to ma.n dou happen 
Vo no.t .6U a.nd wonde.Jt why 

By 
Wu.t Mc.Ca..t.u.e. 

SNOW' S CANYON 

/.tc.Jw.6.6 :the. .6ile.n:t .6 h.{!, 
And, he.Jte. a.nd .the.Jte., a bu.t.te.Jt6ly 
6.li.;t,6 

61Lom 6lowe.Jt :to 6lowe.Jt 
plLO cla.,un,i_ng 

I :t.6 mo ruvtc.hy a.m,i.d :the. meadow. 
So-­

Con.tent 
I 

wa:tc.h n.a.:twi.e. pM.6ing by 
6 e.e.U.ng :the. c.ool b1Le.e.ze. 

blLMh my 0a.c.e.., 
And1 nee.Ung, a.l.60--

a. .6e.~ e. 
06 bung, 

b e..to ng,l.ng • 

by 
Melanie. Ma.d-6 e.n 

The. mul:ti.. coloJte.d wa11...6 on .the. c.anyo n 
So .tall :the. c.Jr.a.g.6 .touched :the. azuJt.e.-blu.e. .6h.y 
The. blLe.a:th • :tawg be.au.:ty de. µe.d du ctup:tlo n 
The. eagle. a.n.d hawk .took joy in glLe.a..t hugh:t.6 
The. c.aU 06 :the. c.oyo:te.,· ILU-ou.nde.d c.le.aJt 
The. wlnd whi-6.tle.d .thlwu.gh w vaUe.y.6 and c.Jr.a.g.6 
Sa.nd du.nu we.Jte. a joy .to aU g~ and boy.6 
A.6 :t.he.y Mlie.d, w,w:t.e. a.nd .6Ud on w .6moo:t.h imvu 
The. a.u.tumn .6u.n .6lid be.hind :the. ILe.d hil.e..-6 
I:t.6 '1.a.CJ.6 o 6 -Ugh.t a ha.lo agMn-6:t. :the. .6 ky 
The. whippoJtw,i,U giving w lonuome. c.lLCJ 
The. quail and he.IL bMod a.n.6We.Jte.d a6aJt o 6 6 
A C holLU.6 0 6 ,<.n-6 e.c.:t.6 be.ga.n. :thw .6 e.Jte.nade. 
A.6 nigh:t CJte.p:t ave.IL :the. hil.e..-6 , God WM nigh. 

by 
No/I.ma Empe.y 
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S en1.> 01ty I mp!tUh,<.O n.6 • • • 

. . • College - wUh a c.a.p,i..ta,l "C" -
Ih a wo!Lld 06 hu.c.h. "won.de1t- 6uit' .t.hln.gh 

Wh,,<.c.h. dM.6t 'W yoUJt m-<-n.d c.a.n.n.ot he.e . 
The. death. maJt.c.h. th.at the. la.den. man. 6-<.n.gh. 

Falt we 
aJte. 

61tee ! 
Lon.g live adje.ctlvu : 

l.)t/tan.ge! n.w! loveable.! tJty,<.n.g ! maJt.vefo(,(.I.) ! 
May the. vo,<.c.U n.ot c.on.6(,(.1.)e, but j(,(.l.)t am(,(.l.)e, 

Falt the vaJt,<.o(,(.I.) Mpe.c.u g1tow ,<.n.to the whole, 
But Mu.n.dl.i live n.ot ,<.n. hol,<.tu.de 

n.o1t ,<.n. u.tte.1t lo n.e.lin.Uh i 
Th.e.y aJte ac.c.ompa.Med by the. oth.eN.i, ,<.n. n.ame: 

6,<.gh.;t,I.), hmellh, an.d 6ee.lin.gh 
6Jt.Om w.Uh,,<.n. M well M 61tom wah.ou.t . 

The. vo,<.c.U ail have cUed, an.d n.ow aJte app1tec.,<.a;t,ed 
the ta-tat 06 the typw!tlte.Jt, 
the m(,(.l.),<.e, on. the ,<.n.te.Jtc.om, 
the. W,<.n.g, 1tollin.g mou.n.t.Mn.6 
te.ailin.g V,(./.),(.0 n.6 0 6 e.te.Jt.Yl.ay • 

An. ete1tmy o 6 what? Ca1tdl.i 601t adcUn.g 
an.d th.en. dll.opp,ln.g ail? 

Sm-<-lu 1tacUate 61tom be.am-<-n.g 6ac.u 
who c.aJte to h e.e. (,(./.) wln. . 

Ch.an.ge. e.xpohU 6~U; 
the. hm-<-iU c.ove.Jt hu.c.h.. 

So to help oUJt 6Me.n.dl.i, 
we hm-<-ie, 

me.aMn.g U . 

