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Seasons 

cold and lifeless 
naked in the sky 
sun reflects white 
bareness covered in a blanket 
the darkness comes early 
quiet, calm, at peace 

binh of a crocus 
piercing up through the earth 
the thermometer shows more red 
showers for flowers and the hours both grow 
singing in the trees 
the spirit awakens 

the cheers from the children at play 
all books set aside 
blooming colors, the smell of cut green 
the sun baking more skin 
relaxation and new places to see 

children transported by yellow 
new clothes for them all 
burning colors falling around 
pick the land's last harvest 
cinnamon warmly dances in the air 
the wind whispers to prepare 

the cycle goes on 

by Shirley Miller 
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Evening Tide 

Tide comes in as the sun sets 
and the last beach stragglers 
sit in the now cooled sand. 
Standing sentry on the shore 
a few seabirds: three gulls, some terns. 
How do they rest when night falls? 
Are they gently lulled to sleep, 
cradled on the surf, bodies blanketed 
by sea breezes, while I, drowning 
in thoughts, floundering, wonder, 
Will I make it to next summer? 

by joanne Lucariello 
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Summer's Flight 

Gulls. Brown, gray, white 
scavengers pecking at the sand 
carry clams from the shore 
webbed feet fettered to spindly legs 
leaving a trail of prints 
feathers 
feces. 

Gulls. Brown, gray, white 
a trail of summer days 

all lined up 
ready to fly away . 

by joanne Lucariello 



Lifetime Dance 

Life foul foe 
creates weeping trees 
from laughter 
floats feathers 
on random journeys 
slips daydreams into rocks 
casts truth a mysterious word 
to wander in the wind. 

Hooks of life 
moor loneliness 
anchor sadness 
to hope's embers 
buried beneath breath. 

Life drags life 
from fallen spirits 
whose fears 
of conjured specters 
chain partners 
in a lifetime dance. 

by joanne Lucariello 
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Ghost Ranch 

They called to you-
burnished copper mesas 
an alabaster skull 
a kaleidoscope of desert flowers 
an endless sky. 

Your vision spilled 
onto the canvas-
colors collided 
bloomed into sensuous secrets 
cradled in the arms 
of Ghost Ranch. 

by joanne Lucariello 
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The Forgotten Toys 

There is something sad about packing toys, 
when the child's things are locked away 
in boxes neatly labeled and taped shut. 

The cars, the blocks, the dolls, the trains and tracks; 
they all have their boxes labeled and sealed, 
to go in a stack in the basement--

never to be played ·with again. 

Most children never come back to their toys. 
They just move on and grow up. 

Yet a few return--though they are grown 
they come back to play 
with those abandoned dolls and trains, 
to build with their wooden blocks. 

They came back because the toys were lonely-
all those years alone in the cold and dark. 

And these grown children have missed their toy friends
and returned as they promised long ago. 

They are now the happiest of adults, 
for they kept their childhood in their hearts-

not sealed up in boxes in the basement. 

by jessica Taylor 
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A Nameless Faee-

None but I can see it, and to n1e, not often shown, 
an image in the darkness, so familiar, yet unknown. 

Seen like your reflection in the window late at night, 
the edges none too clear and the colors none too bright. 

I see that flitting shadow each time I see your face. 
All your familiar features, with a name I cannot place. 

Maybe I shall never know it, but, perhaps, one day, I'll tlnd 
the name that you've been hiding in the corners of n1y mind. 

by jessica Taylor 

11 

Dream Catcher 

A net to filter dreams for you, 
Catch the bad and let the good ones through. 
In the morn, the scary ones 
Will n1elt like dewdrops, in the sun. 

Thread, narrow, thin, but strong. 
Beads, for counting blessings on. 
Feathers, drifting lightly to sleep. 
Peaceful, restful, no rnore sheep. 

Go to bed and sleep tight, 
No more demons out tonight. 
Go to sleep and in the morn, 
Awaken fresh, as if reborn. 

by Jessica Taylor 



Where I Live Is 

Where I live is 

where I make my history, never worthless ... 
also make myself, my personalities, and ME 
It is so important who I meet, and what I do 
because it is like a biography 

Now I miss home 
Now I miss my friends, too 
Now I love them so much 

I pray now 

but this is where I live 

by Jae ho Chung 

12 



•••••• ' ' 
,' 



Treasure 

She whorn I loved in my youth, stands out in rny mind as the most enign1atic 
creature that has ever inhabited these two planets. That was long ago, before the great 
dehydration of Earth. It was before the great union, before others and humans shared the 
planets and lived side by side. 

My youth was quite carefree, as I was taken at birth to an observation colony. Back 
then, the others were still in hiding and still perfonning the primitive abductions of folklore. 
I do not remember my own mother, nor any of my other family, yet I do feel within me 
their existence. My family had been assumed onto the others' ship, and once humans went 
there, we never saw them again. 

The colony I grew up on was on a remote island in the Pacific Ocean, which no 
longer exists. It was an all-male colony, all males, all that had under twenty earth years. The 
absence of females did not pain us as we knew no other life. We could not miss something 
that did not exist, except in the art and literature that the others presented to us. 

Life on the island was good. We got to eat as we pleased. We got to play ball on airy 
white beaches until the hour when dusk consumed the blue and transformed the earth into a 
drea~ny pink memory-a n1en1ory of a lucid epoch existing only in drean1s a11d innocence 
past. 

She whom I loved happened to come to the island by fortune. One of the elders, 
7 4Drew, first spotted her yellow vessel floating about a mile off the Eastern shore. We 
organized a group and swam out to retrieve the curious vessel. When we laid our eyes upon 
her, she was sleeping. I do not know what we fust noticed about her. I do not think that the 
younger boys even knew what she was. My heart bursts with precious endearment when I 
recall the comments of young 34John, "It is a very strange fish." 

Back on our beach, her eyes remained closed so that all of us could look upon her 
with no proper shame. To describe one's flrst site of a real woman awakens my naivete and 
youthful lust, which has since dissipated. It was I who noticed the subtle differences in her 
body from ours. 

I was first drawn to the odd freakish hands. Unlike the hands of mine and my 
brothers, they were smooth and fragile. Her fmgernails were unsanitarily long and a strange 
color I had not seen yet in nature. Metal rings adorned her flngers. How odd! She was a 
seerningly boneless creature with no outward signs of structure. We poked her with our 
fmgers and felt no bones, only softness. She was an odd sort, boneless and hairless. That is, 
she lacked hair of the body like that of the elder boys. The hair on her head was very 
unsanitary. It was longer then the code of our colony permitted. In length, it was almost to 
her legs. The color of it was also quite devia~u, as if she had spent too long in the afternoon 
sunshine, yet the hair was very soft. And softness reigned in the srnall carneo face of our sea 
treasure that we had brought to our beach that day. 

