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With special appreciation and gratitude, the Lexicon staff 
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Ms. Alicia Davis 

Providence School English Teachers 
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All who contributed time and effort, art and literature to 
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Editors’ Note 

Dear Readers,  

 It is with great excitement that we present the 2007 

edition of the Lexicon. Our staff has worked countless hours 

on the production of this literary magazine and each of our 

contributors has undoubtedly offered their time, effort, and 

creative outbursts (even those that occur in the wee hours of 

the morning). This year‟s theme, or subtitle, has significant 

meaning to both the Lexicon Magazine and to us, the editors. 

For the magazine, “Ellipses” represents a continuation of the 

Renaissance that occurred with last year‟s edition; for us, 

“Ellipses” represents the four years of high school we are 

leaving behind, but not, by any means, forgetting. In both the 

Lexicon and in our lives, we are traveling a journey—a jour-

ney that is not over yet, but merely just beginning. Because 

we live with the hope of Jesus Christ, our lives, in essence, 

are an ellipse. This life we live on earth is not the end; in 

fact, it is the dependent clause before the independent clause 

of eternity. May this year‟s magazine fill you with the excite-

ment of change, expectation, and journey as working on it 

has done for us.   

God bless… 

Victoria Jackson & Leslie Pitman 
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Dis to the Claim Back to the Er 
    Betsy Boyce 
 
It seems I have fallen short 

But please pardon my perspective 

You see it‟s not really my fault 

My fingers have a mind of their own 

 

They can move without me thinking 

While my mind is fast asleep 

Slowly but surely dreaming away 

And the things I have yet to speak 

 

I have a wild imagination 

That seems to get me in trouble from time to time 

I like to pretend I am other people 

Walking in their shoes, not mine 

 

All of this I have to say 

I don‟t take credit for what I do 

What comes out is from Another 

This is me claiming my distance from my words 
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Any Takers 
   William P. Boyce 

 

howisthisfor 

 Poetry— 

its vOice all 

bro   kEn 

 pay attenTion— 

and fRag 

ment 

ed; 

 its form sliced 

and 

 stucktogether 

 like pb and j 

(was that analogY 

 too rudimentary) 

strings—of—words— 

to the syntax— 

imperfeCtions replete— 

 the allusions are Allusive (very good…

consonance) 

 the iroNy is illusive (and yes…assonance) 

to you 

anyway; 

try not to Be so ignorant 

bEFore you critiqUe dictioN 

 form 

 or 

 style 

okay? 

 



10      Lexicon 

 

Just Stuff  
       Jack Sweeney 
 
An iPod 

 

     has never given me a hug. 

 

A cell phone 

 

          has never taught me how to stand up for myself. 

 

Clothes 

 

               have only hid how I felt on the inside. 

 

CD‟s  

 

                    have never felt my head for a fever. 

 

A computer 

 

                         has never comforted me during a lightning 

storm.   

 

                              It‟  s 

 

             all 

 

                                           just 

 

      stuff. 
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Victoria Jackson 
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Tell No Tales   
   Rebecca Eppler 

In a world so plastic 

Where deceit lies behind silence 

Nothing is real. 

There is nothing to feel 

The simple compliance 

Of making no complaints 

Oh, hate is what you‟ve done to me 

Keeping me bound 

By things yet to be found 

Where are the simple things to life 

Things minus the strife 

The lies that tell no tale 

Are ones to always fail. 

Stories circulated 

Only to be circumvented 

By unwanted ears 

Owned by unfortunate peers. 

What is to be done? 

Or should we not care 

And reveal ourselves bare 

In the adventures of truth and dare 

Where the hurt is not as it seems 

And TV is the reality.  
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Let me not fall in love... 
     Betsy Boyce 

 
Let me not fall in love with shadows 

Trick me not to dance with air 

Confuse me not with whispering hearts 

Blind me not by what be there 

 

Stay my mind for wandering wondering 

Hold back my fancy „til truth be seen 

Focus my eyes on the words and letters 

And not get me lost to what lies between 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

      

   

   Victoria Jackson 
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30 Seconds 
  Nicole Sundstrom 
 

You‟ve thirty seconds left to breathe 

Would you cry 

 For what you‟ll miss 

 For the fights that were left unresolved 

 For the things left unsaid 

 For the time 

  You‟ll have no more of  

  You wasted living this life that will 

  Be the death of you tonight 

 For the beauty that might have been  

 Your life?  

