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I would venture to guess that Anon, who 
wrote so many poems without signing them, was a woman. 

-Virginia Woolf 
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ru~0l.~<._ Tired eyes stare 
at the 

blank paper •••• 
What will fill 

the white emptiness? 
Eyes 

eyes searching 
for color 

brilliant 
quiet 
sparkling 
pale 
soft 
musical 

color 
to transform 

the white 

Jeannie Wurm 
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Patricia Farmer 

JULIA 

The grey, misty fog 
soundlessly covering all 
waits for the sun 
to wave it on. 
While in the house 
the old woman sits 
alone 
and upstairs they dream 
and no one sees 
her tears of loneliness. 
As he~ crystal blue eyes 
gaze upon the grey misty fog 
she recalls of many 
past Christmases 
when she was with him; 
who made her happy 
who she loved 
and who left her 
alone. 
Tlie grey misty fog 
smoothly swirling outside 
grows thicker 
as does the old woman's remorse 

Upstairs a sigh 
and the gentle rustling 
of sheets from a sleeping pair 
return her deep into the past, 
for that's when she wasn't 
alone. 
Memories are all that she has now 
and years ago the clinking of glasses 
from toasts of merriment 
filled the now silent room. 
As the grey misty fog 
billows past the cold window panes 
the crystal blue eyes 
drop water 
down the soft wrinkled face. 
A sleepy word is mumbled from upstairs 
and the old woman 
desperately wishes to be young again 

but as the grey misty fog 
changes into snow 
she knows that she is 
alone 
again this Christmas time. 

E. Vaun 



In my mind, many things I am afraid. 

Do you know the feeling, do you understand? 

Can I do it, is there time 

to fit all the pieces in my mind? 

The voices in my head, they cry out to me .. 

Should I listen, is that the key? 

I keep going, day by day, 

hoping and praying I'll find the way. 

Stacey Youlios 

NIGHTMARE 

Rising, as if awake. 

Walking towards the door. 

Searching frantically for another 

way out, for this one is locked. 

Searching and searching but stillno 

escape--there is no way out! 

Walking back to the bed--defeated. 

Jennifer Jago 

I am lost in a life of 
meaningless efforts 

I am given endless logic, 
baffling mysteries and puzzles 
that I am to solve 

Places and faces that I am to 
know are thrown at me every 
which way I go 

Jeannie Wurm 
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A CLOWN'S MASK 

A clown wears his mask 

to hide himself from the world 

to be detached 

is to be free of pain 

to be detached 

is to never know what it's like to live 

The clown paints his face 

a shield created and used 

only by him 

As a tear falls 

it hits the cheek 

smudging the paint 

breaking the shield 

allowing the defenses to drop 

allowing for the hidden face 

to be revealed 

allowing for the person 

to be known .. 

Jonna M.. Ricigliano 

·. 

Jeannie Wurm 



WHISPERS IN THE NIGHT 

Have you ever wondered if that howling, 
And hissing through the trees, 
Was really the wind? 
And not some little man. 
A little squat man, that sits 
perched in the trees. 
A little man, with a tiny scrunched head, 
and big pointed ears--
Round chubby cheeks to match his 
Round wrinkled nose. 
A little man with long pointed toes, 
That crimp and curl--

Michele Gargiulo 

A little man that wears a felt frock coat, 
And fringed pointed hat--
That sits squatted high amongst branches. 
That grins wide mischievous grins. 
And giggles, 
And laughs, 
And howls, 
And hisses. 
A little man that murmurs and mimics, 
Taunts, 
And teases--

Till the first glint of light 

Lisa Kee 



For as long as I can remember 

whenever I asked, "Why?" 

I was told, "Because." 

Now when I ask "Why" 

I am told facts, 

Somehow it was easier 

for me to believe, "Because." 

Kelly Eaton 

Please let me go back 

a little while longer 

To my childhood 

where I played among my dreams 

And wasn't hurt by them. 

