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"words are not so 
important as to be 
vaulted away, nor 
are they worthless 
enough to throw 
away, so we give 
them away"  
                 -DP- 
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December Poem 
 
marked by the stars 
the turns of the moon 
so primitive we bend 
to the least sensation 
the slightest of tugs 
erstwhile ravings of 
indigent souls afraid 
afraid of the gravity 
. 
man rose from the mud 
to walk without shame 
count stars by night 
and bless the passing 
the giants who marched 
capuchin monks ablaze 
the holy truth of it 
all of it must expire 
. 
orion calls the hunt 
as the worms lay still 
prey without quarter 
will dance differently 
the waxing her waning 
the deadly smile the 
clear night singing 
winter speaks again 
 
 
By: Mark Paleologo 
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Saving Myself 
 
Words hide: In a laundry hamper 

of dirty thoughts, 
Behind musty clothes 
in a closet of deceptions, 
Under the unmade bed of apathy, 
Behind a wall of gypsum defenses. 
 
Memories haunt: Blankets humped and quivering, 
Blades sharpened for Sunday roast, 
Tepid water and pulsing oceans 

lined with pink shells, 
Dry grass crackling under tender toes. 
 
Fears cook: In a dark oven of rage, 
Under a lake of boiling melancholy, 
Amid the flames of self-destruction, 
Surround-sounded by thundering clouds of doubt. 
 
To save myself I grab my senses 
And run with them to a high cliff. 
I watch for the visions 
And listen for the voice to whisper in my ready ear: “Jump.” 
 

By: Kris Estebo 
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Promised  Landing 
 
 
i wandered 
in the wilderness 
for forty days 
 
then wandered 
wild again 
for another 
forty 
 
& then i 
wandered 
forty days 
more 
 
then went 
home 
lost 
 

By: Ian Hanna  
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I am Troy Davis 
 
At 11:08 PM, 9/21, 2011 
the state of Georgia 
murdered me by lethal injection 
and I was innocent 
 
But don’t believe me 
believe the former warden 
the FBI director 
the republican senator 
from Georgia 
7 of 9 intimidated witnesses 
who recanted when it was safe to 
and the jury that convicted 
with no physical evidence 
and has since 
changed its mind 
 
Believe Jimmy Carter and the Pope. 
Believe the death row guard 
who pleaded with my sister 
don’t cry so hard Martina 
we trying to keep it together 
ourselves 
 
Yeah the mothers of the guards 
praying for a stay 
people round the world shoutin 
if this not reasonable doubt 
doubt lost its reason 
 
You know Billy Holiday wrote 
after every time she sang Strange Fruit 
she had to throw up. 
Georgia when you gonna stop this 
Georgia Ray Charles even ashamed 
Georgia how do you sleep at night 
Ggeorgia how do you sleep with your wife 
Georgia how does it feel 
to be Pontius Pilate 
 
I’m not sayin I’m like Christ 
I was just a guy 
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in the wrong place 
at the wrong time 
with the right complexion face 
just a man they laid on the cross 
three times and three times 
held the hammer aloft 
nail all lined up 
then gonna say psych 
not yet and by the way 
death row’s not torture 
it’s rule of law 
 
No, I’m not like my Lord 
but Lord my death 
oughtta end death 
as a sentence 
because every life holds a light 
darkness brings to life 
as night does the stars 
because the state makes mistakes 
and some states parole boards 
stocked with cops 
not inclined to clemency 
because racism’s as American 
as the wall captured Africans built 
to keep Native Americans 
off the Europeans 
stealin Manhattan. 
Yeah I’m talking about Wallstreet. 
New York, you a sort a 
Georgia too 
 
You know I asked God to have mercy 
on those who killed me, 
said with my lastmost  sentence 
“May God bless your lives” 
because it’s not about vengeance 
it’s about justice 
and behind justice, love 
 
Like those guards who became my friends / 
they already got issues 
they not getting over this, 
and the family of the officer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                                                              11 



 
that was shot / 
what peace, what peace for them 
when they realize a) 
they was fiendin 
for an innocent Christian and b) 
the guilty one been free 
23 years 
 
Course I worry most 
about my little nieces, my nephs, 
like Antone, Antone Davis Correia / 
he won this big award 
at the Georgia social studies fair, 
How does the death penalty 
affect our state? 
I was so proud. 
Is he having nightmares now 
about those last 15 minutes 
between the first drug going in 
and my passing? 
 
