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How Beautiful It Is
by Yesenia Francisco

How beautiful it is to live, how
lovely it is ta dream, to know how to smile
and love others

How beautiful it Is 1o look at the
fish in the sea and the moon, the stars and the sun
shine

How beautiful it is to know that
there i3 a God that gives us ali of
this and fills us with

happiness, love and peace.

How beautiful ji is to see

a flowering garden and

to hear an old one tell stortes
of yesterday.

How beautiful it is ko

hate a L, ba do

good towands all and to love
the trulh.

How Beautiful it ie to sing,
a song to love
and freedom ta vocalize.
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Stallions
by Carclina Rozas

The Trapped Love
by Iick Kohn

Onee upon a time, in the kingdom of Faria, there was a young
Princess named JodL She lived in a castle surrounded by luxury and had
everything a young princess cowld want Well, almost. You see, all was
not well. The princess had fallen in love with a young prince from a
nearby kingdom The two were a perfect match for each other and were
to be marmed sometime during the upcoming sarmmer, One day. how-
ever, the princess had recelved a telegram from her young love's enemy.
His name was Folgrin, and he was a wizard who tived in a castle of his
own, The telegram stated that the prince had been captured by Folgnn
and placed in a tower not far from hus castle. The telegram further stated
thal he woukl not be released until the princess agreed to marry the wiz-
ard.

The telegram was met with obvious disgust and coneern from the
princess. Impatiently she paced around her bedroom trying to think of &
plan. Then, as she looked out her bedroom, one came to her. She decid-
ed that she condd never marry Lhe wizard and instead must go rescue
her trapped love. With that she fled her room and began her jourmey to
the towet,

It was arpund sunset when the princess finally reached the 1ower in
which the prince was being held and an eerie mist had begun to sur-
round her. Quickly she rode up to the irom door of the tower and, upon
reaching it, dismounted her horse. As she reached for the handle, the
door opened before her. She cautiously began her entry into the wer.

Once Princess fodi had fully entered. she examined her surround-
ings. She was standing in a long dark hallway. The walls and ceiling
seemed to be made out of stone, and they were cavered in dropleis of
moiature. As she began te move down the hallway, she heard her foot-
steps echo throughout the structure. After several feet she reached a
wioden spiral staircase. On the wall nest to the stircase Jodi noticed an
inscription. |t read:

ALL THOSE wHO ENTER HERE MUST BE PREPARED
TO FACE TWO CHALLENGES.

The princess, though she did not quite understand. prepared herself
for the worst. She ascended the staircase slowly and eventuaily weached
the top. As she stepped off the lasl step. & door with three keyholes, one
red, one blug, and one purple greeted hes. She noticed Lhe purple key-
hole was twice as wide as the othey two. Hanging on a naii on the wall
were two keys, one red and one blue. She tock the two keys into her
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hands. She then proceeded to place the Bluc key in the blue hole and the
red key into the red hole. Both tines she heard a click as she turned
them. She then placed the blue and red keys successively into the keys
but they were both too small

“Now what? she thought to herself. Then it came to her. She held
the two keys together in her hand and piaced them into the purpie key-
hole wogether. The pair fit perfectly and the door opened.

“That wasn't so bad,” she stated out loud. She then stepped through
the dooe,

The door epened into a small stone room. On the other side of the
rd0om lay Lhe prince, asleep on the floor.

“My Jove!” cried the princess. “1 have come to reseue you!”

“Hold on,” anarled & voice from in the room, Suddenly a dark figure
appeared bn frant of the princess. It was Folgrin.

"It was very brave of you to come here, princess,” said the wisard.
“Thavea proposal for you. I have a secand challenge for you, and i yon
correctly solve it, you and your prince may go. If you don't, you must
marry me.”

"1 accept,” said Lhe princess without hesitaton.

“Excellent.” repiied Folgrin. "Hete it is then: [ never was, yet |
always will be, no one ever saw me, nor will they ever see me, and vet ]
will always be written as a part of time.”

The princess thought hard for 2 moment. | er eyes sparkled as she
thought of an answer.

“Tomoerow,” stated the princess confidently.

“Unfariunately that's eorrect,” cried the wizard Witk 1hat the room
was engulfed in light. The prince and princess awoke in the courtyard of
the prince’s castle. They looked slowly into cach other's eyes.

“"What happened?” asked the prince.

"1 saved you from Folgnn,* replied Princess Jodi.

“With you ncar me | shall never have anything to fear again,” said
the prince.

They were married [ater that summer and lived happily ever after.

For You
by Margarita Socop

One eighth of May you gave your first scream to the world

When your mother gave thanks io God for bringing you to the world.
You are the most beautiful rose, you are a divine pearl,

You are a beautiful star

That the heavens allowed to fall to earth.

