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PITY THE WOMEN 

Pity the women 
with sweat streaked faces, 
who never go places. 

Those who are torn, 
and alone in the streets, 
with babes at their feet. 

Pity the women 
who hide from the stars; 
seek solace in bars. 

Those who once danced 
to a once happy tune, 
now curse at the moon. 

Pity the women 
who cannot disguise 
the tears in their eyes. 

Sandy Gees 

DEAREST GINNY 

When someone dies 
we do not mourn for them. 

. -----------------------------------------------------
THINGS WILL NEVER BE THE SAME 

Things will never be the same 
Though we return time and again 
looking for lost lovers 
or the voices of our friends. 
Even we ourselves 
in that instant we return 
can never recapture moments 
of memories as we yearn. 
Can never picture quite, 
though we close our eyes 
the dear beloved faces 
of the ones for which we cry. 

Anita Aldridge 

·-----------------------------------------------------

We mourn because they have taken 
themselves away from us. 
When you died, I cried--for myself. 
No more would we laugh together 
or run in the snowflakes 
or share a sandwich. 
We would not write poetry together 
or paint on a Sunday afternoon. 
I would no longer cut your hair 
that I en vied so much 
or talk in the kitchen 'til midnight 
eating chocolate chip cookies. 
A thousand things we shared 
my treasured friend. 
I woke up that morning 
and knew you were gone 
You had already told me. 

Barbara Romaine 
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"MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING" 

Stay in line. Stay in step. 
People are afraid of someone who is not in step with them. 
It makes them look foolish to themselves for being in step. 
It might even cross their minds that they, themselves 
are in the wrong step. 

Act mannerly towards people. 
If you don't, they will take it personally. 
As you come face to face, do not make it a secret of how 
much you need them. If they sense that you have no need 
for them, the first thing they will do is try to make you 
need them. If this does not work, they will tell you 
how much they don't need you. If you do not show any 
sadness at a remark such as this, they will immediately 
tell other people how much they don't need you. 
You will begin to become famous this way. 
As it ends up, these people who don't need you will start 
hating themselves for needing to talk about you. 
Then you will start hating yourself for causing so much hate. 

Be careful of enthusiasm ... it is temporary. 
When asked if you go to church, always answer yes 
and never look at your shoes. At the mention of the 
president's name, eat a pint of yogurt and go to sleep early. 
When asked if you p.re a communist, sing "America the Beautiful" 
in an Italian accent. When asked if you are a capitalist, 
rip open your shirt, sing "Buddy Can You Spare A Dime" 
and proceed to chew up a dollar bill. When asked what you 
do for a living, say you laugh for a living. When asked 
if you care about the world's problems, look deeply into 
the eyes of he that asks you, he will not ask you again. 
When asked if you have spent time in jail, announce proudly 
that some of your best friends have asked you that. 

Do not sign any dotted lines. 
Do not fall into the trap of criticizing people who 
do nothingelse but criticize. Do not create anything, 
it will be misinterpreted. Be suspicious of people who 
say that if you are not nice to them, they will commit suicide. 
Beware of bathroom walls that have not been written on. 
When told to look at yourself, never look. 
When asked to give your real name ... never give it. 

Kymberly Chace 
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The God who ignores one's pleas 
Is only a bland reality. 
Hopeful yet hopeless. 
All there is, is a world filled with 
So much time 
Of vacant words and stares. 

Kerry J. Miller 



No one is able to understand, 
Or help a forgotten being that is 
Left alone, deserted. 

Nothing but sorrow, comes to knock 
At my door. 
Only the restless sea manages 
To creep to my door, 
The wave that only carries bad news, the 
Misguided blues 
And bad luck. 

Screams and pleas are all locked away. 
I have discovered no one cares to hear. 
No one has the answers, anyway. 

Happiness, what is that? 
An emotion released 
When one becomes fulfilled I guess. 
I am not sure ... 
It has been such a long, long time. 

I must escape. 
Yet, there is nowhere to turn 
Nowhere, I must remain, 
Alone and forsaken 
My dreams are slowly dying ... 