They inject something 
paralyzes your muscles 
but only us who left death row 
death-first know 
does it paralyze the rest, 
the nerves and the brain 
all the parts that feel pain. 
Does a minute take an hour? 
Do the senses turn superpower? 
 
I thought I did hear . . . something 
coming from a distance 
like a choir when you’re 
you know runnin late 
still like half a block 
from the church . . . 
We are – I thought I heard – 
Troy Davis.  Yes 
that’s what it was. 
We are Troy Davis. Amazing. 
I never thought I’d be famous. 
They put my voice on lockdown 
but look out now it’s 
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crossed oceans 
getting work done in languages 
I don’t even know. 
I guess that lookout mountain 
of evidence 
for my innocence 
has set thousands 
maybe, gracious, millions 
on the abolition trail 
 
Well if sharing my name 
with a lotta good people 
helps and this mess 
then chant your hearts out 
or, should I say, 
chant them in 
 
We are Troy Davis 
 
We are Troy Davis 
come on 
 
We are Troy Davis 
that’s it 
 
We are Troy Davis 
I got this 
 
By: elizag 
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My Redemption 

 

Every poster, DVD cover, and Wikipedia page shows 

that epic moment in Shawshank Redemption 

when Andy is kneeling in the water and the rain 

looking up at the sky and his moment 

of complete freedom after 19 years 

and the jail in the distance.  People 

want to feel like that. 

 

But I want to feel like Andy Dufrane 

when he gets the books for the beginning 

of the library after 6 years of sending 

letters to the state for funding.  Having 

the thought to now send 2 letters a week 

instead of one and becoming more persistent 

and becoming even more absurd 

locking a guard in the bathroom 

and playing a piece from 

Mozart's Marriage of Figaro 

over the loud speaker to all 

the prisoners in the court yard. 

And when the warden looks in 

I wanna look him in the eye 

for a short moment 

turn the volume up and turn away 

knowing that the next day, I'd return 

to the courtyard or the hole or my job 

or whatever else it was I do on a daily 

basis.  I've felt that way after buying 

a photocopy machine or seeing 

the reaction to mothguts to a new 

early spring audience or driving 

1200 miles in 3 days touring 

upstate New York handing 

out poetry to people who probably 

already know about it. 
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Some people want to be on the rooftop 
of a building drinking beers after laying 
down tar, like waiters and waitresses 
taking shots at a bar in the middle 
of their shift in front of the customers 
to feel more human.  Some people 
want to feel like that moment 
when Andy escapes jail 
and is looking up at the sky 
with arms outstretched.  Not me 
I want to live absurdly all the time 
and play Mozart over loud speakers 
to all the prisoners in the courtyard. 
 

By: Mark Brunetti 
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The Shortest Day 
 
Morning draws in,  
out of an hourless passing  
of night.  
 
My eyes settle on  
the underside of puddles  
from a transient storm— 
the grievings of all losses. 
 
They look out at reflected  
clouds, refracted in the slow  
and seeping ripples from  
the center of this winter’s  
lethargy. 
 
Listless is the fog that settles 
underneath like fingers clawing 
for the warmth of the sun’s solstice—  
an empty solace. 
 
Casting shadows on the catatonic moon… 
 
Fading into an indifference of day… 
 
A quietude of light… 
 

By: Natalia Webster 
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Never Landing 
 
pondering a path 
of pitfalls 
and potholes 
hot-stepping bridges 
as they burned 
fused and infused 
into a blaring 
Second Line 
to wash away 
in the river 
below 
muddy waters 
masked tasks 
packing more 
up the ass 
of a year 
than a lifetime 
of trolling 
with baited hooks 
broken poles 
and snapped wire 
the Lost Boy 
never landing 
to become 
a man found 
 
 
By: Micael Chadwick 
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The Sword 

