


EDITOR 

Mary Ann Furtak 

CO-EDITOR 

Duanita Stafford 

BUSINESS MANAGER 

Shirley McCune 

COPY EDITORS 

Dawn Evans 
Lisa Kee 

ADVISOR 

Dr. John A. Shayner 

CO-ADVISOR 

Nancy Conklin 

Special Thanks to Ms. Warren 



BELVEDERE 

The glistening chrome and glittering 
red center of the steering wheel 
captures tangibility and rips it up. 

The sun-captured heat spills down 
my spine, 

The cozy, must smell of age: and 
foreverness. 

My eyes wander thru mirrored 
reflections of the world passing on his 
hood. 

Cool and bright cool and bright the 
trees go swirling past: dots of bright 
shoot into my heart. 

Somewhere is nowhere. dreams of 
faraway places on my breath ... 
endlessly moving. 

We mix as one. I don't have to touch 
the pedals: 

He is someone who can see what I 
can see. 

Lost in content the world is mine. 

WENDY URICH 

If I should wake from a terrible fright 
Clasp my body to yours and hold me 

tight. 
If I should sound a troubled tearful cry 
Give me faith and lay strongly by my 

side. 
And if you feel my body tremble bad 
Put an end to the fright that makes me 

sad. 

Life is but an ocean of confusion 
Reflecting images - disallusion. 
Strength from being within your arms 
Has a unique magic that soothes and 

charms. 
From that magic I will make a new 
stand 

And grow a flower in life's desert sand 

DAWN EVANS 

I am a cucumber 
Deciding to be pickled. 
There are pros, 
And there are cons 
The solution seethes 
Into the sea 
And I hesitate 
On the cool, wet rock 
Looking down 
At the savage waves 
Anxious to devour me. 
Where is the bottom, 
And what awaits me? 
The breakers beckon, 
Seducing me with mystery. 
I have to know. 
I HAVE to know! 
NOW!! 
I leap. 
Once a pickle, 
Never a cucumber. 

DAWN MONACO 

As I stand here unnoticed by his eyes, 
I feel a loss I've never felt before. 
This little child who knows much less 

than L 
Can unknowingly make me want to cry. 

He's so much a part of nature 
Playing there all by himself 
Running and jumping in the fallen 

leaves. 
Sitting now, he gathers up a handful 

and throws them high above his head 
He's laughing now, out loud and by 

himself. 

He romps and rolls. 
He touches and smells everything he 

sees. 
This child, Oh how I envy him. 

He doesn't care about what makes up 
all the things he sees, 

Or why everything is the way it is, 
Or how everything came into being. 

There is nothing more precious in life 
than to see a child smile. 

LAURA WELLS 

Accept these flowers as a 
symbol of my love: 

When you look at them, 
think of me. 

Though I may stray, 
my heart is always home; 

The power of love 
knows not distance. 

Love is the laughter and tears 
we all endure: 

And without it, all would 
wither and die. 

Flowers as these will never die, 
And so my love, too, will 

be everlasting! 

MARY ANN FURTAK 

My Mom. so strong. Giving, but not 
strong enough to take, but waiting, not 
patiently, for others to give. They will ... 
I will. Mom so so strong, holding onto 
our family for so long. All alone, with 
the world trying to push you into a 
grave of misfortune. My Mom, my love, 
respect, and admiration is streaming in 
tears wretched from my heart. 

And then misfortune follows me, and 
sneaks in when the door isn't quite 
closed. Thinking of you, I hold on, and 
it will always be like this ... or so I'm 
afraid. 

WENDY URICH 



A sudden gush of cool breeze, 
beating across my chest. 

Watching a mother bird cover her nest 
One step, so far yet so near, 

Feeling myself dropping into another 
atmosphere. 
Darkness covers my face, now I can't 
breathe, my heart stops ... 

As I hit the ground, further down my soul 
drops. 

TONI HENDERSON 

Nine is not a number to hang out with. 
Differences are plenty, a little scary. 

The number of the dark, secluded 
hermit, 

Wise, but keeping everything hidden. 

The number of initiative, 
But that is not needed. 

The number of the end. 

WENDY URICH 

Why does life pass over us 
so quickly?? 

