




blue heron blue

bird ascending down down

the wind envelopes your cry

oh great blue heron

with dignity you fly melting into hazy depths of blue

Japanese s.xl
kscreen artists capture

your majestic beauty still so still

wing tips dipped in black ink

brush strokes wet wet strokes capture your lonesome

lonesome touch

your paradise fragile heron

is in the sky

and looking down on everything like Icarus

you crash

through rays of bronzy yellow red burning

diving down tearing down

momentum pushes your silent speed gently

on a marsh of cattails swaying your composure is regained

coming home gracefully in style oh great bird your style

in swooping motions

dip your beak into wet wet waters

in swooping motions

catch your firey courtship this season

oh elegance

—Philippa Hunt



dusk fell an hour ago
old man*
(sleepy)
the wood of your rocking chair is squeaking.
(so sleepy)
only the cool eve's breath touches your flesh tonight.
no havoc.
wordless memories of woman1s beauty
caress your heart.
(denouement) . . . love is gone.

she fell an hour ago
old man.
(sleepy, sleepy)
the wood of her rocking chair is silent.
(so sleepy)
only the cool eve's breath touches your flesh tonight.
no havoc.
wordless memories of woman's beauty are dead
old man.
and you are dead too.

—Hiilippa Hunt

•* * *

The Paces of the Canyon

The silence of the barren land
is filled with quiet echos

Of dripping stream and
Crumbling rock and
Par away bird song.

Once was here among the hollow
caves and craggy ledges

Occasional trees and
Withered hedges blown
Thither by the wind.

Once heard the canyon,
the mighty seas roar

Ripping through the canyon floor
But now 'tis gone, yet
Still its ghost howls evermore.

—Anne Rhodes



Noone to Nag Her

There's a girl that exists,

In a cube,

Looks like,

She's got it made.

Noone to scorn her,

To nag or,

To hit her,

And yet,

There's something not right.

Noone scorns her,

Nags her, or,

Hits her.

She exists;

In her cube

Alone.

Where

Is

That Noone?

That

Nagsome being,

That

Noone to give, her

Love.

I sit

Here,

Not over

There,

And I

Write

To the tune

Of the

Whistling

Wind.

The rain

Falls

Drop, then

Torrent

And

It melts, my

Importance;

As it did

The life

Of

The

Wicked

Witch.

Pam Jones



To A Friend

Tell me my dear
What you would do
If I came to love you
All the day through.

My dear sir, how little
You are in idea
Know not you that
My score is far greater than you.

Your rosy face so bright
Your hair as beautiful as light
Perhaps know not you
What I am really like.

Could I care for your kindness
Would it gain me fame
Can you give me riches
Or anything the same.

No my dear, no riches
Have I, nor fame would you gain
But I could give you something far above,
My simple love.

—Timothy Thomas

The Darkness in My Mind

You approach to tell me all your troubles,

I drift off to some other time and day;

In my head's stream your troubles are bubbles,

Bubbles that form and laz'ly float away.

You think you find in me a list'ning ear

You think I hang on your words to the last

You think I'm list'ning, but my mind's not here,

The black of my mind's an area vast.

You think you can pinpoint just where I stand

You can't, you know, there's no map in my head;

You think I'm here in this chair in your land,

For all you know I might even be dead.

No matter how hard you seek you shan't find,

I've gone to the darkness that's in my mind.

—Pam Jones



THE GENTLE GIANT

There once was a gentle giant who was ten feet tall,
But one day he took a mighty fall.
He did not come out very often,
But this one time he decided to soften.

He thought he could help a lonely young lass
Wash away some troubles of her past
But unfortunately there were many pretensions
For she did not understand his benevolent intentions.

It was not really her fault, though
She was young and did not know
That a young man could really lover her so.

Many told him to hate,
Many thought he was wrong
But the gentleman was young,
And he could wait.

The gentle giant lives to this day
But I have one regret I must
say: The gentle giant was once ten
feet tall but now he stands only
three feet small.

