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The~ Qf ~ Pensoul 

Can't you feel it? 
That noise, that rhythm keeping in tune 

Be it from your heart, the drums 
Or that guy tapping on his desk 

The Beat 
You don't realize it, but it's there 

What is a soul? 
It is a non-material thing we all have. 

What you do with your soul is your choice. 
We, however, have decided to 

Vocalize our soul. 
To show how we feel. 

Pensoul 
The ideas we express are our own. 

The Beat of our heart and 
The use of our Pensoul 

Go into them 

- Courtney Dunaway 

The~ 
The Beat runs through you 
Like lightening in the rain 

Pounding, humming, driving your feet 
Swaying as if in a fiery gale 

Your mind recollects the words 
Always universal, often similar 

Yet strikingly diverse. 
The Beat dictates change 

Driving you from childhood to adulthood 
Losing your imagination all along the way 

And ripping it back to reality 
As you pour out your soul 

Into your journal of dreams 
The Beat throbs through life 

Until it is released to hang on the stars. 

Jeri Marshall 
Casey Wilson 
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The Shadow Knows 
Regina Cooney looked at the clock shaped like a cat. It was the only source of 

interest she had found, to occupy her for the past two hours. But now, even it, had lost its 
entertainment value. The cat's eyes, that constantly panned the room, back and forth, 
seemed to taunt her. It's plastic, black tail mechanically wagged from side to side, as if to 
say, "Ha ha you idiot, the nurse is never coming back." 

Regina had entered the clinic at 9:00, right on time for her appointment. Never 
had she been late in her life. Now, many claim this fact for themselves. However, we 
take it to mean nothing more than they were rarely late. Yet, this was not the case with 
Regina. Ever since the age that she was able to control her tardiness, she had 
exaggerated an effort to be on time. Regina just considered it sinful, otherwise. In fact, 
she made it a custom to be right on time. A few minutes early was allowed, but never 
late. That's why she hated going to the Hospital. They always made appointments that 
were two hours ahead of schedule. Regina would have came in 2 hours later than 
appointed, if it wasn't for that irritating fear of the clinic actually being on time, for once. 

She looked at the clock, it said 10:43. She had just looked at it 2 minutes ago, but 
boredom seemed to make one repetitive. She looked at the clock again, still 10:43. 
"Shoot, that clock ain't working anymore.", she mumbled under her breath. 

Regina looked around the room, the nurse had led her to. At first glance, it was 
like any other treatment room. Directly in front of her, was a medicine cabinet, full of the 
common equipment, such as a stethoscope and a thermometer. The usual examining bed, 
that had been freshly, covered with clean tissue paper was to the left of her. Earlier, the 
nurse had directed her to sit on it, but Regina found the beds cold and uncomfo11able. So, 
she opted for the brown chair in the comer. Sitting there, Regina examined the room, 
more in depth. It was actually quite small, almost to the point of seeming 
claustrophobic. The yellow wall-paper, that was beginning to peel off, clashed with the 
black and white tiled floor. The white paint was chipping on the corner of the medicine 
cabinets ru1d water stains showed through the aged ceiling. It was now obvious to 
Regina, that the old room hadn't been upgraded for some lengthy period, and was 
beginning to fall apart. This left her with a feeling of anxiety inside. No, not anxiety, it 
was like anxiety, but not it, more like .... dread. Yes, that was it. Dread. She dreaded 
some-thing, but she did not know what. She nervously, maneuvered herself within the 
chair. The hard, wooden device had long past, overstayed its welcome under Regina's 
posterior. Like most people, she had about four main sitting positions, in which she 
rotated throughout her wait, in order to gain some comfort. This was done in vain, 
however, for only numbness can heal the pain that comes from sitting in the clinic's 
chairs. The longer the wait, the more often the rotations came. 

It was 10:56, when the Doctor finally came. Regina jolted from her thoughts with 
the unexpected presence of the man. She looked at the familiar face of the elderly Dr. 
Packard, who had been her physician, since her marriage to Edward. He and Edward 
went back a long ways, being old friends from college. Dr. Packard was a betting man 
and this Saturday, he would be coming over to the house, to play the usual game of 
poker. Regina thought he might make mention of this, or question about Edward's health, 
as he usually did. Yet, he did none of this. Instead, he formally said, "Hello Mrs. 
Cooney.", a name which he hadn't called her in years. 

"Please, sit down.", he said, gesturing towards the examining bed. Regina 



climbed on to the bed and looked into her friends eyes. It couldn't have been more than 
two or three weeks ago, when she last saw him. During that encounter, he had been most 
jubilant and free-spirited. He talked with anxiety about a bet he had recently won, as if 
their wasn't a care in the world. But, today his demeanor was totally transformed into 
one of deep depression. His movements were sluggish and his face was fixed with 
tension and anxiety. Perhaps, the job was becoming to strenuous for the man, in his old 
age, Regina thought. 

"Well," he began, "I've gotten back the latest test results from your check-up." He 
began to pace the floor now, rubbing his face with his hands. Something is wrong, 
Regina thought. Her heart began to pound. She could here it in her ear, getting louder 
and louder. Her forehead began to perspire and her body trembled. The hands on the cat 
clock were spim1ing uncontrollably. Her heart was beating rapidly, now. Everyone must 
hear it she thought. She placed her hand over her heart, as if to keep it from leaping out 
of her chest. It was going to explode any minute now. She couldn't take much more of 
this. She had to know, what was it, what was wrong? "God, John! What's wrong?" 

He stopped pacing the floor. Her heart slowed, almost to the point, that she 
wondered if it had stopped beating altogether. The clock regained it's usual pace, tick­
tock, tick-tock. Everything was silent, everything was still. Even, the fly that had earlier 
amused its-self, by flying about the room and landing on difforent parts of Regina, 
seemed to hold its breath. Dr. Packard grasped Regina's cold hands with his own 
freezing ones. The connection made the two shiver, but they dared not let go. "I don't 
know how to say it.", he said, looking into her eyes. 

''Just do, please." She said, now becoming tired of this sympathetic role he was 
displaying. "Just say it." She said with more determination, after a moment of hesitation 
by the Doctor. 

The Doctor sighed gaining courage. "We've found some malignant cells from 
your pap smear. Oh Regina, I'm sorry," he said, shaking his head, "I wish there was 
something I could do." 

He looked at Regina who staITed in blankness. "Do you understand what I'm 
saying?", he asked. "You're going to have to have a hysterectomy." A long pause came 
and then, almost in. a whisper he said, "You can't have children." His words broke at this. 
His strength had left him, he could say no more. Regina continued to stare, her eyes 
filling with tears. She just let them flow down her cheeks, down her neck, down into the 
color of her shirt. The floor began to spin, transforming into a black and white spiral. 
The walls seemed to cave in. They were going to crush her. All she could see was 
yellow, as her body spun, in circles, round and round. She couldn't breath and her 
stomach churned with anxiety. She was going to throw up. She felt the chunks rising 
inside as twirling colors of yellow, black and white, enveloped her. In the distance, she 
could hear someone yelling no, no! Then, she realized it was her own voice. Dr. Packard 
and the nurse were holding her down on the examining bed. She could barely make out 
their faint voices over the ringing in her ears. The nurse had a needle in her hand that she 
placed in to Regina's arm. The Dr. repeated "It's all right, everything is going to be O.K." 
The ringing stopped, as her eyes became heavy. The clock echoed its repetitive tone in 
her ear, tic-tock, tic-tock .... tic .. . tock ...... silence. 



Rules From 
The Elders 

Grow Up! 
But, how can I, if you don't let me? 

Act your AqeJ 
But, how can I, if I'm supposed to grow up? 
Be yourself! 
But, how can I, if you are constantly changing me? 
Do what we say! 
But, how can I. if rm supposed to be me? 

~egret 

I regret pleadil)g for tbat pre,io"o gift, 
of baViJ>g tbe tool of a per'4.10iiol)iot. 
Bc.it, l)eVer Ol>'e did I atten)pt to fet 

n)yoelf aocel)Cf tbe rbytbmi' r.tep. 
-tbio l obafl forever regret. 

1 gue at tbe image of tbe pfull)p l)nif. 

wildetn~. 

It b1H.1r>tr. my ll)efl')Orieo and "'>' r.bape. 
01'. foolir.b girl. wpo dicfo't prote,t. 

ber anatomy fro"' &"'b defe't. 
-tbir. l obalf forever regret 

l war. ~ppooed to play. der.pite tbe oddr.. 
'1et, mar.c.er. proved "'Y attell)pt& slip&bod. 
But, 11 oe'o"d 'bel>'e. I &001' wex1ld get, 
o"ly to fail. by not a"1?pti1'g it. 

-tbir. I r.ball forever regret. 

It wa& my drea"'. to be 01' tbe ll)OVie r.'ree1'. 
al')d i1)-tral)(:e tbe ac.idiel'l'e witbi" every &,e.,e. 
'1et, my first experie"'e doomed tbir. 'o"'ept. 
al)d tbir. 'areer, l')Q fol)ger did I expe,t. 

-tbir. I &ball forever regret. 

I ioved a 11)81). perfe't i" II))' eyer.. 
8"t· be 1i11ar. robbed by a friel)d i" dir.gc.ii&e. 

'fbe tbougbt of figbtil)g ba,k. I did reje't. 
A"d l)Ow to myr.elf. I all) j" debt. 

-tbii> I &ball forever regret. 

Sea Shell 
Th!! wotld ii: an OCQl!n. 

Th!! i:helli: it1i: inhabitank. 
All unlquB In i:izB, colot, 11nd i:haf>e. 

