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Welcome to the 28th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2008.  Congratulations to the students, faculty, staff and alumni 
who are winners of this year’s contest!  Your work has been judged as the best in the genres of musical composition, visual art 
and writing.  Please enjoy the pages that follow, as well as the electronic version of WFAM 2008, which is accessible on Lewis 
University’s web site through the directory, where you can not only see this magazine online but you can hear the beautiful, 
award-winning music.

Winners of the contest were selected from three genres (musical composition, visual art and writing), with numerous 
subcategories for visual art and writing.  For the visual art genre, the judging was updated this year to reflect current practices in 
art competitions.  Typically, there is only one First Place winner or “Best in Show” in an art contest, along with one Second Place 
and one Third Place winner. Thus, all of the subcategories are judged together.  For example, photography is in competition with 
painting and drawing, etc.  By adopting that same practice, WFAM 2008 has one First Place, one Second Place, and one Third 
Place winner along with numerous Honorable Mention awards. Instructor Leslie Colonna of the Art Department is confident 
that this is the best practice for evaluating the contest’s art entries. 

The musical composition and writing winners were awarded prizes based upon the possibility of First, Second, Third Place and 
Honorable Mention.  Most importantly, the judges for music, visual art and writing had discretion to eliminate an award if they 
selected to do so.  Many thanks to the judges in all the genres whose keen eyes, expertise and devotion to WFAM 2008 made the 
production of the magazine such a success!

A special thanks to the President of Lewis University, Br. James Gaffney, FSC, and the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, 
Angela Durante.  It is because of them that Lewis University continues to recognize and honor the creative talents and visions 
of those within the Lewis community.  Without their support, a magazine that displays diversity, contemporary thinking and 
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Musical Composition
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 First Place 
— In the Attic — 

 Garrett Castello

In the Attic
Continued
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  Second Place
— Tribute to Zarathustra’s Animals— 

  Quincy Wright
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  First Place
— Untitled— 

  Jamie LaFevers

yellow.
	 hollow fellow does
	 your saunter in the
	 jaunt of your haunting
	 coat-tails burn your throat?

	 aquarius stare &
	 schizo-mambo hips
	 shoe shine & tap
	 tapping top hat

	 sunshine in your eye
	 more orange – a dowry
	 dime – a cappella
	 acoustics under wet umbrella

	 how do you do it
	 heron junkie
	 fowl mouthed jesus
	 freak, dandy-lion.

blue.
	 I caught your hip slip
	 Your azul rural
	 Sugar lips, made a 
	 Steady hand stampede

	 Psychoactive survivor
	 Born & fed in boys town
	 Twilight Miranda rights
	 Back of a taxi cab

	 Penny liquor
	 Pace-maker, your
	 Chastity panties
	 Berry stained stairs

	 You grew teacups
	 In the woodman’s bramble
	 Wolfed it down
	 Hung the hatchet on your mantle.

  First Place
— Like Medusa— 

  -- after Homan’s “Like the Devil”
  Elizabeth Weber

She can make love with her eyes,
breathe with the sorrow of onions
and think mine-mine-mine
with her hands as she squeezes
words from me like an open thesaurus.
She winks like Medusa,
all electron shock and snake-eyed
dice.  Washes me on reef-tops
as if my lungs are a raft,
her heart, keeling.
I surface, sputter starfish,
a merman beached
on her iris of sky.
She licks her lips,
and dreams it so.
Merciless, she carves.
Giggle and spurn, this
sexpot.  This curator.
An artisan who stipples my spine
with ice-tipped nails, licks the salt
off my chest with one hand
holding the chisel.
Ay! She’s hermosa, peligrosa.
She conquers pristine, marble,
and queen.  Splits
the arrow in the bull’s-eye
every time, this Robin hooded cobra.
She leads me down statue-studded corridors.
Mine-mine-mine.
She who makes love with her eyes
will never blink.

Student Poetry
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  Honorable Mention
— Pause—  

  Nicholas Prince 
          shot
back across I flourished.
Crushed flows.  I wander through this unforeseen moment
wondering where dawn ends and day begins

My ecclesiastical legions surmount and wane.
Unhinged brain that is clouded fought the plan which 
was too plain.                    Shame.
The pleasant scent was soured and lost.

My mother’s hands strike                   soft
stuck in blank thought.
Off, my errs run bluntly across cracked ground
screaming sorry for months.

