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Window Frost 

Hov c8"me t he pattern on my window? 

No bn.ash 1n eart'hly hand p~sed by. 

No pic ture discernible by stretch of aind, 

Yet the effect is so soothing to my eye . 

- - Anonymous 
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The Visit 

Hello: 1 ¥oul<.l have straightened 
had 1 known you were coRins . But 
come inside and overlook the disorder. 
I t hink anyhow the cll.ltter b a 
permanent condition now . 

I vas just baking a pie and humming 
a little snatch of something I heard 
somewhere with someone . A long tiae 
ago . I probabl y have forgotten it all 
and made up an entire l y str ange tune 
- remember ing only the tiae or t hat 
1 heard so=-ething I liked . Ob •• . yes , 
it ' s done. come hove a piece ~ith me 
and we ' ll spe01k of why- yes, come ••• 
bcre you ore ••• 

Now, as I was saying, ve' ll speak of 
why you are horo. It ' s b~cn so very 
very l ong since ve last talked . I 'm 
glad you came. 

- Anonymous 

3 



Self-Actualization 

1 amspontancous 
and child like even t houghi 'm 23 

t playhopscotch 

ON 

BLANl<SIDEWALKS 

(and embrace alilactree) 

taman INOIVll>UAUST who r e.sist sCON'FORHIT'( 

whcnothersread bestsellers 
i read dumas and poetry 

a t th~sa~time i need 

SPACE 

andmyprivacy 

iguess 

ism 
SELF AcrtJALlZED tomy OWN selfi'mtrue 

thankyou dearfriend 
for ACCEPTINCme asihaveACCEPTEDyou 

- - Anne Vdley 

lj 

Stars 

Reaching thTough 
Beyond til}' thoughts 
Always there 
Wisely gesturing 
Nodding quietly 
And w:Lnk1n.g ~t me. 

So silly. 
Sw~n? Lion, 
H~.mtcr, 1\lins. 
So serious. 

Anything 
And everywhere 
Nw they ' re 
ln my eyes. 

-- Judith Lintereur 



Spring Cold 

A spring cold 
1e not high d rm:aa 
or a !arc4 , 
just a bad perfor.ance 
from openJng sneeze 
to final tissue . 

No encore. pleftse. 

- Karen Atvoo4 

Haiku 

Crcen 1s the 1ymbol 
Of all t:htngs that an srovtns. 

Ky lawn needl aow1ft.&. 

-- Marlene Davideon 

Outside Me/ Inside Me 

~aybe on the outeide 
t l ook the, ... 
and act the ea.e 
as 1 did before, 
but the real •.--

the one that ' l hiding i nside-
has grown in Vftyl 
you'll never know or understand. 

I ' ve learned thins• about loving 
and atving 

that I never rulhed U:isted. 
I ' ve lurned about Ufe 

t:he hard va1 
and gone throush a lot of pain. 
But moat of all, l'Y"e learned 

about .,,ol t 
and vhat the innor .. 
is really feeling. 

All t h is happened tneide of De 
vben your lifo touchad mine 
so long ago ••• 
when the alow ,._nd painful process 

of a:rovin& up 
began. 

- Diane Etlc.k.soo 



Since Those Warm Days 

When I was very little, I spe~ t a 
great deal of time with my grandmother. 
Our yard held two houses , one ours and 
one hers. Our yard was a real garden. 
We h~d appl e trees , peDch trCC$ , berry 
bushes, and a vegetable garden. To oo~e 
peopl e our yard must have looked pr e tty 
sh~bby . Thoro was ~ lot of shade ! rom 
all those trees, so there w~sn' t a lot of 
grass growing on what should have been 
our lawn. There w~s also a lot ol rot tln~ 
fruit 1y l ng Around. 'But ttll the k i ds l n 
the netghborhood thought i t l ooked fine. 
They must have--they vere always playing 
in our yard instead o£ theirs. 

Anyways , t spent a l ot of time with 
my ~randmother. She vas old and gray , 
s hort , t'ound, and every bit a rough Get'm$n . 
Hy grandfather had divorced her sometime 
before 1 was born. He died n year a f ter 
the divorce of pneumonia. Crandcother 
a lways claimed a cause and effect relation
ship between their divorce and his death . 
Cod ' s punishment , 1 guess . This all 
hAppcnod during the war . 