The most vioket violets are no ore than Lhe red roses

That fill a beautiful garden, when the moon

Riges Illuminating you with its immense splendor and with
That brilliance from your petals full of birds all around you
From my eyes siream lears, tears of Love

You are the flame, the perfect refuge

Able to {ill my heart. Yesterday | felt 1t was very sad
Put with one of your smiles, you made it smile.

You are the perfect friend that God gave as & giff to me.

The most volet violets are no more than the red roses
That fill a beautiful garden, that [ discovered in America.

Dangerous Beauty
by Anette Svensson
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Oneness
by Gina Villa-Grimsby

As [ 5it here, ali by myself,
bust not alone,

{ think of you,

You are with me.

| feel your presence,
Your warm, invigorating, unconditionat love.

1t is everywhere,

In my breath, that creative force of the universe,
in the radiant trers enveloped m warm sunshine,
in the nurturing, healing powers of the earth,

n the freedom of song the birds sing,

You are with me.

i &m you:

You are me.

We are a life-giving connection
We are (me.

May we |carn to honor you,

to honoe ourselres,

o honor all of life,

to know and understand this wnconditdonal love,
80 that we may live it and

breathe it with each breath we take

2nd spread il world wide each day

50 that we may truly live in universal peace

[ thank you, Divine Creator.

The Many Aspects of Womanhood
by Amy Gustafson

Subtle, vet baasterous
Cornitent, yel uneasy
The many aspects of my womanhood

Caring, yet selfish
Henest, yet perfidious
The many aspects af my womanhool,

Uplifting, yet calming
Happy, yet depressed
The many aspecis of my womanhood.

Determined, yet uneasy
Free-willed, yet dependent
The many aspecis of my womanhood.

Faithful, yet unbelieving
True, yet false
The many aspects of my womanhocod.

Free, yet enslaved
Enslaved, yet free
The many aspects of Qur womanhood.
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Transition
by Carolyn Fiedorowicz
Icicles of fear Beams of foy
Spear Flood
Cold gray skies Through eastern windows
Chills of rain Cust pllows dance
Splash Ovwer bnght coveriets
Into icy puddles of warmth
Streams of yellow sun
Spreads its blankets Enliven rooms
Over the waning day Comfaort
Outside, the weathers test Preens its feathers
Snupgles, rests
Inside, Securiy nests.
Are You Hungry?
by Slata Hild

Are you hungry? Have you ever lasted a Mediterranean salad? You
should, Betieve me, vor will see the world in a different color. Actually,
you wili be in a different world

Imagine green lettuce covered with small drops of a heavy amber
oil; It looks like sameone has Jost yeilow diamonds. Rowund slices of red
applen arw amiling at you. They compete with each other, "Take mef [
am the sweetest | will melt in your mouth and glve you a pleasure you
want!” Oranges are always magic, but oranges from Medilerranean
salad are incredible. Their fresh, juicy, slightly sour flesh makes you
come 1o the (onclusion that there Is such s thing as & taste of passion.
Take a bit, hold it under your tongue It makes you dlzzy, it makes your
cyes smike. What are these black and green marbles? Oh, that bs & myste-
rious wotld of olives. Take your ime, enjoy them. They know every-
thing. They would share with you some of thewr secrets H you let them.
Put these golden nuts in your mouth. They will transform their strong,
fit bodies in 8 sweet paste. giving you as a present all strengths they
have. They sacrifice themselves for you. Dark marks of beauty, raisina,
want (o be taken, to be added & your own beauty. The whobe salad is a
picture of perfeciion. [t wanks to be a part of you. [t saya, “Be pleased by

me.”

Are you hungry?
10

Jake's Birth Control Shoes
by Adam Cocco

“Hey [ake, what aye those things over your shoes™ Jake looked
down at his feet for 8 byidd moment, stared at the black galoshes that
coverred his sncakers and apswered sheepishly, “Oh, they're just rub-
bers. My mom made me wear em.” There was 8 {leeting pause [ could
sense that [ake had pust committed some teaseable offense, but in my
youthful natweté, | couldn't pivpornt exactly what It was.

“YOL'RE WEARING RUBBERSHITNNY [oe's taunting howl sliced
through the playground din like a knife, and all movement ceased.
Swings froze in midair, and kids halfway down slides screeched to a
grinding halt. 300 little necks anapped in the appropriate direction to
caich & glimpse of Jake Smith* and his barih contro! shoes.

“Jake's wearing rubbers, fake's wearing rubbers!™ Tt started out a5 a
solitary ery, but quickly gained enthusiastic momentum. “Jake’s wearing
rubbers.” | screeched, even though | hadn't a clue as to exactly what a
rubber was. The merciless jeering continued for & minute of two before
the clamoring recess bell broke up the crowd.

