
 

  



 
One Summer Day, amidst the heat and confusion of 2020, artists, writers and dreamers came together to help 
create one of Lake Erie Inks’ most unique and successful community programs. As we navigated social 
distance and looked for ways to stay connected, we came up with a creative activity to inspire the community 
with a common theme: One Summer Day... 
 
What follows is evidence of just how creative people can be. We hope that you are inspired as you read the 
work published in this anthology and maybe consider putting your own creativity to the challenge, helping us 
prove that self-expression can bring us together in ways we never dreamed possible. Part 1 represents artistic 
interpretations of submitted writing. Part 2 is a full collection of all submissions. 
 
We would like to thank Puffin Foundation West for funding this project. Thank you as well to our artists: 
Shannon Morris, Marla Dawn Kassoff, Kate Atherton, Marla D. Kassoff, Michelle Littlejohn, Julia 
Whitaker, Miguel Hernandez and David Wilson. Thank you to Mallory Phillips and the Coventry SID who 
helped us secure the storefront and for supporting this community art project. Thank you Cleveland sisters 
Anna and Dorothy for all of the creative energy and care you put into the project.  
 
Finally, we want to thank you, our creative community from all over, who helped make this dream a reality.  
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PART 1: Artist Renditions 
 
 

“The sun is shining, birds are chirping and the flowers are full blooms. Which means 
my favorite season is here: summer In Ohio” 
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Original Piece: Untitled by Nolan 
Interpretation by Shannon Morris 
 

 
 

 
 
Original Piece: Helping the United States - 
July,1943 by Ronald Ross 
Interpretation by Miguel Hernandez 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Original Piece: What Summer is to Me by Halle 
Preneta  
Interpretation by Marla Dawn Kassoff 
 

 
 

 
 
Original Piece: ONE SUMMER DAY IN THE 
BRONX 1947-- A REALLY EXCITING STORY! by 
Helen Ross 
Interpretation by Kate Atherton 
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Original Piece: Untitled by Sadie Mills 
Interpretation by Marla D. Kassoff 
 

 
 

 
 
Original Piece: Small Hope in a Broken World 
by Adele Wentzel 
Interpretation by: Julia Whitaker 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Original piece: One Summer Day by Evan Burg 
Artistic interpretation by David Wilson 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Original Piece: Spring to Summer by Barbara 
Brown French 
Interpretations by Michelle Littlejohn  
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Original Piece: Spring to Summer by Barbara 
Brown French 
Interpretations by Michelle Littlejohn (cont.) 
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PART 2: Community Submissions 
 
 

“One of the secrets of happiness is showing how much you care.” 
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What Summer is to Me 
Halle Preneta (Age: 17) 
 
Family gatherings and popsicles 

Warm smiles and caramel drizzle 

Walks on the beach and dogs barking 

Ice cream sundaes and light reading 

Summer starts when school ends 

That’s when the fun ascends 

Into excessive amounts of free time 

The smell of pine 

Riding bikes and taking hikes 

And many adrenaline rushing yikes 

But when school starts up 

And the chaos starts to erupt 

I’ll always remember 

The good times I had during summer 

 

 
Untitled 
Sophia Livecchi (Age: 21) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Stratford-upon-Avon Haiku 
Kevin Devine (Age: 60) 
 
Bard’s Barometer. 

Insurmountable pressure! 

Top sonnet eighteen? 

Summer from head to toe 
Leila Metres (Age: 14) 
 
chlorine 
drying in 
our hair 
that stiffens 
brown curls 
 
freckles 
showing up 
accentuating 
the curves in 
our smiles 
 
watermelon juice 
sweet and 
dripping 
down 
our 
chins 
 
the sun 
beating down 
from above 
tanning 
our shoulders 
 
muscles 
beginning 
to appear 
from our 
core workouts 
in the grass 
 
golden sand 
from lake erie 
sticking to 
our knees 
and legs 
and everywhere 
 
bare feet 
slapping the 
concrete sidewalk 
as we run 
from june to 
July to August. 
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Helping the United States - July,1943 
Ronald Ross (Age: 85) 
 
9AM. Summer vacation-no school until 
September-the day after Labor Day. Our bedroom 
window was open and I could smell the lilacs in our 
small backyard. I put on my dungarees, striped polo 
shirt and old shoes, had cereal and milk for 
breakfast, swallowed my vitamins and terrible 
tasting cod liver oil and went outside to work in my 
Victory garden. I had planted different vegetable 
seeds in early June and there were rows of radish 
leaves, beet leaves, cucumber vines with tiny 
yellow flowering buds, green onions, small tomato 
plants and corn stalks. No fertilizer or chemical 
sprays were used but everything looked good with 
the expectation that my efforts were going to help 
our country win World 
 War II because I was helping feed my family by 
providing vegetables for dinner. 
 
I picked the weeds out of the V-Garden (V for 
Vegetables and V for Victory), watered the garden 
with the green rubber hose attached to the water 
spigot. On some days I went into the house to roll 
tinfoil from empty packages into a ball and put 
rubber bands together and gave them to my mother 
to take someplace where there were boxes for 
collection of tinfoil and rubber---all needed by our 
country because there were rubber and metal 
shortages and these were necessary to build 
airplanes and tanks to defeat the enemies who had 
attacked the United States and its allies. 
 
As a nine year old, I felt I was "doing my patriotic 
service" to help our country win the war. 