My pitch fails.                   F***.
Now forward march on 
crutches
stutter step toward tomorrow.

  Honorable Mention
— Cherry— 

  Nicole Smith
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Visual Art Category

  Faculty, Staff and Alumni Photography 
  Honorable Mention   
— Flight— 

  Dr. Paul Kaiser  Student Sculpture 
 Honorable Mention

— Design Exercise— 
 Julie Fontanetta

 Student Photography
 Honorable Mention 

— Home Flourishes— 
 Lauren Necesario

 Student Computer Graphics 
 Honorable Mention 

— Stair Concept— 
 Katie Ryan

 First Place
— Bless Me, Rabbi— 

 Dr. George Miller

This strange woman approached me at my Aunt Freda’s 85th birthday party and blabbed: Bless me, rabbi.

I am not a rabbi, lady. In fact, I flunked out of Hebrew School on five separate occasions. Here’s what I wrote on my final exam 
circa 1970.
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  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Christmas Crystal—  
  Kristen Holding

  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Vase of Flowers—  
  Amber King 

  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Untitled—  
  Jovana Torres  

  Student Drawing 
  Honorable Mention

— Design Exercise— 
  Meredith Crowder
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  Student Computer Graphics 
  Honorable Mention

— The Sunset Flower— 
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  Second Place
— Our 9/11 Couch— 

  Dr. George Miller
 
My wife finally gave me permission to get rid of the big green sectional couch. Not the whole couch; only 1/3 of it; the part with 
the sleeper we never used. Nobody actually made it through the night on the sleeper, even a family friend—who washed down 
an Ambien with a shot of whiskey that submerged her into a quasi-coma—complained she could feel the springs nibbling on her 
intestines. Every other month it seemed we tried to return this section of the couch because anybody who sat on the cushions 
slowly sank into children until their knees were at eye level. Couch specialists from the furniture equivalent of the Sorbonne with 
little flashlights and Master’s Degrees in circumlocution repeatedly came out to diagnose the problem, but they never admitted 
a deeper structural problem and only recommended replacing the cushions.  New cushions; same sinking feeling. At one point, 
I threatened to load the couch on a Ryder truck and drop it into one of their showrooms, proclaiming: “This couch is a piece 
of crap—don’t buy their pieces of crap!” I considered this a veiled threat—they considered it empty. My wife said to wait until 
someone helped me to move it, but I refused to wait. I had my chance and she—a packrat who ran the legislative, executive, and 
judiciary branches of our household—would soon become nostalgic and want to hold on to it just like she held on to everything. 
As I turned the green leather monstrosity on its side to fit in through the door, I remember the day we got the couch: 9/
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so many filters – it could be seen through a feminist, sophist, or racist eye and come out with three different predictions of why 
a certain visual element or word was used based on their “filter.”  The following is an example of how a “filter” operates with a 
Marxist screening of the film Erin Brockovich.  
	 Marxism, developed by Karl Marx, is a theory stating that our society is split into a class system that influences the 
social, economical, and political aspects of society.  This is a constant struggle between the increasing lower class and the higher 
class who holds most of the power and dominates society.  The film Erin Brockovich takes a look at a lower class individual 
struggling to provide for herself and her children who becomes involved in a lawsuit with the powerful, higher-class executives of 
a water plant.  Visual elements as well as dialogue display the class and power division that are still in existence today.
	 This film proves that not only is there a class division based on wealth, but that lower class citizens are treated more 
poorly than citizens of the higher class.  The film revolves around Erin Brockovich, a lower-class citizen.  The visual elements 
of the movie clearly label her as lower-class.  She is unemployed, has three children, and has been married and divorced twice.  
She smokes cigarettes and uses vulgar language throughout the film.  This is a distinction in classes because cursing is not used 
in the wealthier classes and today, besides cigars, men and women are not seen smoking generic cigarettes.  Her untidy hair and 
urban outfits complete the picture of a lower-class woman.  Her lifestyle also portrays the average lower-class citizen.  Foods 
shown in the film are generic peas and macaroni and cheese.  The table is littered with final notices on bills and the occasional 
bugs that are found on the floor.  The visual elements of this film set the stage for a class division 
	 As a class system, the lower class citizens, although more in numbers, are overpowered by the fewer high class citizens.  