Let's remember to enjoy 
our short stay, 

And to take pleasure in 
life's small moments. 

MARY ANN FURTAK 

Sleep has summoned me; 
I must depart with no regret, 
for sleep has summoned me. 

TO 

I take with me, the leaves and flowers of 
yesteryear-
And I leave myself for those that have 
yet to appear. 
I bid thee pardon, 
for I have been called upon; 
By eternal sleep. 

M.L. BALAGUER 

The sunset reminds me of the beauty of 
life, and walking the long road alone, 
being afraid and unsure, the ocean 
crashing at my feet with every small 
disappointment along the way. 

But then the sunset grew bigger and 
more brilliant, and its warmth 
surrounded me and glowed within me, 
for you became part of my existence. 

Now we walk the road together, still 
afraid of disappointments and failures 
we make along the road of life- But if 
one of us should stumble and fall, the 
other will be there to gather the broken 
pieces, and mend the tattered soul. 

Love doesn't exist like sunsets, for true 
love never fades, instead it stays, and 
sometimes aches within you until you're 
together, or the sunset dies .... 

LISA C. SCAIRPON 



TALEPEACE 

Naked 
My legs 
Juicy 
Imagine 
Gracious fluff 
Man's individual aspire 
Wish to reach 
and softly melt 
within his embrace 
Each pulse of my heart 
gently touch 
so silky my breasts 
each pulse. tender 
Secure 
Tempt a kiss 
Knead thy warmth 
Yet curious. 
moist from your 
desire 
Eyes of passion 
along your journey 

LINDA MARIE 
GINGER GINSKI 

LAURIE CONN 

Here's to mind-blowin' whiskey and 
early morning nights 

To shot glasses and Chevy· s and 
fraternity night 

Here's to the rebels and wanderers and 
long steady roads 

And Tim with a joint and Mare ready to 
go 

Here· s to fast -living men who fight for 
their own 

Like Eastwood and Vincent Bandit and 
Jones 

From the streets of New York to good 
or Tennessee 

What a hell of a damn place this world 
can be. 

DAWN EVANS 

It happened once before ... 
and I built a wall for one. 

Now you have come along ... 
and we built a wall for two. 

I feel safe behind our wall, 
because I know you are my protecter. 

But I can't help but know 
that sometime, somehow, somebody 
is going to knock down our walL 

And I will be left all alone again, 
to build a new wall for one. 

But while we are still behind 
our wall I know I am safe. 

Yes, I feel safe behind our wall ... 
because you and I are the only 
ones who 
have a key to our wall. 

The only ones who can knock down 
the wall are you and I. 

I know you won't because you are 
my protecter and my love. 

We built the wall with one brick at 
a time 

It was a slow and painful process 
for both of us ... 
but we have reached our goal 
for now. 

My love for you will never end, 
even after I am gone. 

Remember me always and our wall. 
Yes our wall will last forever. .. 

for we have worked hard at building 
our wall. 

Our love will show in the perfection of it. 
But most of all our wall can't last 

last without our love. 

ANONYMOUS 

PURPOSE 

A kind of kick in the ass, 
that's it 

Inspiration not to wait, 
not to waste. 

A love of like-mind, 
puzzle-piece bodies fitting. 

Smelling imaginations, 
deep to the heart 

A ripping of obligations, 
drying responsibility. 

False organization, 
never a finished result. 

A kind of inspiration, 
a jolt to the foolish mind. 

A kick in the ass, 
that's it 

WENDY URICH 

What a beautiful night this night. 
A night to remember. 
No two are exactly the same. 
One in which to lie under the stars and 

dream of tomorrow. 
The night that you can lose yourself 

deep inside yourself. 
To run away from reality. 
To think of what might be, 

-Tomorrow, next week, next 
-year, 
Ten yers from this beautiful 
-night. 

To Dream, to Dream. 
If only you could grab on to that 

magnificent, twinkling, magical star 
with 

all your might 
And be taken into your dream. 
If only I, If only I. 

But why cut yourself short of a day; this 
day?! 

Don't cheat yourself. 
Make this day; this night; your day; 

your night. 
Live today to make your dream your 

tomorrow. 

LAURA WELLS 



They all said they knew her, 
but did they really? 

How much could they really say 
they knew about her? 

