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HEN IS T UPO Y 

OU TAIN TOP 

Vfuen I sat upon my mountain top 
and felt the sun and breezes warm, 

I remembered the time that I'd 
brought you here, 

Here to this special hill. 

You were the first to sit on my hill, 
to gaze upon my mountain with me. 

So today my thoughts returned to you, 
as they often do. 

The green grasses gently lifted my hair 
from my shoulders. 

My soul lifted to the blue above me, 
surrounding me with an aura of gentle light. 

I came here to my mountain top, 
surrounded by the sun, sky and grasses green. 

I came here because I wanted to be closer 
to you. 

Here on this special hill; 
here with my feelings true· and my soul 

Free and lilting - I knew that I needn't 
be here to be close to you. 

For whenever thoughts of you inhabit my 
being wherever I be, 

I'm light and free and sailing, 
but you were the first to sit on my hill, 

To gaze upon my mountain with me. 

Anne Marie Gregory 





THE ELE ENTS 

Alone, she stands upon the winter beach. Far off, the 

icy sea breaks itself upon the shore to flow smoothly back 

in reunion. Above, the cries of the circling gulls punctuate 

the incessant roar of the crashing sea. The mournfullness of 

their cries bring her inward loneliness to surface. They take 

no notice of her presence. 

Beside her, there is no one; within arms reach, there is 

no one. A solemn aura abounds from her; it holds her in a 

kneeling position. The sand, among its unforeseen purposes, 

absorbs and disquises her fallen tears. 

She feels a breeze on her wetted cheeks; she struggles to 

a dune, which the wind has beckoned her to. The wind means 

peace - the wind means comfort as she stands, arms outstretched 

into it. 

Her tears dried, the wind sweeps the loneliness from her, 

and replaces within her solace and unyielding serenity. She 

embraces the wind. 

Cynthia Glinick 



S D FTER 

Wet muggy mist. 
Mist like beads of sweat fall on my face. 
Dark fluttering dots fly across the sky. 
Brown leaves, signifying the death of summer, are glued to 

every inch of the earth. 
A squirrel tiredly stares at me. 
Trees give up their leaves to color the dark ground below them. 
People try to clean the mess nature has left them with. 
Smoke trails out of my mouth with no help from a cigarette. 
Cars signify busy people. 
Tires try to grasp the road for an impatient human. 
Lights try to stop the darkness that will come anyway@ 

Bored truck drivers control iron monsters. 
Only bright colors shine through the blanket of grey. 
A truck hisses and roars even though it is motionless at a light. 
A stream of standing cars and trucks wait for a·mechanical light, 

to say, uYou may go on your way~~u 
White houses look dirty through the greyness. 
A large wet looking tree with tired arms asks if it may rest. 

A~ this time, everyone is leaving. 
Work is done; people go on their way. 
Three superfluous people sit on the steps of their sad house 

and gossip~~ 
A small uncaring boy startles me on his bicycle 
When the metal monsters roar by there is a straight smell~~ 
A jeweler's store shines out; diamonds, rubys, and gold glitter 

under the phony light. 
Materialistic dreams sit behind a wall of glass. 
A movie theater rots next door. 
Happy smiling animals sit in a window waiting for children to 

fantasize with them. 
A bar where you can sit and forget stands attached. 
The smell of burned out wood fills my nostrils. 
Decay fills this building that at one time held importance. 
Clothes cover a window, but inside it 0 s bare. 
Alleyways let me see behind the noisy busy streets; they let 

me see peace and green. 
A wrinkled old face walks out of here, mumbling foreign words. 
He speaks not understanding. 
His hands are centuries old; his whiskers protrude like pins. 
His pants too long, stack up around his feet. 
A shiver of fright runs through me; I leave. 

At Newberry's people can buy ••• 
Lights and cheap tinsle enhance the window. 
People look at things they can buy and a flicker of light glows 

inside. 



A silver headed man, feeling very important, looks and unlocks 
the door for people, 

People on the street look as if the weather has come inside them. 
A man scares me, 
He asks, uno you know if Pat lives in that brick building?" 

