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KAREN M. IVERSEN 

The road is long, with many winding turns 

All lives are young with many things to learn. 

Too far ahead to look back in our time. 

Too tired to fight for the memories ahead. 

The ups and downs, come and go, time after time, 

We struggle, fight and search, for what? 

Confusion lies deep within our stone cold bodies, 

Our hearts beat fast, our minds are slow and thoughtless. 

The troubles get worse as time goes by, 

We look for a pleasant place to rest our weary eyes. 

I pick up the pieces to the world flying by. 

Stop this! I can't seem to take it anymore. 

I'm tired and confused, please leave me alone! 

P~A.M. 
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I feel I am the sun, 
With a vast emptiness holding me 
And a fire raging inside me. 
I am far from reach, but really very close. 
My outer shell is visible, but core well concealed. 
My anger and heat touches all, 
But no one dares to touch me. 
I am alone. 

LISAKEE 
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MY POND 

Closed eyelids tracetg.~pr~~~~pclo 
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I tingle
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rguide you through the waving vines. 
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Trust has seen us here and will forever 
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Above lily P(:ld~ innocently float 
and exhale l()Y:¢1$ perfume. 
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KNOWING THE 

He is the wind; 
With a violent temper surging inside him. 
Running wildly, seeing nothing, 
Just destroying. 
But when calm, he is gentle 
And nice to feel. 
He is power. 

LISAKEE 

DISTANT EYES 

They are always watching, 
Feeling, listening and telling. 
They are distrusting and resentful. 
They are seeking and wanting. 

They are not like my eyes, 
They are the eyes of insanity. 
Expressing flames of wildness. 
Trying to escape inner confusion. 

They are a frightened dog; 
Whimpering for help. 
Reaching out for someone or somewhere, 
Somewhere to run. 

They are not vacant, 
Staring off into space. 
But searching for an opening, 
An opening to hide. 

They are a hand. 
They are a voice. 
They are ears. 
They are large circles of life. 

LISA KEE 















Her life was like a tiny hole, 
No one could see in, and she couldn't see out. 
The world closed in around her. 
Turning from colour to black. 
She was confined by thick walls. 
Trapped, a prisoner in her own body. 
A victim of herself. 
Her ears perked to the sounds of a burning city. 
Contempt surged inside of her, 
Her arms flailed with frustration. 
The grip tightened. 
Harsh words clawed at her mind, 
Tears flowed inside her. 
But who could see in her tiny chamber? 
She; 
The dumb and blind one. 
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BOXES 

You dress in pink and blue as reflections 
of the empty toy boxes, 
Through my eyes and of your children you 
recapture a chest full of gifts. 
We have seen time unwrap and reveal 
break needing repair, 
Lock up our gifts in that chest and until 
we gather again, place them beneath your pillow. 

You are a jack-in-the-box stepping out 
never to return, 
You see a rainbow in hell through a 
window frame, 
Colors break let the sparks smother, 
But never let my jack-in-the-box 
reminisce the emptiness. 
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In dark of night a 
Shadowing weeping willow 
Creeps over moon. 
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Moonlight on the sea, 
glowing outward from darkness; 
reflecting life's spark. 

NANCY JUNE 

The leaves, like a crazed animallept upon her. 
Wrapping themselves around her. 
Entangling the pretty body. 
Wildly she searches for an opening. 
Her mouth opens to utter a scream, 
But nothing comes out 
Like a vulture, 
Or a convent, 
They steal her mind, 
Kidnap her soul, 
But leave her body. 
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CAROL DOLCE 

Take time to think, 
for the realm of knowledge is never ending. 
Take time to f~el, for the emotions 
of your heart often control the 
reasoning of you mind. 
Try to live each day to its fullest, 
for each day is filled with new 
oportunities that will be gone tomorrow. 
Survival is forever challenging the 
powers of your imagination. 
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