By 
Steven. E. Swapp 

CAREER VAY 

Sw,<.n.g heU, b1tac.u , Ju.Molt pltom, c.oilege. 
What do you. (,<)Cln.;t, tn be when. you. qJtow u.p? 

Qu.utio n.6 , c.ho,<.c.U , dew,<.a n.6. 

How do they expec.t me to kn.ow wh.a,~ I (,<)Cln.;t, to do (ioJt the 1tut 06 my li6e 
when I c.an. ' t even. deude what to do tomoMow? 

Atte.mpu, e(i 60JtU , 
AU I c.an do ,<.I.) tJty. 

Ac.c.omplli h.men.u ! 

by 
Sally CoopeJt 
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THE BEST 

A k,<.nd, la.u.g h,,<.n.g 6ath.e1t who lovu to dan.c.e 
c.ail.6 Alic. e Lo U,<./.) e 1 
"1-f e.Jte '6 a q u.altteJt; 
get a hac.k ofi c.andy, hweeu to l.)avOJt . 
Run. n.ow, q uJ.,c.kly, 
fue 'h a WM:Un ' 
Get the but, c.Wd, get the but. " 

ilic.e Lo(,(.,<./.)e 
lookh in. the c.ou.nte.Jt, 
hUc.k c.leaJt glMh p!totec.:Un.g ail th.at good-­
Jted an.d wh,,<.te peppeJtrn,{,nt 
long blac.k Uc.oMc.e 
6u.ga1t- c.ove.1ted honehoun.d 
Jta,<.n.bow.6 o 6 MUM 
ho many c.hoic.u , a 
6 ruo (,(.1.) matte.It . 
Papa expec.u :the ve.Jty but~ 

B1town papeJt 6 ac.k .:tJ.,,Ju.>:ted a:t :the :top 
bulging wUh iu 6 ec.Jte:t. 
Put ,<.;ton :the :table 
~n.g fioJt l.)Uppe.Jt. 
The c.lo c.k in. the c.OJtn.e.Jt :ti..c.kh a(,<)Cly the I.) ec.o n.dl.i , 
ilic.e Lo(,(.,<./.)e :th,,<.n.kh , 
The but, Papa, :the but. 

y e.aM O 6 happy :ti..m u 
Vanc.ing an.d hin.gin.g 
A :tail good hUl.)ban.d 
Two giJtl6 an.d a M n. 
A Li.We 1ted bMc.k hoUl.)e 
SpMn.g fue 601t (,<)Cl:te.Jtc.Jt.Uh 
l-fa1td fuu an.d be.tte.Jt fuu 
Win.:te.Jt:ti..me fioJt /.)YI.OW 
Eve.Jty:th,,<.n.g hM been. :the bu:t 
So 6a1t . I:t'h been. :the bu:t. 

Look,<.n.g out :the W,<.n.dow an. old woman. 
a golden.-hailted g1tanddau.gh.te1t c.ailh . 
"GJtanma- - I'm he.Jte." 
T UJtn,!..n.g , h he h m,<.iu, 
"l-feJte. I/.) a QU.a/t:te.Jt • 
Get a hac.k o 6 c.an.dy, 6wew :to havOJt . 
Run n.ow, qu.ic.kly, 
:ti..mu a WM :ti..n.' 
Get the but, c.Wd, 
Get the be.6t.!' 

by 
Ro zan.n.e Paxman. 
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MOM GAVE ME ANOTHER BATH TOVAY 

I'm .6 hoved in. .te.o.o :than. waJun wa.,teJt; 
Mom .oMd U would have been. wall.meJt 

!6 I had coopvz.a.:ted. 

I .oUd cu, .ohe .ooa.ped my tiny body; 
Mom :told me I wou.ldn.' :t ba.n.g my head 

I 6 I coopvz.a.:ted. 

I .oCJtea.med when. :the :tYU.ck b,i_;t,i_n.g .ohampoo 
en;teJted my eye.o; 

Mom coveJted my mou.:th a.nd .oMd, 
"Coopvz.a.:te ! " 

Bu.:t 1 ca.n':t, a.n.d 1 won.':t, .6 0 
1 .ohan.' :t! 

by 
Ru.by Ol.6 en. 

A cWd ben.d.6 down. 
on han.d.6 a.nd kn.ee.o, 
a.nd wa.,tche.o :the 
.o:tea.dy .ta.boJU..n.g a.n.:t.6 • 
He Jtu.n..6 h,i_,6 6,l.n.geJt 
a.CJL0.6.6 :t hUtt :tJr..ail.., 

wa,,i_:t,6 ' 
wa.:tche.o momen;t;a.JU...ly, 

:then. wa..tk.6 on. :to 6,i_n.d 
0 u.:t O :theJt CuJv<_0.6 ,i_;t,i_e.o , • 

by 
Ru.by Ol.6 en 
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HIS WAY 

I :t ,i_,6 .6 a,,i,d 

:tha.:t a. ba.be 

WWe in the womb 

,i_,6 6illed W-Uh :the 1.>p,i_lU.,;t 06 God1 

Tha.:t he knoW6 a.nd u.n.deA.6-ta.n.d.6 

eveJty:t:Mn.g. 