We removed the cloth that had adorned her body so that she matched the clothless 
state of our own bodies. It was after we removed the doth that our lives were forever 
altered- that something was borne in us. I experienced a glorious epiphany of sense and 
awakening. I could see the s-arne fervor in the dancing, liquid eyes of rny brothers. 

It was true that all of us on the colony differed from one another in some way. 
34J ohn had brown hair a11d white skin. 7 4Drew had brown skin. I was told that my eyes 

14 



·.~ . 

•'',' 

.::;:: 

!. 

were the color of the ocean during states of serenity. We were all aware of these differences, 
and they meant nothing to us. 

The differences of our sea treasure were far more then physicalities. They were 
variations in capabilities and needs. They were sacred, and we knew that we should not 
touch her anymore. Looking upon her naked while she slept brought us a feeling of shame, 
like when we wronged or forsook our brothers. One by one, the stars miraculously engulfed 
the dusk until a bright confetti illurninated our beach. And just as the moon lazily ascended 
to greatness, she began to open her eyes. 

We watched her from afar, as we did not want to disrespect or frighten her. When 
she stood upright, we broke into a little laughter because she was so small in stature. I only 
had seventeen earth years behind me, and she was only about half of me in height. 

She saw us first, and when she did, she began to speak in unintelligible gibberish. She 
walked towards us very quickly and grabbed 7 4Drew and pressed his body next to hers and 
wrapped her arms around his neck. She did this to several of the boys, and it upset them all 
very much. For when the embrace ended, each boy looked green, as though he was going to 
spit up his supper. 

It was inrmediately clear that we were not going to be able to conununicate verbally, 
but we knew what she wanted. She wanted to eat and drink, so we obliged. 

As she put the food into her mouth, we watched intently, like seagulls hovering over 
a beached whale. Piece after piece disappeared into the soft pink orifice, an uncharted cavern 
of unspeakable events that we did not know about, yet sensed within our guts. 

We took her to the sleeping house, and we got into our respective beds. Then came 
the event in my life that haunts me so today. She chose to sleep in my bed, with me. I do not 
know if she or I ever fell asleep, but I do know this: she held onto my arms all night. She 
pressed her body next to mine all night. She grasped me tightly, and I grasped her back. It 
was as if we both knew that the others were on their way to assume her, but she could not 
have known that. 

Morning broke over our earthly paradise with the gentleness of the evening tide. The 
sweet morning mist hung low, and she was gone. She was gone yet she remained. She 
remained in the hearts of all of us that had fed her on the colony. She remains with me 
today. None of us wanted to be on the island any longer. We wanted to swim away in search 
of rnore sweet creatures like the one that had con1e to us and slept in rny bed. 

I have not held such a woman since then. Most of the women on this planet have 
been interbred with the others and have gills. Women with gills are tlne, but they do not 
excite rny insides with belonging like the rnen1ory of rny treasure on the beach ... Ah, the 
beach. I sigh for the entire lucid epoch of my youth, which has drifted away, a billowy cloud 
running from a storm. I am consumed by my memories and consumed with contempt for 
the others who walk with me by day. I loathe them because they took something good from 
me. They took her from my bed where she was warm, and I was complacent in my 
surroundings. 

by Helene Lorenz 



My Life in Technicolor 

There's a Dunkin' Donuts where 
you can get your rnunchkins cheap, 
but 
I've got no ruby slippers. 
So, what does that witch want with me, anyway? 
Darling, where' s my Scarecrow? 
Oh ... Jigh ... they say he's just rnade of straw. 
And where'd you put that Tin Man? 
Too late. 
He had a heart transplant last year! 
I go and call the Lion, 
but his number's long since changed. 
Toto · died the day before I split, 
and butter doesn't travel well. 
That leaves me with a backpack, 
some water, and a few blue pills. 
I toss a twist of mascara 
It pulls me deep into its bottle 
Spinning in a whirlwind of liquid 
Round and round that tiny brush 
I curl to meet its guidelines--
sucked into. a tornado of another sort. 
Once concerned with my lipstick, 
dress and lingerie--
It would like to see a little more of me 
so, you say. 
I repeat: So, you say. 
But this blackened breeze depreciates 
like a silver that has tarnished. 
Like my soul--
Like my pride--
Like my conscience-
Yes, sir, 
as in virtue. 
And this tube bears no semblance of resemblance 
to the West which now I crave 
I don't know how to reach the Emerald City 
and this certainly isn't Oz. 
I've got this want 
but there are no broomsticks, 
I suppose I'll have to walk. 
Hey, I'd like to go home now, 
but so did Dorothy, and look at her strife. 

by Anna Buckley 
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Soft Around the Edges 

I am wotnan, hear me purr 
and loop in figure-S's around your ankles. 
I have more substance than I do anything else 
more thoughts, suggestions, actions, opinions, 
but very little besides all that. 

I am woman and I bleed-
every month for a couple of days. 
I have birthing hips that I do not hide. 
I have a pooch beneath my belly button 
that I've stopped sucking in. 
I smell like a girl. I run like a girl. 
I throw like a girl, 
and I sit like a lady. 
I write like a girl. I speak like a girl. 
I fight like a girl, 
and that is vicious. 

I am woman and I breathe 
to give life and air to our next generation. 
Every tnove I make is beautiful. 
Everything I touch is graced. 
I have a swanlike neck, a charming smile, 
and a lingering laugh that sounds like bells. 
I have a sensitive air, a reprimanding gaze, 
a silencing hush, and long, long legs. 

I am woman and I strive to be proud, 
outstanding, outshining, and sensual. 
I have curves and shape. 
I have tnaternal instincts. 
I am soft around the edges. 

