


Unlocking T~es Passes 

Unlocking the memories of our four years, 
We'll all remember the laughs and the tears. 

Our days at Centenary were fun, but tough, 
Competing, learning, BUT NOT GIVING UP! 

As students we always strove for success, 
None of us ever settled for less. 
Whether it was earning a grade, or completing a goal, 
Our memories of Centenary will never fade. 

The friends we made we'll never forget, 
Leaving them will be our only regret. 

We shared the joy; we shared the cheer; we shared the laughs 
and shared the fear, 
BUT WE GOT THROUGH IT ALL IN TIME. 

- Justine Mary Steinfeld 

Cover Design by Maddie Tylenda 

This year's 1991 PRISM is dedicated to Professor William 
Hedges, who has given Centenary 26 years of faithful ser
vice. His presence will be missed by all. 

Thank you, William, from PRISM staff, students, and faculty. 
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The Honder of a Flower 

Flowers bloom in the most outrageous places 
Just when I think there's no hope 

A bulb spurts up 
Looking for a chance to grow. 

The choice to live where it wants and if it wants 
Asking for an opportunity of hope~ 

which no one can deny. 

The choice to live 
Or the choice to die. 

But in its short span which we call life~ 
Much has happened to our little flower. 

It spurted and matured. 

It conquered its fear of failure growing in such a place. 
It lent its peaceful petals to the raging world. 
It saw happiness within its own beauty 

and felt the joy of life. 

While smiling in the sunshine 
or beneath the raindrops~ 

It has built a life for itself 
through its own determination 

A life of joy and peace. 

Meditation upon Horning 

Bluejay screeches 
Scattering the calm. 
I peer out the kitchen window 
Hatching the sun illuminate 
Early morning mists. 

Crickets in the stone wall 
Call each other. 
Peace seeps into every pore, 
Permeating each cell 
Enveloping my innermost self. 

I sit on the cold linoleum 
Folding myself 
Just to feel, 
Looking deep inside of me 
Finding tranquility. 

- Donna A. Dietrich 

- Karen L. Belmont 

Only with You 

Comforting quiet 
End of an endless day, 
Uncommon colors 
Cleanse the near horizon. 
Clasping hands, 
Brush of restless 
Denim-clad thighs. 
Together we breathe 
Inhaling the scent of stars. 

- Donna A. Dietrich 



Broken Friendship 

Please tell me what happened -
Yesterday we were best friends~ pals~ 

partners in crime. 
Today you won't even look at me~ 

or talk to me~ or even wave. 

I thought you could tell me anything 

always talk to me~ confide in me. 

Yet now I hear from you only silence. 

Please tell me what happened -
Was it something that I did~ or said~ 

or implied? -
Is this termination something you want~ 

or need~ or had hoped for? 

Please tell me what happened -
If you never talk to me again~ at 

least tell me uJhy you have 
severed our friendship 

Because not knowing hurts so much 
more. 

- Erin Angley 

Grant Me Love 

I feel the clutch of his hand 

near my heart . 

. Yet his evil escapes me, 

he is no match 

for the love in my heart, and 

life in my soul. 
For I am one with 

Him. 
His love fills the very depth 

of my heart, and 

raises my spirit 'til it soars 

free, of hatred. 

With only love to carry it to 

endless heights. 

The power of His love 

shakes my very soul, and 

welcomes death for it is 

peace my soul seeks, and 

love my heart desires. 

Love which only He can grant. 

Oh Lord, I love him 

Please forgive me. 

- anonymous 

Life possesses what humans see, feeling its light, 

Continuous in the energy of those who believe in sight, 

An awakening so lifting a tear shed 

The moment now lost like a flash of lightning, 

The quickness of the event heavy like led 

Heartbreaking, weary, steadfast, pulsating waves and fear remains, 

Closing our minds, I should say not 

So time and emotion in binding the mood, 

Always in motion more each day the same. 

In my realization mind, body, and soul, heart, 

Now and forever feeling placid and relieved 

The past being freed and the tranquility flowed, 

Waking up I say to the new peaceful me 

And call the nightmares, so do I lye down forever. 

- Justine Mary Steinfeld 





Sisyphe Rejoindit 

by Nadia Elena Sylvan 
1? avril 1988 

Not so good today. \'le did her house, and every time I confront that bureau 
her picture stands accusing me. The glass keeps her safe, locked behind a trans
parent wall which cannot be breached. Damnable frame! that it might hold her 
while I am denied. 