 
 
One Summer Day 
Evan Burg (Age: timeless) 
 
One summer day I was in Florida 
With my family crew and enjoying the view 
I played golf and had fun in the sun 
The beach was really calm 
And I relaxed on a chair with my mom 
 

Untitled 
Heather Ross (Age: 82) 
 

 
 

 
One Summer Day 
Rosie Horvath (Age: 11) 
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Untitled  
Sadie Mills (Age: 19) 
 
I have a big fat cat 

We go outside to play 

Oftentimes we watch the birds 

While the day melts away 

He hides from the sun in the bushes 

Leaving me out in the heat 

Then he rolls around in the dirt 

His fur brushing my feet 

I love my big fat cat 

And playing out in the sun 

And when the day is over 

We curl up in bed as one 

 
 
One Summer Day 
Shira Josefovitz (Age: Timeless) 
 
I believe that summer had actually started in May, it 
was nice and sunny out. 
The kids ran to the beach and enjoyed the sun to 
their hearts content. 
The sun showed promise, another sunny day went 
by. 
There were no clouds in the way.  It was enjoyed 
by all. 
Everyone was happy that summer had started. 
I would think it is because most people like to go 
away in the summer. 
Something has some promise. Trust. It’s a big thing 
these days. 
But it doesn’t have to be this way. 
Just think about happy times. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Summer Sunsets on the 25th 
Anna Lowenstein (Age: 25) 
 

 
 
 

August 25, 2019; 7:57pm 
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Spring to Summer 
Barbara Brown French (Age: 60) 
One spring day we decided it wasn’t winter any 
more and started to hurry along the little shoots and 
flowers.  There were many green volunteers, but 
they looked remarkably the same, 
indistinguishable.  Was this one the dreaded 
buckthorn or a coneflower, just as peristend, but 
friendly and welcome? Which to whisper to, which 
to pull? 
 
Another spring day we looked at our kids and at 
each other and decided to stay home.  There was 
something bad out there and we didn’t want to 
know it. It didn’t look like anything.  We were safe at 
home and birds were nesting. The bad thing was all 
around us, but it would go.  We were safe at home 
and could watch our flowers grow.  Greens yielded 
to pinks and whites and yellows. 
 
We loved our spring days.  Time stopped.  We 
watched plants grow as if in timelapse.  There was 
no gap between seeing one leaf, then two.  There 
was nowhere to go, nowhere to be.  The plants 
were rising up in celebration of themselves and we 
got to be there with them. 
 
One spring day became another and another and 
then, all of the sudden, we saw the reds and 
purples of a summer day.  The plants said, “Look at 
me!  I’m a cardinal flower.” “Look at me!  I’m a bee 
palm.”  We were watching so closely, seeing 
everything, and yet the beauties still popped with 
surprise.  But the bad thing was still there, too. 
“Look at me!  I am everywhere!  Cover your face 
and BEHOLD ME!” 
 
We cheer spring’s rebirth and love summer’s 
exuberance.  When autumn air cools and plants 
wither, becoming orange and brown, we ready 
ourselves for the next go ‘round.  Plants rest in 
winter’s white.  We know how it works. 
 
This year we know our world’s fine detail better 
than ever, but we can’t see what’s next.  What is 
autumn without school?  Where will we be in 
spring?  One summer day we worried for our world 

and went outside to look again at the bee with 
yellow pollen on his legs, buzzing flower to flower. 

 
 
Play It on Repeat 
By Toni K. Thayer (Age: 49) 
 
One summer day, all the kids in the neighborhood 
played, laughing, up and down the street until 
Nearly ten, and it still wasn’t dark. I ate a blueberry 
pie at a fair and it tasted better than anything 
Else on earth. I played kick the can, capture the 
flag, hide &amp; go seek, and a marathon of four 
Square, and I counted stars in an endless sky. I got 
a sunburn and hunted snipe and fell in love 
Under a bright full moon, and under a bridge, I saw 
a giant crawdad. In old Coney Island, I ate 
Mango on a stick, took a train to Kansas City, a 
boat to Nantucket. I also drove all the way to 
Montreal, twice. I got a letter from my penpal. I 
moved away and I came back again. I put off 
Everything that wasn’t lying in the grass and 
watching clouds. I got a job selling doughnuts. I 
Read all day on the beach, on a rock, in a 
crabapple tree. I ate a dozen jolly ranchers. I 
walked a 
Dog that wasn’t mine. I won a bet. I went skinny 
dipping in the quarry. I danced all night. I sang 
Along. I bruised my knee. I caught fireflies. I caught 
a toad. A dragonfly landed on my finger. I 
Yearned for everything. I couldn’t remember snow. 
I thought maybe, maybe time had stopped. 
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Summertime in Ohio/ Canada 
Yumi Simmons (Age: 29) 
 
The sun is shining, birds are chirping and the 
flowers are full blooms. 
 
Which means my favorite season is here: summer 
In Ohio. Time to break out 
 
the sunscreen and head to the beach with family. 
But remember to stay six feet Apart, 
from people you don’t know. time for barbecue ribs 
and 
 
chicken, grilled vegetables yummy. Plus, I love to 
watch the fireworks on the 
 
Fourth of July and hanging out with friends, Plus no 
school, yay. 
For me, summer means hanging out with my family 
and friends. Including going to 
Wasaga Beach, Which I Look forward to every 
single year. Including getting up in the 
morning time walking with my grandma, and getting 
breakfast. I love it so much. But 
the best part is seeing my twin cousins Chris and 
Andy .I love spending time with them 
playing and going to the pool, plus the beach. 
Sometime After dinner we go out and 
get ice cream In the hot summer at night. The Night 
It so clear you can see the stars 
Shining And the airplanes flying. I love it because It 
makes me think about how lucky I 
am to have A family and friends wHo care about 
me. 
This is dedicated to my family and friends - BFFs 
who have helped me grow as a Person 
And writer. Thank you for your support and love. 