—Timothy Thomas

A rush of emotion wells up inside me
I feel the excitement that everday brings.
Over my trembling hands, I have no control
And my consciousness shakes like a leaf.

There are many things to understand of life
There are many answers to be found
Some say of the questions, there are no answers
And some of the questions aren't clear.

But I am convinced that answers are found
In the hearts and minds of others
Unlock the gate to the heart and mind
And unlock the soul of the world

And the mystery of life can
be solved

By reaching out
and in return

Being reached.

—John Springer



So long summer day
So long ago tucked away
As you lie there
Sleeping in moonlit ashes.

The floor cracks and creaks
Beneath my weighted feet
As you lie there
Sleeping in my shadow.

Distant bells have chimed
Unknowing of the time
As you lie there
Sleeping in stillness.

The door's latch clicks behind me
Dark's silence opens before me
As you lie there
Sleeping in another day's wake.

—M. B. Scherer

Once while in a lonely alley
Stood an aging man . . .
Brushing white hair from his eyes
¥ith nimble, withered hand.

Stiff winds blew up and down his back
A tear fell from his eye . . .
Violent sounds grew up around him
He knew now he must die.

Alone he'd lived for forty years
No one to share his life . . .
Tired from silence and from age
To live is his own strife.

He thought of everything he'd done
That day and in the past . . .
Now he'd wait within the alley
Until the very last.

As night stepped across the sky
The winds they did stand still . . .
The noises dropped to reach a calm
The old man to fulfill.

Old woman
In a house of old furniture,
And clapboards once white-painted
Now dark weathered wood,
At the end of a road on a river,
On a bluff on the tracks,
One lived-in room,
Dry summer dark hornets,
Live in the west wing
Between the clapboards,
And the plaster,
And the drone.

—Anonymous

In the jungle thick and moist,
Man and Bird together.
Oppressive air is thickening,
Change due in the weather.

Gray rain starts to slap the green,
The black, the white, and hissing,
Runs his length in rivulets.
What is it he's missing?

Earthen thing moves toward his cave,
Grounded man, he cannot fly.
White wings whip the wind
Instinctively, they steal the sky.

Dry.

—John Springer

—Molly Brogan



The child awoke one morning
And looked around him.
There was only darkness,
A cold, black nirvana,
A vast aura

surrounding him
-emptiness . . .

He -was lonely
And cried for love.
He could hear the sounds
Of the outside world.
Sometimes blurred and
Distorted images
Could be seen.
But he

could not
touch them.

He outstretched his small hand
Seeking love
But the blackness descended
Upon him, saying
"And what if that hand is rejected?"
The child said simply

"Then I shall outstretch
my other hand ..."

"'And if that, too, is rejected?"
"Then I shall lay down

my soul ..."

"And if that is trampled?"
"Then I shall lay it down

again ..."

The blackness laughed
And engulfed him again,
Saying
"You foolish martyr"
Then it ceased

to hear
him ...

The child cried.
Sometimes he would try to
Outstretch his hand,
But there was a barrier . . .

He had a dream once that he grew, expanding
Into darkness until the form became man
And he filled it ...



The child awoke and looked out.
He saw a flower and a stone.
He took the flower for its beauty,
But it wilted when separated from the stem,
And obscured from the sun . . .

So he lifted the stone
With his other hand.
Beneath it was a scorpion who guarded the flower,
And it stung him . . .

So the child lay down his soul.
He thought he heard his name called
But before he could answer,
The darkness engulfed him,
For it had also heard the call,
And mistaken it for the call of death
And the darkness did not want to die.

So blackness surrounded him
And the child closed his eyes.
He imagined that he was very small again.
He fell asleep.

When he awoke, he was small again
And the darkness enveloped him, saying
"I am your protector, a barrier against them all

But the child had seen the flower,
And sometimes he would outstretch his hand
As if to caress it,
But it would shrink from his touch
And he would draw the hand away . . .