Would you stare 

 At the moon 

 At the hundreds of stars 

  Making you feel peaceful 

  Making you feel insignificant 

  Humbling you with every new 

  Appealing spark 

 At the memory 

  Of your love 

  Of your mother 

  Of your father 

  Of your sister 

  Of you best friend 

  Of him? 

Would you laugh 

 At irony‟s hand 

  In your face 

  In life 

  In love  
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  In a paradoxical smile 

 At God  

  In rage  

  In fear  

  In spite of everything 

 For sanity 

 To keep away the tears?  

Would you smile 

 Trying to make it all okay 

 Trying to push away the worry 

 Trying to ward off fear‟s syringe of poison 

 To end this way it began 

 For the sake of regality? 

You‟ve thirty seconds to breathe 

What would you do? 

William P. Boyce 
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Flight of Fire 
   Betsy Boyce 

 
A burst of light vanishes from the night sky 

Just as another one appears close to it 

Encouraging it—companion—to shine again 

Creating a light to show onlookers 

And reminding them of the proximity of darkness 

They run through empty fields of grass 

In search of this island in the storm 

This hope in the disaster 

Crossing over fences 

Fording through rivers 

All for a purpose in finding something in nothing 

It seems to wash over their bodies 

And clean out their minds 

Flushing the debris from the broken home 

And leaving an emptiness that fills with a presence 

That passes all understanding 

But registers in importance 

 

They shine their light in a dark world 

And even in death 

Bring light to others 
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Shine, Shine, Small Star 
     Leslie Pitman 

No one is ever there this time of the night; 

  no one ever was. 

 

The stars try to listen, but they are too preoccupied 

  with the moon‟s radiance. 

 

It is not even his own, I scream at them; 

  he is borrowing it. 

 

They ask me from whom is he borrowing it 

  and I tell them from the sun. 

 

But they continue on shining gleefully while my own 

small stars glisten away into loneliness. 

 

William P. Boyce 
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Prayer of the Sloth  
    Lauren Taylor 
 
God… 

…Every.  Day.  Is.  The.  Same… 

The.  Waves.  Slowly.  Toss. 

Up.  And.  Down… 

But… I.  Don‟t.  Mind. 

The.  Animals.  Get.  Restless… 

They.  Move.  About.  Constantly… 

All.  Day.  Looong… 

But… I.  Don‟t.  Mind. 

They.  Laugh.  At.  My. 

Slow.  Laid-back.  Movements. 

But…God… 

I.  Really.  Don‟t.  Care… 

    Amen. 
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The Prayer of a Cat 
    Emily Wallis 

 
Oh Gracious Father… 

Why must You surround me with such terror- this flood 

These lowly creatures, such as the dog, 

Find complete enjoyment in a world full of water. 

Yet I, and my esteemed partner, tremble 

Protect my delicate paws 

Protect my beautifully glistening hair 

(Which I have just recently cleaned) 

Dry this earth soon- let mice roam once again 

And so my cinnamon-orange hair can shine 

Under the friendly sun. 

Sarah Jackson 
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 Orphaned Words      
   Victoria Jackson  

 
So what if i don‟t? 

                     believing in you that is 

„cause I don‟t believe you at all. 

in you at you words you said could break me break me  

don't  

 

           i believe  

  

                         your different  

            you‟re different 

that i will trust 

not vows 

from someone no longer existing  

that you can keep 

                           keep  

                                  please 

 

always different 

that was you 

but unlike the different 

strange new contrast 

doesn‟t look good on you 

how you turned that positive into a negative i think I‟ll 

never know 

 

I remember 

I remember 

Would that I forget 

I would 

 

I could feel myself headed for a fall 

but the Flood came all-too-soon 
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  Cassandra  
  Sam Hursey 
 
She sits alone on the sand 

Unaccompanied. No one ever believes her 

A Cassandra with all the right answers 

No one trusts her anymore 

She knows why 

Not a person wants to hear 

About the end of the world.   
 

