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Introduction

Mentor Public Library would like to thank every person who contributed to this anthology of regional
poetry as part of our celebration of National Poetry Month 2025. It’s been enriching and rewarding to
receive these works, and we hope that those reading this are likewise enriched! The poets who offered
their writing have given us meditations on falling in and out of love, having or losing a child, the
importance of nature, mental health, disease, friendship, aging, literature, and much else that reflects the
complexity of being human.

Poetry is an artform, not an athletic event. In an ideal world, each poem would be deemed our winner,
because each writer offered us their perspective and their vulnerability. However, for transparency’s sake,
we would like to explain how we selected our Library Poet Laureates 2025.

First, a team of library staff separated the poets’ works into groups (staff, and then by age: Adult, Teen,
Child) and scored with emphasis on 5 categories:

1. Form (use of language and grammar)

2. Poetic Language (use of language to create imagery)

3. Content (cohesion of work to convey a clear point of view)

4. Creativity (imagination and originality)

5. Overall Impact (poem’s impact on reader cognitively and/or emotionally).

We scored each poem and arrived at a winner for each group.

Those winners are Desiree Dunn, Kate B., Emma R., and Gillian DiPofi! The winning pieces are indicated
throughout with a star. Honorable mentions go to Andrew France, Megan M., and Mary Detling for their
contributions as well. Winners received a gift card (except staff, who are ineligible for cash prizes) and the
title of Library Poet Laureate 2025.

We did not make any changes to the entries except to streamline font for publication. Each piece is
replicated as it was received in terms of grammar, syntax, format, etc. The anthology is laid out
alphabetically by the poet’s last or given name within their group. Teen and child entrants’ last names are
redacted for privacy.

We hope you enjoy reading this as much as we did. Thank you again to all the poets for making this year’s
National Poetry Month a memorable one!



Adult Submissions

Sarah Aber

Accepting Who | Am

For years | wished,

That | could have,

Been more successful by now.

| could be famous,

Gone to Harvard somehow.

| wanted to be fluent,

In several languages by thirty.

But now | am thirty one,

And my French and Spanish still aren’t sturdy.
For years | wondered what could have been,
While continuing to ignore,

The ways | did win.

Now | wish | hadn’t obsessed,

Over potential alternate fates.

That being in my thirties,

Meant for me it was too late.

Even if | had let this fame be my guide,
Knowing what happened to others in similar cases,
Part of me could have died.

It's time for me to reject the ideas,

Of what | think | should be.

And instead embrace the idea,

Of just being me.



Stephanie Alexander

A December Storm

brought sudden snow

and as evening unfurled

the streetlamps cast their amber glow
upon a wintry world.

A gibbous moon hid by the clouds
did not deter last-minute crowds
and all along the boulevard
snowflakes danced and swirled.

We ducked into a storefront
and much to our delight

it chanced to be an eatery

just opened for the night.

We stomped our boots,

shed coats and scarves

and took in this welcomed sight.

We found a cozy spot to sit

and though the room was dimly lit
there was a certain warmth created
by its candlelight.

On stage a jazz band caroled,
the barman sent drinks ‘round,
we riffed on “Hark the Herald”

and grew tipsy with the sound.

In a corner stood a tree

which had been freshly hewn
Adornments arranged artfully,
yet seemed randomly strewn.
Tinsel covered branches,

a star atop shone bright.

My eyes kept coming back to
that tree throughout the night.

A hearth, its fire blazing
beckoned cross the room.

We gathered, and stood gazing,
warding off night’s frigid gloom.

Outside the wind was shrieking
flurried frenzy, falling from the sky,
but we’'d found what we were seeking
safe-haven, warm and dry.

We hooted, “Merry Christmas,”

and waved to passers-by.

The snow, now deep and drifted,
the weather was a beast,

but rejoicing, spirits lifted,

we sat down to a Christmas feast.

And for just one time-stopped moment
locked in memories long gone
we smiled at our good fortune
as December storm raged on.



Stephanie Anderson

The Ants’ Party

The ants had a party

one beautiful day.

It occurred in the summer
Early June, or late May.
They invited the aphids

to come out and play.

But they put up a sign,
“SPIDERS, STAY AWAY!”

A gathering so gay,

a frolicsome bunch,

Milled over the sidewalk
and spread out their lunch.
There were honeydew sandwiches,
berries and greens,
crackers and snackers

and tins of sardines,

And soup, being ladled
from rosewood tureens,
Ah, such wonderful tidbits
for soldiers and queens.

Frosty pitchers of iced tea
and pink lemonade,

All sweetened with nectar,
A number One grade,
Being served at a stand,
under dappled tree shade.

And there in the center,
for all to partake,

Was a mushy and squishy
great marshmallow cake.
Oh, and coconut ice cream
with chocolate nut swirls,

“The event of the season/”
| heard someone say.
The bloom of the Poenies
Cause Celebre’

Which was promptly devoured
by some ill-mannered squirrels.

To the moths and the monarchs,
bees, not in the least
Their presence requested
to join in the feast.

Why, even Miss Waspie,
with well-deserved rest,
Took off for the morning
from building her nest,
and came droning along
at the hostess’ behest.
Sitting at the head table,
a much-honored guest.

Off in the corner

of a cool grassy glade,
were several small midges,
their game being played.
Overseen by their siblings,
baby-sitters’ brigade.

In a meadow nearby,
among other things,
Sang crickets in concert,
like violin strings.

They did this by rubbing
together their wings.

A fat mama treefrog,
with taddies in tow,
Among the spectators,
first orchestra row.
Amphibian grin,

her eyes all aglow,



In rapt concentration,
enjoying the show.

The day progressed slowly,
asifin a dream.

A squadron of dragonflies
basked by a stream.

Gathering strength,

they took flight, single file,
Then came dive-bombing down,
in their typical style.

Then turning back upward

and soaring so high,

Made glittering patterns
against the noon sky.

They darted and jittered,

they swerved, and they veered,
They hid out of sight

and then reappeared.

Putting on quite a show,

for those watching below.

An appreciative audience
applauded and cheered.

So...

With antennae atwitter

the air was athrummmm...
The ants all askitter,

the insects ahummmm...
Hurrying hither and thither,
scurrying toward and from,
‘Til they finished each morsel
and was left not a crumb.

And a spider watched sadly,
spinning silk ‘round his thumb,
Feeling left out and lonely
because he could not come.



Bertha Barresi

Caregivers — Unsung Heroes

Caregivers are the unsung heroes

They possess a spirit that gives with all their might
They don’t want the recognition

As they too battle a silent fight

The smile on their face brings warmth
Along with Understanding and compassion
To those needing healing and support

And a shoulder to cry on

The strength and courage they show
Serves as a weapon for hope to win
To those needing faith and love

To defeat their battle within

We give thanks to you Caregivers
For all that you do

Both loudly and quietly

We stand with you.

10



Bertha Barresi

Relived Memories

| saw you on the street today
You looked a little older
You looked a little gray
But my heart still skipped a beat
When you looked over my way

The memories of the years that passed
Come rushing to my mind
The laughter, the joy, the quiet nights
Oh how it went so fast

As you came across the street
| stepped into your path
You looked at me and | at you
Our hands reached out to grasp

As you pulled me close to you
All of my hopes and dreams come true
You were back and wanting me
As much as I've wanted you

But as | raised my lips to yours
To receive your longing kiss
| awoke from the same old dream
Regretting the kiss | missed
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Catherine Burton

Anxiety

Here | sit in the back of my mind

Pondering and pacing — the agony of it all

Watching the clock, frozen in time

But my thoughts are a mile a minute.

Can someone stop my never-ending fear

Watching my own psychological thriller

All | feel are the stares, whispers, and judgment.

When | try to reach the person on the other line —

It's static. Stillness. Tension grows

An invisible wall in front of me

Barricading me in a prison, a cage, a war in my head

Doubting, contemplating, replaying, hyperfocusing on moments in time
They still seem to sear into my skin —a reminder | carry with me

On the outside | can be sociable, warm, lively and carefree at times

To ease others wondering minds

But on the inside | am anxious, fearful, doubtful, confused, and hopeless as to what life is
Why am | trapped in this mind, and how can | get out?