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2008

38 39

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2008



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2008

40 41

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2008

	 Bauji said his silly sister would soon see how foolish she was. He said it the day she left and every time someone said her 
name in our house. “Just you wait,” he’d say. “She’ll be begging me to come and bring her home.” Then one day, as I tore open 
her latest letter, there were the words I’d dreaded in black ink on yellow paper. She wanted to come home. I tore the letter to 
shreds and swallowed the pieces one by one, letting each one sit on my tongue. They tasted thin and sour, like spoiled yoghurt. 
	 When Bauji asked me that evening if had heard from Aunt Anjali, I closed my eyes and tried to picture my aunt, alone 
in Lahore, but all I could see was Bauji’s face triumphant if I told him about the swallowed letter. So I lied. I lied and said Aunt 
Anjali was happy and carefree in the city. I lied about the pain that was now in her back as well. I lied so that one day, maybe, I 
could leave, too. Bauji nodded and returned to his food. Ma smiled at me and asked my sister about her wedding plans. No one 
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the bow.  My eyes swam with the river, frantically trying to focus.  The small boat had run aground amid a cluster of cattails 
and a lonely, broken water heater.
	 I swore and threw my pole to the back of the boat and reached for an oar, only to find the eye waiting near the port 
railing.  I narrowed my gaze, as water snailed around my boat, through the cracks of the water heater and out again through the 
thin, rebellious reeds of the cattails.  
	 “Well, Fish, ask yourself: did I bring five worms?  Or did I bring six?”
	 The water near the eye quivered as my hand once again reached down into my pocket.	 “Well, Fish?”
	 I opened my hand to find nothing but dirt.  I clenched my fist and ground it between my fingers, slowly sifting it onto 
the deck.  Defeated, I spat at the eye.
	 I turned to pick up my oar, when suddenly I heard a splash and a small, metallic ping.  Reflexively, I looked to the eye, 
but it had vanished.  The fish had spat back.  Looking down, I saw my hook, wormless for the last time, lying near my feet.  I 
laughed hoarsely and shoved off the near bank, back into the river’s center.	
	 I picked up the hook, seated myself near the tiller, and held it up to the harsh sun.  I smiled, squinting in its reflected 
light.			 
	 “Oh, don’t you worry, Fish.  I’ll be back.”

  Third Place
— When the Bough Breaks—  

  Jessica Huffman

	 I am gasping. There is no air, simply no air in this room. The doctor is looking at me now, and I can hear his voice 
as if from very far away. “He was never your son,” he says, and it’s absurd, of course. He was my son, my little boy who’s dead, 
drowned, and gone forever, but the doctor keeps talking no matter how much I want him to stop. All the evidence from the 
scene, the hair on his sweater, physical characteristics, the description of the boy’s father, none of it matches. The boy is not your 
son. My son, my little boy, my Jacob, who I loved. I reach back into my mind. I remember birthdays, illnesses, scrapped knees 
and school lunches, but I need something else, the original, primal memory of life inside me. I can’t find it, where is it, what did 
he feel like when he kicked me? I don’t know and it can’t be true he was, he was, he was someone else’s child. “We believe the 
boy’s father paid you to pose as Jacob’s mother.” Don’t say that; don’t say his name like you held him when he cried out in the 
night. But the memories are there now... the fair-haired man with an envelope of money, and I’m nodding, and then Jacob, but 
not mine, never mine, and the room is getting narrower and taller. The doctor is stepping forward, but the ground is rushing up 
through the air now and then. Oh then, there’s nothing at all. 

	 Dear Dr. Stevenson,
                      I am writing in response to your interest in my patient who, for reasons of confidentiality, I shall call Miranda after dear 
Prospero’s daughter. Miranda first came to us after attempting to flee a crime scene when confronted with her part in the drowning of 
a young boy she believed to be her son. The boy had been living with her for several years and, by accounts of her neighbors, she was a 
fine mother. DNA evidence at the scene, however, proved her to be both innocent of the crime and completely unrelated to the child. 
She suffered a massive psychotic episode at the police station and has been all but incoherent ever since. I doubt she has any real idea of 
where she is now.

	 Do
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be furious to know I had even applied to the American Academy of Dramatic Arts. Choices are hard to make. When we choose we’re left 
with our choice. No one said choosing would be easy, but not choosing is even less easy.

Carefully, I set my pen down and closed my diary. I slowly picked up the letters and folded them, then refolded them 
six times before finally walking downstairs.