Oh, they might be able to tell you 
her favorite color, or what she 
liked to listen to. 

They all might say they'll miss 
her. 

But how much is true? 

She wandered through life with 
her fears inside her jacket 
pocket. 

She kept to herself all her ideas 
about the world and the 
surroundings here. 

She felt so alone in the room full 
of the people she knew. 

She really couldn't talk to 
anybody about what was 

bothering her. 
She really didn't know what it 

was. 

So she stumbled and groped the 
cold, slick icy walls of her 
desperate life. 

Hoping to get a grip on someone 
or something that could help 
her. 

She went to someone she thought 
she could trust, 

But in time that person lost all 
interest in the lost little girl. 

She could feel the special 
friendship slipping away into 
the soundless cold night. 

She gave humanity one last try, 
but it failed as always. 

Then she turned not to another 
someone, but to a something. 

She found the friendship she 
desired. 

They were in a bottle, a bag, and 
in envelopes. 

Yes, she craved the bitter -sweet 
taste of the magic fluid rolling 
over her longing tastebuds. 

The cool burning smoke filtering 
into her lonely brain. 

The strong soft white powder 
that floated up to her already 
numbing head. 

How did she let herself succumb 
to these vile drugs? 

Really she didn't do it, the 
uncaring world deserves the 
credit for this one. 

She tried it the one way, but no 
one really saw her falling to the 
earth, 

They thought it was a joke and 
she would pull the rip-cord 
before she hit the pavement, 
with its waiting sinisterly open 
arms. 

It was the only thing that was 
there for her. 

She decided the Hell with it, 
what was it all for. 

So one cool evening in April, she 
drove her car to the waiting 
overlook, 

She shut the car off, took a look 
at the little town with its 
lonely lights, 

Opened the trunk and took out 
the green garden hose. 

She plugged it into the rusty 
exhaust pipe and brought the other 
end to front seat and sat down. 

She rolled up the willing window, 
encasing the garden hose in the 
small crack 

With one last look at the town 
with its lights beaming a final 
farewell goodbye, 

She turned the igition key, closed 
her eyes and waited for the 
longly waited sleep. 

ANONYMOUS 



Crying in myself 
Laughing at myself 
For crying. 

Belonging to myself 
So the tears shouldn't hurt 
And even if they momentarily do, 
If s only for the moment. 

Hold stilL 
Why doesn't the movement 
Come in waves of touching me? 
I feel like it's self-envelopment. 

So. 
Obviously. 
I have. as you have done to me. 
Driven you into yourself. 

We have made ourselves 
Enemies of subconscious fears and 
Mistrust 
Not wanting to be hurt. 

And why do we search for reminders 
Of why we're together? 

WENDY URICH 

She cried for years, 
Her heart yanked to divulge the pool of 

tears. 
In the pond, I saw the sad reflection, 
Of endless defeat and rejection. 
In darkness, she sat in dismay, 
Trying to reach for the next day. 
Her days were filled with deep sorrow, 
With no hope of a better tomorrow. 
Confined within the walls of a shell, 
No one could break the spell. 
Falling into this powerful emotion, 
She let her heart run like the waves in the 

ocean. 
She called her feelings to the sea and got 

no response; 
The currents were completely non

chalant. 
The two walked hand-in-hand as the sun 

gleamed, 
And she awoke to a dream. 
Another relationship that started, 
And again. I'm broken-hearted. 

BRIDGET SEVEN 

Sad days are bringing my life 
down 

Ambitions gone; happiness nowhere 
around 

I try to think of the dreams I once had 
But they are non-existent, that makes 

mesad 
From my mind I try to erase the fighting 
But it's gone on too long to stop biting 
My heart bleeds - the hurt continues 

on 
Slowly my spirit fades away like a sad 

song 
If only there were a way for me to be 
Everything that everyone's wanted from 

me 
But I've failed in that part of my life 
They in turn have jabbed me with a 

knife. 

DAWN EVANS 



LOVER?? 

