
 
 

  



 
 

  



 
 

 

Lake Erie Ink: a writing space for youth has been working for over 10 years to build a creative 

youth community. In summer 2020, we came up with a way to inspire the community using a 

common theme. We call this our Creative Community Challenge. For our sixth challenge, we 

focused on the theme of “finding your way.” 

We hope that as you look through the anthology you may consider putting your own creativity 

toward our next challenge, helping us prove that self-expression can bring us together in ways 

we never dreamed of.  

Thank you to Coventry Village for supporting this community public art project, and especially 
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If you want to learn more about this project or how to receive your copy of an anthology, email 

us at astar@lakeerieink.org. For more information about Lake Erie Ink and how to get involved, 

check out our website: lakeerieink.org. 
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Finding Your Way – Lost but Found 
Aidan B., age 15 
 

One time I felt lost was during the 2016 Cavaliers Championship Parade in celebration of 
their NBA Finals triumph over the Warriors. This was a historic occasion for Cleveland, so my 
family decided to take me to see the parade. Due to how large the event was, we had to wake 
up around 12:00 A.M. to make it to Downtown Cleveland in order to get a good spot. When we 
arrived, we grabbed a parking spot and headed towards the parade in a sea of people. We 
anxiously awaited in front of the Marriot Hotel for the players’ arrival. Being nine at the time, I 
gradually grew bored as I waited for the players to arrive, which took around 10 hours from the 
time I woke up. Boredom eventually led to bathroom breaks. I walked with my mother to the 
nearest restroom, with my older brother nearby. After finishing, my brother and I began to 
follow my mother back until I glanced away for a moment, being the curious kid I was. THAT 
was when I lost her. I repeatedly called out “Mom” for about five minutes until other people 
started stepping in to help. Eventually, I found her and my brother and I got a standing ovation. 
Thinking back, it wasn’t as scary as it seemed when I was younger; however, the last thing I 
wanted to do was lose my mom in a flood of people at a big event. 
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An A-maze-ing Adventure 
Preeti Venkataramani, age 45 
  

Hot, sweaty and out of breath, I was totally flummoxed! What just happened? A second 
ago, I was stepping out of a long windy maze and now for some odd reason, I was back in the 
center! 

Frozen with fear, I didn't know what to think. The maze forked into four paths from the 
middle. Which one had I taken? I couldn't tell… 

Concentrating hard, I knew this assessment was crucial. You see I had just spent an 
excruciating hour trying to get out of a 11 foot tall magnificent maze. It was lush and 
intimidating, not to mention utterly confusing. How did I end up here? Most importantly, which 
fork had I chosen? 

Looking for clues, I hazarded a guess. I think it was the one in front. I then commissioned 
my gut to help with this decision. After multiple stares, felt good with the one on my right and 
took a leap of faith and started walking. 

This time around the beds and twists were sharper and narrower. I trudged along, 
counting the turns to have a sense of progress. Turn by turn, bend by bend, I was determined 
to FIND MY WAY. 

Was there any other choice? On reaching turn 57, I paused. Was I near the end or going 
in a circle? Thirst and hunger got suppressed and I was on pure adrenaline. Let's finish this! 

My pace quickened. Just after turn 65, I saw the exit! Squealing with joy I ran to the exit- 
and just as I crossed the threshold, boom I was in the middle of the maze ONCE AGAIN. Was my 
mind playing tricks on me? Was I going insane? Like a hyper alert prey I stared hard at the 
middle. 

The shape of the centre slowly revealed itself to me. It was an infinity! I was in an 
infinite maze! Fear of unbounded proportions gripped me and I started bawling uncontrollably. 
Shaken to the core, I abandoned my usually composed self. On and on I went, till there was no 
tears left. 

Slowly a weird sense of calm emerged. With some composure back, I noticed that the 
part where my tears had fallen, a small clearing had appeared.  Wow, is this a signal? Can the 
infinity spell be broken? 