“Mom, I have something to show you. Oh my gosh, what is that smell?” I questioned.
“Oh no sweetie, I burnt the Mac and Cheese. I wasn’t paying attention,” she whined.
“It’s okay mom. I’ll make us something to eat,” I said.
“What would I do without you,” said my mom. “Good thing Yale is close.”
“Well, that’s what I want to talk to you about, actually,” I said slowly. 
Outside, their neighbor, Mrs. Snowen, overheard shouts coming from their house. This was something she was 

becoming accustomed to. She stopped watering her plants and moved closer, in order to hear better.
“Mom, you know I’m not dumb, so why don’t you trust me to do the right thing?” screamed Julie.
“Because this decision you’re making is the dumbest thing you have ever done, the only dumb thing you have ever 

done. This is the most important decision of your life, and I’m not going to let you waste your one mistake on this,” yelled the 
mother.

“Ever since the divorce I have been the parent around here, not you. So don’t try to play the mom card now,” screamed 
Julie.

Mrs. Snowen heard footsteps pounding up the stairs, followed by a door being slammed and the light in the upstairs 
window being flicked on. Then she saw Julie’s mom walk outside, slamming the front door behind her. She sat down on her 
porch swing and noticed Mrs. Snowen watering her plants. 

“Hello Mrs. Snowen, sorry for the ruckus,” said the mother.
“No problem dear, I barely noticed,” said Mrs. Snowen with a glint in her eye.
A few minutes later, Julie’s mother got up from her porch swing and tried getting back into the house. She shook the 
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	 “It’s too low . . . call an ambulance!”  
	 In the ambulance, the attendant spoke into an intercom. “Child, three. Received treatment for frostbite, but core 
temperature dropping. Attempting to stabilize en route.” Next to the cot, Jennifer swayed back and forth numbly. Denver was 
cocooned in blankets. Jennifer pressed her cheek to his.  
	 “Baby, baby, it’s going to be all right; don’t you worry,” she murmured tearfully. Suddenly his eyes flew open. Jennifer 
started. Denver’s lips moved, struggling to speak.  
	 “H - H
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  First Place
—  Madame—  

  Viktonja Makarovite

	 From afar, even as a child, it was apparent that she, with her vitality and class, was bred for the noble creed. Every 
summer visit, she held her head high and straight with a seeming air of arrogance, as any noble would. Without a care, she 
bathed in delicate sunlight, repeatedly unmoving. Why would she have any worries when iron guards from all around night 
and day surrounded her? Even the graveled streets of the outside world were not capable of penetrating her security, not a single 
pebble, no matter how many decades passed and withered. The only way to enter her dignified domain was to have her personal 
permission, but even then the guards squeaked in grinding protest.
	 Once past the guards, a slapping sense of joy and serenity would hit. The beauty of the surroundings, freshly cut 
misty-green grass with its sweet tang, and another sweet flowery scent, maybe roses, would be more than over-powering, yet 
relaxing. The hushed chirpings of tiny beaks combined with laughing leaves sang beautiful melodies with dominant soothing 
powers that would sleepily overwhelm any listener. There were tall apple trees thrown randomly around but appeared to still be 
sticking to an unseen order. The trees were all full of apples that were incapable of deciding if they wanted to be green or yellow. 
The apple trees closest to her, were flirting like children experiencing puppy love, so close but never touching. The scenery was 
breathtaking but the most beautiful and awe-inspiring object of the surrounding was and always has been her. 
	 She wore a wistful hat of such fine tiled brown material that even the sun asked for permission before frolicking on it. 
As it frolicked, its soft, almost loving footsteps left behind golden or sometimes rusty rays in the fine material. The hat’s shape 
resembled that of an elongated Egyptian pyramid, with the sun reaching tip on top and the large, heavy base on bottom. It was 
positioned just above the eyes, so elegantly and tenderly. It seemed as if the smallest breath of wind would turn the hat into a 
free-flying bird intent on migrating south. The hat oozed in elegance, yet it had a certain corky-ness about it. With how the hat 
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	 Refueled and refreshed, we all climb back into the car and head for the highway. The highway has to be one of the 
most exciting portions of the trip next to actually getting to paradise. Living just outside Chicago yields a suburbia of people 
clamoring for property in proximity to the city without sacrificing the smaller town environment. However, a six-lane highway 
slicing through my backyard isn’t exactly what I would connect with a small town setting.  
	 As we join the early risers of the summer morning, the excitement only builds for this portion of the trip.  Still tired but 
too excited to join my brother and mother who have fallen asleep, I rest my head against the cool window and watch suburbia 
begin to disappear. Trucks become fewer and then cars become less.  Six lanes become four and the landscape morphs to meet 
more of the needs of nature rather than the needs of big business and big families. Buildings fall scarce and trees become 
plentiful. We soon leave the highway and take to back roads where you can see no homes or buildings, because the trees now 
hug the roadside. Suddenly, the car slows and my heart races as we turn left by a lone mailbox onto a gravel drive. Finally, we are 
here.
	 The drive along the half-mile driveway seems longer than the trip itself. But soon, a home emerges.  A white house with 
stone columns holding up the portico to the front door stands amidst towering trees and a sea of green. My dad gives the car a 
much-needed break, and we step out to stretch our legs. As I step out, I hear a welcome sound…nothing. The air is much cooler 
and much fresher than where I woke up just three hours ago. The house looks like a simple one level; however, with this home, 
you should never judge this “book by its cover.” 
	 The family and I grab our luggage and open the front door. Rex squirms his way past us and through the front hall 
and begins his tradit
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  Second Place
—  Weathered—  