 
 
DOLCE FAR NIENTE 
June Salm (Age: 91) 
 
Scene: my bedroom. 
By one wall, a desk, with my to-do list. Why even 
look at it; I know it by heart. 
By another wall my bed, with fluffy pillows. 

It is summer, and getting on toward noon. 
I eye the bed, then the desk; my bed, and the desk 
again. 
I chose the bed, and lie on my back, and try to 
listen to the day. The muffled roar 
of the day. Windows are open. The west window of 
my bedroom faces Coventry Road, often streaming 
with cars. As they start up in the distance (and 
disappear into it) they sound like cows mooing. 
 
The east window faces my backyard and its 
treetops (now lightly rustling), and a neighbor’s 
house. At the neighbor’s house, painters are on 
ladders. They ramble conversationally. Then 
someone bellows instructions. Another shouts an 
obscenity, which causes laughter. Thud, clank; 
they’re at work. 
 
Then the painters vanish. For lunch? 
Then there are no cars mooing. 
The trees are very still. 
A bird splits the air with a cry. Raucous, insistent. Is 
it hungry? Lonely? Lustful? 
Alarmed? Or simply exercising its right to be 
heard? 
 
What do I hear now? 
The beating of my heart. 
Doesn’t it ever get tired of that drumroll? 
For how many years now? Thump, against my 
chest. Sometimes it slows down, sometimes it 
speeds up, but never does it take a break. I think: I 
shouldn’t concentrate on this slippery organ 
because that could make it nervous. 
 
Now some cars again, and a couple of trucks, 
tooting and fluting. 
The painters are back. 
Clank.  
Lunchtime is over. 

 
[Dolce Far Niente is a phrase well-loved in Italy: 

sweet to do nothing] 
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ONE SUMMER DAY!  
Mark K. Bassett (Age: 66) 
 “RAIN” 
  
Yes.  Let it Rain.  -  Notice it is Raining.  -  Accept 
that it’s Raining.  
  
Allow it to Rain.  -  Choose Rain.  -  Realize it will 
Rain Again.  

  
Know that Rain is Good.  -  Accept Rain’s Wonder. 
-  Rain Cleanses.  

  
Rain Clears the Air.  -  Rain offers Growth.  -  Rain 
Offers Re-Birth. 
  
A Renewal of Spirit.  -  Rain Stimulates.  -  Rain 
brings Contrast.  -  Accept Change.  
  
Invite Change.   -   Live in the Unknown.   -   Live 
Freely with Rain.  -  Allow Freedom. 
  
Realize Rain is Natural.  -  Look toward Renewal.  - 
Be Okay with Rain.  
  
Investigate Change in Rain.  -  Notice how Rain 
Feels.  -  Enjoy Rain’s Coolness.  
  
Feel All of One’s Senses.  -  Rain Offers Openings 
to Emotion.  -  Feel All that Rain Brings. 
  
On the Other Side of Rain is Sunshine.  -  Feel the 
Warmth of Sunshine.  -  Enjoy the Sun’s Glow. 
  
Sunshine Warms our Inner World. - Feel its Energy. 
- My Energy. - Your Energy. - Our Energy.  
  
A New Day Arises.  -  Sunshine brings Intention.  - 
Declare this Day.  -  Seize this Day.  
  
Generate this Moment.  -  Opportunities are 
Abundant.  -  Possibilities are Infinite.  
  
Allow this Day’s Magic.  -  Choose What Shows Up. 
-  Feel What You Feel.  -  Allow It To Be.  
  
Be Present to the Now. - Live in the Now. - Allow. - 
Be. - Real. - Flow. - Authentic. - Vulnerable. 
  
Life is “Sunshine & Rain”. 
  
Life is ‘What We Make It’.  

“Sunshine & Rain” Is . . . 
  
“Life Is” . . . 

 
 
One Summer’s Day Barry the Dog Found a 
Bone 
Henry Horvath (Age: 10) 
 

 
 

 
MAKE FRIENDS WITH YOUR BUTCHER! 
June Salm (Age: 91) 
 

Thus the esteemed, irreplaceable, Julia 
Child entreated multitudinous fans on her televised 
cooking shows. And now we who call Cleveland 
home can do just that!  Because Edwins 
Restaurant on Shaker Square has sprouted 
another wing: Edwins Butcher Shop, at nearby 
13024 Buckeye Road. It is staffed by butchers who 
are happy to be your friend -- to explain, to 
recommend, to comply with your wishes. 

Behold the display cases: glistening with 
freshness are such varieties of beef as New York 
Strip, Porterhouse, Ribeye and Filet Mignon; 
poultry that includes whole roaster, breasts, thighs, 
and wings; lamb in the form of rack, leg, and loin; 
and all manner of pork. (They make their own 
bacon)! Any of the foregoing ready to be plucked by 
you and reach its apotheosis via oven, skillet, or 
grill. 

But wait; there is more! The Shop’s ample, 
light-filled space also contains a restaurant that 
offers hot meals, bone broths, sandwiches, and 
sides. Recently I lunched on mashed potatoes with 
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gravy, cole slaw, and brisket better than even your 
grandmother made. The raw round of beef that will 
translate into Edwins’ brisket undergoes a slow, 
four-day process, in which it is rubbed with many 
spices, including baharat from Istanbul; is smoked, 
then sits for a considerable time; is braised, then 
sits for a considerable time; and the alchemy 
complete, is delivered in shavings moist and savory 
to the salivating carnivore. 

The shop’s motto: “Here on Buckeye is 
where pigs will fly!” The emblem on the printed 
menu is, appropriately, a winged pig. And above 
that: “We believe that a store can still change the 
world.” 