Poor Jake was the adopied son of two sirict German parents.
Collectively, they had about as much fashion sense as, well..two strict
German parents (Sorry, but ! couldn't think of anything worse), From
bright yellow @ans. o one-inch wide rainbow suspenders, Jake was pay-
ing the price for his parents’ ignorance,

Walking hack ta class, [ managed to pull Joe agide and meekly ask
him what & rubber was. (Joe was the class expert on such forbidden
knowledge, 8 result of pverexposure tn Playboy and Cinemax.) He
offered me a rmther detailed summary thal only added 1o my pre-adoles-
cenil confusion Rather than putste the matter further, | shrugged my
shoulders and continued on. my wei feet squishing and squashing with
every step

I watched the skinny red second hand as it crept past the twelve and
inched toward the one. Frve mimutes had gone by and there was no sign
of |ake or our teacher. | looked at Jake's vacant chair and fell & timy rum-
bling in 1he pit of my stomach Something was wrong, very wrong,. |
drawnial ot the post recess chaiter and sank deep into my chair, wal-
lowing in my owrn lsevitabic fate. A yunute Later, our teacher walked
through the door, her shoulders wet from teardrops. It began torzin
indgide and out.

My worst suspicions were confirmed by the expression she wore. It
wat a 500wl to end all scowls. | imagine | [itler's mother wore a similar
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frown upon hearing of her little boy's actions (He did what???[1!) Her
ghastly lips were parted a bit and affered a glimpse of her slowly grind-
ing tecth. She stond silent at the front of the room for what seemed like
an eternity. My pupils widened, and | braced for the storm.
The silence was awkwardly broken by some kid in the back. “Uh,
Miss Linder, | have a quesbon about today's math assignment.”
“Shul the hell up,” she said, paralyzing us with her sale obscenity
(Oh my God, she said the 1i-ward). My pupils widenod to the size of
cocktail olives. "You guys are in deep, deep bouble ® She read off a list
of names that included over half the class. 1 was the second one ghe
called. “Sharpen your pencils, boys, cuz you're geing to be doing a lot of
writing.” Lightnlng had struck.
500 times. We had to write out the Golden Rule 500 times. Miss
Linder watched over the clasa like a chaingang warden 17 number 2
‘pendils scribed that immortal passage in perfect unison for bours and
hotrs
Needbens to say, we all leamed our besson. Jake could have walked
through the door with a condom for a hat and oo one would have even
cracked & sonide.
It rained again the next day and Jake wore rubbers (to keep his feet

dry}.

*Name changed to protect the unfortunate.

Flying Over Chaos
by Elisha Wolfc

On the Edge of a Clift
Set sight to soar
Capture each moment
Last lts every angle
Be irside
Belore going out
Cliff Dive on Happiness
Exult on the Wind
Fall to Laughter
High above Heaven
on the wings of Giggles
Relief fram the Go. Go. Go.
Looking aver the Drama
Confusedly chuckling about our silly sickness

12
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bry Sonda Rae Spaude
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A Weekend in the Country
by Jacquelyn Adderley

| remember one summer, when [ was ten years old begging my
mothet 1o take me to my grandparents” house o visit, [t was on
Thursday when ! found out I would be spending the whole weekend
with Lhem.

The next morrung my mother hustled and bustied putting my little
sister and e i the car alang with my suitcase. The thirty-minute nde
to my grandparents’ bouse seemed like ten howrs, My baby sister, who
took up most of the spare 10 the back scat of my patents’ two-doar, gold-
en, 1977 Chevy Impala, kept trying to grab my book, Charlotie's Weh. 2
was becoming frustrated and feeling like & caged animal wanting fo get
out,

Once we armived, | umped out of the vehicle. I could smell the fresh
country air; It smelled like freah linem. 1 Iooked around and saw the trac-
tors lined up one by one like at a car dealership and. behind the electri-
cal fence, the cows and horses congregating around the bam. | was so
excited about being there; it was like going to the Milwaukee Zoo.

[ pranced into the house laughing with my Aunt Michelle. whao had
flown cut of the house like a hawk to greet me. My Polish grandfather
met me at 1he doar. He is 8 tall and stern man, with very little hair. He
za1d he wanted to remind me that I was no longer in the dty and that
things are done differently in his home, | was trying not to laugh,
because | heat this speech every time I go there. He went on to say, “If

-vou of Michelle (that's my aunt ardd his daughter who is the same age as
Lam) think you are staying up late every night giggling like you always
do, you have another thought coming “ After hre finished lecturing us
like a college prafessor, we would nod cur heads like good little angels
and excuse ourselves. We would dash o Michelle's bedroom with my
litle pink suricase in hand.

As we entered the bedroom, we gathered our Barbies #nd headed
for the living rooe Barbic and Ken got married, went on a honeymoon,
had kids: 1he stories would be never ending. We would play for hours.
Then my grandmother would say. “Tume to get rmady for bed ™ We
wouid leave our Barbnes lying on the floor, make & mad dash for the
bedroom like & couple of wild things. put cur papmas on, brush our
teeth, and grab pillows and the sleeping bags which are siored in the
bedroom closet, We then made & bed on the living room floar under the
big picture window by the doarway to the kitchen, [ would give
Grandma a kiss good nighl and gracefully walk to Grandfather and give
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him a kiss good night. He would say, "Now, remember what [ seid; no
giggling and get straight to bed.” [ think that is the part he dreaded
most, putting us to bed.

