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A Grievance 

The years have gone and left me alone, 
But in your wisdom, friend, you conquered 
Rust-worn gates and 
Walls of stone. 

You sit there in your wicker chair 
And greet the new day as it shines 
Upon still pools ... 
A morning rare. 

Your life has changed in countless ways; 
You have a God who comfort 
Brings you as you pass 
Through troubled days. 

Wine no more may bathe your lips, 
For you don't want to outcast be 
With those now lost 
In Satan's grip. 

Do you remember times long past
The struggles that were undergone 
To form that thing 
We thought would last? 

But we were wrong and time still flows 
To make me sad because 
About this 
You can't know. 

You see it mirrored in my eyes 
And all about my countenance, 
But still you only 
1 .. ive in 1 ies. 

I'm sorry friend, it's time I leave 
And go my very separate way-
But for you, dear, 
I' 11 always grieve. 

Katie Kashmanian 

BLEEDING 

The emotions always were 
But a gradual trans format ion from 
Innocence 
to desire 
Awakened the woman in my soul. 

Your reservedness revealed that 
before you stood a child 
In your eyes, 
Not mine 
I, mistakened as untouchable. 

My glowing heart collapsed 
from rope intertwined with a binding love 
Squeezing, suffocating 

0 The ends of which were frazzled. 

Each end could be pulled no tighter 
Recall the aching I poured to you 
Your unblinking eyes 
Trembling hands 
Mv heart bled with a tender rawness. 

Looking Back, 
Just to think of what I had. 
Just to think of how far I've come. 

.., 

Reaching out, 
Into your eyes I looked, and found 
The warmth and understanding 
I so longed for. 

Holding and caressing the love 
In your heart, 
The memories blossomed and 
Will never part. 

You were once a stranger's smile, 
Then a caring friend 
And finally, the love of my dreams. 

Physically, we can now only dream. 
But the love in my heart, 
As long as I live, 
Wi 11 never part! 

Laurie Rocco 





The Parting 

November 6 of 81 I passed from your 
life until this and some. 
And now that 83 is here I have not grown 
to what I thought would come. 

You and I have taken our separate ways. 
We have grown by spirits of time and days. 

You had your right and so did I, 
therefore neither one of us can cry. 
What we may both seek may not be there-for 
often one will not find it elsewhere. 

If you could go back and change those years-
do you really think it would erase all my tears? 

On the other hand if I could only erase your pain 
of these years past, 
don't you think my 1 ife I'd give at last? 

I fear it ' s over , I fear it ' s done , 
for more sorrow I shall not accept to come. 

The hurt is past and a new life you and 
I must seek, and whatever passed before we must 
cherish and keep. 

F.org ive and forget- but still remember 
a friend is far and few between- and you and I it 
seems shall remain the unforgotten and unforgiven 
same. 

Donna Paglia 

Sometimes 

Sometimes, feelings that you thought were long gone 
and buried, 

sur face. 
Sometimes, feelings that you thought you'd never forget 

vanish. 
Sometimes, the person you never thought you'd find, 

you meet. 
Sometimes, the person you never thought you'd lose, 

fades away. 
Som~times, the tears you never thought would leave 

become dry. 
Sometimes, the tears you never thought would come, 

you cry. 

Anonymous 



Tears form circles in my styrofoam cup of coffee 
Its warmth is indifferent to the shudder in my chilly 

soul, while the steam reluctantly soothes 
my parched eyes. 

Huddled over a small table 
My neck limply hangs 
One corner of my portfolio occasionally needles 
my leg with its spiritless mockery 

Conversion or anger and regret 
When I see your opaque tea-colored eyes 
That lose their glassiness 
On the way to your soul 

I stand as watercolors 
that once were solid and now 
run uncontrollably 

You remain as hard marble 
I have tried to sculpt, to understand 
You 
But I can only chip and slightly scrape the solid block 

Through all the caring 
I just have invaluable chips 
to claim as tangible love. 

NOW AND FOREVER 

My love for you grew strong and true-
And I knew I'd always be in love with you
I'll take my vows and promise my love-
And to be my Judge is god up above-
The road we choose will be a difficult one
But I'll stay with you till my life is done
Words cannot express the love I feel-
But my ways will prove that my love is real
I'll always care and I'll always be near-
to show my love to you my dear-
Remember the words that I say this day
they'll always be true in every way-
And I'll stand by you when you're down and out
For I love you Babe without a Doubt.--

Rib it 

Others do not see me 

For r.vhat I am 

Just 'vhat I appear to be 

But with you 

I can remove my mask 

And be who I am, ME 

Lisa Johnson 



Tonight. 
The only sound I remember 
is the brush of your leather coat 
against mine as we huddled 
from autumn's wind. 