Hold onto your dreams 
Make them become a reality 
Strive for your future 
For that is all you have. 

Existence, is that capable? 
In this frozen, horrible place ... 
Alone I sit, unafraid, at times 
Yet filled with fear, 
For the most part. 

Secluded, withdrawn 
Yearning for more life. 
(Indifference, emptiness) 
My emotions only take me 
Into a depression. 
A miserable fear, 
Not knowing, only dreaming ... 

Frightened, tremendously frightened 
Of the inevitable. 
The raptured storm. 
The forming of hatred. 
The incongruous past. 
The pitfalls, the shortcomings ... 
The prayers that were never answered. 

Kerry J. Miller 
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THE ENCHANTER 

The noon sun light dances 
about the pond dazzling 
day dreamers with the splendor 
of exquisite reverie. 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 

WANDERER 

It is hard 
this existing, 
knowing that I do not belong. 
Rather like 
the roaming clouds 
that sometimes pause on 
their long journey 
to leave their message, 
and other times 
just pass swiftly by, 
no sign of welcome 
to convince them 
to stay. 

Sandy Gees 



PAST TO FUTURE 

Yesterday, 
all of us talking of inexperience. 
Dreaming of the days to come. 
Today, 
all of us trying to gain knowledge, 
Looking back and seeking a tomorrow. 
Tomorrow, 
all of us totally 
uncertain. 

Denise Kay 

Barbara Romaine 
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CHANGING TIDES 

Why 
am I constantly seeking 
new horizons. 
Yet, always returning to that 
which has ceased to 
satisfy me? 
Perhaps, like the changing tides, 
I must 
rush headlong to the shore 
and then roll back, 
unenforced, 
to the place of 
most security. 

Sandy Gees 

Barbara Romaine 



THE WOODS 

The morning light shines through the bright blue sky; 
The creatures now hunt for their bits of food. 
The puffy clouds create an image for the eye 
The animals display their active mood. 

The creatures' sounds through the air permeate, 
The wolf stalks its prey, as a rabbit hops. 
An eagle flies through the air to find its mate 
But when night falls their food hunt quickly stops, 

The woods are now dark with the black of night. 
The coyotes are howling while owls suppress hoots. 
The dense foliage blocks out the moonlight 
While frightened creatures shudder at a tree's roots 

When nature spreads her frozen blanket over life, 
Both man and beast endure the barren woods in strife. 

Doris Borer 
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THE GARDEN 

The spring brought forth 
Such flowers in bloom 
They grew together, 
And blossomed too soon. 
And one by one the bee caressed 
And stole from each to 
nourish his nest. 
But hidden there, 
Among them all, 
Stood a colorless flower, 
Neither pretty nor tall. 
And this one, did 
not attract the bee. 
I've grown to fear 
Such flowers as me. 

Madeleine Mehiel 

THE WONDERS OF A CHILD DESTROYED 

The old world map stands alone 
and casts a wide shadow on the remaining 
children who huddle together to weep 
in the dusty corner of a long forgotten 
hole. The school fell through, and 
with it went most of the children, leaving 
the world unexplored ... The 
children just smile a rusty smile as they 
stare at the lonely map that casts 
upon them darkness. Left behind 
without education and hiding within the 
shadow of the world, the children will 
soon die, alone in a small corner of a 
dusty hole. 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 
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I REMEMBER 

I remember, 
(years ago) , 
sitting before the fireplace 
in our cozy, newlywed home, 
holding hands 
as though protection 
from the December wind 
which how led outside the door. 
We were content as a Spring day. 
But now, 
now we shudder 
to think of winter coming 
and the long, silent days 
that must be spent together 
in a home no longer filled with love, 
but only the winter wind 
chafing at our hearts. 