Words come to some like a breeze 
But they are the few 
Who we say have talent 
But what do we say 
About those few who know how 
To bri.ng the best love 
Out of someone 
They have talent too 
That talent is to love 
Then there are the ones 
Who let the love they feel 
Be brought out 
Then it's not a talent anymore 
They're considered fools 

MARILYN C. JOHNSON 

The waves gently caress the beach 
as you sleep within my reach. 
Peacefully the gulls to the water soar, 
I imagine the swaying shells on the 

ocean floor. 
Soft sand slips through my fingers, 
our young love forever lingers. 

SUE GRAY 

NEW 

Fiction book living 
Blastin' picture perfect visions 

into memory lock 

The frequent feeling; 
A panorama never seen 

is so strong. 

Routine roads travelled 
Blindly to the open eye

breathe deep the smooth, 
find memory recall ... 

The old is felt new; 
skipping heartbeats. 

WENDY URICH 

Huge gray douds lume above me. 
As they sweep violently through the 

sky, 
They burst open. 
Torrents of rain crash down upon my 

little cabin in the woods. 
Fierce winds whistle through the cabin's 

walls. 
The rain on the roof sounds like a 

thousand horses in a stampede. 

At first the pace is steady. 
Then,whenthethunderrockstheland 
And the lightening brightens the night 
The pace becomes faster and uneven. 
Hours go by and no end seems in sight. 

Finally, near what should be the break 
of day, 

The clouds become brighter, 
The winds diminish, 
The rain no longer comes down in 

torrents, 
But now in a gentle even flow. 

The storm passed as quietly as it first 
arose. 

It rapidly becomes a part of the past of 
the unforeseen future. 

LAURA WELLS 

THE MOMENTS WE 
SHARED 

What happened to all the moments 
we shared? 

The good ones along with the bad. 
Once you were on my mind 25 hours 

a day ... 
But that seems so long ago. 

The feelings we shared yesterday, 
are the memories of today. 

We lived to love ... 
But the feeling has somehow changed. 

I used to think we would be together 
forever ... 

But the future seems awfully dim. 
What ever happened to the sun, the 

stars and our love? 

What happened to all the moments 
we shared? 

I know you're still a part of me ... 
But even that is slipping away from 

my reach. 
I know I'll never forget you entirely, 

because of the little things we did 
together. 

I realize now that I don't want to 
forget you. 

But things have changed, 
and it has to happen. 

It's not as if we want it to happen, 
it just does. 

We started when we were too young to 
understand. 

The feelings we had will never transpire. 
What ever happened to the moments 

we shared? 

ANONYMOUS 



LAST BREATH 

Sharp steel jaws bind, crushing the 
small frail paw. 

Horror stricken, the animal tries to 
crawl 

Terror devours the distressed creature 
A look from the dazed eyes shows 

failure 
Incinerated air scorches the ground 
The guns will come and soon he will be 

found 
No way of escaping from death' s steel 

grip 
Life's last breath. seen in a quivering lip. 

DAWN EVANS 

MY OLD BEAU 

I see you from a distance with all the 
other girls. and watching while hoping 
you'll notice me once more. 

Life seems to have no meaning on 
certain days. as things always come up 
to remind me of all your ways. 

If second chances were to come to all of 
us. my only wish would be for us. 

How can I change the mess thaf s been 
made. from the lack of understanding 
and communication that we never 
gave. 

It may have been your fault then again 
it may have been mine. but can't we try 
again old beau of mine. 

A few years have past now and each of 
us has gone our different ways. but rm 
asking faith to lend a hand so I may 
have your love again. 

Give it time old beau of mine as 
bitterness does no good. 
So. lef s stop acting like children. but 
like 
the adults that we should. 

For. as in time I know you'll agree. this 
love was meant for you and me. 

TONI IOVINO 

Selfish ways lead to shut-off, 
But you're too selfish to see that. 

I cannot reward your selfishness 
By waiting 
And letting it be alright 
To be a hog. 

If you can hog-up attention 
And devotions, 
Then I'm holding fast to my 

independence 
Of you, for fear of waiting 
For nothing. 

No matter how insecure 
And awful 
Independence from your degree of love 
Makes you feeL 
I'm being selfish of myself. 

r m hogging-up 
My smiles. 
Affection, 
And my intelligence 
From you. 

Then I'm going to give it 
To people who aren't hogs. 

You snooze. you !ooze. 

