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Short Stories
My Friend Pat
Melinda S. Maier
1st place winner in the 2010 Voices Short Story Contest
Pat was one of a kind. A rather large woman with a penchant for wearing tank tops, she “cussed” like
a sailor but had a heart of gold.
When my mother died, my husband and I inherited a small trailer park in rural Kentucky. Pat and her
husband, Wayne, came with it. They were an odd couple at best. Wayne was short and quiet but
friendly. Pat towered over him and outweighed her husband by at least 100 lb.! He looked almost
straight up at her, always with love in his eyes. Pat and Wayne were born to be together.
Pat greeted everyone with a friendly expletive: “Hey there, Baggy A - -! How’re them kids?” or “Hi,
you old’ son of a b - - - -!” They lived in a rickety old trailer and didn’t have much, but they were always
willing to share. My mother was very fond of them, so it was a natural progression that, as her health
failed; we asked Pat if she would be her caretaker. They needed the money badly, and Pat happily agreed.
Wayne had been a nurseryman, but after heart problems and surgery, he lost his job. Pat had done
various odd jobs until her feet became so swollen that she couldn’t wear shoes. They were destitute and
survived on Wayne’s occasional lawn mowing and tobacco stripping jobs.
Pat and my mom became inseparable. My mother had a wicked sense of humor, too, so she and Pat
swore at each other and called each other off-color names, all in fun. Pat’s playful mischief and “colorful”
language helped my mom endure her long illness with smiles and laughter. If Pat made something good
for dinner, my mom always got some. If my mother fell out of bed in the middle of the night, Pat was the
only one Mom would allow to put her back in. Wayne was a dear friend to her, too. They were truly
lifesavers!
When my mom passed away, Pat and Wayne were there for me, too. Wayne was happy to help with
lawn work and Pat collected the rent. Pat was one of those people who didn’t miss a thing that went on in
the neighborhood. She spent all day in her living room by her open front door. She’d call me with tales,
somewhat exaggerated but always true, about my tenants and kept me “in the loop” about what was going
on in my little “Peyton Place”.
“Hey Baggy, that guy ya just rented to says that his girlfriend gets out of prison in three months and
she’s movin’ in with him.”
“Ya know that woman in the house by the street? Well, she has six pit bulls!”
Pat, my caretaker and spy, whatever would I have done without her?
After five years, I sold the rental property. By that time, Wayne had been approved for disability, so
they were able to move to a small but nice subsidized apartment. I loved to visit with a bucket of
Kentucky Fried Chicken, and we would sit at Pat’s kitchen table or on their front porch, chatting away.
Wayne always had something new to show us that he had planted in his little flower bed, and Pat always
knew some juicy tidbit of local gossip. They were true friends.
Pat’s health went downhill rapidly. Her legs became so swollen she couldn’t walk. I begged her to
see a doctor, but they did not have health insurance. I found them a “pay what you can” clinic in the city,
but Pat refused to go because she didn’t think that Wayne was up to driving that far. She would go to a
local doctor when things got desperate, but no one was ever able to pinpoint exactly what she needed. A
hospital was totally out of the question because; they would have to pay money they did not have.
One morning in early fall, Pat did not wake up. She was rushed to a hospital and put on life support,
but after a few days it became apparent that she was gone. Wayne was devastated. She was his love and
his life.
At the small graveside service, Wayne cried and my husband and I hugged him. The minister, who
didn’t really know her, said a few words.

I knew Pat. She was a character and a loyal friend. She liked people. She loved her husband and
spent hours listening to the broadcasts on her police scanner so she would be the first to know what was
happening. Pat cooked big country meals and would always “tell it like it is”. If you were an idiot, she’d
say so in no uncertain terms. I miss her.
On Christmas morning at about 6:00AM, our phone rang. I grumbled as I turned over and tried to
answer it in the dark. It slipped out of my hand and I lost the call. It instantly rang again, and I answered.
Click. They hung up. Five minutes later, it again rang, I answered, there was silence, and then they hung
up. By this time, I was awake and had the sense to use *69. I didn’t immediately recognize the number,
but I called back anyhow to find out who was waking us up so early on a holiday morning. A recording
began, “Hello, this is Pat. We’re not home, so please leave a message.” I was stunned. I knew that
Wayne had given up the phone because he didn’t need it. I guess that the logical answer is that someone
got a used cell phone for Christmas, and the old numbers had not been deleted. Who knows? However, I
like to think that it was my old friend’s way of saying, “Hey Baggy A__, I’m OK. Have a good one!”
There are many people in the same boat as Pat. They have no health insurance and can’t afford to see
a doctor or go to a hospital. In this great country of ours, that should NEVER happen.

My Secret Life as a Farmer

Melinda S. Maier
2 place winner in the 2010 Voices Short Story Contest
nd

“Mom, quit! You’re becoming an addict!” my daughter scolded me when she heard the all too
familiar tune coming from my computer.
“I’m just checking in for a second. I’ll be right off because I have laundry to do,” I replied sheepishly.
However, 45 minutes later, I was still planting sunflowers and milking goats. Real life was on hold so
that I could harvest my rice before it withered.
Such is life in Farmville, a virtual land where brown cows give chocolate milk, pink cows give
strawberry milk, and green alien cows produce milktonium. “ Farmers” visit their online spreads daily,
some (read “me”) several times a day, to try and earn virtual money and experience points by planting
crops, tending animals, and helping out on their “neighbors’” farms. The more pretend money and
experience you gain, the more extras you can buy. Who wouldn’t want a pink out house, crop circles,
blue hay bales, or ostrich topiary to adorn their barnyard?
Much like real life, the harder you work, the bigger your house and the more land you can own.
Unlike real life, your daily chores may include collecting ice cubes from your penguins or gathering
truffles from your pigs. No Farmville animal is ever slaughtered. Heck, this is supposed to be fun!
Instead, black cats are petted, ducks provide down, and horse hair is collected from our equine friends.
What is so attractive and engaging about Farmville that keeps me and 69,999 other players coming
back? It’s totally entertaining! You work your farm and help out your neighbors to the tune of the happy
Farmville song and a cacophony of moos, baas, clucks and whinnies, all the while watching your coin and
experience meters go up, up, up. But it does take planning and skill. What if you are going to be away
from a computer for a weekend? You’d probably choose to plant watermelons because they take 4 days
to mature, otherwise you might come home and find your crops all withered and the virtual coins you
sunk into them lost! In Farmville, crops mature quickly, some in only a few hours.
There are tools for making animal care a breeze, too. For instance, you can purchase a chicken house
which will hold 20 chickens, and, presto, one click will collect all the eggs at once! One of them may
even produce a coveted golden egg with a surprise inside! Similarly, there is a dairy barn for 20 cows.
One click and they are all milked in a jiffy, saving you from the drudgery of having to click on each
individual cow. (I can’t help but think of my childhood friend who grew up on a dairy farm and arose at
5AM each day to head for the milking barn.)
I love my “neighbors!” You invite your Facebook friends to play Farmville and then get them to sign
on as your “neighbors” so that they can visit your farm and scare away crows, fertilize your crops, and
clear weeds. No heavy fertilizer bags or sickles necessary, just your trusty computer mouse!

Some of my friends (the ones who haven’t experienced the joys of virtual farming) tell me that I have
way too much time on my hands. I disagree. It is an addiction of sorts, but it is amusing and gets you
interacting with your “farmer friends”. There is just something satisfying about having all your crops
harvested, your cows milked, and a bull in with the heifers so that you will have baby cows for your
neighbors to adopt. It’s just plain FUN!
Oops, gotta go. My husband is home.
“Dinner? Let’s order pizza. It’s been a busy day.” (Moo, baaaaaa, quack, gobble…)

Mamaw’s Ring
Beth Survant
3rd place winner in the 2010 Voices Short Story Contest
I recall taking my grandmother’s ring to the jeweler’s to ask if it could be sized. He said yes, it
could be sized and gave me an estimate about its value. The jeweler only accounted for half of the
equation when he gave that figure. He couldn’t know that the ring was infinitely precious, a tangible link
to a loved one who was gone.
I look at it now and see the delicate, glittering face, nine tiny diamonds shining in a setting of
white gold. Eight swirl in an oval, while the ninth rests in the center, reminding me of a flower. It is
physically beautiful, but I see so much more.
I see myself at twelve, bouncing with excitement at getting my first real diamond ring, a birthday
present passed down from my grandmother. She and I were as close as was possible, considering we
lived so far apart and saw each other maybe once a year. I remember writing long letters back and forth in
the meantime. I see myself at sixteen, so happy that my grandparents flew out to visit for my birthday.
That was the last time I saw Mamaw alive. I remember my grief at Mamaw’s unexpected death. I lost a
grandmother and a friend. I wore the ring on a chain around my neck when we flew to Colorado for the
funeral (it was too small for my finger by then).
Aside from a few of her letters, this is my only memento of her. When I am afraid that my
memories grow dim, I look at Mamaw’s ring, and hear her drawling Texan accent, smell her perfume, and
see her face in my mind. The jeweler didn’t know . . . I wanted to ask,” Can you put a price on memory?
Or give an estimate about love?”

A Loss Too Great

Dawn Barton

Although this was not her first funeral, this was her daddy she was about to view. Her eyes were
swollen and red, her blonde hair slightly tousled; her body trembled with fear as she approached the
casket.
At first sight, she maintained her composure, just a few hot tears streamed down her solemn face. They
had tucked his long chestnut brown hair, which sometimes formed corkscrew curls, behind his neck. With
unsteady hands, she made the adjustment, pulling his hair over his shoulders allowing it to show. The
tears now came harder, and her face grew hotter. Her body went from minor trembling to uncontrollable
shaking, her legs felt as if they were made of wet noodles. It now looked more like him, like her daddy
she loved so much.
She could feel the love swell in her heart to the point it felt as if it may burst. Then came the sadness;
however, this time it was blacker than she had ever known. As she continued to look, something was not
quite right. The tie, the vest, the jacket - all a deep burgundy color, this was not right. She suppressed the
nausea that rose from her stomach to her throat, and somehow found her voice. Although weak and
unsteady, her words came out, “That is not my daddy, and he doesn’t wear suits.”
There was one person, a beloved aunt whose heart was made of gold, which disagreed. Her milky
blue, bloodshot eyes looked as though they might pop out as she exclaimed, “The suit cannot be removed
and you told me that it was O.K. This is how our mother would have wanted it.”

The world around the little girl became wavy; nothing seemed to have a definitive shape. Her
head started to spin; the black was eating away the outer edges of her vision. A loving arm slipped
around her waist and a strong shoulder to bury her face in was quickly offered; she had barely escaped
fainting. With renewed strength, caused by a tsunami of emotions, she was able to muster the words once
again, “That’s not my daddy. That is NOT my daddy!”
The uncle who had lent the much-needed comfort of his embrace, who was also the patriarch of
the family, being the oldest of eight; took control of the situation. He told the little girl, “Whatever you
want is what you will get; this is your daddy. If you want him buried in a T-shirt and Levis that is what he
will wear.” As the uncle pulled his wallet out, the little girl stopped him. She felt so grateful for his
gesture and everyone’s support, as by this time the majority of the immediate family had gathered around.
“No”, she stated. “Although, my daddy did always wear t-shirts with the sleeves cut out, and Levis with
tennis shoes, if you could just take off the tie, vest, jacket and undo the first couple of buttons. That would
look like my daddy.” Able to breathe again, the world regained its shape. Although it did not extinguish
the pain, the little girl was able to face the epic heartbreak of losing her father.