19 avril 1988 

Ma Genevieve - an acrid, choking mist enshrouds my consciousness; stifles 
any thought which should be, but of her. ltTould that she might condescend to light 
upon mine those contemptuous eyes (sepian sentinels, keeping vigil that the ves
tal not be molested), that but once I should be impressed upon her dreams, that 
she should know my station. 

I am tired, maG._, for you prey upon sleep. The demon weighs upon my breast, 
favour of his fiendish whim. Unbind the eyes which you l1ave blinded; allow them 
to touch you, beautiful wraith, before the rising sun consumes your breath. 

24 avril 1988 

Last day; apocalypse; armageddon - the housemistress served us our notice to-
day. Tituba! I~o longer to inhale the odour of my G.'s recent departing. No longer 
will her lavender bedclothes invite my wakeful slumber. The spindle back of her 
desk chair shall no longer caress me. 

Ethereal waif, do not retreat; your attendant familiar shall not deny you, 
tr1ough his service must needs be delivered by very stealth. 

4 mai 1988 

ffiein ~eist. Dali, that venerable harlequin, is proven correct. Fragmented, 
persistent memory is to define my station, and never shall I be sated. 

Here, I will lay do1rm this journal, for that which (witch!) inspired my som
nolent pen-scratching is removed from me, and I, alone, now wait upon the pyre. 

hiver_, 1988 

That dog knew. Indeed, he spoke well, and knowledgeably, on myriad topics 
and never brought it up, but he knew. Never threatening those barren teeth which 
I would occasionally glimpse as he spoke, but fully contented that I was aware of 
them. Wolf! Protector of the lamb another should possess; Cerberus! Deliver her 
that the earth might again be fertile. 

pY'intemps_, 9819 

Diana, pay tribute the moon; return her to me, she will not suffer my touch. 
The hand of the devil's helpmeet shall never violate her, and will be struck dumb. 
Hekate, Artemis, deliver me your daughter, your sibling, your sibyl. The beauty 
which sleeps beneath the snows of a thousand centuries does not rise to challenge 
her. 

non date 

Rll that is unholy beckons me yet i remain silent fidei ora e sempre 



The Rock Cries Out 

I hear the rocks as they cry out. 
I hear them as they shout it out. 
I hear the songs that they shout out. 

The songs they sing do twist and shout. 
The rocks cry out. The rocks cry out 
As nature, ever singing, shouts. 

It echoes back and forth to.me, 
This sound the rock cries out to Thee, 
And sings of freedom yet to be. 

This song of freedom lights the way 
For others here to come and stay 
And listen to the song of day 

The rock cries out. The rock cries out. 
I hear it as it twists and shouts 
Around me, and I have no doubts. 

They're made by You - Your glorious hand -
To sing a song to this dry land 
And bring some life to the parched sand. 

I did not hear You as You walked 
Behind me and began to talk. 
Instead it was the song I sought. 

But then You tapped me on the arm, 
As if to signal Your alarm 
That I, perhaps, had done You harm. 

I listen closer to Your words, 
The lyrics to the song I heard. 
Your words play on the air like birds. 

They tell me I am safe and sound, 
And to the earth I am not bound; 
And soon to You I'll come around. 

It seemed to me You sang along 
With rocks that always sang a song. 
But now I know that I was wrong. 

You are my rock. 

- Valerie Miller 



I LOVE YOU. 
WHY? YOU ASK. 
BECAUSE, I REPLY. 
WHY? YOU ASK AGAIN. 

For Bill 

BECAUSE I SEE SUNSHINE ON RAINY DAYS 
THAT MAKE RAINBOWS WHEN YOU'RE WITH ME. 

BECAUSE YOU CAN MAKE ME SHILE 
WHEN THE WORLD AROUND ME IS WEARING A FROHN. 

BECAUSE YOU ALLOW ME TO GROW WITH YOU 
EXPERIENCE NEW THINGS IN LIFE, SHARE HAPPINESS AND SORROW 
BECOME AN INDIVIDUAL BUT ALSO A PART OF YOUR LIFE. 

BECAUSE YOU ACCEPT ME FOR WHO I AM 
NOT LOOKING FOR SOMEONE I'M NOT 
GOING BEYOND THE SURFACE TO WrlAT'S INSIDE. 