Then the blackness would swallow the flower
Until all was a dark and empty highway of death.

A child walks upon it,
And somewhere not far,
Someone holds a candle.

But the child has felt the fire
And the rain . . .

As the wind blows,
He turns the other way,
And running,

he merges
into darkness . . .

—Meredith Golde



Why Do You Care? (A Questionnaire)

Dear, do I embarrass you in front of all the guys?
Is my mile-a-minute speech much more than you can bear?
Do my outfits make you wince and cover up your eyes?
Do you hate my silly grin, and crazy, curly hair?
Does the poetry I write sound better when unread?
Would the make-up I apply look better in the case?
When I create loud scenes, do you wish I'd hide my head?
Am I awkward, and clumsy, and much too slow in pace?
When I wear a low-cut dress, do you begin to cough?
Would the cowboy boots I wear look better if out West?
Or has the way I've acted discouraged you enough,
That it makes no difference any way I'm dressed?
Though the things I do might better suit someone else,
You're supposed to say you love me because I am myself.

—Meredith J. Golde

The Anonymous Hermit

From a crevice,
Between the cliffs,
Emerged a man.

He told us we were wrong,
And he broke
The tablet of his life
Before us.

Then
He picked up the pieces
And carried them
Upon his back
Into the place
Prom which he came.

The mountains
Closed behind him,
Leaving us to speculate
His fate

and our own.

-Meredith J. Golde



Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me Too

Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too
Went for a ride in a flying shoe.
"Hooray!"
"What Fun!"
"It's time we flew!"
Said Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too.

Ickle was captain, and Pickle was crew
And Tickle served coffee and mulligan stew
As higher
And higher
And higher they flew,
Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too.

Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too,
Over the sun and beyond the blue,
"Hold on!"
"Stay in!"
"I hope we do!"
Cried Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too.

Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too
Never returned to the world they knew,
And nobody
Know what's
Happened to
Dear Ickle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too.

RainWon't You

I opened my eyes
Barbara s eyes are bule as azure And looked t>p at the rain,
But she's in love with Freddy, ^ ̂  head

Karen's sweet but Harry has her, flowed into my brain,
Gentle Jane is going steady, n ̂  T hear &a T lie ̂  bed

Carol hates me, so does May, th slishity.slosh of the ̂
Abigail will not be mind, head>
Nancy lives too far away...
Won't you be my Valentine? x gtep yery gofty>

I walk very slow
I can't do a handstand —
I might over flow,
So pardon the wild crazy thing I

just said —
I'm just not the same since there's

in my head.

—Letitia Hickman



Alone ,

I watch the surf roll in and. out,

feeling the sand, abrasive on my soles,

seeing the gulls freewheeling in the sky,

admiring the independence that I see,

wondering at all the possibilities,

seeing the freedom I wish to obtain.

This freedom is not all independence:

The surf, the sand, the gulls all live together,

existing with one another in harmony.

Existing, coexisting, living.

Enjoying one another,

enjoying life.

— Alison Pell

My Hobby Hat

When you spit from the 26th floor, Teddy said it was a hat,
And it floats on the breeze to the ground, So I put it on.
Does it fall upon hats Now Dad is saying,
Or on white Persian cats "Where the heck's
Or on heads, with a pitty-pat sound? the toilet plunger gone?"
I used to think life was a bore,
But I don't feel that way anymore,
As I count up the hits, Love
As I smile as I sit, _. ,
As I spit from the 26th floor. Rlcky Was L but

Lizzy, our "0", has some homework
The Land Of Happy to do,

j.u T a * n Mitchell, "E" prob'ly got lost onHave you been to the Land of Happy, rL,5

Where everyone's happy all day, ,, ® Way.,',,, , *rj So I'm all of love that could makeWhen they joke and they sing
Of the happiest things,
And everything's jolly and gay? Jugt Jugt
There's no one unhappy in Happy,
There's laughter and smiles galore, Sweet Marie, she loves just me
I have been to the Land of Happy — (she also loves Maurice McGhee).
What a bore! No she don't, she loves just me

(she also loves Louise Dupree).
No she don't, she loves just me
"Poor, poor fool, why can't you see,
She can love others and still love

Thee ! "

— Letitia Hickman



Freebird fly, fly away.
Freebird come, come my way.