He ,i_,6 hea.v-i.n.g, u..nbou..n.d, 

And yet, when he ,i_,6 bo~n. 

:the knowledge 

a.n.d u..n.deJL.6:t.a.nd,,lng 

,i_,6 -ta.ken. OJAXL y 

So :tha.:t he ca.n. 0,i_n.d h,i_,6 wa.y Ba.ck-­

Ba.ck :to :the p~e.o en.ce o 6 God. 

Beca.u..6 e he wa.n.:t.6 :to- -

Beca.u..6 e he ,i_,6 ~ven. :to kn.ow 

a.n.d u.n.deA.6-ta.n.d 

Aga,,ln.. 

by 
La.WW. Qu..,i_n.ney 
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RAVIO WAVES 

Rac:li..o I-IX!VU 
Floa;Ung thMugh the. tWL 
and ac/1.0.6.6 blt.oadcMt llta.ti.o n.6 

Vown e.aJt. ca.na.!.6 
Uke. 

Fog along the. bea.ch 
and the. hea.vy .&cent 06 cologne. 

Plea..&,ing 
only tho.&e. who 'll enjoy Lt. 

by 
V..i.a.ne. &vl.ney 

1 HOPE IT RAINS 

1 hope. Lt IUWll> 
1 'U walk ht Lt and get Make.d 

The. da.y .u, 6ille.d wUh e.xqu.-i...M;t:e. be.a.u,ty 
SWtghtg ht 6JWm aU cU.lte.ctlon.& 

1 .6 e.e. wLth new e.yu 
He.alt. wLth c.hUdUke. and ea.lt6 
My he.a.Jt.t .u, 6ille.d wUh joy and wo ndeA• 
My only .&a.dnu.6 come.6 
F,wm k.nowblg what ha.6 be.en lo.&t 
Tu p1t.ecioU6 time. 
Olhlch pa.6~ e.d wnil.e. 1 t«t.6 a.&tee.p 

Bu:t even tki...s .u, rAXU;he.d aJAJa.!J 
by the. JUC.hneM 06 r..ow 

and the. pJt.Oml6e. o 6 tomoM.Ow. 

1 hope Lt ~ ! 

by 
Shelly Wood 

1 he.a.Jt.d the. knock on my 6JWnt doo11. ,ln June. 
1 he.a.Jt.d the. 11.,lng above. ht e.a.JLly May 
1 got the. tetteJL, bu;t 1 couldn't go 
So many thought6 weAe. -ln my hea.d, and oh, 
place.& to be., 0acu 1 long to .&e.e.. 
Bu;t .&tan.ding heAe. ht 6JWnt 06 me. tol'l,,(,ght 
The. Ught6 w.lU. take. me. whe11.e. 1 1-«lnt to be., 
JU6t like. a thoU6and Yl,,(,ght6 be.6011.e., 1 know. 
Someone. .&a-ld to me., "Why do th-l-6 to you? 
Go to the. 1.6landh and ~ofl./:Jet Lt all, 
]U6t .&low Lt down you' 11.e. mov-lng nail. too 6Mt. 
You .&e.e. the. pa.11.ade. bta Lt w.lU. not la.6t, 
My 6.lvi..end, take. my adv-lce.-go .&t,uught, .&ettle.." 
Thank you, my 6JUe.nd 6011. ca..lvi..ng bu;t tonight 
The. Ught6 w.lU. take. me. whe11.e. 1 1-«lnt to be. 
1 ca.n' t e.xpla.,ln bu;t Lt g-lvu me. .&ometh-lng 
G.lve. me. the. Ught6, :thue. p11.e.cioU6 Ught6 , 
Glve. me. my hope., gi ve me. my e.ne11.gy. 

By 
Bob N-U>Mn 
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THE GLASS MANAGERIE 

Ve.coJr.a.Uve. p,i.e.cv., o 6 C11..y1.itat 
11.ock-6; mo:tionl<v.,-6 . 

Co.Ue.c:ting dU6ty tha.ught6 
0 Veil. :the. ye.a.M • 

It t00-6 hl6 wo!Lld to taug h and play at da.y 
To .&bi.um guLt.a.Jr. .6btmg.6 .6we.et and .&o6t, t~ 11.ut 
H..i..6 6e.et ht gll.a..6.6 .60 g11.e.e.n, and bill.dh would .&ing 
Foll. him to da.nce. . 