Michelle and ! would snatch up our Bartoes and race to the bed. We
asked Grandma to put the night ight on. which was made of clear
heavy glass balls shaped to form 2 pineapple She put the naght Lght on
top of the black cast iran firepkace, which was situated in the middle of
the living ropm and about three feel away from the wall, and plugged it
in.

1t wasn't 100 long afiler bring in gur so-called bed that we staried
glggling and laughing loudly. We heard Grandfather's deep voice call,
from their bedroom, “Girls, get to sleep!” So, of course, angels that we
wete, we would quiet down. Then & few minutes later, I started telling
ghost staties about & hradless horseman. | got close to the end of the
story when I looked aver and on the floor across the mom only about six
feet away was 1 stick horse. I couldn't leave well enough alone and
thought of # great mick 1 could play. [ gently stretchaed out my arm and
scooted my body over usi enough 10 pick up the stick boree and waved
it over my sunt's hesd. The full moon brightly shining in through the
window made it all the better. She screamed and [ laughed: my grandfa-
ther yelled in his deep voice from the bedroom. “Gigls, tor the last Hme,
get to bed!” Once again we attempted laughingly to quiet dawn, but we
were as full of encrgy as a toddler learming to walk. and our mimicking
Grandfather yelling at us didn't help matiers.

What broke the camel's back was when the pineapple light gtarted
Hickering and Lhen all at once wen! out and after a lew seconds came
back on. With a shriek, Michelie and | grabbed the covers, pulled them
over our head and started giggling uncontrollably. My grandfather came
oul of the bedroom like a wild animal looking for prey. We knew we
were in big trouble now and with one good crack from Grandfather we
knew we wouldn't be able to sit for & week He saxd, "1 1old you girls to
gel to bed: now you're getting a bust in the am.” That was his famous
Iine. With a hard grnp on ey arm he turned me over like 8 sack of pota-
toes and cracked my butt three himes. 1t hurt more than going o the
dentist, but 1 couldn’t stop laughing even though it hurt Alll eould do
was shout “Owhe! Owic! Owie!™ and then It was Michelle's hurn. She
yeiled at her dad trying to explain about the pincapple ight without
laughing, but he didn't want to hear any excuses and because | was still
laughing, he cracked her a couple of extra anrs. With teary in her eyes
and me laughing, we finally realized he mean! business and It “vas time
to go to sleep. It was a ritual for us to giggle every night. i took a few
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Psycho

by Aaron Sundsiram

16

deep breaths trying Lo relax and a few more and finally by 2:09 am I had
fallen asleep.

My grandfather, the stern man that he is, woke s up at 500 am
instead of 630 to do chores In the barn. 1t took us 8 few adnutes to get
motvated. We were slow as turtles, but Grandfather, who was persis-
tent and trying ta 1cach us a lesson of life, kept coming and waking us
up. We finally got up, got dresaed. and staggered outside to the electric
fence where Grandfather, with his sirong muscies. lifted Michelle and
me over the fence. We continued to stagger toward the barn still half-
aslerp. We fed the mbbits. chickens, ducks, pigs. and horses. My grand-
father would milk the cows and i we were done bedore hdm, he would
have us stand by him In the barn and wait until he was done. and of we
were good. he would allow us to miik the cows. Why | was so fasanated
with Tnilling cows was beyond me.

Alter the chores were done. we headed fof the house and washed
up for breakfasi. Grandma would have pancakes and sausage waiting
for us. But not pust any pancakes; they were almost paper-thin and as g
as the cast iron frying pan. About four of them would Al 4 person up.

Grandiather would sit at the head of the table like a fudge in court,
and Michelle and [ sal acroms from each other. Once In a while. he
would teach us Polsh or tell us funny farm stones that made us laugh.

1 was always amazed by Grand{ather; one minute he would be
yelling at us and calm the tiext, teaching us something er making us
laugh. Yes, he was a stern disciplinarian bul he loved us unconditional-
ly.

1 guesa the reason 1 loved going to my grandparents’ so much Is
because my father was gone & lot with work and never really had time
to be a dad. My grand{ather, being a larmer, always had time for me
even if it was going along with him 1o the fields or the barn and working,
side by side. He is the one that taught me leasons that needed to be
learned. [ even remwember once calling him Dad

As for the rest of the woeekend, it was aboul the same: giggling at
nighttime and getting that bust in the ass, as Grandfather put it. Did we
learn our lessan? | think not. Bul, I can't blame the old guy for brying.
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Old 261
by Jumes LaMalfa

Old 261 sat simmering in the July heat,

Clicking and clucking, sighing
The way the big ones do.