How do | break free, and stand up from my seat of a spectator

And start living — not existing.
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Catherine Burton

You Don’t Have To

You don’t have to shrink your body
And waste your originality
You don’t have to starve to try
And fit a role to play
You don’t have to mold yourself
Like a piece of clay
You don’t have to weigh your food
Like a mathematical equation
You don’t have to let society dictate
How you live your life!
You will NOT let your waist determine your worth!
You will NOT deprive your being, your habitat, your home.
You will NOT sacrifice anymore of your flesh until you are
left with open wounds, which lead to vulnerability.
No longer will you pour from an empty cup.
You will not see food as the foe but as the friend.
You have the freedom to step out from the darkness and into
the light.
You don’t have to...
But will you?

13



Desiree Dunn

W Terra Incognita

There’s a place that’s filled with magic,
a kingdom pure with lore,

on the northern edge of Headlands Road

high above the shore

The land preserves the secrets
in the ruins from the past
Trees stand guard like sentries,
still as stock when iron’s cast

They bear witness to the silence
that has fallen through the years
like leaves from emerald canopies
that kiss the ground as amber tears

Erosion, wind, and sun

have cursed the shoreline of this place
What’s been swallowed by the water
are things that time cannot replace

Trees cling to this precipice,

roots like talons in the turf,

then they fall like wounded soldiers,
outlined in chalk upon the surf

14
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They gather in the shallows,
baptized by the lake

with the ebb and flow of memory
that haunts us in its wake

If a tree falls on the shoreline

and there’s no one there to hear,
Would wind and water hold its breath?
Would Mother Nature shed a tear?

Days fade into decades

as they’re pulled out to the sea,
Bones that float upon the surface
of immortality

They return to us as driftwood,
souls of trees in tiny mirrors
kissed by this eternity,

washed ashore like souvenirs

There’s a place just North of Headlands Road
that’s free of time and space

where trees preserve the memory

that wind and water can’t erase



Desiree Dunn

Walls

| figured out why

| have to make at least
one thing every day.

| have to leave
something behind,

to prove | am more

than a sink full of dishes,
a half-cleared

kitchen table,

an unfinished book.
Sometimes | am
consumed

by what it means

to be normal

that | begin to

cave in on myself

the way wooden staircases
collapse

inside brick houses
before any sign of decay
is visible from the outside.

| watch the clock on overcast
days like these.

Every second that passes is like a
picture falling off the wall.

| somehow find a way to crawl
back into myself and bleed out
in quiet proportions

of charcoal and ink-

| bring two-dimensional space to
life, and in an attempt to piece
Time back together,

| hang it up on the

bare wall where

broken picture frames

once hung.
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Faye

Parched Pool

Held back tears create a small pool with slow,
swirling mist that creeps across the mind.
Silently declaring they have presence while never
yet satisfying the parched heart.

16



Faye
Daybreak

The chaos stilled;
The heart calm;
The mind refreshed;
The body comfortable;
This, a world of simple existence.
Being, and not being. Accepting yourself.
Truth is indifferent; matter is not found.
And then, you wake up.
DAYBREAK
The spinning phenomenon of your open heart dancing
behind closed eyes fades, your memory never in the
audience. A final breath of peace.
DAYBREAK
You are alive. Again. The weight of reality and existence
suppresses all. Unbearable, but there is no other choice.
Your heart shut itself in, routine takes its place instead.
DAYBREAK
Stronger, somehow, than the weight is the addiction to
caffeine. Brain fuzzy, unsure of how to start — routine? Or
play along with the idea that the weight is heavier this
time? But you know it is just a game.
DAYBREAK
The enemy of freedom. It steals and takes and never gives
back. Ripped from you an unknown world. It causes the
heart to hide. Exposes everything. You have no choice, but
to age.
DAYBREAK
The agony in the break of day, cut off from freedom.
Opening your eyes to the constant pain of an unchanging
reality. You were in a floating perfection,
Drifting along
Simply
Slowly
DAYBREAK
Rudely stole the esoteric peace. You are here. Again.
Unwillingly. Only, the date changed. Opportunity did not
show up. It never does, but you are here. Again.
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M.E.W. Floro

The Lady in the Early Morning

Sun, freshly washed
In the dark pool of night

Has arisen; brilliant heiress,
Dressed in fiery morning orange.

Generous, lavish,
She shines rich gold bars of sunblaze
Striping the sleepy shadowed lawns with treasure

Careless billionairess,
She scatters dew diamonds on the cool grass
Sparkling white and jewel colors

Silver threads on the sidewalk
Tiny curving intricate paths of slugs
Become filagree art in Sun’s enriching beam

Perfectly rejoicing in pouring herself out
Rising strong, brimming

Endlessly filling the sweet clouds

With liquid light like Midas gold
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M.E.W. Floro

Sun Lover

The wide greening field
Lay still in the bright arms of the Sun;
Content.

She smiled now in his warm full embrace,
Drinking in his breath, his breeze,
Counting the moments like golden coins.

Even though knowing her warm lover
Would roll off the horizon at dusk,
Leaving her darkened and cold,
Leaving her dark;

Leaving her.

Silent as a cold nesting whippoorwill

Lonely as a single soaring gull

Watching and waiting, looking above

Her heart beating out the dark hours in faithful patience.

Knowing that He will return

To shatter the brittle blackness

With the golden power of His Sonrise
The scepter of His magnificence

The trumpet of His perfect timing
Will crack open these heavens

And pour in His Life, eternal Life
Boundless brightness

19



Andrew France Honorable Mention

Autism Is

Autism is wowing crowds with endless trivia
But stumbling on steps that everyone else can climb

Autism is never being sure who to be
Around someone you have always known

Autism is finding a true kindred spirit
In a person very far away except in mind and heart

Autism is having that very special person by your side
And always being grateful for them beyond words

Autism is pure joy in maps, stories, an owl’s silent flight
And the safe softness of gray fluff under my hand!

III

Autism is growing up as an “old sou
But now, feeling like | haven’t aged at all

Autism is a deep gratitude to the written word
For helping me say things far beyond my voice

Autism is fearing change in, for and around me
But craving great change for my state, my country, our world

Autism is everything | know myself to be
And nothing I’'m not, no matter what others think

Autism is not just something to be aware of
Nor is it ever something to beware of

Autism is a feeling, a determination, a quiet hope
That | can help this world in my own unique way

Autism is an immense spectrum, not of “abilities”
But of stories, hopes, fears, joys, dreams, choices, lives

Autism is just a small part of my story
Yet it has written all the pages of my life

You have not met everyone with autism
But you have just met me.

20



Andrew France Honorable Mention

The Impossible Trip

There once were two men, and one was to travel

On a rather strange journal the other tried to unravel
“I know what I’'m doing, just stop your dumb troublin’.
I’'m starting in Toledo, then going south to Dublin.”
“How can you go south between those two cities?

You got your map backwards, oh, boy, what a pity!”
“From Dublin to Athens, it’s only about an hour.”
“Well, that’s not true, you see,” he said with a glower.
“From there, next stop Malta, it’s just up the road.”
“And Bonn and Jerusalem, I'll see!” he then crowed.
“Nonsense! Just nonsense! Stop yapping and scram!”
“From there I'll sightsee in good ol” Amsterdam!
“Amsterdam to Cadiz, just a skip and a jump!

And next to Toronto, don’t be such a grump!

Calcutta and East Palestine, just a short distance away
“A short distance?! It's more like a year and a day!”
“Lisbon and Poland and Ravenna, just wait!

And a fun night in Mantua, it’s just going to be great!”
“I'll have the last laugh when you’ve realized you’re wrong!”
“Then I'll drive to Macedonia, as smooth as a song!

“And Parma and Milan and Leipsic, so fine!

“Lima and Russia are all over my mind!”

“What don’t you understand?” the second man shouted.
“No, you don’t understand,” the traveler pouted.

“Because I'm taking this trip, and I'm leaving today

Without leaving Ohio —what more can | say?”

|H

21



Melanie Fulginti

Five Minutes on the Clock

A blank page staring back at her

Her ink marked hand is cramping

With the black ink etched into her left hand
Five minutes left on the clock

“Pens down” Teacher said

What did she write?