"How do you 11.ut youJr. .6oul 
While ,ln .6un ' .6 11.ugn 06 light when you know welt 
That rug ht bll.,ing.6 in youJr. own black gJUp o 6 hell? 
1 .6e.e. you hlde. ,ln .6-lte.nt 6e.a11. M pMt 
Will b.lvi..ng w te.a.Jt.. 1 know you do not know 
The. pa1>t, but Lt dou know you welt". 

She went 
To him; :they we11.e. :toge.theA 6011. a while. 
But when .&he. le.6t and da.11.knu.6 came. hl6 wo11.dh 
We11.e. thue.. 

"Who dou oJUng :thl6 gi6t 6JWm wheAe. 
The. 6,lll.e. bUll.n-6 like. ocea.~ wave.& ,ln .&tofl.m. 
Th-w load 06 unknown Wckvw .6btap.& to 
My back like. pa.ck.eJL '.6 .&ack. 

A ma.n w-i,th ha-lll. 
06 .6-ltveJL ca.me., w.Uh .6ilve11. on hl6 chln. 
He. told :the. child who t00-6' 6~ gJWwn wheAe. he. 
Could 6ind _:th..i..6 bUll.de.n ,t,tll.ong :tha.:t he. might 6,i,ght 
It welt; :theAe. We/Le. now :QAJO :thlng.6 he. cUd wa.n:t. 

" 1 want to go to place. unknown, in ca.vu 
On top 06 mou.nta.,ln hlgh 011. whe11.e. w-i,th Mind 
In e.yu , :the. du e.11.:t do u no :t e.nd, :to Mnd 
Th-w thing :tha.:t ha.unt6 me. .60, tha.:t :te.a.M my .6le.e.p 
To .61-i.Jte. ~.6 a.nd 11.a.9.6 • but thu.. 1 know I can 
Not do 16 1 w.lU. ha.ve. he11. by my ,t,ide. , 
To 11.un my 6,lngell.6 thJWugh he11. ha-lll. a.nd we. 
togetheA love. and la.ugh. •1 

And :the.n a.ga,ln 
She. ca.me.; He. me.:t he11. :the11.e. . 

" 1 ta.ug he.d a. :te.a.11. 
You. gave. my e.ye.; you. he.a.11.d :the. he.it :tha.:t 1 
Vid w:te.~ \\ "1 love. you -0.till-.n ,t,he. ,t,a-ld, "you. ne.e.d 
Not took on mountain :top but in youJr. hea.11.t. '' 

by 
811.e.tt Ke.a.11.ne.y 

Pie.cu Oo gla..6-6 .•• blown out 06 pll.OpO¼OYI. 
T 11.a.Yl.l.i pa.11.e.nt .6 :tli.uc:tUll.<v., 11.e. 6,t~e.c:ting one.' .6 

li6e. 611.0m da.y :to da.y. 

By 
Shelly Wood 
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THE EAGLE OF MY SOUL 

The. e.agle. o 6 my Mul 
0lie..o h1gh above. .:the. e.aJLt.h 
Whe.Jte. -6 fue..o Me. blue., 
An.d aJA ,U CJL<,6 p . an.d c.le.an.. 
Ove.Jt ;t.h'e. e.xpan.-6 e. o 6 w.llde.Jtn.e..6-6 
u.nmole..o.te.d by human. han.d6 
F1te.e. .to -60M, 
.to wan.de.Jt w.l:th won.de.Jt, 
w.l6 h,ln.g 601t n.o.th1n.g moJte.. 
CMe. 6 ully cMe..6.6in.g rn<.Lli,.o n.-6 o 6 mole.cule..6 , 
ma,£.n..ta,£.n,ln.g 6lig h.t • 
A.t fue..o 
.:the. u.1tge. .to leap :to .:the. e.aJLt.h 
w.l:th Mo n.-6 o 6 de.a.th 
de..o.tJtoyin.g, de.vouJUng, _line. a-6 p1t~y 
,u -6u.pp1te..o-6e.d by .the. w.lll :to 1te.miUn. aloo.t, 
61te.e., 
co n.:te. n.:t . 
FoJt .the. e.a.Jt.th ,f/2 n.o.t home. 
:to .the. Eagle. o 6 my Mul. 

by 

FINDING 

Van.ce. Bowle.It 

My fue. haJ.i come., I ' m 0incU.ng me 
I'm 6in.cu.ng .tJtu.:th, I ' m 61n.cun.g 61te.e. 
My -6ail doe..o -6oM in. 61te..oh n.e.w aJA, 
Bu.:t an.cho1te.d 0le..oh won' :t le.ave. me. .the.Jte. 