 
 
ONE SUMMER Day! 
Toni Rash (Age: 77) 
 

One summer day, I traipsed through fields of 
Queen Anne’s Lace, 

Snapping stalks of milkweed - fascinated by those 
weeds of grace. 

 
One summer day, we played “school” on our 

Mandalay front porch; 
I was “teacher,” with my younger brother, 

pretending as we wiled the time away. 
 

One summer day, we reveled outside in puddles & 
mud galore, 

Midst showers of cooling rain and wind, on that hot 
& hazy day of yore. 

 
One summer day, dad drove us out to visit our rural 

farmer friends in Chardon, 
On a Sunday -- where we shared a yummy chicken 

dumpling dinner and 
homemade apple pies on a real farm with chickens, 

cows, horses, and flies! 
 

One summer day, Canada was our destination - a 
tiny log cabin on a lake 

Where we fished for Bluegill - fifty caught on a 
stringer - a great lake! 

 
One summer day, Lake Erie waters beckoned as 

dad warned the lake was steep 
And that we could drown; 

We treaded lightly, wetting our feet over myriad 
rocks of gray and brown. 

 

One summer day, my brother fell ill with the polio 
virus as he lay in bed, 

A month-long in an “iron-lung” at City Hospital, as 
we prayed for him, instead. 

 
One summer day, I was a lovely bride - August 10, 

1963 -- fifty-seven years ago; 
Three amazing children later, we are grateful for 
our family’s health - including grandchildren - as 

they grow. 
 

One summer day, we gazed upon our future 
gravesites - a granite monument  

standing there; awaiting our visitations, year upon 
year - n’er a care! 

 
 
One Summer Day 
Annah (Age: Timeless) 
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One Summer Day 
D. Elizabeth Duncan (Age: 21) 
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Summer Day Haiku 
Edward Ross (Age: 16) 
 
We played, we talked, we... 
We competed We hung out 
We miss you camp days 

 
 
Sweaty toes 
Nat S (Age: 24) 
 
Sometimes I pretend 
My pinky toes go running 
Away from my feet 
Scrunched tight in the grass 
They crawl as inch-worms 
dirt sticks deep between 
Spread far and sweaty 
I hold them for a while 
Curved and crooked, free 
 

 
 

 
Moving  
Elana Pitts (Age: 18) 
 
I am moving 
 
I hate it 
 
Packing and leaving friends behind 
 
Starting over 
 
I was 11 when I moved to Cleveland Hts. 
 
18 when I left 

At my new house there is this subtle baby blue          
house across the street 
 
The area is quiet aside from the engines of the cars           
and my dad's soothing voice 
 
His face was relaxed with a mischievous grin while         
he talked...no reminisced about his time 
as a boy growing up in Ohio 
 
My brother, Marc would chime in with jokes,        
question and laughter every now and then 
 
It was fun and peaceful 
 
That morning my mom took pity on us and decided          
to go to the store to get us some ice 
cream 
 
I watched from the porch as my sister, Bianca and          
my mom left 
 
I sat there listening to Marc and Dad's light-hearted         
banter 
 
The smell of lavender, pine, and strawberries filled        
the air 
 
As the clouds began to take shape to what my mind           
imagined 
 
I enjoyed the peaceful moments it gave me time to          
think and time to enjoy the moment 
 
The now 
 
I came to the conclusion that moving is not so bad           
as time went on 
 
I learned how to enjoy the quiet moments in my 
chaotic and busy life 
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TRAINING DAY 
Malcolm McPherson (Age: 14) 
 
Sherry stepped out the door of her one-story California 
home. The sun was shining and it was a beautiful day. 
Sherry was tall, had black hair, and was wearing a tank 
top and sweatpants. Sherry was also a werebat which 
meant she would never age and had certain powers that 
took time to learn. Today was a training day. She was 
going to try and master teleporting with another creature 
along for the ride. She started running towards the park 
where Damian, her boyfriend of ten years was waiting to 
greet her. Damian was tall, slim with a black bowl cut. 
He was also a werebat. He looked to be in his early 
twenties but was actually four hundred years old. 
 
“Hi.” Said Damian with a smile. 
 
“Hi.” Responded Sherry. 
 
“How are you?” 
 
“Good.” 
 
“Are you ready to start?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Good. We will start with a simple warm-up exercise. I 
want you to teleport across the field and back.” Sherry 
had done this exercise hundreds of times and did it 
easily. She disappeared and reappeared at the other 
end of the park, and then did the same back. 
 
“Good,” Praised Damian. “Now I want you to try with an 
actual animal.” Damian handed Sherry a small cat. 
 
“I want you to imagine you are the cat and then I want 
you to teleport.” Instructed Damian. Sherry tried but she 
found that she couldn’t manage to take the cat with her. 
When she returned Damian said, 
 
“Nice try. I would like you to continue until you have 
mastered this.” Sherry attempted many more times and 
on the seventh attempt, she managed to take the cat 
with her. The cat was very distraught at the novel 
experience of teleporting. 
 
“Good,” said Damian “Now just keep trying until you can 
do it consistently.” Sherry continued to try and eventually 
she was able to take the cat with her every time. Then 
Damian asked her to take him. This was only a large 
jump from cat to person and it took Sherry a few more 
attempts to master it but eventually, she did. Sherry was 
extremely pleased with herself. She had only been 
practicing teleporting for four years and now she could 
take another person with her. According to Damian, 

most bats took about ten years to master basic 
teleporting. 
“You should be proud.” Said Damian. Sherry responded 
with, “I am.” 
 
End. 
 

 
 

 
Untitled 
Lina Szpak (Age: 11) 
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Untitled 
Elijah McKee (Age: 21) 
 
We left the worries behind, the day the grass shone          

a new kind of green. 