OM i:rnall i:hBll of a pmon 

,go unlrnf>Ottant, i:o infatlot. 

a~ he liv~ hi~ life in the va~, blue 

l·fo ii: .an old man. 

Withet!!d and wtinkled. 
fttlrn yeati: of abu~e. 

fttlrn a highet authotity, narnBd i:and. 

1-fo hai: boon i:te~p!!d on, 
adrnited by a pa~i:et-by, 

and ca!:f back into thB tough wotld. 
to be futgott9n by all. 
Until hi! tQ~Qafi: th!! cycl9 of life. 

\t' ,,-.... 
I \ I 

~ I 
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"All l want is a warm bed and a kind word and unlimited power." --Ashleigh Brilliant 

'1t's not peace I want, not mere contentment. It's 
6ouna{ess joy aw£ ecstasy for me." -- Xuge{{ 

"Some mornings it just doesn't seem worth it to gnaw through the leather straps." 
-- Emo Philips 

"Those who control their passions do so because their passions are weak enough to be 
controlled."-- William Blake 

"When I get a little money, I buy books; and if any is left, I buy food 
and clothes." -- Desiderius Erasmus 

Frisbeetarianism is the belief that when you die, your soul goes up on the roof and 
gets stuck. 

Of all forms of caution, caution in love is the most fatal. 

Sleep is for wimps. Happy, healthy, well-rested wimps, but 
wimps nonetheless. 

No, I'm not an elitist. Why do you ask, peasant? 

Don't just stand there ... KNEEL! ! 

"One can't complain. I have my friends. Someone spoke to me only 
yesterday.1' -~Eeyore 

I love thee, I love but th ee 
Wi th o love that shall not die 

Till the sun grows cold 
A,nd the stars grow old 

- -S~akesoeare 
I 



ta6f e manners 
Ms. Brubecker was ready to go home after a full day of taping her documentary 

on table manners. She was achieving her dream. She had to educate the world in the 
ways of consuming food. At night she dreamed of flashbulbs going off and people 
screaming and foaming at the mouth as she walked by on the way to the world premiere 
of her famed documentary. 

Suddenly a shadow feH across her beloved oaken table. There was something 
familiar about the utensils sticking out of the ta11 beehive of hair and the three nuts on the 
neck that appeared to be in search of a bolt. 

She gasped as she recognized her archrival, Mr. Fanetiquette. He spoke in the 
gravelly voice that had haunted her dreams for so long. 

"You took it all away! My forks, my spoons, my knives, even my saucers! You 
took my life!" 

He slowly pulled his Salad Shooter out of his deep apron pocket and aimed. 

Heretofore Ms. Brubecker had been very confused. She did not know exactly 
how she had taken Mr. Fanetiquette's saucers. She remembered pilfering the silverware, 
but she had no recollection of any saucers. When she saw the fully loaded kitchen 
appliance aimed at her head, dawning apprehension showed in her eyes. 

"I didn't take your saucers. That was Mrs. Understatt." 

"Oh." Mr. Fanetiquette sounded disappointed. "Well, that's all right then." 

He lumbered off, asking innocent passersby where Mrs. Understatt might be. 

Mr. Brubecker sighed in relief She had finally remembered taking the saucers. 
They had been those pretty blue and white ones. 

And after all, Mrs. Understatt was in the way of her plan of world domination. 
Mr. Fanetiquette would eliminate that threat in a hail of diced tomatoes. 

She whistled as she left. She looked at the building, thinking, "One day you will 
be mine. Oh yes, you will be mine." 



t 
~~=======:;;...------~========~---=·' 

The yellow flo,vers 

wave in tl1e yellow sun 
the yello'v pollen 
covers the yellow grass 
soon this will all pass away 

and bare leaves 
and barren stall{s 
take the yellow flowers place 
life goes on 
no matter how rn·ucl1 

we want the yellow to stay 
it will go away 
yellow is pleasant while it is here 
but its time is short and precious and dear 



Yet Another Quote Page 

"LookiNG bAck, I HAVE rl-tis ro REGRET, TliAT Too ofrEN 
WHEN 1 lovEd, I did NOT sAy so." -DAvid GRAysoN 

11
Love has nofhinq to do with what you ar>e expeding to qet, it's what 

you are expeded fo give -- which is evePLJfhing." -Anon 

"Tell me who admires you and loves you, and I will tell 
you who you are." -Charles Augustin Sainte-Beauve 

11Tht -greatest ·happhtess ·of I ife it the -conviction that Vie are loved -- loved 
for ourselves, or rather, loved in spite of ourselves." -Vietor Hugo 

"The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be 
seen or even touched. They must be felt."-Anon 

Love is not what makes the world go around - but it sure 
makes the ride worthwhile 

Absence extin9uisfies sma{{ yassions and increases 9reat 
ones, as tlie wine{ 6(ows out a cancf{e, and fans a bonfire. 

-La 1Wclief oucau{c{ 

If' you love someone, tell them. 
They won't be the only one glad 

that you did -Jamie C. Scott 
Hearts are of ten broken when words are unspoken. 

-Unknown 



She ran through the field, com brushing by. 

She could hear.him behind her, crunching tender young plants 

beneath his J:1ard-driving feet. 

She tripped over a bJoody oar .lying randomly in the field. 

She couldn't breathe. Her Jungs rasped for air and she couldn't 

take anymore~ She would pass out if she kept running. 

The ears waved above her, lashed by the wind. 

He loomed above her, his red eyes glowing. His jaws opened wide 

in a sick parody of maniacal laughter. She saw the g]eam of the steel ax. 

Her survival instinct kicked in, and she tried to scramble away. 

Surely this field could not be much bigger-if only she could get to a road. 

She could flag down a car and get away and be safe. 

arr. 

The thorns bit into her hands. 

Oh Lord, save me, save me! 

But the man was too fast, too quick, too .sure The ax arced in the 

Her scream was like the cry of a Jo.st souJ as the sharp edge of the 

ax bit into t.he .soft flesh of her neck. 

The man flung his head back and let a roar of triumph out into the 

night. 

Ife dragged the body through the field for along time. Finally he 

found a suitable place to dispose of the body and severed head. 

He worked for hours and hours to bury the body deep enough, 

and of course he did not want to disturb the com. 

The day dawned on a ripe cornfield. When harvest time came, it 

was noticed that one small area has done very well. No doubt it had 

extra fertilizer. 
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going?" 

RUNAWAY 

"Here is your ticket. You look young to be traveling by yourself Where are you 

"Nowhere exactly. Thank you." 

"Be careful." 

As I got on the bus I thought about what the lady had said to me. I wonder if they 

are wonied about me at home. It's only been a couple of days since I left and I'm running 

out of money fast. They probably haverrt even noticed that I'm gone. One part of me 

wants to call them and another part of me wants to move on and never go back. 

Everything that is important to me that happens in my life is nothing to them. Ifs like they 

don't understand me and they don't want to. I feel like there is so much pressure on me, · 

especiatlyfrom my dad. 

J would have been graduating next-year. My dad wants me to go tu college and 

then learn his business so that I can take over. I've tried to tell him that this isn't exactly 

what I want to do. He just tells me "I don't understand you. I've worked too hard to throw 

it away and you don't have to do something that you love doing anyway. The only thing 

that matters is that you make a good living. 11 He doesn't understand· that I just want to be 

happy. 

Its time- to get off now. I'm not sure what town I'm in, but it doesn't matter. Growl, 

growl. That's my stomach, it feels so empty. There's a diner, I'JI get some food there. As I 

go in the waitresses look arme like a criminal. I sit down at the bar anyway. I notice that 

there is a man sitting a couple of seats down from me. I glance and smile and he smiles 

back. 

'What1J it be?" 

"I'll have a hamburger and fries." 

uo.K ., it'll be readyin a minute.11 



There are not a lot ofpeople in the diner. Ifs-mostfytmck drivenrand some of the 

people from the bus. I wonder if any of them are like me, with no particular place to go. 

here?" 

"Hey there, son. Mind if I sit and talk: to you for a while?" 

"I don't care, sir." 

11-rm Pastor Hitt. What's-yourname?" 

"Mark." 

11-wen, where are you from?" 

"A small town in Ohio." · 

"You are a long way from home. If you don't mind me asking wharare-ymrdoing 

"Welt, I ran away from home." 

"Here is your food, son. Do you need anything else?" 

"No, ma'am." 

"How about you Rev?" 

"N-o, I'm fine. Thank you. So, tetl me why you left home, son." 

I told Rev. Hill all about my problems. It was actually very nice to be able to talk 

to someone about the things that were bothering me. He listened and it made me feel 

special. He also gave me some advice. He told me that I should really call my parents and 

tell them how I was doing. l toJ-d him I woulcf-thinlc-abourit The Rev: had tu teave--and-,he 

next bus was leaving soon. I was about to get my next ticket and some older guys came up 

behind me. I coutdn't see what they looked like. They pulled me into a dark attey that was 

near by and they started punching me. I tried to get away but I couldn't. They took all of 

the money that I had left. They left me there and I couldn't move at first but I found t,he 

strength to get back up. That was when I decided to call home, I wasn't really sure what 

time it was. I was just hoping that mom or dactwould be there to answer the pho.ne. 

"Hello? Hello?" 

"Hey, mom." 



5fower 
r;eautifuf, unique 

~rowing, 6ubbing, b)?ing 
£,,awiness, excitement, fu(filf ment, f oss 
mcroing 

... 