"No ..... Are you sure?" "Yes, I do not know," 
Running through my mind is doubt, 
The man wears a navy cap and has a large scab across his nose, 
He walks away e~ 
As I leave the town, buses and trucks and cars go on, 
Bicycles wiggle by, 

Night is coming down quickly, the wettness is going through me, 
Lights are everywhere, 
Curious looks fall upon me as I sit here writing, 
A tired man walks by holding a newspaper, 
He is going home to find out what happened today, 
A small boy kicks a can along the street, 
Boys have done this since the invention of the can, 
He takes his feelings out on an empty tin can, 
A chill goes through me, 
My feet feel as wet as the ground. 
The tips of my ears are cold. 
r~ pants are wet from sitting on this cement garden. 
I start home pounding paper leaves into my soles. 
And then the school rings out a beauty only chimes can give. 
It is six o'clock. 

Pamela Palmedo 



THE WI D CAllS TO ME 

The wind calls to me, 
telling me of 
things he has seen, places 
he has been. 

My spirit aches to join him, 
to fly with him, to 
see the world pass before my 
eyes like some marvelous carnival. 

The wind calls to me. 
My spirit aches to join him, 
but my heart wishes not to be a rover. 

Deborah Upshur 

YOUR SONG OR MY SONG? 

Is it yours for having chosen it 
Or mine since you have given it to me? 
It really matters not, you know, 
Because we are just one. 
And it is ours my love, 
For each time it is heard by one, 
It brings thoughts of the other. 

Anonymous 



? 

When I am with you I know not how to feel. 
Were I to follow my heart would I be totally 
Neglecting your wishes? 
Shall I sit myself back and become someone else for a time 
If I even could, pretending that nothing really matters, 
That I shouldn't even care, when really my heart says no? 
Couldn't I just be me? 
And if I like you, or even love you, 
May I not keep it and not hide it? 
Are you afraid of something that might be good, 
Might be love? 
I just want to be me, able to love if I do. 
Mayn •t I? 

Anne Marie Gregory 



H T SCRETS I THE R Gl G SE ? 

The massive hull of the sailing vessel, Corinthian, lies 
wasted ·upon the shore. She hasn't sailed in over one hundred 
and fifty years; her only inhabitants are the barnacles claim
ing the stern, which has remained submerged in the water. 

Once she was a great merchant vessel sent by King Ferdinand 
VII of Spain, in 1820, on a mission to the Spanish colonies in 
America. Once she was hope to the people of a small coastal 
village, who spent many years building her. Now, she is only 
forgotten history. 

What remains of her lies in waiting upon a shore that has 
not seen human life, save for that fatal night when crippled, 
she crashed upon the beach. 

The captain stood proudly upon the bridge, his helmsmen 
to his left, his seamen below him, working relentlessly at the 
unfathomable job of keeping the ship in shape. 

The captain stood twelve hands high in his stocking feet. 
His face was full and his graying beard grew from outstanding 
cheek bones. His eyes were deeper and bluer than the waters he 
sailed and his hands were softly calloused. He was a gentle man, 
and yet, like the sea, he was capable of icy fury and like the 
storm winds, his anger howled in the rigging. When his temper 
was brought short he was quick with his tongue and no man dared 
be quicker$ He was a man with purpose, for the sea was his life, 
and his men knew this, for the sea was theirs as well. They did 
not understand him, they only admired his broad stance and re
spected his fine judgement. 
"Mrc; Brandish! Belay that there!" 
uAye captain: She's holdin' fast!" 

They had been at sea three days and a fortnight. The wind 
blew forcebly from the east, driving the hull through the rolling 
swells. The stays slatted against the mainsail as the ship's 
clock chimed fivee The captain looked to the sun and the sails, 
gave a few last orders and retired below where he would take his 
tea, He always took his tea at five; it was routine, He had 
matters well in hand these twenty years as an officer; he did not 
want to disrupt its equilibrium. 

His stateroom was fairly large with a maple wood desk against 
the starboard bulk-heading, Above the desk, a sea lantern swung 
rhythmically with the yawing of the ship. Curtains were drawn 
closed over his sleeping quarters and his bed clothes hung life
lessly from a hook next to it. He sat down in a high backed 
chair made of wainscot and wicker, From his desk drawer he took 
the ship's log and from an Indian inkhorn, a quill. A knock came 
from the door. The muffled voice of the ship's cook followed. 



"Your tea, captain. •• The cook always brought the captain his 
tea personally, for this was the only time out of a day that 
he was able to see him. 

"Yes, come in," the captain responded. The cook entered 
smiling happily. "Captain! How's the weather? I haven't 
had a chance to get above." nshe's been good as of lately. 
Not a wet breeze has blown across our decks." 