Poetry
The Writing Process

Beth Survant
1 place winner in the 2010 Voices Poetry Contest
st

Racking my brain
Till I felt a pain
I needed to write something heuristic
How in the world could I do something realistic?
A process, in contrast, starting off with a cause
While writing ideas I needed to pause
I was starting to panic – wait that was step one
I’m sure I’ve got here something second to none
Now I need a thesis
How about a cool quote with statistics on sneezes?
That’s something to grab your attention
I’ll just hope you won’t notice it’s only a mention
How can I stretch this to three to five pages?
I’ve already been working for what feels like ages
I was on a roll till my brain chose to freeze
What can I do to make writer’s block ease?
I’ll stop to think of something instead
That’s sure to start stuff tumbling out of my head
Now, what was I doing a minute ago?
Ah yes – I was explaining the name of the snow
Good old “Puddin’ Tame, ask me again and I’ll tell you the same”
I need a transition that doesn’t sound lame
“However,” “in addition,” “in the same way”
This is becoming quite the essay
I’m sure I deserve a passing grade
Just look at all the effort I’ve made

Valinor
Beth Survant
2nd place winner in the 2010 Voices Poetry Contest
I walk tonight along the beach
Tantalizing waves just out of reach
Soft sand gleams in the light of the moon
The rhythm of the water a soothing tune
Something glitters along the shore
A priceless jewel – wait there’s more
Scattered with abandon on the pale sand
Pearls, opals, and diamonds on either hand
Everything shines, glitters, and gleams
In the soft radiance of the moonbeams
A still, perfect night to wander alone
Solitary footprints heading towards home

Magic
3

rd

Carolyn Strassell
place winner in the 2010 Voices Poetry Contest

A page of cream that is clean and fresh.
A pen that has elegance that none can match.
Ink in a jar, it’s black as night.
This is where magic has its start.
The pen I will dip into the jar,
And to the page I take it
I’m not sure how far.
A magic I will now weave,
Across the blank page.
This journey taken by many before, I will now take today.
I might take you across the sea,
In a ship with sails,
Or into the jungle deep,
To find ancient stones that will speak.
Where ever I take you,
I hope this magic you find.
What was once a blank page is now magic frozen in time.

Hall Ways
Pssst. . .

Bonnie J. Speeg

out there, in the Hall;

Gosh, is that you, Alan?
For an instant, I thought I saw you—
turning the corner; your back at a distance.
Maybe it was the all familiar Dockers and plaid shirt
suggesting your presence.

Yet a subtle offering unfulfilled
because it’s winter now,
and it’s the underside of the summer of your turning point.
The sweet, green grass of
that hot day of your final lesson
has been rendered sparse, tired, and without color.
The Hall is just the right place (and name)
to imagine I see you.
Walking down a corridor on campus,
I’d sometimes hear your voice travel
from the classroom.
Your tone lending texture to those Power Points.
In class, you were our messenger for all millennium;
steering us from the Old World to the New.
Civilizations and human episodes
falling one on top of another beneath your words.
A tutorial compass;
navigating the seas of knowledge.
No one could mistake your passion
of history and learning as anything
less than your highest calling.
The French Revolution exploded into reality.
A student recovered her father in Pacific seas of combat;
your history class was real.
An ardent staff member
and submarine veteran confided
he would listen in on your WWII classes
from the Hall. You talked of tanks—ships—and sad wars.
The staff member said he always wanted to sit in,
he said you had it just right.
True to your nature,
you didn’t think to mention
your trip to France on our semester break.
Instead, your photos of Dunkirk
marked the visit for us.
Your faith trickled out along with those pictures.
In the fields at Dunkirk
the sea of luminous, white crosses
sweep toward the green horizon.
Right there in history class
you gift us with images of on into eternity—
A place you would become one with far too soon.
Our assignment is to remember.

Gone

Dawn Barton

He took everything,
He took my heart.
Promising everything,
Never to part.
I am true,
Is what he told.
My love for you,
Will never grow old.
One day came,
And my world shattered.
It couldn’t be the same,
Nothing else mattered.
It came and it went,
Time crawled by.
I use this pen to vent,
And my pillow to cry.

Pandora’s Box

Theresa A. Meyer

I didn’t want to open up Pandora’s Box
Holding my life secrets within
I didn’t want to take a trip down memory lane
I know where I have been
But you couldn’t let it go when I built my walls
“It’s not healthy,” you would say
I trusted you to know my truths
And you shattered that trust today
Pandora’s Box detonating
Stereophonic resonating
The wall I built, blown to pieces
Nothing left but to sift the ashes
Searching in vain for solid ground
Broken pieces are all I found
It was tough getting up after that fall
But piece by piece, I’ve rebuilt my wall

Where I’m From

Harry M. Bonapfel Jr

I am from the farm.
From raising our food and canning our tomatoes.
I am from the warm house that smells of food and having someone watching over you.
From having fun, too having none, just to make sure it was true.
I am from the grape vine, a generation of many generations.
The vines that flow in many directions, but still remain connect.
I’m from being there when you need me,
And working hard until I am done.

From a soft mother and a hard father.
I’m from the get up and get it done, and you are not the only one.
From if you had to shovel that snow and how far they had to walk just to say hello.
I’m from praying on the rain so the crops will grow,
To asking God why they had to go.
I’m from the hills of Kentucky, and the land that made us feel lucky.
Turkey for Thanks giving and ham for Christmas day, when we all come to say “Hey!”
From Uncle Joe saying ho, ho, ho, as he plays Claus, knowing that his belly of pillows is sure to fall.
The little girl Kayla, who sits with her eye’s so wide,
That is where our future lies.
From the root of the grape vine she will know in time.
As we sit on this farm, we all know we must carry this on.
From beginning to end, Kayla will do it all over again.

Fallacious Love

Lee Ann Bridge

At the age of 16, I found the love of my life
Over the years so much has changed
So many twists and turns
But the love has remained
We started off slowly
On weekends we’d meet
Soon you were always there
You made me feel complete
The next two years were spent together
Through regret, hate and shame
Knowing I wanted to leave
You showed true love through pain
That one second of pain gave me hours of ecstasy
“Together Forever”
Words whispered
Complete devotion as you entered me
A slave to your love
We stayed together for years
So many times I tried to leave
Always crawling back in tears
Too late I realized you weren’t the one
Loving you, I lost it all
Ten years just existing
Continuously building up my wall
Hitting bottom again
I hope this ones the last
All alone with nothing to show
26 years gone by so fast
Leaving you won’t be easy
But I’m tired of living to die
Finally admitting I’m powerless over you
I’m ready to say Goodbye

Valentine (A Poem to Jody Lynn)

Tommy L. Chaffin

This world can be a magical place, but if I am scared will I be safe - with you?
You are big and I am small, will you catch me if I fall - can you?
Which way to turn I do not know, please guide my step, what path to go - with you?
If I get lost along the way, will you search for me both night and day - will you?
My heart is broken and on the mend, will you always be my friend - can you?
When life puts us to the test, can I be the one that you love best - will you?
Seasons change the forest wide; will you make us say good-bye - will you?
Walk with me, take my hand, when troubles come I will understand - will you?
If I shed a tear when I am alone, can you comfort me; will you come home - will you?
When there comes a rainy day, can I depend on you to stay - will you?
If my voice is faint and weak, will you listen close to hear me speak - can you?
Hold me close always, be there, if I give you my love and care - will you?
Even when the world is wrong, in your arms is where I belong - with you!
A promise made, a secret told, please be mine, can I grow old - with you?
If you put your trust in me, I will be gentle as can be - with you!
Will you be my Valentine if I let my love light shine - on you?

Time (A Poem to Jody Lynn)

Tommy L. Chaffin

Time changes everything, it heals our hearts, and it soothes our pains.
It gives us a chance to better our lives, to right our wrongs, to laugh, and to cry.
Chances to live, to love, have our children, and dream.
Chances to stumble fall and fail, to learn what life means.
We can live in the dark and torture our soul.
Or we can walk in the light, face our fears, fight our demons and grow.
Time has also changed my love for you.
Through our ecstasies and our tragedies, my love grew.
I choose to open my eyes, seek the truth, to explore.
To understand, to forgive, to show you unconditional love, and much more.
I am sorry for my selfishness, my arrogance, my pride.
I offer you my broken heart, in all its weakness, with nothing to hide.
I will not let you down, I will prove, you will see, that I have used time to find the right road.
I hope it is not too late for us, for "for always and forever" and "to have and to hold"
With tears of joy, hope and faith I pray,
Time gives us the chance to love each other’s hurt away.

Until I Was a Mom

Dawn Barton

Until I was a mom, I never knew love,
I never knew the joy of watching someone grow,
I never knew the harmony of pots and pans, fast and slow.
I never knew the love of a goodnight hug,
I never knew the pride of watching someone smash a bug.
Until I was a mom, I never knew love,
I never knew the sacrifice of time and sleep,
I never knew the pain I could feel and tears I could weep.
I never knew you could feel the pain in someone else’s eyes,

I never knew the disappointment of the rain in the skies.
Until I was a mom, I never knew love,
I never knew the joy of worms and dirt,
I never knew the battles of stains on a shirt.
I never knew the importance of a bedtime story,
I never knew having a son would bring such glory.
Until I was a mom, I never knew love.

Transformation

Shelly B. Cooke

Transformation is …….
Like the creation of a butterfly
Like the phasing of the moon in the night sky
The rebirth of spirit
Taking a hold of your life ship and actually steering it
Having the courage to continue to become better
Belief in forever
Completing a beautiful story
Achieving your own glory
Inspiration for you and me
It is living proof for all to see
Something greater than ourselves exist
Life can be true bliss
The sun shining after the rain
Sometimes walking through pain
Knowing we are never alone
Realizing if we only ask we will always be shown
Listening to the still small voice inside
Knowing God is right by our side
Simply the knowing that all formation is….
Designed for transformation.

Rows of Stones
Tabetha D. Currier
You were once of flesh
Warm and true
I feel your hand
Today as I talk to you
I stand amidst rows of stones
At yours I kneel and pray
I see you in my sleep
Yet here you stay
A short life, so long ago
I barely remember
But your hair and your smile
Images and scents are imprinted forever
I turn and I go
Like so many times before
These rows of stones will grow
As I return until I am no more

Where Passion Lies

Aric J.Douglas

Moving forward in thought,
Putting the past in the dirt.
Striving for success in your mind,
Cleaning your heart won't hurt.
Understanding, obedience, knowing,
There's an action to every reaction,
There's a cause to every effect.
Living in this life you must,
Possess and use respect.
Passion is the feeling of,
The instant warming of your body.
The word used more than love,
And is the same as fiery.
Hardly ever gets looked up in the dictionary.
Passion you must have to succeed,
To believe, to need, to achieve.
Moving forward in thought,
Putting the past in the dirt.
You must have PASSION to LOVE
And in the end, it will work.

She, Who Walks With Us

Alexander K. Duvall

Nature.
The young woman who dwells deep within the red maple forests in autumn, simply to dip her delicate
feet in the cold, trickling streams that reside there.
The callow, smiling lady who stands atop every baronial mountain peak in winter, accepting each sharp
and frigid breeze; in exchange for the crisp, snow flurries that the pink skies carry.
The ageless little girl, who roams barefoot in meadows of soft grass and flourishing hyacinths in spring,
soaking up the brightest yellow rays that dawn sends before the morning stars dispel.
Such a cruel, nefarious deity she can be, justifying not a single action that she seems to commit out of
will. Though her fair, mischievous smile always enlightens us, her fury alone could always make us
cower and suffer.
She moves every sea, every stone, every tree and every blade of grass. She knows every beast and every
human mind personally, yet we know only of her repetitive occupation here on Earth, while we hold out
open hands to receive the spontaneous gifts that she grants to life.
She will continue to walk this world with us, until the very day that mortal existence comes to an end.

Teddy Bears

Patricia K. Emerson

I have a collection of teddy bears.
I still play with them at times,
Though I am 49 years old.
Teddy bears are some of the,
Most loveable creations of all time.
They are cute and cuddly,
And each has a personality all its own.

Some can sing.
Some can talk.
Some can only sit on a shelf.
Some keep me company,
And help me get to sleep.
That is why at my age,
I still play with teddy bears.

Oh How the Wind Does Blow

Debra S. Engel

Oh hear the sound,
The sound that she makes as she howls,
Challenging anyone or anything to go against her.
She will fight you with all she has.
But at other times,
She will cradle you softly whisper in your ear with sweet sounds all around you.
She has the power to move building and take out trees,
Yet still have the softness to embrace all who meet her.
She is to be feared by the force, which she carries with her.
In the winter,
How cruel and cold she can be,
Howling like nothing else needs to be heard,
Taking victims and showing them no mercy.
Yet she has the ability to be quite pleasant,
Gently embracing all who she passes along the way,
Kissing them softly,
As if they were the only one she cared about,
But her temperament can change quickly,
So that you can barely escape with your life.
Oh the lives she has claimed,
And yet with her gentleness,
You would find it hard to believe,
Many fishermen could tell you tale,
Of her wit and might,
And how they have met her head on,
Some were fortunate to live to tell of her story,
Others were lost at sea,
With no evidence of a crime ever committed.
As she would make no claim,
To any life snuffed out of its very existence.
Oh but her beauty and grace,
The way she moves like a dancer,
Waltzing on the dance floor,
With a plea of just one more time before we must go,
More chance to turn and twist and move about.
For soon all will be silent,
And no movement will be made.
She will wait until she’s called once again and once again,
She will claim her dignity,
All of nature will embrace her,

With the respect she deserves.
Oh how the wind does blow.