Take me with you on your travels,
That I may watch as the world unravels.

Unravels below us and shows us all,
All that happens in the winter, spring, summer and fall:

All the joys and thrills and wonders and sorrows,
All the mysteries of todays and tomorrows.

Together we'll soar, free and high.
Together we'll see the world go by.

We'11 continue on 'til the end of space,
Looking, exploring every new place.

As we sailed on through the night,
watching the water's phosphorus glowing,
I could see the small masthead light,
feel the wind briskly blowing.

As the bow cut through the water like a knife,
I felt suddenly calm and at peace with the world
and yet invigorated, excited about living and life,
seeing all the new sights unfurled.

All the new things I'd never seen before,
and a few things that I had seen.
It was like opening a new door,
and how I'm glad I've been.

All I ask is friendship,
yet even that is denied me
by one who worries that I will ask more, take more.
I have no desire to hurt,
no desire to take one from the other.
I simply want to be with, and talk to, this person.
Not always, not often...occasionally.

— Alison Pell



Haiku

Loneliness, it hurts,
Just to want to be held close;
Why does it hurt so much?

Joys, sorrow, being.
Tears streaming across my mind,
Engulfing my soul.

Walking the beaches.
Searching for infinity.
Listening to the sea.

Innocent and small,
This child knows nothing and all.
Which will she retain?

Sitting in a chair,
Cat purring contentedly.
Resting silently.

Insignificant,
I, sitting on this small rock,
Looking at the world.

Rain, falling gently.
Sensually caressing.
Slow, dismal, thoughtful.

-Alison Pell

The Ocean

With his feet buried deep in the wet cold sand,
He stood surrounded by the towering forms of land.

The gulls screeched their songs of life from the sky,
While the whistling wind hurled the loose sand by,

He seemed dumbfounded standing on the gloomy shore,
Amidst the raging ocean, and the waves crashing roar.

All of these sounds and sights are perceptible to you and me,
But to this man they'll never be, for he can no longer hear nor see.

—Skelly Ingram



Haiku

Owl flying softly
through the night, what mysteries
It keeps quietly.

The old man I heard
Moaning about life and age
Was only the wind.

Sunshine on the waves,
Making mere light specks look like
Small sparkling diamonds.

Singing and laughing,
The children run through the park
Too soon growing old.

While slowly swirling
In the clouds, the eagle glanced
Down at his kingdom.

—Alison Amos

Abandonment

In late afternoon the sun tries to break
Through the squares of dust—covered windows.
A film of memories lies on the books,
Undisturbed for so many years that
Their meanings'have all but been forgotten.
The filtered rays of the afternoon lights
Pall lightly upon the floor, showing
The crevices which the ants make into roads.
The door stands open,as it has for so long,
And the connecting pathway can hardly be 'seen.
The dust is so old and tired that even
A breeze can't persuade it to shift its place.
And so the breeze stops and goes away,
And the dust-covered books rest in quiet solitude.

Sunset
—Alison Amos

What's more beautiful than the setting sun?
As it vanquishes its pow'r to the night.
It slowly sinks when the moon has won
And arises the next morn with new light.
The light it spreads glows with life all its own,
And spreads beauty over the tired land.
It glows for an instant, then is gone.
And dhe sun takes its time with its last stand
Upon the darkening earth, which all too soon
Is covered by the blanket of the night,
Which comes creeping with the conquering moon.
And as the sun gives its last light,
The moon in the east is slowly being bom,
Where a new sun will appear the next mom.

—Alison Amos



KNOWING HOW TO PLAY

I guess playing love is not my game
With every try I fail just the same.