Ce.me.n.:te.d by my 6Me.n.dly 6oe..o, 
Who -6ay .the.y love. .. bu.:t he.a.Jt:t.6 Me. .th0.6e. 
Who envy n.e.w6ou.nd li6h.t. 

Thw Jto.tting wo!tld, a -6:ta.gn.an.:t -6phe.1te. 
They know no.t how, oJt why .the.y' Jte. he.Jte. 
So o:the.M :they de.cuve.. 

I mu..6 :t v., cape. ,th,f/2 wo Jtldl y -6 :ta.t e. . 
H,U pa.th.6 Me -6.tlta,£.gh.t wi:th n.aMowe.d ga.te.. 

The..oe. cha,£.n.-6 I 0e.e.l aMu.nd my 6e.e.:t 
Cu.:t de.e.pe.Jt . .. M I 1te.ach .to me.e.:t 
My ne.w-0ou.n.d love. 06 me. 

My fue. haJ.i come. . I live. .to le.Mn., 
My hu.n.ge.Jt .th1M:t.6, my in.-6lde..o bu.1tn. 
My qu.e..o:t hM n.ow be.gun.. 

My fue. ha-6 come., I'm 01n.cu.n.g me. 
I 'm 61n.cu.n.g .tltu.:th, I'm 61n.cun.g 61te.e.. 

By 
Ch/t,£.,6Uan. WMd FoMy:th 
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HAIKU 

O1tange., CJL<,6p, c.Jtu.nchy 
Eye..oigh.t ,£.mp1tove.d u.n.dvig1tou.n.d 
CaMo :t.6 nu.dg e. b1town e.aJt:th . 

by 
Conn,£.e An.de.Mon 

Fe.M No:t 

How could U chan.ce 
.:tha.t :th,f/2 mo me.n.:t, 

Th,</2 bMe.6, 6le.mn.g mome.n..t in. fue. 
Could be. my fue. , my only fue. 

To Be. 
Fo1t de.e.p wi:th1n. and 6Mm beyond me. 
Wh,f/2pe.M :the. -6mail, -6Ue.n.:t, 

P e.Jt 6 e.c.:t P aJt:t o 6 me. 
Who kn.oW.6 :the. .tJtu.:th o 6 ;th,</2 My Mome.n..t 

wh1c.h I c.aU Now 
I:t ha-6 be.e.n be.601te. 

an.d w.lll be. aga,£.n. 
oOJt ne.,£.,the.Jt Wa-6 my be.gln.n,ln.g 

noJt .6 hall be. my e.n.d 
An.d -6 o .:th e.n., -6 u.Jte.ly, 

Now mu..6.t be. exe.Jtn.al 
M mu..6:t I 

By 
ShMo n. Gale. 

O6.te.n. I no:te. .:tha.t whe.n 1 le.a-6:t e.xpe.c.:t, 

I _me.:t a man, on.e. p1taye.Jt6ul n,lght 
H.u n.ame. wa-6 aU 1 kn.e.w . 
WU~ -6 e.Mch1ng he.a.Jt:t, I ca}[,Me.d on 
Un..td my pJtaye.Jt Wa-6 .th/tough. 

I Mke.d 601t .6.tlten.g.th; he. gave. me. pa,£.n 
Tha.t -6.tltonge.Jt 1 would be.. ' 
He. .told 06 le..o-6on.-6 I would le.Mn 
1 n -6 e.aJl.c.h,£.ng .to be. 61te.e.. 

Fo1t once. 1 lived a-6 you. do now 
Ea.ch pa,£.n6ul pa.th I walke.d. , 
Upon. my kne.e..o, a-6 you. Me. n.ow, 
My Fa.the.It and 1 :talked. 

"The. b~e.Jt cup Oo WM.ch I dtta.nk, Wa-6 
Swe.a.t .th/tough bloody poJte..o 
And aU 06 ,th,f/2 1 did oOJt you. 
To make. my fungdom yoU/t.6. " ' 

I . 6e.U my he.M:t, my ,n,{__nd, my .60ul 
.thltu..6.t onwMd 60Jt. h,</2 love.. 
To u.n.de.M :ta.nd h,</2 loving powe.Jt, 
To know 6Mm up above.. 

Th,</2 inwMd bu.1tn e.mb1tace.d my He.M:t, 
My -6ee.d . . . A T1te.e. be.came., 
"I' U .tJty on.ce. mo1te., My Lo1td My God 
And live. and love. You.It Name..:, 

By 
Ch/t,£.,6 Uan. WMd FoM y:th 

TANKA 

Gay, bMgh.t -6u.mme.1t -6u.n. 
Ma.ke..o my he.aJt:t bu.1tn like. 6,(.Jte. 
Bu.Jtn.-6 my .60ul oJtom lie. 
PUite. c.le.an.-6in.g o 6 gMce. ' -6 love. 
Le.ave..o only -6 e.Jte.n,£.;ty. 