Nacre

Lauren A. Engel

I grasp at the dark and heavy stone
That weighs upon my soul.
The culmination of trials and transgressions
All my own to confront.
Listlessly my eyes search the
Forlorn terrain of the bay,
And the perception of fellowship
With one such as the Oyster
Vanquishes my solitary brooding.
Just as he conceals grains of sand beneath his placid lids,
Painfully cultivating them to rich unique beads,
I conceal my trials.
Growing them to Pearls of Wisdom.
Priceless tokens we can disclose to the world
Marking our defeat of one’s inner struggles.

Love Found, Not Lost

Tabetha D. Currier

To find is to look no more
This I found to be true
For I didn’t see you
Until hope was subdued
I held with all my might
As you did also
Love and lives entwined
As time became rushed and cumbersome
Embraces can be shortened
And kisses can turn scarce
But the flame is still kindled
In a love beyond compare
Though the world must turn
As we play our parts
Love is not lost
When it lives in our hearts

Never Ready To Say Goodbye

Arlenia D. Fritz

We’re never ready to say goodbye to someone we hold dear.
If it were up to us, Dad, we’d always keep you here.
However, God had plans of His own, that we can never know.
Now our arms are empty and our hearts are filled with tears and grief,
For who we loved each day, and we find those days were just too brief.
Yes if we could only see you, we’d know you’re happy there.
We would never call you back, when such joy you share.
So we’ll trust God’s great care and know somebody one more.

We’ll hold you to our hearts again when we reach heaven’s shore.
Dad, so many images come to mind whenever I speak your name.
It seems without you in my life, things have never been the same.
What happened to those lazy days when I was a child?
My life was consumed in yours and Mom’s love and smiles.
Dad, some days I hear your voice and I turn to see your face,
Yet in the turning, it seems the sound has been erased.
Dad, who will I turn to when life doesn’t make sense?
Who will be there to hold me close when the pieces just don’t fit?
Dad, if I could turn back the hands of time, and just once more hear your voice,
I’d tell you, out of all the Dads, you would be my choice.
Please always know I love you, and no one can take your place.
Years may come and years may go, but your memory will never be erased.
Today, God, as you are listening up above,
Would you go and find my dad and give him all my love?
I miss you, Daddy
Love, your daughter, Arlenia

A Bi-Polar Handbook

Brendan W. Grady

Obsessed with Genius
Over-grounded in word
Can't find the reasons
When all the things
Are
Absurd...
Over-grounded in genius
Obsessed with the absurd
All my thoughts around me
My friends tell me they're
Absurd...
The end is near....time flies

Samantha

Samantha A. Hall

Samantha, surely you are standing,
Amazing you have not fallen.
May feel the need to fight,
As you grow older, and life gets crazy.
Nothing can stop you,
Through the rough times in life.
Hang on and keep fighting!
As life gets even more crazy.

To Whom It May Concern

Theresa A. Meyer

I bumped my head on a cloud today
And it seems to have taken my memory away
Tapping down the hall with my white cane

Knowing I’m crazy pretending to be sane
Coyotes tracing restlessly in the night
Hummingbirds colliding in frantic flight
The buzz of a bee right near my face
As it savagely sets it’s stinger in place
I tripped on the pattern of the linoleum
Came up okay, but bruised my chin
I brushed myself off and was on my way
Did I tell you I bumped my head on a cloud today?

You Said You Had My Back!

Grace E. Hanser

You said you had my back.
You left me exposed.
You said you would call me back.
You never did.
I let you be the cloud over me.
I gave you my all.
I believed you.
You never took a look back.
You left me out in the cold.
Not a call, not an explanation,
You left me out in the cold.
I will not mourn again,
Do not look back.
Do not call me back
I am not here for your pain.
I may be old and gray,
Some day you too will have to find a new way.
I hope promises made will not be unfulfilled,
Words spoken to you, not be dark clouds.
This life I have is fragile,
You did not know,
I trusted you.
You broke my spirit,
You crushed my confidence,
You did not care, only about yourself.
Some day you to will be down this road.
You will wonder how it could be
You trusted someone,
They did not have your back,
They did not call you back.
Now I say to you,
I am not one person.
I am part of a family,
Did you know that?
Did you know you hurt them too?
This once happy person full of life is a crumpled heap.
They watch me suffer, crawling ever deeper within myself.
They whisper.

They watch.
They tiptoe around me.
They whisper, “ Is she ok”?
They watch with guarded glances.
They try to help.
I let you break my spirit, no more.
You will see,
I will emerge stronger full of life.
Ever vigilant of what I say.
I will have your back.
I will call you back.

What a Time

James Kolumba

Was it long ago?
We had a dangerous path we had to follow,
Preparations and experiments took less than ten years.
Along the way we shed many tears,
Finally the voyage started with such a great roar.
Such a sound it could not be ignored,
Three days came and went,
At last it was time for the big event.
Earth watched and for a short time we were all together,
Footprints on the moon lasting forever.

Time Flies Away

Beth Survant

Time flies away
Swift wings bear it
Three breaths and leaves are falling
A babe nestling in my arms - now
Walking, now running, away from me
Slipping through my fingers like a wisp of silk
Bright memories like a river of jewels
Precious times forever gone – still
Locked forever in my mind
Pulled out from the vault
Diving in – a sigh of contentment
The way the light fell across the floor
How my heart beat, as holding you closer
Dancing and twirling without a care in the world
Music joyfully wafting around us
Grins and giggles, laughs of delight
Suddenly – the door slams shut
Left alone in the dark with only a memory
Curling up alone, trying to breathe
My precious one gone, I love you so
Delight and agony all at once
Like a drink that quenches and burns

The blessing and curse of memory
Time flies away
Snow falls thickly
Will spring ever come again?
Everywhere – all I see – bare branches, dead things
Day will come again
I blink and the years pass
Like grains of sand
Inexorably falling
Trying to freeze time – ha
I might as well try to catch the wind

The Diner of Old’ Mr. McGreasly

Alexander K. Duvall

Beyond the pale stones, of cold Mountain Halls
Through the green waters, of Grizlebum Falls
Across the slate banks, where sweet waters Stream
Under the marble skies, where fu-gottles Dream
Left o’ the turnpike rests, Old’ Man TaHeasly
This marks the Fine Diner, Old’ Mr. McGreasly
Follow the Meebleberry bushes, on the cobblestone walk
And tip your hat to Old’ Man TaHeasly, as he awakens to talk
“I say,” he’ll grumble with the stroke of his beard
“The sorts o’ fare here may seem rather weird”
“Oh, but many o’ folk travel quite a distance to dine”
“They say that his wife’s cooking is so scrumptiously fine”
Open the glass door and witness in Delight
The furnishings here are way out o’ Sight.
Tall soft chairs and tables of black-cherry Oak
A great toasty chimney smelling o’ hickory smoke
Here, Mr. McGreasly holds such an array o’ food n’ drink
That if you look at his menu, you’ll need some time to think
You’ll see Stuffed Crab Pudding with Hot Chili Sauce
Along with Minced Pickle-Peppers over steamed Sour Straus
Try the Sweet Platter of Lemon-Fried Goose Legs
Or maybe the spicy assortment of Poached Dodo Eggs
Have you tasted the Blue Tray of Sour Plum Cakes?
And washed it down with a Hot Bottle o’ Jay Strakes?
Does the Hippo-Tuluff Club Sam’mich, come with the Red Sauce Soil?
Are the Sautéed Clam Streusels always simmered in Mick’s Mushroom Oil?
Maybe the House Special of Creamy Fish Pie
You get a bowl of Artichoke Soup if on Tuesdays you Buy
And after you’ve eaten and your tum-tums are Full
Old’ Mr. McGreasly will waddle over to your Stool
He’ll smile down at you with his big, warm-hearted Grin
A twinkle in his small eyes and a dimple in his fat Chin
“We’ve enjoyed your stay Sir and the same to your Spouse”
“Your company was so fine, that this meal’s on the House”

First and Last

Dennis M. Lovell

My Darling,
You are my first,
And my last.
The first thing on my mind
When I wake.
The last thought in my mind,
Before I go off to sleep.
My thoughts are deepened,
And raised every time I look
Into your deep blue eyes,
Where my thoughts float
Off to the clear blue sky.
You are in my thoughts always.
My thoughts run away,
With your shapely legs,
When they’re crossed,
And rubbing together seductively.
You are in my thoughts always.
Your beauty is so radiant,
So much that it lights up
Whatever room you glide into.
Your presence in a room is
Like a warm summer breeze,
So warm, so refreshing.
You are in my thoughts always,
The first thing on my mind,
When I wake.
The last thought in my mind,
Before I go off to sleep.

What I Saw Tonight

Beth Survant

Fading roses on the bush
Petals droop with dying blush
Furling up against the cold
Not many left and those are old
They were beautiful once, now
Only hints of what had been
Teasing at the back of my mind, how
Vibrant and lovely with dew as sheen
Perfect and shapely and a treat for your nose
Nothing compares to the scent of a rose
Shimmering like jewels in the light of the sun
Now on the same branch there’s only one
Sorrowful now for all that’s been lost
Mourning a remnant ravaged by frost

Older & Better

Melinda S. Maier

I’m over 50
And proud to be
In my 2nd
Half century!
With glasses perched
Upon my nose,
I start to read,
But then I doze.
Thinning hair
That’s graying fast.
No longer blond
Like in the past.
Failing vision,
Dimpled thighs,
Lines and creases
Near my eyes.
Insomnia strikes
Every night.
Sagging body,
Shrinking height.
The simplest things
I forget.
“Senior moments”
Give me a fit!
But one important
Thing is true.
My experience always
Gets me through.
“Older and wiser”
Is the truth!
I know so much more
Than in my youth.
…and that, my dear,
Is why I say,
I get older and better
Every day!

Keep On Living

Rose S. Menetrey

It hurts to Live, all because there is so much Pain to deal with
You may be fine one moment and suffer in Silence the Next.
You think people care but they really don’t; they’re just too busy with their own lives and families.
I just want One Person to Care.
I want Peace but this World and my Mind will just not allow it.
I am not an Anchor for myself.
I am not strong enough to Support Myself on my own.
This Depression is killing my Social Life.

My Physical Pain amounts to everything.
Sometimes I can’t feel my own Decrepit Body.
One Friend I no Longer have, One Friend I wish I had back again.
Why does my Life have to change so drastically and so Fast, but so slow?
The World will not stop just to ease my Troubled Mind.
The World Does Not Care that Much About Me.
I Do Not have a Friend in Christ either.
I Do Not Feel His Holy Presence.
This Disease He has given me has created the Biggest Void of all.
I am an Outsider to my own Family.
I try to Hide, but someone Always Finds Me.
And the One I want to find me is already occupied.
How am I supposed to have hoped if I feel there is no End to my Misery?
I have lost my Faith in my God and in myself.
I can’t find much to be Happy about. I need it to Stop-Soon!

These Hands

Beth Survant

These hands, now bent and aching
Are of surpassing beauty
These hands have held and comforted
Cooked and cleaned, washed and ironed
Fed, bathed, clothed growing little bodies
These hands worked tirelessly, without complaint
Gladly sacrificing to provide for others
These hands have scrubbed and scoured
Always with a quality beyond compare
These hands persevered through good times and bad
Clapping and cheering, or mopping a fevered brow
These hands have loved

Home

Theresa A. Meyer

I sit looking out my window
On this frigid wintery night.
Ice encases the streets.
They scream their stark nakedness
As the freezing rain beats down like death
A thin pane of glass separates me
From the barren, bone chilling cold.
Inside, a fire crackles in my fireplace
Its warmth permeates my soul.
I am home.
Some find the cold disconcerting
I am comforted by it.
Enveloped in my cocoon of fleece
I revel in the melodic symphony of the rain
By morning, my world will look like a menagerie of glass.