Cr3ndmother was the best cook I ever 
knev as a child . She a~reed . My parents 
didn't appreciate that opinion , though, 
because 1 refused to ea t oany a meal my 
mother prepared due t o my prejudic e . It 
wasn't r eall y the cooking t hat got me to 
eat better at Crand~ther ' s hot~se , 1.t wl'IS: 
her s t or ies . Well , naybe t he g~rltc , too. 
But betvee'' the. gt~rlie addiction and the 
$tory tellin~. the stories were by far IIY 
favorit e . • 

Watch , you old people out ther e , 
as your monthly checks 

get smaller, 
and fo r vhot? 
r~er1n& days that have 

long been past ? 
All they want ia for you 
to die quickly . 

Hey ! 
you're on a pipedreaD: 
give it up before you 're hu~t . 

Hey , you paren~s out ther e , 
t hinking your burned-out kids 

will amount to s omethin& , 
don't you know? 
all they live fo~ is a plant 

srown illega-lly? 
You 111 be l ucky if they 
stay out of jail. 

Hey : 
you 're on a ptpcdre3m: 
give i t up before you're hurt . 

Hoy, you planer eat'th out there, 
a lvays in fear of some 

future destruction, 
wishing that scm~Cday par~dise 

wil l be restored? 
Give it up! 
All you are is: a cancer 
on the un iverse . 

Hey: 
you're on a pipedream: 

what 's the use? 
you ' 11 still be hurt. 

- Tony Perkins 



Pipedreams 

ney, you black kids out there, 
pl~yin8 in the streets of 

the ghetto, 
where are you going? 
1.1.:-e.;.al&)S of future feme 

end fortune? 
Don't expect ever to leave 
this slum you call home. 

Hey! 
you're on a pipedream: 
give it up before you're hurt. 

T.o<>k, you women out there, 
alavi•l& all day over 

the stove, 
what: are you doi~? 
hoping for some day of happiness 

and equality? 
All you are is flesh 
for men to deaire. 

ney! 
you're on~ pipedream: 
give it up before you're hurt . 

Listen, you poor people out there, 
living on handout s and 

fobe pr<XIlises, 
wh;tt's the use? 
dre;tning someday your ehildt:"cu 

won't ery from hunger? 
Political tools is all you are, 
false hope• in every election . 

Hey~ 
you 're on a pipedream: 
give it up before you 're hurt. 

Crand~ther olwaya had ~ story to go 
~long with every =col . 1 ote lunch with 
her ~lmost evcryd~y while my mother worked. 
Each day another story wuld come with !t!'J 
meal. I sot LV }u_)(IW th\!lll teO well lhat I 
vould requett favorites to go with eert~1n 
di$he$ . If l became bored with tho old 
stories, she would ~ke up a new one right 
there at the tab le. Usually these were 
about the foods ve were eating and what they 
thought about the whole idea. Especially 
the vegetables. I remembex how she would 
t oll me abovt the carrot-S {lnd their natur;:tl 
indlgn~tton At being di gested in a atomaeh 
that contained meat and potatoes . 1 guess 
it was the way she told those stories that 
got me to eAt , or ~t Least open my nouth 
i n awe vhile ahe quickly shoveled it in. My 
mother never quite caught on to the trick 
and, consequently, I didn't eat very well 
at home . 

In the sun:m.er !fl'J g:r;'lndmother \fo'Ould 
&elect the best of the fallen apples and 
peel and quarter thOQ for mo. I didn't 
liko appl• peelings then , but 1 loved her 
very ;;ueh . I promised her that t would 
marry her when I grev up, if she was still 
single. 

Slnee thotse w3rm days I've grown older 
and much has chan~ed. I rarely visit her 
at the nursing ho111.e nov. 

-- Douglos Oit~inser 



Imprints 

Tbe thiQ&a you said are forever 

imprinted on my Mind. 

They cone back to haunt ae 

in the night •tr . 