I am woman, watch me hold the vvorld-
its power and its future. 
I live to give life. 
I live to supply. 
I love to be a woman. 

by Anna Buckley 
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The One 

I was sitting in disbelief, waiting for you to come around again and save me. 
I was just pretending to be single, secure, intelligent, inspired, fun, sympathetic, and happy. 
I never could see myself, in the absence of your reflection, in the absence of your opinion. 
I never could agree with you, so I split down the middle, like a banana in ice cream. 
You know, you were always the best of me, the way you bend to meet my phrase. 
You know, you have the best of me, because I forgive and you forgive without a struggle. 
So, I was just sitting there ... imagining ... that you never come around again to save me. 
And I was just walking and talking and sleeping and not tasting the food I used for 
sustenance. 
Why is everything you do so endearing to me? Why do I humor your apathy with silence? 
Why do I feel so lost ... so confined ... so choked ... so upset ... when in the reality of your 
nonexistence? 
And every move you make makes perfect sense ... and every kiss I kiss has its own dialogue. 
Every look I shoot is understood and every moment of silence is void of tension--of 
chattering. 
I am supposed to know that you don't love me, and I'm supposed to accept that this won't 
change. 
I am supposed to remember all the cruelty, and I am supposed to tangify and disassociate. 
I think, yes, I want to be healthy .. .! want to grow and become everything I am trying to be. 
I want you too ... and if I can't grasp, well then I should have some fun in the flailing stages. 
You were my future, but you don't want to talk about the future, so you are my present and 
nothing more. 
It makes me enjoy the minutes, without taking you for granted, without forgetting to 
appreciate this ... now. 
I'm no good on balance beams ... Fm not good without a net .. .I get scared and stagger. 
And you tell me to have sweet dreams ... and you Iniss me and I fall and I may never be tough 
enough. 
I am supposed to just let go of you, because you've hun me and detested me and said awful 
things. 
I am supposed to just give up, replace you, move on, shut the door, forget, leave, deactivate. 
And all those people forget, how miserable I was, how cold I became, how sick your s-adness 
makes me. 
And for every bad thing, for every hard word, I can think of twenty that tickled and elated 
my fancy. 
You wrapped your tlngers around my tl.ngers, when my hand was too shaky and too telling. 
And you caught me around the waist, each and every time, my equilibrium dis-agreed with 
my footsteps. 
And you were the one, who showed me what to do, how to care and how to speak up, how 
to feel equal. 
And you were the one, who took the time, wasted patience and got me through dreaded, 
horrid algebra. 
And you were the one, who built my stuffed animal family and befriended all my pets. 
And you were the one, who made out with me in a photo booth and never ignored my calls. 
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And you were the one, who made me feel imponant and made me feel accepted, for the Hrst 
titne in n1y life. 
And you were the one, who carried the boxes, who showed me adoration, who gave me 
tissues when I cried. 
You were the one, who cleaned my toes when I had blisters, who sat miserably through 
musicals and plays. 
You were the one, who picked me up--took n1e out--picked n1e up--drove around, who 
picked up my pieces. 
You were the one who I told my secrets, the one I believed in, the one who never crossed the 
line. 
You were the one, who knew his boundaries, who didn't enable me, who didn't pressure me 
for any reason. 
You were the one, super-accepting, wonderfully contemplative and sincerely defmed. 
You were the one who, shut down while I was still going, when we were too tired to talk it 
out. 
You were the one, who I couldn't shake, who I couldn't forget, who I didn't want to feel 
better about. 
You were the one, the one who I lost, who I lost, who I will not lose again ... who I will hold 
on to. 
You are the one I love. 

by Anna Buckley 
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The Little Hippie Who Almost Could 

Aw ... look at your originality ... no one's ever thought of this before. 
I hear you find dirt attractive ... and you've got problems with my bathing regimen. 

Aw ... just look at you minimalist attire ... wish I could afford that look. 
Like those glazed, unmotivated eyes, hemp necklace, and hundred dollar-hiking boots. 

Aw ... look at your clique .. . scented patchouli...with your rasta-hacky-sack hats. 
Everyone looks the same to me ... everyone smells equally foul. 

Aw ... yep~ hun ... you're a hippie-hipster .. . and guess what? A hyp-o-crite as well. 
It's quite apparent that you love Ms. Mother Nature ... as you flick your cigarette out the window. 

Aw ... look at your lack of attachment ... well, well, well ... you cenainly are your own man. 
Alphabetizing your Phish c. d.'s and following them during your college vacations. 

Aw ... look at your natural essence ... polluting your "temple" with addictive chemicals to "enhance)). 
Guess what? You don't find acid growing on little bushes in little fields. 

Aw ... yes sweetheart ... you ,re so, so very cool. .. hopped up on the wagon of this trendy fad. 
And you're so irresponsible ... Way to not respect anyone! Way to show the world! 

Aw ... and I do respect your peace Iovin' ways ... and the mellow tones in which you speak. 
Always sounding just a wee bit tired ... only aiming guns at deer ... for sport, of course. 

Aw ... and you are a spiritual creature ... a regular Haagen Dazs of the religious sort. 
Sporting that cruciftx ... bowing your head ... before eating a Good Friday burger. 

Aw ... andyou are so warmhearted ... won't say one nastyword ... to anyone's face. 
Perhaps we can speak in private ... but can't be seen together in puJrlic too long. 

Aw ... you lecture about my vanity .. . at least it is authentic ... genuine ... and sincere. 
But such themes are not in your vocabulary ... you're far to unconcerned to own a thesaurus. 

Aw .. . and you understand the enlightenment ... being on the same level with the common man. 
You know all about being hum-- tie-dyed ... dread-locked ... and my newest entertainment source. 

by Anna Buckley 

20 



.;· 

'•' 

'• 
'•' 

::· 

,· 
,• 

Pollution 

What can be more exciting than a new-fallen snow 
on a Vermont mountaintop that a skier has patiently 

waited to arrive? 
Or the white caps of the breaking waves that a 

Maine fisherman returns to after a long journey, 
Or the white light which leads our souls to 

eternal peace? 
Canadian fields as white as the wings of an angel and as 

brilliant, 
yet bland as vanilla ice cream. 

All that is needed are separated chocolate chips 
as they take on a whole different look, 

distasteful when blended by the smokestacks. 
Yellow as the new morning sun peeping through the window 

that comes with every new day. 
The dew on the lawns, birds singing, coffee brewing. 

Then it happens in almost every household, the alarm 
that makes the race begin. 

The serenity has been lost, the car exhaust oozes, 
but it's not forgotten. 

Maybe it will come back tomorrow if the add rain 
goes away. 

Aquamarine is the color of the Gulf waters of Mexico; 
how long can it last? 