<tfoub 

5foating, l£>eacefuf 

<tascaSing, m°"ing, llreaming 

marsijmalfow, Jlnimafs, 5oob, :ieeopfe 

§eeing, Imagining, Wanting 

lt>a"i' JE>reaming 

§torm 



.'A. cfock. stopyerf for tL6:rief moment. 

'EverytfiinlJ around me stopper£. 

It w-as _peacejuf anal ditfn't want it to enc[ 

'11iere was no sound; 

'Exceyt wfiat I made or I fi.earcf in my fieac[ 

1Jefore tfie cfock stopyecf, 

'11iere was commotion and sfioutino a{{ around. 

Once th£ cfock stoypecf, 

It a{[ sto_pyecf too. 

I imaginea myself in a gartfen, 

Witli ffowers~ 6irdS, ami"a sma{[ stream. 

Tliere was on(y tfie soft, sweet sound' of nature, 

.'And a quiet fittfe tune in my fieatf. 

Your Interpretation . 
Life is a surprise, 

It is always full of different experiences. 

Even when you are in a rut, 

·Something little happens to make the day different. 

It can be good or bad, it's just in the way you look at it. 
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Freezer 
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I anticipated the start of America's Most Wanted. I felt that John Walsh would never get around to 
telling my story again. It happened over two months ago but the FBI has yet to find me in my new home. 

I watched John Walsh as he finally told America about the accomplishments I had made. 
"His name is Thomas Brown. He is 5'2", 500 pounds and must travel by use of a specially 

designed cart he himself invented. The FBI views Brown a<; a heartless freak since the day two months ago 
that he ... " 

"A heartless freak? Why does he always have to tell them I'm a heartless freak?", I screamed as 
loud as I could. I was so upset that I threw my pet cat at the television. The loud cracking sound of his 
neck revealed to me that I would have to take care of him just like the others. 

I advanced my cart forward, stopping near the dead cat. My disability prevents me from reaching 
for anything, so I used the mechanical arm to pick up the cadaverous cat. I drove the cart to the elevator 
and it slowly lowered me into the basement. 

As the door opened a damp smell like mildew met my nostrils causing them to constrict. But the 
familiar smell of damp, cold, and mildew that every basement possesses failed to stop me from my work. 
Moving my motorized vehicle into the basement, the automatic light switched on. The light gave off only a 
dim glow. It wasn't nearly bright enough for the tasks I must complete with precision down here. 

However, the light did shine enough for me to see the accomplishments I had made and the 
rewards from the labor I'd gone through. I advanced down the aisle of freezers and gazed into the faces of 
each one of my prizes. The cats and dogs J started with, the mailman, and of course my sweet grandmother 
who I admired more than all of my trophies. 

I smiled at her and said, "How are you doing grandma?" Although she never would give me a 
direct answer, her unchanged facial expressions told me she felt a little cold, but was otherwise fine. I said, 
"That's great, grandma! You know J only want for you to be happy here. That's why I brought you here to 
live with me. I don't want for you to ever get lonely!" 

She only looked at me as ifl was crazy. She had been sitting in her rocking chair staring at me 
that way since I put her in that freezer two months ago. She always sat there like a statue staring at me. 

It was then that I recollected the reason I came down here--to take care of the cat. I drove a little 
further down the aisle of freezers until I at last spotted a vacant tomb. I was unable to reach the door so a 
mechanical device opened it for me, and the feline was placed comfortably inside. 

I was on my way back to the elevator when I remembered the way grandma had begged for me to 
let her out. She screamed for me to please open the door because it was cold in there. I told her, "No 
grandma! You made fun of me and called me a freak! Being forced to move in a cart doesn't make me a 
freak, so now you must pay for it!" She apologized over and over again while I watched the ice start to 
form around her mouth and nose. Each time she would speak, the ice became thicker. I told her, "This is 
best, grandma." She only continued to scream and tried to untie herself from the rocking chair. After a few 
minutes, she got quiet and it was over. Her eyes were gazing directly into mine and I was focused too hard 
to notice the mailman at the door. He had seen the whole situation and now turned to run. I shouted for 
him to come back, but it was useless. I should not have been such a fool as to leave the freezer in the 
kitchen. 

I chased after the mailman, catching up to him. I beat him in the head repeatedly until he no 
longer struggled. He wasn't going to get away from me like that kid. He had called the cops and I was 
forced to move to another house in order to run from the FBI. They've been after me ever since. 

Suddenly a loud crashing sound startled me back into reality. A voice shouted, "FBI! Come out 
with your hands up!" 

I ask myself, "How did they find me?" The footsteps sounded like only one person, but I knew 
there were always more than that. "Who do they think they're dealing with," I wondered, "sending one man 
to arrest me?" 

I moved onto the elevator as J heard him walking across the floor. The elevator rose and as the 
door opened I saw only one FBI agent standing there. 

He looked at me for about a full minute before saying, "My God! You really are a freak!" 
That was too much for me to handle. I shouted to the agent, "Why do you always call me a freak? 

There is nothing wrong with me to make you or that idiot John Walsh call me a freak!" 
I charged my cart at him foll speed while maintaining an emotionless countenance. He started to 

run from me, but I was too fast for his legs and my ca1t ran over him. I turned around and approached him. 
He was still alive, but knocked out cold. I took him down into the basement and left him tied to the wall. 

I went back upstairs to pop a bowl of popcorn for the show I was about to witness. Once the com 



finished popping, I went back into the basement. As the door of the elevator opened, I asked myself. "I 
wonder if he'll scream like grandma?" 

Feelings 

I still have so many feelings for you 
even though you've left me sad and blue. 
I can only ask myself why 
you would make me cry. 

The wind blows your perfume scent 
and I'm so sorry that you went. 
Because you understand that I 
will love you until the day I die. 

Girl you've really left me so blue 
that I don't even know what I'll do 
I hope and pray for you to stay 
but you tell me to just keep away. 

Sadness 

Sadness is blue. 
It sounds like someone crying bitterly. 
It smells like a sewer on a hot day. 
It tastes like a sour lemon. 
Sadness feels like there is no way out and 
that you are trapped inside a dark room. 

A Day at School 

The crowded halls, the pushing and shoving 
of horseplay, the homecoming queen, the 
varsity cheerleaders 

A Dav at School 
The smell of the food from the cafeteria, 
burnt cakes in home economics, the sweaty 
locker room. 

A Day at School 
The sound of mixing voices, a teacher 
yelling at some student, slamming lockers. 

A Day at School 
Bruised arms from bumping into someone, 
hard wooden desks, cramped fingers from 
writing. 

A Day at School 
The taste of cold french fries, the cold drinks 
at break, taste of gum in your mouth. 

A Day at School 



Different Ways 

Here I am 
Not all right, soul broken in two 
Painful Nights 
Losing Out 
I'm thinking of you 

Someday I will show you 
That the fear that scared you 
Will one day allow you 
To be loved 
But we'll go different \Vays. 
My love won't dese1t you 

You know that I want you 
To be loved 

But we'll go different ways. 

Grandma 

He placed his grandma in the freezer 
with the intent of that to tease her. 
The air soon ran out of her lungs 
and she begged for him to just use guns. 
He told her, "But grandma that will not do 
because you know I only love you!" 

Roads 

Blue 

Blue is the color I see 
whenever I look behind a cloud. 
Blue is the color that reminds me 
of the sadness there is everywhere. 
It is the color of the sky 
even though I feel unsure why. 
Blue is the color of the trash 
that falls to the ground with a crash. 
Looking at the colors of my school 
I decide the color blue is cool. 
The color blue is on a lot of things 
such as the Powerade machines. 
Blue is the color of cars and trucks 
with those of the best of luck. 
The color blue is special to me. 

Life can take you down a lot of roads 
and just where they lead no one knows. 
There are those that take you away 
even though you know you cannot stay. 
Then there are the roads that never end 
Instead they just seem to begir1 again. 
Of course there is a lonely street 
where you can't find anyone to greet. 
But in contrast you may find the way 
to the road that leads to love someday. 
Does a road that leads to love really exist? 
No, it only appears to be there in the mist. 
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when the wise amo119st ti;emselves oot:b f i:3bt, 
terror ~hall .spreaD across the la 110. 

wben tbe weat cit;9 f{1({5 from sigbt, 
glamorous evil is near at bano. 

Dlrrk11ess will appear from tbe sk;9. 
The sbaDow war ff,~[[ rage ott. 

Death shall blee0 the living earth (lf79. 

Tbe mi{Jbt~) kinf}Ooms are fon9 sittce gone. 
Two men ootb meet upon l1 Mackeneo fielo. 

'W oros of tntce to be spoken. 
F.orbiooen powers bo~1 oo wiefo. 

T'7t; worl() sbaU lie il1evitabfN brof;~~n. 

!~<ta~(f~~e~~<t~ii~<f~li$€a~~~~!i>e?~-~! 

,11 dremn I had, or so it S(J('fHS • 

• r;J redundantfantosy. 
I appeared in o i-riorld nJ sacrilegP.. 
f\ulerl J;y a sodistir:ally, sinister serpent 
<~fa most unusual nature. 

,fl, king ruling l;y o fang ~l rnagnetite. 
Ghouls at his .c;idr 1,,I?/1izzing in the air. 
Iliey hiss at me as I do flee, 
but t,rhen lrjt tr ith no o//wr resort, 
a tree I must clim/). 
Die lei:iathrm paid scanl /u,ed lo me 
IA·,ith liis sfand(1)/.<;/i mnnnet: 
-The ghouls lH:gcm t.o sing. 
and my ears hegan to ring. 
V./itlwut dtw notice they lepl into the tree . 
. For that deed lhP.lf did bleed, 

\ 

for tlw limb broke with u mighty snap. 
[he ghouls did tw11hlc a:-; tliey landed 1-d1h a erash. 
I hnwc>rtJr. landed 1-dth a spfo.c;;h 

Ar THE j;'f.JCK OF 1 HE 81C 

SHE UT THE WICt<. 