 

 

William P. Boyce 
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Soft wind rushes by... 
    Allie Wetherington 
 

Soft wind rushes by 

Making memories flash through minds 

Innocence 

Being young and careless  

What happened to times when nothing mattered? 

Why can‟t our lives go back to the way they were? 

Can things never be normal? 

Waves of time crash down on us 

People tear our sanity to the brink of destruction 

We now care what others think 

Things just can‟t be normal 

Worlds divide us 

People fight us 

Things are no longer simple 

We can‟t just joke without being judged 

Memories are brought back to us 

We are not in our innocent world 

But in one evil 

That is why we cry 
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Rain 
 Nicole Sundstrom 
 

Raindrops from leaves of vivid green 

Watering the land 

Waiting for the clouds to recede to shine upon 

A new ground 

Raindrips from shadowed eyes 

Wiping clean the shame 

The promise of tomorrow‟s sunshine 

Hanging on her cheek 

Flowing down her face 

Framing sweet innocence 

And falling on a nimble hand...tears 

Rain dances on the window pane 

Painting pictures of Heaven  

Raw beauty in its purest form 

Rain dries to reveal things new 

Purifying the land 

Making things grow and blossom out of darkness 

Wild freedom flies through the trees  

Floating on the breeze 

Rain drains to make room for sunset  

Turning the world black and white 

Unbiased 

Darkened leaves set against a pale, lifeless  

Expanse 

Twilight  
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Oh, Pure Hope 
   Taylor Remley 
 

Oh, the temporal beauty 

Sew us your lies 

And thread your life 

Ethereal hearts have a mirrored effect 

Showing exactly what you want— 

The thing you can never have 

Too innocent for you, violent splendor 

As you lay your thoughts on the threshold of life 

Please, take the oath 

Remember the nights as black coals ignite 

Light a fire beneath the words 

Watch this demurred act unfold 

Twist for us these singing lips 

Ring your bell, sweet singer 

Fight the right of falsely lit eyes— 

All the propane hearts will burn for us 

We steal the visionaries‟ dreams 

Alighting for ourselves the everlasting 

Illusion that someday we will be alive 
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Tiffany Davis 
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A Conversation Discussing 
Love 
    Leslie Pitman 

 
Love. This four-letter word, although it possesses more 

meaning than a Shakespeare quote, has such a vast number 

of potential connotations and denotations that it too often 

becomes cliché and generic. I believe I have experienced 

love amongst my family and friends and also within my 

relationship with God. But, I realize, I also love to read 

and write and dance. 

 

These thoughts, however, are incongruous. How can I 

“love” family and “love” reading? It makes sense for family 

to be loved, but to then put a hobby—however wonderful 

it may be—on the same level as my family—who are not 

only human beings, but my flesh and blood, comforters 

and providers—seems a bit preposterous. But such is the 

nature of the simple English word “love.” Other languages, 

such as Greek, have multiple words for love, each 

describing a specific type or level, making the 

communication of love, and feelings, much easier. But, I 

ask, how are we, as English-speaking humans, to 

effectively convey the meaning of love? 

 

Such were my musings on a humid, cloudy day in 

December (only in Florida do the words “humid” and 

“December” make sense together). I was determined to 

find an answer to my question, and decided to turn to the 

experts—the ones who felt so bound by the limitations of 

the word “love” that they went to the deepest, most 
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intimate, and most beautiful medium possible: poetry. 

 

To answer my question, I invited John Donne, Emily 

Dickinson, e.e. cummings, and Elizabeth Barret Browning 

to dinner. It was difficult to narrow my guest list down to 

four, but each poet has captured the essence of his or her 

emotions in unique and separate ways, and I wanted to 

glean as much insightful and well-rounded information as 

was possible. By the end of the evening, I was confident 

that I had chosen my guests perfectly, for their answers 

filled me with hope and despair—and who would expect 

any less from four of the most brilliant poets in history? 