The fireman kept coal burmning in the firebox
From Wednesday, when I first saw her,

Till Saturday, when [ rde behind her.

Takes & long time to fire up a Northern,
And once fire's in the belly,
You keep feeding Molach
Good hard Mennsylvania coal..

Some day Lhey’l] all be gone,
The great god-engines.
Whose mournful steamboat whistle,
Could be the last trump,

Before Jesus brings down his right hand,
And all the sinners are earried to hell

Crying out therr lost chorus
That's what 2615 whistle could be.
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C. N. Porke
by Fames LaMalfa

Or maybe it's saying,
"Remember all those great steam paddle boats
That ran south and nocth on the old Misslssippi,
When Mark Twain was a real pilot,
Knew every bend in the river,
Every gap-toothed grin from deadheads,
Tilt the cold machines pulled the ver's weth,
And the old man was domesnaated.”

She ran fretght for the Milwaukee Road
Near twendy vears.

Then the diesels came along
And poetry left the rails.

They’'re all gone now,
Those big, black, beautiful, glistening steamers,
All encepd 261,
Painted up all shiny bright,
Her brasa glowing like demon lights,
Or marsh willow-the-wisps,
All spiffy and clean
To keep the tourists happy,
Dressed in their Sunday go lo meetin’ clothes.
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Steam engines are alive, you know.
Their hearts beat like yours and minc.

They sigh, groan, sing when contented
Moan like a lost soul when they need fix'n.

Driving a steam locomotive is an art.

The engineers could run a steamer,
They will tell you,

By listening o the old girl talk.

The engineer,
Stﬁ'ﬂd}".-
Hand an the throttie,
Teoraches this valve,
That gauge,
Without looking or conscipusly thinking,
His jaw set straight,
Coggles covering stcely eyes,
S0 when he takes them off at the end of 2 run,
You see rwo round white maoons,
Topping & coal-stained face,
And a good-natured grin,
As he and hus fireman
Sip steaming black coffee in the caboose
With the brakemman.

With hin red bandanna, striped coveralls and cap,

The engineer wears the uniform of the elect,

For there’s a speaial heaven for these men,
Where they can listen to the moan
¥ 2 three-chime gtenm whistle
Echo oif the prarty gates,
And all the ciouds are superheated steam,

Mixed with black billows from a coal-burning engine,

Like Old 261,
Going on for clernity.

Don’t you kmew,

laven’t you already guessed?
God in His heaven's

An engineer oo,

i

A Dog's Day
by Rebecca Hafer

Curied up m 2 ball
is a dog with his bone,
Grawing away playfully
not really feeling alone.

The poverties of life
don'l seem 1o affect him.
He's content as can b

if humans don't neglect him.

He starts 1o doze ofl
He decldes on a whim,
for the Dog Days af Summer
were named after him,

He doesn't drive & Porsche
or heat the clacking of chalk,
for he's taught life
and he's content b0 walk.

He doesn't need a fur coat

cause he makes da with his own,
and worldly crises don't bother him

as he chews on his bone.

He's ot blowing up the world

or causing any strife,
so why can't we be like dogs

and pusl enyoy life?

21
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The Mentor
by Dana Dziedzic

When we mst,
I kmvew

that 1 wonild
learn a lot
from you.

You offered
your wisd om,
knowledge,
advice, and

EnecuTagement.

Whai I

didn’t know,
is that we
would become
friends.

We shared
stories, jokes,
aspirations,
and many,

many laughs,

As [ look
back

at our time
together,
what I will
miss

the most,
is the
laughber.

My Fantastical Knight of Old
by Emily M. Ctto

You came riding into my life
like some kpight of ofd to rescue me,
your lady fair, when I needed
angd wished foe you the rmost.

But alas, I'm accused of being
overly romantic for the times, and my vwn good,
but if | can not make my wishes based on love,
then no wishes I care to make at all.

For true love Is the key, that | believe, 1o finding
happiness and sevenity 1n the trials that press our
daily lives, and what sweeter way to think of love

than in the fantastical world of romance.

For like good and evil, love andd romance
go hand in hand, making life grander
and more pleasani than even the beauty
of the largest and most perfect blooming rose.

1 wished fur you, and you know that's true,
I was being held prisaner by a dark and
evil spell, cast by the nasuest of sorcerers
to keep me trapped wside my empty self.

I had na hope left, all was dead.
What was the point of going on when
feetings of desparr do thetr worst 1o engulf
your will, your pride, your hope, vour very life.

The sun no longer shone, and the stars had lost their
glimmer, "No love for youl”
Is what the spell-caster to me did tell,

“No longer will anyone want such a wretched wench as you.”

And as time went om, | bagan
to believe that the caster of stch
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wickedness must be right, for no one saw, and
no one came, My desperate cries were not heard!