1 Hf l>MKN/!55 WAS Gl>Nf; 

;AJ.. 7 HOt.IGH FEMFtlt. W/.ffl.f /.IJ..ONE 

THE H!WiE f>IWCED EVE'R f'HC."1£R 

500N BECOMING A RN:JNG FIRE 

Old Mother Hubbard 
what do you keep 1n the cupboard'? 
Go!den teeth and human bones. 
Where nas your husband gonei? 



lin the d.ulmess the shadowy figure stood 

wearing a glamorous cloak and hood. 

The rancid smell of the putrid dea.J. 

Ever slowly it uncovered its head. 

A bare skull with empty eyes. 

"You are mine little one. [ free you from this life." 

The cr&ckling voice was painful t.o hear. 

With a. sllght shuffle it drew near. 

K stood un.sble to move m.y feet. 

With ea.ch step my heart increased a. beat. 

Kt reached out 11.nd gra.speJ my arm.. 

The foucb was icy and filled m.c with alarm. 

its breath wa.s frigid upon m.y naked face. 

Liimghter erupted lilke a. growl as we left the pl&ce. 

~ollow the chain. 
Off in the ~i5tance it lea~5 
with ru5ty links in circle5. 
rwhere will it lea'l>? 
Acro55 the river an~ through the w~s? 
Or perhap5 just next ~oor. 
'You will never kno\v where it en~5. 
rwoul~ you trust its strength? 
Is it' ~epen~able? 
15 it expen~able? 
So many otlier thin.!JS are. 

6}Tte wor[d ts wftat we make U &e. 
~ok around and tert me wftat you see. 
<W'ou[d you ever chan9e lt? 
Werltaps to make everytfttne flt. 
CJ\{g one sees the same thine. 
You see a tooth. q see a f an9. 
You see the earth. q see the Bround. 
~mem&er thls as you [ook around. 
qt arc ls onfy what we wish to see, 
not what lt reaff y miffht &e. 

The heart beating in fear. 
The danger comes ever near. 
How long can one hide? 
Can the world be opened wide? 
Why lock yourself away? 
Speak. What have you to say? 
Nothing is forever after all. 
Together we stand. Divided we fall. 



c!h.e. 3te.at l.Lzatd. of th.e. 3Lzza.'td. 

ate. th.e old worn.a.rt·~ doth.. 

CJ.t wa.!> (ln.e u..n.tlf lt ah. oked on. th.e cloth.. 

9.t ta~te.d. Like f'ol!>on. a.fl.cl. (e.Lt like d.a.J!.rj.e"C~. 

9.t be.(j.a.n. waiklrt(j. a!> oLd m..en. ~ta.,j.(j.e•c. 

rrliinf(jpg of clays &mg past 
1 dream of ffYing fast. 
(joiT19 w!i.ere 1sfwu!an't6e 
to a pface wfiae 1 can 6e free. 
'Eac.n ye.ar the worltf dies a Eittfe rmve. 
'Tfiis doesn't matter to those who can soa:r. 
'Eartn is sucli an evi( pface. 
•Who can Win the endless rac.e? 
'Jl(p chains to fwU me down, 
hut 'l canrwt feave the growttf. 
1nviswfe. 6omfs hoftf me had(~ 
~ ticl@t for passage is wftat 1 lac.( 
'l 6ewng in tfie sf(y, 
for 1UJ'U/ 1 can onfY wisli to ffg. 
Somewfi.ere there is a way, 
yet 1 must wait for anotlier dog. 



Green 

The color we all know. 
The color we all see. 
Vibrant color of life 
forever to be. 
Green is the color. 
Elusive as the Katydid 
hiding in the grass. 
Wherever you look 
green is there. 
The bottles left behind, 
or the vines in the distance 
choking what they touch. 
Or perhaps the sprouts 
that grow on the com 
created from the green stalks. 

/e(IJICIH/Jer tlte gmt wltlt twu legs . 
.fie will nlw1111s f(IH£11t/Jer uuu. 
011e dav he sltnll 11111k gun bq. 
1ilUHg v(J// wltlt pain jmt/11 due. 
Vu11 t11n trv tu u11tr11n tlte /!east. 
Jlis iHtdli;mce is 11111telted blf nune. 
Sluw is Ire tu HI/ 11Hll feast, 
I/cf Jte a/Wfll/S gets the ja/J done. 

lnlicle Jonathon' 1 Heacl 

As I look at him I pondet what ii: IMide. 
Perhapc hit: head contains: thought.: of: 
50 rabbit!: NJfllllng in circlei: 
100 thought!: of the de1&dly J:red 
5 giant elephantc s:tornping donkeyc 
18 bloody 11xu hsmging on a wall 
9 gory llzatdi: ten-feet tall 
g thought!: of Tele T ubbiei: tulf ng the wotld 
2 of Mc~hrnick and hii;: !:tuffi!d dog 
1 of John Jacob Jingleheirnet ~hrnidt 
and the thing he thinks of rnoct 

J:'OOD. 





HE <;OMES lllTO NE RQQM IJtnt'HQWll 

SLElil(lNQ ALONG utrnOTIC::EO TO ALL 

HIS TRAllSPAREHT EYES Glvt: HO SIGH OF EMQTION 

HE lS LJJMIHESCEHT IH lllS OWH WAY 

YET OAR!( TO ALL 

HE IS NE WHISPEii m THfi 01sc;:o110 

THE C::lllLL THAT !IUHS UI' VQUlt Sl'IHE 

HE IS BOTlf l!IOE(lUS AHD IUiAUTIFUL Tq Tllli ~£ 

IF SEEN AT ALL 

HE c;:oMES #ILQHQ ANO TOJJcHES ¥01.1 

A CQLO C::HILL RIJSWES THltOIJQll VQl.I 

YOIJ l(HOW llE'S THER'E BUT WllUE'i' 

YQl.I LQOtc UQIJT, Ill.IT V(llJ Alt£ .... 

THERE ltl nfE C::QllHER OF THE lt(!Q!f STAHDS A fl"l.IRE 

A $1!AOQW AMOHQ THE SHAl)QWS 

HE Tl.lltl'IS AHO LOQtcS AT VOi.i 

HIS EV~ MEET VOU11$ 

TllEV lll.lllll ltlTO VOIJR VEllY S(!OL 

f 11-1-IH~ VQIJlt NIHP WITH NE!fQJllliS QI' TM& l'MT 
Jqv, PAIH, HA:rllEP, AtfD LQVE 

lits LAIJGlfTliJI FILLS VQIJlt llEAP, DIUYltl~ VO.I.I MAD 

Yo1.1'11E l'OWEll!J!~ TQ uol' '"" 
~E TAUS l!QLI) QI' VQIJ Wint ~!S 1<;¥ Q!llP 

A!fD DlllHU YQl.IR YEJIV 8llEA'.11f Flt(!llf ¥Qllft LIJH~ 

y QI.I ST1"J~GLE, Tft'YllfQ TC! fiSC::Al'ti. •1.1r rq lfQ AYA!L 

Sl.IDDEtll-¥ HE Llin ~o 
\.iE TJ..1111'1$ AWA¥, LQ0,1($ QIJ:r ntE WIHOOW, AHO ntElf IS ~QtlE 

TCIDA¥ 1$ VOi.iii LJJ«;:IJ:V DAV 

FClll PliAnt H"S " MQllE •?"l'C!t'CTMIT 1n1-t-. 

I 

AX 
~lttk. htaM11 

(!I.utting .s lictng, cl.eauing 
Beapan. tnnl. tnu. h.eat.fJ 
1Killing cltarittg. healing 

ntthth bang.ernu.s 
llJ?l:N 

Swinging blade of death 
Bring down a shining glare from the sky 

Slicing through someone, stealing their breath 
All who are willing to carry are willing to die 

Wooden handle to block 
Metal head to chop 

A toy. a tooL a weapon, life or death 
No mere trophy to hang upon the wall 

But a way of lite and death of long ago 
Swinging blade of death 



---

SPAM 
Spam. it is not ham 
Nor leg of lamb 
It comes in a can 
And is packaged by some old man 
It's nothing but gobs of gush 
Most likely made from cow tush 
Spam. it is not ham 
All the day I wonder 

Creaking. cracking. snapping 
His wings thrash through the air 
A carnivores demon is on the lurk 
He flies high and gives a jerk 
He shots toward the village like, .. 
a half crazed hoard 

Thoughts booming in my head like thunder 
Why in the world is it made 

The villagers know who he is and run 
He's that fire breathing serpent 

How long it's been out and laid 
Who would eat it and why 
All these questions I cry 
Spam. it is not ham. 

Deep Thought 

I am nothing 
But yet something 
I'm beyond explanation 
Beyond understanding 
I'm misunderstood 

of ancient lore 
The Dragon of the Sun 
The plains went alight 
As the dragon laughed with delight 
To him this was a wonderful site 
As the villagers fled in fright 
He left the scene to return another night 

The Thought 

Upon the rock I sit 
Pondering about the day before 
Never had I had such a thought 
Never before had I wondered about such a thing 

The sea chopped and foamed 
The wind blew and twirled 
The lighten cracked and boomed 
And then an idea came 

Now I knew what to do 
How to answer my pondering and wondering 
I will empty my soul to the world 
Now I will jump 



ig1't: AwakeD from y<Xir gemtle slumber 
Awake befvre begin to ll)llmll)er 
ror t~ S'll) is up and you are about to bake 
A...,ake. awake. A\VAK~! 