    
The boy let go of his mother’s hand. He heard the rustle of her dresses 
as she shuffled to catch him. He slipped through the legs of the men-at
-arms, and through the line of knights ordered to watch the wall.  
     “Come back,” his mother pleaded. “You’re forbidden from entering 
the forest.”  
     The boy continued to crisscross the courtyard, past the vendors 
selling wares, putting the keep at a distance. If the woods were forbid-
den, all the more reason to go there, he thought.  
     The boy bypassed the bridge, where the guards were the greatest, 
and used a rope to slip down an old well. At the bottom, through cobwebs 
and mice droppings, he tromped toward the light at the end of a dirt 
tunnel. 
     The forest lay beside a rocky hill. The boy climbed up, glancing 
back. His father’s dragon flag flew at the top of the keep, and at each 
corner of the wall, a symbol of his strength and a warning for all who 
entered.  
     The boy dashed into the thick wood. The trunks of trees looked to 
him like lances standing upright, scattered in ranks for as far his 
eyes could see. The leaves pronounced themselves in a hundred differ-
ent shades of green, some light, some dark, and others every shade in-
between.  
     As he ran, the boy imagined being chased by a black knight, an en-
emy, one that was brave and fearless, a born horse rider, and skilled 
swordsman—a match even for his father. The boy ran faster, dodging 
ferns and fallen tree branches like they were arrows.  
     “Come and get me if you dare,” he yelled out with defiance.  
     No one was there but the wind.  
     The trees grew sparse, and for a while, the boy ran uphill, until 
he reached a prairie. Golden wheat, that came up to his belt, swayed in 
ripples as the wind spilled across it. Overhead a stray cloud caused a 
shadow on the field, one that moved rapidly to the other side, causing 
the boy to chase it.  
     He found a stick, which he raised like a sword at the cloud, no 
longer seeing white tendrils, but puffs of smoke. Every twenty steps, 
the boy crouched low, seeking the cause of the smoke, most likely a 
dragon, he imagined. He looked toward the horizon, believing he saw a 
dragon’s tail in retreat.  
     “I’m no match for you,” he cried, stick raised like a valiant sword. 
“I will await your return, Great Dragon.” 
     The boy took his victory in stride, smiling and waving to the 
imaginary crowds that gathered, like the processions he’d seen in the 
courtyard when his father returned from battle.  
Standing in for the guests was a stone fence, which led to the part of 
the forest his mother forbad him from attending.  
     As the boy jumped the fence, he heard a crow cry, sensing it was an 
omen. “The crow,” his mother warned, “carries the messages of the veil. 
Only those who are part of it can understand.”  
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          The boy thought to turn back, but something told him to press 
on. It might’ve been the crow, which cawed each time he took a step, or 
his own curiosity that drove him further.  
     He’d always felt part of the veil, a dream he had when he was sick 
last winter, where an old mushroom-faced man appeared and bid him to 
come to the forest. The boy had told his mother, who believed it to be 
more than a dream, a message from the veil. From that day forward she 
forbids him from the forest, and every week since, he tried to find a 
way out of the castle stronghold.  
     The branches of the trees seemed woven together, shutting out the 
sunlight. The breeze felt cold, as if snow was close by, even though it 
was the dead of summer.  
     But the boy didn’t turn back.  
     Here the trees were laced with gray leaves and black trunks, each 
standing crooked. There was also no sound here. No rustle of the trees 
that often comforted the boy.  
     He followed the easiest path up an incline, toward a ring of hills, 
nine rings in all that grew higher, toward a hillock, separate from 
the other hills.  
     The boy climbed higher and higher toward the summit. He was high 
up now, above the tree line. The sun, although hidden behind a group of 
clouds, was brighter here, the earth warm and lush with green brambles 
and patches of blackberry bushes.  
     In the distance, the boy could see the keep, and the small red 
flags wiping in the wind. He wished his father could see him, and 
raised his hand in a wave, imaging his father on the wall waving back.  
     The clouds passed, and the rays of the sun beat down in single 
strands of gold upon the top of the hill. From where the boy stood, he 
saw a glint of metal reflecting, a knight’s treasure, he guessed.  
     As if the fury of ten dragons was upon him, the boy lunged for-
ward, racing up the hill, not stopping even when he lost his balance on 
the thick clumps of grass.  
     Victorious, he raised his fists in the air, and declared, “I am king 
of the mountain!”  
The boy circled the stone outcrops, glittered with mica, like chips of 
diamonds. He started to pick the flakes out with his knife, a knight’s 
bounty, when his eyes fell on a greater treasure—a golden sword.  
     The sword’s hilt was gilded and covered in rubies and emeralds. 
The blade was silver and thrust into the stone.  
     He climbed the rock and tugged on it, but the sword didn’t move. 
“When I am older, I will be strong enough to pull it free,” he said, 
stroking the sword.  
     In the distance, the boy saw a line of knights clamoring up the 
hill toward him. “Arthur,” the captain called. “Come away from that 
place!”  
     The hill was surrounded with his father’s knights. The boy had won 
a good fight, but now it was time to go home. He’d come again.  
     “One day,” he told himself, “I will come and set you free, O great 
sword, and I shall name you, Caledfwlch.” A name that meant Great 
Steel, a name that would live on as Excalibur.  
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Temporary Happiness 
 