By 
Con.Me An.de.Mon. I oe.e.l .the. dou.b.t .tha.t come..6 whe.n I Im U.n.-6 u.Jte. . 

Some. 6olk.6 1 know -6 e.e.m cleM o 6 pa.th.6 , an.d ye.:t 
Compa1te.d :to daMng ,n,{__nd6 , my -60ul -6e.e.m6 pooJt. 
Ou.:t.6ide. my.6 e.l0 I th1nk I look -60 b1tave.; 
So -6:ta.u.n.ch and -6 u.Jte.. I :te.U my.6 e.l0, "The.y 'U Mnd 
Ou.:t who 1 am and le.ave.. " 1 .tJty and -6ave. 
My 6aul:t.6 :to YJu.:t away. Bu.:t in my ,n,{__n.d 
I 6e.M :tha.t Mme. d.a.y aU w.lll -6how. I :th1nk, 
1 mu..6:t have. .to-to o0 good :to -6hMe., bu.:t ,6;,t,£.U 
My 6e.aM 06 we.akn.e..o-6 mabe. my -6~ -61nk. 
The..oe. :thou.gh:t.6 06 dou.b:t.6 pe.M,f/2.t an.d la-6.t u.n.til 
Tha.t qu.,£.e.:t voice. in.-6A..de me. <Ai,h,f/2 pe.M .tJtu.e., 
"You.'U be. aU Mgh.t. The. Lo1td ha-6 0adh in you.." 

By 
Ro zan.n.e. Paxman 
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PEOPLE 

Pe.ople. Me. wwd c.tte.a.t.wtu ! Tha;t may .60und Uke. a blunt and 
.60mewha;t dVtogatM.y .6.ta.te.me.n.t, bu:t U -<.I.> .the. btu:th. 

Having had a numb Vt a 6 yea.Jl.,6 ' e.xpwe.nc.e. wo1tklng wLth .the. 
public., 1 have. c.ome. ~a .the. c.onc.lMion .tha~ .the. c.tte.~on.6 .that God 
Almighty pu:t upon .thl-6 e.M.th and c.aUe.d hl-6 o66-.6pJU.ng Me. .to.tal­
ly impoMible. .to unde.M.tand, 6.£gu.1te. ou:t, 01t 1te.la.te. .to. The. only 
.thing p1te.dic..table. about .the.m -<.I.> .that .the.y Me. c.omple..tely u.n­
p1te.dic..table.. 1 w.il..t pJtove. .thl-6 point w,Uh ;.,ome. e.xamplu a 6 
what we. c.aU "human na.tu.Jte. . " 

Man, 61tom .the. be.ginning 06 time., ha.6 alway;., be.e.n ab.6e.n.t­
mlnde.d. Man ha.6 gMwn u.p J..aying "yu/' whe.n he. 1te.ally me.an.6 
"no" and "no " whe.n he. 1te.ally me.an.6 "yu . " Take. 6 oJt e.xample. .the. 
co.le. 06 Adam' and .the. apple.; "no, Lo1td, 1 w.il..t not pM.take_; ~' and 
.the.n, p1tu.to ! • . • apple. pie.! Af'!-d U ~ n' .t _.6.to ppe.~ .the.A.?... 
Pe.ople. Me. w<UJtd c.Jte.a.tu.JtU, .6pe.nding FfU;da.Y ru.gh.t.6 wUh .th~ gang, 
d!tinklng be.Vt, .th/towing up, doing all klnd.6 06 abnoJtmal .thing.6 
.the.y would ne.ve.Jt be. caught de.ad doing at a J..obe.Jt mome.n.t, and 
.the.n c.on.6u.mlng moJte. o0 .the. ale.oho-Uc. be.ve.Jtage.. _Satu.1tda.y moJtn­
ing.6 Me. ;.,pe.n.t in bed with a .6e.vVte. he.ada.c.he. while. .the.y .te.U 
about .the. 6abuloM time. .the.y had .the. night be.001te., al.though .they 
c.anno.t 1te.me.mbe.1t any.thing about U. 

Wome.n Me. w.le.Jtd c.tte.a.tu.Jtu, .6pe.nding .th!te.e. hoWL6 and 60/t.ty-
6.lve. mlnu:tu in a ba.th!toom pou.Jtlng all klnd.6 06 gobbe.Uy-goop on 
.the.m.6elvu, btying .to impJtU.6 .6ome. guy _.the.y h~dl~ k.now • . 