The Future

Carolyn Strassell

Hope,
Something you cannot see or touch,
Something that you hold on to,
When life's storms rage.
It is there for you
Urging you on
Toward tomorrow.

Queen of Opportunity

Charles A. Miller

She doesn’t know what she wants,
But she knows what she needs.
Unsure of what was meant,
If it wasn’t meant to be.
She loved, she learned.
My queen of opportunity.
She wandered through the city,
Avenues of unknown.
She knew how to get there,
But didn’t know where to go.
She loved, she learned.
My queen of opportunity.
Talking herself into positivity,
Her mind recalls the beautiful imagery.
It’s a sight for sore eyes.
Escape from her everyday commotion,
While drinking glasses of a lovesick potion.
Who is she supposed to be?
My queen of opportunity.

A Candle’s Sacrifice

Beth Survant

Tall and stately
Smooth and shapely
Only for the day
But when light turns gray
Shrunken and twisting
Popping and hissing
Diminishing beauty
Performing its duty
Not mindful of self
Providing light from table or shelf

Why?

Roberta S. Miller

I was told to never question God, but there are some questions that I want to know why…..
Why is there no cure for cancer?

Why did she die?
Why is there no cure for Aids?
Why did he live his lifestyle?
Why is hate in the dictionary?
Why do you hate me?
Why does racism still exist?
Why am I the minority?
Why did he leave me?
Why does it hurt?
Why did he touch her?
Why didn’t her mother care?
Why did she leave them in the house for days with no food, lights, or love?
Why didn’t she fight for them when they were taken away?
Why do people that love you hurt you?
Why do you treat all the wrong people right and all the right people wrong?
Why did the children from Haiti have to die?
Why didn’t they have a chance at life?
Why can’t we do more to help?
Why can’t we all come together?
Why?

Dad

Jennifer Noel

You were born to drive
You were born to ride
Fulfill your thrive
Till you reach the sky
Always picking a fight
But not always right
Kind and gentle man
Mature, Adventurous, Notorious
Father at heart
Grandparent by far
Still here with no fear
Remember who cares
Spread your wings
See who sings

My Boy

Rita K. Rednour

As he sits there
Playing with his toys
I watch in wonder
The magic of this little boy
He has taught me much
At his tender age of seven
The tenderness he touches
Deep down in my heart
Now as he sleeps
I kiss his cheek

As I watch in wonder
The love he has to give

Mom’s Crying

Belinda J. Runyon

Mom’s crying her and dad are fighting
I’ve got pillows over my head
While I’m in bed
Trying to get some sleep
All I do is weep
Wishing they wouldn’t carry on this way
All I can do is pray
Hoping they don’t hurt one another
I love my mother and my father too
But, I don’t know what I should do
I hate to see her cry
All I can do is stand by
For I’m just a little girl
Whose head’s in a whirl
Because her mom’s crying

Mirror of Memories

Rose S. Menetrey

I looked back and didn’t like what I saw.
It was the Mirror of Memories that reminded me.
That awful night when we fell away.
The friendship that we had so quickly, had ended so suddenly, in no words.
Since then I’ve looked for you wherever I could.
I haven’t found you until today.
I still never said “Hello!”
And we never really said, “Goodbye!”
We said it in an action, in one split second.
I wrote you a letter, but you gave me nothing in return of my kindness.
Since then I stopped trying to reach you with words.
But I never gave up Hope that maybe one day . . .
If I have to wait until the End of my Life I will.
You were once my Friend, remember?
I’ve seen you over the years, but never moved my lips to form the words.
My Heart jumps every time I see you.
My Eyes crack and my tears shattered like a glass mirror.
The Mirror of Memories is no Longer in view.
Destroyed my Wandering Dream.

Labor

Shirley E. Stivers

Last night we made love.
And today you are nowhere to be found.
Bigger and bigger my belly grows.
Oh! One last push yields a birth.
Real love grows in my heart with my baby cradled in my arms.

The Gift

Carolyn Strassell

The gift was not wrapped in ribbons or bows,
But treasure it held that only God knows.
It was not held in a box of any shape or size,
It is, in fact, too large to hold inside.
This gift, God gave to me,
I looked but did not see.
What was right in front of me,
God said “sit here at my feet”
And so I took my humble seat,
With voice so gentle He began to tell.
Of the thing, that this gift, so preciously held.
It holds great sorrow, it holds great pain
And yet without them it would know no fame.
It holds great joy, it holds great love,
These are the things that it is made of.
With joy in my eyes I began to understand,
The gift that God had given, the gift that man can’t.
“It is Life’s Journey” He said to me,
That is the gift I give to thee.
And then He reached out his hand and placed the gift
Within mine.
My Life’s Journey, a one of a kind.
Life’s Journey is full of so many things,
Joys, sorrows, laughter, love,
Hopes and dreams.
This gift He has given, to each of us our own
And with it He promised that we will never walk it alone.
The gift was not wrapped in ribbons or bows,
But treasure it held that only God knows.
It was not held in a box of any shape or size,
It is, in fact, too large to hold inside.
Life’s Journey is something that we all receive,
Something that we can share,
With each other, and a God that so deeply cares.

Shadows of My Mind

Rose S. Menetrey

The Shadows of my Mind keep dragging my Fears deeper into my Memory.
Subliminal Messages keep popping up everywhere I turn.
Can’t fight the Craze Inside my Head that beats down on my Sanity.
No one would believe me that the Voices in my Head are from those that I cannot see.
What’s my Connection to the world? Do I have a purpose?
Do I have a reason for living? (The way I do)
Can’t help but think that something has gone amiss in my Life, and I’ve never been able to find it.
I’m holding on to the False Hope of Salvation.
Assuming the Worst is always going to happen, there’s no room for Optimism.

Clutching to the Grief that keeps me captive in my own Body.
It’s like a Troubled Friend who needs your help, and you can’t look away.
Searching for a New Beginning to follow the End of a Despairing Life.
Happiness brings Joy to the World and Smiles to faces.
We must realize that True Happiness comes from within us with God’s Help.

Sunlight

Carolyn Strassell

Sunlight coming through,
Chasing away the darkness
Good defeats evil.

Aunt Grace
Theresa A. Meyer
As we drove up the dusty dirt road toward the weathered house
The sun was just beginning to peek above the mountaintops.
The crisp morning mountain air almost rendered me breathless
A soliloquy of memories flooded my brain.
I remembered the pungent odor of the century old wood stove
Mixed with whatever jams or preserves were being canned.
I went back in time to Aunt Grace playing her home made dulcimer
In the sweltering heat on the sagging, paint peeled porch.
The whole family used to sing the traditional mountain tunes.
The kids ran and frolicked in the front yard
Excited by the music or perhaps it was just the mountain air
Love resonated in those mountains.
While walking across the grass towards the house
My sneakers squeaked a maniacal tune from the morning dew.
When I got into the house, the warmth wrapped me in its bosom
I could smell the rich aroma of Chicory coffee.
Uncle Chuck was sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup
He was gazing out the coal streaked window at the dazzling sunrise.
I was home.
Nothing had changed
Yet, nothing was the same.
My mind violently snaps back to the present
And the reason I am here, we are burying aunt Grace today.

46 Adventures

Beth Survant

This time …
A world expands before my eyes
Dust and heat and desert sands
Exotic veils and flutes and bells
Far off distant exciting lands

Bright colors, aromatic smells
Tangy spices, fantastic patterns
Flying carpets, strangely twisted glowing lanterns
A genie, locked away uncounted years
Then suddenly “poof” all of it disappears
I open another book

She’s Gone, But Not Forgotten

Jimmy Combs

She’s gone but not forgotten, and I’m at home here, all alone.
It used to be the place we shared, the place that we called home.
I spray some of her perfume, at night when I lay down,
The lights are off, the day is done, but still, she’s not around.
I toss and turn and think of her, out there so all alone,
She’s in the same predicament as me, but she won’t cry, and roam.
I sit up on the edge of the bed, my eyes all filled with tears,
I thought I heard her voice just now, and wish that she were here.
I dress and yawn and grab my hat, a few minutes after four,
It's dark and cold and wet outside, but what’s a husband for?
The drive is long and lonely, but I don’t mind the trip,
I pull into the parking lot, turn the key, and bite my lip.
Just a short walk to be with her, and again stand at her side,
I pray and cry and wipe my face, I miss my precious bride.
Yes, she’s gone, but not forgotten, and we’re together, all alone.
We’ve shared the dawn so many times, I feel like I belong.
So for now I’ll have to make the drive, when it’s all too much to bear,
But one day, I’ll take that final ride, and eternity we’ll both share.

A Coal Miner’s Song

Carolyn Strassell

A coal miner’s song,
Sung for so long.
Its day is now long past,
I will now take you back, to the shadows it once cast.
With pick and shovel in hand,
Into the mountain they descend,
Into the place where boys become men.
As they worked they sang,
To bring light into dark,
To make them merry and lighten their hearts.
Their faces covered with the mine’s black coal.
Pick up their buckets,
Pick up their pails,
The whistle’s shrill cry, bade them goodbye.
They carried back with them to their homes,
The voices of a coal miner’s song.

Fragments

Beth Survant

The armies approach in glittering array
With a shout they charge into the fray
Strong men of valor perform epic deeds
Astride their noble steeds
For days the drawn out battle rages
To describe it all would take pages
A gleaming sword of deadly intent
Inspiring many a widow’s lament
It has a proud history passed thro’ the ages
Becoming a character in the tales of the sages
Used by a warrior who fights not for fame
He fights solely a treasure to reclaim
A marvelous chalice of magical powers
Stolen from his family’s towers
Final combat on a green hill
His lethal sword thirsting to kill
Trading many a strong blow
His enemy presses hard, tho’
Suddenly his incomparable blade
Connects, and the other’s life begins to fade
The dying foe swiftly confesses
His undying love for a girl with gold tresses
The warrior asks about the cup
Too late – his foe’s spirit flies up
The weary warrior stops to rest
Under a tree’s shade he thought best
Thick ancient branches of an old oak
As he sank down the warrior spoke . . .
“Time to get up – you’re late!”
I bemoaned the cruel tricks of fate
The dream was vivid and real
I should write it to recapture the feel
I can feel it start to slip away
There was something about
A cup, a sword, a tree, and a green hill

The Time for Grief is Coming
The time for grief is coming,
And you can’t run and hide,
The one you’ve loved for so very long,
Is going to leave your side.
The Bible tells us death will come,
Like a thief in the middle of the night.
From experience, I know this is true,
But that doesn’t make it right.
The one time you should have paid attention,
To the signs that come and go,

Jimmy Combs

Will haunt you for eternity,
Or at least, until you go.
One night, they’re here, and then they’re gone,
Like the moon that glows above,
But they never leave your memory,
Or die without your love.

Writing Poetry

Beth Survant

Wrangling unruly thoughts
Redoing work again and again
Imagining something worthwhile
Trying to fit words on a single page
Inscribing ideas in black and white
Noticing the details
Growing and stretching our minds
Pieces of our minds
On stark white paper
Existing only in our minds, now
Tethered to reality by pen and ink
Revealed so all can see
Your innermost thoughts

Oh!!! Dear Dreams

Josh W. Taylor

I hate you
You make me oh so confuse
When the love I feel is never expressed
I hate the way you look at me when I’m never around
I hate those stares that make me crawl in my mind
I hate the way you stare into my thoughts
But I do love the way you treat me
You make me laugh
You make me cry
Though out the night
The stars at night shine brighter
When I’m in your world
I use you to breath in both worlds
From this one to the next
Sometimes throughout the day
I think of you
Then I begin to miss you
Oh dear dreams
Why do we only meet once a night?
Last but not least
I can’t wait to see you again tonight at 10
Before I go
Let’s make tonight memorable
Even for the soul.