Our sweat tasted fresh, my comrades agreed. 

Never before had we floated 

on vulnerability and empathy 

like we could 

that day. 

And later, our eye glasses slipped into the creek. 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Vermilion 
Meghan Donovan (Age: 45) 
For James (1918-2014) and Dorothy (1920-2019) 
 
The trailer always smelled a little musty, 
 
And the bedrooms were more cramped than ours. 
 
But we didn’t care, we squeezed in where we could 
at night, 
 
Because the daylight meant walks down the rickety 
steps to the beach, 
 
Where we stayed until our pale Irish-German skin 
begged for mercy. 
 

The daylight meant a swing set that stayed in place 
no matter how big we got, 
A net for badminton and a lawn for darts. 
 
It meant circus peanuts in a jar with a yellow lid and 
trips to an old-school general store for candy sticks 
in every flavor a kid could imagine. 
 
It meant riding the three-wheel bike to Aunt Marge 
and Uncle Dick’s cottage, 
 
Where we learned to play Scrabble and euchre. 
 
It meant Dad and Grandpa going fishing, 
 
And Mom and Grandma cooking their catch, with 
fried potatoes, coleslaw, and homemade 
applesauce or stewed rhubarb. 
 
As it started to get dark, we would stay up late and 
catch and release lightning bugs. 
 
There’s a reason that my brother still says the lake 
is one of his favorite smells, 
 
Because Vermilion in the summer was a wonderful 
way to grow up. 

 
 
Summer in the Sewers 
Matt Weinkam (Age: 33) 
 
I am seven on a bright summer day and my siblings 
and I are exploring the dark sewers underneath our 
neighborhood, an old hilltop suburb just inside the 
Cincinnati city limits. With two dim flashlights and a 
healthy supply of Doritos, we can stay down here 
all afternoon. We scare away raccoons, carve our 
names into the concrete, and map where we might 
be in this world underneath the world we know. 
Above the surface our lives are measured in neatly 
mowed lawns, clockwork dinner calls, and daily 
questions about summer reading progress. But 
here, beneath the surface, at a fork in the echoing 
tunnels, socks soaked in sludge, a messy unknown 
adventure awaits just beyond the beam of the 
flashlight. 
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Young at Heart 
Lurrie Cavano (Age: Timeless) 
 
Roll down a hill with your eyes closed, feeling giddy 
and free. 
Find a branch within your reach, grab on and climb 
that tree. 
 
When you hear a whistling robin, singing its sweet 
song, 
Why not tune up your voice, and soon you’ll be 
singing along. 
 
Lay on your back, and float in the clouds, the earth 
will turn you around. 
Notice a breeze lifting your thoughts, do butterfly 
wings make a sound? 
 
Hold your breath, and make a wish as you look 
down into the well. 
You never know, your luck could change, only time 
will tell. 
 
Run into the moonlight with your shadow, like 
finding a new friend! 
Fireflies light up the way, with summertime signals 
they send. 
 
One of the secrets of happiness is showing how 
much you care. 
Turn out the lights, settle in place, ending your day 
with a prayer. 

 
 
Untitled 
Shulamite Konopinski (Age: 26) 
 
Just a summer day 
A lackadaisical dead-of-summer day 
Filled with hope 
Just a summer day 
Not to be confused with 
The crackling, burnt orange fires 
Of yesterday’s disappointed hopes 
Just a summer day 

Its promises hanging unanswered 
In the air of indecision 
Yet again...yet again. 
Just a summer day 
Its musings of the fall 
wandering through 
the tunnel of empty hopes 
until the Sun 
gleams 
glitters 
glistens 
upon the mirror in my hand 
gently beckoning me to stare 
...dare I? 
Shall I be guided 
once more into the dark hollow winter 
that lies beneath the false fertile ground, 
leaving me cold and exposed? 
“Closer and closer”, its rays are calling 
when unexpectedly I’m face to face 
with my reflection 
Only it’s bright and glowing 
Wrapped in warm rays of hope 
A new smile appears 
Just a summer day 
The shadows have fled 
The winter is past. 
All that’s left is the Sun 
On a summer day. 

 
 
Lise Tréhot Leaves Pierre-Auguste Renoir  
to Marry Georges Brière de l’Isle, June 18, 1873 
Mimi Plevin-Foust (Age: 60) 
 
“Ask me why.” 
 
“Can I pack you a lunch?” He puts down the brush. 
 
“Just ask me.” 
 
He kisses her cheeks. 
Morning light rinses 
her shoulder, her skirt. 
 
“Auguste—“ She shakes her head. 
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Light showers her, color from the garden 
spattering her hat and bag— 
almost like Monet’s portrait of Camille 
on her deathbed— 
the skin worked in strokes 
crumpled as the sheet’s. 
 
She lifts her valise, “Well, then—good-bye.” 
 
He wipes a sleeve across his eyes. 
The canvas shimmers. 
 
The soft period begins. 

 
 
Untitled 
Nolan (Age: Timeless) 
 
A pigeon flies down to a dark alley in Manhattan, 
looking for food in the trash cans.   Suddenly, it 
smells something. Something very familiar. It was... 
a mutant, carnivorous flower pot! "AAAAAAAAH!" 
the pigeon screamed. The Carnivorous Flowerpot 
of Manhattan leaped... and was grabbed by a 
kayak! "Not today, Flowerpot." it growled. Then the 
pigeon, the flowerpot, and the kayak were abducted 
by aliens. And they were never seen again, except 
on the distant planet of Carbuncle, where aliens 
had them perform in a three-ring circus every 5 
Carbunclian days, until the planet was eaten by 
some giant space pigs. After it was, a baboon 
scratched it's posterior. But that was very far away 
and had  nothing to do with this story. Anyway... 
THE END. 