WENDY URICH 

LOVE 

Love is like a passion that never 
ends. You can feel it, but you cannot 
touch it. Love is for the romantic people 
who are in love. Love is for the 
understanding that you give each other. 
Love is for the way you think about 
each other. Love is for the way you act 
when you are together. Love is for the 
way you kiss your partner. Love is for 
the joy you feel when the baby is born. 
Love is for the way you look at each 
other. Love is for the laughter and the 
tears. Love is for the lonely and the 
ones who have no friends. Love is for 
your honesty with each other. 

Love is the friendship that you have 
with your big brother. Love is for 
dignity, joy, and self-respect. Love is 
like a song that never ends. Love goes 
on forever depending on the person 
you are married to. When you love 
someone, it is never easy. Things all 
over are hard, but with each others' 
love things will get better. 

Both of you will live in peace and 
harmony. So remember when you love 
someone always give them the very 
best. 

Frances Rade 

My heart it lies behind a wall 
The wall has crumbled now 
But where is the heart that lies behind 
It has crumbled with the wall. 

LISA JOHNSON 



Lying in front of me rests a blank page 
Waiting to hear just what I have to say 
But my mind is dearly blank, all 

worn-out 
Teacher will see and he's surely to 

shout 
Wake up brain! get off your lazy voyage 

I'll doodle and see what I can salvage. 
Amongst the scribbles of writer's 

garbage five, ten, fifteen rounds, 
a knockout 

This is no day to have to use the brain 

Responsibility is like a binding rope 
It ties you down, making one unable to 

cope 
With all that's been learned, my brain 

has the gout 
It decays and turns into sauerkraut 
Oh lord please help me, send me an 

image 
This is no day to have to use the brain. 

DAWN EVANS 

You're my friend 
You listen to my problems 
And you never complain 
You're always there 
When I call your name 
You call my name 
And I respond the same 
Then comes trouble 
No one knows who is to blame 
But when it's all over 
You forget my name 
Are you my friend 
Or was it a game 
Your move?? 

MARILYN C. JOHNSON 

Your voice warms my mind, 
Your stare makes me want, 
Your touch shatters all emotions. 

SUSAN PFEIFER 

Stay and wait for what you desire. 
Go not far: But chase it not; 
For a bird in flight is difficult to capture. 

M. L BALAGUER 





Plastered to the wall 
Can't do anything but crawl 
Eyes roll back and head aches 
Bladder feels as full as a lake 
Common sense may for now be lapse 
But I'll always remember 

good ol' Uncle Jack 

DAWN EVANS 



Life is an escalator of 
anticipations ... 

Only when one stops hoping
Does life cascadingly end. 

MARY ANN FURTAK 

After the rain there is a rainbow, though 
in time the rainbow will fade and only 
the memory of the colors remain in 
your mind . 

. When you feel the prick of a rose there 
is a pain, but it's the beautiful smell of 
the rose that remains forever in your 
mind. 

Then there is a time to say, I love you. 
Then there is a time you do not dare, 
but anytime is the right time to say I will 
always care. 

TONI IOVINO 

TO 

My friend you are so beautiful to me 
You touched my life with laughter 
Which taught me how to love, and how 
to be loved. 
You took away the emptiness that once 
was and turned it into happiness that 
lingers on to others 

My friend, through you, 
I've learned to be honest, 
and to reveal my deepest thoughts, 
which were hidden deep inside me. 
You've given me support in times of 
need, without having to ask. 

The beautiful person you are to me will 
always be. 
Our friendship is so 
valuable, and the memories we have 
are always cherished in my heart. 
For you, and you alone 
have taught me the meaning of true 
happiness. 

KATHLEEN REARDIN 



GOODBYE 

I hate to leave you far behind 
You have been so very kind 

You gave me so many memories 
I hope I gave you some happy 
memories too 

Remember the time we went on a hike 
And all the fun we had flying our kites 

Enough with the memories it's time to 
go 
So long my friend I hate to go 

And as I walked away 
Through my tears I saw the trees sway 

I turned around to wave goodbye to 
you 
But you had found someone new 

USA JOHNSON 

We went to look at the burnt image of a 
house today. 
The walls were bare but the floors were a 
clutter. ashes mixed with memories 
sweet 
The ceiling sagged in some rooms and in 
others the wind blew freely in. 
Books and papers were filled with words, 
speaking to no one. 
The stairway only goes three steps and 
stops. a dark bed lies open and alone. 
The laughter of a baby girl rests with one 
shoe in the corner of the room. 