People. Me wwd c.tte.atu.Jtu, .6pe.nding a Uoe..t<.me. .tJty,<.ng .to 
b u.ild a 1te.pu:ta.tlo n .the.y c.an lo.6 e. ~n .tw~ mlnutu . Yu ,. pe.o ple. 
Me wwd c.tte.atultU; one. c.anno.t Uve. with .them, bu:t U6e. would 
be. aw 6 u.lly bo!tlng w.l.tho ut .them. 

By 
Steve. Jolley 
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Oh, onc.e. .the.Jte. Wa.6 a homely giltl 
A giltl named Ethel Pu.mp 
Whom all .the. 0olk.6 would .te.a.6e. and .taun:t. 
And c.aU an ugly lump. 

We.U Ethel qtc.ew .to be. e.ighte.e.n 
An .tolt.tu.Jte.d we.U Wa.6 .6 he. 
Fote. all .the. 6olk.6 had c.lo.6e.d .thw e.yu 
To c.hange. .the.y wouldn ' .t .6 e.e.. 

A wandVtlng p!tlnc.e. c.ame. in.to .town 
M hand6ome. a.6 c.ould be. 
A .6inging, loving, 0igh:tlng man 
Eac.h giltl c.Jtle.d, "Ple.a.6e. c.hoMe. me.." 

A ball Wa.6 otc.de.1te.d note. .the. p!tlnc.e. 
A gtc.and and glotc.ioU.6 night 
So e.ac.h giltl c.ould be. .6e.e.n by him 
To avoid a .tV!.Jtlble. night. 

The. giltl.6 all da.nc.e.d wLth him one. by one. 
And .6mile.d u.p in hl-6 e.yu 
Eac.h hoping .6he.'d be. c.hMe.n by him 
To be. hl-6 one. .ttc.ue. b!tlde.. 

The. p!tlnc.e. yawne.d .to hl-6 ;., e.Jtvan.t S e..th 
"Oh, won't you. help me. ple.a.6e. 
The1.> e. giltl.6 Me bolting me. .to de.a.th 
The.ytc.e. dull M .the.y c.an be.,'' 

The. Se.Jtvan.t Se.th tc.an .to .the. man 
Who'd planned .thl-6 ball wLth c.atc.e. 
"You.' ve. got .to Mnd .6ome. be..:lt.e.Jt gitc.l-6 
0'1. he. ' U le.ave., .to M nd motc.e. 6aitc.. " 
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The. man in c.ha!tge. c.Jtle.d ou:t .60 loud 
"Whate.ve.Jt w.il..t we. do, 
The. only gitc.l .that';., le.6.t in .town 
1-0 homely M you.. " 

"We.U/ge..t hVt anlJWay1 "Se.th .6aid, 
"We.' ve. got .to bty .tlil6 qu.lc.k.1 ' ' 

The.y tc.Mhe.d .to b!tlng pootc. Ethel .thVte. 
Hope.d .6he.~ not mak.e. him ;.,ic.k.. 

Ethel Wa.6 btc.ough.t be.0otc.e. .the. ptc.inc.e. 
She. , c.Wl..t6ie.d and he. bowe.d 
He. Wa.6 -00 glad :to .6e.e. heJr.. :theJr..e. 
That he. .6houte.d ou:t loud. 

"Ah, what a gitc.l, a c.ha!tmlng .thing 
WhVte. '-0 -0he. be.e.n all my U6e.l 
Go .te.U 6athe.tc.1 klng o 6 .thl-6 land1 
1 've. 6ound my lovely wi6e.." 

The. people. mMe.d and 06.t wondeJr..e.d 
What happe.ne.d .to .that gitc.l -
To mak.e. .the. ptc.inc.e. .to love. he.tc. .60 
And dltape. he1t ne.c.k. with pe.atc.l. 

Bu:t Ethel k.new .the. J..e.c.tte..t we.U 
The. -0 e.c.tte..t ptc.inc.e. did Mnd 
You.' ve. ill he.Md .that old .6aying :told 
Tha.:t oote.n Love. -<.I.> Blind! 

By 
Rozanne. Paxman 



I am 
on a 
:top 

Spinn,lng, Wh.i.JiUng , Twvrling 
My 6 e.e.t Me. -lmpfu.nte.d 

on- .the. out:vr.. c.Oll.e. 
I le.an 6MJJJM.d 

:to k.e.e.p 
my ba.ta.nc.e. 

My aJun6 
-6 p1te.ad wlde. 

NG WH 
TI Iz 

rs Zr 
-,!JJ NG 

Obje.ctl.i 6l!J pa.6t me. 
I am a bluJt a-6 I wh-utt 

I 6e.e.l .the. 1tU6h o 6 MIL on my 6ac.e. . 
It ple.Me.-6 me. • •• The. top wobble.-6 

1 th/tow out: my M.m-6 to c.a.tc.h my ba.ta.nc.e. 
and gMbbing .the. top, I hang on 

tighfty •• • My ~gV!..-6 tuJtn 
11.e.d, .the.n wllie. 