My Mind Wanders

Theresa C. Wiehoff

I let my mind wander today,
Choosing of paths that I have never traveled before,
Letting go of my troubles as my mind,
Begins to soar.
I let my mind wander today,
High above the clouds, until I found myself reaching for my star,
Inspiring myself to set my life’s ambitions high, never settling for second best,
Nor giving up on sites too far.
I let my mind wander today,
Deep into the darkness of night,
Releasing all my fears,
Finding my inner courage has never felt so right.
I let my mind wander today,
Taking lead in a dance with thoughts and feelings,
Once considered forbidden,
Empowering myself to break through that glass ceiling.
I let my mind wander today,
Throwing caution to the wind,
I dare to try a different point of view,
So I could discover who I am truly within.

Nancy

Melissa Fry

Her abstractness floats
high above my grasp
I can’t comprehend
her pauses and stops
too much rushes in to fill
the voids
I can’t handle silences
I want to complete her sentences
categorize her thoughts
in neat little blocks
when what I should
really do is
listen.

Confessions and Realizations
No, life has not turned out
As I had expected
My dreams and wishes
They don’t seem to exist
Once I knew what I wanted
And knew who I’d be
Only now, it seems
I may have lost me

Tabetha D. Currier

Days and nights
Like water and rain
Blend together
And are carried away
And just like a lost friend
I can’t get them back again
But what is this I see?
A shred of hope or light maybe?
Suddenly I realize
That time is never wasted
Rather a gift given
With no real expiration, no return receipt
Time becomes what we have made of it
And what we have seen
No, life has not turned out
As I had expected
But it’s not over yet
Dreams and wishes
And obligations can coexist
If I truly believe
One can only know what they want
When they have seen what they don’t
Can only know who they will be
When they have seen who they aren’t
And now it seems
I never lost me
Only thought I couldn’t be found
But you can’t find yourself
Until you learn how

Dusting My Dreams Off
He takes me by the hand, leading me gently
Taking me to a place I try not to see
Whispering, “Look again.”
An old locked chest in the attic of my mind
The place where my old dreams went to die
The lid creaks
I protest -“Not again.”
This is a graveyard, full of failure and despair
He says “Look again, my child, I’m here.”
Resigned, I sift through the dusty pile
I pick one up – “I remember this.” - I say
Every little girl’s dream – to be a ballerina
I sigh – remembering how it came to be here
Illness and injury, the passage of time
The dream deferred and laid aside
The pain has dulled, this one doesn’t hurt
But there’s more, deeper in the pile
Petulant, I say again “I don’t want to do this.”

Beth Survant

God says “Look again.”
This time it hurts
This dream took longer to die
I remember how it hurt when it happened
I wanted to be a writer
I remember now, I’d almost succeeded in forgetting
The angry edge of almost crying
As I tore up or deleted my foolish young stories
I remember what I thought …
“You’re stupid.” “You’re silly.”
“How embarrassing.”
“These will never amount to anything.”
God says “That one.”
I protest, “No, I’m no good; I’ll make a fool of myself.”
He says “I looked foolish too.”
Abruptly I shut my mouth
If He could endure rough wood and nails …
How can I not tackle a pen and ink?
I lift it out slowly, and dust my dream off

Creative Non-Fiction
So This Is The Terrible Two’s

LeeAnn Bridge
1 place winner in the 2010 Voices Creative Non Fiction Contest
st

So this is the terrible two’s. We sit diagonally across from each other at the dinner table, her eyes
locked on mine in a rebellious glare. Ally is 30 months old, still a baby by all definition. I am 29 years
old, but her look of utter defiance has me feeling like an unsure child pretending to be mommy in a game
of “House.”
The chubby fingers of Ally’s right hand are entangled in the mass of cold spaghetti I put before
her about thirty minutes ago. A single spaghetti noodle has wrapped around her wrist and hangs off her
forearm. There is a crusty pink smear on her arm that looks like a scar that has yet to heal.
Ally’s left hand rests ever so gently on the top of her head. Gobs of red sauce slide down over her
plump left cheek as if she were the victim of some freakish kitchen calamity. Rubbery noodles intertwined with baby fine strands of brown hair and sprinklings of grated parmesan have tumbled over her
smooth forehead and down her nose like an edible avalanche.
In spite of all the effort I have put forth to make a hot, nutritious meal for the two of us, she blatantly
refuses to eat. Having slaved over a hot stove after a long, grueling day of school, work, homework and
housework, I want nothing more than to relax and enjoy my dinner. I can feel the stress of the day settle
down onto my shoulders like an iron shawl, as my frustration with Ally swells.
At Ally’s young age, I should not expect her to understand the hurdles I overcome on a daily
basis, yet I sit here arguing with her to “just sit still and take another bite.” I close my eyes for a brief
moment to regain composure and open them to take in the mess that has accumulated on the floor all
around her. I sigh and decide this is one of those instances where I need to pick my battles.
As I scoop her up from the dinner table, she wraps her grubby arms around my neck and plants a
sloppy kiss on my cheek. Even though there is a look of triumph in her big blue eyes, my exasperation
has melted away. I realize it is moments like this I will miss the most as I watch my baby girl forge
through these terrible twos and blossom into a beautiful little lady.

The Letter

Michelle M. Class
2nd place winner in the 2010 Voices Creative Non Fiction Contest
As I unfastened my wallet, I saw it, not all of it, just the corner but it was just enough to make me
beam; reminding me of the day it was ever so gently placed in my hand. Memories flooded my mind of
that day, the sorrow I felt as I was facing so many new challenges and feeling unprepared for them. “How
could he have done this?” and “What am I to do with the house? Can I keep it? Should I keep it?” were
just some of the questions racing through my mind that needed answering. As weariness draped over me
like a veil, I walked through the door from yet another meeting with the funeral director, that’s when I
saw them, peering out from around the corner, big blue eyes speaking to me, asking me to invite them
into an embrace. I threw open my arms inviting her to come. As I kissed her cheek and squeezed her tight,
the eyes of my daughter danced with joy as she slowly revealed a pink piece of stationery. She ever so
gently placed it in my hand, and her eyes started to well with anticipation. She watched me carefully open
it, as if it were an old literary masterpiece that had been lost for centuries and I was the one privileged
enough to read it. The carefully chosen words of the letter were written in several lines with peaks and
valleys resembling a mountain, bringing tears of joy to my eyes. They reminded me that I was loved
beyond measure and that life would have joy in it again. The weariness melted away like the snow when
springtime has come, and I knew that no matter what challenges lay ahead, I would meet them with the
love of my daughter in my heart. “Your total comes to…” were the words being used by reality to reel me
back from where I had been, though the grin never left my face.
I stepped into my car having finished the grocery shopping, I opened my wallet one more time to
read the letter written almost ten years earlier. The same tears of joy rolled down my cheeks once again.
How far we have come as a family I pondered, the very challenges I thought were going to destroy us,
united us and maybe I would not remember that quite so vividly if I did not have the letter to remind me.
In addition, although I could live without the letter my daughter wrote all those years ago, I would never
want to, for in that letter holds the hope of ever-present joy in the midst of great sorrow.

To My Son, With Love

Ryan Kinman
3rd place winner in the 2010 Voices Creative Non Fiction Contest
A small boy was laying in his crib sound asleep. He looked like an angel with a bright, yellow
halo glowing brightly over his sleek, brown hair. His little arm lay lightly over a black and white penguin,
legs crossed like a little Indian man. His butt was raised high in the air and his face down in the covers.
One pant leg was high up on his thigh and the other was at the start of his ankle. His white t-shirt was
rolled up his smooth back. One tiny, white sock lay over to the far left of his wooden crib. The other was
falling off his foot.
He was so silent; his stomach moved slowly up and down with each breath. His mouth moved
slightly with the motion of sucking a bottle. Those perfect proportioned lips looked dry and rough where
his mouth needed moisture.
The noise from the fish tank woke him. His little body raised up to grip the side of the crib. His
small, chubby fingers clenched tight so he could keep his balance. His perfect mouth opened wide for a
yawn and made that cute sound of relief. His eyes opened abruptly; he had red rings around them. As they
moved all around the room looking for anyone to comfort him, the big blue color of his eyes shined with
a beautiful, shimmering sparkle. One side of his hair was sticking up in each direction and the other side
was wet and matted to his head with a faint, sweaty smell. His smile showed his four tiny white teeth, two
on the bottom and two on the top. The rest of his gums were thick and pink. They were swollen on both
sides with white spots on them where the rest of his teeth would break through at the proper time. Drool
fell on the dimple that was placed right in the middle of his chin.

His smile disappeared slowly. He started to cry louder and louder. The sound became more and
more high pitched like an opera singer just finishing her last song to impress a tough crowd. The tears fell
like rain drops falling from a dark blue sky. The look on his face would melt a heart. He scrunched his
nose up and began to breathe hard letting the sound of a stuffy nose fill the room. He started to become
impatient, moved around to the other side of the crib, and tilted his rounded head to the side to see if he
could get a glimpse of someone coming to the rescue. The look of disappointment now took over his
sweet and innocent face. He began to look down and noticed that the small penguin was the only one in
the room that he could see. He pulled the penguin close to his chest and smiled a little. He looked at the
stuffed animal and the comfort started to overcome his reddish face. His body sat at the end of the crib
looked so small compared to the rails of his bed. He reached over for the half-empty bottle of milk in the
corner of his bed. The white liquid started to drip out on his red sheets causing dark circles. He fumbled
around with the nipple to get it to his mouth.
The smell of urine started to fill the room. His diaper was starting to swell underneath his blue
and grey pants. The emblem of the scruffy dog on the right side of his fleecy pants began to get wet. The
diaper fell below his waist revealing a perfect, straight line where it appeared to be the start of his bubble
butt. He made slight giggles while he played with the penguin waiting patiently for his mother to come to
the rescue. He lit up when she walked into the room to hug and kiss him. He dropped the penguin in an
instant and had a mile wide smile on his face. He knew just how loved he really was.
His laughter puts smiles on faces. The sound is so light and sweet. He looks like a baby doll so beautiful,
so innocent. Some say he is a tiny, little man. Others say he is an angel. However, he is a miracle, a tiny
gift from God. He is the perfect child that every family wants.

In Desperate Need of a Backup

Dawn Barton

Could you imagine having a child and not knowing how to feed him? Well it happened to me;
and although it is funny in hindsight, I remember the feelings of inadequacy over taking me. I felt totally
helpless, and dare I say: like a bad mom.
I had known before my child was even conceived that I was going to breastfeed. I had been
nursed and for 23 years heard how important breastfeeding was to your baby’s growth and development.
When I found out that I was pregnant, I was petrified! I knew nothing about infants; I was the
baby of my family. Sure, I had babysat, but never a child younger than eighteen months. What was I
going to do with this tiny baby that I knew nothing about?
Amazingly, there were no major mishaps in the first couple of months. Just your normal
exhausted mommy and tiny baby that demanded to eat every two hours. Actually, I was a few degrees
past being exhausted. You see, not only did my child eat every two hours; it took approximately thirty to
forty-five minutes to feed him. Since I had followed through with the decision to nurse, I was the only
one that could feed him. I was ready to put him on the bottle, but not ready for him to switch to formula.
I talked to my doctor, the pediatrician and purchased a double electric pump from a store that was
owned by a nurse and solely employed lactation consultants. I did everything by the book, made sure that
I was educated on the subject before taking this next step.
I pumped after each feeding, this seemed like fruitless efforts as I was only getting between ½
and ¾ ounce of milk each time. I spoke with all of the above-mentioned resources, and the response was
unanimous: your body will produce as much milk as you demand from it; it just takes a little time to
adjust. Also, I was instructed to try pumping in between feedings to let my body know that it needed to
produce more. Ok, that seemed easy enough. After all, they were licensed, credited experts, they knew
what they were talking about. That is what I believed until one of the most nerve racking days of my life.
Christian was fed and down for a nap. I had pumped directly after the feeding, waited an hour
and was ready to attempt my first in between pumping. Much to my amazement I got just over an ounce
of milk, my confidence in pumping had been restored! Then I heard it: a cry from the nursery.