You wish you knew

Coffee: | Promise My Growth is Not Stunted
2020 was the year that | began drinking coffee.

You wanna know

My first drink?

A Starbucks Dark roast with Hazelnut (Coffee Mate) creamer
And a few too many sugars

| cannot tell you why.
2020 was the year | began drinking coffee.

Maybe it was because | was turning 21.
Couldn’t tell you even if | tried
To explain.

| waited
Patiently

So it would not stunt my growth

And yet, | am still short
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Cheryl Groenstein

float on...

bubbles of thought
bounce and then pop.
bubbles of thought
made big with speak
bounce and then pop.
they glisten in space
where | sit,

where | move,

and shine unseen
with the colors

of their glean.

they shape my intent
and my fulfill,

and soak my presence
with the light of be

or the heavy of am,
with the light of seek
or the heavy of know.
and | can choose

the float or the drudge-
even with the most
heavy and loudest drench —
| can choose to lose
my dense to create:

| can choose

float or drudge.
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Cheryll Groenstein

reading in the dark

and if you touch the page,

you will feel the salt of your own tears,
there — sleeping in the spaces
between unread words,

they whisper hello.

your sad, your rejoice, your too much-
all shared:

and the murk becomes tinged with light,
even as you cry and scream and

wrap yourself tight-

“hello”
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Caitlin Guttu

Frog Song (To Sing Along)

Lumped on my back,
Rigid peaks | must pass,

Outward protrusions
Of the inner summit of lack —

In quiet times it feels like I'm the only croak in the pack —
Starting to wonder if this climb will last

Long are the dry seasons;
Longer are the fretful forecasts to strum damped chords
Of my vocal sac —

Deafened without rainfall;
Awaiting time to release suppressed pain,

Vibrations complete the clef of frog songs,
Amplified —

Sounds loud of triumphs,
Moistened by spring and summer night rain
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Caitlin Guttu

The Making of Pearl Necklaces

May we learn from the jeweler of necklaces,
Like the webbed mother, majestic,
Of water worlds —

Thawed after winter,
Maiden’s aspirations resurface and linger,

Around foraging for food and pondering
which body to settle into,
She chooses prosperity as her breeding ground.

Laying thousands of eggs,
(in a crafty way)
Securing survival —

As water whirls, she collaborates with the guild,
(polishes and builds)
Welcoming an arrival —

Strings of dreaming white, jelly-like pearls,
So uniquely strung,
and abundantly spawned,

Laces soon-to-be baby tadpoles,
Cyclical yet untarnished,
and hung onto stone.

Seeing the fashioning of her majesty,
| start to contemplate my own,
Reflecting

On the lustrous gem formed inside,
Eager to be delivered and fertilized,

Like the webbed mother,
and oysters who calcify parasites into charm bracelets,
With a creativity so reckless,

| too, design a divine necklace,
Along her stream lines.
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Dennis A Hickey

Love Lost

Lonely thoughts lend to lonely ways

That give into longing feelings for long lost days.
The past holds me prisoner in bonds of regret
With no hope for freedom from love unmet.

| am consumed by yesterday of life incomplete
While | fritter away today, blessings replete.

SO I rise to the day to meet the duties that | owe,
My heart imprisoned by a love it will never know.

So Long

| see Jim who worked in Accounting and Bill, who drove a truck;
Sue and Jan from Sales and Steve who just wouldn’t shut up.
Mark was someone | could count on when the chips were down,
Barbara’s infectious smile lifted my heart when | wore a frown.

Bev and Donna see decades of memories and smile and grin,
Shake their heads in disbelief at the passage of when.

More come up and say hello, pause and reflect, then turn and go;
Their eyes wide in amazement at how the younger ones grow.

This moment is for me and | bathe in the love of the day;

More friends appear and are compelled to have something to say.
The air has a fragrance of life with many smiles and resigned sighs,
As we share in communion and say our goodbyes.
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Nick Jackson

it was already decided when a derisive
mindset set into violence that reminded of
sixty four billion stars colliding and finally
coming out the other side vibrant came to
describe things while being totally silent
small brain in the mind of a giant
connected dissection of eight billion
unpredictable climates in the most just
crime set to remind itself and everyone
else that to continue divided is optional
blindness to how little costs kindness and
what already binds us floating along on
this planet together forever

into the aether
with nothing behind us



29

Nick Jackson

what happened to my passion

water in a basin swirling round a hole

had to come face to face with what i'm
lacking take a bow twirl and explode or
implode i don’t know either way the death
of my ego gave spirit to my soul birthed in
my bones gripping grasping hold until it
slips and then just goes turning gravel into
gold my heels pounding at the road i run
from my passion and turn to my home
hoping to save face or fashion while all
around me swirling wind blows hidden
down in my hole twenty thousand fathoms
below still gripping to my bones shivering
shaking in the cold huddled and alone
sings one singular note sounding like a
frog humming from inside a throat the
sound of my passion going croak but then
it unfolds unraveling a tangled ton of ropes
like ten million chords shouting harmonies
it drones hacksawing honing all of my
hopes funneled into creation the water of a
basin refills until it chokes drowning and
then just goes



Christina Katsaras

Anastasia

My body aches as | wake

From my sleepless slumber

My back is stiff and my legs shake
As | try to remember:

Who were the people after me?
What did we do? What do they seek?
Why did my family deserve to die

In this vindictive lullaby?

My brother stirs, barely alive

| struggle to quiet his strained cries

Yet they heard our breaths, dull and ragged
And we were beaten, bound and gagged

They take us out to a clearing

Far from our family’s resting place
| recognize our ends are nearing
But | try to keep a brave face

They put a bullet through my head
Then burn my body to ensure I’'m dead
My brother follows my demise

As he’s shot between the eyes

My brother’s soul passes on
He’s sent with my family to a new dawn
But | choose to stay on earth
Waiting someday for rebirth

My bones, my words, my life, my way
Will wash away with the rain

But still I'll wait for Apollo’s ray

[, who will someday rise again

30



Christina Katsaras

The Man of My Dreams

As | lay from my awakened slumber
My husband by my side

My dream lingers still

And | find myself in turmoil

From the conscious of my mind.
Within my dream, my life so different
From this one that | hold dearly
Within my dream | hold my husband
Yet not the one near me.

My husband of the beyond

Knows everything I’'m thinking

His mind of vast maturity

Is one that | don’t see in

The man | love today.

In my dream we walk through forests
Beneath the starlit sky

And we speak of things | dare not think

With the present man I've married.
| am bound to state | am flawed
Just so like my partner

And he is not a bad person

31

Just the one | no longer love.

And to the man | lay beside

| hold no grudge; but more so pity

As | cannot explain this connection
That I've created from my subconscious
mind.

And to my child that | bore

| cannot send my empty love

For it’s been replaced

By one so further deep

A child with that mystery man

Has stolen my sleep.

This cacophonous melancholy

Of the creeks of my floor

As | step through the halls that | once trod
With love and joy

Are now the whispers of grief

As | leave behind my permanence

In search of transience

For the man of my dreams.



Michael Kellat

Getting

If I may be so bold
I'd tell you | am getting old
For it is not as you were told
There is no wisdom or a pot of gold

Now my hands, they are cold

My memories seem to be sold
Is that is what it means

To be getting old

| am not as young as | use to be
That spring chicken, is not me
My joints don’t work as they use to do
My sight is not what I'm use to

But my mind is where it is at

The thoughts still are as sharp as a tack

New things are thought of every day
Just like taking a nap today
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Michael Kellat

The Path

The path not taken
Goes deep into the woods
Far away from technology
Whether it be bad or good

To a far place

Of myth and legend
To the use of one mind

Oh what a revelation

Where technology does not work
In that place far away

In a place of mystery
In the mind to play

To create for oneself
Aland so fair

With those to inhabit it
Around another star

Where things can be
Whatever they will
In a mind that create it
With out Technology’s swill

Free to use one’s mind
Without the things being said
That comes from Technology
That have thoughts being spoon fed
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Jami Kelly
| Cannot Live Without

| cannot live without
Ridges
And wrinkles, crinkles
And the touch of playdoh,
Colors sweet.
Like sprinkles,
Water sprayed
Over my toes and
My feet,
Laughter bubbling under
My skin...
This is where technology ends
And poetry begins.
So, put technology aside.
Let poetry arise.
Let it take you to heavenly skies.
Fill your senses, say good-bye
To the loneliness in cyberspace
That make poets cry.
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Jami Kelly
The Aged Lady

Tears slip out of my eyes
Slowly
Like an aged woman making
Her way,
Traveling down my cheek.
She won’t be able to stay.
| am happy she let’s go.
Sticking my feelings in her
Pack,
She keeps them safe for
Awhile,

Then | ask for them back.
Once again, they belong
To me,

They are my responsibility.
But, | am glad the aged lady
Lives,

So, every now and then,
She takes them for a stroll,
And gives them back again.
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Steve Korane

Untitled

There once was a Doc from the Poconos
Who likes to keep us on our toes.
“About scrubbers,” | ask
“How’s it they do their task?”
“Go find out,” Is the answer he chose.