What happened to tho lovo 

I never dreamed t'd find, 

~- Diane Erickeon 

fl 

The Wall 

All around • 1e grovtaa, 
1~. c.hangtna. 
laughing, lovtns, and living. 
But t srow no more: 
My le•rning 11 Left untrl•d. 
My only eh~tnge 18 t hat o( tiDe, 
and laughter t e but e wind 
hovlin& about ny e~pty ehcll. 
Hy IovinS ia a void 
where not even tear• fall. 

For I have built a atron& vall, 
a sancruary vbere I hide ayaclf. 
There the evtla of tM vorld 
e.annot penetrate, 
oor t.he gooctne ... 

ro exist vithout hurt, 
I ~t also exilt 
without happtn011. 

-- Sherry Daotinne 
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CHRISTL£$$ 
GRACE-LESS 

- - Lyle eepen.cheid 

Yearnings 

Love of ., lHo. r.,poa.d 

to .y yearnln&•· 

My feellngs for you nrc. m'spoken. 

Please read in "Y eyes 

vhat ay lips are afr•id to speak. 

I need your understanding. 

1 v~t to shue .y iane.rmoet thou.ghts 

and desires vtth you. 

Help me. hold me. 

Have eompastton for ae••not contempt , 

My mind is ln tur.otl. ~ heart 

is aching. 

Dearest love. s•ve 117 a.lnd and heart 

frog breakift.l,. 

Cive ., soul ltfe. 

LOve me-- l need you. 

•• Hlehtlle Kottor 
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Haiku 

Try to &rasp the joys 
Fro• the beginning to end , 

Life passes us by . 

-- Marlene David&on 

He Said 

Ao o dandelion puff on the wind , 

A loose apple on a trembling tree, 

Such are you wi thout me . 

-- Anonymous 

It took 8 long time to find you 
h~rc inside 
but it doesn' t ~tter now 
let ae l ove you 
and live vith you 
take my hand and walk v!th me 

This life ia s urely madness 
ther e ' s no logic to this existence 
where are you Lord 
where are you 

See the sunrise 
it 1S beautiful 
1 am not afraid 
1 love you 
my heart is open 

-- Douglas Oit zlnger 



Yielding to the Universe 

Why do some people hear Cod 
how is it that they 
can t alk with hia 
learn his will 
what it is that he is S3ying 
why dOQ.s:n ' t he talk t o all of u.s 
when do you feel God t n.side you 
know the peace that passes understanding 
when are prayers answered 
why aren't mine 
are some of us supposed to wait longer 
aa I not worthy 

I hear you so well 
and I can talk with you 
as if I 've o.lways known you 
I am learning your ways 
beari~g your heart 
I feel you inside me 
and I in you 
we seem at case with c~eh other 
~c are revealing ourselves 
nokcd through our love 

He.ar me God 
I need answers 
what is to be the story 
how shall it end 
why leave me on this senseless planet 
alone 
why condemn me to this i{';notance 

The Silver Truck 

1 sit here impatiently vaitin$. 
waiting for a silver truck 
the silver truck; 
it's 3 $pcc1a1 one, 
with 3 special person driving. 

waiting • , , waiting . . . waiting 

The silver truck never comes . 
Other silver truckt pas s, 
many. IMI'IY pass. 
but not the silver truck; 
besides,Tdon ' t w<tnt it to pass, 
1 want it to 8top. 

1 t never stops . . . 
Impatiently I watch 
--day in, dtl}' out-
It never stops 

My head says 
it may never stop again. 

My heart says 
ple~sc, God. let it stop . 

(The .an drivinS is noc my nan, 
can never be =Y man; 
he belongs t o someone else . ) 

He wants it that v3y, 
my head u ys . 
My ht<Jrt UY8, 

no--please , no--want me instead . 

And day in, day out 
I sit and vait •. • 
for the silver truck 
that never stops • •• 

-- Thc.re.sa Krulatz 
It 



three roses 

three ro$e& there in the vaae 

- the kitchen aro und the•-

tons stecs cut to different length# , 

r od bud~> openin&, 

s1owly, carefully, 

the aornin& auo touche• thea; 

~~et and attll , 

though 1 cannot sec thea, 

I know they are, 

I know they are thera , 

though I an not 

~nd I know they Rre beaut1!ut 

~~ 

Hunger uud 
My spirit leawe thla aeene 
Of nec:esaary Clr'ftalle• 
And vltb rearet 
Rejoins rJf1 ovn t: lftd. 