Tonight the only sound I hear 
is the merry ring of glasses 
as we relax and listen 
to the crackle of the hearth's fire. 

The only sound I want to hear 
is the soft rhythm of your breath 
keeping time to that of my heart 
as you whisper, "I love you" among the darkness 
Tonight. 

Heather Presley 

I had unexpectedly fallen 
Into a dark hole. 
Panic filled my soul, as 
I realized I could never escape. 

I grew to like the deepness 

The heart is pumped by love 
that flows to and fro. 

When love is given and returned, 
the heart will keep pumping. 

But if no love is received, then 
none will be returned, and that heart 
will dry up and turn .to stone. 

Dawn Evans 

Which sheltered me from the harsh winds of yesterday. 
I recognized what had happened after I lit a candle. 

There is still much to learn. 
I've been away from the light too long, and 
I have not grown used to it. 
If I breathe too closely, 
The flame flickers dangerously. 

Yet if I do not keep a vigilant watch, 
The wax may smother the flame. 
For love is delicate 
And can be snuffed too easily. 

Heather Presley 

A flickering candle 
is a symbol of love. 

It can be melted and changed 
but it can never be lost to the flame. 

Dawn Evans 



Have You Ever Seen a Viking Lord? 

Have you ever seen a viking lord?~~ 
Well, I have. 
He has no ship, no horned helmet 
and I would not call him fierce, but he' 11 do. 

His voice, no roar, but gentle Danish music 
song to soothe the soul. 
Lord Clark may think not, but it's so-
he's a viking, I should know. 

A norseman with eyes like a Scandinavian sea. 
He certainly takes a viking to me. 
Though I'm not your usual damsel 
or a siren of the sea. 

A 1 ady in distress of old? 
My hair is not spun gold. 
My eyes, more green than blue 
and I hardly ever faint, but I' 11 do. 

I do not own a gossamer gown 

-Wealth-

The signs of wealth mock me 
They tempt me to stray. 
They leer at my sanctuary 
And insist on their way. 
They call me without mercy, 
Expecting me to agree; 
Who will dictate, they or me? 

Who preaches all this 
Why worship a green God, 
Man's myth of magic money, 
Low values for our society, 
Same overtones of piety. 

Debra Leutz 

or a pair of satin shoes. A child yet a block of clay 
I'm seldom quiet, I never blush 
and I must admit it is true... To be smoothly carved 

Emily Post may think not, but it's so-
I'm a lady, he should know. 

Rachel McNally 

Just A Friend 

He is my Noble Knight in shining dress. 
With him in mind do I compose these verses. 
The quiet talks with him relieve distress, 
Because my nerves he soothes, my hurts he nurses. 

I run and seek him out to find some shelter. 
For like the gentle, worthy friend he is, 
When all my world is turning hel ter skel ter, 
I know that I can find my peace in his. 

For him to be so calm, so poised, yet caring 
Must stem from being graced with self esteem. 
He is a man who stands with so much bearing, 
But from his being thoughtful acts do teem. 

And yet he is not perfect, that I can see, 
Just let him always, be a friend to me. 

V. Thomas 

though firmly textured 

Or, 

Carelessly left rough 

Where it will weakly harden 

And later crumble. 

Heather Presley 

A Cinquain 

Guitar 
Wood and Steel 

Picking, Strumming, Vibrating 
Bass and Melody Singing 

Music 

Margaret Dolan 





"AND NIGHT WAS ETERNAL" 

The night was eternal. It was a typical Chinese night, yet a 

night that meant as much to one girl. The ancient full moon was 
partially covered by the enormous inky clouds. The wind had begun 
to cease and all was quiet except for the chirping of crickets. 
Then, it was the time of rest for the Chinese people. Noise of 
laughing people stopped and the sound of crying children ceased 
to be heard. Yes, it was a night of stillness and contentment. 