In a downward motion, 
It looks as if she may be falling 
Right foot off the ground 
She seems to be letting the wind 
Wrap it’s arms around her 
Yet to let go with a passion of comfort and endless joy 
A laughing smile that seems so priceless as if the wind is 
tickling her 
And sunglasses that show her sense of style. 
Her carefree demeanor has a tendency to show her youthful 
side 
Mother Nature surrounds her 
And she embraces it with love and desire 
Throwing her hands in the air 
The silver metallic in her outfit seems as radiant 
As her current mood 
She refuses to think the painful thought 
That this feeling won’t last forever 
 

By: Ta’Keah Otey 
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clear pain mirror 
 
 

life 
 

it busts in & out of rooms 
 

like a frat rush on meth 
 

it slows to a death crawl 
 

at any hint of progress 
 
 

 

life 
 

looks back with much less than 20/20 
 

its clouded w/ wish I'd's & damn its 
 

like the man who was the boy who 
 

chased the circus to escape home  
 

life 
 

only makes perfect sense in death  
 

 

 

life 
 

is a one shot 
 

one kill proposition  
 

life 
 

the thing we look at 
 

when faced w/that mirror  
 

& 
 

pain 
 
 
 
 
                                    22 



pain should be the thing 
 

the thing that wakes you 
 

tucks you in 
 

warms your bitterness on 
 

the coldest afternoons 
 

pain is 
 

the only reminder that we 
 

are truly alive 
 

that we have love in our hearts 
 

that we can carry hope 
 

even if it is for just someone else 
 

embrace your pain 
 

your suffering 
 

your lack of what you thought 
 

or think 
 

or dream you need 
 

because all you ever truly need is 
 

to be reminded that pain & life 
 

are the perfect partners 
 

one reminds us who we are 
 

the other is all we have 
 

so live to love 
 

love your suffering 
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remember to stare back at 
 

death w/the knowledge you are 
 

& will never be alone 
 

these mirrors are clear 
 

see thru 
 

looking back is just a matter 
 

of looking out 
 

toward brighter forever's 
 

& smile 
 

 

By: Murphy Clamrod 
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Portrait 
 
I thought I knew  
the curves, the blues, 
the bones, the hieroglyphics scratched 
into the corners of her face,  
the dark circles,  
the eyes open like glass doors with immense gold handles 
one ear poking through strands of black hair 
 
 
but I'm no painter 
I don't know the sky 
from the stars, 
black from dark 
blood from a river. 
 
 
If I could see her face 
one more time 
I'd ask her to paint my portrait 
where I could sit still 
and gaze at her 
artfully. 
 

By:  Jason Hardung 
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Silence Is Golden 
 
Silence is golden 
A melancholic drone. 
Like a frozen gazelle, 
Tenderness you exhale. 
 
Lissome. 
 
On days like this, 
We remain 
Sedate yet visceral, 
Inhaling the perfume  
Of love letters and 
Polaroid’s past 
In the empty barn 
The moon is a sickle cell 
Kneeling in the dust 
 
Your soul gently unravels 
An endless ball of yarn. 
And the night cherishes it so 
With a hollow grin... 
 

By: Nicole Marie Curteis 
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Falls of Past 
 
In an instant  
my feet have left the ground 
on which I stand, 
and my vision 
no longer needs my eyes  
or things that exist 
outside my mind. 
 