The cook set the tea in front of him and watched with 
delight as the captain remarked, "Jacques, you make a devastat
ing cup of tea!" The captain realized Jacques was a simple 
man, and so every evening at five he would say this because 
it pleased him because cooking was his entire life. 

As the cook left the stateroom, the voice of the captain's 
first officer could be heard from the deck above. The captain 
had faith and trust in Mr. Brandish, and he knew he was an 
able seaman with good judgement and courage. 

Mr. Brandish always strolled with his hands behind him 
once he assumed command. As he strolled, he hummed and only 
stopped when he reached the fore deck, where he would place 
his hands on the railing and watch the water below, reminded 
him nothing of how Amanda's baking smelled on a clear spring 
day. Her face seemed to appear in the churning water, but 
was broken by the clang of the dinner bell and the fierce cry 
of the cook"s apprentice. Mr. Brandish thought of the captain 
meticulously eating his dinner, making calculations and dis
cussing cross winds with his chief helmsman, who always joined 
him for dinner and brandy. Mr. Brandish decided he would not 
take dinner tonight. 

The steady wind seemed to have picked up and grown cold
er and wetter. Mr. Brandish pulled his waist coat closed and 
buried his hands in his pockets. The sky darkened over with 
the absence of the sun and black, threatening clouds replaced 
it. The sea roared, building higher against the horizon. 

~x. Brandish started at the captain's abrupt appearance 
behind him. The captain spoke deliberately, and at once Mr. 
Brandish realized that the wind had grown so strong that he 
had to speak above it in order to be heard. 
"You startled me, sir." 
"It's grown quite angry! Have you battened down the mizzen?" 
"No sir, not yet. It came up all so suddenly ... 
"Well, I suggest we do. Judging from those clouds and that 
sea it's going to be a rough one! You there! Sailor! Trim 

in the fore and aft. jibs:" 
Men ran to and fro upon the decks, like mice scattering 

to their holes, readying the ship for weather. The fore gaff
topsail was lowered and mainsail, reefed. The stays slapped 
against the rigging as the wind caught the vessel broad side 
and poured the ever mounting seas upon the decks. Heavy, 
bullet-like rain fell, not flattening the sea but adding to 
its choppiness. The captain yelled to Mr. Brandish. "Fetch 
me my weather jacket!" IVIr. Brandish, happy to be below, out 
of the weather, got the captain's gear and returned with one 



for himself and one for the helmsman as well. 
He remarked to the captain as he slipped into his jacket, 

"Captain! I've never seen anything like this! It all happened 
so quickly! Have you ever run across a storm of such intensity? .. 

At that moment, the ship pitched and they were both thrown 
to the deck. The captain, seemingly calm, yet shook, said, 
"Nir. Brandish, no I haven't, but this is no time to reminisce, 
as you can well see! The ship and its passengers safety is 
of concern now!n 

A man came running clumsily from the after deck yelling, 
"Captain! Captain! The starboard bulk-heading is taking 
water!" And another man from the port fore deck yelling, 
"Captain! I can't hold her! I just Can't hold Her!" 

The captain's head was on a swivel. No sooner had he 
given one command, but another crisis arised, and he-had 
lost more men and the ship was taking on more water. The 
captain tried his best at not seeming frantic, but the situ
ation was overpowering. "Helmsman! Go below and help with 
the bulk-heading! Brandish! Go aft and take in the sails!" 

The captain went forward, groping for the railing anel 
lerching on the slippery decks, when a great wave broke him 
and seven men from the ship over-board. Their cries, if any, 
were smothered by the leaden sea. A sailor cried hysterically, 
"1Y1r. Brandish! The captain ••• he • s gone sir! He's gone over-
board! .. · 

The piercing; thunderous crack of the mizzen mast and 
main mast hurling to the deck frightened IVIr. Brandish into 
shock. He looked above him at a mountainous wall of water 
descending upon the ship, and all at once he thought of his 
childhood and how he stole flowers from the neighbor's garden 
for Amanda and her beautiful, beautiful face ••• 

Cynthia Glinick 
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OMEGA 

The vast confusion of having to choose 

two infinities or to ponder over the ageless 

battle of continuity. As tears and sweat seep 

down the minute crevasses found only in the 

pits of hell, the anguish and anxiety plainly 

reveals the scream of loneliness. This yearning 

pierces the virgin lobes ever so fearful that one, 

unprepared for diversion, can forever fall into 

the devil's rage. To be trapped inside a transparent 

bubble of glass, to neither touch nor be. touched 

by any meager soul. Sit spellbound and watch 

those around you laugh and love, for this is sorrows 

eternal punishment, sorrow which lurks within any 

open crevass ••• any broken heart. 