Somewhere, down deep inside. 1hat hopeful
yomantic fhat | am, somehow did sarvive,
angd with all the strength that was lelt to me.,
| made my wish to the Pewers That Be.

My wish was simple. yet quite bold.
[ wished for everything strong and pure
that the farytales and legends teach, andg asked for my
Knight, my Prince, my Protector, to rescue me.

| was o the edge, and could take no mare,
ready to jump from the highest of towers,
to end all of my pain and misery,
no more sadness ar loneliness could I endure.

That's when the light of your
shining armor caught my eye, and ! knew,
that the Powers That Be, had finally answered my
prayers, and had sent me my romantic wish.

You slow my dragons. and scaled the walls,
fighting all of the demnons that stood in Your way.
You carried me to safety, and whispered gently
and sincerely, that everything would be just fine,

You freed me from my fears, and taught me how to live again,
without the restrictive walls.
You held me tight and assured me, that
being my romantic self was perfectly all right.

You are truly a wish come true, and if a fantastical
knight of old M've made You out to be, I'm sure
you will not be offended, especially since I dud it
out of lave, and made il as romantic as can be.
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Morns
by Kerri Borths

Moms are one of the mast urugue creatures on our planet. They are
multitalented and serve many wseful purpoeses. Moms have a buitt-in
multipurpose cleaner—spat! A Mom's spit can take care of anything
from & milk musiache 10 & smear of mud. Moms alss have g spedial
sense of when and whal kind of cookies 10 make to cheer up any mem-
Ber of the family. Moms know when to nag and when to offer a silent
hug of support. However, above all of this lies one of the greatest phe-
notmena of all time. Aoms have cyes in the back of their heads!
Although never scientifically proven, this has been kid lesled and con-
firmed

S0 never forget ta treat Moms with the utmast lave and respect.
When misused, Mama have the powet to make [ife very difficult for
every member of the family.

Where is Mom?
bgr Mamne Watson
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Something About Music
by Slata Hild

Om a sunny day an old gentleman entered the City Park. He didn't
seem bo be in 2 hurry. In fact, he was moving slowly. carefully waiching
his steps. Suddenly, he stopped right in the muddbe of the sidewalk and
picked up something small. It was & notebook The gentleman sat down
o the bench closest 10 him and opened the notebook, hoping to find a
name to whom this thing belonged. frut right afier he tauched the first

sage. seven litthe creatures jumped on his lap out of the book.

“Wha are you?” shouted the gentleman openlng his eyes very wide.

“We are notes,” sald the Jittle fellows.

"You're what?”

“"Notes,” repeated the fellows.

“l am Do,” sald the Eirst one deeply.

“I'am Re.” amiled the good looking second one.

“l am Mi.” said the third slightly moving hex head.

“lam Fa.” dropped the fourth one looking away. She was a shy one.

“l am Sol," the fifth proudly introduced hersel!.

“1 am La"™ said the sixth with a European acceni.

1 am TL," drawled the seventh.

“We beiong 1o 1he girl who has big, blue cyes and pretty bland hair.
She mixes us around and puts us together 2 hundred times a day. She
says that she writes music, whatever that means.”

“You are notes and you don’t know what is the meaning of the
word ‘music’? That is very strange.”

“Maybe it is. We jump around so many times but we have no idea,
no possible clue why we da it. You tell us, please. Go ahead. deus a
faver”

“Well, i 1 wauld like to be reatistic. [ woukd say that music is you,
folks. Many people put you in different order and then by saying your
names, they play different instruments. They make noise. Sometimes.
that noise & wonderful. For example, Mr, Mozan definitely knew what
he was doing. Somettmes, ey want to kill you with the sound of
drums You don't want to hear that, or maybe, it is just me Maybe, | am
getting old. Soon | will start stealing Christrmases,” smuled the gentle-
man “But you fellows are very powerful. You do somethung ihat
changes people's mood, even their lives. You make them excited. Ttis
when your blood staris boiling, and you are trady to do something silly,
nice and silly. You make them sad: yoo make them happy.”

“Ch. yra.” interrupied L “1t was a boy, & very cute boy who often
vigited our girl with blue eyes. He used to say that we pumped him up.”
“Yes, you make people fee] samething that they can't (ind in real

life, something like love or success, of glory. Sometimes, people wimply
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want to be healthy, and be able to walk or see. You accompany their
dreams You feed their souls Thal is owuskc.”

“Tf we are 3o significant, whal would happen if we got lost, just like
now? The girl with the blond hair is probably locking for us. Il she does-
o't findd us, she wor't have her music and het dreams. What then?”

"That is & sad thing that you are all alone here, talking with &
atranget, but don't panic. She will find you, | am sure. But right row, lis-
ten! Can you hear a bird wallong on the snow, ‘cheep-cheep'? leicles are
arunching ‘crunch-crunch’; tree branches are whispering ‘sch-sch’. and
liere goes the wind 't it 8 wonderful. magic orchestra? The world
can't lose the music, It {s ali around us.”