The only sense that lingers now  
remains only to clutch that aroma still.  
That crisp cold air  
draws October near 
and old memories of overcast skies 
and bouquets of crumbled leaves 
become my moment. 
 
Free laughter runs  
along the streets, 
and the green grass glows 
against the gray sidewalks. 
But I’m not there, 
not really. 
It’s those moments caught 
in time, 
not lost forever 
but in a scent remembered. 
 

By: Edo Azran 
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THIS IS 
 
This is the wallpaper in the tenement in Cleveland in 1954 
This is an October Sunday at Yankee Stadium in 1976 
This is everything you wished I was and everything I wished I wasn't 
This is too hot to handle and too much to bare 
This is all I held back that you needed 
This is the love of a lifetime passing in the street 
This is the letters I meant to write 
This is all the I'm sorrys we never get to say 
This is an aching deep inside from need 
This is vanilla spice candles and the smell of cinnamon 
  
This is tangible evidence of insanity 
This is dancing crazy alone without being drunk 
This is the poets trying to keep from drowning 
This is the soldier who wonders why 
This is seeing God in a woman's eyes and looking for it again forever 
This is losing everything and starting over 
This is playing music and hearing the crowd applauding 
This is what it's come down to 
  
This is perfect sex 
This is postcoital postpartum postnasal depression 
This is off the beaten path without a paddle 
This is the side of the road with no destination 
This is vanilla chocolate And strawberry 
This is going to the grocery store hungry 
This is running with the scissors just because you can 
This is tipping your cap to Don Quixote 
This is waiting for the Rapture in a black suit 
  
This is a hundred thousand voices singing I can’t get no satisfaction 
This is blue eyes and brown eyes and redheads and blonds 
This is the one who leaves you wanting and 
The one you want to leave 
This is an adult dose of the grownup’s medicine 
This is the beginning of the end of the beginning 
This is re-creation, revelation, pain and frustration,  
This is forgiveness and redemption 
This is salvation, edification, sanctification…. Healing… 
  
This is most of what you needed and a little of what you wanted 
This is all you thought it would be 
This is exactly as it should be 
This is what you made it... 
  
Yeah, 
That's what This is... 
 

By: Hank Buekema 
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This Poem Doesn't Give a Fuck 
 
Cold hard gray morning 
No warmth comes 
Only the cold empty lines 
Of some Poem 
Of this Poem 
This Poem is a void 
You caught it out of the air 
You are just the transmitter 
                  the translator 
This Poem offers no affection 
Though you conjured it here 
This Poem doesn't care 
This Poem brings nothing 
Only takes up space 
On my shelf 
In my hard drive 
In my head 
This Poem takes up space 
Cold hard gray morning 
Just you & a Poem 
The Poem offers no warmth 
The Poem offers nothing 
 

 

By: Michael Grover 
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That Special Bond 
 
Friends first, 
Lovers next 
This feeling they have for each other 
Had grown so strong 
 
They were inseparable 
These two shared something special 
First time in love 
And the feeling was heavenly 
 
She would choose nobody else 
He now has a part of her 
And she of he 
No other man or woman ever will 
 
She would choose no one else 
To give this precious gift to 
A bond that can't be broken 
And until this day is still true 
 
Time came for them to go their separate ways 
Still no hard feelings 
Whenever they need something 
They know they can count on the other 
Best Friends...a relationship like no other 
 

By: Kiara Scott 
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My Wife 
 
my love 
    my wife 
         eleven years and more 
 
we keep the lawn trimmed 
    without concern 
weeds grow in the flower garden 
    and we 
    still without concern 
 
dishes pile in the sink 
and coffee spills on the linoleum 
but no concern 
 
we love 
 in love 
   no concern 
 
easy love 
 beautiful love 
   no concern 
 
J. 11/11/11 
 
 
my woman, my lover, my love, 
 
I miss you so much that my heart beats irregular. 
my body feels wrapped in plastic. 
I long and in longing feel misplaced. 
every moment away I realize our love immeasurable. 
 
- your melancholy man 
 

By: Jhon Baker 
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Some Days 
 
Janice from work 
is two stairwells away 
from a cigarette. 
Shoulders in a black 
pea coat already 
hunched against her 
ten below break, 
she stops me on 
the way up says 
"Computers are down 
again - everyone's 
dusting their desks." 
 