In the distance the outline of oil-drilling platforms, 
and with them are memories of environmental 

disasters past and future memories to come. 
The barges with their precious cargoes of liquid black 

gold lines the pockets of very few. 
The destruction of wild and ocean life--how can one 

substance cause so much heartbreak for the lives lost? 
We must not forget that lives and lands are not ours 

to fate. 
We must remember that if the smoke, the acid rain, and the oil 

take over 
we will have no longer, 
the excitement of a new-fallen snow 

the yellow of the new morning sun 
or the aquamarine of Gulf waters. 

by Patti Cammisa, janis Thompson & Don Scott 
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What Does it Mean to be Human? 

What does it mean to be human? 
What would God say? 
What does all this mean ... 
this mysterious DNA? 

When we talk about remaking hun1an biology, 
controlling disease and improving characteristics:> 
are we intervening with God's theology? 
Are we thinking about logistics? 

"Go on," the biologists and scientists say 
to the anxious, but thrilled, parents-to-be. 
"Pick from the three billion letters of DNA, 
and we '11 give you a healthy guarantee." 

From the menu of possibilities, 
the parents must pick ... 
to avoid common diseases and infections 
that could make their child sick. 

Next, they may select from winning personalities ... 
if they please. 
Wit and compassion 
and a nice touch of business sense 
seem to be in fashion 
and keep the child from being tense. 

A couple of extra inches of height 
would be nice, too. 
A thick head of hair would be out of sight. 
For wouldn't it be better than to be bald like you? 

What does it mean to be human? 
Doesn't creation take place at conception? 
What would God say? 
Or is this really the moment of deception? 

There's certainly a controversy in remaking human biology. 
Though the scientists have covered the medicine and technology. 
But what about the most important: 
the morality, the psychology? 

What is to become of our designer babies 
in this not-so-distant future? 
Will they lose their identities 
and be known only as Genes CCRS or NR2B 's? 
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Will they lose their identities 
and be known only as Genes CCRS or NR2B 's? 

And what will happen to the thrill of conception day, 
now completed in a fertilization lab ... 
rather than the passionate old-fashioned way? 
Isn't this kind of drab? 

So, now our gene-shopping parents have many options, 
for the genes come in many variations. 
They simply will consult genetic blueprints, rather than adoptions 
to ponder all different types of creations. 

But isn't this really genetic manipulation? 
Will science fiction become science within a generation? 
Will this be foolproof 
or will there be consequence and stipulation? 

What does it mean to be human? 
The tinkering of genetic engineering, 
the choosing of genetic enhancements, 
does this all sound so endearing? 

What would God say? 
Changing the genetic makeup 
and giving prized talents to his gents and ladies. 
Would He say you're endangering the human species 
as we know it today? 

What if we were to empower the wrong man's brain 
and put an end to all mankind? 
What if some of us were to go insane? 
Is this what we all had envisioned in our minds? 

Should there be a difference between you and me? 
I hope so, for that's the definition of individuality. 
Is this a booby trap that God has made? 
Are we headed to self-destruct in this unreliable maze? 

What does it mean to be human? 
Is there cause for celebration in this next generation? 
What would God say 
on this inconceivable day? 

by Diane Kowalski 
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Genes Made to Order 

Today is the day, 
a very important day, indeed. 
Our prayers have been answered. 
They fmally have what we need. 

We had to wait on a list, 
a list so long you wouldn't believe. 
The thought did occur to us 
"Was this something on our own we could have achieved?" 

We arrived a little early, 
our promptness seemed a must, 
we were greeted by the friendly receptionist 
who announced, "Welcome to Kids-R-Us!" 

A technician met us in the lobby, 
he led us through the halls, 
there were pictures of happy smiling faces, 
spanning up and down the walls. 

We were shown into a small white room, 
it was quite sterile and bright. 
My mind began to wander. 
How different our lives will be tonight! 

A woman came through the door, 
clutching a clipboard full of papers against her breast, 
"Kindly sign for your credit card, 
and we '11 do all the rest." 

We checked over our bill and signed the slip, 
carefully dotting our i's and crossing all our ts. 
She gave us the user's manual and asked, "Are you ready?" 
To which we replied, "Oh yes, we are! Yes, yes, please!" 

A small serious-looking man entered, 
dressed in a white hospital coat. 
He carried a bundle in his arms, 
and I could feel a lump growing in my throat. 

He unwrapped the tiny treasure, 
so slowly the material was undone, 
"Well now, sir and madam, 
I'd like to introduce you to your son!" 

by Susan Peterson 
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Ourselves 

I count five and then five, and then five and twenty. 
Thoughts race through my head, like sugar on plenty. 
When the siren goes off in the morning around three, 
it's survival of the fittest in the nursery. 
Someday you'll be older and we will be too, I love to imagine the things that we'll do. 
And when you're mature, I'll teach you whae s best, root for East, vacation the West. 
Winter falls North, the Sou.rh, summer springs, and in the middle you '11 find everything. 
We gave you a little brother to share your life, you look like me, and he, my wife. 

by Dan Brooks 

She Must Be Missing A Ch.romosome 

Her G.P.A is 3.5, in this world she'll barely survive. 
She runs the fifty in 5.2, in 2020 that just won't do. 
And when she's at her very best, it's mediocre for the rest. 
Without special genes in her interior, Calvin's jeans won't accent her posterior. 

by Dan Brooks 
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Custom Designed Genes 

Custom people, what did you say-
They'll soon manipulate our DNA? 
Eenie meenie miney moe--
Should they inject the embryo? 
Hold the pickle, hold the lettuce--
" Have it your way" --will nature let us? 
Like Chinese food, you may order by the number 
What'll the fortune cookie read, we wonder 
Imagine selecting a portfolio of preferred genes 
Like Wonder Woman, Batman, or other super beings 
Design your blueprint as you please 
To fight infections and disease 
And better looks to avoid social rejection 
Or improved immunity to resist sinus infection 
Would the whole world have blonde hair and blue eyes 
Or would we all be lab rats in disguise? 
It might make the world a better place 
Or will it confuse the human race? 
No more baby making between the sheets 
Guys will wonder if they'll ever get a piece! 
Instead they'll stand beside their anxious ladies 
On line at the clinic to design their babies 
Gives new meaning to "shopping for jeans" 
Not at the Gap, but for new human beings 
What would the aliens think looking down 
At such perfection on Earth's ground 
Or would they realize as they hovered nearer 
That's its almost as if they were looking in a mirror! 
Though it's still many years into the future 
There are dangers in controlling human nature 
No longer could we credit Mother Nature with good taste 
All her past efforts would just be a waste · 
She'd frown on tampered human biology 
To smooth genetic flaws with technology 
But if the rat studies keep running successfully 
Perfect fruit may preside in the family tree 
What if cavemen messed with dinosaur DNA 
And that's why they're not with us today? 
Our genes aren't perfect, but maybe destiny is linked 
We made it this far and aren't extinct 
And while they strive for thick hair that'll always stay 
They'll still sell Clairol to cover the gray 
And since I wasn't hatched from a genius gene pool 
I'll keep busting my ass and going to school. 

by Connie Wehrle 
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Will Calvin Like My Genes? 