With renewed hope, I charged through the middle of the maze and lo and behold, the 
whole maze crumbled. I leaped with joy and THUD, felt a sharp pain in my back. My eyes got 
back in focus - as I found myself on the floor, with a comforter twisted across my legs. 
Did I just have a dream, or more accurately a nightmare? How bizarre was it that I was trying so 
hard to escape a maze. This nightmare stuck with me for a couple of weeks. Why did I dream 
this, when it suddenly clicked -isn't that how life usually unfolds? To find our way out of the 
most complex of problems, we usually have to go within. 
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Untitled 
Abby Star, age 28 
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Untitled 
Courtney Hatcher, age 26 
 
How can I find my way 
When all roads lead back to you 
They do not teach the kids how to read maps anymore 
Or how to use a compass 
And I am a hard headed girl 
Never really followed directions 
You could tell me what's right and I'll still go left 
And you and I, 
We used to play hide and seek when we were kids 
Sometimes, it was easy 
Like, 1,2,3- found you! 
Sometimes, it'd take me years to find you again 
But I always do 
Even when we are under construction 
Even when there are road blocks trying to keep us apart 
Even when these streets are freckled with potholes, 
I would ruin all four tires if I had to 
I would walk the entire galaxy if I had to 
Even when it rains so hard it seems like God is crying, 
I would weather every single storm if I had to 
Just to hear you say you love me 
Just to hear you say "you found me!" 
Even if I could never see again, 
I wouldn't need to  
I could easily find my way back to you.  
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It Began at Maumee Bay (A Summer Romance)  
Jessica Kost, age 50 
 

When Lori suggested I travel to Maumee Bay, it piqued my interest. She pitched her 
idea: it's an easy drive, only two hours if I follow her directions to the beach, the lake, and the 
lodge that would have every amenity I'd need. As a true expert on Ohio State Parks, she 
promised I'd be happy to take my first ever solo vacation at this destination.  

Lori had me at the mention of the word beach. I started to fantasize about my time at 
Maumee Bay. I pictured myself sunbathing and taking the occasional dip into the cool water 
when I became too hot. Lounging with my annual summer beach novel to read (usually 
romance) while admiring the majestic Lake Erie with its bright white sands. Perhaps this trip 
would inspire me to start writing poetry again. Since the divorce, single motherhood, new job, 
and new home, I was writing poetry less and less. Instead, I spent my time drinking wine more 
and more. In one conversation, Lori sold her idea to me (she'd make a good travel agent). I was 
in desperate need of a get-a-way. I was in desperate need to be alone.  

Maumee Bay was everything Lori said it would be, a picturesque and serene setting. I 
was the happiest solo traveler, doing every solo activity I wanted and exactly when I wanted to 
do it. My time, my schedule…until HE showed up. No, not the ex-husband, it was my friend, 
Dan. The man I had hidden romantic feelings for. He showed up at Maumee Bay, on my solo 
vacation, completely unannounced and definitely not invited! He located me at the lodge's pool 
and called out my name. With a wave of his hand and the biggest, most handsome smile I'd 
ever seen, I was shocked when I saw him coming closer!  

I should've been pissed! Nope. I should've felt invaded! Nope. I should've told him this 
was MY vacation, he wasn't invited, and he must leave immediately… 

Instead, Dan joined me and did everything I wanted to do for the remainder of that 
lovely Saturday. We swam, strolled, and watched God's beautiful pink-orange sphere dip into 
the lake at sunset. After Sunday morning coffee, we took another walk along Lake Erie sands 
before Dan departed. He left me at Maumee Bay to enjoy the remainder of my solo vacation. 
But he did call me from the car on his way home. Funny how Dan interrupted me as I wrote 
poetry about him.  
Twelve years have gone by, and it seems like a lifetime ago. Who would've thought it was the 
beginning of Dan's and my tradition. Every July, he and I return to this delightful location for 
more adventures with each other. This July commemorates ten years of marriage for Dan and 
me. Like always, we'll celebrate our anniversary, life, and love over OUR vacation where it all 
began...Maumee Bay.  
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Route to You 
Elana Pitts, age 20 
 

Start route to Ethereal Chapel 
 
Turn left on Sweethearts Dr. In 1 mile turn right in Honey Ave 
 
Alert. Be aware of the collision up ahead, drive carefully. 
 
In a quarter mile turn right on Lovers Lane 
 
Remember the day you two met? School was a time for self-discovery but you two found each 
other in a slew of books and studies. You two talked for hours about music, art, and how the 
aspects of dropping out seem more and more appealing, the longer you look at the 
assignments. That day, you two fell asleep in your dorm watching YouTube videos. 
 