This is what we do - 
when the system is down, 
when we can't take phone orders, 
when we can't. . . - 
all of us, quietly, 
dust our desks. 
 
Standing on swivel chairs, 
precariously wiping the edges 
of our cubicles; and then 
the computers and phones reignite, 
the static and pop so loud 
and thick I can feel 
it on my tongue. 
 
The company has come 
to life again. The phones 
start ringing like we've had 
too long and good a weekend. 
 
Janice is back with Deanna 
who's worked here since 
high school, twelve years. 
Amid the buzz, Deanna complains loudly 
that she has told off 
 
yet another rolling drunk 
from across the street 
at the Shish Ka Bar. Says 
she can't take another smoke 
break and be asked again for 
a light, a match, cigarette, 
does she have a quarter or why 
is she so mean when she says no? 
                                      33 



I am hearing, I am 
typing in phone-given orders 
for people who can afford 
to call and buy office supplies. 
 
My right ear is tender 
from the phone headset;  
my left hand feels limp 
and useless as I always 
key-punch with my right,  
fingers moving faster 
over the numeric pad. 
 
To distract, I envision 
little silver parachutists 
rappelling from my fingertips, 
landing and clicking each 
number with precision. 
They guide themselves 
with red and blue threads 
like the kind woven 
into paper money. 
 
In reality, our reward 
for another year with 
this place is a nickel raise; 
a dime if we answer more 
phone calls than last year. 
 
One morning I answered 
my apartment phone 
by the company's name. 
 
One morning I dreamed 
I didn't have to go 
into work, that I could do 
whatever I wanted. 
Sun shining down 
two stairwells, I turned 
to go outside - 
I turned to name something. 
 

By: Liz Minette 
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On the Tip of Tongue Yet Inarticulable 
  
my tongue’s tied with some advanced sailing knot 
out of which I’m unable to slither 
sliding in and out, under and over have been core 
to my survival ever since ever 
  
devoid of alternative means of remediation 
it’s all I can do but reach for 
cold steel forever kept in my right pocket 
  
found opposite that of open vein 
spilling black, 
no heed to stain left for all to see 
  
a blade has gone dull as its possessor 
modern kevlar line doesn't readily oblige 
to even honed blade of laceration regardless 
  
perhaps I need find peace with the rope 
a substitute form of communication 
when voice goes silent and signing seems 
a bit optimistic given bound hands 
  
searching the depths of all I’ve ever known 
I once again find a means 
by which to slice myself free for the moment 
  
my shadow will soon again catch me off guard 
it’s harder and harder cutting free of the sails as winds 
turn acrid, water black and current drags me old before my time 
  
guess I shoulda paid more attention in cub scouts 
perhaps the cub scouts shoulda paid more attention to me 
semantics notwithstanding I can’t untie a knot to save my fuck-
ing life 
yet somehow fashioning a noose around my own neck presents lit-
tle if any difficulty 
 

 

By: Danny Baker 
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Forever Free 
 

I've been waiting for this 
Forever 

I've been dreaming of this 
Forever 

You'll never dominate my mind  
Forever 

Now I can be me 
Forever 

Now I can be free 
 Forever 

 

By: Megan L. Lummus  
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These four walls I live in 

 
So bare and quiet from within. 
Even though there's not much room, 
It's a place where "I can clean and groom." 
I do feel so helpless sometimes, 
Then I hear the "church bell chimes. 
All of a sudden I rise to my feet! 
Thank God, I have a place to sleep! 
 

By: Linda Hunter 
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 Our Excellent Expertise 
  
 The Far East 
 Being distinctive 
 Being sincere every time that we give 
 Exhilaration 
 Private and public transportation 
 Education 
 Fascination 
 Devising master plans 
 All islands 
 Honoring matrons 
 Hilarious puns 
 Getting the match point to win the game 
 Never being lame 
 Our smiles 
 Cleaning our bathrooms tiles 
 Every radar and watching Nascar 
 Going to Madagascar 
 