What if you could be half-dog and half-human? 
Who would take you out? Would you walk yourself? 
Who would throw a ball? Would you have to come when being called? 
Could you sleep the rest of the day after long hours of play? 
Or would you have to get a job and try not to lick yourself? 

Would you bark all night or lay there in fright 
during a thunderstorm? 
Would you go to a vet if you got hurt? Or go to the clinic and see a nurse? 

You see, regardless of how you hatch, we all still deserve a good scratch 
behind the ears. 

by Susie Petteruti 
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After a Time: the Sublime 

Many years and n1any fears go into a poem; 
it cannot be trite or too smart--it should burn 
like a fever or sting like a dart. 
A poem need not rhyme, but it must at all costs 
sing through the ages of time, even when articulating a loss. 

Love poems cannot be cheap verse or throwing 
flowers at a hearse or a concert unrehearsed. 
Much goes into it, as history shows, mostly Cupid's 
intentions and well-aimed bows. 
But after the wedding, the Marriage begins, and this is the moment 
when habits and predilections begin to pommel the beast 
with two heads, until it can no longer endure 
the Shaman's chants and the Pill Dispenser's Cure. 

Most decline, but some stay firn1; the list is long 
and many yearn for the bliss of a promise never kept 
to Honor and Obey--it should be as simple as that. 
But the women push hard and the men draw back into 
silly fraternities with animals on a rack. 
Women, too, seek their needs in endless babble 
and Counseling Fees--or mould their bodies into 
objects of Art, as the Home unwinds and the Children wonder 
what is going on. 

There is a solution--a resolution of conflicts. 
Go inward and invite no one--this can work for dullards, 
who ask nothing and receive the same. The challengers 
go banging about in a vacuum, and solace is far of£ 
However, at a vintage age, sense kicks in and suddenly 
there is the tl1ought of saving the dan1aged parts. 
This time gets interesting because energy is conserved 
and emotions underwritten. Apologies are fraught with 
why's and why not's--Forgiveness often reigns. 

So why not retire to a loft without a heavy thought 
with that certain someone who has captured your heart 
and engage in a bit of sighing and heaving 
far from the aerobics courts and the track? 
"Why should a bicycle be the only instrument that 
engages all four litnbs in action? 
This is your time. Live with passion. 

by Robert Frail 



Quietus 

Dreamt of you in times not seen 
but this season is newly Summer 
and it is found - with you 
you, as enchanted being 
you, the tree in the front yard of my Barbie dreamhouse 
and once admired from distant lands 
but that was then, dear shadow 
when slanted glimpses were far too much 

now I sit below you, sweeping mind from dust 
going back through time-into our time spoken 
where my dream was fulfilled and you awakened 

when taken by foreign accents into dark cafes~ 
where silence flowed in utterable ways, 
and we met inside red, empty, green botdes 
quibbling remarks and tell-tale fables 
ccin vi no veritas ,, was the poet's mingle 
all had . said, because all had no say 

and fitting now--their statements truth 
rotted bone amongst the roots 
and now I sit below you 
aging as you aged, 
left only with a porcelain figurine of days past 
and sight wrapped in wrinkling blue cellophane 
those same hues that cry your name 
I sit below you, where you once were 

Now wooden house with haystack, 
paint chipped and windows cracked 
--this is where I have waited--
and you arrive, like a lover's whisper 
and disappear even quicker. 
I have waited, my pale figure 
But silence because you have faded 
and never listened 
I still sit below you and beg your forgiveness 

I may be lost, but not frightened 
And will remain seated, 
Until your realism and my fantasy become one-
far beyond this simple vision 
and I, too, am broken 
and we two are reunited. 

by Karen Blomquist 
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Autumn's Binh: Infatuation Revisited 

PART I 
I should never have planted this garden. The path always seems to get longer. The 

sound of the pebbles, crushing each other with every step I take onward, grinds louder each 
time I return. I want to touch the black bars of the gate, grab them, and shake them until 
my life is freed, without gates. I wrap my fingers around their blackness and they are cold 
against my blistered palms. These iron gates, which surround my fears, hold my garden 
upon the hill. The one in which I lost myself inside each seed I planted. It's amazing how 
life continues with or without my help; the flowers have continued to blossom 

I've returned to cleanse myself. That's right, I want to remove any and all pangs of 
pain and the memories. I told myself I needed to forget. I have to forget. So I arrive here 
with pen and paper to write my final farewell. 

My memories lie here. I believe in a sense, that I still live here, although I truly do 
not. The blue, pink, purple and red of every inch of this garden forever torment me. With 
each step closer I notice a different hue within their petals. My violets, my roses, my 
petunias. And then of course, there are the marigolds. My precious golden yellows with their 
dusty crowns of brown and orange, these hold my memories the most. And they are staring 
at me now, beckoning me towards them. 

Marigold, that is her. I have come here to relinquish her loss, as I have since she left 
me. I stare deeply into the magnificent golden flowers that I have planted in her honor and 
remember, remember how in my dreams her white flesh once spread wide and clung tightly 
to the earth she laid upon. I need to tell her, tell her all. This is why I have returned . 

Dearest Marigold, 
I stand amongst your flowers and desire only to be with you again. I have 

longed for you since you withered and sank away:~ for what seems an eternity. 
And I know somehow you shall return . .. 

No, that is not right. There is more I need to say to her. My fantasies are still her. 
My dreams are inside her. I have dedicated myself to her, wholly, and am still left alone. 
Like that white lily in the corner that stands among the roses like a stranger. How did it 
blossom inside those foreigners? Is it at all frightened, or angry that it can not live with those 
it is like? Why did she leave me alone? Why have I remained a foreigner in my world? I 
have to let her know. 

Dear Marigold 
You have left me here. I am alone:~ a stranger. My living death is for 

crueler than your departure ever could have been. This is what you've done for 
me. You've ruined me forever. I hate ... 