Make a U-Turn and turn left on Rocky Valley 
 
In 2 miles make a left on Break Rd.  
 
You graduated and jobs pulled you away. They went on a trip for a year. They would call you 
through Zoom, Skype, Whatsapp, etc. The distance never felt that huge. 
 
A year flew by and they came back, happy as all outdoors to be home. They went out all night 
and were away part of the day. You felt alone and hurt…arguments erupted. Tears fell. Doors 
closed. 
 
Avoid Heartache Rd. There is an hour delay. 
 
In a mile go down Acceptance Ave.  
 
In 0.1 miles turn right in I Do Lane. 
 
In 2 miles your destination will be on the right.  
 
You met again at a coffee shop. You caught up and talked about life and mixed dates. The air 
was light and comfortable. You laughed at their jokes, musing about how corny they were. The 
night ended the same way it did when you first met. In your bed. 
As the credits rolled.  
 
You have arrived at your destination.  
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I Saw the Light at the End 
Elana Pitts, age 20 
 
I saw the light at the end of the tunnel  
Dragging me to its warm embrace  
Calling out to me that, that's where I want to be 
 
I watches as the hill fall into an endless field of flowers  
How the mountains became new land  
How glaciers became vast oceans 
 
The air was all to thick over here 
The light made a path to guide me 
Should I go? Stay?  
The voices in the great beyond murmur and whisper that we are one 
That I won't be alone and in pain anymore 
How I wish that was true for my forsaken soul 
 
I stepped closer and closer  
Eyes blurry and watery 
Searching for answers 
 
That's when… 
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Pieces of a Dream 

Alexis Wachter 
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Finding Your Way: A career journey, still unfolding  
Cynthia Booker, age 56 
 
Life is TRANSITION. A path begins. A detour occurs.   
Your plan, intricately crafted. Education, shadowing, internships. 
Employment begins. Ups and downs ensue. Patience tested. 
Desires magnified. Anticipation builds. Hopes dashed, temporarily. 
Degree in hand. First gig solidified. Hired! Journalist. News Writer. 
Opportunity gained. Recognition acknowledged. Creativity, growth on display. 
Goals, still imagined. Mentors activated. Shadowing maximized. 
Second gig landed, a far cry from home. Versatile skills ignited. Anchor. Reporter. 
Weathercaster. Supervisor, "interesting".  
Networking intensified. Laser-focused intentions. Another opportunity secured. Home, now--a 
one-tank trip. 
Years passed. Downsizing, the recipient of that. Spirits wounded. Rejuvenation sparked!   
Reinvention, my mantra. Then has shaped Today. All experience--molding one to become.  
Do I fight the course of familiarity or flexibility?   
Life is TRANSITION.  
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Untitled 
Danielle Wilfand, age 24 
 

They gave me a white coat but it didn’t change anything. I’m not sure why I thought it 
would. Maybe I was naive, maybe a little too idealistic. That fate would spare me if I changed 
places with the people I saw on the other side. Of course, it didn’t. I wonder if there were a 
million different versions of me in a million different universes if they would all be sick like me. 
If the sickness was an inseparable part, and without it, I would cease to truly be myself and 
therefore become someone else entirely. I was diagnosed with ulcerative colitis in the April of 
8th grade. I spent the day before the first day (and the subsequent first 6 months) of my senior 
year of high school in the hospital with pancreatitis. How foolish to think that a white coat 
would change something that seemed to be written in my DNA both figuratively and literally. I 
went into medicine because I was sick. The hospital was the place I felt most at home and I 
wanted to go back not just for my own sake, but for the ones who grew up like me. That 
singular goal had been driving me since I was fourteen up until I was accepted to medical 
school. 
 

I started medical school in July of 2021. But I knew something was wrong. I began 
waking up in the morning with red eyes. Completely unassuming and nondescript, I thought 
nothing of it at first. A few weeks later, I noticed that I could no longer see the board from my 
usual seat in the lecture hall. A dark spot appeared in the center of my vision and with every 
passing day it seemed to eat more and more of it away. They ran the tests, took the images, but 
this time medicine had no answers for me. I felt myself sink down down down into the deep 
dark pit. Deep in the earth and dark as night. Is there a way out of here? Is there a way back to 
the place from which I came? 
 