Can I learn to play or is it too late
Is my most amorous passion shadowed with hate

Is a life without love my predestined fate.

I try so hard when the chance is there
A girl of her nature is oh, so rare

But to her I was a shelter, a refuge, that's all
My love covered her as a shirt, as a shawl
"I will come" I said "Whenever you call."

The balance of our love ran quickly askew
All that love and respect, if only she knew

She would have ended it then to save all these tears
But the tears are not now; no, for so many years
They've washed the stain of my loves painful fears.

So this game is over, I've lost once more
But this seemed special - this was my door

To the palace of love but I should've known
That these failures, all they have shown
Is that I will remain hurt, confused, and alone.

—John Muhs



ORANGE CRUSH

An orange crush I have on you
Or maybe it was cherry?
Your eyes they sparkle, oh so blue
But sparkles come from fairies.

You are the moon, I am the ground
The moon's too far to reach
I tried for you (without a sound)
To have you I beseeched.

I look at you with far off eyes
But yours would never meet mine
My mother said, "There are other guys"
But none were quite as fine.

I wanted so to talk to you,
But words were lost inside
I never knew just what to do
My feelings I must hide.

I watched you walk from place to place
You moved around with style
Your stride, it had mysterious grace
I melted from your smile.

And then one day you talked to me
I couldn't believe it true
My knees were shakin' horribly
"Can I borrow a pen?" said you.

And as the days passed one by one
I saw you even more
Ve started having so much fun
If's just what I had hoped for.

And then one night you kissed me sweet,
There were fireworks in my head
That moon I saw I now could meet
(l know my face was red.)

I never thought that it'd be real
My dream has now come true
No! Wait! I wake and feel
An orange crush I have on you

—Judi Skelton



You're Leaving Me

Baby, you're going away,
The sun shines bright ahead.

The future is in just one day
And that's a day I know I'll dread.

Seasons change, and so do we
But that's a part of life.

I have to know just how to see
So we can end our strife.

You're leaving me, but that's o.k.
'Cause I want what's best for you.

We have to learn to divide some way
Splitting the one into two.

Innocence has left the spirit;
We're growing up too fast.

Bat adulthood? We are hardly near it;
Just remember memories past.

You always helped me when I was in need,
But now you'll come no more.

My heart was a prisoner, then finally freed,
And now it's back in store.

I watched you go, walk out of view.
It hurts me to no end.

And as I watched, I thought of you,
"So long, my life-time friend."

-Judi Skelton



"Where in the world could those two boys be?" Mom said with a
worried look on her face. "You know I don't like them out on the water
when it is dark. If they were to get lost out there or drown in that
cold water, I'd never get over it."

"Now Mom," I said, "you know how it is when two boys get out in
the marsh to go gunning. One thing leads to another. Why, I bet they
seen a right big flock of mallards or sprigtails land up in one of them
guts and they hopped into the skiff to sneak up on 'em. No brother of
mine lets a mallard get away."

"That skiff is a fine piece of carpentry," interrupted Mom. "I
rather see those boys going across the river on a log. Now if your
father had worked today, he could have taken Russ with him to help
cull oysters and I wouldn't have to worry myself to death wondering if
he's safe."

"Nobody can work with the wind blowing a gale nor'east like this.
It weren't hardly two tongers that left the harbor this morning," I
said. "When it's blowing a gale and the watermen can't tong oysters,
they like to go gunning, just like Russ done. Who'd you say Russ went
with, Mom?"

"Bay Tyler's boy, Gene," said Mom impatiently.

"Oh you've got nothing to worry about then," I assured her. 'That
boy has been going out on the water since he was a little young'un. I
remember Bay used to take him along with him to help fish crab pots.
Bay would show him how to separate the sooks from the jimmy crabs, and
how to tell a peeler. If Russ is with Gene, he's safe. He knows every
piece of marsh within ten miles of Crisfield."