But I don't hate her. I want to, then I could forget. But I can't. How unfair this all 
is. I never wanted this. I never wanted any of this. And she did this to me. But I know 
she'll never see these flowers, she'll never know of my dedication. Damn these flowers, damn 
this garden, and damn Marigold! 
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Marigold 
Help me ... 

SHE CANNOT HELP ME. I look to the sky for a sign from the heavens to let me 
know that I am going to live through this. "Why, tell me why"! am like this!" But all I see 
are the douds. And I want to squeeze them, strangle them in my hands until they ooze out 
between my fingers and then dissipate. I wish they weren't white. I wish I wasn't like this. 
I don't want to care. I don't want to be this man anymore. I am failing. Come back. 
Come back to me. 

My Dearest Marigo!t:l 
I fear I can not live without you. I love you. I know this because 

everything I see, hear, or even think-- is you. But you left and now ... 

Now nothing! Nothing makes sense. I wish those birds would shut up. All I want is 
peace and quiet. "SHUT UP!" Who am I shouting at--the birds ... the flowers ... or her? 
"Shut up! Shut up! Shut up ... Marigold!" Marigold shut up. Shut up so I can live. 

Dearest Marigold 
Goodbye. 

The envelope, my letter, will soon be picked up and carried away by the wind. It will 
be gone, as, is Marigold. Placing my head between my knees, I whisper my last goodbye. 

PART II 
Brown locks. Thick, long, brown locks. That is what he first noticed. They son of 

bounced when she walked. He thought of its texture. He thought about how it would feel 
inside his hands. He pictured running his hands through it, watching it spring back into 
shape. Like a corkscrew. Like Shirley Temple-only a deeper, darker shade of brown. He 
liked that. 

Then it was her feet, or the sound they made with each step she took. "Clunk. 
Clunk., He thought it was a beautiful sound. It resonated. For a second he closed his eyes 
and listened. Ha like a trumpet being played to announce the king, or in her case, the 
queen, he thought. "Dun-da-da-daaaah!" but it was really just more like "Clunk. Clunk." 
Her shoes were brown suede with about a two-inch heeL He pictured her buying them. 
The soft whiter soles of her feet and painted red toenails sinking softly into the shoes. And 
the salesman probably loved every minute of it~ 

But she was getting closer. He clenched his newspaper tighter. This time he was not 
imagining the feel of her hair or her feet. This time he imagined her breasts. They, too, sort 
of bounced when she walked. He saw through her black sweater, past what he imagined to 
be a seductive, lacy pink bra, right to her breasts. But then he thought she would probably 
not like a man that saw her only as a sex object. He kind of shook his head to rid himself of 
her imagined breasts. 

He thought she was probably thinking of a grocery list--asparagus, brown rice, green 
peppers. He figured she was probably planning a big dinner party for all her friends. They 
would all be sitting around a big oak table on cushioned wicker chairs drinking red wine, 
and she'd laugh. She would laugh at a joke someone told her, throwing her head back, 
exposing her neck and causing her hair to fall behind her shoulders. She'd laugh. 
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Her pace was beginning to slow down. He thought, for a second, that maybe she 
knew he was watching her, thinking abut her. Maybe she even saw him looking at her 
breasts. But instead she lifted her skirt and exposed her cal£ She bent over, her hair falling 
around her face, which he had not yet paid much attention to, and scratched, three times. 
He watched as she lifted her skirt, and rethought about what must have fust caught his 
attention and figured it must have been her skirt. It was long and colorful. She was a playful 
and spirited woman, he thought, kind of a like butterfly in a garden. So many colors on her 
skirt, green, yellow, and orange, all wrapped around what he thought must have been very 
shapely legs. He imagined running his hand up her smooth and milky thighs. Heavenly 
thighs that held upon them firm buttocks and an exceptionally manicured ... 

He was quickly startled. "Twelve nineteen bus to Cleveland now departing from 
gate four fifteen., Her pace quickened. He realized that she must have been getting on the 
twelve-nineteen bus. She began running. He got up and began running also. He had to go 
with his instincts. His body, his soul was now chasing after the woman of his dreams. He 
let himself go. 

She did not notice him behind her. She reached out, grabbed a hold of the glass 
door, flung it back, and ran out onto the pavement. The bus was pulling away~ He watched 
as she waved down the bus driver. "No, please don't let him stop," he thought. But the bus 
stopped and she got on. He closed his eyes and inhaled, mourning his loss. He could smell 
her or what he thought was her, but was probably the aroma of the fruit and flower stand he 
was next to. She had a citrus like scent, like lemons and oranges and fresh cut flowers. Just 
like the ones on her skin. Beautiful flowers, full of color and life. He closed his eyes, 
pictured her, and inhaled. He knew that forever the mere sight, or scent of a flower would 
remind him of his now departed love. He whispered, "Marigold, Marigold," for that is what 
he decided she must be named. And he knew he would never see her again . 

by Karen Blomquist 
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Her Song 

Can you remember that evening? 
her sweet potion 
her angelic music 
her magic her music 

our metamorphosis 
Do you still have that vision? 

how we stepped from blood ocean into forests of pewter unicorns 
and black butterflies 
guitars strumming- angels harking inside. our high 
and we sang of freedom 
memories spewed 
memories of lost childhood and thin innocence 

Do you remember? 
those beautiful pixies--their long blue arms 
wrapped around bright tree tops of origami (pink and blue colliding) 

and we collapsed on the -rocky shore 

all these images still vivid (even with eyes closed) 
our senses peaked then (ourselves resurrected) 
all those shapes distinct yet impartial 
orange, purple, green 

I stared at you, your smile of marble shark teeth 
your aura of hazy peace 
and in your grave and in my graveyard we held death 
we held death as a bride holds her flowers 

and this was ours 
we created this picture, this painting, this song-
our own enchanted island 
and her song ended, and our cup was empty 

our dream-induced vision 

and I need you to remember 
remember there where I want eternity 

by Karen Blomquist 
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Ordinary Average Woman 

BEEP ... BEEP ... BEEP ... BEEP. Damn thing! BEEP ... BEEP--Shut up! Wl1ere's that 
snooze button? Alright. This gives me fifteen more minutes. So then, I'll wake up at 6:30. 
Okay, that should be enough time. I just won't wash my hair. BEEP ... BEEP--Fuck! That's 
it! I'm turning you off. I'll just lay here for five minutes. I won't fall asleep. I'll keep my 
eyes open. I'll stare at the ceiling. Just five minutes. 