BECAUSE YOU LISTEN TO MY FEARS 
MY HOPES AND DREAMS 
WIPE MY TEARS WHEN I CRY. 

BECAUSE YOU HAVE ACCEPTED MY MISTAKES 
WHICH WAS MORE THAN I COULD ASK FOR. 

BECAUSE YOU HAVE TAKEN ME BACK 
TARNISHED AND BITTER 
AND OFFERED YOUR HELP TO MAKE ME SHINE AGAIN. 

BECAUSE YOU HAVE RESTORED OUR FRIENDSHIP AND OUR TRUST 
CREATING A BOND ONLY YOU AND I COULD SHARE. 

I LOVE YOU BECAUSE YOU HELD ONTO THE ONE PUZZLE PIECE 
THAT WAS MISSING FROM MY LIFE 

YOU SAVED YOUR LIFE FOR ME 

- Paula Ann Welch 

Such a Place 

There is such a place where the stream runs dry 
It is between a mountain and the sky 
A place where I go when I want to cry 
And where I go when I can't say good-bye. 

It is a place where I only know of 
Where the wind blows gently the trees above. 
During the spring the water runs quite rough. 
When winter comes the stream stops abrupt. 

Silence; there does not seem to be enough. 
So I come here to watch the sparrows fly 
They soar high as I close my tearful eyes. 
It's a difficult thing to say good-bye 
To someone you love. I do not know why. 

- A[lison Frohlich 





Scatterings of small twigs, with their still-green leaves attached, warned 
that something out of the ordinary had happened just up ahead. You could hear it 
even before you saw it - getting louder and louder as you got closer and closer -
the buzz of busy chain saws, sounding like those uninvited, pesky flies at a fam
ily picnic. And you could smell it as well - that unmistakable odour of hot metal 
meeting fresh, unseasoned wood. 

Sturned homeowners watched as formerly towering trees were quickly reduced 
to fireplace-sized logs which were stacked, ready for use when winter's icy fin
gers would hold everything in their grip. How ironic that these beautiful monsters, 
which once stood like open umbrellas cooling man and his surroundings, would soon 
serve to warm him and his home instead. How sad that these fallen helpmates, which 
once supplied oxygen to a polluted earth, would soon be damaging smoke and ash 
drifting into the winter sky. 

It was mostly the great, giant oaks that had fallen, unable to bend like their 
weaker relatives, the birches, were able to do. Some of the fallen had been wrenched 
from the soil, their roots exposed in an almost indecent way. Others had been broken 
somewhere near the bottom, the fallen part appearing to be the shadow of the thin, 
hungry-looking, still-standing remainder. Maples, birches, and assorted other sur
vivors appeared to be standing even taller than before, as though proud that they 
had withstood the worst that nature could do to them. 

Here and there, shingles from the rooves of the battered homes were strewn 
about like cards in a game of 52 pick-up. Most of the houses suffered only slight 
damage, but not all of them were so fortunate. One house, whose windows and doors 
resembled the features of a human face, seemed to grimace in pain - pain caused by 
the unwelcome visit of a neighbouring branch to its roof. 

The autos of the curious snaked around the still uncleared branches, while 
their occupants, trying to see everywhere at once, twisted and turned like laundry 
out to dry on a breezy spring day. Only a few hours before, the streets had been 
closed to all but essential vehicles. Emergency personnel dressed in yellow rain 
gear worked in the eerie red and blue glow caused by the lights of their vehicles. 
Bright yellow utility trucks, appearing to be wearing rain coats of their own, 
raised their arms toward the night sky, enabling utility workers to repair the pow
er lines in a connect-the-dots fashion - drawing lines from pole to pole, rather 
than number to number. 

Last night one of nature's most awesome and frightening events had taken place 
here -a tornado. But today, as though trying to make up for her bad behaviour the 
night before, Mother Nature displayed all her best - full, brilliant sunshine and 
seemingly endless blue skies. 

Joan Murray 

Barefoot Rhyme 

Mysterious tides takeover the day
suhteranean creatures stalk the moon
Swampy vegetation eats at my shoes: 

I don't need them anyway. 