'tj)e t~ U; DOW and tj)e battle is !)ear 

And we're two miles from tj)e rear 

Murry. to your feet 

~04J lazy pile of meat 

Murry OI) your borse. we l!)Ust go 

Or I wO!)'t get to lay a blow 
Crab my sword. sbield, 18"'e. and spear 
\Ve're too far from tf)c? battle's rear 

"fj)ere. '81)'t YO<! ~ t1'en> all ~ee 

.... 

Stol)C! CiaDt 

e()l'(Ji1J9 fro"' f/Je favem 
At laot 111 get to sboW tJ,em. it's an up to~ 
C'))arge yog stupid beast. Cj)arge "I' yODder j)ill 

Around tbe ~or'1'ed bodies and broken ~Is 

J,, a"'"'" lrt11}/re11 sfafe 
1'~ 9()Q(f 1<,,ig/lf. L<Xt/ Par 
Fe/! f/61 ()IJ /Jis face 

ire: Sir.jiu;t 1''1sbl 
PleHe explain y<Xlr rc.isb 
C'an't YO<! ~ tbat little girl 
Sj)e's bolding a baby pre bre?atbing squirre;J 

----- -

l.ord Par: Cood squire. do j)elp me up 
I do feel t!>at J'JI '81'1' my deatb Qf 'old in tbis oc:"9rred okaop 
Ple16e, so lend me a band 
,,lease belp me out of tbio sand 

Sciuire: My dear lord, wby are tj)e dru~ 

Please my lord f 8'e tj)e Qtber way 

~our breatb offendr. yon~"~ 
And we m<.1st be QI) our way 

l.ord Par: I do agree my wise friend 
8'1t. I do believe I see SOll)etbing otanding ~O!)Cf y°"4fer river bend 
I say, Jet's go and see wbat yOl)der hew "'ay be 
.flA.y gocd squire. please follow me 

$0 alO!J$ f/Je rN!er f!Jey wef1f 
'f o Stt w/Jaf yorJler /lea.sf •1"&5 

lf/be1' f/Jey drew ~•r lo ~ hebi. wl Par Id om a 11Jig/lfy yell 
For he/ore f/Jefo sef a gial?f ~of I/le fJarde:;t sfof?e 

My good squire band ll)e my lal)(;e 
If j)e's asleep I may !)ave a r;~e 
If I do1)t kill birl!. ID ride like i,en 
So let c.rs pray I don't fell 

Off f1e role li/fe a fl~ 

As 1'e "~"'cf~. ff,e hew dill fl}()fie 
/Jut if tliln ~stop /JitrJ 
He roJe on tJnfU I/Jere was ll lfJig/Jly cras/j 

l.ord Par: Tbis 1:; oo gi111)t, but a pile of roc:ks 

l.ook good squirrel w!Jo does c.rs moc:k 
Wl)y. ifs tbat little girl 
And nm dcm ~c.rir<e. fir bere 'ome:. ber durli"S little 5'jc.rirrel 



A bird came down the walk 
He wanted to have a little talk 
"What so you say." he chirped 
"What?" I replied with a smirk 
"What so you say." came his reply 
I knew not. what to do, I thought I would die 
"I was wondering why?" he looked at me funny 
"Why what, my little honey." 
"Why are you wrapped up so tight." he said with a cry 
And shot up into the sky 
"'\'our wrapped up in such a pretty shirt." 
"It appears it hurts." 
"No, not at all." I said lying 
It actually was quit Confining 

"Now who were you talking to Mr. Jones.-" came a voice behind me 
"Why that little bird up in the tree.'' 
"Come now Mr. Jones, the bird" came the answer 
''Yes, the bird." I said to her 
"All right Mr .. Jones, time for bed.'' 
"Only if you loosen my straight jacket." is all I said. 



People Against Teletubbies World Domination 

We are the people against Teletubbies world domination 
We have the strongest determination 
We'll drag them out in the street and shoot them 
Pull them out in the front yard and boot them 
We don't care when, why or where 
Stopping them is our only care 
They are the foulest of demons I say 
They should be stopped today 
They are the spawn of some evil creation 
We are the people against Teletubbies world domination 

Demon Clown 

It attacked me on 34th street 
I knew not what to do 

It's nose was as red as a beat 
And those huge, floppy shoes 

It ripped at my flesh 
Tore open my chest 

I let out a scream 
Hoping it all to be a dream 

When I did not awake 
I knew it too late 

It came at me with fury 
Like a hanging judge with no jury 

Slashing at me like a beast 
I was sure to be his feast 
He ripped open my back 
And threw me in a sack 

When I awoke, [ was in a pot of new 
Cooking as his stew 

Oh the laughter 
A story not so happily ever after 
Listening to that infernal sound 

Coming from the demon clO\.vn. 
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How did it start? 
I wonder why 
As I lie awake. 
It must have been 
When I looked in your eyes. 
When you held me all night long. 

Lying in my bed again 
I cry because you're not here. 
Thinking about how things were, 
And how I want them to be. 

You look so happy with her, 
But does she know? 
I wonder if you will ever tell. 
How did it start? 

A song on a poor depressed soul's heart. 
A rain shower on a harsh baron desert. 

A bringing of good news, 
All come with love. 

Lover's gent le kisses, 
My heart so yeams, 

For my love to return. and save me once more . 

... 
Oh my lover, 

So far away now. will I ever see your smile? 
Dawn passes form night into day, 

I so long for your love, 
Affection, and kindness. 



When will it all end? 
When the birds stop singing, 
When the whispers go silent, 
When the warm lovers touch goes cold, 
When the last tear drop falls, 
When words go unspoken ... and thoughts not felt. 

Why must it stop? 
Why, because smiles are fading, 
And children stop laughing, 
Hope is becoming smaller and smaller every harsh word spoken, 

We do not trust anyone, so why should it go on? 



A sore thumb in a crowd. 
I am picked at constantly. 
I don't understand why. 
I try to be one of a kind, 
No one understands 
What I have been through, 
Alone I stand, The pain I have seen, 
The trash I have been. 
All I am is a mask, 
That is all they see. 
If only they knew me! 
Nobody has ever looked at what I am, 
All they see is the clothes I wear, 
The car I drive. 
I don't want to be judged for my material being, 
Know what I feel, 
I cry, 
I love. 
I get angered, 
I forgive. 
I do not crave what others have, 
I have peace of mind. 
But I am pushed into a mold. 

For many years I have had dreams. 
Dreams where I see myself in the arms of a tall stranger, 

A stranger that I felt I knew, 
Trusted and loved at the first touch. 

I never truly knew what these dreams meant. 
I never asked. For it was just a dream, right? 

How was I to know it would come true? 
Who was r to wonder if it would come true? 



People surround me. 
I am in a daze. 

I don't understand, 
Sights, sounds, voices. 

The girl to my right, 
Trying to convert me. 

The guy to my left, 
Trying to control me. 

Decisions to be made, 
I try to choose right. 

.d ? Is there no one to gm e me· 
To show me the way? 

People surround me, 
Confusion surrounds me. 

~Can·+ \3ha.ke +tte TRvi } ~:,}\<:Ard 
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as- tlte rOOIJI, Pa9t:Vt to fftt, tlte sfro1t9 aroJMa froJM aft of' t~ fl"'4Hrs· 111.1as­

sfarfi1t9 to /Jaco"'' O</drpowarix9. .D was- a tar9a r<>o"" witlt s-o'IY' dtM tt91tt fliat 

itt(.(Jltin.afad th ~a(s- Olf. S"OMI$ of tlte Pri9ltter flowars-. a ~ ,Pd-Op(fJ Wdrd sfaNiiA.9 

/;u.f IKOn' were .s-tlttlt9, tatl::i1t9 a/Jou.f t:vr.yfl1i11.9 PdS"idt>S" t-Vlt.af was- 9{)i1t9 on. as- tk 

lf.aJtt.er 011. flte tisf /;e9aA to 9row it se11Kdd as- if tlte wltottJ crowd .s-pob of' tlte .s-aJKe 

tlu°Jt.9, • Site (()()Ks- s-o 11.1~.' • Site would ltava toobd /Jettar if tkr /tad pea'" lter i1t 

soMtJtltiA.9 tltat rite would ltav~ pickad out.' 'lii.tS a11.tire 9roup s-uJtitJd to a9ru tltaf 

• s-/te was too f()(,U'f,9.' 'lkr fr>(t t/tat s-/ie /iad • l'IOf /tad a C:Mlf.Cd to tiVe flJf,' 

a1t.'1..a tur1tad to Pavid axd s-towtr a1td ltes-ita11.ttr .s-aid, • How cculd you tat 

tlu's- liappt1n.?' Pavid !tad 11.0 Np(y: /ta olf.(y sat tkN sfUJt1tad, tlld way lw tookdd 

whn tltfr !tad liappe1tad. a1t1ta as-bd a~°Jt, tltfr nMa tryi11.9 lier hsf to ltdd /.>ack 

tlte tearr. ' Ho"" could f"'11. (t>f flu's- ltapf#1t.?' att tltaf Pavid COM.Id :rar 1-.Jas- tltat /ta 

was- sorry, and af fltaf z1'Md and p(au fltaf 1Vas- sfi(t lf.O COMf'orf to a1t1ta. 