. Irene Young 
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CATERPillARS 

nr see caterpillars stretching and worming their way towards me. 0S 

"Caterpillars, Theresa&?" 
"Look at my body~~~ It's a cocoon! They are coming closer, sir~~~ They want to come inside of me!" 

"Caterpillars?" 
uyes, the caterpillars are squirming up my body. I"m scared. There -are too many of ·them •• , 

"But why do they want to get inside of you"?" 
"Because they love me, of course. That must be the reason. They want me to fly away. Tomorrow is spring, you know. They are going to transform into butterflies in my stomach. They want me to fly away!" · 

uButterflies are beautiful creatures, Theresa.u 
UThey aree But I don't like airplanes. People will try to catch me for their collections with their butterfly nets and spray me with their alcohol~~~ I don't like people. I don't want to die yet; sir. Look what they've done! They've come into me! Oh why do you make me speak? Now they have entered through my mouth. Is it tomorrow yet? .. 

"Why don't you like people·?u 
uBecause they kill nature. .Mommy won't take me to the beach anymore. She says that the water is dirty and the sand is dying.u 

"But your mother is dead, Theresa~ That's why she 
doesn't come and take you to the beach." 

••Mommy takes me to the swimming pool insteads u 

nBut your mother is dead!" 
"I know. That's why the caterpillars came inside of me~e• so I can fly up to mommy in heaven, Jackie told me there is a beach of clouds there- that's why we see different cloud formationsthose are the waves tossihg in the sky.. Is it tomorrow yet·t" 

"No, not yet. u. 

••Good. I want to get an early start. I've got a long way to go to heaven, sir." · 
nYou can't fly there Theresa! Even a butterfly 
wouldn't be able to make the flight!u 

"Maybe. But I will be no ordinary butterfly, If I were I wouldn't be sitting here right now; I'd be peering in the window at us. I will be a big butterfly, A big white butterfly with red dots and patterns. They•re my favorite." 
'*Have you had your dinner yet"?" 

''Yes. Jackie brought it to my room earlier. I think I would like some leaves now. The butterflies are fluttering in my stomach." 
"But I have no leaves." 



~~Remember the last time I tried to visit mommy? It is :funny. 
But I thought if I stood on my head on the rooftop I would :fall 
up.n 

"I was quite angry with you Theresa." 
"I think I would like to go to my room now. I have to 

prepare :for my journey. Good-night sir ... 
"Don't :forget to come and see me tomorrow, Theresa. 
You forgot to yesterday. •• 

"I know. I was too busy catching caterpillars ... 
Theresa walks down the empty corridor surrounded by strange men 
in shining armour. She enters her room. 

"It is time for me to visit mommy. She never wanted to leave 
me, teddy bear. Doctor Angelou, sir, I will be back tomorrow ••• 
if I don't like mommy's heaven." 

Irene Young 





HERE? 

I wonder where I am? 
Trapped beneath a mountain 
Trembling and clawing at the dust surrounding me. 

Should I lose complete hope of ever emerging? 
Is there a door leading to a window? 
Will it ever open? 

I ever to help myself? 
Or have I lost already? 

T I Y B 

In a tiny box, inside my head, 
I hold within 

Images I recall of yesterday 
For tomorrow. 

Anne Marie Gregory 

In a hope chest, inside my heart, 
I hold within 

Bits of dreams I have held in sleep 
For tomorrow. 

Inside my soul, I hold the child, 
Hold the woman, 

Dreaming of tomorrow in dreams of yesterday 
Living for today. 

Deborah Upshur 



THE GREATER ALLENTOWN FAIR 

The air was filled with excitement. Small children 
were scurrying everywhere to get their work done. Pictures 
of ferriswheels and merry-go-rounds were to be found on 
every window and bulletin board in preparation for the big 
day. We were all so wound up, that to an onlookerf it must 
have seemed as though we were crazy. 