Rumantty' s mechanteal killins 
ts an obscenity , 
My spitit-ovl' e , 
Dat"k Poetry. 

- Jau• LtHIIlfa 

.::1. 1 



Owl-Spirit 

"' apirit slips earthl1 bondo, 
And b obrood 
ln dark arboreal foreatt, 
Seeking a congenial vessel. 

lt •• found in~ src•t hunting ovl , 
Colden orbs aearehtn& out prey. 

Small .ovement is detected, 
Brief passage noted; 
Tllon , 
1 launeh into silent flight, 
Art airborne predator. 

1 ~t•t, bank, slip, roll; 
Avoldln& obstacles, 
Drwtna in rrt wings, 
I pounce, 
KercUeas. 

Trajectory is true. 
Spiked talons 
Close on soft fur , 
And e.ntuils . 

A brief staeeato aeream 
Overrides soft night ao!Jtl.da. 
Aut\8ft&l au.surcatioos of .y aidntJ,ht reat.. 

Sharp-edsed beak tear-t and rt-nd•· 
1 devour the .still qutvcrin& f on, 
Jrlght blood spilling out on uoee-earpeted 
Poro1t floor. 

Quiet Looks 

I feel you a'll.illO.J at • 
u ve t!lalte lov• 
soft gentle quiot looks 
that reach 1na1dt ae 
to bring a joy 
l ' vt not known before 
but god 
how naturAl th l8 ell •eemg 
you speak to •~ vtth your a~lle 
like a fa.illar drea• 
of an old frle:nd 

Bcl.D.& naked vlth you 
La ao euy 
ve touch aa U ve know 
vbat ucb other b feeling 
there 11 no teneton 
vith you 
only warr.~ tlnd aofo 
and I am happy 

You brush ~ &oul 
v1th your oak•d lk1n 
side by aide 
in the darkutll of the roan 
bruthlna 
love's aeaorlu 
holdltl.& our •oftne .. 
be.tvee:o tU 

t have oo under1tandina 
of why we are tosether 
v hy it ia you 
vhy it is DC 

but it io ~nough 
cha~ you er G horo 
that you hove touchod me 

' and ve ~•n cling to eaeh ot her 
t hrough the night'• 11eep 

-- DoUJlaa Ottzinter /J 



REPL.ECTlOifS 
- o.an Nccco 

The Day of the Needles 

As If all were valtSn& 
for an appointed and •&reed upon day. 
the needles of Pinu• Atrobua descended . 
Today vas the da;! 

The trees h~d been brownln3 for week$. 
aw~iting only the rntn and vind 
that would break their bond vith nother tree . 
Now they lie mae.od on the ground. 
conspic:uou.s, 
unti1 t.be. ~:~aple.• fo.ll. 

ua.LUe the acorns. 
they hold no ho(N" for the future-
in fact, work hard tO reduct: dlvenlty 
by their acidic n.ture. 
But construetlve or de8truct1ve , 
today vas their day. 

There has to be a day for the needles . 

-- Wendel John~on 
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That Aging Tree 

Cl istentng golds. Mber reds, 

Tr tlll.Sformi •l& to hues of b rovn 

Succwnbing to the whims of the wind 

Scarcely yielding ~ sound . 

Once limber youth that swayed in the bree%e 

With trunk of supple bark~ 

Nov creased vith <l&c and vee 

St:lnds alone 1n the cold and dark. 

Majestic beauty has come with the years, 

But few bot'her ro seo 

The wisdoc and strengt h scill t.o be found 

In that aging tree. 

-- Sherry Dantinne 

Memories 

Silver pond • 

catch these 1aa&Cs 

and press t hem 

in your memory. 

so that when I return 

there they vill be-

tippling on your curface, 

feelings and love 

o f 11 da.y 

that has now 

melted deep 

into my mind . 

-- Judith Lintercur 
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