Through the quietness came the rustling of trees and then a girl, 
Wang Lee. She crept forward and rested on a rock near the stream 

she knew so well. After her busy day the stillness of the night 
felt almost refreshing. She let out a laugh as she thought how 
wonderful it was to be alone. Silently, she slid her dainty feet 
into the water and turned to gaze at the heavens above. As she 

gazed, the stars seemed to twinkle back and say the world was hers. 

Sitting here she was grateful for peace and quiet. 

Suddenly the world seemed to light up and the air was filled 
with a special magic. As she looked down into the water, Wang Lee 

saw a beautiful reflection. She stood like a lovely butterfly with 

long, golden hair. Her nose was delicate and her face was pale 
and lovely. Marveling herself, she rose and, again, looked into the 

water. Instead of her peasant clothes, Wang Lee saw a silken robe 

and her properly bound feet. 

As Wang Lee turned around she saw, not the old farmhouse, but 

instead, a great palace. The water was no longer that of a pond. 
but that of a huge fountain in a garden. She then noticed her feet 

now rested on beautifully tiled floor. S anding here she felt 
tremendously happy. Her face grew into a wide smile and she danced 
about with joy. Wang Lee's feet were light and seemed to float 
as she moved. Everything was in a whirl and she danced on and on! 

Suddenly, she stopped! Her eyes closed and her body grew still. 

Wang Lee sat knowing if she opened her eyes, the night would change. 

With her eyes closed, she could dream on. The ground felt cold and a 
chill ran down her spine. Slowly she forced her eyelids open to look 
at the sky. The moon was now hidden by the clouds, while the ground 

felt bare under Wang Lee's feet. The magic had ended because she now 

saw her peasant reflection in the water. 

The night was eternal and the full moon shone in the heavens. 

The night was quite still, except for the quiet sound of the crickets 

and the soft sobbing of Wang Lee, a small, lonely peasant girl. 

ADELE M. KRAFT 



Master Poet 

Master po~t 
Master mind, 
how I long to be your kind. 
I want the children to follow me, 
down to the graceful, 

turbulent sea. 

Right now I'm not at ease with myself. 
I think I'll put my mind on a shelf, 
and go down to the sea 
to look for my children. 

Master poet 
help me see, 
the visions of what has been 
and what will be; 
I ' ll fo ll ow you 
so the children might follow me, 
down to the sea. 

Is my mind enough to be folded, 
enlightened, twisted and molded 

I'm the child who follows you. 
Please grant me entrance 
into the world. 

N.A.L. 

THE UNKNOWN SEA 

I watch the sea that glistens bright, 
the water lapping gently around, 
and forming circles, foaming white 
while making lyrical, lulling sounds. 

It leads me near, enticing now, 
forever calling and luring me on, 
then retreats and backs away somehqw 
to repeatedly stop, then carry on. 

Luscious tempting of distant places, 
And mysteries far below the land, 
have lured me into longer races 
with magical waters unknown to ma~. 

I watch the sea, the calming sea, 
that with its water always calling
I approach, its unknown depths to me 

"According to Our Survey ... " 

Perchance the guise be therapy 
That veils the profit strategy? 
To know oneself with honesty 
And drive away all mystery. 

Leads one to answer questionnaires 
Exposing wants, needs; social airs. 
Compiled and published every year 
They print all that one yearns to hear. 

How comforting to know it's true 
That others just as dumb as you 
Lose sole-held hopes and private fears 
To satisfy some gold flecked ears. 

Barbara Wright 

The Technician as Artist 

It was light seen in the background 
That let her be a saint. 
It was thrown there by contrivance 
With lamps instead of paint. 

It is dark now in the nightmare 
That turns her shadow like. 
It is conjured by a craftsman 
Who works with some delight. 

He fools one so completely 
With his sheer ability 
To manipulate an eye 
To see just What seems to be. 

Barbara Wright 

The Eyes of Night 

The eyes of night 
are peering through 
their own blackness, 
trying to force their way 
into the light 

are welcome darkness where I am falling, falling ... 

which he has created 
to shut them out; 
fearful of mysteries 
that linger in the 
darkness. 

Sandy Gees 

Sandy Gees 



TO THE GRADUATE 

May all your dreams come true 
For now you're heading towards a life of new 

Let the cool winds always Whisper at your back 
For it is love that you shall never lack 

Walk forward into this new day 
And catch the sun's single beaming ray 
This symbol I give to you, to always remind 

you of yesterday 

Walk forward into this new night 
And catch the moon's beaming light 

This symbol I give to you, a blessing of 
triumph and reason 

For trying, trying and succeeding. 