Scrubbers differ in size and type.

They usually line the smokestack pipe.
How well scrubbers do,
A marketing coupe.

Judging by the amount of industry hype.

You see, coal’s got these sulfur impurities,

That when burned to make power for our cities,
Rains the acid sulfuric
Created atmospheric.

So, “Scrub that sulfur!” says the authorities.

That’s ‘cause when a lake’s pH falls below five,
Most fish and plant life cannot survive.

The downwind soils

Acidify and spoils.
And, even buildings and statues take a dive.

Smokestack flue gases containing SO2,
Limestone and water it must pass through.
Scrubbers do their action
by replacement reaction.
The end product, CaSo4 (aq).

| read this only moves exhaust gas pollutions
Into toxic solids or liquid solutions,

We risk hazardous peril

If a leaking barrel
Makes a mercury and ground water dilution.

To conclude my limerick, Dr. Yannarell,
Is that | think that coal scrubbers seem pretty swell,
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The chemistry’s extensive.
The technology’s expensive.

Oh, there’s two more conclusions I'd like to tell.

Scrubbing coal is a maintenance pain.

But, it reduces SO2, NO2 and acid rain.
The footnotes were omitted.
Respectfully submitted,

From Chemistry 162, Steve Korane.
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Thomas Lower

GRANDMOTHER’S SCRAPBOOK

MY MEMORIES PICTURE WINDOW

OF CHRISTMAS SANTA SCENES

IN THREE STATES FOR ALL THE

ARE REINFORCED NEIGHBORHOOD TO SEE

BY FAMILY PHOTOS
IN GRANDMOTHER’S SCRAPBOOK.

THESE PHOTOGRAPHS
BRING BACK MEMORIES

HOLIDAY SCENES OF BOBSLED RIDES,
WERE SHOT WITH ‘ROUND HAIRPIN TURNS
A KODAK BROWNIE WITH MANY THRILLS

IN WISCONSIN AND MANY SPILLS.

AN ARGUSMATIC

THE POLAROID PICTURES
ARE MY SIXTY-SECOND SHOTS
OF LONG WINTER WALKS

IN MARYLAND
AND A POLAROID IN MASSACHUSSETTS

THE BROWNIE PHOTOS WITH MY SPRINGER SPANIEL
ARE OF FROSTY SNOWMEN, ON THE SNOW-COVERED CAMPUS
AUTOS BURIED OF WELLESLEY COLLEGE

IN DEEP DRIFTS,

AND CHRISTMAS TREES
WITH SILVER BULBS
AND BUBBLE LIGHTS

HOLIDAY SCENES
ARE DIFFERENT
FROM STATE TO STATE,

BUT THE TASTES
AND POPCO’RN STRINGS. AND SMELLS
JACK FROST’S ARTWORK ARE THE SAME.
GRACED OUR ICY WINDOWPANES. CHRISTMAS TABLES
IN MARYLAND, SHOW HAMS,
THE SNAPSHOTS TURKEYS, YAMS
SHOW MY SISTER AND PUMPKIN PIES.
MATCHING MR. FROST PHOTOGRAPHS ARE A

STROKE FOR STROKE.
SHE PAINTED

RECORD OF MEMORIES

THAT CAN BE RECALLED

BY SIMPLY TURNING THE PAGES
OF GRANDMOTHER’S SCRAPBOOK.
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Thomas Lower

A POEM BY TOM LOWER TO HIS FATHER ON JOHN’S 78™ BIRTHDAY
MARCH 1995

JOHN ALBERT BORN IN Ol COSHOCTON 1917.

HE HELPED WITH CORN AND COAL WHEN HE WAS JUST A TEEN.

AS A SCOUT HE KNEW OF FIRST AID, KNOTS, THE AXE AND KNIFE.

HIS PAPER ROUTE WAS LONG — HE LEARNED SO MUCH OF LIFE.

IN’35 HE WENT TO COLLEGE AT OHIO STATE.

IT TOOK THREE JOBS TO PAY THE WAY FOR JOHN TO GRADUATE.

BUSY WITH HIS STUDIES — HE HAD LITTLE TIME TO DATE.

HE THEN MET MILLIE — SHE BECAME HIS LOVELY, LIFELONG MATE.

THEY READ OF HITLER'’S BLITZKRIEGS AND HIS BOASTS OF VICTORY

LONDON SURVIVED BY “41 — CHURCHILL KNEW THE WAY

MIL'S BIRTHDAY THEN BECAME — THE PEARL HARBOR DAY.

JOHN GOT A JOB IN CHARLOTTE — THE SPRING OF 43

HE MANAGED A SWING SHIFT PLANT MAKING SHELLS FOR SHIPS AT SEA.

IN JUNE OF 45, F.D.R/S WAR WAS WON. A BABY GIRL WAS BORN — WHAT JOY.
ON TO WISCONSIN IN 45 — THE SCENE WAS QUITE A SIGHT

WE LOOKED OUT FROSTY WINDOWS — SAW SNOW SO DEEP AND WHITE
“WE’'LL MOVE SOUTH AND BUILD OUR HOUSE — MILLIE, TOM AND SUE

TO CUMBERLAND WE'LL BUILD OUR HOME ON KENT THE AVENUE.”

HIS WORK PRODUCING ROCKET FUEL CAME TO AN END. “LET’S MOVE AGAIN —

WE’'LL MOVE NORTH TO BOSTON, MASS., I'LL WORK FOR DR. LAND.”
SOON JACK AND SUE WERE MARRIED —JACK JOINED THE LOWER CLAN
THEN, SHARON AND TOM WERE MARRIED AND SHARON JOINED THE CLAN

FOR JOHN THEN AFTER FIFTY YEARS — THERE FINALLY CAME A DAY -
FOR GARDENING, GOLF AND GRANDSONS — ON Ol CAPE COD BAY.

I"VE BRIEFLY PENNED THE POETRY OF A HAPPY BIRTHDAY RHYME.
A RECAP OF THOSE EARLY YEARS UP TO THE PRESENT TIME.

| TOAST ATRIBUTE TO MY DAD — MY FATHER AND MY FRIEND.
AND | MUST SAY — | LOVE YOU — BEFORE I'VE REACHED THE END.

39



Mackenzie Meeker

Paradise

| would go to the craft store,

Browsing the construction paper,

Glitter glue, and fake sand.

| would make my mom a paradise.

A paradise, where the evil can’t hurt her
Anymore.

A sturdy shoe box gripped in my hands.

A blue glitter pen to form water that is kind, and not violent.
I dump the gritty sand on the floor of the box.

Sand that will be soothing and gentle, not

Unforgiving and resentful.

| grab sheets of teal construction paper;

Constructing a sky that is encompassing, and protective.

Fluffy, shimmering clouds are added to the teal paper.

A yellow sun is added to the middle of the sky, warm and welcoming.

At last, the paradise for my mom is complete.
| gather my creation in my arms, | hold it close, trying to preserve the mystic qualities, | wish
for it to hold.

When she looks at it, | hope she smells the scent of sunscreen and her beginnings of motherhood.
My sister and | hand in hand, staring at the sunrise, as she takes a picture of us.

The princess and Batman towels laid out, covered in the excitement of our youth.

Coke bottles and potato chips covering our blue plaid beach towel.

Soggy fingers and aching legs from a long day of fun with my mom.
Goggles dangling from my fingers.

Dragging the beach bag behind me.