• Pat/id, rou. WGN lf.WIJr flterd f'or hr. ~"" ward always spe1tdtlt9 too ~It 

n-;...,, at work or out IAJl'flt S"Ol'tfJ of' rou.r f'rt .. 1tds-. I Klt°'4J tltat you. ditt If.of wa1tf to b1p 

hr tlu"s W61Jb1td, pu.f I ltopad tltat lltaf PIJ tlie two of' you. would NAt/IJ a 9ood n:ma. 

You. are always- too /;usy to tab n-;..., ou.f f'or kr. Sk fr, Z<JaS: your da"91ttar tool' 

• Pavid would you tib S'01M1Jtli!A.9 to Ml?' • no tltank you. "Jno,...: 



• Pavrd, 1°" Aavo to Mt rolf\6ff.i,,,9.' • Jlo, "Jrlo"', ..fi,.,. l'f.ot kvt9ry nljlrr xow." 

• Pavrd, 1°" aN 9Dt.,,_9 to Jcavo to rfop hatl-,.9 yotA.rs-IJtf' ¥ aPotd tl1is-. 1YtarPts Y""" 

,,,,,.NJ( to tab a vacu1lfoJ'l fro1tt alt of" tlu's-.' 

• fi was- "'Y wtsfJoOJ'f.d to bop kr, /u.rt Ol'f.6 wHktsNi;. I didl'f. 't wal'f.f to 

P~O I wan/Ni to 90 o'4 w1tlt S"Olf\tJ frt .. l".dS". I NS"tJlf.ttsd fk ract tAat U.1t.1ta 

AJai'f.f.d ,,... to b•p hr. Pariy 9of "P tltat Saturday MorlUA.tJ aNi wanttsd 19\ts a.ltd 

hr to 9" oP.t ad tlvw.I tk Jatt. I didl'f. 't want to 9•f 'iP• s-o I raid .1to altd rol(tsd 
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LO\"E 

Love :is nothing but scribble 

lu r.ough and grainy to the touch 

Ju like and underpaid clerk 
trying to obtain b.s sale. 

lts something we need, hut may 

never get 

We can~ t explain it, and few of 

us obtain it 

V\7 e may be born with it instilled 

But we cover it with fea.x. 

The pain, the hurt, the loss 
It's like walkmg on marbled floors 
... ..\Jl you can see are the reflections 

·Of oneis eyes, but no deeper. 

We grasp for what we cannot see 

• .\s we try to time OU!L' hearts to 

chlme togetheir. 

'TRl"."TJ-l 

The truth I canno-;; roeak 

For the hes haw cotuumed my life 

The illusion that I hoJd 
ls mine and nline ~one. 

VVhen I try to speak the truth 
Yly tongue can't .:.om:nehend 

l struggle to free th~s honesty 

lBut the sin will aliways win. 

... '\.s I continue, the hes become 

distorted 

lBoth reality and fiction in~rmingle 

.A.nd begin to singic, me out of this 

conversation 

.... '\..ad l Rose controi of my speech, 

a.nd of my imagination • 
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A rainbow is life 
A myriad of colors blending together 
To form a concrete painting of light 
No one knows where it begins 

Or where it ends 
It is just beautiful and vivid 
Then, slowly fades away in time 

• 
Silvery 

Trnnsparent hue 
Glowiing striki ngly white 

A P'-'a rl in the sky 

A forest, a vision of protection and shield 
To the outside world. 

A l'l1ild's dream 
The moon 

Tall trees loom high in the sky, and can be mistaken 
For giants carrying the weight of the world 011 their shoulders 
A girl, dressed in a blue cloak, with the essen,-e 
Of nature about her, flows along the forest path, 
Which gives the illusion of a maze--neverend 1 ng, 
And winding around life's obstacles. 
She heeds the lark's call with a smile, 

As she continues on through the vast, enlightened forest 
Of her world. 

• 



Sweet Tragedies 

The clanging of steel was echoed tlm iughout the castle halls, and challenges and 
insults accompanied these thrusts of anger. A woman's soft voice clamored over the noise 

in persuasive cries. 
The moon, entombed in the bluish hue of nature's fervor, shone on the castle of A 

Belidas. It was a quiet night. Wary travelers un lonely roads even called it a peaceful night, 
but peace had scurried through the castle gates when the first sound of steel, whi .. king 

from a scaffold, rang in the air. 
"Please!" shouted Zelda in a demanding voice. "Stop this at once!" The two young 

knights, clad in their shiny armor, only ignored her. 
Thor, a chillingly brave knight, struck at his opponent's shoulder. 
Eustace glided back and parried the blow that could have meant his death. "Thor, I 

thought you proclaimed you were the best swurdsman the King had in his Army?" Eustace 

taunted, his brown eyes burning in rage. 
"l aml" Thor replied in a voice, hinting of mockery, and he grinned a crooked 

smile to show Eustace he lacked fear. 
Eustace groaned and lunged bis sword towards Thor's bare throat , but Thor 

countered him in sinister laughter. 
"Tsk, tsk," Thor chimed. "Dear Eustcice. l believe I will be victorious." Then, he 

pushed a velvet-cushioned oak chair into Eustace's way. lt banged on the floor, shattering 

one of the weil-carved arm rests. 
"You insulted my lady," Eustace his~cd as he darted around the obstacle in front 

of him. "Therefore, you insulted me. So, Thr11, prepare yourself to be a defeated fool." 
He then struck his sword at Thor again, and Thor countered his attack once more. 

Zelda, stepped back to stand against the cold wall . "Stop it!" she wailed. She now 
had fear in her heart that her love would be sl;rnghtered, and all her careful plans would 

be destroyed. 
"Insult?" retorted Thor, his blue eyes gleaming with rmschief. His laughter flooded 

over the sound of steel. He struck at Eustace with all his anger, and forced Eustace to 

retreat back in the direction he came. 
The Lady Zelda, whom the duel was i'nught for, saw the overturned chair behind 

Eustace. She tried to warn him. but she could not. Her voice caught in her throat, and she 
leaned against the wall for support. "Please, let it be over soon," she thought, as she 

closed her eyes. 
Eustace bumped into the chair, and lo'.>t his balance and tumbled to the floor. His 

head hit the hard floor, and his vision was blurry for a moment. I-le realized he lost his 
sword in his fall, so he rolled over, trying to I ind it, but could not. He turned on his back, 

defeated and exhausted . 
Thor towered over him, with a victornrns half smile, and said truthfully, "You 

fought well, Sir Eustace." Then, he raised his <;word high and plunged it into the soft of his 
stomach, where the mail shirt did not cover. I iis body twitched twice and laid stil!. His 
glassy eyes came to rest on Zelda, the last si~d1t his mortal body saw. 



Zelda sighed and refused to look at Eustace's face. She turned to Thor. "Is he 

dead?" she asked nervously. 
Thor nodded and released his sword from the dead knight's body. Zelda rushed to 

him and embraced him gratefully. 
"Now, what will we ever tell the King·>" Zelda muttered, as she stood over the 

body of her dead Eustace, in the arms of his enemy. 

Blue Skies 

Blue Skies wrap around a world 
Tainted with white clouds 
Which are etched front the Lopaz cloak 
Of the gods 
Green trees reach up tu grasp 
The silver twinkles oft he stars 
Which glitter in the celestrial crowns 
Of Kings and Queens 
Purple is the envious l·olor of flowers 
Which sprout in fields nf' time 
And shower galaxies rn1d royality 
In an essence of profo1111d delight 
Orange butterflies flu ti er their wings 
In a world of myriad cul ors 
And dance in the blue skies 
While attracting the al 1 ention of regal beings 

I 
I 



Angie 
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I dreamed 
about Jack Dawson 

on the big Titanic 
he was very handsome 

I'd be with him in an instant ... 



Asleep 

Asleep I am in 
A sleep I have been in 

Years went by 
And I sti II slept 

One day I am awakened 

Looking around I saw 
I saw my ignorance 

I saw my belligerence 
I saw my nature 

Trusting someone 
The one who awakened me 

Filling my life with pain 

It surrounded me 
It became me 

A mirror was held to my face 
Awakening me 
Destroying me 

Never again to leave me 
Asleep 



I-le once said he loved 1ne 
perhaps I didn't hear him 

perhaps 11e was11't lying to n1e 
He said he'd always be there 
perhaps I heard him wrong 

perhaps he wasn't j11st mendacious 
He said I owned his being 
perhaps I heard him 'vrong 
perhaps he wasn't just lying 
He said we would 11ever part 

perhaps I didn't see him 
perhaps she was11't in his arms 

He said that he was sorry 
perhaps I should have listened 

perhaps I shot1ld have cared 
He said I wot1ld regret this 

perhaps I should have listened 
perhaps I could have cared 

He once said goodby 
but only after I left ... 



there once was a time when everything rr1attered 
chivalry was dominant 

and people actually cared 
now all you see is violence 

in a world filled with the evil of man 
they say boys will be boys 

as they kill their little sisters 
chivalry does not exist here 

in this world filled with violence 
you wish you could go back 

to the world where people 1nattered 
where brothers took care of their sisters 

and the world was at peace 
now there is only violence 

there once was a time 'vhen everything mattered 
I wish I could go there ... 