Dawn Evans 

The Rain 

The rain ran rivers of rivulets around 
the red radishes in the. garden, 
Swishing, splashing, mad-mud; 
Mood - down brown; 
Pip-plop, drip-drop, slip-slop-slide 
in the slimy, gooey, squishy, brown 
mud-made masterpiece 
Of earth's bed of birth. 

Up came the sun, 
Up came the buds, 
New, fresh green - Stems 
Arms -Leaves reaching to the sky, 
High - dry 
Warm - no more storm 
The glorious, green gifts of the garden
They came with the rain! 

Margaret Dolan 

One day I will slit 
My wrists 
With their sharp laughter, 
And I will 
Hang myself 
With their judgements. 
Then, perhaps, 
They will cry, 
And drown me 
Further 
In their tears. 

Anonymous 

A splinter festers in my heart. 
The pain is acute when I inhale 
The scent of the beautiful flower 
That I may never pluck. 
Admire, yes, but never own. 
It belongs only to the Dirt, 
Where it was birthed. 
Dirt, so 1 ucky! 
To oWn all that is alive and 
Throbbing with the energy of 
The unknown powers! 
I reach toward the untouchable, 
And moments later I am 
Doubled over with seering pain. 
My hand flies to my chest. 
My fingers quiver and flutter like 
A butterfly caught on the wind. 
Nails tear my flesh, 
Bone breaks bone. 
My heart is in my palm. 
Everything stops for an 
Eternal moment. 
It is over and out of me quickly. 
I am no longer green. 
The splinter gone, but with it 
The heart. 
So ... 
Either way, 
Death is death. 
Now I, too, am untouchable. 

Anonymous 



-New Horizons-

As far as the bare eye can see, 
Lie barren lands yet waiting to be. 
Through frosty lenses or sweltering scopes, 
Young men stamp tread long ahead. 
Hho knows, until the feet grow red, 

Hunger and famine and grounds scattered with lead. 

The time seeps on, 
The fighting troops are gone. 
All lands sleep quiet now. 
Yet When will this all cease 
It is a continual pull, 
Until man's ego is finally full. 

Debra Leutz 

Sn.nd) Johnstoll 



ON YOUR OWN 

One says it's black. 
One says it's White. 
I know that neit~er one is right. 

One says it's short. 
The other it's tall. 
I know that neither one is right at all. 

I know that you're looking out for my best interest and you 
want to help. But I know What's best for me. Maybe some of the 
decisions I make don't always work out the way I thought they 
would. But I don't follow and I don't lead. 

One says it's there. 
One says it's here. 
For all I know it probably ain't there 

This one smiles. 
That one frowns. 
You can't tell me the one who smiles is right cause what 
about the one who feels down. 

Time after time you gave me advice hoping to help my head. 
The only advice I can accept is mine, I feel it's the best. 
Let me warn you girl, let me warn you. 
It's lonely on your own. 

Celeste Seal is i 

Silent Scream 

One who shrieks out in ut.ter silence 
reveals only the manic despair that 
lies within a being's mind. 
Feelings that are trapped in 
a thinking membrane - that 
touches barely the conveying 
heart - which in its reach 
fails ... only to fall, concave, cease, 
And beg in to depress 
To hide emotions that are real, 
to toss a thick blanket 
over the very breath of a 1 iv ing being ... 
and to reveal, What seems to be 
by ordinary view, the ideal model 

of happiness. 

Brenda Bosold 

The Statue of Simon Bolivar 

Bleached white, like boxes of sailing men 
He stands there in twilight 
Guarding the harbor. 

Dark now, like his forgotten ends 
He stands there in deep shade 
Guarding the harbor. 

Silvery, like ~ghostly blend 
Guns stand in foggy sun 
Guarding his image. 

Barbara Wright 



Sa_nd i Gees 

T11E OLD OAK TREE 

Here I sit for the last time 
Underneath the old oak tree 
For its time has come 
To say goodbye 

Its 1 imbs are bare and dying 
The 1 eaves have gone 
Blown away by "'"the bleak wind 

So here I sit 1 neath the old oak tree 
Recalling all the memories 
The fun I had in this old oak tree 
My friend, my pal, this old oak tree 

Lisa Johnson 



THE CRY 

If you are ever high on a hilltop 
where darkness blocks the way, 
And, if your ear is tuned 
to the closing of the day, 
You will hear the whispering wind, 
And the message that it brings, 
Like the tolling of the bell 
with its long and hollow ring; 
Is the anguished cries and tears 
that have been muffled through the years, 
Of people and their fears, 
Now remaining, for our ears. 