   Instructor Paul Gaszak

Today, rain is falling from a gloomy sky that has snuffed out the sun like wet fingertips on a candlewick. 
And I love it. 
When I was little, nothing was as irritating as a rainy day. The morning walk to the school bus stop was booby trapped 

with puddles on the sidewalks and curbs that splashed on my pants and drowned my socks.  Even worse, the humidity would 
cling to that mysterious green material that covers school bus seats, which made the ride drearier than usual. At the start of 
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may be a source of optimism, it can be very frustrating and irrational.  Man’s mind thirsts for reasonable explanations and 
solutions.  Jewish soteriology can be very unpalatable for one who seeks answers and certitude in this life.  Positing salvation into 
some unknown time in the future and blindly trusting involves a great subjection of reason. Every experience of absurdity, every 
feeling of death inside, every pain of existence rages against this seemingly repugnant and irrational hope in God.  Ultimately, 
Wiesel recognizes that the experience of life “consumed [his] faith forever…murdered [his] God and [his] soul and turned [his] 
dreams to ashes” (Wiesel 34).  While the Maharal’s understanding of salvation may provide hope and optimism for the Jewish 
people, it can be unacceptable when the cruel and absurd experiences make one’s life into a long, dark night.
	 Throughout their existence, the Jews have cried with Tankhum, “Who will save us!?” (Act 2, Scene 9).  The Jews were 
especially aware of their need for salvation as they lived in the midst of great suffering and persecution.  However, this call for 
salvation has been answered in different ways.  With the messianic images of Isaiah as a model, Jews have fashioned varying 
models of salvation.  In the end, the Maharal believes that Jews must actively submit themselves to the Providence of God and 
maintain a faith of strength in the presence of persecution.  The Jewish people suffer a plight similar to the suffering servant, but 
they ultimately believe that their patient example of endurance and faith can be a light to the nations of the world.  Even though 
this soteriology may provide great hope for the Jewish people, the simple experience of the brutality and meaninglessness of life 
can render such an explanation as lacking.  The problem of suffering will always remain an immense stumbling block to faith.  
Something in the rational mind rebels against trust and faith when the persecution and illogicality of the world confront us.  In 
spite of the experience of suffering and the night of the soul it may bring, the Jewish notion of salvation can provide a positive 
source of hope and strength that can continue to allow the Jewish people to move forward.  	
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  Second Place
— The Status of Mental Health in Our Prison System—  

  Nicole Hofer

	 The issue of mental health is becoming an increasingly bigger problem for our prison systems within the United 
States.  “In 2005, the United States Department of Justice estimated that more than half of all prison and jail inmates either had 
symptoms of, or were actually diagnosed with a mental health problem.  This calculation included 56% of all State prisoners, 
45% of all Federal prisoners, and 64% of all jail inmates” (James and Glaze 1).  Prison and jail inmates who suffer from a 
mental disorder are also faced with a variety of other challenges while serving time in prison. Prisons have developed methods 
and treatment programs for their mentally ill population, but most of these efforts lack the necessary requirements to guide a 
mentally ill inmate into recovery.  Individuals are incarcerated because they have committed a crime or have broken the law.  
Laws are put into effect to ensure the protection of society at large.  When laws are broken, it is necessary to punish the offender 
for what he has done in order to maintain a fair and just society.  This should be true for every individual who violates the law—
even those who are mentally ill.  One major problem within our society is the lack of compassion and understanding—and even, 
at times, indifference—for those who suffer from mental disorders.  Our society, which especially includes prison staff, must be 
educated on the different types of mental disorders, as well as how each disorder will affect the individual, in order to properly 
handle situations involving these special-needs individuals.  