Sandy Gees 



A certain sadness soaks my heart. 
With our choice we've torn apart 

each other's souls 
And now we're on our own ... 
A cage full of searching ... 
An endless journey to find 

in others, what we once had ... 
And now we look for it in others 
forever. 
We crystalize our dreams. 
We inject hope into our schemes. 
We fantasize and fatalize our thoughts 
And we wake to a tired world 

void of all feeling. 
We prayed that life could be different. 
We hide behind fancy party favors, 
Induce sarcasm in our once treasured values. 
We change, as chemicals change our systems 
But remain the same in our own prejudiced, 

inflated world. 
We seek honor but we become lazy 
And we are unable to maintain it. 
We fly above our status 
As we become pompous and trite. 
We laugh at others but for why? 
Mavbe we see somethina in what 
We haven't any control of 
Since you left, I began to see 

myself 
In a way that I never could before ... 
But for what I see 
Is an empty, beautiful mass 
Traveling around on an endless 
Trip of social indifference. 
The struggle for recognition 
Has burned a hole in my stomach. 
My thoughts run together and my days go 
by swiftly. There is a world of striving 
And hopes and wishes 
And vast possibilities, innumerable words 
to be spoken ... 
And ideas to be thought of ... 
A time that will be spent without 
your smile. 
Yes, a time to be bought. 
A cold room at night with only my breathing 
to be heard. 
Have you denied me of a reality ? 
I think not, for I have myself. 
If you think yes, you will sound 
absurd. 

Kerry J. Miller 
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Jeweled spider web 
Captured by the morning sun-

Subtle royalty. 

Barbara Romaine 

A CRUTCH FOR LIFE 

Spanish moss clings feebly to, 
the hosts of nature like people 
with disease cling and clutch 
dependently on pills of extended 
life ... 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 



REFLECTIONS 

Tears are like prisms, 
they both shed a 
different colored 
meaning. 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 

"REFLECTIONS" 
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SHADOWS IN THE CORNER 

You are waitina 
Somewhere within me 
The darkest recesses 
I possess 
Are filled with you 

I wait with the lengthening 
Shadows huddled against 
The April nignt 
Alone and weeping. 

Patrice Pisauro 

Betsy Sims 



TO MY CHILDREN 

No one wants children anymore. 
They want to be immortal on their own. 
It's good I found out 
About Number One 
After all of you were born. 
I would never have known 
What to do with the rest of me. 
With all the moments 
You put in your treasure box. 
I would never have known 
That as your limbs grow each day 
So do my visions of the world--
Through you. 
I would never have known 
That to see miracles 
Is easy for me---
I just use your eyes. 
I would never have known 
My faults more truly reflected 
Than in a mirror, 
Than when in your faces I see me. 
Yet I would have never known 
How much more you can be 
Than I am 
When you add yourself to my gifts--
Insignificant as they may be. 
I do not want to be immortal. 
I just want to love you now. 

Barbara Romaine 

ALIEN 

Even as 
I sit here, 
with the wind 
gently caressing 
my body, 
I know that I do not belong. 
Like the classic books 
that sit upon the shelf 
collecting dust, 
I am here 
letting cobwebs gather 
on ancient thoughts. 

Sandy Gees 
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TO MAMA 

When I was cold 
You kept me warm. 
When I was lonely 
You were there. 
Sweet as a blossom 
Lovely as a spring morning 
Came your love. 
Please don't think me 
Lazy 
But nothing can measure 
My love for you. 
Though we live 
In the grasp of hatred, 
We still live and love on. 
Never shall I forget 
Your secret. 
Love is essential in growing. 
You have proven yours. 
I would be wandering, 
If not for 
You. 

Daniele Lambert Romaine 



Outside there is rain, 
A bud cries for some sunshine, 
flowers flaunt beauty. 

Sandy Gees 
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Barbara Romaine 



Curiosity, intrigued by strange sights: 
Eerie figures disclosed in neon lights, 
Faceless shadows huddled against brick walls. 
Brittle silence shattered by prompters calls, 
Tempting fate on electric summer nights. 

Strangers respond to a door that invites, 
Urges them to join in mystic human rites: 
Communion, sacrifice in smoky halls--
Curious city. 