I c.la-6 p • •• gtupp,i_ng , c.Ungi ng 
The. top .6low.6. My MngV!..-6 

11.e.fux M my body hu.g-6 
.the. :top • • • My hand.6 
let go . • • my aJun6 

and 6e.e.t hang 
fuply. 

The.y 
VRA 

G 
on .the. g1tou.nd 

The.n 1 Ue. at 1te..6t 
.6till c.Ultle.d about: my :top 

My he.ad M .6uli .6 p,i_nn,lng ab out: in.6ide. 
Slowly 

Slowvr.. 
SUghfty 
Ste.ad!} 

Shl6ting 
Stopping.. . I .6le.e.p. 
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By 
Conn,le. Be.th AndV!...6on 

Cla.6.6ic.ai Gu.LtaJr. 

Uote.n,lng I he.AA. the. .6ou.nd 06 M6tne..6.6 
Mtu.d .6wlJtl.6 o 6 happ,i_ne.-6-6 
e_n:(11),lne.d in .6adde.ne.d MMow 
Jte.ac.hing inwM.d 6 olt an a.n.6wvr.. 

In love. youJt e.ye.-6 hold my ga.ze. 
youJt M6;t. ;t.ou.c.h .6e.ttie..6 on my .6hou.ldvr.. 
M wM.mth pa-6-6 e.-6 be.:twe.e.n 

Ttupp,i_ng Ughfty ;t.ou.c.hlng M6ti..y 
ouJt 6e.e.t 6Uftvr.. to a.nd 011.0 
;t.he. path M pa.ve.d wlth pMie.-6 

MUSIC 

So .6ooiling ;t.o .the. Mui 
Fe.e.Ung-6 06 bung 61te.e., 

6loa.ting e.6 6oltti..e..6.6ly .thJtou.gh c.lou.d.6 
1 e.M e. bac.k. into 1te.aUty. 
Though my mood M c.hange.d 
My UJtc.u.m.6;t.a.nc.e..6 M.e. .the. .6ame. 
MU6ic. M .6ooiling 
But: only te.mpolt..aJr.ily 
So .6u.pvr..6iua.l 
But: he.al-thy. 

By 
Ja.c.e. HM.dy 

Ve.tvun,foa.tio n .6;f./to ng a.nd -6 uJte. 
e.lu.de.-6 to ca.tung but: oOJt ;t.hat tha.:& tught 
61tom -6:ta.Jt.;t to 6inMh btu.ld-i..ng block. 6ou.nda.:tlon.6 
c.on;t.Jtol a.nd ba.ta.nc.e. 
.the. UJtc.le. we.U•JtOu.nde.d 
c.aile.d m!J-6 e.l6 
11.e.pe.at.6 a.nd 1te.M.6 uJte.-6 
be.6011.e. Jte..6wn.lng p1tog1te..6.6 

By 
We..6;t. Mc.Ca.lUe. 

WRITING TO MUSIC 

I a.lmo.6t e.nvy you. 
though not k.nowlng you. 

:to e.xplte.-6-6 yoWt thought& and a.nnou.nc.e. 
youJt love. .60 61te.e.ly. 

Soot, ge.ntiy•.6pok.e.n WOJtd.6 Ue. de.e.p 
wUhln my.6 el 6 • 

YouJt .6hatung wlth me. ha-6 Ughte.ne.d my .though.ti., 
.6 .:tU.l U.n-6 po k.e.n . 

YouJt .6ong e.nc.hanu me. . 
r .6U, 6Mc.ina.te.d at youJt W.e.nt, 
wanting :to .6hM.e. my.6e.l6 

in .6ong. • . 

by 
Cla.wua. CM:tf.e.:ton 
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Valeri Hughes 

A Time for Love 

Seasons come and Seasons 
go . 

Beautiful memories from Seasons 
ago, 

Fill our hearts with song and 
rhyme, 

With time for love, we love for 
time. 

Seasons were and Seasons 
are . 

Love wi U carry the Seasons 
far, 

Through childhood days and grownup 
years, 

Our love has survived through 
laughter and tears . 

Seasons then and Seasons 
now. 

Thoughts of Seasons our minds 
wiU aUow, 

A fraction of time we hold in 
our hand, 

To let our hearts swe U and our 
memories expand. 

Seasons present, Seasons 
past . 

The love that we cherish will 
forever last. 

Our thoughts bind together as 
we think of 

The Seasons that provide a time 
for love . 

by Valeri Hughes 
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