Old navy flip flops and one-piece bathing suits.

The sound of the car rumbling to life, windows down, pushing the warm breeze in.
My wet hair is sticking to my neck.
Sandy feet and wet towels.
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The highway towards our house, it makes the paradise seem so distant.
A paradise for my mom, a paradise from my youth.
A paradise for my mom.

Mackenzie Meeker

The Reflection

Narcissus perches at the hem of the water.
The water paws at his sandals, and

soaks the earth around him.

The reflection of a beautiful hunter, trapped
in the blue eyes of the water.

Narcissus leans in for a kiss, yet

the reflection ripples in defiance.
Narcissus yells at the distorted image.
His unrequited love stays silent.

Narcissus flails around like a child,
he pounds and kicks the water.
Yet, the water stays still,
unwavering, never giving in.

Narcissus wastes away at the pond’s edge,
His reflection finally still,

and too weak to fight back.

Narcissus goes to lift his head,

he hits the wet ground.

Narcissus reaches for the water,

his fingertips, grazing the water’s surface.
The water grabs for Narcissus, but

it is too weak to attach to him.

Narcissus is no longer beautiful, but bleak.
The water once defiant, and

unwavering, weeps for the hunter,

now in his eternal slumber.

41



Renee Miller

They say god gives his toughest battles to the strongest soldiers

Then why do | have demons in my mind that | truly cannot conquer?

If god is really real

Then why at age 11

Did I cry myself to sleep

Demons poking through my dreams?

If god is really real

Why did | think of suicide?

Such horrid thoughts

Floating through a 12 year olds mind

Scared to fall asleep

Afraid to be awake

The toughest battle god gave me
Caused me to just break

| take pills daily for anxiety and ocd
Not a single day have | truly felt free
But the toughest battle god felt the need to bestow upon me

We all have our own demons that we somehow need to conquer
But my mind wasn’t formed correctly so what do | have to offer?
Life is a battle every day for me

It’s just an inner battle that nobody but me truly sees

Nobody knows exactly what goes on

Inside the mind of someone with inner demons

| can’t explain it to you, | could but it won’t matter
Because all your perception of real life will shatter

| promise you “I'm fine”

| can make it one more day

But half the time when | say I'm tired
| don’t mean tired from being awake
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I’'m tired of living. I'm tired of fighting

Fighting “gods” stupid battle that | didn’t get to decide
| never wanted this, | didn’t ask

But apparently there’s no available return address

So I’'m sorry but I'm struggling with how a god can be real
When he gives battles and demons to children and expects them all to heal

Tim Mingo

Heart Thoughts

Where do | start, let’s aim for the heart, for every soul that mourns, a
beautiful heart is sure in store, many doubts as | arrive with thoughts ill
survive, confined in a cell, made my passion prevail, all with a smile,
momma raised me well. Give it my best, seek love none the less, at
this point in my life, im obsessed with whats next. Tho the present is
bliss, adventure with a twist, gather the flock an the goose shall

trail, from glory to pain, sharing my heart, with those who care
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Bianca Lea Morra

Memory Never Made

Indestructible love born of the faintest line
A lifetime born in that single line

A pain that takes your breath away
your words, away
an impossible silence that cannot stay

scream your lungs out of the same mouth gasping for reason
an unreasonable ask
an unreasonable season

To bear the weight of a loss so big
you can’t remember who you were without it

Too real to be called a hope or a dream
An ache of a memory never made

One that never took place

Never took its place
on the physical plane

a miracle taken

a womb forsaken
How could it?
Why can’t it?
Why won't it?
How dare it?

Unconditional love imprisoned by physical conditions
Silence shaky salty air

Sit with me
See with me
Stay with me

Where?

| see you in moments you’ll never be
Like the saddest ghost story | deeply believe

Will this searing anger ever turn to peace?
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What is it that makes a memory?

It needn’t ever be
it isn’t something you need to see
It’s both active and passive in who you be.

It’s in the breath | breathe

A lifetime already lived in a single short line
Your lifetime with me

| see it at dinner at bath time and bedtime
In leaves

and water

and sun

| see it in places and spaces.
Traces of love.

Your memory doesn’t need permission to live
Unbound by condition

Or vision

Or reason.

This season
won’t pass

| refuse
But, we will move

In every leaf
And raindrop
And ray of sunshine

When | eat
And clean and sleep and cry.

A memory so deep
it never needed to be made.

Unconditional love
rejects conditions of the physical plane.

With every breath | breathe,
You will always be.
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Rachel Parsons

Embrace January

Though some may pine
For a warmer clime,
There are those,
With frozen toes,
Who love January

The branches bare
Claw at frigid air,
As the trees in rows
Wait in sweet repose
During January

Baubles once festive
Packed away, restive,
Pave the way
For a brave new day
In brash January

While lake breezes
Tease and freeze us,
There’s joy in the struggle
For warmth as we snuggle

In cozy January

Storerooms of snow
Await the word, “Go!”
From the Lord above
Who also loves
Beautiful January

So refrain to complain
About winter’s reign;
Put not God to the test,
But relax and rest.

Enjoy January.
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Donna Peltz

Spring Renewal

| trust that | am not alone in dearly loving our Earth home —
blue sky above, fresh morning air and soft moist earth most everywhere.

We walk into the woods to find there quiet beauty, peace of mind.
We pray for all that is alive: may all God’s kingdom ever thrive!

We know ourselves as one small part of Nature’s beauty and her art.
We cherish planet Earth and life, embracing peace, refuting strife.

| so wish everyone could see we're part of God’s Eternity and know
that no one lives alone. We're neighbors sharing Earth, our home,

For I am you, as you are me. Let’s choose to live in harmony.
We live our lives from inside out; we think within and act without.
When we live from love alone, we grow ourselves, secure our home.

It’s spring, so let us all dig in to cultivate what might have been.
We’re here to love, to learn, and teach.
A rainbow world’s within our reach!
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Donna Peltz

Patchwork Pieces

“You read more than | do and you write,” she said.
“You care for your grandchildren, your cats, and you quilt,” | reply.

Yes, | think to myself, | read in moments snatched from a day overflowing with household tasks.
And, yes, | write in savored moments of solitude, too few and far between.
You, too, must sandwich your quiet quilting time between your beckoning chores.

The words of my poems and the colors of your quilting blocks are each
uniquely selected choices which we assemble with utmost care
and fashion into finished patterns pleasing to the senses.

Poem by poem and quilt by quilt, we each create mosaics of our lives
garnered from the patchwork pieces of our days.

Perhaps when we are gone, strangers may stumble upon
a poem of mine or a quilt of yours that speaks significantly to them
and a transient part of us shall again perfume the earth.
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Susan Ramirez

Dancing with Bones

What is this dull ache and emptiness inside?

| grow weary of putting flowers in the corner of my cage and calling it a home
My heavy heart feels anchored to my shipwrecked soul

The hopeful dreams of my youth have faded away like the slowly setting sun
Many years have gone by, the passage of time marching forward

Regardless of disappointments and regrets

As | lie wondering where did it all go wrong, | had a vision

And with it, came a message

That perhaps life is not a crappy storage unit full of perceived failures

What if rock bottom is a lesson that teaches you

To rise from the depths and that you can bloom anywhere?

So, dance with the skeletons in your closet

Let them whisper their secrets to you

Then prop the door open

Let the light in

And set them free
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Susan Ramirez

The Sun and the Moon

| see you in all your glory
How could | not?
| made you

You grew in me like a tiny seed

Moving through its ever-changing stages
Until it grows into a magnificent flower
And takes its place in the garden of life

| know you intimately
Like no other does
Nor ever will

This love runs deep
Fierce and often feral
Yet soft and tender
Like a baby’s bottom

It is steadfast and constant
An unbreakable bond
And woe to anyone that tries

My role used to be to hold still

While you orbit me like the sun
Drawing strength from my love

Until you shoot off into a million stars
Becoming your own galaxy

Now | gaze at you with wonder

Clocking your complexities and subtleties
Knowing somehow, | am a part of that

A part of you

And forever will be

| have no fear that death will separate this
After all, | am a blazing sun
And you are a strong and powerful moon



Briana Rojas

You’re Doing It Right Mama

The house isn’t clean

Baby intervenes

The bed isn’t made

You wish you had a maid

Your hair’s a mess

You have all the stress

But you’re doing it right Mama

Hungry all the time

Showering is a crime

Laundry is unfolded

Dishes finally loaded

Permanent yawns

Forget all your wrongs

Because you're doing it right Mama

Baby’s always tired

| think it’s time to retire

Tiny eyes stare

You know you'll be there to care
Life isn’t perfect

You know you can work it
You’re doing it right Mama
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Alexis Rubertino

Chagrin

The soft belly of the river exposed

by our walking feet exhales

cool whirls circling our ankles, the line of
the water rising above our shoulders

as it gets dep. The sunlight holds me in
place just out of your reach where you float
within my shadow. The blackbirds wait

in the shore brush for your answer, the pond
skaters swaying on

the ripples of my beating heart.