Ashen dawn smolders---nocturnal delights 
Dissipate, leave behind physical blights ... 
Weary souls pass time while a dead sun craw Is 
Through the dusty sky, until dark night falls. 
Jaded life resumes---false pleasure excites 
Curiosity. 

Cynthia Charner 
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CIRCLE OF LIFE 

Warmth and soundless motion 
Swirling abundantly around us, 
Only to encirCle and protect us. 
A beating, somewhat like the 
pounding of the ocean on the shore, 
but soft like the rain on the leaves. 
Constant and never ending. Slow, soft. 
Then, all the universe begins to modulate. 
The pace quickening and all things 
diversified. Vitality, existence. 
All things coming together in a rhythmic 
burst of lustrous brilliance. 
The Circle of Life is encompassed 
as together we are one; more than one. 
We are reborn, as the rhythm is a 
separate entity, a precious new 
beating, all its own, but belonging to 
us through the depth he reaches in me 
and the seed he leaves. 
The heartbeat is strong and in time 
with ours. 
The sun bursts and the circle is completed. 

Madeleine Mehiel 



LONESOME 

Late Friday night the stars 
shone so bright, 
the silence grew as the 
warm winds blew. 

I looked at you while you 
looked at me, and our 
eyes just watched each 
other breathe. 

The mood was set Romantic? Yes 
the lights in the valley 
matched the quiet of the, 
hills. 

cannot forget my feelings 
yet. 

Now I am sitting here by 
myself wondering why? 

I am alone ... 
I made a mistake, but then 

don't we all? 
You were there too and helped 

me on through. 
Blame it on me, for I could not 

see. 
You left me speechless, and 

then cried confused. I 
went along and cried it 
on you. 

Nothing was settled, 
Nothing was gained, 

what love was there is 
still the same ... 

Lugina R. Leto 
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HIBERNATION 

Please don't show 
your autumn breath yet 

It is still too early 
to take away 

your warmth from me. 
I need more time 
to put petals in my hair 
and run in the sand, 
to hold on to the love 
you always seem 

to bring me. 
when the sun 
is in the breeze. 
Don't leave me yet. 
I have not stored up 

enough life 
to make it through 
winter. 

Barbara Romaine 



SOMETHING IN THE WINTER NIGHT MOURNS MY NAME 

Something in the winter night mourns my name, 
Shelters in the darkness 
Stays the same. 

Colder in the silence will we ever be, 
Until the sunlight hours 
Retch in need. 

Slimesilvered stones whine upon the ground, 
As the senile finger 
Trembles down. 

Anita Aldridge 

BEACHCOMBER 

Idle footprints 
on the sea washed shores 
of uncommon beauty. 
Smell of sea breeze and salt water 
in stagnant air. 
A piece of driftwood 
floats by, and 
I stand, mesmerized, 
searching the waves. 

Now I know 
that I was 
just another dreamer 
longing, 
as so many others 
before me, 
for that distant shore, 
and never knowing the loneli~1ess of 
solitude. 

Sandy Gees 
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"DAWN AT THE WATER FRONT" 



And the sun lifted, 
like the opening of the 
eyelids after sleep. 

Sandy Gees 

Lisa Lindstrom 



NO ANSWERS 

My eyes wept 
for no other reason 
but sleeplessness, 
staring at the walls 
searching for unknown answers: 
too many why's, 
only lacking the know ledge 
within. 