The notes were quiet. They wore listening and thinking about how
important they were. Each of them was a miracle.

Suddenly. samebody said, “lsn't thay my nutebook you are holding?
| was booking for this everywhere!

*Oh, yes You must be the beautiha) young lady with the blue eyes
and the pretty long hair. You write music, isn't it true?”

"t iow da you know?” The girl secrned to be surprised.

*] have pust had 3 conversation with your notes, They told me about

The old gentemnan got up and started walking away.

“Thank you.” shouted the girl

*No, thank you,” said the gentleman. He locked at the sky; it was
very, very blue. He smiled and started hummung something. He was

happy-

Grid
by Sarah Schroepfer


http://www.cvisiontech.com

Zambezi River Rollercoaster Rafting
by Elisha Wolfe

Follow the River
But Listen...
Do not go there where
It Roars at You...

Its mystifying glory encompasses
talking your body Wherever
To the botiom
To the shore
To the crocodiles
Under Ower Around
And Through
Flunging Dunking
Gasping for Afr...
Then back On

For the next "Ride"?

Us
by Kerri Borths

Two small stars shining
In the big black sky.
Thal's how we started,
You and L

Then you took my hand,
And something magical began

The years since have ssemed to float away,
But now you can be certain that [ am here to stay:

As our love has prown stronger,
Our stars have shown longer.

And now we have decided to combrine our two lives into one.
Through the years there may be some tears,
But we must always rememnber that when we face our fears together,
Love will light our way through any stormy weather.

Do Not Give Up
by Yadira Marte

It does noi matter borw many times you have fallen
if cach time you get up again.

Success in life does not consist

in how fast you run but rather in arriving,.

Ii does not matter if you lost the gamc.

Accept the fact that you gained an experience.
Success in the race of life

is not in the speed but rather in the resistance.

It does ot matter when, where nor why.
Have, in the middle of a mistake,

the greatriess to say, | made a mistake.
And if you fall juar at the goal,

have the fear of glving up

and the courage to begin again.
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Non-Alcohol Campaign
by Steven |. Champion

50 you think your mache mug in hand
how does it fit inte life's grand plan

undoubtedly the benefits don’t pay like they say

you'll be conl you'll fit in fust do as they do
a host of physical abnormalities can arise
when they do they come as a surprise
nervoas syslem-brain-sexual dysfunction o
an eveni that i sure to leave you feeling blue
touted as & sexual cool

nothing could be further from rue

coping with life’s unsupposed to do’s
anerniC deficient toxified

scane live cells harmed onhers died

gastric digestive nutritional plight
compared to & pet, it's orval's first flight
skans Eyes halanit coordination

what is all this jubilation

lows is Joss to be celebrated?

the brain deteriomted

what kind of deceptinn can be revealed
excited about being stripped and peeled

to rid mankind of her/his noble mind

of her/his true purpose to make blind
swedes egyplians groeks italians

natheg americans indians afncans

all the world's people have the same trouble
t00 snuch to drinh makes them see double
muscle contral is gone

no need o worry

say so long

‘you really didn't need it anyway

not tndey

50 be prepared to be sick to be tired

maybe you'l] gel fired

i's all fun it'll make you real cocl

Pilot
by James LaMaifa

He flies into the sun
Cwer the vast, chartless, Pacific Ocean.

His mission is done, and weil
Carrying the fight. steadfast. never flagging

He asks no reward, only honor,
But fuel is running tow.

His squadron long sinee oul of sight,
‘The prospext of [alling from the sky into the

Oncoming, magenta lwilight.
Chills the spirit.

He staves off amdety with thoughts of hame and family,
A lighted room and loved ones held near.

But 1ime and the steady beat of his ¢rafts great engine
Bring him back to cold reality.

He knows now he 18 lost.
The deep uncanng ocean walts helow,

A flanh of light off & dlstant windscreen
Pulls his glarce orwe mare to the borizon,

A slim profile rdes the distant, unplumbed swells.
The carrier,

Home, friends. warmth, a place of rest,
Is close at hand.

Thus God calls his woun.ted sparrows
To Hie healing arms

And they are made whole.

50 get drunk get sloshed get blitzed on the brew

I know akohol is something you just must do

but on your way home it's really uncool

to take 1t out om us friend brother sister father mother
sons and daughters too

3
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1 Believe in You, Friend
by Adria Vargas

[ believe in your smile,
window apen at your thirst for life.

I believe in your gaze,
Mirror of your purity.

1 believe inl YOUT tears,
Sign of shared joy and sadness.

I balieve in your hand,
Always spread to give or recelve,

I believe in your hug,
Sincere reception of Your heart.