"I hope you're right," Mom said. "Please do me a favor and see
if you can hear their engine coming through the marsh."

I stepped outside and the freezing wind froze me to the bone.
I stood there a spell and listened at the wind howlin' across the river.
I weren't worried about my brother because every boy that's been raised
around the water learns how to take care of himself. I looked into the
darkness and could just barely make out the shore on the other side of
the river where the marsh began. I couldn't see nothing else, so I
quickly slipped back inside.

— Steve Flaherty



Tim is the most handsome boy in our neighborhood. He's the
smartest, too. Every morning I have to gobble down my Com Flakes so
that he won't start walking to school without me. I guess I really
don't mind when he walks ahead of me. He probably doesn't want any-
body to think that Mom makes him walk his little sister to school. So
I try to pretend that I don't know him so he really won't mind me along,
or yell at me because I'm a pain in the you-know-what. I can understand.

All the girls at school go crazy over my brother, but he doesn't
seem to notice. I guess he thinks that they all act stupid and giggle
too much. I try to say smart things when I talk to Tim so he won't
think that I'm just as stupid as all those other girls. Mostly, I
don't say anything.

Sometimes, when I know Tim is away playing basketball or something
with his buddies, I creep up to the third floor where his room is. The
stairs always creak, and I am afraid that Mom will catch me. She always
says that privacy is important to everyone and that we should always
respect it. I don't know what she was all worried about. I'd never
take any, old privacy from Tim's room. Whatever privacy was. Oh, well.
His room is always dark, but'I am afraid to turn on the light. His set
of weight-lifters are in pieces on the floor in front of the mirror. I
guess that's what makes that clang-clang sound when I try to sleep at
night. There are posters on the walls of weird-things, sometimes they
glow, and over in the corner by his bed are pictures of girls. You
know, those pictures when they don't have any clothes on. I always
stare at those pictures. I want to tear them down because they have
such nice skin and beautiful bodies. Mine is kind of skinny.

—Ellen O'Shaughnessy



Standing on top of the bleak windswept hill, the child looked down
on what had been his home for the last nine year, a desolute little town
whose only beauty lay in the surrounding hills and woods. As if in a
trance, the child turned his attention to the sun setting peacefully in
the west. As he looked out towards the sun, the child saw the shadows
of the silver oaks, his silver oaks, slowly creeping forward towards
him as if trying to reach out and pull him back to his real home.
Suddenly, as if from nowhere, a large kestrel appeared overhead and start-
ed to circle. With the motions of experience, the boy started to swing
his lure, a piece of leather thong with a young tender rabbit tied to the
end.

Quickly, yet with grace, the bird dove at the lure and brought it
expertly down to earth, attacking it with vigor. Slowly and quietly, so
as not to scare the bird, the boy approached the kestrel, slipping his
gloved hand under his feet and clamping the jesses between thumb and
forefinger. Then lifting both bird and lure with him, the boy stood up
and walked slowly and proudly toward the black outlines which were his
silver oaks, his home.

—Alison Pell



The character woke up, or rather, found that he existed, one winter
afternoon in Washington. Not knowing what novels or stories he was supposed
to be in, or for that matter even his name, he took a wallet out of his pocket
and looked at the identification. He found a key ring, (for a Porsche no less)
a bank book which said he was good for $10,000, a New York Times book review of
the book he was in but it didn't say much about him. He had about thirty dol-
lars in small bills to his name, however the character found that his name was
Impossible to pronounce without destroying one's tongue.

The basic facts of his identity established, the character had to find
work, that is, he had to find out what he did in his books other than be a
foreign correspondent for the New York Times. He walked to the Library of
Congress to find out. As he walked through the door he noted the strange fact
that the door didn't open.

"Miss, Where is the card catalogue?"
No reaction.
"Where is the card catalogue?" Louder this time.
Still no reaction from the librarian.