I didn’t think anything of it at first. I went in and tended to him thinking he would go back to
sleep; unfortunately he had other ideas. He was hungry! I sat down to nurse my child; he nuzzled right
up and latched on, then, an angry cry. He couldn’t get any milk. So I tried the other breast, same results,
my body had not had time to produce more milk. Feelings of helplessness and anxiety set in. My child
was hungry and I couldn’t feed him. Tears began to streak down my face, my chest was tight and my
heart was racing. I grabbed the pacifier and tried to bide myself some time. My son was not having
anything to do with it; he was hungry and wanted to eat now!
I set him in the swing and went to the pantry. Although I did have a little bit of milk pumped, it
was frozen solid. I had been told not to defrost it in the microwave as this could destroy the vital
nutrients in breast milk. I had a can of formula in the pantry that had been given to me, but how do you
make formula? I frantically grabbed the phone and dialed my friend Sarah; she had a son who was a year
older than mine.
When she answered the phone I frantically started explaining my situation in between my sobs,
and my child’s hungry screams in the background. Consequently, she could not understand me. She told
me to step outside, take a deep breath then try to talk. I was finally able to get across what my dilemma
was.
With a little giggle (Really? She’s laughing? I couldn’t believe it), Sarah walked me through
making the bottle of formula and heating it. Taking the bottle out of the microwave I asked “Do you
really test it on your wrist, or is that just something they do on television?” Now, Sarah really laughed!
She explained to process of checking the temp on your wrist.
Alright, now I had a bottle to give my child, everything was going to be O.K. With Sarah still on
the phone, and tears still flowing down my cheeks, I sat down to give my son his first bottle. As soon as
the nipple of the bottle touched his lips, he quit crying and opened wide. But something wasn’t right. I
had bottle fed other babies before; I knew how to do that. So why was my child taking the entire nipple
in his mouth and wrapping his lips around the nipple ring? Before I was able to understand what was
going on, my child let out yet another ear piercing scream. What am I doing wrong? I began sobbing
again, and my words were incomprehensible. Sarah –still on the phone- was doing her best to calm me.
Just as I was about to throw the towel in and call my husband to come home from work, I looked
down and noticed wet rings on the front of my shirt. My body had finally produced more milk. I have
never been as relieved as I was at that moment.
The calm after the storm, a quiet happy, full baby. I on the other hand, had calmed down but was
not happy. How could I have let that happen? And why couldn’t he drink from the bottle? What was I
going to do?
I went to the store where I had purchased the pump to try to get answers to my questions.
Apparently, children are not born into this world knowing how to nurse or how to take a bottle. I was just
one of the lucky moms whose child took to nursing right away, so I had not learned this lesson
previously. Also, there are special nipples, much larger than the ones you generally see, that helps the
child transition from the breast to the bottle. You can bet I stocked up with a few of them! My child and
I were not going to go through this again!
Six years later I can look back and laugh. I completely understand why Sarah had found my
situation comical at the time. But an important lesson was taught to me that day: no matter how sure you
are of what you are doing, always have a backup plan. You never know when you might need it.

Life, With Regrets

Cathy D. Horton

Usually when people hear the word regret, they are instantly reminded of a time in their life when
they feel they have missed out on something. According to the Webster’s Dictionary, the word regret

has two meanings. The first meaning is to mourn the loss or death of something, to miss very
much, or to be very sorry for. The second meaning is to have sorrow aroused by circumstances
beyond one’s control or power to repair, an expression of distressing emotion.

I believe every individual has a story to tell about what they may regret in their lives. I
know I sure do. My story is about my father. I realized the true meaning of the word regret the
year that my father passed away and I had not spoken to him in five years. A lot of the reason
was that my mom and I did not get along. I felt it was best to just not go around them. I always
got along with my dad, but to spare feelings, I chose to stay away. I was also being spiteful. I had
a two year old son at the time. My family missed out on spending time with him because I
wouldn’t take him around them.
My dad had been sick for many years. He had a heart condition and had also gone blind. I
had heard from friends of my family through these five years that his health was getting worse
and that I should go see him. Instead, I let my pride stand in the way of clear thinking. Many
times, I thought about calling him or even stopping over to see him, but I did not.
I believe my eye-opening experience came on the morning of November 7, 2006. A
childhood friend (whose parents were friends of my parents) called me out of the blue at 3:30
am. She told me that I needed to go to the hospital. She explained to me that my dad had been
taken to the Grant County Hospital. He was not doing well and I needed to leave now and get
there immediately.
I remember stumbling through the house that morning, trying to get dressed as fast as I
could. It was a 35 minute drive from my house to the hospital. The drive there was a blur to me.
All I remember is begging God to keep him alive long enough for me to see him so I could tell
him how sorry I was for not being there for him. I felt that if I could just see him that everything
would be okay.
I had a lot of mixed emotions on my way to the hospital that morning because I knew all
of my family would be there and I had not spoken to any of them in five years. I wasn’t sure how
I would be treated when I arrived or if they would want me to be there in the first place. I’m sure
it seemed to them that I didn’t care, but that wasn’t true. Under the circumstances, I thought
things would be better this way. That we could all just go about our lives without arguing. I
could not have been more wrong.
My dad was afraid of death and in his time of need, I was not there for him. I don’t
believe he was afraid of the dying part as much as he was afraid of my mom not being taken care
of after he was gone. When I arrived at the hospital (which only took 20 minutes), the doctor had
just walked through the doors to tell my family that he couldn’t figure out how my dad was
holding on. The doctor stated that my dad was fighting very hard for some reason. He said that
several times the hospital staff had given up and stopped doing CPR when suddenly he would get
a pulse on his own.
The doctor asked my mom if all of the family had arrived. She told him that the daughter
they had been waiting on had just come in. At this time I didn’t know exactly what was going on
with my dad. I just knew I had to see him. I asked the doctor if I could go back with him to see
my dad, but he said I couldn’t because the staff was still working on him. He assured me that he
would let my dad know that I had arrived. The same doctor returned about eight minutes later to
tell us that my dad had passed. He explained to us that when he returned to my father’s room, he
told him that all his family was here and that his daughter had finally made it. The doctor said
that he seemed to relax at that point and then he died. I did not get to say goodbye or even tell
him that I loved him and was sorry about everything.
Guilt is a very hard pill to swallow. My father has been gone now for two years and not a
single day goes by that I do not think of him and feel regret and guilt. I can’t change what
happened, but I can’t seem to let it go either. A person truly doesn’t know how much people

mean, until they are gone. I don’t think I will ever be able to fully forgive myself for not picking
up the phone or stopping to see him at least once in the many times I had thought about it. I just
didn’t know what tomorrow had in store for me. If a person does not do what he or she is able to
do today, tomorrow might be too late.
Since that awful day, I now have a new outlook on life. I have learned to let the people I
care about in life know that I care about them. I have re-bonded with my mother and my siblings
and I speak to them every day to let them know I care. I could not live through the same thing
happening twice. I’ve learned that sometimes I have to be the bigger person. Regret is such a
hard thing to live with, because sometimes one can’t clear their conscience of it, especially if the
person is no longer there. One may have no closure and life is forever altered.
My advice to anyone out there who is stubborn or spiteful is to let it go while there is still
time. Things are never so bad that one can’t forgive; one may not forget but at least forgive. Life
is too short, and tomorrow one may not get the second chance to say they’re sorry or even
goodbye to the ones they love.

Bi-Polar Disorder: My Unbalanced Mind

Corinna M. McClain

“Mood Stabilizer?
I wish it would stabilize my mood. I have to keep a smile on my face but it's just a
facade, a mask if you will, so that all those people surrounding me can't see how truly messed up
I feel. I have to put a mask on so that they don't worry or they don't think I need to be
committed. I'm tired though. I'm tired of feeling selfish because I don't want to do it anymore.
I'm tired of feeling like crap, and keeping it in so that they don't suffer. He said I have nothing to
stress out about. Try living a day in my mind buddy. The meds they put me on do nothing but
calm me down. They don't make it go away, but I can't afford to be off work anymore, so I lie
about it. I'm not a liar though, so it's killing me to keep this secret. When I tried to talk to him
about it, of course he doesn't take it seriously, so that makes me doubt how much he says he
cares. I guess if I had someone who consistently felt as terribly as I do, I'd probably get tired of
it and just chalk it up to a bad day too. But I can't do it anymore. I don't want to hurt him, and I
know it's inevitable that I will give into it and just let go, so I may as well cut to the chase. At
least if he hates me, it won’t hurt him as much.
Then I have to think about my family. They know I'm not stable, so I would think they
would expect it. One person can only be so strong. I think that holding on as long as I have
shows strength, but by the same token I can't be strong all the time, and I need someone else to
be strong right now. I need someone else to take control of this before I completely lose the
small amount of control I have. I give up; I just can't do it anymore. I would hope that one day I
will obtain the happiness I seek. I have been told by some very wise people that only I control
my happiness and others merely can play a part in it, though they do not control it. I am a very
caring and nurturing person, so that doesn't hold entirely true to me. I try my best to make
everyone around me happy and bring goodness to their lives, to the demise of my own. I keep
saying, I can't do it anymore, and then I extend my hand once again to pick you up as you fall. I
really do need to stop it. I need to stop letting my heart control my life and use at least minimal
logic. I am completely miserable with my life due to my trying to make everyone else's lives
happy. I am burnt out, and though I have every intention of stopping this addictive behavior,
most likely, I will continue down this path of self destruction due to my belief that I am

undeserving of true happiness. What is one to do when one is self loathing as opposed to self
loving?
Living with bipolar disorder is difficult. It's difficult for the people who are bipolar, as
well as the family members and friends who watch their loved ones suffer endlessly, knowing
there is no cure, no end in sight. The lucky, find a medicine that controls the symptoms, and has
side effects they find bearable.
For the unlucky, well, the cycles of the disease are unbearable. The highs, or manic stage,
where there is endless energy, reckless decisions, sleepless days and nights, can feel so good.
Then come the lows, where nothing is good or right. The world seems like a dark place, where
all those reckless decisions catch up with you, and it seems you can do nothing right. The
medicines have made you gain weight, and you look in the mirror with disgust. You've lost a lot
of friends because they couldn't deal with the whirlwind that is your life. You're afraid to tell
people at work about your condition (that is if you're lucky enough to maintain employment),
because there is still a stigma to mental health issues. Then there are the suicides, or attempts at
suicide. Loved ones become afraid to answer the phone, for fear of the news on the other end.
There is no telling what stage of the disorder you'll be in at any given time, and so much of life
seems to pass you by.
Even as far as society has progressed with mental health issues, there are still those
people who say "you need to pick yourself up and knock this behavior off." They mean well, but
they don't have enough knowledge of the disorder to recognize it doesn't work that way. I
believe I can say with 100% accuracy, that there is not one person who suffers from bipolar, who
wouldn't give near anything in their life, to never suffer another day. If asked, no doubt 50% or
better would say they wish they'd never been born.
To those who have been fortunate enough to find the medicine that works well for you,
congratulations. You have accomplished a great feat. To those of you, who haven't, please keep
looking. There are constantly new medicines and behavior techniques to try. To the family
members and friends who emotionally support a loved one suffering this disease, kudos to you,
and stay strong. To the rest of you, who have little understanding or patience, I urge you to
educate yourself and become more sensitive to the difficulties. Thank your God, that you do not
suffer from this disease, because chances are, you know someone who does.
The Best Vacation I Have Never Been On
Shirley E. Stivers
As a single mom, spring break was a challenge. When Clint was 9 and Anthony was 5, I
decided to improvise to make up for our situation. I came up with an idea for the day.
One of our rooms had a brown carpet. We took the furniture out and I put some shells on
the floor. I brought lamps in with the lampshades off to brighten up the room. Next, I brought in
a radio, spread out some beach towels, and asked the boys to put on swim trunks and sunglasses.
They laughed and teased each other.
We lay on the towels as the radio played a few songs. It was cute the way they kidded
each other about their pretend beach. But as you know, boys do not stay entertained long if
nothing is going on, so I had to think a little more.
Tying some wind socks to the ceiling fan, peaked their interest; they wanted to help. Clint
brought in a small table and lawn chairs with the leg rests and sat them under the fan. Anthony