SUE GRAY 

We have worn a mask all of our lives. 
We have been forced to hide our feel
ings. Cool people have to be rough, or so 
we are told. 
We put up a front and hope that nobody 
sees through our masquerade. 

But is that what we really want, or is it 
we are just fooling ourselves? 
Deep inside we are crying out for help. 
Most of the time nobody sees our red 
flag. 
It is a pity that somebody has to die 

physically or emotionally just to 
be heard. 

If you look in our eyes you could see the 
pain, the hurt, the fear. 

Yes, we all wear a mask, and yes, we all 
need help, some more than others. 

Sometimes we cry at night in our beds, 
all we want is some attention. 

Life isn't fair, but is it supposed to be? 
Isn't life just a test, to see what we are 
made of? 
To see, if we are tough enough to make 

the grade. 
If you show you have feeling, you get 
walked all over. 
Is that what the world wants? If it is, you 

can have it, cause I don't need it! 

The adults can't see through it or if they 
do, they can't understand it. 

It all comes down to suicide, "The Great 
Escape". 

The one thing about it, there is always 
room for one more, sad, but it is 

reality. 

ANONYMOUS 

LOST LOVE 

You came into my life with love to give; 
I was unsure so I backed away. 
Deep inside I wanted you 
But I was naive. 

I tried to make you happy 
But you wanted more than I could give; 
I didn't understand your needs 
And you didn't understand mine. 

Maybe we'll get together 
Someday, 
When we both have more time ... 

MARY ANN FURTAK 

THE RAPE 

No Understanding- how could they 
have known 

Isolated by brutal intrusion 
To contend with the misery on her own 

Fearing the silence and friend's 
rejection 

Hiding the truth - believing in no 
choice 

They'd say she was wrong- she had 
brought it on! 

Horrors in shadows, conceiving every 
noise 

Smothering every breath - a 
heavy guilt 

killing memories of romantic joys 

Soul full of pain, dirty from the guilt 
Intrusion - no justification 

Upon which so many nightmares are 
built 

Trying to forget, many years gone by 
Thinking it forgotten - the horror has 

survived. 

DAWN EVANS 



Trying to put my feelings into actions. 
Trying to put those feelings on stage. 
Trying to open the gates of fantasy. 
No one can understand the actress, 
Unless you begin to act yourself. 

I wish someone 
would try!!! 

TONI HENDERSON 
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MASQUERADE 

Masquerading, the actor hides, hoping 
no one will see through his disguise. 

But when the actor steps away from the 
stage, he feels loneliness, love and 
every emotion every man does. 

Every character he plays has become 
part of his existence, however he longs 
to be loved for who he is, and not the 
part he plays. 

When the actor steps down from the 
stage, only a select few are given the 
chance to see the true being, one who 
longs to feel. 

The Actor, looking for reality, only finds 
that all people are playing characters, 
and the object of the theatre is to find 
the one that is sincere, honest and real. 

USA C. SCAIRPON 

) 



What you inspire me to write is true 
For if I were to lose my sight 
And never again be able to admire the 

ocean 
Or cherish the sight of children at play 
My love for things such as these would 

not go away 
For like you. they are what inspires me 
And like a deeply rooted willow 

clutching the soil 
These pleasures can not be torn from 

my memory 

A knight in the eyes of a Princess 
Is the noblest thing of all 
And when I look into your eyes 
I am transferred back to those days 
When the warlock was most mysterious 
And the dragons had their way 
I see castles tall and vast 
And wonder why it is only in you 
That these images form from the past 
It must be the enchantment and passion 
That you put into my heart and make 

me feel 
Like that which the Princess once felt 
When her noble knight came to call 
This all may be fantasy 
But the inspiration and feelings 
Are so very. very. real. 



Dr. Bennett, 

We, the staff of Prism '85, bid you welcome. We wish 
you luck as our newly-elected President. 

Prism '85 is dedicated to you, Dr. Stephanie Bennett. 
We hope you have many happy and successful years at 
Centenary. 
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