 

The conversation began delightfully, each poet sharing 

brief anecdotes about his or her childhood. They asked me 

about my childhood, but I assured them it was much less 

interesting than theirs and, at any rate, much less poetic. 

At this, Mrs. Browning explained passionately that life is a 

poem itself and the mother of all poetry. “For without the 

stories of life,” she continued, “poetry would be 

meaningless.” 

 

“But what of love? Would there be life without love? Is 

love not greater than poetry and greater still than life?” 

Mr. Donne asked pointedly.  

 

“Love is life, and life has immortality,” Ms. Dickinson 

answered. 

 

Mr. cummings, who was concentrating carefully on the 

conversation and deciding where he should insert a 

parentheses and make an “i” lowercase, chimed in. “Life is 

not a paragraph,” he decided, “and neither is love (a 

sentence).” 
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I was pleased to see the conversation had naturally 

progressed down a path to an insightful depth, and I sat in 

my chair smiling as the late poets civilly and beautifully 

argued the definition of that multi-faceted word. They 

spoke as if they were writing a poem with every phrase 

and sentence, as if everything they said would be written 

down and passed down. It was as though they were aware 

of their influence on the present world but unaware of the 

magnitude of that influence. 

 

“Ms. Pitman, what do you think of love?” questioned Mr. 

Donne. 

 

I broke from my observant thoughts at the sound of my 

name. I refocused my eyes and found that all four of my 

guests were staring at me, awaiting some type of a 

response. 

 

“Oh, dear guests,” I began, “what I think of love is the very 

reason I have invited you all here today. What I think of 

love is that I cannot think of it at all, for the word itself 

has become so meaningless that to say you love someone 

has just as much merit as loving something. Humans have 

lost the ability, it seems, to communicate the love that you 

all write about—the love that is unattainable for which we 

are fools, the love which keeps us together even in 

distance as a compass remains always connected, the love 

by which we are never satisfied and thus frustrated by the 

very idea of such, the love that is given with everything 

inside of us—” 

 

“With the breath, smiles, tears, of all my life,” sang Mrs. 

Browning. 

 

“Yet (it was through tears always),” Mr. cummings 
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parenthesized.  

 

“But till I loved, I did not love enough,” added Ms. 

Dickinson. 

 

“Love, the love that exists between God and His creation, 

between a man and his woman, between a mother and her 

child, is unwavering. For thy firmness makes my circle 

just, and makes me end where I began,” claimed Mr. 

Donne. 

 

“Love,” I whispered, “without the words of poets, is no 

love at all.” 

William P. Boyce 
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Lily White Lament 
    Victoria Jackson 
 

As Ruth I glean what the water has not claimed 

A tiny bit of beauty 

obscure appeal 

Left that I might fleetingly know it  

 

The sting of the salt was not as expected 

Not the unbearable ache anticipated, instead 

Smarting at first, healing the wounds  

I thought would never mend 

 

 

sea bleeds to sky  

 

 

my task goes neglected 

 

 

 

    shell 

 

           Wave 

                  Foam  

             Green murkiness 

You come without warning— 

 

                                     and i drown in You 
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[i hope for obscurity] 
    Anonymous 
 

i hope for obscurity— 

 to find the wretched cracks 

  and fall through them— 

 to blend into the crowd 

  with perfect unison— 

 

   if only— 

  if only to fit through the i 

  an Arabian granule in the hourglass 

 A simple string in Laertes‟ shroud 

  

 The shadows that linger 

  house my body— 

 While a dank warehouse 

  Retains my mind— 

  

 And all I ask is to be loved— 

 But all i ask is to be— 

 

 Marginalization or 

   perhaps 

  perhaps— 

  a form of Humility 

  it matters not— 

 

 simply because 

 

 i do not matter— 
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Sarah Jackson 

Sarah Jackson 

Victoria Jackson 

Victoria Jackson 
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What I Wanted 
    Caitlyn Westlake 
 