made some lemonade. They drew, cut out, and taped fruit on straws. I thought it was a nice touch
for the glasses. I found some plastic fruit so we took them into the room.
It was great with the fan on and the radio playing. Clint and Anthony were sipping the
lemonade. Of course, they had to see who could drink the fastest. I closed my eyes and imagined
we were on a real beach with someone standing over us waiving a wicker fan. The boy’s talked
and sang with the radio.
As usual, boys don’t sit for long. When they started getting restless, I put them to work
again. Clint cut some trash bags into strips leaving them attached about five inches near the top.
Anthony drew some flowers and cut them out. He made some chains with ribbon... While he
taped the flowers on the ribbon he said, “The chain has to be big to fit Clint’s head,” he laughed.
We tied the bags like grass skirts. We put on the chains and went back beach room. I turned the
radio to a station with fast music and we made up our own dances. We laughed and waved our
arms in the air. They decided to drag me in circles because, “it will be fun.”
After an hour, we were getting hungry. The day was spent on the pretend beach, dinner
should be fun too. The menu was; milk, chicken patties, salad, and fruit. Anthony got some small
bowls and taped some brown paper around them; this would make the bowls look like coconuts.
When the chicken patties were done, Clint cut them like star fish and clams. He filled a tub with
water and put some blue coloring in it. He used some aquarium supplies to turn the little tub into
a small ocean. That was creative. After dinner, it was getting dark. It was time to be creative.
We put our minds together and came up with another idea. This was probably the best one yet.
Clint helped bring a mattress into the room and laid it on the floor. I covered it with a blue
blanket. After taping three boxes together on the mattress Anthony put a small pillow into each
box. Clint opened the curtains so the light from outside would shine into the room. I changed the
radio to a calm station. I brought some wooden spoons to use for oars. Anthony found some
straw hats and took them into the room.
We climbed into the boxes, put on the hats, and used the oars to paddle our canoe in the
ocean. The boys thought this was fun. They could make my part of the canoe wiggle. They got a
laugh out of it. The radio was down low, the light was just right; shining into the room. As I
closed my eyes, I could imagine being in a canoe. The boys started laughing and trying to tip
each other over.
Bedtime and time for one last brainstorm. Clint spread a dark brown throw onto the blue
blanket on the mattress. I closed the curtains a little so a small beam of light could stream in. I
brought some cheese crackers and milk for a snack. I sat on the blanket which served as a raft.
Clint and Anthony climbed on too. Clint took the flashlight from Anthony because he wanted to
tell ghost stories while we ate the snacks.
The stories were a riot. I never heard of a dangerous banana or the chicken who taught
school. I cannot imagine where they got them from.
We were all getting tired so I brought out two sleeping bags to put on the raft. Lying on
the raft, in the sleeping bags, my boys looked so peaceful. This was a long day and I was
grateful. As the boys were drifting off to sleep, Anthony said, “thanks mom, this was a fun day”,
Clint said, “This was the best vacation I have never been on”.

My Parents
Patricia K. Emerson
My parents were born three years apart and died ten years apart.

Ivan Harley Emerson was born September 18, 1915. His wife, Audrey Mae Franklin Emerson
was born November 28, 1918, which was Thanksgiving Day that year. They married on August 28, 1936.
These two people were my parents.
My dad had many jobs during his lifetime. He followed his father’s footsteps and worked as a coal
miner for awhile. He also worked for Tennessee Valley Authority and helped with building the Kentucky
Dam. In 1945, my parents moved from the small town of Dawson Springs, Kentucky to Covington,
Kentucky. My dad worked one day for the railroad, but his main job when he moved to Covington was as
a warehouseman for McAlpin’s Department Store. He also worked as a newspaper salesman for The
Cincinnati Enquirer on the corner of Pike and Madison in Covington at the same time. On Sundays, My
dad delivered a free newspaper called The Kentuckian. He worked for McAlpin’s during the day Monday
through Friday, The Enquirer at night seven days a week, and The Kentuckian on Sunday mornings. In
spite of all these jobs, he still found time to spend with his wife and children. He eventually quit The
Kentuckian job so he could go to church with the family on Sunday mornings.
In 1973, my dad’s Enquirer job was eliminated so he had only the warehouse job. In the
summertime, every year, he mowed lawns to make a little extra money. He retired from the warehouse
job in 1983. After that, he got a part-time job as a school crossing guard and also volunteered two days a
week at the church, cleaning the grounds. He died from lung cancer on February 10, 1988. I was standing
beside his bed when he died.
My parents had their first child, my only sister, on September 14, 1937. Their oldest son was born
almost four years later on July 22, 1941. Their second son, who was not only my brother but also my best
friend (and still is), was born on June 18, 1945 in Calvert City, Kentucky, which is very near Dawson
Springs where my parents grew up. They moved to Covington when that child was six months old. On
February 12, 1951, my parents had another son but he only lived four days. I was told that my mom
became very depressed when he died from a birth defect. On February 15, 1955, my youngest brother was
born. My mom once told me that when my brother died, God told her she would be having another son,
which she did four years later. Five years later, on September 12, 1960, my parents had their youngest
child. That child was me.
My mom was mostly a stay-at-home mother although she did have a few part-time jobs while we
were growing up. Although she only went through the eighth grade, she taught each of her children and
helped us throughout our education whether we graduated or not. She also taught us all to love God and
our country. She was a very loving woman and a good example not only to us but also to our friends and
neighbors. My mom died from Congestive Heart Failure on February 7, 1998.
Due to my parents’ deaths both being in February, I tend to become very depressed every year in
when this month rolls around.

Silhouette in Time

Carolyn Strassell

Piercing light blue eyes like the color of a spring sky look at me with interest and questions,
taking in everything in one swift glance. A smile begins to grow across snow white cheeks, as if the tall,
stately figure has a secret she is eager to share. From head to toe, her appearance speaks of class and
elegance.
Margaret Alice Murphy is someone you will not soon forget, even if you tried. Her eyes tell a
story of all the history that she has lived. At the age of 90, her mind is still as sharp as the day I met her.
She loves to tell me a story whenever I see her, and as she does so, I can tell that she is taken back to
another place and time. While I sit there watching her, I take it all in. Her snow-white hair is pinned like a
crown for a queen on top of her head; her eyes take on a faraway look and a sweet small smile grows on
her face. Her dress, with hues of blue, flows down the chair that she sits upon, almost like falling water
from a cliff. Beside her on the nearby table sits a robin blue hat that matches her dress. The top and brim
of the hat cradle silk flowers of all different colors. Margaret is well known for her hat collection, the way
she dresses, her enthusiasm as she speaks of the times when she grew up; and her dress code brings an old

type of beauty to the modern world. She often reminds me of a character out of the pages of a book come
to life.
Margaret is a lady of high regard in our community, an author, a historian, and a friend. She is
loved by all those who know her, and she is never too busy to give someone a kind word, a hug or a story.
All the history that she has seen has made her the person she is today.
Margaret Alice Murphy is a woman that I highly regard, and to me she will never change; in my
mind's eye she will always be a silhouette, frozen in time.

Meet the Authors . . .
Dawn Barton: I am 29 years old. I am currently attending Gateway KCTCS to acquire my Associates
Degree in Applied Sciences; my major is Medical Information Technology and I am a Voices staff
member. I have a six year old son who is in the first grade, so between my schooling, raising what I hope
to be an extraordinary young man, and keeping up with the house, I stay pretty busy. We've all
experienced heartbreak and have found our own way of dealing with it. Writing is my method of getting
my feelings out that are so emotionally debilitating that they cannot be spoken without uncontrollable
sobs.

Harry Bonapfel: I have lived for the last four years in Latonia Kentucky. My family still has a farm,
and I go there every chance I get. I’m in welding class and I also did carpentry. I have been at Gateway
since August 2007. The reason I write is as an outlet for my feelings and thinking. I can’t think of
anything better then grabbing a writing stick and letting it go. I dropped out of school at 16 and went to
work, I wish I didn’t do that, because I enjoy writing and that is hard to do when you can’t spell, but I try.
My life could have been better or not as hard. Now that I am 44 years old, I feel that I am starting over
with a new me, Thanks to Gateway for giving me that chance.
Lee Ann Bridge: I'm a 29 year old single mother. My daughter Alexandra is 2 1/2. I was born and
raised in Wilmington, MA. Through crazy circumstances, I wound up in Northern Kentucky and currently
live in Florence.. My major is Criminal Justice. I began with a major in Nursing but soon realized I'd
rather deal with people sick in the mind not sick in the body.

Tommy Chaffin: My major is Medical Information Technologies. I moved to Latonia, Kentucky last
summer from Northern Indiana. I enjoy music, playing guitar, and singing. When the mood strikes me, I
have been known to write poetry/songs. I also enjoy arts and crafts. I make designer jewelry and
keepsake boxes when time permits. These poems were written in the summer of 2005 for my then LTR
Girlfriend. “Why do I write?” you ask. I usually write because at times I feel that there is something
inside of me clawing its way out, something that needs to be expressed. It usually concerns someone in
particular. I am tortured until I write it down and get it out of my system. Catharsis is a good description.

Michele Class: I am 38 years old, mother of three and a freshman here at Gateway Community College.
I am seeking to achieve an Associate’s degree in Science and continue my dream at the Northern
Kentucky University, by seeking a Bachelor’s degree in Special Education. I say my dream, because
being able to attend college is a dream come true after waiting 20 years. I started a family young, 16 to be
exact. I married Rick, at 17 and remained married until his death, 11 years later. We have three children
together, Alicia, Zachary and Ryan. I tried to attend college soon after Rick’s death but found that my
children needed me more than ever, so college had to wait. Fast forward ten years with my children being
older and Gateway being affordable, I can now pursue my dream of being a teacher. The piece I have
written is true and was written as a tribute to my daughter, Alicia, for her love and support she has shown
to me without even knowing it. We currently live in Fort Mitchell where Zachary, a freshman and Ryan

in sixth grade, attend Beechwood. Although Alicia lives on her own now, we remain close and she is still
my biggest and loudest cheerleader.

Jimmy Combs: Jimmy will graduate in May, 2010 with his diploma as a Medical Coding and Billing
Reimbursement Specialist, then continue pursuing his Associate in Science Degree in Medical
Information Technology with Gateway Community and Technical College. Jimmy is the Voices editor. A
published author, Jimmy has written several full-length fiction novels including one non-fiction
biography depicting the very interesting life of his wife, Janet, who passed away in 2006. He is also a fulllength motion picture scriptwriter and has one supernatural thriller under consideration for production as
of this writing.

Shelly Cooke: Shelly is a student at Gateway Community and Technical College, a Voices staff member
and a full time employee in the health care field. Shelly lives with her partner and two spirited dogs in a
beautiful, historic home in the East Row Historic District of Newport, Kentucky. Shelly draws from her
own life experiences when creating her work. Transformation is truly a divinely inspired piece which she
hopes can encourage growth, change and humanity. Shelly believes that words have the ability to
empower and uplift the human spirit.

Tabetha Currier: Tabetha is majoring in Business Administration and lives in Independence,
Kentucky.

Aric Jason Douglas: I am majoring in Education with a minor in Massage Therapy and I am a member
of Voices. My hometown is Avondale in Cincinnati, Ohio. The reason I wrote “Where Passion Lies" is to
help people learn and understand. If you want to finish something, the ability to do so is already deep
down inside. As a person, you have to find it within yourself to be able to bring it out... Now the real
question is ”Where does Passion Lie?”

Alex Duvall: My major at KCTCS is an Associate’s in Arts. Next semester, I plan on going to NKU to
earn a Bachelor’s in English with Emphasis in Writing and a Minor in French. I’ve always had a passion
for creative writing and have carried dreams of publishing novels and poetry since I was a child. I have
Tourette’s Syndrome and always liked to think that the emotional baggage that comes with that particular
neurological illness has helped fuel my creative writing.
Patricia Emerson: I am 49 years old. I am the youngest of six children in my family. I have suffered
many physical ailments in my lifetime: asthma, arthritis, diabetes, Graves' Disease which was reversed to
underactive thyroid, and fatty liver. I also suffer from Bipolar Disorder. I am working toward an
Associates of Art degree and expect to graduate in May of 2010. In spite of all my ailments, I am trying to
live a productive life. After I graduate, I hope to go to Northern Kentucky University to work on a
Bachelor’s degree in social work. Just as others have helped me, I would like to help others who are going
through some of what I have experienced.