Shit! 8:00! You're kidding me! I can't believe I fell asleep! I have to be there at 8:30! What 
the hell am I supposed to do? Damn, my clothes are all wrinkled! I'll never get there on 
time. Alright, alright--I'll just wear what I wore last Tuesday--that's not wrinkled ... sniff 
... and it doesn't smell that bad. Underwear, underwear ... where's my underwear? Okay, I'll 
put my hair up in a bun. Ow! Darnn brush. God, this looks awful! No tood1paste? Great, 
great! I'll just chew some gum. Where are my shoes? Fuck. I can never find anything when 
I need it. Oh, here they are ... under the bed. What time is it? 8:17. I'll put my shoes on 
while I'm waiting for a cab. Keys. Where are the fucking keys? I hate this lock. "You never 
work!" 

I bet that old hag downstairs is gonna want to talk to me. I hate that nosey bitch. She better 
not open her door now. I'll rip whatever little hair she's got left right out, and I'll bring her 
head to work with me. I can hear her. She's walking towards the door. I can tell she's 
looking out the peephole. I'll cover it with my hand as I walk past. There! Hah! Go ahead 
and bitch inside your lonely little aparunent like that, Ms. I-gotta-know-everything-about
everybody-all-the-time! 

There better be a cab driving by. I can't waste anytime. Here one, "Hey, taxi!" Yeah, 
me ... the one waving a shoe in the air. "Fifty-ninth and tenth. Quickly." 

"You said, 'fifty-whut and whut,' laidee?" 

"I said, 'Fifty-ninth and TENTH!' I'm in a hurry." 

"Girnme a break, laidee, you waked up on da wrong side of da bed or sumting?" 

Yeah, and the last thing I wanted to see was your ugly face. "No. Just hurry up. 
Can't you go any faster? Just go through the light--it's yellow. Don't worry about those 
people--just go!" My God, where's Speedy Gonzales when you need him? "Are you new or 
something?" 

"No laidee, I'm a good driver." Good my ass. "What side of da' street jew want?" 

"Just stop." Where in God's name do they get these drivers? "Right here is fine. Here, four 
dollars--you can keep the quarter!" Maybe get yourself some glasses and a hearing aide. 

"Gee, sallk yew be'y much, laidee." 
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Great. 8:34. I'm late again. I hate these revolving doors. The elevator better be working. 
Wonderful. Here comes that stupid security guy. 

"Good morning, Miss White." 

Yeah, what a great fucking morning, "Is my boss in yet, Frank?" 

"No, not yet, Miss White." 

Good. Now, go away. C'mon, c'mon ... this elevator always takes forever. Here comes 
Frank again. Why is he standing so af-FEC-tionately close to me? "What's wrong with this 
elevator, Frank? Aren't you guys ever gonna ftx it?" 

"Y-yes, Miss White, I'll fix it today. Miss White, I was wondering ... would you like to ... " 

(Ding!) "See ya, Frank!" I thought this elevator would never get here. 

"Good morning, Miss White. Would you like me to push the button for your--?" 

"Twenty-one." What the hell's that smell? Janine must've taken a bath in some cheap 
perfume. "J anine, what perfume are you wearing?" 

"It's called, Flowers d'Amore. Do you like it?" 

"Oh yes! It's lovely!" I don't think I'll ever get my sense of smell back! Doesn't she realize 
how strong that stench is? Mental note: Never buy Flowers d'Amore, and never ride in the 
same elevator as J atune. Why does she have to be on here with me? She should've been early 
and at her desk already. I hope she gets her smelly ass off soon. 

(Ding!) "This is my floor. See you later, Miss White. Probably in the cafeteria or maybe in 
the--" 

"See ya!" (Close doors button) The elevator still reeks. Hurry up! Ten more floors. Shit!! 
What's happening? . Why is the elevator shaking? It's never done this before. Damn, I'm 
gonna fall! "Ow! My head!" 

Where am I? This place looks familiar. Oh my God! I'm in that nosey old woman s place. 
There she is~ still being nosey. Hey~ can't you see me? It's me~ the one you were bitching about 
before. She can't see me. I must be dead and this must be hell. Destined to spend eternity in this 
old hags apartment. Shes talking to our neighbor~ Bruce. Whats she saying? "Yes, I saw her 
this morning. I was going to offer her some coffee, but she raced past my door. I just 
wanted to talk to her, but she's always so mean to me. She reminds me of my daughter. 
The one who drowned some years ago." Oh, there she goes ... crying again. "I just want Miss 
White to sit with me. This Friday will mark the anniversary of my daughter's death, and I 
was hoping I could tell Miss White about the tragedy ... how I've been so happy to see her 
leave each morning and come home. It's like seeing my baby." Wow! !didn't know any of 
that. Now I feel awfol. What a bitch I am. God, please let me make it up to her. Shes such a 
poor little lady, and J'z;e made her l~fe worse. 
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Now where am I? This is so weird. Is this the cab I was in this morning. Yeah. Yes~ it is. I 
recognize that stupid driver! He s still blabbing with his passengers. WHAT'S he saying? "Yeah, 
man, I had dis bitch in da cab dis morning. She smelled like derdy doze an left me a quarter 
tip! Is he talking about me? My clothes don't smell "Ya know, I put up wid all her bitchin' 
and she still only gibs me quarter. She make me go trew red light, and I get in trouble wid' 
my boss. Ev'ryding! He say he gonna cut back my hours 'cuz somebuddy call and complain 
dat I go trew red light and dribe reckless. She sit back and yell. So, I do whut she say. How 
I tell my wife? How I gonna feed my kids now? Laidee probably only habin' a bad day, but 
now I not makin' nuff money." Lord I screwed up his life:~ too. I feel so awfol. I wish I could 
call his boss and explain. 

Whoa! Now where am I? It looks like ]anine s office. I can't smell her anymore. I guess being 
dead has its benefits! Whats she saying to that woman? How'd I ruin HER day~ now? "Ya 
know, Trudy, I ran into Miss White this morning. The one you call the 'wicked witch,' but 
she was so nice! Maybe because I had such a terrible morning, I don't know. I accidentally 
spilled that cheap perfume Paul gave me all over my dress, and I didn't have time to change. 
I thought everybody would think I smelled disgusting, but Miss White complimented me 
about it! She made me feel so much better--her being such a classy woman and all. Classy? 
She thinks I'm classy? I didn't know ]anine felt that way about me. Now~ I feel kind of bad 
about thinking all those awfol things about her. She thinks l'm--AAAAGH! 