Denise Kay 

SOMEWHERE BETWEEN THE UNSEEN GREEN 
AND THE JET-BLACK TRAIN 

When I was very young I used to kneel 
By the tracks on a railroad field 
And yank the grass out of the ground 
And rip savagely at its roots 
And green stains grew on my hands 
And I waited till I heard the sound 
Of the iron ore cars rolling down 
The tracks that would hurr: 
And I would bite my lip and hold my grip 
As the whistle wined and the engine grow led 
And I'd count the cars as they rolled past 
But when the echo faded in the day 
And the little red caboose had gone 
It's then my eyes would turn 
Back to my hands with green stains 
That lined my palms like blood 
Telling I had taken and not given in return 
But glancing back to the empty patch 
Where the ground was turned upside down 
And the roots lay dead beside a tree 
I'd say ''how can this bother me" 
Or "I'm sure the grass don't give a damn 
Anyway it will grow again and 
What's a patch of grass anyhow" 
And I'd wipe my hands to rid the stain 
And fling a rock across the track 
With the echo of the railroad train 
Hanging heavy like a thunder cloud 
In the dawn of tomorrow's rain 
And I asked myself to be my friend 
And I walked my road like a frightened fox 
And I sung my song like a demon child 
With a kick and a curse 
Like a criminal who had done no wrong 
And had committed no crime 
But was screaming through the bats 
Of someone else's prison 

Kym berly Chace 
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LAST FLIGHT HOME 

Ascending rapidly, the plane 
jerks onward ... 

The sun ducks behind the 
ridge tops ... 

The sky darkens. 
Passengers and pilots gleam with delight. 
Headlights below form fused, 
streamlined streaks. 

The humming of the engines now 
exists as echoes to the ears. 

Delight transforms into fright. 
Shrieks fill the thin air. 

Bodies of water below are like 
the last lightning bugs of the night ... 

Suddenly, they are all 
extinguished ... Home forever. 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 
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Here I sit among unfamiliar 
things. 

I sleep for a while, and when 
I wake 

To my findings, I see and 
find 

A disarrayed jumble of life's 
misgivings 

Roberta Strahs 
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PREY 

The dresser top cluttered 
with makeup and 
things to change appearance. 
The closet filled with 
hanging clothes showing 
many different identities. 
The books scattered throughout 
Being the knowledge of 
areas to be learned. 

The scared, naked body 
sitting in the corner 
like an untamed animal 
All alone hiding from 
its predators showing a 
fear in its own existence. 
The lonely victim of its own 
searching for a passive 
way of living. 

Denise Kay 

Sandy Gees 



THE MOUNTAINS 

The winds whispered softly through caverns and caves; 
While the flowers and trees in the breeze bowed down their heads, 
Life spent in the mountains brin~s aduenture for days; 
Alone in the valley where no one else treads. 

Twilight is near as stars clutter the sky, 
Soon the blanket of night tucks each soul into bed. 
Imaginations run wild and spirits are high 
The moon and the stars dance in circles, some say. 

Each new dawn awakens the birds and the Sun, 
And the mountainside glows in a yellowish light. 
The animals like children go looking for fun, 
From the mountains, speckled green, what a beautiful sight. 

The spirit, like the eagle, must fly free in the sky, 
And the mountains and the valleys are freedoms of mine. 

Doris Borer 

8 ---------------------------------

A CLOWN'S MASK 

There are rules to which 
Love should adhere 
No abrupt volte-face 
No subtle sneers 
No tongue in cheek 
Soliloquies 
No thoughts of her 
While kissing me 
No laughter at the ploys of youth 
No seeking of promises or of proof 
That passion with you 
Is filled with grace 
While I make love 
With another's face. 

Anita Aldridge 

Nothing is burning on my 
Horizon, not even a lonely firefly. 
Hardly a glistening star manages to dr?p a ray, 
To illuminate my shadowy and sullen f1gure. 

Kerry J. Miller 
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DESTINY'S MARCH 

Like a meadowlark 
You play 
Destiny's march 
And I am impressed. 

Knowing the methodical 
Trills and trebles 
Of the devil 
As you guessed. 

There was no need for greetings 
He was present 
At my will reading 
At my behest. 

Anita Aldridge 
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LIVING 

Smile, your love is felt, 
your faults forgiven. Your 
key to life lies in your giving ... 