We were released at noon, set free to encounter the 
wonders of the Greater Allentown Fair. As everyone ran here 
a~d there, I stopped to talk to Ellen. She was my best friend 
and we were going to the fair together. Our parents finally 
agreed to let us go alone for the first time. We were both 
thrilled at the thought of being on our own • 

.. Hurry up," I shouted to Ellen. "We don't want to waste 
any time.n 

"Okay, I'll meet you at 1:00 in front of Bear Hospital. 
See you then." 

With that, Ellen and I went on our separate ways, After 
a rushed lunch, we were back together again and on our way, 
It was only a short walk, about four blocks, but it seemed to 
last for miles, When we were about a block away, the air was 
filled with the aroma of popcorn, cotton candy, and caramel 
corn. The noise was so powerful that it felt as if my ear
drums were bursting. 

When we finally passed through the golden gates, every
thing appeared as though it was not real. It felt as though 
we were in our own little world about to experience something 
wonderful. 

Ellen and I wandered around for awhile, stopping to stare 
at the freaks being displayed at the various sideshows. We 
stopped here and there to grab bites to eat, but we didn't 
linger too long at any one spot as there was still much to see 
and do. 

We saw just about everything that day, but we were still 
saving the best part for last. These were the rides, the big 
whirling wheels from which sirens were blaring. There were 
gigantic swings, ferriswheels, scramblers, and a wild mouse. 
In fact, there was such a variety of rides to go on that we 
couldn't decide which one to go on first~ As we walked down 
the midway, I spotted an intriguing ride ich I had never 
seen before. It consisted of eight bars protruding from.the 
center of the ride, which looked as though they were tenicles~ 
with two carts at the end of each one. It looked as though it 
was a huge monster, just waiting to take me in its arms and 
devour my body. As we got closer, I noticed that the ride was 
appropriately named, "The Octopus." 



Ellen was enthralled by the hideous looking contrap
tion and tried desperately to get me to go on it with her. 

"Come on, gee, what do you think it will do to you? 
It won't bite, that's ·for sure." 

Ellen kept on begging me, until I finally agreed to 
go with her. I was petrified as I was strapped into the 
box and the attendant spun us around before the ride started. 
We were the only two on the ride, however, almost as soon as 
the ride had started, it stopped again to let two more girls 
on for the thrill. 

As the monster started up again, I could hear the wind 
rushing past my ears, as if the machine were alive and beck
oning me to yield to its power. My mind started drifting, 
as if I were losing my consciousness, and indeed losing my 
will and becoming a part of this beastly machine. My body 
moved along with it and felt every bump and turn that it 
made. Scenes flashed through my mind of the fun that I had 
had so far. The sounds were much more distinct now and the 
sirens were louder than ever. It was all so much like a 
dream. 

All at once I was on a swing at the school playground. 
As I went higher and higher, the farther away from reality 
I became. And the farther away I became, the more I liked 
it. Suddenly the swing gave a jolt, and I knew that I would 
begin to come down again. As the swing moved back and forth 
it began to bump the ground slightly, and increased with 
every motion of the swing. As I jumped off, a warm shower 
of rain hit my face. It was all very beautiful and I never 
wanted it to end. 

I slowly began to regain my consciousness, and was con
fused to find that I wasn't on the ride at all, but sitting 
next to it with a large crowd of people hovering over Ellen 
and I. What was I doing here? It seemed like only seconds 
ago I was in the midst of having all of my dreams fulfilled 
and now they were being shot to pieces. 

It was not until I saw the ambulance pull up beside of 
us that I realized what I had heard was not the sirens scream
ing from the fair rides, but actually the real thing. I 
looked over at "The Octopus" only to find our cart dangling 
from one of it's treacherous claws. 

As we were carefully loaded into the ambulance, my mind 
started to piece together what had happened. My body felt as 
though it had been beaten, and again, I felt the warm shower 
as it hit my skin. All that my mind could record was the 
clangor of the sirens wailing over and over again in my brain. 
Then suddenly I became alarmed. Where was Ellen? Had she 
left me alone or was she seriously injured and rushed to the 
hospital before me? There were so many questions left unan
swered and I didn't know if they would or could ever be 
answered. 

I met Ellen in the waiting room of the hospital. She 
had been badly bruised and her eyes looked as though they were 
in the midst of a pillow of clouds. This, I found out later, 



was beca~se she had received a severe concusion. 
As for me, I was told that I had a laceration on my 

knee and a broken leg. It was funny because I never felt 
a thing. I was so tied up in my own dreams and expectations 
that it never occured to me that anything could go wrong. 