He could have kicked himself, of course he only existed in his author's
mind and in the minds of his readers. He went exploring in the library and
found that he was only in one story, and that was the story of the author
creating him, so he went to the Times so he could start being in a story, or
acting out his part in one.

One of the parts of the story disturbed him, the author had created him
to go "gallivantin" all over Europe having adventures. "All over Europe at my
age?" he wondered, and then, "What is my age?" There were no answers to this
in his wallet so he decided to be about twenty-six, fresh out of college, and
hard working.

When the end of the workday came he dug out his keys and a ticket which
said his car was parked on C-deck in a "Congress Garage." Of course he couldn't
ask anyone where this was, so he spent a good two hours searching for it. When
he finally found it, he was in a foul mood and vowed that that was the last time
he would let his author borrow or park the car.

The next day at work he did some thinking and came up with the mathemati-
cally logical theory. "If I exist only in my author'a mind then he exists only
in mine. I will merely not think of him, then when he disappears I will take
over his business.

He put a piece of paper in his typewriter and started to write a story
about some character who suddenly finds himself in existence in downtown
Washington and works for the New York Times . . .

— R. Colburn



Once upon a time there was a plain ordinary line.

All of the other shapes ignored him because they thought he was boring.

He was just an ordinary straight line in a world of interesting shapes.

The line was very sad because he was not liked by the other shapes.

He tried everything to make them notice him.

But they never paid attention to him and he was very lonely.

One day when he was busy trying to be noticed, he came upon a wise old
triangle.



He told the triangle that he was not liked because he was so boring.

The triangle considered his problem.

"You are not really boring" the triangle replied "If you try hard
enough you can be interesting."

"But how?" Replied the line.

"Just have faith in yourself and keep trying and you can be anything
you want to be" said the triangle.

The line said goodbye to the triangle and thanked him for his help

The line began trying to change as hard as he could.

And slowly . .



Very slowly

He began to bend.

He spent many hours developing his talent until he could bend in many ways.

He could form any shape he wanted.

When the other shapes saw this they were impressed

They all liked him because he was so different. He was very happy.

-Randy Bloxom



HAIR

Long and shining, thick and lush,
Hair screaming for a brush.
Softly curling, harshly straight,
Being washed for a date.
Thin, bushy, thick and fine,
His, hers, yours and mine.
Auburn, black, blonde and red,
Rolled in curlers to go to bed.
Anxiously sitting in the beauty shop,
Scared their cut will be a flop.
Short, medium, and long,
Being redone when it goes wrong,
Worn with ribbons, barrettes, and bows,
Everyone owns hair that grows!

—Gay Kenney

•IT"

When you've gotten it,
You know it.

When you don't
You will.

I think I've got it.
You know

Because:

It's not like you can describe it.
It doesn't come in colors,

Or sizes, or shapes.
It's not even like anything you know,
It's just plain ol1 it.
But this it,
It can shape you.
It can put color into your life.
Sizing it up:

It's really quite small at times.
About as big as your stubby little toe.

But at others,
It's as big as the circles and
Bags under your eyes.

It's the reason and motive for this.
And although this is really nothing—

It represents it.
And it's something!

—Gay Kenney



RUSSIAN ROULETTE

it was only yesterday when I said hello
but it's today when I say goodbye,
that my tears begin to fly,

and fill my head with sorrow and woe.

no, it's not the fact that I'll never see
you again,
nor is it because I'll miss you
this summer,

it's more because I know I will never
be able to touch the same love, and see
the same smiles who have been

here . . .

all of us change,
isn'tit a shame

that,

we get five bullets
instead of one
in life's
so called game

of

ro

—Gay Kenney

The Serenity

The dark-murky water lies so peaceful and still,
as I sit watching from my lone window sill.
It lays surrounded by foilage of deep forest green,
posing as a setting for a lullaby scene.
A light gentle breeze puffs quietly across the lake,
making small little ripples and a negligible wake.
This is the view of which I am so fond,
for it is springtime on Noxontown Pond

—Skelly Ingram