The Truth 
The truth is they \Vere never here 

my imagination has just gone wild 
They couldn't have been here 
because I was not abandoned 
They could never have left 1ne 
because I did not grieve them 
They couldn't have been taken 

because I never really saw them 
The truth is I am all alone; 

my imagination is 1nerely lying 

Fish 
It made no noise from the pain 

As I cried that I was sorry 
The hook was in its mouth 
And I cried that l was sorry 

It wiggled in n1y hands 
As I cried that I was sorry 

The hook would not come out 
And I cried that I was sorry 

It died in 1ny hands 
As I cried that I was sorry ... 
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Devil's Appetite 

The day is gone 
before the sun 
before the eyes 
of God's children. 
Before the light 
had reached their door 
he stole the fire 
they needed more. 
Cold and ugly 
starved and pale 
growing green 
becoming stale. 
We grew too limp 
we took the deal 
and now we dine 
as the Devil's last meal. 

Standing and staring, surreal is the sound 
Someone from somewhere is singing aloud 
Their voice is a candle, cradled, dumbfound 
Held by a hunter, and hunted till drowned 
She now whispers softly, living love lies 
And thinks round in circles, unable to try 
Hurting too badly, to change her own life 
A smile left her face, no tears left her eyes. 



S-he lived a life, 
tainted with love. unbearable pain 
contentment. and a calming numbness 
at the sweetest times. 
Through unhappiness and change, 
honestv was alwavs maintained. - -
And while the truth was never spoken, 
she remained high, above all pity and pride. 

A sunny haze fell across the grass, 
melting the leaves like wax, hot and dripping with sweet honey 
sweat. An uninhibited haven, touched only by peace and the gentle hands of 
harvest. In the shade, where the grass grows thick, 
the butterflies escape into a tangled mess of mellow flowers, that 
sprinkle themselves along the edges of the towering fields. 
As the desperate sun spreads its heat across the land, one million 
tiny, petaled souls bow their heads and pray for the sultry shower 
that is the rain. 



The sun shines on everyone's face, 
to some it is the light of day 
to you its just the price to pay. 
the cracks in your face, 
in another time and place, 
with good will and grace, 
these lines will erase. 
Beg or steal, its still the same 
your pride is gone, but don't be ashamed 
We borrow and trade our lives and names 
so someday, we will feel sane. 
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esperate child. 
ere is your mother? 

ost are you? 
ry as I turn away, 
aughing. 

bble At M Feet 

eel strange, 
ke nothing matters. 

has killed ine, 
stroyed n1y mind, 
attered my soul, 
ushed my heart, 
med my dreams, 
feated my spirit, 
nquered me, 
d made my world 
II in shambJes. 
bble at n1y feet. 

Moon Haiku 

The moon rises bright 
In the darkening night sky 

Bringing stars with it. 

Satan's Fingers 

Satan's fingers comb my hair. 
Destruction looms on the horizon. 

Pain hovers dreadfully over my head. 
Demons dance slovvly with me. 

Red and black cover all that is near. 
Is this the embodiment of evil? 

Or is this the embodirnent of pain? 
What right do I have to ask these questions? 
Mother Mary tries in vain to pull me back, 

But she doesn't realize that it is too late. 
Nothing can save me no\v. 

I an1 lost in this flaming desert of rage. 



Moonli_gb_t 
He stirred in his sleep, unaware of my eyes roving up his slender body, nor of my body 

crouching outside the window. His eyes were still closed, had been for more than three hours. I 
opened the golden-handled door, and stepped from the garden with its high walls into the black­
painted bedroom. Moonlight shone on his now still body as I slipped up to the four-poster bed. 

My fingers raked through my black hair, pushing it back from my eyes. Nervous sweat 
trickled down my back as I moved ever closer, getting more and more silent with every step . My 
other hand touched the footboard, fingers trailing ovet the smooth wood with its intricate 
carvings . Without waming, he rolled onto his back roughly, making the bed creak loudly. 

Fear took the place of bravery, but quickly transformed into the severe hatred that I had 
felt for months. My eyes flashed in the silvery moonlight as I thought, You'll pay for this. You 'II 
pay for everything. Stealthily, I crept to the side of his bed, looking into his face. 

The contours of his profile were extremely handsome in the luminescence. Had it been 
another, I would have fallen in love with him at the moment, but it was not. He was the man who 
had killed my sister, and 1 had to make him pay. 

He groaned loudly in his sleep, and I felt another prickle of fear . Conscious serenity was 
ripped from me, and mindless panic took over. I stepped back, alarmed, and my leg bumped into 
the bedside table. The spindly legs would stand, and it fell to the floor with a loud crash. My 
body froze as the large, black ceramic lamp shattered, sending razor-sharp shards across the 
polishe.d wooden floor. 

My mind raced as my body shook with fear. My mind screamed, "RUN!/' but my body 
wouldn't respond to the desperate plea . He stirred slowly, but to my surprise did not awaken. My 
breath escaped in a loud whoosh, louder than I had wanted it to be. 

His body began to thrash desperately under the black silken sheets, and his anns suddenly 
ripped from his sides and stood up straight above him. His voice came as a loud gasp as he said, 
"Kara!" His arms reached wildly for my dead sister's ghost, but hugged only air. The black 
curtains mstled behind me, and the gentle breeze from the open windows made his black silken 
pajamas flutter like waves. His fingers splayed out in desperation, clutching for the nothingness 
above him. 

His eyes suddenly fluttered open, sending knife-like chills down my spine. His anns 
were suspended, motionless for a few seconds before he dropped them back down to his sides. 
He slowly sat up, and I moved behind the blackened curtains . He glanced aroood, and I 
desperately tried to blend into them, my blacks clothing protecting me from detection. I glanced 
at my feet, and stared in horror at the whiteness of my socks and at the curtains that only ended at 
my calves. 

He whispered, "Kara?" The bed creaked as he slid off, and his feet made sliding noises 
across the floor as he drew closer and closer to my hiding place. 

My voice floated on the breeze as I whispered, "It's me, my darling Kyle. I'm here." 
"Kara? Kara!" He ran to me, and kissed me on the lips before I could protest. His arms 

were wrapped tightly around me as if he were afraid to let me go. I kept my face hidden in the 
shadows, knowing that my cruel game would end if he saw me. He buried his face in my hair, 
whispering, "Oh, darling. I've missed you so much How did you live through the wreck?" 

My lips twisted into a sadistic smile. J said cruelly, "Kyle, I didn't. This will be the last 
time that you see me." I spoke the truth, and it caused him great pain. 

He pulled away slowly, looking at my body. "Then let me see your beautiful face before 
you go. Or kiss me. Anything before you leave me again ." Tears glowed on his face, as I kissed 
him harder than before. His anns pulled me close, and I felt him begin to shake. 

"I hate you," I whispered as he hugged me ever closer. 
"What, Kara?" 
"I HA TE YOU!" I screamed and shoved him into the floor. His elbow made a sickening 



crack as he landed upon it. His face contorted in anguish, and he roared to the top of his lungs. 
I laughed all of the hate and rage emanating from the sound. H.e looked up, fear making 

his eyes shine like twin moons ~the nig~t sk~. I stepped into the .soft gl~ of the moonlight, 
lertmg it illuminate my face His face tw1sted mto a scowl of terror, and hts body froze. The 
blood disappeared from .his face as he said, "Serena." 

I practically growled at him, "She died, yes. In the wreck. You killed my sister, and now 
I'm going to kill you!" I grabbed hand-sized shard of ceramic from the floor, and lunged at him. 

He moved out of the way, and I hit the floor. I stood slowly, my body aching. He 
wailed, ''NO! Serena, PLEASE!'' 

I advanced towards him, backing him into a corner. "You blubbering coward! You're 
going to die for the pain you've caused me. The pain you caused her!" 

I jumped at him, and ran the ceramic piece across his throat. Blood poured onto the 
polished floor. He groaned and his head fell onto the floor. 

Blood covered my hands and clothing as I watched him die. The blood poured from his 
neck, forming a puddle at my feet, turning my socks red. His fingers scraped at the floor, and 
blood trickled from the tips as he .reached for an absolution. Death or life, it didn't matter to me. 
I knew that I had c.aused him enough fear to avenge a life. . . 

I walked into the garden, leaving bloody footprints ~hind me, and I climbed to the top of 
the garden walls . I tumed once, and looked into the room.. The lifeless body lay facedown on the 
floor, surrounded by blood. I slid off of the wall, forgetting about the body, and walked into the 
night beyond. 

Breakroom Ramblings 

Death must begin with lite. 
Life must end with Death. 
Womb gives way to cradle. 
Cradle gives way to bed. 
Bed gives way to coffin. 
Coffin gives way to earth. 
Death, life, nothingness. 
Eveiything is virtually the same. 
Sanity breeds insanity. 
Who knows what sanity is? 
Maybe ''sane" people are 
Truly msane, and define 
What they are as sanity, 
When m reality, they aren't 
Sane, but truly insane. 
Maybe the "insane" people see 
The world as it really is, 
While we "sane" people are bhnd to it. 
Like babies in a cradle, 
Unaware of the next step in our evolution 

Bass Guitar 
Flying fingers .... flowing tunes 
Feelings.through song .. . sweet melodies 
Bass guitar 
Playing soft .. . playing loud 
Playing smooth ... playing rough 
Bass guitar 
Notes unheard .. . notes in the sky 
Notes alive ... notes that die 
Bass guitar 
Playing fast .... playing hard 
Playing slow ... playing gentle 
Bass guitar 
Unused strings ... haven't yet sung 
Broken strings ... sang to die 
Bass guitar 
Touching lives 



Colors --- .1 ___ / ! 