When an offender is sentenced for his crime and is forced to serve time by being incarcerated, he will be placed in one 
of two types of facilities.  A jail is for offenders who have committed a misdemeanor and have been sentenced to serve less than 
one year.  On the other hand, a prison is for offenders who have committed a felony and have been sentenced to serve one year 
or longer.  The type of facility that an individual is placed in order to serve his sentence will reflect different methods that are 
utilized for dealing with mentally ill inmates.  For example, many jails do not offer the opportunity for their inmates to receive 
any form of therapy, mainly because they spend too short of a time in jail (Gater 18).  Individuals sentenced to serve a longer 
term in a prison do receive the opportunity to utilize mental health services, such as individual and group therapy (18).   

  First Place
—  The Conflicting Notions of Jewish Salvation— 

  Kevin Magas

	 Throughout history, the Jewish thirst for salvation has flourished amidst the overwhelming tides of oppression and 
persecution.  Viewing themselves as God’s chosen people, they have sought the fulfillment of His promises as well as deliverance 
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the problems which they face, as well as their mental disorder.
	 The responsibility to assist the mentally ill prison population does not only rest in the hands of prison and jail staff 
members.  Although they are in control of a large portion of the treatment and care for this population, our society also needs 
to contribute in the effort of rehabilitating the mentally ill in prison.  The first way we can accomplish this task is to become 
educated on mental health in general, especially regarding the different mental disorders.  With a greater understanding of what 
mentally ill inmates face on a daily basis regarding their disorder and fellow inmates, members of our society will stop looking at 
these individuals as if they were animals.  Most people consider criminals and individuals who have broken the law to be lacking 
in any type of morals or values.  They feel this population should be punished to the fullest and most extreme case that the law 
will allow.  This is true to some extent; people should be punished for committing a crime and breaking the law.  However, we 
also need to take into account the individual needs of the offender.  Some individuals should not be placed in a jail or prison, 
especially if their mental condition is severe and overwhelming.  Being placed into a prison environment can increase an 
individual’s depression, anxiety, and contemplation or attempts at suicide.  It is necessary for these individuals to be punished for 
their wrongdoing, like any other normal citizen, but as an alternative, they should be placed into a mental health facility.  In this 
environment, the main focus will be on the mental health of the offender and working to rehabilitate the individual to normal 
mental status.  The issue of mental health is becoming an increasingly bigger part of the problems which our society faces today.  
In terms of dealing with mental health issues in prisons, conditions are improving. However, much more needs to be done in 
order to ensure proper and equal treatment of the mentally ill prison population. Society must stop viewing these individuals as 
animals to be medicated and forgotten and give them the proper care and attention which, as human beings, they inarguably 
deserve.
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Three Poems by
Prof. Timothy J. Bowlby

Two Limericks

When a lawyer from east Hackensack’s
Not defending the Fricks and the Fracks
Her off-hour joy’s
The placing of toys
On shelves made to hold bric-a-bracs.

				    The mood of an old chimpanzee
				    Was such overwhelming ennui
				    That when, on safari,
				    He spied Mata Hari
				    It only helped to a degree.
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Silent Remains

Unsaid: my thought was not to vex your heart  
When I in stealth and quiet read your art
And did, in doing, love in structure found;  
Expressing this would only things confound.
So I’ll say naught to you, and by no means
Do these dumb-silent verses spill the beans.

Instructor Sharon Houk Te´llez

Mayflies

Tonight the Wilmington mayflies
Hatched on the river.
Like schools of papery fish
They clung to buoys
In a sea of air.
Little kites with wings
Little legs with arms
Little eyes with kite tails
A miniature kite festival
A silent unhurried frolic
With little kites falling down
All around me
As if scores of curious little boys
Let go of their kite strings
To go play elsewhere.
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