Tomorrow is coming downstream

followed by the clouds. “We should

go back,” I say, and | mean | never should have
found you beautiful. You say,

“Yes,” and you mean yes, and | have to

leave the water with my clothes

sticking to my skin with nothing at all

and want.

| wring out my shirt so all’s left of me here are
my footprints in the sand and the image of
your back leading away from me.

Bad Artist

In Zundert | squish every flower, my
body an s-curve line of laughter, a
beauty slaughter, the second suicide
of my Van Gogh. There

where | used to be

the sunflower grow.
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Betty Zehe Sawastuk

To My Child

Your sweet face is etched in my memory,
Where it has made its home
Until it sneaks into my today without prompting;
And a little twinkle of my yesterday
Comes rushing in riding on a teardrop.
The bittersweet reminder lingers briefly on my cheek,
As if to bid me hello;
Then continues its whimsical journey,
Like a refreshing spring raindrop
Kissing me goodbye as it departs,
Promising to pass by this way again another day.
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Susan Sedenik

New Start

Happy things hoped for
Needed taken away

So | could see the door
Where | need not go astray

Steadfast love did outpour

On willfully lost soul

Till grief could hold no more
Though my heart was black as coal

Through the door | blindly walked
Bumping into hope it seemed

So long ago we had talked

Now the familiar sound of “redeemed”

Old Books

Weathered and forgotten, unread tome
Hidden dusty upon the shelf

Copyright from by-gone days

Yellowed pages alive

With neglected word

Remembering

Adventures

| once

Loved.
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Harry L. Shaposka, Jr.

Campfires

Tents set up and sleeping bags rolled out.

A river nearby wide and deep.

Time to gather firewood near and about.

As canoes go by you can’t see their feet.
Dinner smells good, burgers on a bun.
S'mores, yum yum good to eat.

Spooky stories told one by one.

The tree man stands but didn’t have any feet.
Lefty had one arm and couldn’t jump high.
Floyd works in town and has a large head.
Smoke follows beauty and gets in your eye.
Day is done time to go to bed.

The morning dew vyields to the rising sun.
And smoldering embers give way to a new day of fun.

Forever

Forever young and forever beautiful.
| see forever in your eyes of blue.
Together our hands will always be.
Our hearts will be forever true.
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Shannon Smith

Return to Sender

My sleepless nights
My fight or flight
Return to sender

My crossed boundaries
My nuclear wasteland from your love bomb
Return to sender

My second thoughts, second guesses
My starless sky and swirling panic
Return to sender

My prison
My shrunken world and isolation
Return to sender

My sharp, fearful tears
My betrayed trust and tolerated love
Return to sender

My haunted heart filled with your kept secrets
Dropped and squeezed in your careless hands
Return to sender

My devoted time and steadfast patience
My hopeful heart and my hand reaching for connection
Return to me

My trusting soul and wonderstruck gaze
My all-access pass
Return to me

My optimism and serenity
My moonlit ocean tides of emotion
Return to me

My golden glow, my celebrated, iridescent love
And bigger than life dreams
Return to me
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My choice, my voice, my safe harbor
And pieces of my fierce wildflower spirit | lost along the way
Return to me

My full package
Mistakenly delivered to your house that was never a home
Return to me

You've got my past
But I've got me
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Shannon Smith

Center Street

There’s this little place on Center Street

Where there’s cracks in the ceiling and the floors creak
Where the electrical lines are a jumbled mess

And the light switches make no sense

Most of the time, no one pays it any mind

The seasons change and so do the people

In this little place on Center Street

The birds find respite here

In the trees, shrubs, and balconies
And on a sunny day in July

|, too, found respite here

A blank canvas to paint all the colors of me onto

A hopeful beacon in my darkest night

A safe haven to heal from the unthinkable

Where the walls held me up when | couldn’t stand on my own
My shadows pierced by the warm light that never fails to reach
This little place on Center Street

A nest built and bound with the memories of those who came before me
This protected habitat that holds the power to stop time

While the rest of the world spins endlessly

That doesn’t set a clock on how long it takes to stitch wounds together

As | stumbled and charged through

A rollercoaster of setbacks and comebacks
These walls have bared witness to my history
Watching as | burst into flames and dust
Only to rise anew like a phoenix and soar

My time with this cozy nook will conclude some day

I'll pack my things to make way for the next dweller in need
But I'll always cherish the lessons learned

Discoveries made

And the journey | took

In this little place on Center Street
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Patricia Syner

Poet’s Bones

Midnight writings,
strange they are,
cut from yards

of black bizarre.
Cannot sleep.
Toss and turn.
Ideas unfurl

like fiddlehead ferns.

Fingers married

to computer keys.

Tap, tap, tap dance
where they please.
Brainstorms board
a train of thought.

line dried not?
Most of my poems
are light and airy,
dancing unicorn
and fairies.

But the circles
that | travel

after midnight
soon unravel

into landscapes
never seen

and their meanings
| must glean

and interpret

Pull into the station and in arhyme,
on paper they’re caught. all before
the dawn bells chime.

Impressions circle
round my head
like a crooked Halo,
(but I’'m not dead).
Is this a nightmare
or just a dream?

If you pinch me,
will | scream?

Just what’s in

a poet’s head
when all scratchy
is his bed,

and his pillow

is a rock,

and a cannon

is his clock,

and the air

is very hot,

and his sheets are
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I’'m the conductor
dressed in black

as we travel

down the track.
Did you bring

your boarding pass
to a world

that’s made of glass?
Ideas fragile

break apart,
Popsicle poems,
frozen art,

gleam in caves
dug underground
where many poets’
bones are found.
Poet’s Bones

are brittle rhymes



fossilized

for spans of time.
Poet’s Bones,

they never rust

for they are made

of diamond dust.
When a Poet’s

time runs out,

all the Angels

weep and shout.
Then they become
one more bright light,
twinkling star

to part the night.
Lead the way
Pathway light

for all those poets
who share the night.
A poet’s chiefly

job and duty

is to fill

the world with beauty,
turn ordinary

into grand,

and make diamonds
out of sand,

and to make sure
when dawn grows red
that you’re transported
back to bed.

It is safe

to ride with me.

| have bought

a guarantee.

Travel insurance

of a kind

that state you won't
be left behind.
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We may travel

near and far

in submarine,
windmill, or car.
When you have finished
with my rhyme

you can travel

back in time,

not any worse

for wear or tear,

but only glad

you ventured there.
You are welcome.
Words are cheap.
When they are spent,
I'll surely sleep.



Patricia Syner

Ode to Billy Collins

Some people spend all of their time
in dreams; it seems

of just how great that it would be
to win the lottery,

a million dollars in your pocket,
to find a silver locket,

an open

big as your fist.

You get the gist?

My treasure map

travels in different directions.
When it is late at night,

and time to sleep,

| open up the locked chest
where | keep

my dreams

of every shape and size,

and | find to my surprise

that mostly | just wonder

how it must feel to be

Billy Collins,

Poet Laureate,

chosen by your fellow man
from all the land

to be

“The Keeper of our Time

in Rhyme.”

It is a dream I'll never see,

a golden crown of laurel wreath
to wear upon my head.

If practice does make perfect
as often I've heard said,

then I've a long way to go.
Until then | only know

that I'll keep
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rhymin’ in the rain,

rhymin’ down a country lane,
rhymin’ in the sun

shining through an old barn door.
I'll sow poetry in places

where it never bloomed before.
I'll scribe my poetry

in sand on lonely beaches
about the

goldenness of peaches.