[ believe in your word.
Expression of what you want or hope,

1 believe in you, frend.
S0 sumple o silent cloguence

= L
-_‘--I.: =

Mountain Lake
by Aaron Sundstrom

For Those Who've Gone Before
by M. . Ceccarelli

I'd like o ary,
for these who've gone before me;
And show respect,
at losing someone dear.
Imparted gifts abide enhancing ever
the lessons, love, examples and resolve.

I'd like to cry;
will time give occasion?
When wanting them reminds me,
of the dearth.
of gifts, and debts, and patient advice given,
of power, and prayes, but never of the cost.

50 shouid 1 smile,
while draped in somber linen.
or langh as solemn rites
ate brooding deep.

Forgive me,

I am quietly reliving,
this spirit's passing, and its wake of joy!
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Is Death the End?
by Dorothy Demarce

Death has always been a very hand thing for me to deal with even
though | have a belief in God. [ always have a hard ttme being arounsd
people 1 know wha are dying, or going to a Funeral home or funeral.

The first two peopic | lost because of death were my mom's dad and
my dad's mom. the same day. [t was a very difficult ime for my parents
because naither could really console the other. They each had a loss of a
parent For us kdds, we were closer o gur grandf: ther and we always
had Ibe feeiing that our grandmother didn't really love us as much as
she loved our cousing because we were nod of her faith. So it was diffi-
cult for us to feel the loss Diad was feeling, It was one week of hell of
running from one funeral home and funerai 1o the pext.

Duting my grandfather's funeral service, | was sithng and locking at
the casket remembering things we had done, when suddenly a light
appewred over his head, Everything clse got dimn and a deep chill went
through me 1 always felt this was the paint when God teok him to heav-
on. This vision stuck in my mind forever and when | go through a diffi-
cult time in my life, he appears 1o me dnd it gives me great comlbort ko
know he ts around  Onee during one of aur family gatherings, my sisters
ard | werr sitting around talking aboyt difficulbes in pur lves. We ail at
one time or another had the same feeling and vision that Grandpa was
with us | thought this very strange, buai | also felt very blessed and
lovied. We needed that extra comfort and God sent Grandpa to show us
we were not alone,

Ten vears later, my mom's mother died after having several strokes
and being tn & coma We were all there who could be and the night
Grandma got worse, | kept thinking that if her pastor would get there
immediately, she would hve. But God had other plians for her. Right
before she died, she raised up her head and called my grandpa's name. |
can remember standing in the doorway and feeling a chill, For some
strange rvason, [ moved over und felt | was leiting Grandpa come and
take Grandma home with him to 8 better place. A few minutes later she
was gone and 3¢ peace.

A little over & month later, | was golng on & vacaton to Mexico. On
the moeming I was to leave, My sister calbed about 6:00 am for me to
come over before | Jeft. T didn't understand why because she knew T had
to finish packing and leave, but I deopped [t all and went to see her. As ]
was driving, | kept wondering why she wanted to see me. My ound
worked overtime and pretty soon | was driving faster and faster. Fear
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began to set in. When T arrived at my parents’ house, the Rescue Squad
was there. When 1 weni Into the house, my dad was lying on Lhe flocr
covered with & sheet At first | fedt shock and disbelief. Afier all, [ had
been an the phone with him & couple of hours the night before, so this
rould nol be true.

A majority of us kids had a difficult time with Dad's death and |
know all of us were very angry with him. I know | felt cheated of a lov-
ing father and our chuldren of a grancfather He hurt us deeply because
we were finally getting to enpoy him again and had started doing fun
things.

My mom told me later that I'd better take my trip because Dad had
been to the docior and made her promise not to tell me for fear | would
carwel my vacation. His doctor told him he had to quit his job. When he
went to tell his boss, his bosa asked him to stay a couple of days longer
10 train someone for his job. My dad agreed, but didn’t make the second
day. Dad loved to work and we felt he died because he was told he
could no kmger do so. | couldn'® help but wonder why he would
continue o ruik his health just b be workang. How could he choose
death to all of us?

My anger subsided when | had a special dream about him. All of us
girls were together going through a mall when we heard someone
coughing. As we approached the building where people in caskets
stayed, my dad had 10 get up so they could change the sheets and iining,
He went walking with us and we really had 2 great time talking snd
launghing until we hit the strect corner where his casket was. He tobd us
he had to go back and we all pieaded with him not to. He just Inoked at
i with a big amile and said, “You know 1 have to go back.™ As he [eft
us, | woke up. This experience did help me acoept his leaving us, but
more g0 after | learned others in the (amily alwo had dreams with Dad
smiling and happy. lt's like his life was work and if he couldnt work, he
couldn't live. P sure he t2 m a better place nowr, even thaugh | would
sooner have him here with me. He needed hus happiness first, ] still mlss
him just the same.

The chill of death is not always bad. To mw it is 2 comfort and & sign
that someone from abeve s lelting me know they are still there for me.
After my time on this earth is done, | pray I may have the privilege of

being somebody's chill.

1:
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Sunset

by Earl Valley
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