 What I wanted most in the world was a place to 

rest, serenity in my daily life.  I wanted my cat to stop 

shedding so horribly all the time.  Everyone in my life was 

gone.  They had grown up and away.  Waiting for their 

letters was exhausting, and I was eternally tired.  No 

matter how long I slept, I was never refreshed.  My 

strength was never replenished.  My senses were never 

rejuvenated as they once would be after a long night‟s 

slumber.  These days I made jams, jellies, and marmalades 

to keep me busy, to keep me from being idle, to keep my 

hands engaged, to make sure my mind did not wander too 

far, to the point that I could not retrieve it.  I stroked my 

cat, Alabaster, and sneezed. His white hair flew into the 

air like the spores of a dandelion.  Stupid cat, I thought, 

perhaps I shall shave him.  What if I cut myself on the 

blades?  Oh, what a hassle. No one would come to my 

rescue.  Alabaster was likely to run away as soon as I hit 

the floor.  That‟s saying if I was mortally wounded.  Well, 

now it sounds as if I‟m in the midst of combat, like my 

youngest son, instead of sitting in a lonesome old house 

with an obese old cat.   
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Dream of Dreams 
    Rebecca Eppler 
 

To awaken no better off 

Than when she fell into bed 

Was a treasonous act indeed 

To the battle raging on inside 

To awaken in the blackness and 

Dream of knights of olde with 

Falling asleep to textbook answers 

And dreaming a dream with the cure 

Of all cancers. 

 
 

Kym Hutchins 
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Bye 
 Alexa Clifton  
 

He‟s sick, really sick. 

 My Grandpa is dying. 

 Dad is going to see him. Dad knows it won‟t be 

long. 

 That is why my mom and I aren‟t going yet. 

 We won‟t get there in time; neither will Dad. 

 A phone call. 

 He‟s gone.  Gone. 

  No more walking down the rows of pine 

trees with him, 

  No more gathering pecans under the 

beautiful trees, 

No more Grandpa. 

But yet, he is still here in a way.  He‟s here in spirit, 

But not physically. 

  I can‟t talk to him anymore, 

I can‟t get him a blanket for his cold feet, 

I can‟t sit on his lap. 

    Bye, Grandpa.  Bye… 
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Sidewalk 
  Sam Hursey 
 

There is a turtle in the middle of the road 

Risking it all for a new location 

Like a pioneer for uncharted lands 

Nothing can stop them except death 

Even with all they have to lose 

Me, I like to stay safe 

Here on the sidewalk 

Victoria Jackson 
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Moving 
  Scotty Jones 
 

It‟s like a dream that never goes away 

I run and run, move and move, but it just likes to stay 

Sometimes refreshing, new places new faces, it‟s true 

But this pain it‟s causing an unfortunate rendezvous 

I try to run, I try to hide 

But this nightmare stays, I tried 

If things go bad, it acts as my escape 

But the things and people left behind, one can‟t replicate 

And the jaws of this nightmare have trapped me inside 

As I punch out the teeth, it‟s eating my pride 

Wishing this nightmare, this dream never started 

But you can‟t wake up and thankfully depart it 

I open my eyes and nothing has changed 

This is life, my life, moving is strange 
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Drive 
    Amy Griffin 
 

Some say love 

Is a two-lane road, 

But I think your car just died. 

Seems like days 

Since I sped away, 

Abruptly leaving your side. 

I didn‟t stop or turn around; 

Had places to go, 

Couldn‟t slow things down. 

But, since you‟re in trouble 

I‟ll help you out, 

So you can drive again. 