I started medical school in July 2022, for the second time. But as I sat through the 
speeches on what it means to be a doctor, the words seemed to ring hollow the second time 
around. Suddenly everything seemed meaningless, like I was still grasping in the dark for 
something that was no longer there. Where was the fire, the light, the color that had once been 
there before? They gave me a white coat but it didn’t change anything. But there is a thing 
called entropy that drives the universe to disorder and the hands of time ever forward. Perhaps 
it can heal even the things with no cure and the sickness with no name. Perhaps it can forge, 
through the chaos and the maze, a new path forward. 
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Finding Your Way  
Anne Miano, age 35 
 

Sometimes finding your way is finding the way out. You reflect on where you have been. 
You take stock of where you are. You dare to imagine where you want to go. You listen to 
advice from family and friends and friends of friends. You stay patient. You try many roads, 
most of which dead end.   

Eventually the way forward (the way out) leads to an unlikely place, and it isn’t at all 
what you expected and not all that you wanted. But this way isn’t just a new beginning. It is a 
doorway that leads to a path of leadership and purpose.  

On the way, you have to leave people. You tell them it is not goodbye; it’s see you later. 
You explain to them that it is time for a change. And that change is natural and good. You leave 
unspoken the worry that too much change at once is not good. The worry that you are leaving a 
precious place in a fragile state.  

Even as you find a way out, you look backwards. 
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Haversack 
Lily C., age 16 
How does one find a path on such a foggy road? 
 
How can one even manage to stand when they carry such a 
 
heavy burden? 
A forest green haversack 
 
That carries nothing necessary for survival 
but instead contains past sins, sorrows, fears and a never ending hate for self 
 
One cannot help but stagger and sometimes fall- 
face first into their own helplessness.... 
 
So how does one find their way? 
 
They simply shed their haversack 
 
take one regret they can’t seem to part with 
throw it in their pocket and take of before they can second guess themself 
Sprinting into the eerie mist 
 
Determined to be free 
Forcing them self into an oblivious state of mind 
 
To the point they ignore all the potential dangers 
 
and the possible consequences of their actions because 
If one does not move... 
How will one ever experience a new branch of life  
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Diary Entry number #KeyWestDay10th  
Ruchi Chopra, age 40 

 
A not so routine day- 
on a secluded beach- 
at the Key West, Spring Break, 2022 
 
a history 
as told & retold by the 
Captain of our private boat- 
 
“My ancestors and their ancestors have won 
the water 
the rights & the legacy of the- forests, 
islands, & folklores 
Sneaky boot prints that washed these 
islands shores to proquire* 
a message in a bottle floating someplace in 
the flawless water.” 
 
White sand, seashells, ghost trees, 
unblemished water 
My feet cushioned in the troves of the 
white sand 
As the saccharine poured from an old bottle 
labeled as- 
“SUGARPLUMS” 

 
 
the fragile bones- 
must have traveled quite an 
incomprehensible-   
distance even decades filled with 
wails, rejoices & even snuffles   
 
I kept looking at my marvelous discovery- 
a globe spinning in front of my eyes 
 
it evoked- a strong sense of belonging 
 
“I am a migratory bird- 
a Banjaran” 
& an avid connoisseur- 
(Speckled sand in a travel tip jar) 
 
how our ancestors and 
their- 
ancestors   
must have prayed- 
to the 
Native lakes, rivers, and water goddesses 
 
for the stillness 
the un-lamentable lullaby   
 
of the SUGARPLUMS 

 

*proquire- A combination of the words “acquire” and “procure.” A synonym for stealing. (As 
per the Urban Dictionary)  

*Banjaran: Gypsy woman 
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Our Carbon Footprints above the Earth’s Mantle 
Ruchi Chopra, age 40 
 