 
 
Euphoria 
Annette Martin (Age: Timeless) 
 
I went on a trip to Euphoria, 
I thought I was queen Victoria, 
I rode the waves of crime, 
I went to jail and did time, 
I sailed the seven seas, 
I climbed the highest trees, 
I met zigged boo too 
Cause I was through 

I traveled the street of many cities 
Street knowledge made me witty 
I took a trip, and make a clip, 
Now I’m back and I don’t smoke crack, 
On my journey, I learned a lot, 
Now I don’t smoke pot,  
I traveled denial for a while 
I took a bus to hope, 
And now I can cope, 
I’m on my way to clean, 
Do you know what I mean? 

 
 
Sailing Down Shaker 
Mimi Plevin-Foust (Age: 60) 
 
Weeks of drills, jaws, compactors, 
flashing detours and stinky tar, 
 
and then, one morning, a miracle— 
the bumpy, pot-holed road to Kandahar 
I’ve driven daily for a decade— 
vanished. 
 
In its place, a smooth, black river 
that my car sails over like a skiff, 
the familiar bumping soundtrack 
for my usual thoughts— gone. 
 
I turn off the radio. 
What strange country have I entered 
where something entirely new 
could happen. 
 

 
 
Untitled 
Sarah Forkin (Age: 20) 
 
The morning sun danced on my face 

pouring through the walls 

I found a blue plaid dress to wear today 

and felt like a child 

The cars zoom by but I don’t mind 

They have somewhere to be 
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Chasing a butterfly over and over 

On the way to Rays 

Sitting at the yellow table 

We dance and sing and laugh 

A black moth watches over us 

On the way home 

Cicadas sing in and out 

Each blade of grass whispers to its neighbor 

To rest 

 
 
One Summer Day 
Naya Abbass (Age: 9) 
 
One summer day, I went out to play. 
 
I walked and walked and found a stray. 
 
She purred as I gave her some treats. 
 
A day later, we were filling out adoption sheets. 
 
We rescued her from the streets. 
 
We gave her good food to eat. 
 
Her favorite was chicken and meat. 
 
My lap was her favorite seat. 
 
She loved to play. 
 
She slept all day. 
 
Her life was way better than okay. 
 
She was a beautiful ray 
 
of sunshine each day. 
 
Almost a year she would stay. 
 
I couldn’t understand why she ran away. 
 
It was a dreadful day in the month of May. 
 
Until we meet again on one Summer Day. 
 

 
Untitled 
Nareus Hardin (Age: 18) 
 
I am free 
 
and now that makes me remember that I usually 
am not, but then I was being, not thinking. My inner 
child was my outer child, and he was having so 
much fun. The kind of fun only a kid can know, 
where a scream of jubilance claws its way out of 
your throat, and giggles germinate in your gut like 
garden-grown geraniums. 
 
I am 17 
 
so I guess it’s not “the kind of fun only a kid can 
know.” Or at least if it is then everyone had that kid 
in them lying dormant. But if we’re all kids...then 
none of us are? Idk. 
 
I am what I am and what I will be. 
 
I remember the taste of my smile that summer day, 
and I hunger for the grins I know are to come. I 
bathed in the smell of the sunset and the feel of the 
birdsong. 
 
Some people here are thinking “but wait, light has 
no scent and sound has no texture.” And I won’t 
insult them, because there’s been time I’ve 
forgotten too. I encourage them to think back to 
when their inner child was their outer child. 
 
And write it down. Remember. 

 
 
Ode to perfume 
Judith Zelis (Age: 64) 
 
The summer morning 
 
I plucked rose petals to 
 
Steep in a jar of Sun Water 
 
Warmed with equal parts 
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Wishes and faith, 
I saw the world through 
 
A child's keen eye: 
 
Looked past the wilted flowers, 
 
Breathed in the 
 
Sweet honey scent. 

 
 
ONE SUMMER DAY IN THE BRONX 1947-- A 
REALLY EXCITING STORY! 
Helen Ross (Age: 82) 
 
MY BEST FRIENDS WHO LIVED IN THE SAME 
APARTMENT BUILDING THAT I LIVED IN AT 
2166 BRONX PARK EAST DECIDED TO TEACH 
ME HOW TO RIDE A TWO-WHEEL BICYCLE. 
NONE OF US OWNED A BIKE SO WE WENT TO 
THE BICYCLE STORE ON WHITE PLAINS ROAD 
OFF PELHAM PARKWAY AND I PAID 38 CENTS 
AN HOUR TO RENT A BIKE. ELLIE AND JOANIE, 
MY BEST FRIENDS TO THIS DAY, KNEW HOW 
TO RIDE A BICYCLE BUT THEY DIDN'T KNOW 
HOW TO TEACH SOMEONE HOW TO RIDE A 
BICYCLE. 
 
I SAT ON THE BIKE AND WHILE THEY 
BALANCED THE BIKE I SAT ON THE SEAT WITH 
MY FEET ON THE PEDALS AND THEY PUSHED 
ME FORWARD. I WAS SUPPOSED TO START 
PEDALING. THEY LET GO AND I STARTED 
PEDALING BUT I KEPT LOSING MY BALANCE 
AND I HAD TO TAKE MY FEET OFF THE 
PEDALS AND PUT THEM ON THE GROUND OR 
ELSE I WOULD HAVE FALLEN. 
 