 

 

 

 

The Wilderness 
           Spencer Rausch 
 

Through the trees, wind blows 

 The air is harsh and lonesome 

Silence welcomes me 
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William P. Boyce 
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Between Land 
   William P. Boyce 
 

sleeping, I have found 

an Estuary of Dreams 

collecting the luminous shapes 

and soaking the hesitation— 

saturation— 

it catches my salty tears, 

the fright and sorrow, 

but gently, 

with compassionate control, 

mixes 

it with the fresh boldness; 

bright and constant in supply 

(though inconstant in effect) 

a slough of 

Stream— 

 

flow and Dream 

it will pour upon the roots 

of my consciousness 

and will preserve 

the vegetation, the 

lush memories I have stored 

pondering 

the wood stork 

who wades the flight 

of the imagination as 

I bathe in its open mouth 

and allow it to glean 

every recess of my body; 

a fruitful firth that 
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is prolific on every edge, 

brown and  

Teeming— 

 

Dreaming, I have found— 

the land between ground— 

 

Tiffany Davis 
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The Legend of William 
What? Boyce 
    Brian Eltomi 
 

There once was a man with the name of Will Boyce 

Who was robbed by a cherub that stole his voice. 

Will was flustered, didn‟t know what to do, 

But a wizard led him to ancient Peru 

 A land filled with lions 

 And monkeys with torches 

 Eight legged dolphins 

 With hot breath that scorches 

 The bodies of men and children alike 

 And once an Egret, whose name was Mike. 

 

He was told if he wanted to receive his voice, 

He would be forced to make a treacherous choice: 

Would he go by land or would he go by sea 

Or a new-found terrain known as Chalabastery. 

 

Will chose the terrain of Chalabastery 

And traveled through spikes and anthrax trees. 

And he found his voice in the hands of a Tiki 

Who was very ill-mannered and from Waikiki. 

He threw lots of broccoli and much cauliflower. 

Will was terrified, but refused to cower. 

At the feet of the man who held his voice, 

He cried out, “But I am Will Boyce!” 

He threw a doorstop and hit the Tiki‟s nose, 

Took the Tiki‟s life, and then he chose 

To return to America, the land of the free, 
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With his brains and his voice, 

  Now he sits next to me. 

Victoria Jackson 
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Working Title 
   Victoria Jackson 
 

The landscape was brown and dry, void of any 

redeeming features, and the arid earth seemed to extract 

the very vitality from the feeble foliage it strained to issue 

forth. But across the way, the sun glittered and smiled 

down upon the ebullient inhabitants of Cheerton. A 

typical scene of a Saturday afternoon unfolded, sprawling 

out on the lush, green turf. Picnic-goers and young 

couples in love dotted the jade expanse, basking in the 

warm glow of each other‟s smiles. Elderly gentlemen sat 

reclining against the apple trees and citrus, whittling and 

reminiscing about the good old days which, actually, 

weren‟t much different than their lives now. Games of tag 

and kick-the-can were casually taken up and abandoned 

according to the rhythm and harmony of the afternoon‟s 

activities. The girls picked wildflowers and made jewelry 

and crowns fit for fairy princesses while the boys searched 

for little creatures to examine and to marvel at and 

tumbled over each other in their innocent tussles. Some of 

the younger children had wandered a little way off from 

their parents, dangling their feet in the cool, clean stream 

and sending intended yet good-natured waves of 

glistening water soaring through the warm, sweet summer 

air to mingle with their youthful laughter. Yet amidst the 

joyful bustle, no one noticed the black-grey mass of clouds 

intimating pending distress gathering across those crystal 

blue waters of the river—no one save a young boy, the 

one with those suspiciously hard, brown eyes.  
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Here’s a Title for You 
    William P. Boyce 
 

 please analyze it first 

to decipher and glean any last 

tidbits—clues that lead 

to the deeply rooted underpinning; 

 then prepare to dive 

(the wetsuit isnt necessary— 

neither was the apostrophe) 

you can‟t catch pneumonia 

and the sharks are surprisingly friendly 

once you get to know them. 

 See. 

you still thought you needed 

that but the water is warm 

and inviting 

 (And here‟s an old secret we have) 

it suffocates you 

 in a good way 

William P. Boyce 
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Existence  
  Rebecca Eppler 
 

How can a mind full of everything 

Remain so quiet?  

When a mouthful of nothing 

Overruns with plenty 

Tell me, how can a quiet figure 

Speak wish such loud actions and  

A louder person 

Have no actions worth repeating? 