We- 
find our way  
 
under the watchful 
Orion- 
 
on a night decomposed 
by- 
 
thousands of solar powered 
butterflies 
& Scattered pollens 
spawning 
 
in the spring air 
like a ball of confetti 
 
alongside the chaos of 
the big old city 
and blasting of the 
foghorn 
 
fishhooks- collecting 
postcards & 
dollar bills at the Beach Café 
 
Narwhals 
catching up with dawn-catchers 
whilst 
 
We- 
night-crawlers digging 
seashells & sand dollars 
buried deep under the cold 
sand 
with lustrous crystals and 
wistful ideologies 
 
to share 
to examine 
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to prod 
 
the centuries old legacies 
unfettering- 
like rock stalagmites & 
city’s skyscrapers 
 
the chaos, the noise, 
the ball of confetti 
the fishhooks & 
the seashells 
 
amalgamate 
into 
another civilization- 
 
as we breathe 
smile 
lament 
repent 
rationalize 
our carbon footprints 
above the Earth’s mantle 
 
our survival cusped with 
another constellation formation 
 
ravaged the- 
amorphous 
 
{echo} 
 
About This Poem: As a protagonist of this poem, we try to find our way through the chaos and 
uncertainties of the time, centuries after centuries, humanity's survival inherent to the "echo," 
which keeps resounding as a reminder to us of the global climate change and the 
environmental stressors. 
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How Do You Find Your Way? 
from Cleveland Pride 2022 
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Answers 

Doc Janning, age 79 
 
Soaring 

among shining unknowns 
Seeking 

Self 
Seeking 

peace 
 

Beginning 
again 

Beginning 
now 

Learning 
to live 

Living 
to learn 

A tapestry 
of life 
woven 

of stardust and dreams 
on the loom 

of eternity 
 
I have 

at long last 
answers 

answers 
to questions 

Who am I  
I am Doc. Not because I have a degree as a D.P.M., not because I did First Aid for Scouts, 
and not because I have been called Doc for many years. It is because, deep within, it feels 
as though I belong to the name, not as a title, not as a nickname, but because it satisfies my 
Self far more than my birth name ever did.  
What am I  
I am a POET. I am not what I have been, but what I have become. And, though I. love to write, in 
almost any genre, poetry is the most satisfying. It is also the most satisfying of any work 
experiences I have ever had.  
Why am I  
I am in this particular life to bring the experience of poetry to others, by having them listen 
to/read my work or that of others, and by encouraging those who do not write to write and 
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Untitled 
Abby Star, age 28 

those whose work has never been read or heard by others due to their having been 
disparaged to bring their words out of hiding.  
Where am I going  
Into the future.  

into the warp and weft of time  
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Untitled 

Rafael K., grade 6 
 
Find Your way, 
find your way, 
that’s what they all say 
it’s not as simple like the break of day, 
so clear yet,  
so far away, 
with much thought and expression 
your way is not like a first impression 
not that sudden or so bold, 
and though that truth be told, 
it doesn't matter where you're going, 
it doesn't matter where you’ve gone, 
if you know the way, 
you might find your own some day. 
  



21 
 

The Arrow 
Jess L. P., age 34 
 
I wish I had an arrow 
To help me find my way 
To point me in the right direction 
When life’s in disarray 
 
I could have used an arrow 
To navigate through friends 
And choose the ones who loved me 
And avoid those who pretend 
 
An arrow would have been useful 
When searching for affection 
It would have saved me heartache 
If I’d had help from a direction 
 
An arrow only points one way 
I wouldn’t need to think 
There would be no mistakes in life 
It’d save me from the brink 
 
Oh how I would have loved one 
To keep me on the trail 
Instead I chose to wander off 
Aimlessly, and fail 
 
The path was safe 
I should have stayed 
On the straight and narrow 
I would have been fine if I was given a sign 
To follow my personal arrow. 
 
But now that I’m older 
I see that an arrow 
Is more of a loose guideline 
I created my paths and carved out new plans 
And that is life defined. 
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Directions 
Jan Snow, age 80 
 
RIGHT before your eyes 
RIGHT under your nose 
RIGHT as rain, BACK of my hand 
BEYOND the shadow of a doubt 
OVER the rainbow 
UNDERachiever 
straighten UP and fly RIGHT 
    OUTRIGHT 
        DOWNRIGHT and 
LEFT  
    to your own devices. 
 
UP scale, DOWN town 
BACK and FORTH 
IN and OUT 
INsight, OVERgrown 
OVERnight, UNDERwear 
OVER wrought, OVER there 
UP your alley  
RIGHT away and 
BACK 
    in the saddle again. 
 