- Christopher Mitchell 



One Melancholy Thought 

In dim heated rooms candles burn above blue sheets 

Thin strings of leather tied around his neck hold symbols 

Of what he is She sees his body move in shadows and candlight glows 

Darkly in his blue eyes and smoke drifts silently upward 

All she wanted was to touch him All she ever asked was to feel 

Him breathe to breathe one breath with him To understand 

Nothing more no defences Nothing less just the truth 

And yet as she sat so close to her very dream so far away 

Was the hope of ever living it Maybe she was afraid of him 

Maybe she was afraid of herself But thoughts of rejection 

Drove all courage deep inside the pit of her stomach Only to surface 

In words scribbled helplessly hopelessly In a book of empty pages 

Where shecchose to live All for one melancholy thought of a breath 

Noone would share 

- C .L. Myers 

The Wishbone Tree 

When trouble gets doubled and the air is thick 

I travel to unravel; grab my walking stick 

I venture skyward where the breezes are free 

And lock my box, under the wishbone tree 

My mysteries seek history, for the duration of delight 

I feel a yearning, for burning off steam from a fight. 

Yet I quiet this riot, with the song of a bird 

Melody containing, notes entertaining, ears have never heard. 

Natural melodies over synthetic chemistries, taken everytime 

An Orchestra of Aves, my radar craves, their harmony just too fine 

The musicians Fly away, but I shall stay, enjoying God's creation 

A wishbone tree, watching over me, creates a warm sensation 

A grey sky begins, as clouds move in, the sun chased away 

I refrain from fear, wishing the sky be clear, yet not a single ray 

The wind picks up play, the decision to stay, I soon might regret 

I reach for bark, in the endless dark, my wardrobe wet. 

As I perceive the thunder, my mind does wonder, Is this the place to be 

Despite the scare, I decide not to care, I merely embrace the tree. 

I overlook the now, and dream of how, this tree looks in the sun 

In a second I see, the breaking of the tree, and then the rainbow comes. 

- J. Alan Schramm 



Images of Dancers 

Gently swirling to the beat~ 
Producing a fluttering motion 
with their feet. 

Dramatic expressions on their 
face~ 
As they glide above the floor 
with grace. 

Bubbling jumps to the skies~ 
As they are watched by many 
eyes. 

Some dancers flowing on their 
toes~ 

As others attentively hold a 
pose. 

The music comes to an 
explosive high~ 
As the dancers move rapidly 
by. 

Rigidly moving about with 
defeat~ 
Because they know-no one will 
leave their seat. 

Till the single last note is 
played~ 
And the las pair of pointed 
toes is weighted. 

- Wanda Ann Leoncini 



Hinter Beach 

I walk upon the windy~ wintry beach. 
The sand shows prints from just one pair of feet. 
No other human figures do I meet; 
My ears alone will hear the sea gulls screech. 
The late day sky turns lemon~ rose and peach~ 
As slowly~ slowly~ sun makes its retreat. 
And you~ who make my life so whole~ complete~ 
Are~ like the sun~ now far beyond my reach. 

But winter ends~ and you'll return to me; 
And two of us will walk upon the sands. 
Together once again as we should be. 
Two lives~ two hearts~ entwined as our two hands. 
Two lives~ now one~ like distant sky and sea; 
Two hearts~ as one~ respond to love's demands. 

- Joan Murray 

I 

Rondeau Redouble 

One I met was young and fair, 
In patent boots with silver -

Mounted on a sultry mare, 
Viscid as quicksilver. 

Who waded in Diana's tears, 
Sovereign of their sorrow; 

Slumbered with the night austere, 
Awakening the morrow -

She danced with Phaon by the sea 

One had worn a velvet gown, 
Stained of memory long worn -

Of the maiden's naive vow, 
Her empty breast pierced by scorn. 

Would that she had not known Love, 
Nor lain cold in His shadow -

To sing in her mourning of 
He who reviles tne widow; 

For Death disdains one such as she 

- Nadia Elena Sylvan 





Nastenka and the White Nothing 

by Nadia Elena Sylvan 

A long time ago, in a small village in the Ukraine, there lived a little 
girl named Nastenka. Nastenka lived with her mommy and daddy, whom she loved very 
much, and with her older brother Vanya, whom she also loved very much. 

Every day Nastenka would wake up to the smell of sausage, drifting up to her 
room from the downstairs kitchen where her mother was busy making breakfast. Out
side her window, she could hear her father preparing for the day's work, and her 
brother humming or whistling or singing as he went about doing his morning chores. 