Debra Engel: I am an Associate of Science major, eventually going on to pursue a career as a
Respiratory Therapist. I am from the Covington area and currently reside in Ludlow, Kentucky. I have
always been in awe of the many temperaments of nature and I feel they are most clearly demonstrated by
the wind. Like the hands and feet of Mother Nature, the wind appears in the many attitudes demonstrated
by my poem: from consoling and docile to a tempest-like anger that can rattle structures to their
foundations. My poem is simply trying to craft together a spectrum of nature’s vast qualities that I have
grown to connect with.

Lauren Engel: I am majoring in Associates of Science. My hometown is Ludlow, Kentucky. My
interests include reading, hiking, and traveling. I don’t easily talk about problems or things that are
bothering me, so writing serves as an outlet. I wrote this poem as a response to how I chose to look at all
of the problems and deaths and sorrows I faced this past (2009) year and my realization that everyone
feels this way. Just like others around us or things of nature, we have a tendency to bear hardships alone,
but the issues and irritants placed within our daily lives can result in beautiful pearls of wisdom unique to
our experience that created them. Being able to share these struggles we have conquered creates a sense
of community with all others who have felt the same loneliness, but have overcome, creating something
just as beautiful from their lives.

Arlenia Fritts: Arlenia is majoring in Medical Assisting and lives in Covington, Kentucky.
Melissa Fry: I am the faculty advisor for Voices and into my sixth year of teaching writing and
literature classes at GCTC. Voices started out modestly five years ago, photocopied and hand-distributed
with just a spattering of student writers. Today, Voices has progressed to a professionally published
magazine that allows many GCTC students a worthy vehicle in which to share their inspiring and heartfelt
stories. I decided for the fifth anniversary of Voices to submit a poem of my own, “Nancy.” I am proud
to share these pages with these talented student writers.

Brendan Grady: I live in Edgewood, Kentucky. I guess I write because I need to feel a relaxation from
the constant pressure of keeping up, believing in myself, and combating the absurd things my mind thinks
of. I am a fan of psychology, and I feel like no one ever gets me; I know it seems lame. My best friend I
would have to say is a manically depressed robot I found in a book. Although he makes me feel better, I
don't feel I make him any happier. Reading is another one of my hobbies and I feel like I borrowed this
poem and its structure from a book I've read. Although as the poem hints, I don't enjoy reading or critical
thinking so I choose Associates of Science, in the field of Botany as my major.
Samantha Hall: I am 20 years old studying to be an elementary teacher. I plan to finish up at Gateway
within the next two years or so. Then I plan to attend Northern Kentucky University and receive a
Master’s Degree (after receiving my Bachelor’s Degree) in Elementary Education. I love working with
little kids and it’s a passion of mine to teach this age group.

Beth Hanser (Grace): I am originally from Huntington Station, Long Island, New York, now residing
in Erlanger, Kentucky. In September 2006, I was laid off along with 900 folks, from a great job with a
great boss, as her Administrative Assistant, HR Generalist, as well as Recruiter. I am returning to school
after a forty year hiatus. The classroom has changed dramatically since 1969 and I enjoy all the
technological advances as well as camaraderie of the other students. I am a member of the Voices staff.
The piece that I have submitted is a reflection of how low one can get being out of work. I have been told
I am overqualified, undereducated, and my age may go against me, (even though a prospective employer
is not supposed to say that). Luckily, I am discovering how my being over qualified helps with my
education. Time management, organizational skills, follow-up, and adaptability to ever changing work
processes, are skills I have honed over the years and they are so beneficial with my studies. I am a
student of the school of hard knocks. I have been a very successful business owner, well compensated
employee and am a good student, much better than I was in high school. My focus is to get my Business
Administration degree by the end of this year, then move on to that great job that is out there waiting for
me.

Cathy Horton: I am from Florence, Kentucky. My major is Registered Nurse. The reason I wrote this
article was to hopefully be able to let other people understand the suffering that I’ve been through and to
keep someone else from having to experience this level of pain.

Ryan Kinman: Ryan is majoring in Criminal Justice and lives in Crittenden, Kentucky.
Jim Kolumba: I am a Gateway student pursuing an Associate of Arts degree. I was born in Florida,
and grew up in Alamogordo, New Mexico. Alamogordo is near the Holloman Air Force Base, where my
father was stationed as a pilot. This area of New Mexico is home to aeronautical research, which has
piqued my interest since I was young. Natural sciences and history are lifelong interests and I enjoy
writing about space exploration and our encounter and inhabitance in other spaces other than Earth.

Dennis Lovell: Dennis is majoring in Business Administration and is the 2009 – 2010, Gateway Student
Government Association President. He lives in Independence, Kentucky.

Melinda Maier: My husband, Bob, and I live in Lakeside Park, Kentucky. We have three children, all
currently in college. I earned my Bachelor’s degree in early childhood education at the University of
Cincinnati in 1973 and have had several different occupations since then, including social service worker,
computer programmer/analyst, stay-home mom, and currently, elementary technology teacher. Thinking
that I might like to reenter the field of IT, I have enrolled at Gateway to study computer programming and
update my skills. Writing has always been a hobby of mine, and I love computers. Every evening I can
be found on my computer doing lesson plans, figuring out how to accomplish some tech related task, or
trying out new software. In between, I sneak in a few minutes here and there playing my favorite online
games. I have written a story about one of them. I enjoy writing both fiction and non-fiction and find
humor in memories I have of the small Kentucky town in which I grew up. My other story is about one
of the colorful people who lived in that town and touched my life.

Corrina McClain: I recently turned 28 years old. I am a first time college student with an undecided
major. I was born in Wurzburg, Germany, where my Father was stationed in the Army. Shortly after, my
family moved back to the U.S. to our “hometown” of Toledo, Ohio. I am a very creative person and
enjoy scrapbooking and crafts immensely. I write on occasion as an outlet for my emotions. I love to
read, listen to music and cook. I see life from a distorted point of view. I was diagnosed with Bipolar II
Disorder when I was 14 years old. I keep a journal to help me see what my triggers are as well as to
reflect on past behavior issues. There are times when my emotions are caused by circumstantial things;
however, most times, I find myself unbalanced due to my illness. Life tends to be very difficult for most
who suffer this particular illness, as it tends to push away anyone who tries to help or just be involved. I
often find myself feeling alone and distraught. I have chosen to write this piece, and include an entry
from my journal as a way to help people understand what it is like, not only to be in the mind of someone
with this mental illness, but the difficulty and stress for those who love them. My future seems dim, as I
never know what even the next five minutes will bring. Yes I have hopes and dreams, like everyone else;
I’m just not sure I’m capable of reaching them. I hope that this piece brings insight to those who are
living with the disease, or those who know someone who is. Maybe readers will have a better
understanding of an unstable mind.

Rose Menetrey: I am a Gateway Student studying Office Systems Technology in the two-year program
under Administrative options. Next semester I will graduate. I live in Fort Thomas, Kentucky with my
parents and brother. I am twenty-five years old and am working as a cashier at Remke Markets. I have
been there for two years and would very much like to get a better paying job with more hours. I started
writing poetry a long time ago. As the years went on, my poetry became more formed and with deeper
meaning. Writing is something that I am good at, at least poetry. I write because it somehow helps me to
feel better about what I am going through at the time. Sadly, I have not written in a while, and that is why
I have submitted poems that I wrote a while ago. One of my goals is to become a published poet. I want to
write so I can inspire others to do the same and also to let them know that what they are feeling is not

unusual and that there are others who think the same. I hope my poetry inspires people to not be afraid of
the words they have to say.

Teri Meyer: Teri was born in Harland County, Kentucky. She graduated from Holmes High School in
1974. When she was forty-nine years old, she started Gateway to get an associate’s of Arts degree.
Although she is legally blind, she has not let that stop her from achieving her lifelong dream of being a
first generation college graduate. She recently finished up her service as an AmeriCorps VISTA at
Gateway’s Adult Education Program. She is presently working as a Federal Work Study at Gateway’s
Urban Center. While at Gateway, she has been active in many things. She was on the Student Choice
Awards committee two years in a row. She was a senator on Student Government and was also the
charter president of Gateway’s Phi Theta Kappa Honor Society. Teri serves on the Voices magazine staff.
She is also a student tutor and mentor. She was Gateway’s very first Outstanding Women of Northern
Kentucky Scholarship recipient in 2007. Teri has been writing all her life. She has been published
through Quill books, as well as several magazines and newspapers. She uses her life experiences as the
subjects to inspire most of her writings. Teri will graduate in the spring of 2011.

Charles Miller: Charles is currently undecided regarding his major. His hometown is Dayton,
Kentucky. His interests involve being a filmmaker, musician, composer, and writer. His poem, “Queen of
Opportunity,” was written about a woman who missed an opportunity for love that was right under her
nose.
Roberta Miller: I attend Gateway Community and Technical College. My major is Associate in Arts,
and my interests are helping people and learning as much as possible. My hometown is Cincinnati, Ohio,
and I enjoy writing poetry. I started writing poetry when I was in the ninth grade. I learned that writing
poetry helps me express how I feel and helps me to get a lot of things off of my chest.

Jennifer Noel: My major is Business Administration/Management. I live in Newport, Kentucky. My
interests are my education, my career, and volunteering. I wrote my poetry piece about my father. I was
reading emails and was thinking of him. This piece came to mind and I thought this would be good to
entry for Voices.
Rita Rednour: In my free time, I like writing poems, playing chess, and learning to do new things in
life. I have a son who keeps me busy even now when he is older. I am working on my Associate Degree
in Science and I am also a member of the National Honor Society Phi Theta Kappa. I work full time in a
job that I like.

Belinda Runyon: I am a member of Voices, a Kentucky resident and I'm currently in the Associate of
Science major program at Gateway. I have only nine classes left. I hope to graduate in fall 2011.
Bonnie Speeg: My hometown is Cincinnati. I am in the online Historic Information Management
courses, and plan on finishing in 2011. I would not be writing as I do today if not for some fine instructors
at Gateway. They know who they are! I have a fantastic grown daughter and son. I love global cultures,
travel, social history, music, and the visual arts. I once lived on a boat and am glad to be on land now.
My sense of humor and love of nature narrate my life.
Shirley Stivers: My major is Office Systems Technology and my hometown is Bellevue, Kentucky. My
interests are: creative writing for children and reading and watching mysteries. I also spend a lot of time
sending cards to terminally ill children to cheer them up when they have a really bad day. I breed Yorkies
because I love this breed of dog and they are very entertaining when they learn to walk. I also learned to
crochet from one of very favorite relatives, my Aunt Franny. My reason for writing my poem is because
sometimes our emotions over whelm us and we get into situations that are not the best for us. Good things

can come out of a bad part of our life. When we feel the love in our heart grow from a decision we have
made, we know we made the right choice.

Carolyn Strasssell: Carolyn is majoring in writing and lives in beautiful Owen County Kentucky. She
loves to write, play music, does competition dancing with her dance group and spends time with friends
and family making memories. She writes in the hope that she can help change lives for the better and give
glory to her God. Her writing has one main goal and outlook: to look for more meaning then what is just
on the surface of things...to find the beauty in the simple things in life.

Beth Survant: I'm pursuing an Associate Degree in Medical Information Technology. I have lived in
Northern Kentucky for the past twelve years. My hobbies include: reading, martial arts, writing poetry,
and photography. My inspiration for "What I Saw Tonight" came when we had taken my brother to
dinner for his birthday; the wait was long, and the scents from the smoking section drove me outside,
where I saw an old rosebush. "The Writing Process" popped in my head late one night as I was working
on an essay for my English class. "Fragments" is based on a quote from a book by C. S. Lewis. I took the
basic idea of a cup, a sword, a tree, and a green hill and worked backwards to figure out what kind of
story those things might have come from. "These Hands" is a message to my mother, telling her how
much I appreciate how she has loved and sacrificed for me over the years.

Josh Taylor: I am planning on graduating with a degree in Massage Therapy in the next two years. I
live in Kentucky. I enjoy writing, and sometimes I will pick up a book. I am a pretty outgoing person.

Theresa Wiehoff: My major is Associate in Arts. I have plans to get my Bachelor’s Degree from NKU.
My hometown is Alexandria, Kentucky. My interests are writing, going to car shows, and NASCAR. I
wrote My Mind Wonders because I wanted to write an inspirational poem. I am very proud of the
creativity and the positive message my poem portrays.