OVERworked, UNDERpaid 
OVERlooked, OVERruled 
DOWN and OUT, washed UP 
RIGHT behind you, LEFT for dead 
LEFT 
    LEFT 
        LEFT, RIGHT 
LEFT OVERwhelmed, UNDER surveillance 
OVER extended, UNDER suspicion 
ABOUT face and 
LEFT 
    RIGHT in your own BACKyard. 
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FIND YOUR WAY 
Frank Motz, age 72 
 
There are so many    CHOICES    people must make in life (by the way, choosing nothing is also a 
choice.)  
 
Which ones are the    RIGHT    ones? Which ones will help you to    FIND   YOUR   WAY. 
 
I have learned some things that are true for   ME.     And I am going to share them with    YOU. 
 
You may have noticed, I am writing this in an    UNUSUAL    way to grab your attention and keep 
it. 
 
In order to find   YOUR   way, you must    FIRST   find what makes   YOU   happy. 
What    YOU   find fun. 
 
When   YOU    do things that make   YOU   happy,    YOU    spread happiness to others. 
 
When   YOU   are happy,   YOU   are healthier,   YOU   think more 
clearly,   and   YOU   spread   JOY. 
 
When    YOU   are not happy,   YOU   cannot spread    JOY,   because    YOU   have none to 
spread. 
 
Being loving and kind (all the time) and serious and responsible (when necessary) 
are    IMPORTANT. 
 
But if   YOU  are not happy, if   YOU   are not having fun,  YOU  cannot enjoy life and be 
a  JOY   to others.     
 
When    YOU    engage in activities that    YOU    find     FUN,     spend time with 
people    YOU    like being  
with,    pursue education in areas    YOU    find interesting,    look for jobs in areas of 
work   YOU    enjoy, 
 
YOU   WILL   FIND   YOUR   WAY. 
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FINDING YOUR WAY IN THE PATH OF LIFE 
Toni Rash, age 79 
 
When a baby born to life, depends upon a mother’s loving care, 
Then, a “toddler” taking steps—wobbling ‘round about a floor so bare, 
 Later, becomes a “teen,” who struggles to FIND A WAY, 
Through the path of life, from day to day. . . . . .  
 
Life can be like a “merry-go-round, 
 Unless a purpose can be found. 
A spiritual guide is needed throughout, 
As we surmount obstacles while rambling about. 
 
As children, dependent upon the guidance of those who were trusted, 
We grew in stature, as our self-esteem was boosted, not busted! 
Hopefully, life’s obstacles did not interfere, 
        With growth and learning in our personal “sphere.” 
 
Now, we must navigate life’s treacherous path, 
In order to FIND OUR WAY, morning, noon, & night, day after day. 
Each of us need someone we can fully trust, 
A friend or minister to guide us, help us FIND OUR WAY—A MUST! 
 
We can pray or meditate, exercise, and hope, 
To FIND OUR WAY as we attempt to cope! 
 Knowing we are blessed with strength of mind, body, & spirit each day, 
Which has equipped us well to FIND OUR WAY! 
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FIND YOUR WAY 
Toni Rash, age 79 
 
When nighttime falls, and the moon does shine, 
‘Tis a struggle to FIND YOUR WAY. . . . .  
Then, sunrise arrives, as the sun’s rays glow, 
Changing your outlook—brightening your day. 
*** 
So, too, are the ‘ups and downs’ in life we face, 
With each breath we take as we ‘life embrace.’ 
*** 
FINDING YOUR WAY is a lifelong adventure, 
That must be navigated--like a ship on the high seas, 
You are the “Captain,” who weathers the storms, 
Until they subside—then, calm ensues, like an ocean breeze. . . . .  
 
FINDING YOUR WAY can be exciting as you set your lofty goals, 
Be they going to college, to become a doctor or a lawyer, 
 Perhaps a plumber or an electrician, an entrepreneur (business owner)? 
 Raising a family may be your main objective, 
Thus, helping society in any way, is important, despite the tolls. 
*** 
Remember, you are the “Captain” of your ship, 
And shall FIND YOUR WAY throughout life’s trip! 
*** 
So, be calm, be wise, be happy, in this “enterprise,” 
For there is nothing better than living life, 
In the very best way—there is no “compromise!” 
*** 
 