THIS PROCESS WENT ON FOR ABOUT 30 
MINUTES AND FINALLY I SUGGESTED TO 
ELLIE AND JOANIE TO PLEASE GO BACK TO 
THEIR APARTMENTS AND HAVE THEIR LUNCH. 
I TOLD THEM I WAS GOING TO TRY TO TEACH 
MYSELF HOW TO RIDE A TWO-WHEELER 
BICYCLE. 
 

AFTER THEY LEFT, WITHIN 5-10 MINUTES I 
SUCCESSFULLY LEARNED HOW TO RIDE THE 
BICYCLE BY MYSELF. 
 
AFTER THEIR LUNCH, THEY CAME DOWN TO 
THE STREET AND WERE VERY SURPRISED TO 
SEE ME RIDING THE BIKE UP AND DOWN THE 
SIDEWALK IN FRONT OF OUR APARTMENT 
BUILDING. ALTHOUGH BICYCLE RIDING HAS 
NEVER BEEN A FAVORITE ACTIVITY, I NEVER 
FORGOT HOW TO RIDE A BIKE. 
 
AT THE AGE OF 9, I THINK THIS EXPERIENCE 
TAUGHT ME TO RELY ON MYSELF AND GAVE 
ME CONFIDENCE THAT I COULD OVERCOME 
OTHER CHALLENGES IN THE FUTURE. 

 
 
Untitled 
Erin Horan (Age: 31) 
 
It isn't even about the beach, 
For me. For me, 
Cape Cod is moss-covered trees, 
Thin and twisty and 
Old as the sandy, rocky dirt. 
The air smells like heaven, 
Another world where worries 
Don't exist, 
Where what 
Matters is what truly matters. 
For me, 
The smell of that sea-salt air Is curative. 
It goes right through my nose to my bones, 
And seeps from my bones to my soul, 
And when the wind rustles the tree branches 
(softly) so a Kaleidoscope pattern of sun and 
shadow, 
Greenandgrayandwhiteandblue, 
Fills my field of vision I release - 
I forget - 
I remember. 
Years of weeks and weekends 
Live inside my mind. 
"This is your home," 
Is what the owl is saying 
When he hoo-hoo-hoos through the misty night. 
I fall asleep in the arms of the moon 
And we rock back and forth with the tide. 
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SCUBA 
Chris Garson (Age: 60) 
 
The old air compressor in the SCUBA shed hisses 
and clanks like an old jalopy with a leaky radiator. 
The shed is sandwiched between the lake, the 
bunk for the fifteen year old Foresters, and the 
volleyball court, where the 11 year old Archers are 
playing a game. I’m an old, wizened, seventeen 
year old counselor at Camp Robin Hood, a 
sleepaway summer camp in New Hampshire. 
 
Diving in a lake is different than ocean diving. 
Without a tropic sun, the water gets cold quickly as 
you dive deeper, and it’s dark too. When you bump 
into the bottom, or graze slimy plants that you didn’t 
see, you almost jump out of your skin. The one 
advantage is that the lake isn’t deep, so I don’t 
worry about any of the kids needing to decompress 
upon ascent. 
 
As counselor, I’m responsible for the kids’ safety 
and I am acutely aware of the risks. I double check 
the pressure on every tank. I make sure every 
regulator is functioning properly. I check every 
safety vest for a working CO2 cartridge. My biggest 
responsibility is teaching the campers proper diving 
protocols and not letting them don a tank until 
they’re ready. 
 
This early in the summer, most campers haven’t 
passed the requisite tests to wear a tank. Richard 
wants to take his weight test. I strap on a belt with 
fifteen pounds of lead and tell him to swim 
underwater to the buoy and then back. Not a great 
swimmer, Richard lacks confidence, so he is as 
nervous as a boy reluctantly riding in the first car of 
the rollercoaster. 
 
I tell Richard he’ll be fine, which seems to reassure 
him. He dives off the dock into the lake and the 
weights carry him under, as designed. SCUBA 
divers wear weight belts to counter the buoyancy of 
their wet suits and the tanks, which grow more 
buoyant as they empty. I see him below the surface 
of the water, a shadow beneath the dark green of 

the lake. His crisp breaststroke and frog kick carry 
him from my sight. 
 
I wait for him to make the turn and begin the return 
lap. He should have surfaced by now for a fresh 
breath of air, but I don’t see him. I wait a few more 
seconds. No Richard. Now I’m worried. I dive into 
the lake and swim along the bottom. I spot him 
buried in the sand, limbs flailing like a sea turtle. 
Through his mask, I can clearly see the fear in his 
eyes. I’ve trained him how to quickly release his 
weight belt, but he is trapped and terrified. Panic 
overwhelms him. 
 
I put my arms around his chest, brace my legs 
against the bottom and push. We break the 
surface. Richard is gasping for breath and crying 
hysterically. I tow him to shallow water where we 
can stand. Richard is fine, but scared. I put on a 
brave front, but I think I’m more scared than him. 

 
 
Dog Day of Summer  
Chelsee Pengal (Age: 36) 
 
Whiskers said I shouldn’t open with this, but I have 
to get it off my chest: 
 
We do not all think in that fragmented, staccato, 
baby-talk manner that permeates the internet. I 
understand why you assume we do. We’re lively 
and happy and playful and it’s cute to imagine our 
thoughts matching that energy. But just as you 
don’t all agree on what is the best Netflix show, we 
don’t all think in the same manner. 
 
Okay. Now that that’s out of the way, I wanted to 
provide some simple tips for getting through 
your day. It was easier when it was cold outside 
because you liked spending time with me 
indoors, but I’ve noticed how much you’re 
struggling now that it’s hot and it’s still hard to go 
anywhere or hug anyone. 
 