And the wind, it rushes far and wide, 
The wind rushes near and high, 
And little does it know 
As round and round it goes, 
That many days had passed me by 
Before I fully realized 
The meaning of the cry. 

For naked limbs were thrown about, 
And battle hymns were played, 
While little thought was given 
To those who died that day. 

But now, screeching through the night 
Sometimes loud, and sometimes not, 
Are the cries that will remind us 
Of the battles that were fought. 

And I have heard that some will hear them 
While others go their way, 
But the cries, they always linger 
Until the darkness turns to day. 

Sandy Gees 

Waddling woman, pressing her belly 
holds in close, above her knees a bundle 
fat and warm-----she bends her back to carry 
a rounded weight that will need a trundle. 
Not long till harvest for a seed well sown. 
Upside down flower, preparing to bloom 
kicks at the wall, his impatience has grown 
to leave the sanctuary, woman's womb. 
Darkness breaks to bright and violent light. 
Lungs clear to suck in clean gasps of first air. 
Through translucent lids, day changes to night. 
Time lifts a foot to the first step of stairs. 
Soothed by the sound of a small pleading cry, 
woman nurses her son, breathing a sigh. 

Rachel McNally 



PLAYERS 

Those who have heard the music calling 
and the sweet notes gently falling, 
Follow-now on city steets 
Playing their own creative beats. 

They answer to this dedication 
Their minds and souls all concentration, 
Playing their stories as they feel them 
Those soaring sounds of loving freedom. 

They capture sound in ease and flowing, 
with their horns and gentle bowing. 
While those with pain beyond despair 
Have stopped, and stood, and heard them there. 

I understand, I know, I hear it! 
That voice that calls within your spirit. 
Beckoning you past life's trivial pleasures 
For much simpler, earthly treasures. 

Sandy Gees 

I sit here in this room of m~ne 
It is today the time of nine 

I look to the window the one to the west 
~1ere the sun shall soon rest 

The book I'm reading lay still in my hand 
While my mind wanders to a different land 

Land of beauty and of life 
Land where there is no strife 

Lots of times I wish 
That our world was like this 

Rut ours is of violent times 
Where all of us are touched by cr~me 

The man in the white house must keep peace 
for that is his task 

For all of us know if there ~s a war 
it will be our last 

Lisa Johnson 

The Phoenix B ird.s 

Red gold they were of two and ten 
Their wings let fall bright fire flies 
That lit the skies and scared the eyes 
They caught all stars that blocked the way 
As passion pulled them into day. 

Now change comes to these two' and ten 
With frenzied calls to the sun. 
The great shapes blur, gilt colors run 
One melted scarlet coats the sky. 
To line again, they all must die. 

Barbara Wright 

The never ending search 
seems to me 
like I'm blind 
and everyone else can see mere 
they're going 
I try so hard, I can sometimes 
makeout a dim 1 ight 
through my darkness 
But then 
I feel I'm 
slipping slowly away 
from any 
real thing 
that shines 

Elizabeth Schwartz 

Dreams 

The snow is falling 
The sky is gray 
As dreams melt away 
Reality is here to stay 

Each and every snowflake 
Portrays someone's dream 
And as the sun comes out 
It melts those dreams away. 

Dawn Evans 



Sc:mAy Tohn.s"ton.. 

Lost in a world of strangers 
that call themselves my friends 

Never knowing who is who 
or where it all will end. 

Fighting with myself and God
always as king "why?" 

Lying in my bed at night 
all I can do is cry. 

I try so hard to make them happy 
but does anyone ever see? 

Of course they all say they do 
then they just turn their backs and leave. 

All I want is a little love 
and a lot less pain and hate 

Everyt ime I seem so close 
it's just longer for me to wait. 

Karen Jean Ehalt 



Ode to the World 

Silently I sat - Staring through the glass 

Upon the cold and hard cement. 

This isn't the way God meant it to be
Originally! 

No green could my eye discern 
Only very little sky 
Wall to Wall cement 
Floor to Ceiling high. 

A 1 ittle bird flew down and lit 

Upon the hard cement 
j urn ping around - frustrated, flapping 
his wings, chirping. 