26 
 

Untitled 
Randy White, age 73 
 
I've sought the counsel of a child 
And finding solace there 
Gathered up some pearls 
Which rested near the crevices 
But in haste 
I left the ones that dared to teach 
And so my way 
As ways can be 
Took course as early as the dawn 
To mingle with these errant tasks 
Through trials repeated 
I now must own 
In my desire to know, and un-know 
I wondered long, the ancient routs 
Deep paths of intellect 
Proof of wisdom beyond license 
Through time I wiped the sweat of countless 
transgressions from my existence 
All while knowing 
I would sweat again 
Beside the hurt 
That leans against the will 
Is a space 
That only those who know acceptance in a  
stranger’s eyes 
Their soles a mirror to the lies 
I've left a thousand places 
Felt their gentle push bridged into  
Soft golden mornings 
As gentle breezes awaken the soul 
And corridors of dusk wind through eternity. 
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And Dry 
Beverly Rose Joyce, age 42 
 
Girl, never let the others steal your colors. 
For, filch them, they indeed will. 
Don’t dare pocket them, neither. 
Because only lint gets to know them there. 
Instead, wet your own bristled pen. 
Dip it in the trickles which yesterday played the latter of Chutes and Ladders on the rest of your 
face. 
Then, finger put to skin the hues. 
Just the ones you choose. 
Let them blend and drop and splat and swirl and bubble and blob. 
And dry. 
So you and I and they, whoever they might turn up to be, can find in those strokes the 
masterpiece. 
You.  

Botanical Garden Wall 
Beverly Rose Joyce, age 42 
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Regardless 
Beverly Rose Joyce, age 42 
 
Because   
day will swing into night,   
 

regardless.   
 
I fix   
my gaze   
Eucharist palm   
up,   
despite how   
others close   
turn their looks   
five-star service,   
down.   
 
Because   
snow will slide from the sky,   
 

regardless. 
   

 

 
I face the sun   
and soak it in   
when I can   
although   
so many   
nearby hide   
from the warm   
to avoid burn.   
 
Because   
petals will teeter on stalks,   
 

regardless.   
 
I walk tall   
as tiptoe reach   
to top shelf   
about myself   
while   
around me   
all I see  
are shoulders slouched  
like slick   
white slopes   
to the ground. 
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This Way 
Beverly Rose Joyce, age 42 
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How Did I Get from There to Here? 
Amber Marie, age 26 
 
Honestly, I ask myself “How did we get here” quite often, in an amazed, inquisitive and 
sometimes frustrated manner. The question is often, if not always followed by “Where are we 
going?” Unfortunately, I haven’t been able to come to any type of solidified answer to MY 
question, I hope the opposite for whomever is reading this. You may be feeling bad for me at 
this point that I haven’t found that answer, but don’t! Life is about perspective and I’m okay 
with my travels potentially taking longer, I’m here for the views of the journey. I am grateful to 
be wherever it is that I am, and to have been blessed to wake up healthy every day, even 
through the ups AND downs (I’m especially grateful for those, I’ll explain later) I’m blessed 
that God has allowed me the opportunity to continue to find, and occasionally lose my way. I 
am a strong believer in “a lot of lost ways or “hiccups” we may experience are 
potential lesson(s) and those lesson(s) if not learned, will continue to present until you learned 
what needs to be from that lesson(s).” Every “loss” has brought me to where I am today and 
has played a part in the formation of the woman I am today. Now, let me explain why I said I 
am especially grateful for those “downs” I mentioned earlier. You never know your true 
capabilities until you’re forced to be uncomfortable, whatever that means for you 
personally. So, are they really “downs” if they help build your character and teach you a lesson? 
What qualifies them as “downs” or “lost ways”? I don’t know about you, but I’ve gotten lost on 
the road a few times while driving to a location, although it is frustrating in the moment, 
sometimes you can see views you wouldn’t have seen had you not gotten a little lost. So, what 
makes them commonly seen as bad? The fact that we are frustrated in that moment? That we 
are uncomfortable? We didn’t like the feeling? Why are they not called or more commonly 
seen as growths? Growth is said to be uncomfortable, but it also MUST happen to progress, 
or you will be in a stagnant quick sand of life. I CAN NOT express how important growth is, but 
you also must want it and go through the “uncomfortable” moments and push yourself to be a 
better you, always! I am overwhelmingly grateful for all the people who have been there for me 
and with me through my journey, whether they stay or not, they matter.  
 