I'll etch my rhymes

on delicate wings

of golden butterflies

who dance in rings.

The sky will be my canvas vast,
clouds on my palette,

I'll write them fast,

until the wind

carries them away,

and I'll be called upon

to write them all

again another day.

Not just the cutesy stuff,

the flower-y

and the bower-y.

I"ll write of war

and famine

and minimum wage salary.

Ill write of Coal Mine Strikes
and Scabs and Pickets.

Go anywhere | like.

My poem’s a ticket

to places others only dream about.
I'll rant and rave

in rhyme

about the

unjustness of our time.

I'll journalize



of growing old

in poetry and verse

in words so innocent and new
you’d think | was the very first
to ever do

So.

But mostly I'll write

the

cutesy stuff.

I'll find pink rhyme in
Rhododendron bloom,

the poetry that hides

here in my room,

underneath my bed,

a poem will become

a pillow for my head.

And rhymes will be

the golden wreath | wear

as on | dream

of life’s great plan and scheme.
It the puzzle,

| the piece,

how do | fitin?

How marvelous to be,

Oh how sublime

to be “The Keeper

of our Time

in Rhyme.”
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Ronald Toivonen

Off the Wind

| have always been off the wind on the lee of it all
Looking for the next broach always fearing the fall

It is the fear that | seek to know that I am alive

And sailing near the edges where all the blackness thrives
| have always been on the wind on the lee of it all

Looking for the next broach always fearing the fall

My course has always been determined by the wind
Softly full of memories and deep from within

| have always been off the wind on the lee of it all
Looking for the nest broach always fearing the fall

Black horizon begs to reef as bow rises to meet its fate
Halyard’s hum and sails sing yet another surf begins

| have always been off the wind on the lee of it all
Looking for the next broach always fearing the fall

Is it the Fiddlers Green | seek that never stops playing from within
Where water blocks the light and all shall not endure

Yet to come is final rest when the wind shall be no more

| have always been off the wind on the lee of it all
Looking for the next broach always fearing the fall

Then S mark will be the start and finish of the last sail
When ashes are spread off the wind to wash upon the shore
| have always been off the wind on the lee of it all

Now yearning for the last broach and not fearing it at all
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Angelo Velotta

“Blacksmith of the White Page”

| am the blacksmith
Of the page
My scribbling pen
Forging words
From my brain
Casting creativity
From my kitchen smithy
A free flow of ideas
Editing later, will be pithy
The burr of the notebook
Will end up being smooth
But for now, | simply write
The words dance
In a groove
Quenching and tempering
Will follow
To complete
But for now, | simply write
Black words
On this blank sheet
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Sharon Zahrajsek

HOPE FOR HAPPINESS

WE MET IN SEPTEMBER
IN A FAST-MOVING PLACE.
| HOPE YOU REMEMBER
THE JOY ON MY FACE.

| SAT AT A TABLE

ON A MANAGER'’S LAP
YOU SAT THERE BESIDE ME
AND ASKED ME TO DANCE

WE DANCED CLOSE TOGETHER

TO A SLOW PLAYING SONG

| WAS HAPPY TO DANCE WITH YOU
HOLDING YOU CLOSE THE NIGHT LONG

WE LEFT IN THE MORNING
YOU PROMISED TO CALL

YOU LOST MY PHONE NUMBER
THAT | WROTE ON THE WALL

YOU FINALLY FOUND ME

WITH HELP FROM THE MAN

HE DIDN’T BELIVE WHEN YOU TOLD HIM
| HAPPENED ALONG

I NEVER IMAGINED
WE WOULD STAY TOGETHER SO LONG
DID YOU IMAGINE

WE WOULD STILL BE GOING SO STRONG.

SO MANY YEARS

HAVE COME AND HAVE GONE
IT ONLY GETS STRONGER

OUR HAPPY LOVE SONG
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Jackie Zielke

Forest Bathing

We were talking, as we hiked,
about the serenity we feel
in the woods

My daughter asked if | knew
the Japanese call that
Shinrin Yoku — forest bathing

The loamy smell of dirt, decaying
leaves, the musty odor of fungi
in fan-shaped rows on the bark
of trees

The sun’s rays peek between
branches and warm my face,
as the crunch of the trail under
my boots sounds a steady,
calming beat

But to experience forest
bathing, | need to be still,

Sit near an evergreen to breathe
its essence, run the dirt

from the forest floor through
my fingers, hear the screech

of the hawks, listen

for the ‘sweet sweet sweet’

of the yellow warblers, taste

the crispness of the air
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Jackie Zielke

February Morning

Small whitecaps form
on the steel blue
surface of the lake

Powder blue sky, stratus clouds
form a line that resembles
a hiking trail

Wind slices off the water,
energizes my body, clears
my foggy brain, lightens my
mood

Walking my copper-colored
poodle-mix, curly coat,

spaniel tail with acute sense

of smell, he lifts his leg on trees,
fence posts, fallen branches, despite
his bladder being bone dry.

Home again, he laps

from his water dish, | brew a fresh
cup of Yunnan tea, he settles
under my favorite chair as | return
to my James McBride novel

67



Teen Submissions

Jordyn B.

Can this be the thing for me?

Like a bird in flight, like a sail at sea, can poetry be the thing for me?

| am climbing the tree full of fruits with many promises, as | reach out to grab one it exclaims to
me “this is for you now go follow your dreams.”

On the ground with a thud | have fallen from the tree up above this is it, | have lost oh how did |
think this was for me?

As | lay on the ground staring out at the stars above, | hear a voice so subtle and faint saying
something | can’t understand.

It starts as a whisper and turns to a song calling my name, saying | am the one, can this be the
thing for me, | don’t know, | guess we’ll see.

| look to find the voice so nice with the message as clear as ice, the more | look to find the voice
the more the light disappears from sight.

Now it’s dark and | am lost, lost alone with all my thoughts. Then | hear the voice again and |
realize it’s the one inside my head.

Now | know this is for me, | can do it indeed I'll turn around to find my house and get to writing
out these thoughts.
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Kate B.

The Black Rabbit of Inlé

Way way back,

in the field of Watership Down.

In the land El Ahrairah once roamed,

in the earth where once was a burrow called
the Honey Comb

There was another field,

one that many feared.

In a warren of stone upon earth.

A land where silence was all there was to
hear.

Filled with sickness and souls
of rabbits once known.

One rabbit remained,

one that many feared,

One rabbit who was never bad
but pierced animality’s cheer

The Black Rabbit of Inlé,

the grim reaper known to Frith.
A terrifying soul,

who gave sickness like a gift.

They’ll chase you round

for as long as you will live,
because death comes for us all
and it’s just your life you'll give.

And despite what all will say,

The Black Rabbit of Inlé isn’t cruel.
They are simply a creature

who knows your time is coming soon.

And no rabbit would be dumb enough
to give up their wits.
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To willingly be a sacrifice
and denounce all their tricks.

Except El Ahrairah,

who tried like no other to die.

To give his life for his people’s safety,

to keep The Thousand from bleeding them
dry.

And when in the end he failed,

left with dock ears and a ragwort tail.
The Black Rabbit of Inlé remained
unchanged,

still anything but fair.

But as they say,

“It is what it must be”

Because in the end it’s all we have,
before meeting the Black Rabbit of Inlé.



Kate B.

Winner of the Teen Library Poet Laureate
2025

Patron Saint of One Way Trips

To be sent into space.
To never come back.
A one way trip,

on Earth’s orbit track.

Patron Saint of One Way Trips,

How did you ever learn to live

while plagued with the illness we call
Homesick?

Sent to the stars,

to die among the gods.

A sacrifice to the Pillars of Creation,
and all the other things we know not.

Laika means the barker,

and yet you know no sound.
For space is just a vacuum,
where no other life is found.

How much did you suffer
when you had to die?

To overheat and stress,

while others watched you fly.

How scary was it to know,

that you would not come back?
That you were on a one way trip,
a train with just one track.

Patron Saint of One Way Trips,

a better life deserved.

Patron Saint of One Way Trips,
no wrong doings came from her.
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| hope that you rest easy,
wherever you may be.

| hope you now can run.
May the stars set you free.