Cassandra Carrie Westbrook 

Barbara Romaine 



TO A FRIEND 

I watch you walk the tightrope of life 
I see you stumble and almost fall 
but here I stand, so far below 
powerless to show you which way to go 

The rope is stretched so high above 
and in it are woven your hopes and loves 
but, try as I might to guide your step 
.. .I know I can't. .. 
But I'll be there to catch you when you fall 

I'll catch you when you fall from the sky 
When your hopes and your visions have risen too high 
I' 11 save you from your shattered dreams 
I' 11 catch you when you fall 

I see you perched above me there 
I long to help, I really do care 
but you're getting steadily farther away 
You don't even hear what I have to say 

Your head is in the clouds 
And I'm screaming so very loud 
But you can't hear 
You don't want to hear 
You have your own ideas 
But I'll be there to catch you when you falL 

Betsy Sims 

"NATURE'S MIRROR" 

AWARENESS 

The sorrows of death 
are only for the victims of life. 

Denise Kay 

Betsy Sims 
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NANA REVISED 

Urchin: tangled hair, eyes of blue, 
Rag dress lets spindly limbs poke through. 
Sleek cunning, hidden-· like the cat 
That sweetly purred before it spat ---
Taught her to dance at a man's cue. 

Costumed ---low cut dress, high heeled shoe, 
Dark mascara'd eyes shape a new 
Feline face drawn to a point at 

Her chin. 

Never bought, rented by a few, 
But sellers of time pay rent too ... 
Alone in a dismal room sat 
The ruined catspaw: vapid, fat. 
Glazed fish eyes stare coldly into 

Her gin. 

Cynthia L. Charner 

QUOTE 

If there is nothing sacred, 
Nothing sensible, 
Nothing pleasant, 
or reprehensible. 
Then all things 
Are possible; probable, 
And comprehensible. 

Anita Aldridge 
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The gentle flow of 
water to the stream, the words 
in a poet's mind. 

Sandy Gees 



I AM WEARY OF THE SOUND OF MY OWN VOICE 

I am weary of the sound of my own voice. 
I am tired of having and not having a choice. 
Sick of man and woman alike. 
Tired of calm, tired of fight. 
Lonely in the night hours, and in the day's bright sun. 
Bored with what I've found and what I've won. 
Anticipating nothing, not even retreat. 
Careless with what I've found and what I seek. 
Look, look closer in my eyes and you will see, 
Victory resting inside defeat. 

Anita Aldridge 

Barbara Romaine 
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BY MYSELF 

Closed in a glass case 
I cannot breathe. 
Fogged in by my own breath 
I cannot see. 
Frozen in cold fear 
I cannot feel. 
Sinking in deep tears 
I am lonely. 

Denise Kay 



Two suns coming together, 
Beautiful balls of fire. 
Glowing and gleaming together. 
Each minute closer and closer they get, 
reflect upon one another. 
The orange, red, yellow, blending 
together, along the horizon, 
for miles and miles. 
Fin ally it is gone, gone from 
sight. 
There is nothing left but the 
colors. 
More colorful than ever. 
But even they, slowly fade 
away, 
Until blackness takes over. 
Tomorrow it shall return ... 
or will it 

Margaret Purnell 

INTERCEPTION 

REALITY 

At this moment 
I would 
gladly welcome death, 
rather than 
face your wrathful 
glance. 
Causing 
all of your 
disillusions, 
guilt claws at my flesh, 
and my wounds shed 
human tears. 

Sandy Gees 

Sometimes you push me 
to where I cannot see 
anything 
there is so much cloud. 
I feel like jumping 
into something 
that must be clearer. 
Something that would make 
my existence 
more than just the space 
I take. 
But always when I am ready 
to jump 
you make room for me 
in your arms. 

Barbara Romaine 
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YOU'RE GONNA GET YOURS 

W alkin' through the passage that 
leads to open doors 

It's just fine to keep on think in' 
Dark secrets 

That try to hold us down 
I hear them calling 
But all I got to say 
Is I'm gonna see that day 

when 

You're gonna get yours 
'Cause I never had the 

chance to get you before 
You're gonna get yours 

Damn every one of you 
You're gonna get yours 

One without one and you can't 
stand from the rest 

Where' s the strength of your silence 
Turn around 

A stone heart can't bleed 
Where are you going 
I'm telling you I know it 
Nowhere in the present, so where's the past 