Now, one morning Nastenka awoke to find things very different. There was no 
odour of sausage, as would usually greet her upon awakening; no sound of the hor
ses being hitched, or of the water being drawn, to which she had so often listened 
contentedly as she lay in bed. 

11This is very puzzling, 11 thought Nastenka. nThe birds do not even sing, and 
no longer do I bide within my family's cottage. I wonder what place this is, and 
how I come to be here?n 

All about her, Nastenka could see only a terrible, empty whiteness. As far as 
her eyes could take her, it seemed that nothing remained. Everything which she had 
held so dear seemed to have been taken from her in a single night. 

110r, perhaps, I am taken from it,TI Nastenka thought. nr will begin to walk, 
to see if I cannot return to my family, and to the village which I keep so close 
to my heart.n 

So Nastenka set forth, walking. Sometimes, she would march like a soldier, 
humming a little tune, and pretend she was returning home from some far-off land. 
At other times, she would imagine that this must be how the barren fields of the 
north look when the ice storms come. But, all the while, she knew that if she 
wished to reach horne, to again be with the family she loved so very much, she must 
keep moving forward. 

nBut how can I know that I am moving forward? 11 Nastenka asked herself. nwi th 
no trees, or buildings, or even the sun and stars by which to guide my path, I 
could simply be moving about in circles.n 

Having realised this, Nastenka decided it might be best if she were to rest 
for a moment, and to try to devise a way to mark her path. At least if she could 
mark where she had already been, she would know the place should she return to it. 

Nastenka thought very hard, and for a very long time, and began to become 
discouraged. 

11How can I mark my path when I have no crayon, or even a piece of burnt wood 
with which to scratch? 11 

Nastenka began to feel very tired. She had walked what seemed a great dis
tance, yet felt no closer to horne. Because she was tired and anxious, Nastenka had 
been nervously playing with the lace which fastened her boot. 

11My boots! 11 Nastenka exclaimed. nThe polished heel Mommy says so scuffs the 
floor! I can use it to mark a path upon the ground.n 

Now, the very first time Nastenka hit her heel upon the ground, she was a
mazed to again find things very different. She found herself returned safely to 
her own bed, and recognised the room which she had remembered with such fondness. 
The odour of sausage wafted up from the kitchen below, and she inhaled it lovingly. 

11Dear Mornrny!n Nastenka thought, "I do hope there is sausage enough for rne.n 
Below her window, Nastenka could hear her father clucking to the horses, and 

Vanya whistling as he readied the cart for its weekly trip to market. 
Nastenka quickly ran to her window. Framed by the casement, she leaned upon 

the sill and gazed anew upon that which was so familiar, thanking the good God 
for her safe return to those she loved so much. 

Nastenka never again encountered the white nothing, but lived, there and ever 
after, happily into a contented and wise old age. 



The Palace 

Stealing the Sun 

Anywhere you go, 
Things shall remain 

as they have always been, 
because you'll never steal the sun. 

Think back to the time when 
the sun shone high off in the distance, 
as you trudged along cracked sidewalks 

and fields of dying grass. 
Painfully recall the defunct coldness inside 

that the sun would not penetrate. 
The sun deceived you, 

promising that the future held its warmth, 
so you rushed, stumbling to get there, 

but never actually moved. 
Oh, you knew, you knew your sorry fate 

before you even began, 
and so did the sun. 

It knows even now as it floats on by, 
dancing on trees and gazing wistfully 

upon you through chips of cloudy sky. 

- Donna Lupo 

I know a place called the 
palace to go if you're feeling down. 
It seems this place is all around. 

When your heart is at cold 
and doesn't want to move, show 
there's another place, somewhere, 
that is smooth. 

Don't cry or feel blue, just 
think of a pleasant thought, or 
even something new. 

Show your understanding and 
bear with the pain. Until the 
next life- you'll be back again. 

You will have stranger and 
better will, just get on your knees 
and pray until ... 

- Mel Williams 



The Dreamer 

the dreamer stands alone; Living 

in a world which can only be called 

his own (in his world, 

there is no room for reality), 

his entire life is spent 

indulging in his own fantasies. 

Life 
always tends to pass the dreamer by; 

He spends his time wishing 

upon stars -
setting his hopes too high. 

the perfect someone 
the dreamer is always searching for; 

Once he has found someone 

to meet his qualifications 

he will never ask for more. 