What the--? Now where am I? Inside my office building? Yeah, I am! There s Frank! He s 
talking to one of his men. Maybe they're talking about the elevator. I wish he had fixed it sooner! 
Maybe then~ I wouldn't be dead right now. Check it out. Thej 're going toward the elevator. 
Hey, guys! There s a dead lady in the elevator who wouldn't be in there if you had done your 
freakingjob! Whats he saying?! "Yeah .. .l know, Charlie. I don't mean to be so depressed. 
It's just that there's this woman who works here ... Miss White. I think I'm in love with her. 
She looks like Snow White and treats me like I'm one of her seven dwarfs. Today, I tried to 
ask her to go to lunch with me. It took me four months to get up my nerve. I was so 
nervous, I was stuttering. She never even heard me." So thats what Frank was starting to say. 
I should've listened. I should've been nice. What a sweet man. Aw:~ Frank I'm not like Snow 
White--I'm more like the evil witch! If I could do it all over again, I'd do it all so differently. If I 
were alive right now, I'd get up at the first sound of my alarm clock. I'd sit with the old woman, 
and tip the cab driver ten bucks. I even buy ]anine the most expensive bottle ofperfome, and I'd 
go on a date with Frank. 

Ow! My heads starting to hurt again. I'm lying on the floor of the elevator, and its cold. This 
elevator probably leads straight to hell! "Miss White?" Satan? "Miss -white, we just found out 
that you were stuck in the elevator. Are you okay?" Frank? "Miss White, if you can hear 
me, please say something--anything! This is Frank! 

"Yes! Yes!" I've been saved! "I can hear you! Where the hell have you been? I've been stuck 
inside this hell-hole for God-knows-how-long, and it reeks! It still smells like that skanky 
slut, Janine, and you, you stupid shithead! Fix this elevator, and get me the fuck outta here!" 

by Karen Blomquist 
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Anything Old Must Be Wise 

In the right side of my brain 
lives my green velvet chair, 
my windowseat f.tlled with throw pillows, 
embroidered lace and tapestry, 
a shelf of antique books with their 
cologne of yellowed pages--

And if someone reliable ever told me 
I once lived in Victorian times, 

I think I'd believe them. 

I see the ghosts of my grandparents 
like a mosaic of d usry images, 
the smell of almonds, cedar and lilacs, 
the art of canning, crocheting, quilting, 
I saw them steal a kiss in the pantry once, 
and hold hands on their walks to the mailbox-

And if the most cynical ever doubted 
that their storybook marriage really existed, 

I probably couldn 1t convince them. 

I long to hear the stories from hand-carved wood 
like a conch shell lets you listen to the ocean; 
I house feather pens and inkwells, 
sevving machines and uprights, 
leather bindings marred with fingerprints, 
for anything old must be very, very wise--

And if their true stories only revealed 
a diary of the mundane, 
or a pirate 1S chest found already opened, 

I doubt I'd be too disappointed. 

by Cindi Halkola 
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Awaiting Death 

Her chest would rise and fall 
like an old man lugging a cement bag 
across a room 
while a long tube 
trailed behind her like a leash 

His callused hand touched her face 
a bruised peach, half-eaten 
making him sleepwalk through his days 
like a cripple crossing the highway 

A vase of withered orchids 
from her funeral that afternoon 
made the clock tick louder 
than he ever heard it 
and the night fell black 
and thick against the panes 
following him like huge shadows 
from room to room 

and every morning he'd awaken to the sun 
shining like a cop's flashlight to a drunk man's eyes 

by Cindi Halkola 
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Our Winter in Eden 

Adam and Eve had it easy in their ignorant bliss~ standing naked among the flowers of their 
evergreen woods. No candlelight dinners claimed their_farce o.f romance--setting a table with 
blackened wicks and watching the wax run over their tarnished silver. Indeed, it was always 
summertime in their Eden. 

It was not the coldest snow that laid its thick blanket 
down around our feet, nor the icy frost 
that spread its thin limbs across fragile glass. 
Neither was it the willow's branches 
that seemed to beg for a summer pond, 
hanging low and leafless with thin lines of snow 
like the white hair of an old man, 
growing older with each decade, 
and wishing Mother Nature could 
read his wrinkles like a gypsy. 

Our weathered boards seemed to protect us 
from a north wind that could never enter, 
but son1ehow, we rnissed the brilliant colors 
of autumn as each branch shed its burden; 
missed hearing the constant chirping of crickets 
in their final hours before the cold, 
and the congenial talk over dinner 
of "How was your day?" 

d "F. h f" an 1ne, ow was yours. 
was suddenly silenced by the smallest wind. 

We chose to sit as two unique bundles 
staring like weeds across a cold kitchen table, 
while one by one, a dry, brown, tissue paper weight 
fell from gnarled fingers right outside our window. 
Children never came to ride the tire swing 
that now hung like a broken pendulum, 
or to splash in our in-ground pool that was once 
surrounded by flowers, and if any e~er came 
to rake a mound that would've made 
the grass return to green, their loud laughter 
never intruded through any cracks in the floorboards. 

by Cindi Halkola 
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Forbidden Lovers 

A thousand moons have risen 
Since our two phantoms danced 
Along the aluminized prism 
As we jumped as we chanced 

A thous-and rnoons will rise again 
Until we meet once more 
For by our love we did offend 
What the fates had planned before 

The waiting is what clefts the heart 
And causes one to burn 
And so we'll smile and play the part 
Until the tides do turn 

But if, by chance, we never rneet 
Know while you are young 
That the taSte of you was so sweet 
It never left my tongue 

by Tara Lynn Young 

42 



Allen and Me 

Sometimes it's better to spe-ak with our eyes 
to glance, to gaze 
capture beauty before it dies. 

Sometimes it's better to hesitate, 
more beauty in a thirst 
than for those who taste. 

Yes, my love, silence speaks louder 
and sprinkles from fairies' wings a soft powder 
and we are left only to wonder 
how this natural act, 
this quietness 
speaks louder than thunder. 

by Tara Lynn Young 

43 

Waiting on Spring 

These four corners move in on me 
overwhelming me 
So that it is like I'm sitting in a small box 

The windowpane leaks winter 

But spring will come 
Flowers will uproot these four corners, 
and I will be set free 

by Tara Lynn Young 
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