He seemed to be saying 
Where is the grass, the dirt 

No trees, no worms. 
What am I to do? 

Resigning himself to conditions 
He settled for a dried up piece 
of food someone had dropped -

days -maybe weeks before. 
Who knows? 

Have you resigned yourself to this world? 

Margaret Dolan 

THE UNICORN 

IN GREEN MEADOWS 

In green meadows where children play 

I've heard them laugh and sing today, 

on rolling hills of calm array. 

In green meadows where children grow 

As only you and I could know, 
where children have a need to go. 

I've seen them dancing; alive and light. 

I've watched them in their fearless flight. 

I've reached for them in the dark of night. 

I call to them as days go by 
But do they hear the cursed cry? 

From one so old and hoarse as I. 

In green meadows where children sing 

My lusty voice with theirs would ring. 

But isn't age a better thing? 

From green meadows I shall go 
And with me I will take, I know, 

The loneliness of true sorrow. 

Sandy Gees 

His silver mane lay resting light 
Against his coat of white 
While his horn glittered bright 
In the moonlit night 
Many believe he does not live 

They do not know what he can give 

To them a world of greatest joy 
To those who are not coy 

And when he runs from place to place 

He seems to have a lot of grace 

And some do not believe he is there to see 

But I believe so he is there for me 

Lisa Johnson 



JAY 

My little brotfier, I would like to keep you, 
Away from all that hurts and worries. 
Alas, but I Just don't know how to hide you 
Away from things above the courts and juries. 

So many times I wonder What you see 
As when you gaze upon this troubled world, 
With eyes not meant to look and maybe see, 
The sometimes loathesome script of life unfurled. 

If I could cover half the truth I would. 
Because I know that what will meet your eyes, 
Is something not as pretty as it could 
Without deceit and yes without the lies. 

My little brother, not to be impatient. 
But wish your knowledge of the world stay latent. 

The Ocean in Winter 

The ocean in winter, 
a mighty sight, in evening 
from the sea wall top. 
The world is working hard tonight. 

The pound of waves against December 
The highest crests are now, 
when ice-cold mist is thick 
and fills the hair with sea. 

Winds are so ft behind the w a 11 

sand. 

but near the water, legs must hold tight 
to keep their stand, or fall 
into the mighty depths. 

The moon is full and makes 
the massive curls turn silver-tipped 
before they smash on shore. 
Against the sky and wind 
they lift, they twist, they shout 
the sounds of midnight sea. 

Rachel McNally 

V. Thomas 

MEMORIES 

They are there, 
but only dimly 
do they echo; 
like the ravaged shell 
that lies upon 
the barren shore, 
and sometimes 
with a gust of wind 
may get blown about. 
Then settles down 
once again 
no more important 
then before. 

Sandy Gees 



Endless Vision of Hope 

As I glance out the window, gloomy darkness all around 

The rain beats steadily, leaving me spellbound 

The dreary, droll of the pattering rain 
Splashes my reflection, then down the window pane. 

The sun seems to hide behind his clouded robe 

Then suddenly a single ray seeps through as if to probe 

A sight so touching, I've never seen 
There is no feeling like this, none so serene 

Colors appear before my eyes, an endless vision of hope 
Into the horizon, through the skies, then falls to a gentle slope 

I think about the sun, nature's living god 

The rainbow is man. Does that seem odd? 

The colors emotions: anger, sadness, del i.ght 

The sun will always shine through us, it is our guiding light 

Sometimes we take for granted, people, places, things 

We overlook the rainbow, a miracle god brings 

In every rainbow's end, as in the end of life, 

Your pot of gold awaits you, a reward for all your strife. 

Maryann Wylam 

Looking Toward a Bright Future 

After the Darkness of night 
A Bright Future is in sight. 

The Future is like the sea on a windy morning. 
Thundering on the wind, 
Thundering on the waves, 
The sea gulls are in flight, 
No fear of the night 
Hith the bright sunlight on the waves. 

Shinnnering on the sea, 
Sparkling on the sand, 
No looking back at the land. 
Not a soul is around, 
Just me and the sound, 
The sound of the wind and the waves. 

So vast and so strong I'm carried along, 
To the Unknown out there I can't see, 
And surely someday I' 11 look back here and say 

That the Unknown is what I have become, 

For the great "I Am" hath nurtured me 
And from the birth of the past, the future is the stnn. 

Margaret Do 1 an 