True love 
is locked within the dreamer's heart; 

The one thing he refuses 

to acknowledge 
is that the day may come when 

two must part. 

The day his love is cast aside 

and his dreams destroyed, 

the dreamer is rudely awakened. 

He has now lost everything 

in which he has invested his soul; 

his dreams have from him 

been taken. The greatest sacrafice 

of love he can ever make is to 

set dreams free. His 

love does not stop here, 

for in his new dreams, together, 

once again two will be. 

A dreamer believes, 

his dreams come alive; 

Although set free, a dream never dies. 

His attitude is one of 

'just wait and see'; 

I know this for a fact, 

because the dreamer 

is Me 

- Kim Haines 



the Noise 

beat down the white; 

barren teeth crouched in shadow 

caress the miscre~nt daughter 

mother sleeps; bmv-els empty 

that the beat should suffer 

her avarice 

ears piqued to touch the noise; 

cold woven steel 

grasps to hold the harlot 

safe from mother's kiss 

Worm-Lord sucks bone; 

gothic corridors dress her 

that would exit the maze 

touch the Noise 

rose bends of its own scent; 

retreating against the flame 

she must consume 

mother sleep; Beat-Dog cries 

to touch the noise 

night-dreams march on daughter's eyes; 

stones cut at naked feet 

liquid against rationed warmth 

(despot rules on glowing grate) 

feel the Street 

touch the Noise 

holler that mother should hear -

deaf still; 
whimper that mother should hear -

deaf still; 

silence that mother should hear -

deaf still; 
Beat-Daughter eyes, dry 

listen 

- Nadia Elena Sylvan 

Emily, 
Emily -

Phaon 

I cannot find you; 

Have you left me, 

or am I now - blind 

Your beauty has devoured 

my eyes 

- Nadia Elena Sylvan 



Why I Ride 

I don't remember the first time I climbed on a horse's back, but I can say 
it was not easy to trust an animal that large and powerful with my life. Unlike 
skiing or rollerskating, my feet couldn't reach the ground, nor were they very 
close if I fell off. The feeling that I was alone in this battle between me and 
the horse loomed overhead. \\That happens if he runs and I can't stop him? Or worse 
yet, what if I fall off? 

A kind, white horse named David took excellent care of me, though. ~ne en
couragement and wisdom of his owner, my neighbor Amy Seibert, gave me the cour
age to stay on and attempt to master the art of riding. As I bumped and bounced 
around on top of the horse, like a rag doll with no sense of bala11.ce, it never 
occured to me that riding was an art form. I would only master the fine skills 
of riding years down the road. 

As time went on, and my sore body became more accustomed to the bouncy gaits 
of a horse, I was fj_nally able to en,j oy the exhilaration of riding. I was able to 
steer him any which way, even backwards. I could control his speed, walk, trot, or 
canter. I was finding a harmony, and eventually a pure oneness, with the animal. 

I mostly enjoyed trail rides with my neighbor. We would follow the edge of 
the river, cross corn fields, and wind through wooded trails. The best part was 
that the horse enjoyed it too, so he was willing to work with me. I don't believe 
I could be any closer to nature and my surroundings, than when sitting bareback 
on one of God's creatures. The feeling of heat rising up off his back, of his rib 
cage expanding and contracting, and his feet clomping down on the earth, is in
comparable. The trails were as endless as time, and I would ride during every 
stolen moment. 

Now, I long for those free-roaming trail days. The peacefulness of the silent 
wood, the sounds of nature and the four-beat dead gallop of my horse, and seeing a 
wild landscape untouched by man. I miss the hours of cleaning and repairing my 
barn, and smelling of manure and horse sweat. Nobody cared how I looked or smelled. 
It was my horse and myself. 

I would like to go back to those days of simply enjoying the ride, and some
day I will. I still draw pictures of horses, still get my hands dirty working with 
them, and still compete in riding events. But behind it all, riding is a passion, 
a love, and an unforgettable fee1ine;. 

My Special Friend 

You make me laugh 
When I want to cry 
You're honest with me 

You'd never lie 
You make my fears disappear 

anonymous 

You make my problems seem so clear. 
If he breaks my heart or hurts me so 
You're always there I always know 
I hope our friendship will never end ... 
You'll always be my special friend. 

- Stephanie Russo 