As a creature perpetually kept in close quarters 
with only brief jaunts into the outside world, I 
recommend the following: 
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1. Do not live for the walks. Yes, walks are 
great. You know how much I believe this. 
You may even think I wait around all day for 
them, only experiencing true happiness 
when you pick up the leash. But you can’t 
thrive like that. You need to find other paths 
to contentedness for the in- between times. 
To do this, you can… 

2. Look for the small joys. There’s something 
new to explore even when you’ve been 
inside the same four walls for the past four 
months. And if there isn’t, try finding new 
delight in the mundane. Do you think when 
you throw the ball I’ve caught hundreds of 
times before, it’s some bright, new, shiny 
object to me? I know it’s the same ratty 
thing I’ve chewed on over and over, but I 
choose to appreciate it. How about when 
the doorbell rings? I’ve heard it tons of 
times, especially now with all of your 
deliveries, but I still allow it to excite me. 

3. Nap! 
4. Unlike Whiskers, you and I only get one life, 

so don’t waste too much time worrying 
about what might happen. I tried it once. I 
thought, what if I never get fed again? I was 
so sad you thought I was sick and took me 
to the vet. It wasn’t fun. 

5. Care for one another. This is easy for me: I 
just look at people and instantly see the 
good in them. But if you can’t do that, at 
least try to remember you are coexisting in 
this world with others, even if you’re not 
around them as much these days. 

 
If you follow this advice, I know you’ll be okay. It 
won’t be your typical summer, but you’ll make it 
through. You can do it! 
 
Oh, one more thing. Whiskers said not to include it 
because it’s obvious, and on the one paw, 
she’s right. On the other, I’d be remiss if I left it out: 
 
When it’s finally time for that walk, embrace it with 
all you’ve got. 
 
 

Small Hope in a Broken World 
Adele Wentzel (Age: 11) 
 
“Mother,” she asked, “can’t I have a pair of shoes? 
The pavement is hot and hurts my feet.” 
 
Her mother sighed. “Look, Ellie, I know we could 
trade for some, but we’ve been so careful not to 
reveal ourselves to the kidnappers.” 
 
“But Mother,” she whined, “My feet hurt!” 
 
“If you find enough katniss today, I might have 
enough time to fashion you some out of vines.” 
 
“Oh, fine,” Ellie decided. At least the walk to the 
pool with the katniss was short, and she could 
mostly stray off the burning hot pavement. 
 
The kidnappers had stolen her father, years ago, 
and she did not want to be the one to let them steal 
her or her mother. They lived in an old cottage 
thought to be abandoned, near a river that led to 
the katniss pond, with their precious tubers. The 
problem was, they lived near the remains of an old 
road, and in the summer it got very hot. But shoes 
were not common nowadays, and their feet 
seemed to be perpetually burning. 
 
Ellie dug katniss with vigor, gathering them to eat 
for dinner. She was not usually enthusiastic with 
her work, but if it meant shoes, she could be quick. 
 
Soon, she had an armful, and she brought them 
back to the house, thinking of shoes the whole way 
there. 
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Today, Tomorrow, and The Next Day. 
Naomi Hardin (Age: 18) 
 
The smell of despair guised with cinnamon rolls 
filled the room 
I could feel the disappointment in my body, of yet 
another summer day going to waste. 
Perched at the end of the couch, I stared out the 
window 
Imagining how complex each passerby’s life must 
be. 
Time stood still as I imagined what could have 
been. 
A rough knock at the door interrupted my 
daydreaming. 
 
It was the girl from third floor. 
She wanted to know if I would hang out with her 
today. 
We headed outside in search of whatever fleeting 
happiness we could find. 
With just a few dollars we had left over from lunch 
money, we made our way to the ice 
cream parlor up the hill. 
Along the way we kicked rocks and sarcastically 
waved at friendly strangers. There were 
things I wanted to talk to her about, but I didn’t 
bother saying anything. Instead, I let an 
awkward silence sit between us, as our tongues 
wrapped around our double dipped cones. 
The wind was heavy and the sky Screamed of 
gloominess. 
We knew it was going to rain so we ran back to the 
complex. 
I sat in the staircase for a while, as I knew I’d have 
no privacy once I went inside. 
 
I wonder did she know how lucky she was to be so 
young. 
I was 16 feeling the weight of the world on my 
shoulders. 
The days were passing by too fast hold onto 
memories. 
Summer days were supposed to be joyful, and 
summer nights were supposed to be 
exhilarating. 

I wanted to experience picnics at the park and 
lights flashing in my face as raindrops danced 
around me. 
But today, tomorrow, and the next day will always 
be the same. 
I was so much younger yesterday. 

 
 
The Three 
Annette Martin (Age: Timeless) 
 
Why did the three that was close to me 
Depart to the heavenly sea 
Why did they leave me and abuse me like that 
And leave me back  
And depart to the heavenly sea 
They left me back confused and lost off track 
They’d only been gone a few years 
But I’ve shed millions of ears 
Why they leave me here at this earthly circus show 
Why did they have to go 
Only the lord knows 
I’ve known many souls longer 
I would try to mold, shape and invent, 
Pretend that they were my friends 
My heart was filled overflowing with love 
From the heavenly father above 
But those slick souls would stab me in the back 
I was a glutton for punishment, 
I kept going back 
All they want was to get over 
And all I wanted was a shoulder 
All they thought about was the material world 
A diamond, a pearl 
So why did the three that was so close to me, 
My three friends were my heavenly kin 
Why did they leave me, the answer blows through 
the trees, 
Only the lord knows why they had to go 
The lord is my new friend 
I always took him for granted living here on this 
sinful planet 
So creator of this earthly world, 
I praise you lord your baby girl. 
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A movie changed my life 
Sabrina Fesel (Age: Timeless) 
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