Kelly Eaton 

THE FUTURE 

Children; let their smiles refresh your life 
like the rain on a dry parched land. 

Let their laughter allow you to laugh with them 
even if the joke isn't funny anymore when you 
tell it to another grownup. 

Let them remind you how it feels when you can't 
reach a doorknob or your favorite teddy bear 
sitting on the top shelf. 

Children; they add to life an element we lose 
with time- a special sparkle that reaches 
everyone they meet and simply says- "I Love 
You." 

Lisa Scairpon 

Paula Rocco 



If I never return, call my parents, 

and tell them it's Wendy's fault. 

Kelly Erving 

Kelly Erving 

GONE FISHIN' 

Grab some friends on a spring afternoon.. Write a note on the blackboard, "Gone fishin' .. 11 Worms cost more than beers these days.. That's O .. K .. ,. .. Stuff the poles, the worms, and ourselves into the Plymouth. 
The '66 rambles up the road to rest in the shades My friends and I dillydally down the pine-rowed lane. Takes us to the reservoir. We laugh and breath freshness. Top-0-the-world, we are .. My love for them is as great as my love of life .. The water, so smooth. Hear the tiny gush of water spilling from the dam. Plop the wiggly worms into the still coolness. Watch the circles of ripples reach us. Hear us laughing.. We wander. We unwind. 
The slowly setting spring sun warms smiling faces.. The spring shadows hide behind our backs. Sheer sheets of insects gather in swarms, lingering above us. We persistently hand-fan the air, swearing at the gnats .. "But at least the mosquitoes aren't out yet .. " 
The sun is gone too soon. We gather our wanderin' thoughts, our poles, and the lucky worms, skidaddle up the hill. Did never catch nuthin' but a good feeling in my heart; and that's what counts on a spring afternoon, when we've nGone fishin' .. " 

Wendy Urich 



So many thoughts are drifting through my mind-

with people and faces of friends that were not easy to find. 

Thoughts are those that are so kind, 

they speak of words about these new found friends, 

words that have so much meaning, 

so much care , 

so much friendly love. 

I know that we've only known each other for a short while, 

but my heart just keeps sending out such warm feelings. 

Sheree Ann Severini 

The spider said to the fly 

Am I so hungry that you should die 

And if I let you live another day 

How would you feel, what would you say 

Will you stay by me and be my friend 

For now and forever until the end. 

Stacey Youlios 

I saw her cry today 
for the first time in the two years 
that I've known her. 

I walked over and wrapped my arms around her 
as if she were the pearl and I the oyster. 

She let out deep healthy sobs 
while absorbing my comforting hold 

I felt her tremble. 
Our bodies melting, molding into one. 
And soon I could feel her pain 

and almost began to cry myself. 

Karen L. Hartung 



TO RUSS 

You really cheated yourself Russ, 

You really sold yourself short, 

And you cheated us too, out of you. 

In a moment of desperation we lost a good friend, 

a brother, a son, and a father too. 

How can I tell you how sorry I am? 

I feel guilty thinking I could have helped if I knew. 

I feel angry thinking how could you do this to us!? 

I wish that I could see you again, to yell at you, 

to cry on you, 

to tell you how much we all 

miss you. 

I feel you in the warm, sunny days of summer and I can hear 

you in the laughter of our crazy campouts, but I can't see 

you, except in the eyes of the loved ones you left behind. 

TOGETHER 

we stood upon the endless shores 
just he and i. 
the clouds roofed our heads 
the sand nestled our feet 
and i thought 
for just one moment 
one small moment 
that maybe we could change it all 
just he and i 
but the waves whipped our souls 
and waves soaked our hearts 
and then the tide was gone 
the rocks stood alone 

Kelly Eaton 

Margaret Bradley 



TOGETHER? 

Two hearts meet 
One heart beats .. 