So, how did I get here? 
 
Only God Knows, but I’m thankful that I am here, have made it this far, and overcome all that I 
have, and I’m very curiously excited to see where my journey leads me from here! 
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King of America 
Emily J., age 15 
 

There was once a man we called ‘King of America’.  
He wasn’t really a man, and too old to be a boy. He had peach fuzz on his chin and 

bright blue eyes that sparkled with a hidden sort of excitement, so much so it made you 
wonder just what he was thinking.  

In our small little town, the King of America existed as a mystery, an entity that only 
provoked your thoughts and forced you to ponder the depths of his life. Yet you were shut from 
the secrets he kept, forever to marvel at his secrecy.  

He dabbled in everything, from strong and enthusiastic hobbies to small and meager 
curiosities. If you asked nicely or he was in a certain type of mood, he’d play you something on 
his guitar, a gradient blue instrument that reminded you faintly of a salty sea air on your lips.  

When he’d step into the rare spotlight, the people gathered below his feet would shout 
and cheer, blinded by the colorful lights that surrounded him on the stage.  

The King of America was everything you were searching for. He’d support you and pull 
you up from the mud, and he’d defend you from the boys on the street that would pull on your 
hair or tease things that shouldn’t be teased about. He was indescribable in such a way that 
made you want to describe him.  

He was everything you were searching for. But he shut you out.  
Instead, his eyes would turn to the ones who didn’t notice him. While those behind him 

shouted and cheered for him and his gradient blue guitar, his eyes didn’t seem to notice 
anything except himself. 

It wasn’t that he was particularly full of himself. Quite the opposite actually. The King of 
America loathed every shred of life he allowed himself to live, thinking that such a creature 
wasn’t worthy of it at all. How peculiar it seemed to those around him, that such a divine 
personality thought so lowly of himself.  

He was so focused on every step of his life, calculating everything and ensuring he didn’t 
make a mistake. The intense focus harmed him in the end, causing more mistakes than 
preventing them.  

In the end, the King of America became the very thing he was so deathly afraid of 
becoming.  

A human.  
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Simply Gold and Green  
Emily J., age 15 
 
    As the wind dies down, leafy trees become still. The only sounds are the chirping of birds and 
the singing of the evening cicadas. The sky is blue with light. White clouds move with grace, 
pirouetting across the sky even as the music of summer becomes quieter. Not the changing of 
the seasons, but simply the silencing of the breeze. They heave promises on their backs, even 
as they twirl and dance.  
    The sun moves to kiss the trees. Through every branch, golden light sinks to the grass and she 
brushes her fingers over every blade. And even in the dead heat of the summertime, plants 
reach out and ignore the urges to wilt. Pebbles beg for her warmth. She smiles down at them all 
with pity, for such a figure in the sky can only laugh at simple beings.  
    The world is a labyrinth. She is a cynosure for every stumbling creature. She lights the way for 
every lost and scared soul. When the byzantium flowers wilt, or the prussian waters ripple with 
angry storms, she soothes them and nurses them back to the way that she knows.  
    From what the pebbles and the trees and the grass can see, she sits up there on a glowing 
throne backed by heaven’s vault. Such a monarch shouldn’t care for the mere nature that sits 
beneath her.  
    But what they don’t see is that she doesn’t care much for the sky. In fact, she’s never seen it. 
In all of her glowing brilliance, the darkness and emptiness of space surrounds her. It tries to 
drown her out, swallowing her power by stretching seconds into hours. She looks down at the 
trees and the grass, wishing she could be simple like them, enjoying the sky and the animals. 
She wishes to be surrounded by flowers in a field, watching the clouds carry their promises to 
lands she’ll never visit.  
    She sees the clouds from the top, and she sees that the promises they carry on their backs 
are hollow. Each time she is reminded that without her suffering, no pebble or rock can soak up 
the golden rays that flow from her fantastical existence.  
    Surrounded in darkness is she, though she glows bright.  
    The sun fans her hands out across the lands that turn to seek her. She brushes her fingertips 
over the leaves because she knows that they need her. That is the joy that keeps her warm rays 
from running dry.  
    It is to see the simple gold and green of the earth that they create together.  
 