Madeline B.

Untitled

Eclipses are rare

Yet they happen

The sun gets covered by the moon

Snuffing out the light until covered

The coldness takes over as the dark falls

Eclipses are rare

Yet they happen

Light gone until you can’t tell whether it’s day or night
Moon covering the sun

The light slowly disappearing

The nightlife coming out during the day

Eclipses make everything dark

Eclipses are beautiful

A rare occurrence to see

Coldness chilling within minutes of no light

Nightlife confused during the day

Eclipses are rare in beautiful way

It's confusing when the sun’s gone

Slowly the moon begins to move again

A sliver of sun creating light in the dark

Needing only that sliver for the warmth to return
Providing comfort to the wildlife

Providing comfort to those who have an eclipse
Eclipses are rare

The moon blocking the sun to create beautiful darkness
Our brains are like that too

In the dark only a sliver of light begins to bring warmth
Beginning stages of the warmth again

Eclipses are rare

Yet they happen
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Madeline B.

Untitled

A hermit in a shell
Full of life

Full of laughter
Full of happiness
Full in it’s home
Full of golden

The golden sky
Rays of sunlight
Keeping it warm
A rain cloud

Slow droplets falls
The shell

Full of life

Storm clouds arise
Lightning flashes
Retreating back to its shell

Floods ensue

Drowning out the light

Clinging onto life

The hermit

Holding onto the last memory of home
A crack in the shell

Riveting

Opening

Falling

The storm clouds clear

The sky filled with golden light

The broken shell of what once was remains
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Elizabeth D.

Untitled

How much could a heart be torn before

being deemed broken?

She thought love was admiration,

She thought loss was devastation,

She thought hearts were meant to bring life,

She thought only bones could break,

She thought seeing people cry was typical,

She thought paper was only for writing,

She thought words were meant to bring good advice,
She thought pain was only meant to be physical,
She never knew love was loss,

She never knew hearts were breakable,

She never knew paper could cry,

She never knew words shot pain,

He spoke,

She listened,

They said they loved each other,

But they didn’t know love meant losing,

They didn’t know the paper she wrote on was a cry for help,
They didn’t know that words could inflict

pain worse than any physical blow,

She felt the suffocation of emotions,

It felt like a plastic bag over her head,

Her throat became a cage,

His words were the lock,

The paper became her home,

And the pen formed to become her comfort,

He made her fall back without even touching her,
He made more than just her eyes cry in pure agony,
His words made her body ache with each breathless sob,
He is her anguish,

No matter how far or how close,

She loves him,
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But she never knew that her love for a boy would make

her heart break in two,

She never knew love could turn someone into a masochist,
That was until she suffered at the words that felt like hands choking her,
It was until she stood at what she thought affection was,

She died slowly inside,

Like a lit candle,

But infatuation is destructive,

And hypocrisy is adverse,

The girl who said love is useless,

is the same one who yearns to feel comfort from another soul
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Ella K.

Untitled

Maybe we don’t know,

What to be,

We go on a thinking spree,

Trying to meet an expectation we can never reach.

Let the anxiety find its way to your core,
Until you no longer feel
Numb.

You see perfection in your grasp,
It so fiercely runs away from you.
Your outstretched hand empty,
Your surroundings are a blur

Until one day you wake up,

And it doesn’t matter

Nobody finds perfection,

Perfection is fake

Every 100 you wanted in school doesn’t exist

Only you do,

So exist for the joy of it,

Not perfecting it

You either live once or your life hundred different lives
You have plenty of time to never figure it out,

Stubble around

Laugh and Laugh

Until you can’t anymore because who cares,

You let outstretch led hand return to your side,
Content in your life.
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Ella K.

Untitled

One day, they tell you what to be,
You follow, blindly,

You don’t go on a thinking spree,
Follow the person you cannot see.

But maybe, there is something more,
Stare at the floor,

as you contemplate your lore
Restore the self they took,

Don’t ignore,

The feeling telling you to restore,
your core.

Then you decided to be whatever you want to occur,
What you want to fill your pores,

Is now on your hand to explore

To find unwavering support.

The choice is yours

Don’t let your life be a blur,

Live,

Live until you can’t anymore,

Because one day they’ll tell you what to be.
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Amelia L.

A Flame that Never Fades

Like stars, a dream shines far away,

A sparkle, luminous, to which | pray.

For thy dream to stand and fight through the night,
And courage to carry thee through the fight.

Though obstacles challenge thee on thy path,
Thou face them, untroubled by their wrath.

As thy dream unceasingly fuels thy soul’s desire,
To rise and reach, what thy admire.
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Megan M.

Rung out, let out

I've weaved the rug you walk upon

I've cried to fill your bath

I’'ve gone thin so you can feast

I've given up my complexion, covered it in lead

Yet you still complain your feet hurt
Yet you say you are filthy

Yet you are still hungry

Yet you don’t find me pretty enough

To be alone

To be loved

| don’t know the difference
To be used

To be useful

| don’t know the difference

So | will have you in my arms

So | will hold your growing body
So | will take less, give more

So | will be what you want me
So as along as you have me
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Megan M. Honorable Mention

Type

| type more than | speak

| have the ability to talk

But nothing comes out right
| stutter to become coherent
Over analyzing every word
Counting every sentence

All the mispronunciations
My mind is Shakespeare

My mouth is illiterate

I’'m losing my voice

And promise to never utter anything
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Child Submissions

% EmmaR. Winner of the Child Library Poet Laureate 2025
Spring, Summer Fall, and Winter
Spring is when all the flowers grow in the garden.
Summer days are so nice, it doesn’t even rain at all. Summer is a hot season.
Fallis where all the leaves fall down off the trees.

Winter is all about the snow. All the snow falls down.

Spring

Spring is my favorite season.
I like to sing and wear my lucky ring.

And | love to sing in the springtime.
| love Spring.

And | love spending time with my family.
Spring is my favorite season of all the seasons.
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Staff Submissions
Gillian DiPofi
Spring 2020

It was like clockwork.
Every day after dinner was cleaned up.

Geared with nets, sticks, and a ball retriever,
six set out down the eerily quiet street.

We walk, pretending everything is normal.
No phones. The news is too hard to see.

Wandering over green grass,
we are greeted by the sounds of spring.

Birds call, “Go home. Night approaches.”
Crickets emerge from their winter burrows.
The creek roars with rainwater.

The song reminds us that,
though it feels like it,
the world cannot stand still.

It always keeps moving forward,
whether we like it or not.

We laugh and talk about
how these walks are our new thing.

Streetlights flicker on,
setting the stage for peepers.

A few race home.

| am sorry for the circumstances,
but | am thankful for how much closer it brought us.

What a strange time to long for.
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Gillian DiPofi Winner of the Library Staff Poet Laureate 2025

Modern Horror

Not clad in capes of ancient lore

but clad in jeans and hoodies core,
This undead soul forevermore
wanders the realms of virtual stores.
He hunts in bytes, not rivers red.
Seducing minds with texts unread,
For in this age where worlds entwine,
a vampire’s tale takes modern line.

Lisa Hadden

What Makes Me Giggle?

It is so much fun to laugh, especially with the staff.
They like to tell jokes which make me smile.
The best one was about a crocodile.

My friends love to be silly even though we’re older now.
We'll set off for a little road trip.
We giggle so hard, we pull over to get a grip.

| love when memories come flooding back.
| ran to the car in the wind and the rain.
My keychain got stuck in my hair...quite insane!

Life is tough, but laughter can help get us through.
Live it up and do what you do.
Just be careful to not step in poo.
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Mary Detling Honorable Mention

My One True Love!

| cannot wait to Hold you in my arms.

| long to be alone with you and all your charms.
My day is filled with mundane chores.

| hurry through them as my anticipation soars!
As | rush home to you,

The nightingale starts to sing on cue.

At last, we cuddle on my nook.

Just me and my new book.

The
Green tree
Spread its wings
And swallowed me
In its sturdy branches.

Shielding me from the hot sun.

Its branches swaying in the gentle breeze.

| lay down on the cool earth watching the birds above.

Cardinals
Sparrows
Robins
Crows

Thank you Mother Nature!
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