 
 Longitude and latitude 
 Eating some low-fat food 
 Overcoming exertion 
 Ascension 
 Being fabulous 
 Earn trust 
 Our insight 
 Every height 
 Uprightness 
 Our brightness 
 Listening to The Eurythmics 
 Knowing that our brains are exquisite 
 Handling our concerns 
 The art of taking turns 
 Maintaining our balance 
 Dealing with every challenge 
 Every pavilion 
 Every billion 
 

 By: Orion Davis 
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If The Fool Would Persist In His Folly He Would Become Wise 
 

Do not fear starvation, 
For a hungry soul has but the world to indulge in 
Do not fear homelessness, 
For it is the wanderers who relinquish bounds 
Do not fear madness, 
For only the mad know love 
Do not fear resentment, 
For it is earned by those who have lived with the fervor of con-
victions 
 
Do not fear sorrow, 
For without sorrow there is no wisdom 
Without pain, 
Bliss would be incomprehensible, 
And would pass by us  
Like the shooting stars we ignorantly sleep through 
Light shines brighter in the midst of darkness 
Excess of sorrow laughs, 
Excess of joy weeps 
Pain is not of pride 
But of acceptance, 
It is our only truth 
 
We must never forget from whence we came, 
In fear of losing where we are going 
It does not matter whether we journey backwards or forwards, 
Movement is movement: 
Decay only comes when stationary. 
Death and life are not too different, 
You must die a few times 
Before you can truly live 
 
If you are losing your soul and you know it, 
You still have a soul to lose. 
Those who escape hell 
Have nothing to fear but purgatory. 
So when you climb out of bed, 
And fear you are not going to make it 
Laugh, 
And remember all the times you have 
Felt that way. 
 
 
By: Robert Lyons 
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The Great American Teach In of Poets 
 
 
You had their full attention that day 
 
Pencils pens in hand 
 
eyes wide and intense 
 
drenching in the words of the wise 
 
they listened... 
 
 
 
They listened to a video made by S A Griffin 
 
and plunged head first into a River 
 
of THIS IS.. 
 
they asked for me to replay it more than once.. 
 
to hear his words over and over in their heads 
 
just so.. 
 
with ramparts and feeling red glare ... 
 
they wrote... 
 
they made a MEMORIAL to Andrew M Lopas 
 
across the classroom wall 
 
and as the bell rang they wanted to stay.. 
 
To stay in S A's BACK ROOM with Mike Taylor 
 
because on this day reverence 
 
and respect were learned.. 
 
New respect for this thing called poetry.. 
 
this thing called a life worth living through words.. 
 
They were Learning to Draw with Carolyn Srygley Moore's 
 
words… 
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And they Painted the Wall's with Red Handprints with me 
 
in love of Mark Hartenbach's Sound of Music and the volume 
 
made in the month of March... 
 
they learned from him it’s ok to paint outside the lines 
 
with broad strokes and learn from a lifetime of living.. 
 
And they want to get on a bus.. 
 
get on a bus and ride that Interstate Chokehold 
 
till they meet up somewhere 
 
where writing never ends 
 
and poets sit and applaud one another's ideas 
 
somewhere cool 
 
like Denver or Boston 
 
with boys named Juice , Frank Reardon and Jack Shaw. 
 
 
 
They saw all your shortcomings... 
 
all your pain in your words... 
 
and wanted to reach out 
 
just once 
 
to hold your pen. 
 
They saw your words through my eyes. 
 
and will never stop loving them. 
 
 
By: Diana Rose 
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We at take-it-to-the-street-poetry are 
honored and humbled at all of the great 
poetry/prose/art we receive. From seasoned 
writers to the novice, we are a place where 
everyone is equal and the recipient is our 
common goal. 
 
 
We have shared over 600 poems in just 8 
short months. Amazing. 
 
Thank you for helping make 2011 the year of 
“free poetry” and as we go ino 2012, we will 
find new ways to keep tittsp a creative 
venue for sharing with others. 
 
 
 



 

From the contributors to the recipients, I 
thank you for helping to make this a  
reality.  
 
For anyone interested in learning more 
about, or to submit for future volumes 
of”take-it-to-the-street” please feel free to 
contact us @ www.takeittothestreetpoetry.com 
 
Lynne Hayes: Editor/Word Hustler 
                                     
                 Published by Free Penny Press 
                         Tampa, Florida 
      