Interruptions 
In the rhythm 
Love tears, 
Partial-love fears. 

We should cruise, 
Perfect our lives as two, 
Or one 
Or none .. 

Wendy Urich 

I wish I could believe it was the thunder and lightning 
that kept me awake last night, but deep down inside I know it 
was you.. Into the early morning hours I laid there 

tossing 
and 
turning 

until my eyelids would no longer hold out. 

I'll never forget the look on your face when we bumped 
into each other yesterday. Me? I had to swallow just to get 
my heart back into place .. 

I knew you were married, but my eyes widened when you 
told me you had a little girl. I was only kidding when I 
asked if you had named her after me. And then you said yes, 
and I felt a jolt in my left side. You caught the tear that 

lolled 
down my 
blushing cheek. 

Has'it really been three years, you asked .. 
No. 
It's been five years, I said coldly, annoyed at your 

forgetfulness, and at the same time 
feeling hurt .. 

Yes, we were childhood sweethearts, and as I said good
bye, I wished that we were still kids. 

Karen L. Hartung 



LONG DISTANCE LOVE 

I was calling for you, 
But afraid of getting a bad connection, 
I hung up, 
Not wanting to wait on the line. 

Couldn't you hear me calling? 
Although I wasn't dialing direct. 
I need person to person, 
Not a long distance charge. 

When I finally reached you, 
The distance was momentarily gone, 
But it's hard to love extension 114; 
The crackling receiver hisses its laughter. 

Your name has become the area code, 
Your face, the square buttons, 
Your touch, the cord around my neck, 
Your voice, the screaming dial tone 

of disconnection. 

Wendy Urich 

WEATHER 

Like lightning you came into my lifem 
Like rain you poured out your feelings to me. 
Like thunder I told you mine. 
Like a rainbow we blended together® 

Jennifer Jago 

RECKLFSS 

Forever I see you up the river way behind 
My sister and brother I cannot find. 
Never have I said how much I need to care, 
And when I try to speak, the river moves faster. 

Landed but lost I run and I call for you, 
Friends will not help, they never do. 
Calling and calling in crowds moving everywhere, 
But thru the confusion your voice I hear. 

Forever our eyes meet, forever my arms will reach, 
Finally with me now ••• tears can speak. 
Time and time I will say how much I really care, 
And when I speak my heart beats faster. 

Dreams mean reality, hard to cry, hurts to laugh, 
Look into, look into that reckless past; 
Reckless actions, thoughtless words ••• just one lie? 
Look into, look into, and just ask why. 

Wendy Urich 



Stolen from a yard of beauty 
given out of love. 
wilting and dying. 
reviving by a touch. 
the greens stretching up, 
reaching around to protect. 
protect the innocent, 
the young, yellow flares. 
so carefully held, 
the aroma drifting in the air, 

the flower given to me. 

Demi Boot 

Veronica Borkowski 



GOVERNED BY SOCIETY 

Lapping icy waters--blankets of coldness. 
Envelops you--smothers you. 

---society---

Crowds, 
Pressure, 
People .. 

Sinking--drowning. 
Your voice, your mind 
Only murmurs, 
Only mimics. 
Only words. 

You are only part of the crowd-
A voice--
A sinking voice .. 

Captured amongst the crowd, 
You will always murmur, 
Never be heard .. 

Your stained whites remain blue. 
You'll remain at the bottom rung, 
Of that never-ending ladder. 

---smothered---

Voices, 
Loudness, 
Money---

You'll never rise above your lunch-bucket. 

Lisa Kee 



CORNERED 

The house.. Doesn't have a phone.. Has one b.at hro om .. 
Eleven people live here. My window is broke. I thank 
myself for not having a shaven head.. A continuous cold 
draft blows over my head. This is definitely not mohawk 
country .. 