It has been quite a few years since that accident oc
cured and still many of the questions are left unanswered. 
I suppose the path that life takes will always remain a mys
tery that no one can control or pattern. Will there always 
be experiences that can never be explained, questions that 
can never be answered? 

Wendy Robinson 



HT IS C lNG 

Night is cominge 
He is tip-toeing in, spreading 

The warmth of his darkness all around me. 
The far skies call Day, and Day, in her 
Restless pursuit of follows, leaving 
A blazen trail of pink and purple and red, 
Not be forgotten 

Night comes. 
He is filling the corners of the near 

Sky with his deepness, waiting patiently 
For day to subside in her firey, brilliant 
Tantrums; he is uncovering his own jewels, 
Carefully placing his blue-white diamonds 
For all to hold - he knows no selfishness. 

Night is here. 
He is placing his final, full and crowning 

Jewel upon a velvety blue-black canvas. 
And I, with tears, gaze upon this painted poetry 
Which he, in childlike unselfishness, has, to me given 

Deborah Upshur 





BY THE COR ER f 
LEBA ON ND SIXTH E U E 

I walked until my feet ached 
and my hands were sore from the cold. 

I recalled speaking to a friend. 
HYou'll never find it,H I was told. 
But I was determined not to go home 

•til I found what I was looking for. 
There WAS some type of mystical spirit 

acting as my lure. 
The air was getting cool and brisk; 

the sun was going down. 
I couldn't control the drive I had 

to walk this sacred ground. 
My feelings numbed, as I thought it were time to leave. 
Then my eyes fell upon a sight 

I almost couldn't believe. 
My cold hands and _sore feet 

I felt had finally paid off. 
As I knelt to the ground, I noticed 

part was wet and soft. 
I thought of a past incident and I questioned why. 
I looked down upon him, but I couldn't cry. 
I stood before him and said a prayer. 
I said I loved him, missed him, and always cared. 
I lay down beside him, and gently pressed 

my lips to the ground. 
I felt only the moistness of the burial mound. 
I took a stone, it was so very small, 

but I'll always treasure it and recall ••• 

Barbara Kaswiner 



lURE IS y THER 

Nature is my mother 
She has given me so many gifts 
She has enabled me to feel the earth 
Around me as it grows to see birds 
Mating on the wing, 
Tiny green insects feeling from larger 
Green insects. 
I have lain in a field of wild grasses 
And talked to the sky, . 
Run through the woods laughing 
For no reason and for hundreds of reasons. 
I was able to run, to run through 
Natures garden tasting her fruits and wine, 
Experiencing her glory, worshipping her art. 
I have seen my own horse when surrounded 
By tempting grasses - ignore them to bask 
In the beauty of our surroundings. 
I have seen so many miracles, so much care· 
And love, and I have experienced it because 
Nature is my mother - she has given me so much. 

Anne Marie Gregory 



DAVID 

I realize you now ••• 
I recognize your worth as a person, 
No longer an idol, a god, an etherial being filled with the 

magic illusions of my imagination. 
I accept you for the poignantly endearing quality of your faults 
As well as your curious little expressions of affection 
Which instill in me the overwhelming yet simplistic elegance of us. 

Only now, upon a more lingering look, can I see you as a mortal, 
See that you are not the essence and procreator of all romantic 

love poems. 
In a way, I guess I was slightly disappointed that you were not 
The one who controls the revolution of the earth on its axis, 
Not the supreme being who cautiously guides the moon on its 

orbital journey. 
But then again, your imperfections make it easier for me to relate 

to you. 

This realization allows me to feel less embarrassed when you 
tenderly kiss my lips 

With the kind gentleness I thought only an angel could have at 
his command. 

Your insecurities permit me to feel as if I were a great stone pillar, 
That which firmly forms the foundation for the glory of some 

ancient Greek ruin. 
I long to share the strength of your weakness, and the weakness 

in your strength. 
I give myself to you as only a woman can to a man. 

Michele Fiolli 
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SUMMER CHILD 

Idle a while pretty child 
pondering thought~ of gay butterflys 
grass green and lustrous. 

Then dance to the tune of happy sun-rays 
teasing tiny yellow buttercups 
dainty petals shining strong 
like yellow golden suns. 

Tiny humming bumble bees upon the ginger snaps 
~_, a thoughtful child amongst the· daisies 

soft white petals surrounding golden yellow suns. 
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