Why is it when a just man is 

Unrightly condemned, no one takes notice and 

When a corrupt man is sent to his death,  

The world is in an uproar? 

Tiffany Davis 
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Loose(ned) 
  Leslie Pitman 
 

We are picking up the pace 

We are packing up the case(s) 

 

There is so much still to be completed 

So much unsaid, undone, unfolded 

 

Tell me tostoptoslow down, to make (more) time 

Special, memorable, (ever)lasting 

 

Like the feather of an eagle, we are shed 

Valuable, untouchable, and forgotten 

 

Just on(c)e more, we beg of you 

We are not ready for the chance(llor) of change—spare 

 

us, for we need the extra(ordinary). 
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Love’s Miracle 
        Caitlyn Westlake & Katie Parker 
 

Laughing and crying 

Preparing the way 

For your bundle of joy 

That‟s coming to stay 

 

As fragile as dew 

Fresh on the earth 

Is the delicate miracle  

Of a new birth 

 

Heaven and earth 

Sing sweet lullabies 

As angels respond 

To your dear infant‟s cries 

 

As light as a sprinkle 

Of rain on a rose 

Is a baby‟s sweet face  

And ten tiny toes 

 

Love and support 

Are what make up a home 

God has made that the basis  

Of yours, we know 

 

As pretty as posies 

Are a newborn‟s eyes 

The color and pigment 

Shall be a surprise  
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Elegance and simplicity 

Go hand in hand 

As the bond of your family  

Forever will stand 

 

As divine as angels 

Watching from above 

Is the new placement 

Of your family‟s love 

 

Grace and beauty 

God willingly provides 

Every time your sweet miracle 

Is before your eyes 

 

As perfect as a sunrise 

In the balmy month of June 

Is the blessing of your child 

For always, to you 

 

 

We send you our blessing 

Our prayers are with you 

Let the Lord watch over 

All that you do 

 

(Dedicated to Mrs. Peck) 
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Tuesday’s Child 
    Victoria Jackson 
 

Tuesday‟s child is full of grace, 

Or so they say. 

Tuesday‟s child? Tuesday?  

Grace is not the word, for sure.  

Awkwardness more like. 

Perhaps it‟s just a phase. 

As I pray it‟s just a stage, 

They all say it will pass, 

And Tuesday‟s child will once again 

Take her rightful role. 

But soon seems long to wait. 
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Routine 
  William P. Boyce 
 

My hair was par- 

ted nicely today; 

Slicked down with 

gel, 

and combed pre- 

cisely, 

taking no chances; 

jetblack like 

asphalt/leather. 

 

 

It never helps, 

even when it‟s 

parted 

nicely, 

but I must 

continue 

to 

maintain 

appearances. 
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Victoria Jackson 
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Saturday Rehearsals 
    Andrew Czerkawski 
 

 Saturday rehearsals, 

Man, 

Scary to think about. 

Saturday rehearsals usually end up in a ten-hour block of 

your life, 

Just getting wasted away by lights, 

Spotlights, 

Costumes, 

And practicing pieces. 

Saturday is now the worst day of the week, 

Especially last Saturday, 

When all the rehearsals had me in them.   

I could not rest. 

That is just it,  

When you go to a Saturday rehearsal for real, 

There is no resting… 

No…no resting… 
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The Tenth Muse 
    Anonymous 
 

Stop trying so hard. Stop 

 trying so much. Stop 

 trying. 

      Let the words flow 

  No thought— 

       Premeditated— 

 Simply allow the ideas, 

       notions, 

  perspectives, phrases, and  

      phases to 

      escape the lead and 

      ink 

 calling for meaning 

 praying for purpose. 

 

 The more you focus— 

 The less you see— 

  And as you scour the  

  corners 

      of your mind 

       Don‟t miss 

  the stories hidden in the darkness 

      (There for security and  

       company) 

  

 Don‟t be afraid but 

  grab 

      grab one— 

      the first one you see 

       and throw it 
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  a dart 

 “Svwisshh!” 

 

 No matter where it lands 

  there is always 

      a reward— 

Tiffany Davis 