Daytime nightmares send me crying into hazy aftermath 
realizations after waking.. Why do my friends keep dying? 
What is this painful abdominal disease that kills the people 
close to my heart? Why am I next? But the speedy, muddy 
river, of past nightmares, is dry now. My sister walks with 
me hand in hand across the river floor. We have to see the 
doctor of re-birth. We are told we will be re-born as very 
large cockroaches, in a dresser, in the year 2011. We are 
so large we escape the dresser drawer and live a simple life 
'till we die. We are re-born again as a higher life form, 
and the process continues.. But we have total awareness thru 
this process, because we have awareness now. 

Will I ever ride a horse again? Yes? Will I ever have 
children? I hope so, not now. Will I die? Yes .. Not Now?! 

This house; jagged glass, chipping paint, cold wooden 
floor, pushes me into my corner of pastel and white. Deep 
to the soul, heart-wretching nightmares, this at~osphere 
sends. Afraid to sleep, afraid to see my friends die .. 
Waking to sobs caught in my throat .. Uncertainty and 
lovelessness has me cornered into my little section of soft 
pastels. Has me trapped in death.. Get out.. Now .. 

Wendy Urich 

Patricia Farmer 





WANDERING 

I am me--and you-
You are you .. 
A friend? A lover? 
Such a stranger .. 
Giving, caring, 
But taking .. 

You console me--you take part of me. 
I am no longer a whole, only a part. 
But part of what? 

Soon I shall know. 

I am a wanderer--searching. 
Searching for that lost whole. 
A lost cause? 
Perhaps. 
But I know I exist--somewhere. 

Will I regain this part of me? 
And thinking--
Will I want to regain it? 

Time--
Time will tell? 
Time is only a factor-
Never an answer .. 

A POEM 

Lisa Kee 

A poem, a song, a rhyme. 

PIECES OF ME 

The words I write 
are words I've spoken 
in my own mind -
silence unbroken. 

Hy thoughts, 
my dreams, 

my feelings, 
my schemes, 

Are exposed for the 
whole world to see. 

Do they realize they're 
pieces of me? 

Words and phrases 
they will find, 
reading the pages 

of my mind. 

Kelly Eaton 

A stanza, a beat, a portion of someone's mind. 
An expression of a feeling, a mood or an urge, 

A form of language in which you hand write in words. 
A poem to me, 

is a glorious song from the heart, 
it is a soulful plea! 

Toni Jonel (Henderson) 



BIVALVE 

Rough waves 
push the tiny shell 
across coarse 
sand 
only to suck back 
drawing the shell 
to its crest 
and again 
pounce and push 
upon it 

The fine 
chiseled hair lines of 
detail 
slowly fade into 
a smooth spiritless 
appearance 
and with more 
crashing and pouncing 
cr-rqpe away to 

ing .. 

E .. Vaun 

THE OCEAN'S MARQUE (FOR ANDREA) 

The western sun luminating the quiet bay blinds me 
as I pad my way towards the frothy surf. 
The small sailboats look bronzed in the late sun, 
and above the gulls are silhouetted in an orange sky. 

While across many lands a voice calls for help 
and pleas with the sea for life 
but today there is no mercy shown 
and the person is gone, 
gone to the dark mysterious depths 
of the quiet unknown 
to a forever resting place. 

The ocean, a desolate beauty 
furious and gentle at the same time 
now appears tranquil with this evening's ebb. 
It is pure, this sultry motion 
and when I strain I can hear its cries of passion 
as each wave surges over the sand 
to nibble at my feet. 

Still far away, the wind again rips at the canvas 
and waves crash over the decks 
as the tired boat yaws and strains 
to remain righted. 
Quickly the fear in the crew is ended 
as one rogue wave sweeps the boat over 
and under she plunges through dark silent fathoms 
dragging the crew to the sandy bottom. 

And as the sun sets under the shining sea 
the fishermen on the jetties turn to red 
and the sand under my feet is glowing pink. 

E. Vaun 
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