It's just a vicious circle that 
keeps wastin' my time 

Keep screaming cause it can't get through 
They sure 

have a sweet way of talk in' 
It doesn't mean a thing 
I see you coming 
Closer to that day 

when 

You're gonna get yours 
'Cause I never had the 

chance to get you before 
You're gonna get yours 

Damn every one of you 
You're gonna get yours 

Don't cross my path to one side 
going the wrong way 

Try again but it's too far a distance 
That's okay 

I' 11 never see you again so 
Take it easy 
Have your misery 
So soon shines another day 

when 

You're gonna get yours 
'Cause I never had the 

chance to get you before 
You're gonna get yours 

Damn every one of you 
You're gonna get yours. 

Jamie Tarrah 
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WARMTH 

You do not say 
so many things I would like 
to hear. 
But there are sparks that 
bounce off your words 
occasionally. 
So I catch them 
and light a fire by myself. 
It just doesn't make it as warm. 

Barbara Romaine 

See your soul as a well upon 
the barren desert, that those who 

REGRETS 

We carried them with us. 
Like sabers to be unsheathed 
when standing, 
spitting fire 
into each other's eyes, 
we hurled the angry words and 
accusations, 
using only a single 
glance. 

Sandy Gees 

LOST SOUL 

Everybody is going 
leaving me here to stay. 
Years are drifting so fast 
Like the stone that's washed away. 
I cannot seem to get a hold on 
my own identity. 
Everybody is gone and 
I don't want to be left alone. 
Don't leave me here 
to shed my tears 
for the loss of my soul 
that's dying 

pass might draw nourishment from 
you and leave refreshed, remembering 
always that your commitment 

Denise Kay 

to life demands you keep the well 
replenished, for if it dries, how many 
will you send empty into the burning 
sun? 

Betsy Sims 
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Barbara Romaine 
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COMPANIONS 

I live alone 
but not really alone. 
Once-in-awhile 
fragments of sane thoughts 
will cross through 
that barrier of insanity 
to my inner sanctuary, 
where there thrives 
a multitude of dreams, 
which are each 
my faithful 
companions. 

Sandy Gees 

DECEPTION 

Why is this wind torturing 
me into waking? 
Last night it was warm 
and lulled me to sleep. 
It must be angry at me. 
I was lonely. 
It's screaming in my ears 
Its screaming in my ears 
is defying my courage. 
Inside I cry for help. 

WAIT FOR ME BUTTERFLY 

You watch the little boy 
Reach out to grasp the butterfly 
That brings a massage 
So bright and gay. 
The little child who so longs 
To join the butterfly 
And sail sof~ly on the wind; 
Who cries for freedom of his body 
To join his little friend. 
And watches as he swoops 
Distantly through the air. 
The child who turns with drooping 
Head and dragging feet, 
Seems so alone. 
He looks to the sky for one last time 
And mourns, 
"Wait for me butterfly." 

Anita Aldridge 

This wind has no compassion. 
It laughs at defeating me 
and will not let me sleep. 
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I'VE LOST IT 

I think I've lost it. 
It was not able to be touched, 
but last year I knew its feel. 
It could not be seen, 
only by perceptive beings. 
And now it's gone. 
I did not leave it, 
for there is no other place for it to be. 
I did not drop it, 
for it is not bound by gravity. 
Still I've lost it. 
And now it's gone. 
My very own personal 
ID. 

Denise Kay 
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SUMMERSTORM 

In a moment 
of gentfeness 
you wash away my fears. 
Engulfed as I am 
in your refreshing em brace 
my mind is cleansed, 
and in a clear stream 
my thoughts flow forward, 
only to end in 
a mud thickened 
puddle. 

Sandy Gees 

DEATH 

Bitter was death 
to steal you away. 
Who would know 
that he was lurking 
around hidden corners ? 
Shrouded in a fog-lined cape, 
creeping on carpeted feet he 
approached, and 
taking you in his grasp, 
he slowly smothered 
the dying flame of life within you. 
Even the smoldering 
embers of your spirit 
which he left us, 
eventually 
may not even ignite 
an idle memory. 

Sandy Gees 
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