\1 /' 
' 

Blue is the sky, a satin sheet stretched to the ends of time. '--'., \... , j 
Green is the grass, a carpet rolled out to greet some royalty. ..., --~ . ;._,__,[r1

--

Red are the ]eaves, dying ever slowly to pave the way for the new.'· ~·,--...__/ _ __, __ 
Yellow is the sun, a golden shrine in the sky. 
Purple is the sunset, disappearing until a new dawn. 
Orange is the flower, rising from the ground, risking its life. 
Pink are the sunset's highlights, glowing to give hope of a new day. 
\Vhite are the clouds, children playing in the sky. 
Colors are the essence of our live, filling us with love. 

My wings bum against my skin 
Searing my flesh while I stare 
Unnoticing, at the still sunset 
I crouch on the rocky ledge 

Feel mg the bite of the pebbles 
In the soles of my fuet 

The sun dips behind the mountains 
Sending pink, blue, orange 

Highlights across the evening sky 
I slowly rjse, and throw my arrns 
Above my head with a strength 

Unknown to a mortal man 
My wings of fire spread out 

Gold, wh ite, red, orange and blue 
At the very tip ends of the fire tendrils 

Glowing against the darkening 
Nocturnal night sky 

My arms spread out at my sides 
Straight. as the arms of a crucifix 
And my wings of fire and light 
Spread out, burning everything 

And re-lighting the night 

Moon Diarr1.ante 

Moon 
Bright, silver 

Stars, space, sky, waves 
Illuminating, speckling, wavering 

Strong, brave 
Sun 

There's A Certain Slant of Light 

There's a certain slant oflight 
That shines through my window 
Trough the transparent glass and curtains, 
Spilling upon the floor. 
I reach out to touch it, 
And it shines upon my hand, 
I try to grasp the golden tendrils, 
But it escapes from my clutching fist, 
And spills again, upon the floor. 



The Dance 

She asked you for me, and you asked why 
I told you the truth, to you I could not lie 

You held me close, I closed my eyes 
I dreamed of the day, when we would be tied 

Together forever, forever and a day 
In your arms, I wish that I could stay Questioning 

I cried for myself, for the dreams that I had 
hining and shimmering, in silver they were clad I am ev~r questioning. 

Through the night sky my heart freely soared \\'.11
Y some thmgs, why not others? . . ' My quesbons all seem to come back to one ongm 

he tears on my cheeks, spattered upon the floor You. · 

As we pulled away, my heart tore in two Do you ever see my tears? 

And it ached deeply, wishing only for you Do you ever f~el z:1Y pain? 

Touch 
Tbe feeling of your skin, 

Soft against mine. 
Touch 

Of your lips, 
Rough against my own. 

Touch 
Of the sweat, 

Hot against your forehead. 
Touch 

111e feeling of you, 
Within me. 

Touch 

Pleasant conversabon ts a struggle. 

I am ever questioning. 
Why do we dream when we do, and not other times? 

My questions all seem to go towards one answer. 
You. 

Do you ever hear me crying? 
Do you feel mv love? 

Politeness is no longer necessary. 

J am ever questioning. 
Why do people love some, and not others? 

My love goes back to one place. 
You. 

Were you there when my heart was ripped from mv body? 
Did you not know that you were the {;ausei 

My heart ft.-el nothing more than 
Despair. 

o?ey doesn't always bring happiness. People 
with ten rnillion dollars are no happier than 
people with nine million dollars." - Hobart 

Brown 

"We are what we repeatedly do. 
Excellence, then, is not an act, but a 

habit." - Aristotle 

Sunrise 

I look upon the horizon, 
And watch as the new day dawns, 

Bringing with it 
A new hope for my future. 

The clouds dance in the sky 
Like dreams that have already been' dreamt, 

Playing gently 
Like the new life in my soul. 



HrFDCO?r. + . ~~Q!tE?~lQI>. ~. '~J~J.'Y 
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11 shocked e with its b ldn ss 
Upside down an b ckwar s 
A niece of me I 111 v· o ate 1 

II shined th ough lik liUhtna·nu 
11 i111r ded mv spa e 

Brea ino the und ries 
crossing the ine 

lllumi ating the darkness 
The light shine throu 
The light came through 

The word FIN l signaled v defe 
I evaded the I w 

Onlv to lose mvse I 
he light shined t r uuh 

"U ity amo g s, We will p«:~ s~st 
1 · · g amongst slaves, slavE .. s to 

e fist." -FishsandwicheS-



ficasso's Motiy_ati.Qn 

You would probably see him lying on his bed as you walk in the room, his 
yellow and white sheets crumpled beneath him. His ashtray is full of the cigarettes 
from the party of the night before, and a fresh one bellows smoke like the exhaust 
pipe of a 67' Lincoln. The ashtray sits along with other things on a square table, it 
is about 4 feet tall and the top is covered in tin, the red of the wood still shines like 
new, and the silver handles are still sturdy after all these years. A small lamp ordains 
the top of the table along with discarded fruit and glasses of water. Small cut outs 
of pictures are laid in a pile next to the lamp symbolizing the friends he has had and 
the friends he has lost. 

Meanwhile he just lays there thinking of the past, the future and all the other 
crap that pops in his head. A window directly behind lets just enough light in to see 
the paintings in the floor piled in a some-what sculptural sort of way. All of which 
are the works of a person trapped in himsl'lf and trying not only to please others but 
himself as well. The walls ar·e bare, besidt's the occasional stain on the wall which 
reminds him that he has to get out of then· or he will perish in poverty. 
He moves slowly to a stool in the other corner of the room and places his feet on an 
old stump he had collected from the alley in which he lived. From there he took a 
look at what he had, the old bed, an old tahle, and his stump. This, this was 
inspiration, this was life, this is why we know him. He is what we all want to be, free. 

if nou want, to bt true to unursdf 
'ut 11.otta to be trut tu £Utttt you %' else. ~Uttt 

salmon 
jumping around 
evading the claws 
of the almighty bear 

I dreamed 
Andy Warhol 

in a cafe 
bought ignorant art 



Ya' Know 

It's tough fittin' in 
Ya' know 
Some people are smarter 
Some people are tougher 
Ya' know 
But, Ya' gotta keep it all inside 
Then people will respect cha' 
Ya' know. 

"Keep away from people who try to belittle 
your ambitions. Small people always do that, 
but the really great make you feel that you, 
too, can become great."-Mark Twain 

Knee 
Weak, Broken 

Running Flying Stepping 
Cartilage, Skin, Pain, color 
Bending not bending hurting 

Torn, left, broken. 



The Pitch 

I rolled on the ground a bit 
Tried to get up but, 
The snapping sound my leg made 
Kept me wallerin' in the grass 
Pain was all I said 
Appledorn picked me up 
Off the pitch, onto the ground 
"Hospital?" I said 
"I'll be ok" 
My knee was huge 
Blue black, awful and me 
I was off tha' pitch. 

New people 

I talked to someone new today 
She ignored the door I opened 

It was for her 
A confused look came over her face 

She must have been impressed 
So she opened a door for me 

I went through. 



I 
Phil was one of the greatest people in the world 

of professional skateboarding. He was an inspiration 
as well as a role model. The unfortunate end to his 
existence was a real blow to everyone who knew him 
and to all the kids who had looked up to him. Phil 
Shao was an innovator as well as guide in the world of 
skateboarding; he motivated everyone who he came 
across. He was a major inspiration, so thanks Phil. 

You ROCK! 
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UNTITLED 
Forget not angry souls 

Your day of reckoning is near 

Cast off your faces 
Do your tricks 

Spea1 your tales of woe 

Awaken all ye lost children 
Nights majesty has come upon us 

Arise and he accounted for 
The stars are above us 

The fire flickers in front of us 
Our shadows dance on the hard clay ground below us 

Dance, all members of the tribe 
Stomp, yell, free, live 

I am at my last. 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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flies 
I heard a fly buzz in my ear 

Circling my head, resting on my shoulder 
following me, buzzing. 

A Maiku 

Do I .swat it do I let it be, 
I just want it away from rne 

I endure it with a smile. 

ssssssss 

As rail? falls 5lowly 
It beats upon tb~ dry eartb 
eteanil')g tbe 'ool air 

fo a 'bowl 
~iff ere1't c;;olors 
~iffere"t ~i,,ds 

Swimmi"g in c;;irdes of c;;or)f usion 
"frapped hy a f orc;e tbey c;;a"'t see 



9®SUNSHINEf1}9 
So bright it hurts my eyes 
The radiant rays pour from the heavens 
Like water in a rushing river 
And wraps around me tightly 
The sun's smile fills me with joy 
The heat warms me 
I am drifting 

©-Life is a jewelry box, It's full of beautiful things. 
©-Woman is both simple and complex. 



C*HorizonO 
I used to feel my life was a long dream and when I wake up I'd be two years old 

The harder it got, the harder I would pinch myself to wake up 
Then I discovered a place of peace and thought, the horizon of the mind 

i used to dream I lived on the horizon 
The morning air sweeping across my back 

Shadows of the sun dancing on the fields of green 
Tribes of dr·eams chant tales on the horizon 

A girl , a giri of immaculate beauty dances on the horizon 
The sky, a thousand shades of pink and blue, sprinkles the mountains with light and life 

I sit on the ground in a field of clovers, watching 
My attention is drawn to the sky, in the distance 

A storm is coming and I am ready 
On the horizon we all cherish life 

We remember the past and hope for the future 
On the horizon, day never breaks and neither do hearts 

On the horizon there are no stars, only sparkles of thought 
On the horizon there is neither poor nor rich, we are judged only self expression 

The rain has come, cleansing rains, to rid us of impurities 
The morning dew glistens on the clovers 

The storm is gone and all is quiet 
My mind is clean 

I have lived on the horizon 
I have dreamed on the horizon 

I am the horizon 



..-Julfana Michels 
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